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Customised

Coaching

by Paulette Peril

Patsy is such a lucky girl. She has everything an ideal daughter could need, thanks to her very well-to-do, adoptive mother.

She lives in a big house, surrounded by impressive grounds and staffed with a number of loyal servants. And she has a wardrobe full of clothes, to die for.

She and her mummy are also members of the MAID network, which stands for Mothers And their Ideal Daughters and advises ladies on how to educate and train their ideal daughters, as well as their ideal husbands.

And Patsy has lots of friends, with similar interests. They love dressing up in their fine satins and silks, and their bootees and mittens and they love to play some very fun games, with each other.

The Governess is always there to make sure that everyone plays fair and that they get the most benefit from their play.

And today, Patsy and two of her friends, Daisy and Maisie, are going on a short vacation, with their mummies and the Governess. They’ll be on a special journey, in a very special railcar, designed to enhance their experience of travel.

Join them on their travels as they play some old favourites, as well as some new games, with their adult minders.

By the way, Patsy is nearly 23 years old, and so are Daisy and Maisie! And the games they play are really, quite adult.

This is a work of pure fantasy and contains adult themes. It is another story from Paulette Peril and contains multiple, fantasy, scenarios, of sissy, dressing, and strict, sissy, bondage.

If these images are likely to offend you,

PLEASE DO NOT READ THIS BOOK.

Otherwise, please enjoy!

The MAID Network

Mothers and their Ideal Daughters

CUSTOMISED COACHING

“My name is Patsy, and I’m such a very good girl,

I love my frocks and my satins and have perfected my twirl.”

Hi, my name is Pat. Or Trisha. Or Patricia.

Pat, or Trisha, is what my mummy calls me when she tells me that I’ve been a good girl.

“You’ve been a very good little girl, today, my darling Trish,” she’ll say, “So, mummy and Gabby are going to give you a special treat.”

To my Governess, or my teacher, I’m always Patsy. I don’t like that name, as much, but she insists on calling me Patsy, most times. She says that’s the name that suits me best.

That’s the “Gabby”, who mummy is referring to, by the way. Or Governess Gabrielle, I have to address her as, unless mummy is there. Then she always refers to her as Gabby and I can get away with saying “Gabby” too.

You see, Governess Gabrielle and my Mummy Denise are sisters. I live with them, the three of us, all together in a huge, posh house. We have done for more than two years now. Before that I lived with mummy and “father” for over a year. I don’t remember much about my “father”, just that he was a big, smiling, happy man, who was very rarely here, when I first arrived, and then seemed to spend, even more and more time, away from home. I don’t think he liked me being there.

Apparently, he had “another woman” somewhere. That’s what mummy told me after he’d gone out to work one day, and never came home. Apparently, all the times he was away, which was always four or even five nights, a week, she says he wasn’t on business, as he claimed, but with his other “wife”. I can’t remember too much about him because he came and went so often.

He was a big and very powerful man. I remember that. He was the C.E.O., whatever that is, of a private railroad company, and one of its owners and major share-holders. And that’s what paid for the big house and the housekeeper, and the cook and the gardener and the chauffeur (Well actually, the gardener and the chauffeur were both the same person! But they looked entirely different when they were dressed for their different jobs.)

Actually, he wasn’t my real father at all, and mummy is not my real mummy. They’d be too young. Especially mummy. I think she’s only in her late 30s now, and I’m nearly 23 years old. I was fostered by them when I was turned eighteen years, nearly nineteen years, old. I was part of a special scheme. I’d got myself into quite a bit of trouble when I was younger and I’d spent a lot of time in special homes and then, as I got older, I ended up in detention centres.

To try and make me mend my ways, I was enrolled on a special scheme, where wealthy families could foster us, look after us, in their own homes, and try to give us a better life. And that’s how I ended up living in such a big house.

So, mostly mummy and I spent our time together, whilst daddy was away, “on business”. I remember, we slept in her big bed, cuddled up together, in our lovely, satin night-dresses, whenever daddy was not there . . . . most of the week, and for over a year.

I went to a small college, where the emphasis was on learning some work skills. I think daddy had to pay for that. But, as soon as I got home, mummy would say, “Let’s get you out of those horrible work clothes, and pop you in something nice!”

And she would always put me in the bath and scrub me clean and then pop me into one of my lovely, colourful, glossy, satin frocks, that made such a lovely noise as it swished around my knees. And we’d play, together, and she’d sit me at the table and show me how young ladies drank their cups of tea and ate their food, ever so delicately. And then, we’d snuggle together on the sofa and watch a film, or play a game, before mummy put me to bed and then, some hours later, and smelling of drink, she would climb in beside me, and we’d snuggle together.

On the days when daddy was home, I remember things were quite different and we’d not have as much fun. He tried to teach me about his job and about railroads and things I wasn’t too interested in. And I slept in my own bed, in cotton pyjamas.

And then one day he disappeared and I never ever saw him again. It turns out he was a big, powerful, man, with a small, weak heart.

We buried him a week later and soon after that, my life changed dramatically. It must have been the pressure of the job that killed him, I figured. He was only in his early forties. But mummy says it was because he was looking after two women and living the life of Riley. I don’t know who Riley was!! Mummy still seems quite bitter about it.

Anyway, the weeks after he passed were awful. And then I remember Aunt Gabrielle coming to look after mummy, who had some kind of “breakdown”. She was acting quite strangely.

I didn’t really understand what it was going to mean for me, but it signalled a big change in my life.

The first thing was that Gabrielle, my mum’s sister, suggested I should be home-schooled, and that college was a waste of time and a waste of money. She said it would save the family a fortune, it was just throwing good money away, and she would teach me all the skills I needed. She also said it would give them a much tighter control over my up-bringing, and my disciplining.

Soon after that, I left the college and I stayed at home and Aunty Gabby became Governess Gabrielle.

I remember her going through all my clothes, with me at her side, throwing everything she didn’t like, into a heap, on the floor, in the middle of my room. “You won’t need that anymore!” she would say, throwing down my old, worn, work clothes.

“And you won’t be wearing those again,” she would laugh, throwing down the stiff white shirts I had to wear, on my stuffy, formal days.

And I remember thinking, as we burned all my old clothes, this was wonderful, in place of all my stuffy old clothes, that I had to wear whenever daddy had been around, I got a whole wardrobe of the lovely, fussy, satin frocks, that my mummy used to put me in. And I got drawers, full of lovely, silken knickers and panties and long-legged satin bloomers, that fell to the knees. And I wore a night-dress, that flowed to my feet, every night, and now, I slept in the massive bed, with my mummy Denise, at one side of me, and my Governess Gabrielle at the other. Every night. Almost.

That was if I’d been a good girl. If I was naughty, Governess Gabrielle made me sleep in my own cot, in my own bedroom, surrounded by my dolls. And she made sure I didn’t disturb them in their bed, by tying my bare ankles together and tying my hands into satin mittens, and then tying my wrists together, with long, silken ribbons. Sometimes, if I’d been especially naughty, she put a big satin sack over my head, and tied it at the neck and I had to sleep with a big dummy tied in my mouth and my satin “sleep-hood”, which is what she called it, billowing in and out, as I breathed heavily, on account of the dummy in my mouth. I was twenty, or in fact, nearly twenty-one years old, by this time and I really hated having to suck on a dummy.

And then, in a very subtle fashion, my life changed. By degrees. I still got to wear the lovely sleek, glossy frocks, and I still got to sleep in the big bed most nights, but, during the day, I was getting punished more and more, for doing very little wrong. I didn’t really understand it. But most feeding times, I was tied into my feeding chair and most afternoons I’d be completely tied up, with satin scarves and ribbons and made to have a “rest period”. Governess Gabrielle insisted it was good for me and I got very accustomed to being tied up and being spanked, for the smallest little transgression. I even started to enjoy it, and sometimes I misbehaved, or said a rude word, just so my Governess would stuff a scarf into my mouth and cover me in silk scarves and ribbons.

I remember one day, I was tied into my feeding chair enjoying lunch and there was a knock at the door. It was a friend of mummy’s from the old college days. She was foster mummy to two of my friends, Matthew and Daniel, who were twins. I hadn’t seen them for over a year, and now they were in the dining room and looking amazed to see me in my lovely, pink and white satin frock, and my pink satin bloomers, with my hands tied up, into pink satin mittens and then bound to the arms of the chair, and my little satin-booted feet tied tight together, and my Governess bottle feeding me.

I remember Matthew laughing at me. And my mummy and Governess were very annoyed and told his mummy she wasn’t strict enough with him. And his mummy said that was why she’d come to see us, because she couldn’t control the two boys, any longer. They were the same age, as me, nearly 21 years old, and getting quite unruly. And I remember Governess Gabrielle and his mother taking him from the room, and, half an hour later, I remember, when he came back he had a big dummy tied in his mouth and he was crying. He was wearing one of my older dresses and he was the one that ended up tied in the feeding chair, and he was the one being bottle fed! Daniel and I both enjoyed that.

Well, soon after that, I heard that both Daniel and Matthew were pulled out from attending the same college I’d gone to. Now, and ever since that day, I see them quite regularly. But they’re called Maisie and Daisy, now.

We’re all part of a kind of club. There are seven girls, in our little group. Plus 6 mummies and my Governess. We’re called by our nickname, the Chicago Seven, for some reason. I don’t know why. There’s me. There’s Maisie and Daisy. And then there is a girl called Pansy. The four of us are the best of friends. We’re the main group and have been together for around 2 years. Recently, though, we’ve welcomed Clarissa and Martina and a very new member called Priscilla, into our group. We meet every month, altogether in one huge house, or another. Quite often, it’s in ours, which is, by far, the biggest of the 6 homes. At other times, we meet in smaller groups.

Apparently, there’s a big organisation called MAIDs Network. It has a membership of dozens and dozens, maybe, even hundreds, or thousands, over the whole country.

It stands for Mothers and their Adopted Ideal Daughters. That’s right, I’ve been properly “adopted” now, so I can live with mummy and Gabrielle, forever. So have Maisie and Daisy been formally adopted. I think that’s why their “daddy” left home, too! Anyway, we belong to MAIDs, and it has lots of members, like Mummy Denise and Governess Gabrielle, who only ever wanted daughters. But it also has wives, who have husbands that they’ve fallen out with, for some reason or other. I don’t know the full details, but I know they join this club and then they get advice on how to make their husbands, better behaved. Just like Governess Gabrielle, made me a much better, behaved child by turning me into the daughter my mummy had always wanted.

And they can get the clothes made and other stuff we need, like sleep hoods and the cuffs and things, we wear when we’ve been naughty.

Anyway, we’ve lived together now, in this same home, for more than two years. Did I mention, I’m nearly 23 now? Oh! And I forgot to explain to you, that when mummy first fostered me, I was a boy until they turned me into the pretty little girl, I am now. It happened very slowly at first, mummy saw I liked her clothes, and, one day she suggested I try some on. Well, from there, it happened most times daddy was away, but then even daddy must have noticed what was happening and that’s when we saw less and less of him.

I let mummy dress me up, and talk to me like she did, like I was a little girl. Of course, I think that was why I was so badly behaved, before. I think, deep inside, I always hated being a boy. Now, mummy says I’m much happier and mummy says I am a perfect little lady. Mostly!

And, mostly, we still share the one, big bed. Nearly every night, I sleep between the two of them, my mummy and her sister, my “teacher” Governess Gabrielle.

I still wear the same, long, slinky nightdresses, that I love so much. But now I am always lightly tied, with lovely satin ribbons. My head is always hooded because Governess Gabrielle insists it will keep me out of trouble. Anyway, she knows I like it! And my mouth is always stuffed with a neat little ball of satin scarf, tied in with another satin scarf around my head. And my satin sleep-hood gently billows in and out, as I lay there. And, if I’m very lucky or have been particularly good, mummy and Gabrielle will play with me and stroke me and make me excited. They even take off the little satin penis sack that I sleep in and play with my little “boyfriend”, as they call it, until they make it spit at them, and then they laugh as they wash it, and tie it back into its little satin sack. And then I usually feel tired, so then they will play with each other, as I lie in between them and gradually fall asleep.

Tonight, I’ve been told, there will be no bed games, because I have to get to sleep early because we have an exciting day, tomorrow. We’re going on vacation. With Daisy and Maisie and their mummy. I’m really excited. I enjoy our holidays, together.

We go away a lot, the four of us, but Pansy can’t come tomorrow. So, it will be the three girls and their two mummies and Governess Gabrielle.

We often rent houses and all play games together, once a month. Sometimes the three new girls join us, and Governess Gabrielle usually plans everything. But at the last MAIDs’ meeting, when all seven of us were tied in our special chairs and were hooded in our satin hoods, with big fat gags in our mouths, we listened as the next three months’ activities were planned. And at this meeting, with the 6 mummies and Governess Gabrielle, it was decided that as well as all the joint activities we would enjoy, Daisy and Maisie, and myself, would have a special two-day trip in the special railcar that mummy owns.

She still owns my daddy’s part of the railroad and gets money each year, for that. They call it a share and stock dividend, or something. I’m not sure. But it means we still live very well. And she had a special railroad car made, that we visit every few weeks. It sleeps four sets of us, with 2 bedrooms at either end, and has a big central play area and lounge, where we all meet. There we get to watch the scenery, as we sit in our frocks, in our special observation chairs. And at night, we all eat very nice food together, when we girls are expected to put on our very best dresses and our long, satin evening gloves, and we have a fabulous time, before we all go off to our separate bedrooms, with our mummies. This time, because Pansy won’t be there, I believe Daisy will be sleeping with Governess Gabrielle. I’m sure she’ll enjoy it. “Gabby” always plays some very nice bedroom games!

Anyway, I must get off to sleep, but I’ll tell you about my special vacation, tomorrow. Good night!

“Early to bed, and early to rise,

To enjoy a day, that’s “bound” to surprise!”

The day dawned early, or at least the alarm went off earlier than usual, because this was a special day!

I was aware of the movement and excitement around me, way long before they actually released me from my night’s bondage.

Mummy and Governess Gabrielle were up early and already showered and in their dressing robes, by the time I felt them work the loosely tied sleep-hood, free from my head. I’d worn a simple one last night, to match my pink satin nightgown.

The pink sack of satin, simply slipped over my head and was drawn in at the frilled, lacy neckline, with sewn in satin ribbon, which contrasted against the white, lacy, edging, that drew it all into my face, and then was tied in a fancy bow. Some nights I slept in an altogether different arrangement, with a tight-fitting satin hood that contoured itself to my face and was zipped up the back, and then over-laced, with two joining panels, to hide the zip and to pull the satin mask in really tight to my girly features. These often had a built-in wedge gag that fitted between my lips, and, once the hood was zipped and laced up, you couldn’t tell that the re-inforced mouth area, actually hid a silencing gag, that effectively kept me entirely quiet all night. Some of these tighter hoods also had small nasal openings, to allow easier breathing, although the soft, satin material, actually allowed the wearer to breathe, relatively easily. These types of hood were custom made, by the MAID Network’s own manufacturing base, to fit precisely, so I couldn’t really wear another girl’s hood. Mine were specially made for me, and me alone. And I had one in just about every colour, to match the widely different nightgowns I possessed.

But I also had one of each colour of these small sleep sacks, that just slipped over the head, and fitted in loosely, and tied in a fanciful bow at the frilly neck. They were easier to use, if I was to be dummy gagged or scarf gagged, before the hood was installed. This time, I had spent the whole night with a big, adult dummy on a broad, satin ribbon, tied around my head and keeping my mouth filled. It was quite re-assuring to suck on the rubber teat, if I woke during the night and I didn’t want to disturb my two bed companions.

And now, as I blinked as the daylight hit my uncovered eyes, I felt the Governess, fiddling at the back of my blonde head, to release the big, fat, sissy-satin bow, and to pull the rubber teat from between my lips.

Then she saw to my hands, which had been secured in little pink mittens, with another broad length of satin ribbon, whilst mummy untied my ankles. Finally, I could stretch and shake my arms a little, and I was able to move my legs to get some proper feeling back into them. At this point, mummy went downstairs to arrange breakfast, whilst the Governess rubbed my wrists and ankles to help the circulation, and then ordered me to get up, dis-robe, and go and shower and perfume myself.

I knew she allowed me 15 minutes only, each time, to do all I needed to do, before returning to the bed chamber, with a big, fluffy, pink towel around my, still wet body. So, I had no time to waste, and I went to the toilet and did what I needed, and then quickly dived into the shower.

By the time I returned and sat on the edge of the bed, for my Governess to dry me, I was smelling as sweet as roses, both from the perfumed shower gel and shampoo I had used, and from the fine mist of perfume scent I had quickly sprayed, over my naked form, as the Governess had shouted, and warned me that my 15 minutes were up. I’d looked down at my poor penis, that hadn’t seen any hair around it for some time now, since mummy and the Governess decided I’d look much cuter, if they got rid of all my, fine, fair bodily hair, and just left my golden locks on my head.

When I returned, I was delighted to see my Governess dressed in one of her favourite leather skirts, this one a lovely, bright green leather, that contrasted well, with the light, pink, satin blouse, she wore. But I was a little disappointed to see I would be wearing the pale yellow, satin frock, today. I voiced my disappointment, and the Governess quickly made a note of my disobedience.

“That will be added to the tally, young lady, when we decide who has been the best behaved little girl, this month. In any case, you know, very well, you take it in turns. Daisy is wearing the pink frock this morning. And Maisie will be in the baby blue. And tonight, you will be wearing the red evening gown and gloves, your favourite. So, you can’t have it all your way. Now sit there quietly whilst I sort your hair and touch up this make-up.”

I wore semi-permanent make-up to make it easier for my mummy and the Governess to keep me looking beautiful. My features were very fine and petite, in any case, so it really didn’t take much to make me look really, very girly.

The hair was a bigger problem, and had to be fashioned into whatever style was desired each day, and this morning Governess Gabrielle took a long time with the curling tongs, to shape it into some pretty, loose, falling, curling ringlets, before tying some straighter hair, on the very top, back with a large, yellow ribbon, which would match my dress, and my mittens and my satin bootees and my yellow travel hood. It seemed funny to me that I had to go to all this fuss and then, whilst we travelled to the train, I would be covered up in a big, satin hood, as well as my long, velvet, travel cape!

Once the hair was finished, and I was completely dry and smelling as sweet as the garden roses, we discarded the towel and I sat completely naked.

I watched as Gabby tied the yellow, satin, ball and man-rod sack, around my testicles, and my semi-erect cock. I liked the feel of the satin bag, as she slipped both testicles into it. And then, as she drew the satin sock up my shaft and it connected with tiny, invisible snaps, to the ball-sac, the whole kit and caboodle was tied off tight, with the attached lengths of yellow satin ribbon, which ended with a pretty bow, that sat, right at the near end of my penis, as it joined to the ball sac, where it displayed like a little yellow rosette, atop my only manly glory, as if I’d won a prize, at the local pony show!

Then she slipped the foundation garment, in a heavier satin, onto my upper torso. This was like a corset, but wasn’t fashioned to hold me in, constricted, like some of my punishment corsets. This was for day wear, and still fitted close to my body, but loose enough, to allow easy movement and not force my breathing. It was yellow satin, of course, like everything else I was to wear this day, under my long, black, velvet cloak.

Around the bottom of the corset hem there were placed a full six-set of suspenders and now, with Gabby’s help, I eased my feet into the pair of pale yellow, silk stockings. These were so pale, as to be almost cream, but you could just tell they toned in with the rest of my ensemble and I loved the feel, on my bare, sensitive skin, as each was unrolled up the length of my legs, and then fastened to the corresponding three suspenders, on each side of the glossy corset.

Now, I was ready to accept the frock and I always thrilled when I saw one of my beautiful, little girly frocks, being lifted off its hanger. This was the moment I enjoyed the most, when it was brought up to my head, and then lowered down, with a rustle and bustle of heavy satin, as it fell over my enhanced breasts, now forced into the body corset, and sleek, shiny material, tumbled down to my upper thighs, where it bounced and shuffled, along with the integral net underskirts, or petticoats, as the whole arrangement, bobbed and swayed, like the rippling wavelets, on a none-too-calm ocean.

Eventually, the short skirts stopped bobbing up and down, and settled into their usual arrangement, sticking out at around 45 degrees, as they were supported by the stiffer under-netting, that lifted them up. A fine layer of satin, under all those pretty underskirts, rested into my thighs, protecting them, and the fine silk stockings, from the harsher net skirts, above.

Now I twirled around, as commanded, to allow my dresser to button up the long line of pretty, yellow, diamante-like buttons, up the back of the frock, pulling the bodice in tight to the concealed corset and fitting me, like the satin body-glove, it had been custom-made to be.

The last top buttons brought the high, frilled neck and collar-line, into place and it fitted snugly to my neck, before the Governess attached the tiny, tiny, silver padlock, to the very top fastening, to ensure I was locked in to my glorious, rustling frock, at least until the afternoon.

Then she brought the two ends of the broad, satin waist sash, around my back and tied them together, making sure the waist, like the bodice, was pulled in just as tight as it could be and the wide sash was fashioned into a gloriously, sissy bow, in the small of my back, the loose ends of the bow, just trailing down to below the high hemline, of my pushed-out, ultra-short, skirts.

I took a few steps, as directed, and the pretty, sissy skirt bobbed up and down, on its sea of lacy froth, showing just enough of my tied up, satin-encased, penis, to keep everyone, the other girls, our mummies, and the Governess, interested. Even Sam, the chauffeur, would enjoy seeing the penis bob up in time with the satin frock as he escorted us to the waiting car and supervised me being fitted into my travel seat.

Sam always went with us, on these trips. He always had. Although he slept in a separate rail car to us, he attended to all the ladies’ needs, he set the dinner table, he delivered the food from the diner car and he made sure everything that might be needed, to keep us secure and safe, and comfortable during the trip, was ready, in the railcar or in the house, if we were renting, or on the boat if we chartered a yacht, for one of our breaks. He really was a marvel. He would have been to the railroad yard, the previous day, to deliver all the alcohol, the wines and goodies, that we needed and, at the same time, he would have taken all the neatly coiled bags of leather strapping and satin ribbon and coloured cord, that the Governess would have instructed him was required, to restrain us girls.

And then he’ll keep a very discreet presence, always ready to be attentive and making sure the whole trip flows like clockwork and he’ll even have a rental vehicle, like a small bus, ready for us at the station, when we reach Denver tomorrow, so he can take us all, either sightseeing or shopping, for the morning.

Anyway, I always liked it when he looked at my wrapped-up penis, and he winked and smiled. It made me feel very proud!

So, my dressing was almost done. Now I slipped my stockinged feet, into the cute, little satin boots that extended up to above my ankles. These laced up with another satin ribbon, right up the front of their length, from the pointed toe of the boot to the short top of the period-type boots, fashioned in yellow satin and with a tiny, little heel that made walking so easy.

Some of my boots had much higher heels, and I sometimes struggled, especially if my ankles were hobbled. But these were a doddle to walk in and I loved the cute, period design, of them. They looked like the little, sexy boots, the dancing showgirls wear, in those period westerns! Only mine were sculpted in a heavy weight of satin, not leather, and were tied with a big, sissy, yellow bow of satin, at each calf.

“Now sit!” Governess Gabrielle demanded, and I sat as she fetched the gloves and the mittens and the ribbons and the bandages, to secure my hands.

The long, long, pale yellow, almost creamy gloves, in a fine, thin, soft satin, extended up each arm, until they disappeared under the frilled cap sleeves of my frock, and continued up, and even over, my shoulder bone.

My painted nails popped out of the end of each, as they were a fingerless, glove, in the thinnest of materials, to act as an under-gloving for the bondage mittens, I would wear for most of the day.

She then took up the fine, satin ribbon and began to bind my fingers as I watched intently, with a feeling of erotic excitement, as my bare fingers, slowly disappeared under the skilfully tied, yellow ribbon, weaving in and out of each set of fingers.

Once all my fingers were secured together, she took up the roll of black, cohesive bandage and carefully wrapped each hand, from the wrist to the bound-up digits, in a layer of the effective bandage that cleverly fixed to itself, like a broad, smart, strip of Velcro. Soon each hand was properly bound and then I slipped the rather unsightly black, bandaged mass, of each, into the sleek, glossy, yellow, padded and strengthened mitten, that was offered up.

These slipped beyond the wrist, and halfway up to the elbow joint, over the top of the thin, pale yellow, full-length gloves. Each mitten had a concealed zip that brought the heavyweight satin, close in, to my bound fingers and palms, and the zips extended from the inner palm right to the upper ends of each glove. And once zipped up, each was secured with another tiny padlock that dangled from the end of each, tightly closed zip. And then a ribbon around each wrist, was tied off in a big bow to match the yellow bows at my ankles, at my waist, and at my penis. My bound hands wedged inside and the re-inforced padding, ensured they remained straight and still.

Soon, I knew my two wrists would be secured together, as I was led to the car and my special travel seat. I knew we had at least an hour’s journey to the station, more if the traffic was heavy, and that I would spend it, gagged, blindfolded and hooded and tied into my car seat, and I really looked forward to these journeys. But, for now, they were left loose. Loose but entirely useless, as I could do nothing with them. They were securely bound, double gloved and bandaged. They were just hanging there, uselessly, at my sides, as I was led to the kitchen to receive a light breakfast.

Mummy was very impressed, when she saw me and congratulated my Governess on another clever dressing and then signalled me to sit beside her at the small table in the large kitchen diner, so she could feed me my breakfast.

I obliged her by placing my mittened hands, in my lap and she tied them there, loosely, with a ribbon, and then raised the baby feeding bottle to my lips. I was well-accustomed to accepting this and I took the large, rubber teat, hungrily between my lips, and sucked hard to enjoy the warmed, lightly flavoured milk drink, it contained.

Then, in between sips at my baby bottle, I was fed little pieces of cut up fruit, fresh and delicious, washed down with small spoons of pineapple yoghurt, one of my favourites. My diet was always strictly controlled. I knew we would be given a very sparse lunch aboard the train, but then have a fabulous evening meal, when dressed in all our special, evening finery. And mummy warned me not to drink too much, because there would be no toilet break, until the train had departed the station!

After my meagre, but tasty, breakfast, I waited patiently as my mummy disappeared off to dress herself and Governess Gabrielle went to fetch my head-wear, for the car journey.

She smiled as she instructed me to open my lips, wide.

“Now Patsy, you have to take all this in and it’s bulky, so open wide!” she said, as she rolled the silk scarf into a tight, but sizeable ball. And then she eased it into my open mouth as I moaned, both with some discomfort, but also in excitement. I truly love being gagged and blindfolded and hooded. Apart from wearing my satin frocks, and my satin bootees, it’s the most thrilling part of my existence and I really look forward to being completely enveloped, in soft, sensual satin, and having my senses taken from me. So, I knew it would be worth it, once all the rolled-up scarf, was accommodated, in my mouth.

Gabrielle pressed and pushed and, in the final seconds, got a little exasperated, as she pushed one last corner of the silken scarf in and another bit popped out, again! But eventually, I was able to take it all and she quickly applied some micro-fibre tape over the lips, to secure the bundle of silky satin inside and ensure it could not come loose. Another length of the tape added security, and strength to the first, and then she picked up the long satin scarf and bound that over the tape, over my lips and around my lower face, and tied it tight behind my fair head, to match the sissy bow on top.

Next, she picked up the satin sleep mask, that was just a simple, yellow satin blindfold, the same colour as all my clothing, that slipped over my eyes and  was held there by its elasticated, satin-covered strap that joined the knotted scarf, at the back of my head. Then she took the loose satin hood, in matching yellow, and slipped it down over my head. This was fitted to be tighter than my loose-fitting sleep hoods, but still left enough room to accommodate the gag and the eye covering, and I breathed, very easily, through the thin, sleek material, as it was drawn in to my face and secured around my neck.

Now, blinded and gagged, I was stood up and my temporary ribboning was removed from my mittened wrists. I felt the first, sturdy, leather strap, being fitted to my wrists, and forcing them together, as the strap was buckled and locked off with a small padlock. This pressed the mittens, and my bound and gloved hands together, palm to palm, as if in prayer. A second, narrow strap, was fitted just below my gloved elbow joint to ensure the arms were well restrained, for the entire journey.

Then I felt the lush, black, soft, velvet cape, being draped over my shoulders and secured, with a leather toggle fastening, below the high collar of my yellow satin dress. And the voluminous, soft, velvet hood, was pulled up and adjusted to frame my satin-encased head, as we headed for the door and for the waiting transport.

“All satins, and ribbons, and bows, so neat,

Let’s get you into, and strapped, to your seat.”

Whilst all the dressing and breakfasting had been carried out, Sam, our driver, had packed the car with our cases. I knew they’d contain both our evening gowns, our sleepwear and, probably, a little new surprise. We lucky girls almost always got a little surprise, whenever we holidayed together. It had become a part of the ritual, so I would be shocked if there wasn’t some lovely new outfit to wear, perhaps for this afternoon’s game session, or for tomorrow’s shopping trip. Or possibly, some new and clever restraint, like a straitjacket, or a night hood, for us to sample. Anyway, the trunk of the sleek, limousine, was stuffed full of all the things we would enjoy wearing or displaying. And I knew the means of restraining us securely, throughout the three-day, two-night holiday, would also be in the trunk, if not already delivered to our private railcar.

The flashy, expensive car was really sumptuous, with deep, leather seats, and blacked out windows and big, fat tyres, and a mini-bar and even a small tv, inside. We always used it for travelling any distance but only Sam drove it. My mummy and the Governess shared a smaller car for local trips.

As I was walked along the hallway to the front door, I thrilled at the rustle of the satin frock, as it bobbed, and swayed, under my long cloak. I also heard the swish of Gabrielle’s full-length, leather skirts, as the long covering of leather, twirled at her booted feet. She had loads of leather skirts. I think she told me once she had a real fetish for leather. Some were short and she wore those with high, high boots. Some were tight pencil skirts, which were more for appearing dressy and she wore those with high heels, often. But her favourites were her collection of long, full skirts, in soft leather, and in bright colours. She had one in black of course, and one in red, but she also had them in yellow, in green, in bright blue, in dark pink, in pale pink and in “hot” pink, and in turquoise, purple and orange, and brown, and all the colours between. One for every day of the month, it seemed. She wore them a lot. And I liked to snuggle into the folds of soft leather, when I was bound and sitting at her feet, as she read me a story or told me a long tale, during one of our lessons. During those times, she liked me to press into her with my head, and with my tied hands, and try to find her “pleasure spot”, as she called it, under the soft leather. Most times she wouldn’t wear panties for this game and many of the skirts were unlined, so she felt the smooth, silky leather, pressed hard to her “spot”.

Mummy had left us during these final preparations for our journey, to slip into her travel clothes. But it took her no time to slip the fine, silken, shift dress, over her frame, pop a leather jacket over the top and join us at the car in time to help secure me to my travel seat.

I could be tied or strapped in several different ways, to the seat. It was like an adult-sized baby seat, front-facing, and secured to the middle of the rear bench seat of the huge Cadillac.

Once they had got me in it, they could sit either side of me, sharing the same bench, or facing me in two let-down seats, that faced to the rear of the vehicle. But mostly, they liked to sit beside me and hold my bound hands, or stroke at my bound legs.

Today, they worked one either side of me. Gabrielle brought the restraining belts down over each shoulder and the lap belt across my waist. Before joining them all at the central locking point, she fed my bound, mittened hands out of the body-straps, so they were not interfered with. Then they all snapped together and locked tight, so my upper body was pressed back to the moulded chair. Then she took the padded, neck strap, over my neck and locked it into place, so my head was held fast and erect.

Meanwhile, mummy was strapping my satin-booted ankles together, with one of several lengths, of strong, leather strapping. The car seat, as well as a high back rest to hold my upper body, also had a foot pedestal that extended down the front of the leather car seat, and my feet nestled on a little platform at the bottom of this, and, as they were strapped together, she also attached the strap through one of the numerous fastening points, on the lower column of this pedestal, so my legs were actually attached to the rigid, plastic, padded chair. She then worked her way up and threaded another strap through a higher fastening point and strapped my legs together a second time, just below the knees.

Now, I could not move my legs at all, and I felt very secure and safe, knowing I was so well protected, but she added a further thigh strap below the hem of my billowing, satin skirts, and made sure the legs were entirely secured. Of course, this made a bit of a rumple-crumple, of my lovely velvet cape, but, I knew, it was necessary, and I was grateful for the trouble she’d gone to re-arrange my cloak and make it all look as neat as possible.

Now, my double-strapped arms, were brought into my lap, to press against my satin-covered, penis, and they deliberately cupped both hands around the erecting shaft, before connecting the ends of the mitts together, with a cleverly designed clip system, and then running a final leather strap, through my two lower arm straps and attaching it through the lap restraint, and then down to my lower knee strap, so my hands were kept in a neat, straight line, with my legs, and I could not dislodge them from their tight grip, on my bound-up cock.

Sam, who had watched leaning over the front seat, now poked his head into the back of the car to test all my bindings, and he gave my penis a little wiggle, and a tweak, as he checked the arm and wrist restraints and made sure I couldn’t possibly get loose or let go of my now erect penis. Then he declared we were ready and he got into the front seat, where he had a perfect view of me, hooded and cloaked, bound and strapped, in the rear-view mirror, and mummy and my Governess got in, either side, strapped themselves in, a bit less fully than I was secured, and we set off.

He warned us the traffic was heavier than usual and we might be nearly two hours, reaching the station, so he’d allowed plenty of time. But I didn’t mind, so long as we caught our train. In fact, I quite looked forward to the longer journey, knowing I would feel kind hands, caressing me and stroking at my glossy coverings, everywhere.

I can tell you, that’s when the excitement really kicked in and I so looked forward, to greeting Daisy and Maisie again, and to see how they had been dressed, and for us all to spend some fun time, bound together in our little, secret society!

“The exciting car ride has ended, our vacation begun,

Soon, we’ll be “girls re-united” and having such fun.”

The car journey took over an hour and a half. Although I couldn’t see any of it, I could tell the traffic was heavy and I could tell Sam was getting annoyed with the other road users. He was usually very calm and pleasant, but he felt a certain responsibility for getting us safely to the station and I understood his concern.

Anyway, the time passed pleasantly for me. I sort of fell into an almost dream-like state, unable to see or to hear too well and certainly unable to join in any conversation. So instead, I thought about seeing Maisie and Daisy and wondering how they were and what exciting games we would play, together.

It was such a pity Pansy couldn’t join us. She was very pretty and she was funny, too. And it would be funny playing the scarf game with just three of us, because I was certain Gabrielle would want to play that. Also, if we were to be tied to the decorative columns, after dinner, whilst the mummies ate, there were four of the metal pillars, and only three of us! One of us would probably have to be tied to two columns, otherwise it might look odd!

And then I wondered who would be found to be the naughtiest little girl, and get tied up in all those scarves? We each enjoyed being the one chosen, but at the same time it was fun to do the tying, too. I decided, if I was tying one of them up, I’d really concentrate on the face and use most of my scarves there! But, instead of six scarves each, would we get an extra three, because Pansy wasn’t there? It was exciting to think of all the possibilities.

And in any case, I was kept alert, being focussed back on my travelling companions as they stroked at my stockinged legs and at my face covering. And they kept pressing my bound and gloved hands, close together, to make sure I was still gripping my own penis, tight. Of course, I was!

And so, we eventually reached the rail-station, and we were able to pull almost right up to the private car, where we’d spend the next two nights.

It took no time to release me from the car seat, but they kept me hooded and my arms bound, of course, until we were safely aboard. And then they pulled my velvet hood up, and around my satin-covered face, to hide me from any curious viewers, as they bundled me from the automobile and into the private railroad car. As I stepped carefully, up the metal steps to the heavy, metal door, I took in a deep, breath of the fresh day’s air and then stepped inside, thrilled to finally have arrived.

Of course, Sam had to unload all our luggage and park the car, so they sat me in one of the four, large, winged armchairs, as they helped him and carried their personal luggage to their own, little double room.

The railcar was custom built and fitted to my Governess’s specifications and it held four couples, in four, small but cosy, sleeper compartments. Each of these double “rooms” had a window with fancy curtains and two small, but comfortable couches, that transformed into beds, for overnight. They met in the middle like a small queen-size, once transformed to beds, and my half was fitted with lots of fixing points, so that I could be secured anyway my companion wished. I say companion, because sometimes the Governess and the mummies all swapped and spent the time with a different girl. But this time, I was to be with my mummy and Maisie with hers. The Governess would sleep with Daisy.

We each had a tiny, but adequate, useful toilet with a shower and washbasin. You had to virtually sit on the toilet to use the shower, but it was sufficient for a few nights. And there were two such sleepers, or sleeping-compartments, at either end of the coach.

In the middle was our small lounge area, which was a combined sitting, viewing and dining area. There were four of the movable, wing-armed chairs, for each of the mummies to occupy. They could be moved to the windows, or to the coffee table fixed in the centre, or around the large dining table, that cleverly sat on the coffee table pedestal when it was needed but hid away, up in the ceiling, when not.

And fitted at either end of the space occupied by the dropped dining table, were our four chairs. They were fixed so they could not be moved around, but they each swivelled so they could face out, to the large picture windows, or turned in to sit at either side of each end of the dining table.

The coach itself, although modern, was designed to look like a turn of the 20th century railcar, and rather Art-Deco-ish, I think, maybe a bit earlier than the 1920s? The lights were made to look like old gas fitments, but were modern, electric lights. The four girls’ chairs were made to look like old, padded, leather, dentists’ seats or barbers’ chairs, but were, in fact, very modern and cleverly designed bondage chairs, designed to hold us in any of several ways. As well as swivelling to act as observation seats, or dining chairs, they also reclined and had concealed arm-, and foot-rests that could be brought into play, to secure us each in a whole variety of novel ways.

Our legs could be bound, separated or together, they could be raised up, or forced back, under the main seat. The main seat, the high back-rest, and the foot column and pedestal, were all joined but also worked in isolation from each other, and could be electrically formed into any one, of several configurations. Our heads could be secured back to the high back rest and held in between the padded headrests or we could even be fully reclined. Our arms could be tied behind the seat or to the front of it, or above our strapped heads, or restrained out to each arm rest. And we could spend all night fastened in one and reclined back, if our mummies decided they wanted the compartment to themselves or, as sometimes happens, they decide they want to share the beds with each other.

We never knew how they would be used and it was one of the aspects of these getaways that was so thrilling.

And before you exited to either end of the railcar, where the bedrooms were, there were two, Art Deco style, ornate columns of metal, forming a kind of archway at either far end of where the lowered dining table, would sit. It was these I had referred to, earlier. Our adults used to like to feed us girls separately, in the early part of the evening, and then move us, sometimes, from our swivelled, feeding chairs, to these four end columns, where we’d spend an hour or two, bound to the metal-work, whilst they enjoyed their meal in peace at a table that had been hastily re-set for four!

And so, I listened as I sat on the comfy chair, wondering what time the train left, and whether Maisie and Daisy were aboard yet. Nothing suggested they were, and the sounds and movement I sensed around me, seemed to confirm that it was just our small party.

And then it all calmed. Sam had disappeared, to park the car, just a few hundred metres away. He would check in to see everyone was okay, and then leave us. And I was certain my two play-mates would be arriving soon, to swell the numbers and we could begin to enjoy our holiday.

In fact, the train was not due to leave for another thirty minutes, after all of us were aboard. Maisie and Daisy arrived, with their mummy, five minutes after Sam had checked back with us. And then, I was raised up from my comfy seat and my satin hood removed, so that I could greet the new arrivals.

I welcomed them with a kind of smile, as my hood was removed and the blindfold also, but my lips remained sealed with the tape. They, at least, kindly removed the scarf, so my two, girly friends, could see why I didn’t say anything to them.

In any case, they were identically gagged with double tape, to keep their scarves in place.

Daisy looked stunning in her pink dress. It was a hot pink, very bright and vibrant, with gloves and mittens to match, but her arms had been secured behind her, and I felt that must have been very uncomfortable sitting in a car, but, then I remembered, they had a far shorter journey than me. The frock was almost identical to mine. Well, it came from the same source, so that wasn’t surprising. And she wore the same double gloving, but her long gloves, that disappeared under the same, short, cap sleeves, were in the same pink as her leg-wear and not as subtle as my pale yellow gloves. And her mitts matched her hot pink frock, precisely, I was certain her hands would be bound up, the same way as mine, with ribbons and bandages. These mummies seemed to enjoy good communication and we often mirrored each other, in the way we were dressed and the way we were bound.

Maisie was dressed in a lovely, baby blue, satin dress, with tiny white flowers picked out, in an embossed pattern on the tight bodice and her short, pale blue, satin skirt was supported by the same white, full, stiff underskirts, as both Daisy and me. Her gloves were the same as her legwear, and were in a darker blue, contrasting with the light blue of her frock, and of her bondage mittens and her arms, too, were locked behind her, matching her twin sister’s bondage.

Whereas I looked really quite ladylike, in my sexy satin, ankle boots, that tied in neat, yellow bows, at the ankles, my two companions wore the most stunning pair of thigh-high satin boots, each.

Daisy’s boots, were in a lighter pink than her dress, and matched her long, pale pink, under-gloves, Maisie’s were in the dark blue that contrasted so well with her paler, powder-blue, frock. And, where my legs had been free until I was bound in my travel seat, theirs’ were hobbled with lightweight leather cuffs, at the ankles and at the knees.

I stared in wonderment at the stupendously high boots, that rose right up to the crotch, where their satin-cased penises, lapped against the tight satin leg coverings. I figured, they must have been held up by suspenders, like my stockings, or maybe with rubber lining, to stop them slipping down like self-supporting tights, but they looked glorious and I vowed I would ask mummy for a pair, or three. I had leather thigh boots, which they sometimes liked me to wear, but these looked so damned sexy, against the satin frocks and were obviously created for inside wear, rather than for heavier outdoor use. And there, just under the skirt hems, and nestled between the two columns of darker blue and lighter pink boot, were the two penises, wrapped up like mine, in satin pouches matching the frocks and displayed so that, as the girls moved or sat, or lay down, their “man-hoods” would be on almost, full display.

They looked gorgeous the both of them, and I happily planted a pretend kiss on their cheeks, with my taped lips, as they did the same to me.

And we stood around for a little while, with us admiring each other’s frocks and me looking enviously at their wondrously, high, high boots of shiny satin, and our two mummies and the Governess, chatted away animatedly, while Sam arrived with a tray and three, filled flutes of champagne, plus the rest of the opened bottle set in an ice bucket, to celebrate the start of our vacation.

And then, since there were only three of us, they decided we’d be best sat in two of the swivel, bondage chairs on the side away from the station platform, with me in the middle, on one of the movable winged chairs, whilst they all moved the other three armchairs into a small circle round the central coffee table. So, the Governess took care of Daisy, my mummy saw to Maisie and the twins’ mum secured me into my chair, to give each an opportunity to re-acquaint with the other girls.

Daisy, in her hot pink frock, and fabulous, lighter pink boots, was laid out on one bondage chair, slightly reclined, and Maisie in the stunning blue boots and paler blue frock, was secured to the other. Their hands were released from behind and restrained up above their heads, and to the very top of the high, back-rest. Their mouths were left taped shut and a leather strap, padded for comfort, brought across each one’s lips, to hold the tape and the inner stuffing in place and to hold their heads back to their seats. And thicker straps, in the same black leather, were brought across their torsos and their legs, and down and down, the full lengths, of their satin-covered, bodies, and their satin-booted limbs, to pin them to the harsh seats. I watched, in awe, as mummy and the Governess used at least 7 wide straps to pin them down, slightly reclined, and tilted backwards, but still able to look out of the train window.

By now, it sounded as though the train was about to pull away, and I felt the movement as our transport, jerked into life, so they swivelled the chairs around to face the picture windows and allow Maisie and Daisy to view the passing scenery, as Maisie’s mum took up some lengths of black, silken cord to secure me to my more comfortable armchair.

But before that, she re-instated my satin scarf mouth covering, to hide the rather ugly tape over my sealed lips, the way Daisy’s and Maisie’s were covered with their padded leather, mouth straps.

Then she settled me in my comfy seat, like the lucky girl I was, and unbinding my joined wrists and releasing the clip fastening my padlocked, bondage mittens together, she spread one arm along each arm of the winged chair and tied it, really too tight for comfort, around and through the open woodwork of the upholstered chair, to hold each arm out to my sides.

Then she spread my legs and couldn’t help herself giving my little, yellow-encased penis, a tiny, friendly tweak, before tying each ankle booted foot to each stubby leg of the chair, meaning my legs were spread wide, and my penis jerked up and out, from the folds of my satin skirt and its frothy petticoats.

Then she took some more rope, longer this time, to secure my upper body to the main body of the chair, which was not so easy considering the design of the velour-covered wooden chair did not lend itself, too readily, to being used to secure someone.

Anyway, somehow she got some rope around my upper chest and behind the back-rest and then took another length and threaded it through the centre of my bust rope, and then up and over each shoulder and around my neck, then back under my armpits, and finally, over the top of the chair’s high back to connect it down to the rope that held my bustline back and compressed. Out of a non-too satisfactory situation, she made a very proficient job of securing me, and then I was pushed to the centre gap between the two swivel seats, to take my place at the windows, while the ladies gathered behind us, and sipped their second glass of champagne.

This always happened! We understood we needed to wait patiently, whilst the ladies caught up with all their gossip. They hadn’t seen each other for 3 weeks, or more, and so they talked non-stop and we just relaxed and enjoyed the scenery passing us by. It wasn’t going too fast, this special train, and we knew if it had set off on time, at 11.30am., we’d be an hour, or more, before we were released and able to sit with our mummies and eat a light lunch.

And so, I sat back in my comfy seat and thought how lucky I was. And, very soon, the city was left behind us and we were out into the fields and the rolling hills. Soon, it would get more remote and even a little mountainous in parts, and of course, we had all afternoon and evening, to look forward to.

“Come Maisie, come Patsy, come Daisy, all three,

Who’s been the naughtiest, Miss Prissy? Let’s see!”

Lunch time was fun. We all sat around the small coffee table in the lounging centre of the car, and Sam had brought a huge tray of nibbles, for us all to share.

Our mummies and the Governess, sat in their high-winged armchairs, and we sat at their feet, me with mummy, Maisie with her mummy and Daisy at Governess Gabrielle’s feet. I was a little jealous of Daisy, snuggling into Gabby’s, beautiful, long leather skirt. That was my usual position, when we were in lessons back home, and I really liked the feel of it when she pushed my head into the folds of buttery soft leather. But mummy was wearing her lovely, silk shift maxi-dress, and I lay my head in her lap as we girls talked very quietly, amongst ourselves and picked at little bits of food. We knew we hadn’t to eat too much because our mummies always reminded us that we needed to mind our figures! So, we were very careful not to pick too much from the lovely spread of delicately cut sandwiches and little bits of tiny pork pies and sausage rolls and tomatoes and salad that had been so artistically arranged, by the restaurant car.

And we laughed and we chatted, and I told Maisie and Daisy how much I liked their satin boots. And they explained they were satin-covered, but quite a proper boot, under their luscious covering, and so they stayed up the leg, all by themselves.

I really, really liked them and I wanted a pair. I was hoping mummy would listen in and catch the drift of the conversation, when I told Daisy, I particularly liked her pink ones! Although, I actually thought they’d look even better in the same vibrant pink as her frock! But, of course, the two together, would have been too much, so it was right that the boots were paler.

And the ladies, talked over our heads, about how well we’d been, or otherwise, and about what they’d been up to and what new clothes they’d bought for themselves, as well as for us. And it was really lovely, just to see Daisy and Maisie in a nice, relaxed mood.

And the ladies sipped at glasses of wine, as we picked up delicate little porcelain china cups, filled with warm tea, and sipped at them with very ladylike, delicate movements, showing how well brought up we were.

And then lunch was over and I really looked forward to the evening meal when we would actually be allowed some alcohol, in teeny amounts, and we’d be fed proper portions, as our only, proper, BIG meal of the day.

And then Governess announced we were to be taken and changed into our new play suits and we all three of us giggled, wondering what we’d be wearing, this afternoon?

And so, off I went with mummy to discover my new outfit, as Maisie went with her mummy and the Governess took charge of Daisy.

You can imagine my surprise, when I saw the little, hot-pink satin, baby romper suit, I was going to wear. And there, lying beside it when mummy laid it on the couch, was a pair of the same satin covered boots that Maisie and Daisy were wearing, but in hot pink, just as I’d dreamed of. And there was a long, long, pair of fingerless satin gloves, that would reach right up my arms, and all in the same glorious pink.

Then mummy showed me the locking mittens and the satin hood, with a long zip down the back, and a locking part at the bottom, and explained that would be for our quiet time, after a few games, and before we got ready for the evening.

I was thrilled. Really, really thrilled. And I threw my arms around mummy and thanked her. She must have smiled when she’d heard me say how much I liked the other girls’ boots, knowing all the time that I’d be wearing the same, all afternoon.

There were a few other bits of accessories, to go with the romper suit and I couldn’t wait to try everything together and see the other two, dressed the same.

But first, I had to take all my lovely, yellow frock and other things off. We’d already all got rid of the locking bondage mittens and the bandages and ribbons around my hands, for us to eat lunch, so now mummy unlocked my frock and we peeled that off and hung it up in the tiny, narrow wardrobe, at the foot of the couch, which would become my bed.

Then we took off the stockings and the corset, and mummy untied the penis sack and stored all those things away. I saw the pale blue leather corset dress and the matching, leather thigh boots in the wardrobe, and I asked mummy if that was for tomorrow.

“Yes Patsy, when we go around the shops, you’ll all be wearing leather, tomorrow. Daisy and Maisie have the same, but in lilac and in white. Of course, you’ll be covered over with your capes, so no-one will see just how tight and short your leather corset dress is. Or how high up your pretty legs, your boots extend.” she smiled, as she folded the stockings.

“And will we be tied, mummy?” I asked, hoping she’d confirm that. I always like it when we go out, tied up, under our capes or cloaks.

“Of course!” she told me, “But that’s for tomorrow. Today and tonight it’s all satin. For all three of you. I’ll tell you about tomorrow, when I tuck you into bed. Now go and do your toileting and clean your teeth, and wash your red, little peeny! I need to put it in its new pouch!”

And soon I was slipping my feet into the gorgeous, bright pink boots, and mummy was pulling them up my legs and fitting the little padlock, at the top of the long, rear zip that held the top of the fabulous boot, right in tight to my crotch.

My freshened-up penis was now beautifully displayed, in a bright pink, satin pouch and ball sack, which fitted together in a similar way to the one we had discarded. The whole thing was finished off with a lovely big, pink bow of satin, that twisted around the enclosed shaft and held it tight in its sock, and then the pink satin ribbon fell down each side of the penis, as the bow sat upon the top.

The pink romper suit, was held up with two lengths of broad ribbon, either side, and these tied in a neat bow on top of the shoulder, so that the shortie playsuit just covered my bosom, with a tight, square bib and then fell down to the little elasticated waist, and splayed out into two sort of “half-shorts”. I can only describe them that way, because they were like little, baggy, satin shorts, dropped down to just meet the tops of the lush boots, but the whole centre part had been cut away, so that my pink, satin encased genitals, were on permanent, full display, right out front and central. I assumed Daisy’s and Maisie’s would look the same, and we would laugh and giggle, as we admired each other’s outfits.

The play suit had a decoration of paler pink satin ribbon bows and flowers, alternating, around the top of the fairly, loose bodice, as well as along the bottom of the short, but loose leg parts. And my arms were encased in tight, stretchy, satin gloves that went right up my arms to almost meet the pretty bows tied into the shoulder straps of the romper. My pink, painted fingernails showed as the ends of my fingers peered out from the open ends of the fingerless gloves. I looked at myself in the small mirror, in our compact, double bedroom, and I thought I looked like the belle of the play-room!

And I stroked the tops of my bright pink, satin, thigh boots, as we prepared to re-congregate in the main saloon.

Daisy and Maisie were equally stunning in their outfits and we all matched perfectly. Daisy in a lighter pink but with dark pink flowers and bows as decoration and Maisie, in her dark blue regalia, with pale blue bows and flowers. They both, of course, still wore the satin boots I had so envied. And we giggled as we compared our wrapped up penises. I was sure mine was the biggest!

And then we saw the huge pile of neatly laundered and folded satin scarves on the coffee table and we all squealed with delight.

“Are we going to play the scarf game, Governess Gabrielle?” Maisie asked, eager to hear we were.

“Of course we are, so all of you, sit down with your adult and we’ll share out the scarves.” she smiled.

We all were delighted, we loved the game, and we clapped our gloved hands together, in glee, as we sat on the floor and snuggled into our mummy’s laps.

The Governess counted out the scarves. There were eight for each of the three of us, this time. And we all wondered who the winner would be?

And then it began. Each mummy and Governess had to give an account of the behaviour they’d seen from their little girl, during the past three weeks, and also how we had behaved so far, today.

Maisie had been a good little girl, her mummy told us, and the Governess commented how she thought, out of all of us, Maisie had certainly been the very best and most ladylike, today.

Then my mummy told about a few minor incidences, where I’d been disobedient, or just hadn’t listened to instructions, and the Governess told them how I had had my little strop this morning because I didn’t get to wear a pink frock, today.

Mummy tut-tutted and I thought I was probably going to be the winner!

But then, Daisy’s mummy told us all about Daisy’s attitude and her bad language and times she’d fallen out with Maisie. And then, in my heart, I knew she’d been much naughtier than me, so I reconciled myself to coming second. To Daisy.

And as the adults discussed it, it was agreed by them all that Daisy had been very poorly behaved and she hung her head in shame, as the Governess split her eight scarves, between Maisie and me.

Now I had 12 scarves. More than we’d ever been allowed before. In fact, we nearly always played this game when there were all 7 MAIDS’ members plus their mummies, gathered for the meeting held every 3 months, and then we only had 3 scarves each. So, I was really concerned I wouldn’t be able to use, every, single one.

“Now Daisy, you’ve been a very naughty little girl, this past month. Please stand by the table, and, because you’ve been so bad, you can put your hands behind you, today.” said the Governess, in her very strictest voice.

And poor Daisy, stood up and shuffled into the space in the middle, leaning back slightly against the coffee table, because she was shaking a little and she was using it as a support.

“And stand away from the table, girl!” blasted my Governess, “And Patsy, because you came second, you can use the first two scarves. Any way you please.”

I picked up one, multi-coloured scarf, from my huge pile, a quite small square of bright satin and I rolled it into a tight ball, just the way I’d seen the Governess do it for me, many times. Then I got up, and I walked to Daisy, who had taken a step away from the table. I prised open her lips and I gently teased the ball of satin in between her gloss-painted lips of pale pink, as she averted her eyes and refused to look at me.

Eventually, after a bit of huffing and puffing, we managed to get the whole ball into her mouth and I quickly returned to my scarf pile, to pick a long, narrow one. I twisted this around Daisy’s face, twice, making sure it pressed in between her lips each time that it passed by her mouth and then I tied the ends tight behind her head, as she moaned at the intrusion between her pretty lips.

The Governess checked the knot at the back of Daisy’s head and nodded.

“Very good, Patsy. Now it’s your turn, Maisie. Any two scarves, however you like.” she said, a wry grin on her face.

Maisie took a first scarf and even I could see how tight she tied Daisy’s wrists, with it. Daisy had to step even further away from the table, so Maisie could get to her arms, which were crossed behind her. And then she tied the pink-gloved wrists tight together, wrapping the long scarf, around and around, several times, until the hands were completely bound up.

The second scarf, she used as a blindfold and poor Daisy, tippled and toppled a little bit, once her eyes were covered, so the Governess stood beside her and held her steady from then on, to make sure she didn’t fall.

I took a really large square of satin, in like a leopard print, and I dropped this over Daisy’s head so it completely covered her face and her blindfold and her gagged mouth. Then I gathered all four corners together and wrapped the edges of the scarf around her neck, not tight at all, but enough to form a kind of hood and then tied all the ends together, behind her neck.

I used my next scarf, as another mouth gag, to make sure the satin “hood” I’d made, didn’t come loose. So now, Daisy had her mouth full of scarf, another scarf tying that in, a hood over her blindfolded face, and now another scarf tied around the outside of the head-covering to make sure everything remained intact.

And I still had eight scarves left!

It was Maisie’s turn and she copied me, a bit! But I was delighted because I would have tied one over Daisy’s covered eyes next, if she hadn’t. She used her second one to tie Daisy’s booted legs together, just above the knees.

So, I asked the Governess if I could tie her ankles. The train was moving relatively slowly and not rocking too much, but obviously, I didn’t want Daisy falling over and hurting herself.

“Of course, you may, Patsy,” the Governess affirmed, “I’ll hold her, to make sure she’s alright.” And so, I pushed her two, beautiful, pale pink, booted legs, closer together and I twisted another long scarf around her ankles, twice, and tied a big knot.

And then I added another scarf, below her knees, so that now her boots looked like one long column of pink, rather than like two separate boots.

And so, we continued, Maisie tied two, really long scarves, all the way round her body, so they pressed her little pink romper suit, in, and held the bound arms into her back, too.

And I added two more scarves to her legs, so that the pink boots, by now, had almost completely disappeared under the five broad lengths of satin holding her lower limbs, so very tight together.

And then Maisie, added another scarf to her legs and the last bits of visible pink, really did vanish. She used her next scarf, like another hood, draping it over Daisy’s thrice-covered head, like I had, and knotting the corners around her neck.

So, my next choice was easy. I repeated the blindfolding and gagging with two extra scarves, to tie the new hood in tight and make sure it all stayed in place.

And then mummy told us we couldn’t put any more scarves over Daisy’s head, she already had five layers over her mouth and her eyes, and two over her nose! And, it was true, you could see she was having to suck in quite hard now, to breathe through the layers of satin covering her head.

It was, actually quite safe, all of us had suffered this same fate, but it was quite interesting to watch the little folds of satin, gently billow in and out as she drew breath or exhaled, and so we were left with many more scarves and not that many options.

We concentrated on her upper body, next. We picked the longest of our remaining scarves and we completely covered her body, from neck down to the tops of her boots, until the only pink satin showing, was the pouch holding her penis, and we could see she was enjoying what we were doing to her because the penis had definitely grown bigger and was pushing against the tight ribbon, that was tied around it.

So, Maisie whispered to me, when it was my turn to tie the next scarf and I asked the Governess if we could make Daisy lie down, on her front?

Mummies and Governess discussed that idea and then made sure the coffee table was cleared and together they got Daisy laid down, across the top of the table, her encased head protruding off one end, her bound legs sticking off the other end.

And then I took a scarf and I threaded it through her wrist binding and pulled it back, till she groaned under her satin hooding. And I took the other end of the scarf and threaded it through the last of her ankle bindings and then I pulled hard, with a bit of help from mummy and the Governess, and they held her arms and her legs, in place whilst I tied the very best knot that I could.

And just to make sure, because it looked like one scarf may not be enough, I did the same with my second scarf to add some strength to the first, and there she lay, arched up in a really tight hog-tie, her booted feet almost touching her gloved hands, and I could see her fingers stretching out to try and grab a hold of her own feet for comfort, but they were just out of reach.

“Now, remember, the rule is you must use all your scarves. But no more around her face. We really don’t want to harm her, do we?” directed the Governess and we still had about 6 scarves left, so we added some to her legs and we made some more connections between her arms and the scarves tied higher up her legs, until she was just one mass of silky, satin scarves, and she was groaning, quite a lot!

And then the Governess congratulated us and told us it was a very good punishment, for such bad behaviour, and she got some rope to just tie across Daisy’s body and under and around the coffee table, to make sure she didn’t slip off. And then she declared that Daisy would stay there for the next two hours, to make her think about her bad behaviour, whilst we played other games, like cards and things, over and around her bound up, mummified body.

It was great fun and a part of me wished I was Daisy, but I also loved tying her up, like that. And, in any case, I knew it would be me or Maisie, or Pansy, the next time we played, so we got all four large chairs around the table and we got out the pack of playing cards. And two of us sat with our mummies, to play a gambling game, where the winning pair got to decide what should happen to the losers, and the Governess got some other things ready, that we would need, once this game was over.

“Thank you, all,” Daisy’s mummy said, part way through our game, “I was finding Daisy’s behaviour, too much, these past few weeks. It’s funny, because at the start, I always thought it would be Maisie that would give me more problems, but she has turned into a really loving daughter. And I’m afraid Daisy has a tendency to bully her and to be difficult. It’s not easy managing them both, on my own.”

I knew Daisy’s mummy was nowhere near as rich as us, but she still employed a housekeeper, for part of the week, who did the laundry and the cleaning and even cooked some meals. But other than that, poor Margaret (that’s Daisy and Maisie’s mum’s name) had to do everything for herself and her two girls.

“Why don’t you let us help, Margaret?” offered my mummy, “We could take some of the load off you.”

“That’s very kind of you, Denise (my mummy’s name), but how would that work?” asked Margaret.

“Well, you could send Daisy to us for a fortnight,” suggested Gabrielle, “I could defer some of Patsy’s lessons and really concentrate on her, for two weeks, and I guarantee you would see a difference in her attitude.”

This was all over and around Daisy’s bound-up form and I knew she heard what was being said, because I could see her try to react, under all her scarf bondage.

“Well, I wouldn’t want to split them up, for so long.” said Margaret, “How about just a few days, each month? Maybe three days a month?”

“Well, the trouble with that is, she’ll forget her lessons within a couple of days and then just go back to her old ways. And then I’d have to start all over again, the next month. It’s much better to have a concentrated effort, in these circumstances. After two weeks, I guarantee you’d see a difference,” asserted the Governess.

You could tell Margaret wasn’t certain, at all. And then mummy had a brilliant idea.

“Listen!” she suddenly said, as though she had sorted out the whole problem, “I’ve got a better idea.”

And we all waited, to hear what her brilliant idea was.

“Why don’t you all come to mine for, say, three weeks. All three of you. Have a break. It will be a sort of holiday. You and I can look after Patsy and Maisie, Margaret. And Gabby can look after Daisy. We can go out for days, with the two girls. Sam can take us anywhere we please. Meanwhile, Gabby can give Daisy some strict lessons, in etiquette. And each night, we can decide whether she deserves a treat, or to be punished, and she can either mix back with the girls, or she can spend some quality time on her own, thinking about the reasons she’s being punished. And you and I can go shopping and to the theatre and we can take the girls for picnics, and sight-seeing. It would be perfect. What do you think, Gabby?”

Governess Gabrielle’s face truly lit up, at the suggestion.

“I think that would be the perfect solution. If she responds well, she can have her weekends with all of us. If she doesn’t, we can fit her own little room out and she can remain there on her own and just get her meals. In fact, the two girls can feed her if she’s been naughty, just to add to her humiliation.” the Governess said, and Maisie looked over to me and we both smiled, at the thought of getting to look after Daisy. Because we both knew she could be a bit of a bully, even if we did, truly, like her.

So that was decided, and Margaret looked much happier, as we continued to play our card game, and as Daisy writhed in front of us, having heard all the plans for her next few weeks, threatening to knock all the playing cards off the little spaces left on the table, which weren’t covered in Daisy!

“Winners and losers, of the fun games we play,

All seem to enjoy their rewards of the day.”

I won the first hand of cards, along with mummy, so Governess Gabrielle invited me to pick one item from the selection she had laid out. Everything was white. I supposed that was because Maisie was wearing blue and I was wearing bright pink, so white would go with either of us.

I rummaged around, fascinated at the selection. And then I picked up the heavy satin hood. My gosh, it felt really thick, and the material was ever-so shiny, inside and outside. I realised it was double-layered to give it the extra weight and it even had additional padding over the eye part. And, as I looked inside, I could see the big wedge of satin covered ball, that would go in the mouth and I thought, “Oh, yes! I really want to try that!” so I picked it up and took it back to the card table to show mummy.

And we won the second hand of cards, each hand only taking 5 minutes, so I got to pick again, and I picked the longest coil of the soft, silk and cotton rope. And we added that to our little collection of “winnings”.

Maisie won next and she came back with the white, rubber ball gag. And then she and her mummy won again, and she came back with a padded, white latex blindfold, on white rubber straps.

Luckily, we won the next two hands, so I quickly grabbed the pair of white wrist cuffs, the first time, and the matching ankle cuffs, the next. I was already quite pleased with our growing heap of equipment, and I couldn’t wait to try it all out!

Maisie won a hand and came back with an equally impressive coil of rope.

And then I won again, so I picked a short white latex strap and a longer one, as my prize for the next winning hand.

And then Maisie won the last two hands on the run, and she took the last, longest rubber strap and the last coil of rope.

“All done!” shouted Governess Gabrielle. “Now check whose got the most. And no cheating! Don’t forget the cuffs count as one per pair. Not one each cuff!” And we laughed because we both knew that would be cheating.

I had six items, and Maisie had five, the blindfold, the ball-gag, two coils of rope and a long, rubber strap.

“So Patsy is the winner, with 6 items.” declared the Governess, “So Maisie and Margaret, you have to use all 6 of Patsy’s items on her, and you have 15 minutes to tie her up, as much as you can. Are you ready?”

Maisie and her mummy grabbed all my 6 items and nodded, “Ready!” they laughed.

And they pulled me to my feet and, after a quick discussion, they dragged me to the two metal columns, that sort of separated the living area of our coach, from the end where two bedroom were, including mine.

“And your time starts . . . . . now!” laughed the Governess, as she sat next to my mummy, to watch.

They put the wrist cuffs, in a lovely, soft, white rubber, on each of my pink-gloved wrists. And then Maisie bent down to fasten the slightly larger pair, around each of my pink booted ankles.

Then they stood me, right in the centre, between the two metal pillars, which formed a bit of an arch at the top.

And Maisie ordered me to put my legs tight together. So I did, and they fitted the first, shortest, rubber strap, around my legs, just below the knees and pulled it in, as tight as tight could be, so that my feet were dragged together. Then her mummy held me to make sure I didn’t fall over, as Maisie buckled the longer rubber strap, tight above my knees, almost at the top of my beautiful satin boots.

“Right,” said her mummy, Margaret, “Patsy, you must stretch your arms out and try to touch each post, as high up the column, as you can. And Maisie, slip one end of the rope through the metal ring on Patsy’s right wrist cuff.”

I stretched as far and as high, as I could, but my fingers didn’t quite touch the ornate metal posts, on either side of me. And Maisie quickly slipped one end of the pure, white, silken rope, through the strong metal D-ring on my rubber cuff.

Then Maisie made sure I was supported, whilst her mummy tied the loose end back around the metal column and then back to the wrist cuff. And then she dropped the long coil of rope down and passed the other end through my thigh strap. From there, she took it out to the same post and round it and back down to the knee strap, then around the post and back to my ankle cuffs. She turned the rubber cuff around on my right leg, till the metal ring pointed to the post, and then passed the rope through the big D-ring, and round the pillar and returned it back to the ring. Once there she tied it off to the cuff’s fastening ring, before passing the ropes a couple of times around my twin ankles, making sure they were tied tight together.

“7 minutes left!” said Gabby, who was keeping a check on the time.

“Quickly, Maisie, do exactly the same thing, now, on the left side, whilst I hold her. Start at the ankle cuff, go over to the post and then up to the strap below her knees, then to the post and back to the next strap, and then round the post again and, finally, back to the wrist cuff. And pull it really tight, each time you go around the post. Let’s make it look nice and symmetrical.”

So they did that and as I felt Maisie pull, with all her might, on the last turn of rope, my arm was stretched out just as far as it could go and my legs, although fixed together, were also held immovably, tied between the two posts.

“3 minutes!” shouted the Governess.

“Quickly, the hood!” shouted Maisie to her mummy.

Well, they both let go of me now, because I was firmly fixed between the two columns of decorative metalwork, and I couldn’t possibly topple. My legs were pinned together and my arms were stretched wide and upward, and a whole little web, of the lovely, soft, but strong, white cord, passed back and forth, all the way up, between my pillory and me.

Margaret snatched up the hood and made sure the rear laces were loosened off and the long zip was fully open and then reached up, to lower it over my head. She pulled at the front of the soft, but hefty, satin, hood, to make sure the inner ball gag, cleared my nose, and then she ordered me to open my lips, WIDE!

The soft rubber ball, covered in another layer of white satin, passed easily into my mouth, and the hood hugged my face now, as Maisie pulled the inner zip down to make the tight-fitting hood fix to the contours of my girly head. I felt the long golden hair tresses get caught in the zip, as it descended, and they had to make a quick adjustment before the zip closed fully. Then Maisie’s mummy tightened all the lacing over the two panels that concealed the inner zip and I felt the most glorious sensation, of utter helplessness, as the hood tightened to my skin and I felt the soft, silken, glossy satin, press to me.

They just had time to use the last length of the long rope, to pass it to the top of the arch, where the two columns curved in to meet, and then down through the metal ring sewn into the top of my satin hood and back to the top of the arch and, finally, the loose end down to where the rope had started its journey, at my extended right arm.

Margaret put a last bit of tension in the rope, making certain my head was held erect, before tying off the last know, back at the post, just as Gabby shouted, “Ten, nine, eight, seven . . . . . . . . and STOP!”

“Oh well done! Both of you!” I heard my delighted mummy say, as I battled to cope with my arms held out so far and my cheeks bulging from the sizeable, satin-covered rubber ball, pressing into my mouth and filling it, almost completely.

And then I was left there, for what seemed an age, but I knew to be only 15 more minutes, before the next stage of the game.

Maisie got a round of applause and had a little rest and a tiny, little drink, of her mummy’s wine, as a treat and a reward, before she was given the count down, for the next stage.

“Are you ready, Maisie?” I heard, and she must have nodded, “Right, three, two, one, GO!”

And I felt her hand fumble at my pretty pink, satin, penis sock and ball pouch. And I felt the ribbon being untied from around my shaft and the sock loosen off.

And then I felt her hand, energetically teasing and rubbing at the satin pouch and its contents, until she had got a firm hold, all the way around my engorged shaft, and got into a nice, steady, up and down rhythm.

I loved being hooded so much, it wouldn’t have taken very much more to excite me, in any case. And I knew for sure I wouldn’t last the ten minutes, that Maisie had to prove her worth!

As I twisted and turned and writhed, to get the most from the experience and to test, the invincibility of my bonds, I knew it would be a matter of just a minute or two more, before I succumbed. And, as Maisie enthusiastically, kept a firm grip and kept the same, rhythmic massage, up and down, the whole length of shaft, I bit hard on my satin-cased, ball of rubber, and I shut my eyes beneath their padded, satin hooding, as I groaned and moaned in desperation.

Inevitably, within about five minutes of the start of her onslaught, Maisie had brought me to a wonderfully, erotic climax and I gasped and I groaned, as I tried to picture the mess I was making of the tight, satin sock, that still completely covered my penis.

I felt the emission, spurt out, but immediately hit the end of the thick-ish, satin casing, and then slowly dissipate back along the end of my enlarged shaft, until the tip of my impressively engorged penis, was wading in the results of Maisie’s labour.

“OMG!” I thought to myself. “That’s going to be my job, later, to wash my pretty pink, penis sock and apologise for the state of it!”

And then I kind of slumped against my bonds, as much as they allowed, and let the strong, expertly tied, single length, of super-strong rope, take my weight, as my bound, hooded head remained, stubbornly erect.

They would leave me like that for another five, or maybe ten minutes, whilst they enjoyed the sight. I just feared that I didn’t spoil either my gorgeous boots or my fabulous satin playsuit, but I needn’t have worried, the penis sock was strong enough to absorb all my waste!

And I stood there, my head held proud, as two mummies, one Governess, and one, very pleased-with herself, little girl, watched fascinated, from their grandstand viewpoint, as I gradually floated back down to Planet Earth.

Eventually, I was released, but they left the removal of my glorious, white satin hood, till the very last, when I was sat back down at mummy’s feet. She gradually released the lacing, teasing me, by taking so very, very long to carefully pick at the laces. And then, even longer, stopping every so often to talk, in between raising the rear zipper, a little at a time. She knows how much I love being hooded and was deliberately allowing me to savour the sensations, for as long as she could.

When she finally extracted the wet ball of satin-covered rubber, from my lips, my face was flushed bright crimson and everyone, especially Maisie, laughed to see me looking so red.

“Thank you,” I sighed, “That was lovely. Thank you all, and especially you, Maisie. I truly enjoyed that.” And I meant it.

And Maisie leaned over and kissed me on my crimson cheek.

“I think you need a little rest, both of you, something to drink and then it’ll be your turn to tie Maisie, Patsy! And see, I wonder, if you can make her flush the same colour?” the Governess quipped.

Anyway, 20 minutes after that, mummy and I had Maisie strapped up, in a tight little ball, with her lips around the massive white rubber ball-gag, and the padded rubber blindfold, over her eyes. We had used the two coils of rope to bring her knees up, between her arms, which were tied at the wrists. And when we had got her roped into a loose ball, we got the rubber strap around her and pulled everything in, really tight, so that her head almost touched her scrunched up knees.

Then we let her stew for a little while before I rolled her onto her side, so that I could attack her wrapped up penis, from underneath. It wasn’t too accessible and I thought perhaps we’d made a mistake to tie her like that, but then as I heard her breathing and groaning, reaching a crescendo, I realised everything was alright and she soon made the same mess of her cock-sock, as I had done of mine. That’s two items for the wash!

But what about poor Daisy? In all the excitement of this game which, from starting to play cards, to finishing Maisie off and untying her, had lasted almost, a full 2 hours, we had all but forgotten that Daisy needed to be released. And, before we could set her free, of course, she had to be released in another way. The same messy way, we had!

So, Gabrielle untied the long rope that had ensured she remained on the table-top and her and mummy gently turned her from face down, to lying on her side, and Maisie and I took turns to tease and rub at her satin-covered peeny, which was the only bit of pink you could see, amongst all her scarves.

We could tell she had already got herself excited and had leaked a bit, but we didn’t want to get her into any more trouble, so we did our very best to hide the fact from the grown-ups. And soon, they wouldn’t be able to tell one stain, on her little pink, pouch of satin, from another!

And so, ultimately, with no time limit this time, we got Daisy to spit at us as well, and we made it last as long as we could by teasing her and stopping and starting a lot with our rubbing, so that she got worked up, and then calmed down a bit, and then got a bit more worked up.

It was great fun, and when she eventually spurted out, we giggled, uncontrollably, Maisie and me, and I thought what fun it will be when all three of us are together, for three weeks. Especially if we got to play with Daisy a lot more, and to feed her!

“Little girls need to relax and to rest,

So that, later on, we’ll be back to our best.”

By now, the light was starting to fade, and it was beginning to go a little dimmer, outside and Governess decreed that we needed an hour, or so, of what she called “down-time” to calm ourselves down, before we all got showered and ready for the evening meal. We girls had to eat by 7.00pm., she explained, and then our mummies and Gabby would eat at about 8pm, once they’d either moved us from our feeding chairs to the metal pillars, or if they decided to just leave us there but turn us to the curtained off windows, so they could eat their meal and drink their wine, in peace.

So, they drew all the curtains in the railroad car and put each of us into our bondage chairs, so they could have some quiet time. And this time, I was sat with Maisie, at one side of the car, and Daisy, who was still being punished, a bit, was sat on her own at the other side. We were faced out, but there was nothing to look at now, except the curtains, gently swaying, with the movement of the rail car, and we couldn’t talk because our mummies had put big, fat, rubber dummies in our mouths, after they’d strapped us with the usual, black, leather straps, that were permanently attached to the chairs, but could be hidden away, if they wanted to use other means of securing us. So, all three of us sat upright, with our hands at either side, strapped on the rests and our legs strapped together, down the column of the foot part, of the complicated seats. Of course, they’d taken our wet penis socks off each of us, after we’d each messed them up, and so our three droopy, tired, little penises just flopped in the space between the open-fronted shorts of our romper suits, and lopped over the tops of our, splendid, satin thigh boots. And to be honest, I was happy to close my eyes and have a little nap, as the side-to-side, rolling motion, of the rail car, plus the early morning start and the excitement of the day, had all got the better of me and I fell into a light sleep.

“Let’s get you dressed, in satins, and chained

For dinner you must, be refined, and restrained.”

“Ouch! Mummy it hurts,” I squealed.

“I know, Patricia. It always hurts going in, but as soon as it’s settled, you’ll be alright. Now, sit still.” she said, as I squirmed and pushed her hand away.

The truth is it didn’t hurt that much, but I just really didn’t want to wear it. I wanted my penis to be free for the evening, but mummies and Governesses, had other ideas.

We’d all gone our separate ways, at 6pm. Now, mummy had dried me after my shower, and then done my hair and touched up my make-up. I had asked her about my pink nails, because I was going to be wearing my lovely, red satin gown, which was my favourite evening gown, but she told me there was no time to do my nails as well, and in any case, I was wearing full gloves all evening, to match my dress, so no-one would see the pink nails.

I had to be satisfied with my lips being re-glossed, in a deep red shade, after my shower. Most of the rest of my make-up had only gone on two days ago and it was meant to last at least 7 days. So, even after a light shower, most of it was still okay. Mummy just touched up around my eyes, and she did the lipstick.

But now she was trying to install a horrible, silver, metal cock-cage. And not only that, the horrible, metal cage, had a urethral plug, at the inner end. This was like a long, fat, blunt-ended needle. It was fixed at the end of the 4-inch long, metal cage, and designed to be inserted down my urethral channel. It would stop me urinating or emitting any fluid, which was a wise precaution, since we were not going to wear any underwear, whatsoever, under our evening gowns.

The train had made quite a long stop, in a small side stop, to allow other rail traffic to pass on the main line, I think, whilst we’d been secured to our chairs and with the curtains closed, mummy had taken the opportunity to take a little walk outside. But now, we were rolling along, again, and the car rocked from side to side, as we trundled slowly, through some small towns.

I was completely naked, my golden hair now swept up into a lovely bun, with loose strands cascading down and it all held up with a broad, velvet hairband, in a red shade, almost as dark as my new lip-gloss.

Mummy had shown me the pieces of the penis-cage and that was okay, until she pointed out the ¾ inch plug, at the end. And now, with a hinged circle of silvery metal, around my ball-sac, and the linking bar ready, she was trying to insert my flaccid penis into the silver cage and, at the same time, the point of the plug, down my channel.

On the third attempt, she managed it and I squirmed a little, but accepted it, as she triumphantly popped the link bar through the hole in the scrotum ring, and then through the corresponding hole in the silver cage, that now imprisoned my penis and penetrated the end of it. As soon as she’d done that, it was a simple matter for her to slip the tiny padlock through and link all four pieces with the self-locking padlock clicking shut and her able to relax.

Now, she picked up the two thigh cuffs, in silver leather and buckled one tightly, around each leg, about 6 or 8 inches, above my knees.

And then she linked them with a piece of medium width chain, that was around 6 inches long.

“Right, just walk in that!” she demanded. I got up and just took a step, as there was barely room to walk anyway, in between the two couches. The chain tautened and stopped me moving my feet more than a few inches at a time, so I could only take, tiny, little, mincing, ladylike steps.

She sat me down, and loosened the joining chain, by one link, at either end, giving me about a step of five inches, at a time. And then she watched again, as I took a couple of small steps.

“That’s good,” she declared, “That will look very nice, once you’ve got your full-length gown on. Sit down again.”

I sat and she fitted the smaller silver leather cuffs, to each ankle. She knew now, precisely the limit of my step and picked one of several short chains, to link the two ankle cuffs. Now, she spilled out the lengths of thinner, silver, metal chains and picked two, exactly the same, long length, to clip to either side of the silver cage that held my penis. Then she ran these down, between my legs and joined one to the D-ring on my left thigh cuff, and one to the D-ring at my right thigh cuff.

The rest of the long chain dangled down either leg, and she knelt to connect the very end to one ankle cuff, and the other end to my other ankle cuff.

Then I had to stand again, and she watched, as I took a tentative step. It yanked at my cage, with each tiny, diminutive step that I took and she released each chain from each thigh cuff, and gave me another inch or so, of play. And, after fifteen minutes, we had my legs and my manhood fully sorted, and all linked together with loose chains that rattled and clinked, each time I made the slightest move, even when sitting. So, I would be constantly reminded I was wearing them. And, once my wrists and neck, were similarly collared and cuffed and chained, I’d be a walking advert, for all metalworkers. And chain makers! Now, I could only walk in the tiniest steps, and each step, as well as making my chains clink and clank, would put a little tension on my cock-cage, and send a little electric shock, through the invaded urethra, and make sure I didn’t over-step any mark, this evening!

Now, finally I could put on the dress, that had hung there so tantalisingly, all the while my mummy had installed my leg fetters.

She took it down, with some reverence, and held it aloft for me to admire. Of course, I’d worn it before. I had several, full-length, evening gowns and I absolutely adored them, but this red one was possibly my favourite, of them all. It was so glossy, so fitted up the top, so floaty, but “rustley”, because of the super, shiny material, below. It made me feel like a million dollars, when I walked, even in my small steps, and the long, floor-length skirt, followed and swayed and bobbed, and swished and rustled, around my bare ankles, as my leg chains, made little accompanying, tinkling noises.

The dress fell down over my head and I felt a tingle of electricity pass through my body, as I thrilled at the feel of the silken material dropping, effortlessly, to the floor, teasing and tickling my bare skin, as it descended. It was all the more exciting because we were not to wear any undergarments, this evening, not even a little chemise top, or some silky pants. Our bodies were going to be absolutely bare and utterly alive to the feel of the satin dresses, wrapped around them.

The gown stopped its descent, as mummy guided the thin, shoulder straps, that crossed at the bare back, onto my shoulders. And then the gown hung there, a little limp, until she pulled the long, concealed zip, up the side of the dress, from below my waistline to up, and under my left armpit. Once the zip was fully up, the satin gown clung to me and fitted like a body glove, down to the waist, then spilled out from there to form a lovely arc of beautiful, bright red, glossy satin, around my legs.

“Good! You look gorgeous, as always,” my mummy complimented, “Now, let’s put your gloves on and we can sort out your wrist cuffs and your collar.”

She picked up the supremely, long sheaths of matching, red, slinky satin, and proceeded to extend the first of them up my right arm. Up and up, the lovely satin glove extended, with a little bit of stretch in the material and a tiny, hidden zip that extended from the inside of the elbow down to the wrist, to ensure it fitted in tight to my arm, once the very discreet zip was pulled down and locked into place, with a clever locking mechanism, so I could not remove the glove without my mummy’s help.

The second glove went on, just as speedily and now, they both extended right up to my shoulders, where they crumpled up a little, as they could proceed no further. She zipped this and I heard the zip click in and lock, so I was sealed into them for the entire evening. It was a glorious feeling.

Now, she picked up the two, silver leather wrist cuffs and buckled one to each slender, satin-covered wrist, hiding the ends of the zips, under their tight grip. And then she chose a twelve-inch chain, to link the two wrist cuffs together and snapped the chain onto each cuff’s metal ring.

This would have been sufficient to inhibit my arm movement, but I knew that she wasn’t finished and I stood now, so as not to crease my freshly cleaned and pressed gown, before anyone had seen it. She circled my neck with the silver metal collar and clicked and locked it in place, behind my head, I saw her pocket the key, and knew that the same key would fit all my little padlocks, so if that was lost by chance, any of the many keys, to the many small padlocks, would come to my rescue.

From the front of the metal collar, hung several loops of decorative chain, to give the impression of a fine, silver necklet or choker. They hung down in four increasingly bigger loops to fill the bare gap between my neck and the low bustline of my sumptuous gown. But from either end of the set of loops, there hung two, straight lengths of fine chain. Now mummy took the first of these and snapped the end to my left wrist cuff. Of course, this raised my hand slightly, so I was forced to hold it above waist level, around my lower bustline. Then the right-hand chain, clipped to the right wrist cuff and my right hand joined my left, in raised salute to my wonderful, generous mummy.

Then she selected two final lengths of the medium strength chain and ran these down from either wrist cuff to the corresponding ankle cuff. And finally, she took a last chain, quite short, and connected each ankle cuff, to the other, so that all my chains, joined up in a tinkly array of fine, decorative, bondage. I could walk, but I felt it tug at my penis cage. I could raise my arms, but that put some pressure on my ankle cuffs and raised my flowing skirts, slightly. And so, I had to be aware of each movement I made and co-ordinate them all, to ensure that everything looked smooth and untroubled.

I slipped my feet into the open-toed, low-heeled, satin evening shoes, that had been made at the same time as my dress and my gloves, to match them, precisely. And mummy knelt again, to buckle the narrow ankle strap of each, just below my silver ankle cuffs.

She was already dressed, having selected her gown and things before we were released from our bondage seats, and then she had got dressed in the ten minutes, whilst I showered. Now, the pair of us were ready, in our full, and splendid, evening regalia, to hit the town!

Her gown was a similar cut to mine, but in a deep, deep, sapphire blue satin, with matching gloves, only mummy’s gloves were fingerless, so she could handle implements and things, without taking them off. And the bodice of her dress was higher and looser than mine, and less revealing, as befitted an older lady.

And we were ready to make our grand entrance. I knew Daisy, and Maisie, would be chained in the exact, same fashion, as myself. We always matched. But we still, always, liked to do a little fashion parade and pretend we were models, on the cat-walk. There was a bit of competition to see who carried their gown, and their silvery restraints, the best!

So, that was the first thing we did, once all 6 of us were re-assembled in the main body of the car.

Daisy was in a bright, emerald green gown, one I’d not seen before, and she looked stunning. And I could tell, from her face, and from the way her dress moved and the little tinkling sound her chains made, that she was connected up just like me, so each step she took, brought a little grimace to her face, which she got scolded for, by Governess Gabrielle, who had dressed her.

Anyway, Maisie and I, were always more ladylike, in our walk, so it didn’t surprise me she was taking too big steps. It was her own fault. And it was another reason, I guess, that her mummy was displeased with her.

I went next and Daisy’s mum gave me a little, appreciative clap, of her gloved hands, as I minced down the cat-walk around the central dining table, which had been neatly set for us all, as we were prepared in our compartments. I felt gorgeous and I know I looked gorgeous, and unlike Daisy, I even smiled each time I felt a tug at my caged penis, so everyone was well impressed.

“Oh! Patsy, you look divine,” praised my Governess and then she added, “Unless Maisie performs a minor miracle, I think you already deserve to be the centre-spot, in our little display, later!”

I didn’t know what she meant, but it was very clear she was pleased with me and I blushed red.

Maisie looked as pretty as ever, and to be honest, I think she walked just as well as me. We both, for sure, beat Daisy! But it was decided that I had been the very best model, so was the favoured one, for the evening.

When I got the chance, I told Maisie how much I adored her purple, satin gown, and the matching gloves. And she told me I looked fabulous, too. And Daisy, I’m afraid, scowled a bit and looked disappointed, that everyone seemed to be picking on her, this vacation.

And then, the mummies and Governess, had a full glass of bubbly to celebrate and we girls, were allowed a low alcohol version, but in the same, crystal glasses, so we felt very grown up.

And we stood in our little bunch, as the three grown-ups talked together. Maisie’s mum was in a really lovely, long, yellow gown, that swept the floor. The Governess contrasted well with both our mummies, in fact, with all of us, because she wore her tight-fitting, leather evening gown, in black, with a big slit up one leg to the thigh, showing the bright red, satin lining. It matched so well, with her stunning red hair. And the dress hugged her so tightly, that I guessed that Daisy had been made to tighten all the lacing up the back, corset part, once Gabby had slipped it on and done up the concealed zip. That was usually my job, tightening her into her corset dress, when she wore the same stunning dress, at home.

Soon, it was time for us girls to eat our tea and mummy strapped me, lightly, into my swivelled chair that had been turned and now faced the table. Then she spread my legs as wide as the short chains allowed and took each of those to each side of the chair, with two of the many, integral straps.

Then the soup arrived, and we were ravenous, so we licked our lips, as each mummy and Gabby, took their places at the side of each of us, and commenced to feed us, just, drip, drip, drip, tiny amounts of soup, we had to take off the edge of the round, soup spoon, in tiny, delicately ladylike sips, just like we’d been taught.

Maisie sat at one end of the long table, on the same side of it as me, I sat at the other end. And Daisy sat opposite me. And then three of the four, moveable chairs were pulled into the centre part of the table, with my mummy turned slightly towards me and Maisie’s mummy, turned her way. And the Governess fed Daisy, who complained again, because she was the only one sitting her side of the table!

Honestly! Silly girl! Someone had to sit on their own side, if Pansy wasn’t there. It was obvious! I saw Gabby look at my mummy and pull a face and I thought, “Silly Daisy, she’ll be punished for that. Later!”

The main course was a lovely prime rib beef meal, with a jus of red berries and wine and some nice vegetables, and mummy carefully cut off bite-sized pieces, so that I could digest it properly. And she also poured me a glass of red wine, which we were allowed, with our main meal. Not a big glass, I have to say, but it was still a treat and I really enjoyed sipping at that, in between every couple of mouthfuls of the delicious food.

And we all talked, and laughed and chatted, very casually, so even Daisy got into the swing and started to enjoy her meal and started smiling, again. Thank goodness. I didn’t like seeing her sad. We talked about the shops and what we might each get, as a little reward, if we were very good. And then, we got excited because Sam was going to take us on a mystery drive to see some of the city sights and just outside of the main city, as well. And we knew that would be fun because he would tell us some proper stories, about the USA’s history, and especially the old “Wild West” and even sing silly cowboy songs, to make us laugh. And we knew we would be tied in our seats and yet still dressed in our scrummy, leather dresses and thigh-high boots. It was going to be such fun!

And all too soon, Sam, who had been back and forth, several times, between us and the dining car, had served up the dessert, which was just some fresh fruit with some delicious, vanilla ice-cream, and mummy said it would be time for the adults to eat, soon, and we girls must be seen but not heard.

“Little girls, should be seen and not heard, when the adults have some business to discuss,” she told us, very authoritatively, and we all knew what that meant, so we nodded, reluctantly, as she told us to “Finish your desserts, darlings, and then we must clear this table and Sam will set it for us ladies.”

Maisie was the first to be taken from her feeding chair and led to the right-hand column, at the far end of the dining area. That was the end where the railcar was closed off and the biggest compartment, mine and mummy’s, was located along with a slightly smaller one, that Pansy, and her mummy, would have normally used. The other end of the car had a connecting corridor through to the rest of the train, and that was the only way into our car, apart from the two external doors, and the way Sam arrived each time, with drinks and with food from the dining car, so the two sleeping rooms, down there, were both, ever-so-slightly, smaller. Whatever the mummies had planned for us, as an after-dinner treat, they didn’t want to block the way in, for Sam, arriving with more, precious food, and drink!

They removed Maisie’s wrist and ankle chains, that went up her right side, but they left the cuffs on. And they left the chains up her left side, both on her wrist and the leg one, connected to her cock-cage, so we weren’t sure what way they had planned to tie her, to her column.

But soon, she was secured to the right column, by her left leg and her left arm, which was raised up, above her head, and her right leg and arm were left free. Very strange!

Then they came for Daisy, and they did the opposite to her. They removed left side chains, but left the right-side, ones, and they secured her to the left-hand column, by one right leg and one, raised right arm. I noticed the rather unkind look, in Gabrielle’s face, as she tied Daisy’s ropes and even I noticed that she tied Daisy’s extra-tight. No wonder Daisy grimaced as she pulled on her ropes!

And then it was my turn. And I was to be the centre decoration, just as the Governess had promised, on account of me modelling my satin gown, and my chains, the very best.

They stood me in the middle of the two other girls and they left all the neck and wrist sets of my chains, left and right. And they also left my legs and my poor penis cage, just as they were! Then I was instructed to raise my left arm which, of course, meant my right arm followed, being still cuffed together, and they cuffed Maisie’s freed right wrist cuff, to my left one.

“Good girl! Now raise your right arm, a little higher,” commanded Gabby.

So, I did, and they connected my right wrist cuff, to Daisy’s free left wrist.

Then they forced Daisy to spread her left leg, as wide as her connecting ankle chain, allowed, so that it almost touched my right foot, and then clipped her ankle cuff to mine. Now, if Daisy moved her leg, it would jerk on my chains, and I would feel that shockwave, go right up my leg, and into my urethral plug.

They went back to Maisie then, and she too had to spread her free leg, over into my space in the centre and they clipped her right leg to my left.

Maisie understood, immediately, what that meant for me, and she looked at me pitiably and tried her best to keep her joined leg, absolutely close to mine.

Now they had us all connected, they took some extra rope, nice, black, silken cord it was, to raise up our arms, so they pointed upward, towards the point where each column arched in, to the centre. Mine were stretched, as far as my wrist chain allowed, about 12 or 15 inches apart. Soon, they had these secured to the metal archway, and we stood, like three angels, spreading our wings, with Maisie and Daisy with one leg and one arm, above their heads, tied to their own column and their other arm and leg cuffed to mine, which were still chained together, and around 8 inches apart.

Now, I could see Gabrielle, reach into her little bag of tricks, which were never far away, from her reach, and she produced some items, I couldn’t quite see well enough to identify, and handed them to mummy.

Then she went back to her bag and got some more, that went to Maisie’s mummy. And finally, she dived into the bag again, and armed herself, with some, devious weaponry, and then approached me, with her little booty, tucked into her hand. I watched her and thought she looked quite beautiful, as her red hair almost matched my red gown and the red, satin lining, of her gorgeous, black, leather corset dress, as she moved toward me.

She pushed the foam ear-plugs into each ear, first. Obviously, whatever they were going to discuss, over dinner was not for little girls’ ears to listen in to!

Now, she instructed Denise and Margaret, to do the same, to Maisie and Daisy.

Then, I watched, curiously, as she unravelled the small, black, rubber ball gag, on a length of black, leather strapping and forced the ball between my lips, as she took the straps behind my head. I bit hard on the ball of rubber intruding my mouth, as she buckled the leather strap tight.

Mummy Denise, and Mummy Margaret, followed suit, and so, each of us poor girls, were now gagged, and no-one would hear my little squeals, as Daisy shifted around and kept jerking at my leg chains.

Finally, just as Sam, who had already re-set the table, was entering with the starter of soup for the three ladies, each of us was blindfolded.

I saw him put the tray down and watch intently, as each of the three, neat, little leather blindfolds, was buckled to each of the three poor, sissy victims.

It was one of those with two padded discs of leather, that slid onto a leather strap, just like our ball-gag strap, and the round pads went over our eyes, and then nestled right in, when the strap was buckled together. They were actually, very comfortable to wear, and didn’t let even the slightest chink of light, disturb our confinement.

I saw Sam smile, as we were blinded, and I thought, “There’s a man who enjoys his job!” to myself, as I felt Daisy move, AGAIN, and I got another little shock, to my caged cockerel. I wished she would keep still!

And there we were, entirely disabled, at each other’s mercy and unable to see, hear, or to speak. I guess we’d had our fun, for the day! And now, we had to be patient, as mummy and Gabrielle could talk for the whole of the USA, and win a gold medal at the Olympics, if it was a recognised sport! And they might take 2 hours, to eat the same meal we’d demolished in less than one!

We all knew, at the end, we would sense movement just as we’d given up any hope of salvation! And then we’d feel our long, flowing skirts, lifted and we wouldn’t know, which lady was releasing who’s pained penis from their prison. And then we’d hear the clink and the clunk, as metal fell to the floor, and fell the relief as the urethral plug was unthreaded, and we’d receive our little rewards, for being such well-behaved, young ladies.

But for now, that was a long way off! And our mummies and the Governess, had a lot of talking, and eating, and, drinking, (especially drinking!) to do.

I’ll leave you to imagine the rewards we received, but I’ll also leave you to imagine standing there for nearly two hours, to receive them! It was hard, but it was to teach us patience, mummy would tell me.

Sometimes, I hate mummy. But mostly, I really love her, and I love the Governess and Maisie and Daisy too, very much.

“It’s time for your bed, so tuck in, Sweet Pea,

Tomorrow, there’s more fun. Just wait and see!”

By ten o’clock, we three girls were all packed off, to bed. We had an early start the next morning, and it had been a very long, tiring day. Our train was due to arrive at 8am. But it would only be 7am, in Denver, of course. And, to make the most of the morning, we were leaving after an early breakfast, to go shopping, and then on our little sight-seeing tour. And we had to be back at the train for 2pm. for a late lunch, and for the train to set off at 2.30pm. to take us all the way back to Chicago.

I was given just 10 minutes to do my last toilet and to have a light wash, and to clean my teeth.

Sam had already converted each of the couches, into the one, big, double bed, in all three of the sleeping rooms. And he had laid out my emerald green, satin sleeping sack, whilst we had been entertaining, and dining, in the main car. Now, as I exited the tiny toilet, I could see mummy had opened my lovely sack, all out, and it was ready for me.

I loved the colour. It matched tonight’s, shortie, satin nightdress, I was wearing. Both were in the most lovely, dark, shiny, emerald-green satin.

And the sleeping sack was double-layered, like the white hood I’d worn this afternoon, so that the inside was just as shiny and glossy, as the outside.

It was, basically, a sleeping bag which I would fit in, from head to toe. It had narrow, internal, satin straps, like ribbons, to tie around my neck and legs, as well as deep, internal sleeves to thread my arms into, and then wrist ribbons to hold them there. And, once it was zipped up, there were a series of broader, external straps, that could be tied across, with fanciful bows, to bring the whole satin sack, into my body.

It had two zips, one that went all the way, from the top of my head to my feet, and another that went all the way from my feet, to the very top of my head! So, it could be zipped all the way down, or all the way up. But mummy usually liked to zip it half-way up, and the top zip, halfway down, till they met in the middle. That way, if she needed to, she could pop her hand inside, during the night, to make sure I was okay.

I really loved sleeping in it. We had several, in all different colours. And we even had one that was a bit harder to sleep in, made of leather. But I really preferred the satin ones.

“Have you had a nice day, sweet pea?” mummy asked, as I came out of the toilet.

“Yes, thank you mummy,” I replied, “It’s been lovely. Really lovely.”

“Then give me a kiss, before I put you to bed,” she smiled, and I leaned in and kissed her on the lips, as she sat on the edge of the bed.

“Right, poppit, in you climb!” she said gently, and helped me slide onto the bed and tuck myself into the opened-out bag.

“Will Daisy and Maisie be coming to stay with us, mummy?” I asked, as mummy tied the first internal ribbons around my neck.

“Yes, it’s all arranged. We talked about it this afternoon and again at dinner,” mummy smiled, as she tied a big bow in the thick satin ribbon, to hold my head still.

“And will Daisy be tied up and punished, all the time?” I queried.

“Well, a good deal of the time, yes,” mummy said, “Pop your arms into those sleeves, please Trish.”

I struggled to get each bare arm into the tight-fitting sleeve, of heavyweight satin, sewn into each side of the inner bag. Once they were in, and fully extended, mummy could tie the wrists, each with the narrow ribbon, at the base of each sleeve, to ensure my arms stayed put.

“But will she be punished all the time?” I insisted on knowing, “I mean for all the three weeks.”

“Well, we’ve decided it’s going to be nearer to four weeks.” explained mummy, as she tied the first wrist, into its sleeve. “And the first two or three days, she is going to be tied up, almost all the time, yes. And it is going to be explained that it’s for her own good. And then she’s going to be hooded, with some of those special hoods we use so that she can keep it on, whilst we feed her.”

“Whilst WE feed her, you mean mummy. You said Maisie and I could feed her.” I insisted as mummy was tying my second wrist, into its own sleeve.

“Well, for the first two or three days, you can certainly help. But it’s not easy with all those tubes and feeding bottles and things. So, we’ll have to show you exactly what to do. But your main job will be to take it in turns, during the day, to look after her and make sure she is safe.”

“Will we be able to talk to her, mummy?” I quizzed.

“No, I’m afraid not. You’ll not be able to talk to her, and she will not be able to talk to you. And she won’t be able to hear or see you, either. But you can stroke her and squeeze her arm and leg, to let her know you’re there. It will be important that she feels someone is looking after her. And we’ll explain it all to her, why she has to wear the hoods, and everything. It’s all for her own good. We can’t have a young lady using bad language, in the house. Or being a bully! And we certainly can’t have her speaking to your Auntie Margaret, the way we’ve been told she does. I’m really quite shocked at what Margaret told us, over dinner! So, for 48 or 72 hours, it’s best she doesn’t speak at all.”

“And then what will happen, mummy?” I continued my questions, because to me, it was so interesting.

“Well, after that, things will get easier, if she has shown some improvement and Gabby will look after Daisy, whilst we four go out for days. In fact, we’re ordering some new capes for you all. They should be there by the time Daisy stops wearing her punishment hoods. They’re very clever. They’re like a restraining inner jacket that’s made in soft leather, and the outer cape is made of thick satin, and removeable. We will be able to restrain you, with the inner jacket, in any way we choose, and the outer cloak will hide everything away so we can put you in some of your very prettiest clothes, and no-one will know. And then we can walk you out with your hands restrained any way we like, in front, behind you, at your sides, however we like!” as she described our new capes, mummy was getting excited at the prospect of fitting us into them, I could tell. And so was I.

“Will Daisy get one?” I asked.

“Yes, eventually. I said I would pay for one, for Daisy, if Margaret pays for Maisie, so you all have the same. But she won’t be allowed out, with us, until after the first week or even two weeks. And only then if she has changed her ways. And, if she behaves badly or says something wrong, something nasty, it will be back to square one, and she’ll be properly dealt with, until she learns. I expect the Governess is explaining it all to her now. I know the two girls are both sleeping in their sacks, like you, but Gabrielle is going to pop one of our mobile, leather hoods, onto Daisy tonight, so she has a taste of what to expect. So, think about that, whilst you, you lucky girl, are just wearing your satin face covering.”

By now, mummy was tying my ankles with the interior leg ribbons and I was settling nicely, into my sleep sack.

“Tell me about tomorrow, mummy. What are we doing?”

“Well, you know you’re all wearing your leather corset dresses, and your matching thigh boots?” she reminded me.

I nodded, as she moved up to the next set of leg straps.

“Well, you’ll be wearing those special black, elbow length, leather gloves. The ones that look like you’ve got your hands clasped in front of you, but which are actually all one glove. You remember?”

Of course, I did, we wore them quite often. It was very cleverly designed to hold our hands together, into one, firm, leather bondage glove, but to a casual observer, they looked just like an ordinary pair of mid-length gloves, with our hands clasped together, in a proper, ladylike fashion.

“And you’ll have a pretty golden, metal, choker, with slender gold chains that run down to your golden, metal wrist cuffs.” she continued, as she tied the last inside ribbons around my bare thighs.

“And what about our legs. Will we wear cuffs there, too?”

“Only above the knees, whilst we are shopping. You’ll each wear a set of golden briefs, the ones with the penis sack, built in. And then we are fitting you with the golden cock and ball rings, and a slim chain will join that to your knee cuffs, like tonight’s chain. And when you walk, you’ll feel it pull a little, each time you take a step. You’ll enjoy it. And then when we’re back in the bus, we can chain your ankles as well. And you’re wearing your cloaks, of course, so no-one should see too much of your lovely, short, leather dresses and high boots. You’ll be in the baby blue, Daisy is in white and Maisie in lilac. You can keep those on, all day. And when we get back, Governess has planned a new game, for you all.”

“Oh, lovely,” I squealed with delight, “What is it?”

“Well, you will have to wait and see, but it’s called “Buckle Up” and you work in pairs to see how quickly two of you can use all twenty, leather straps, to pin the third girl, to one of the posts. You each get two goes at doing the strapping, and one turn at being buckled up! And anyone on a winning team twice, will get a special reward. But Gabrielle will explain it all, tomorrow. Now, young lady, you need to get some sleep. You’ve a long day ahead of you, tomorrow.”

“I love you mummy!” I said, as mummy leaned in to kiss me one last time.

And then she checked the arm sheaths, and the neck ribbon and the three leg ribbons.

“And I love you, sweet pea,” she smiled, and then, “But you have to have your face flap on, now, and then I’ll zip you in and tie all your outer ribbons and you must go to sleep. Open your lips, Patsy.”

I opened them, as mummy brought over the square of satin, that would cover my face and protect me from the metal zip. It had a built-in, rubber teat, like those on my dummies, and it was this, which was inserted between my open lips. Then, mummy fidgeted to fit the flap to the popper fasteners, in the inside of the sleep-sack, and my nose pushed into the little pocket, sewn into the satin flap, to house it. And my rubber teat was pushed further into my mouth, as the last popper was closed shut.

Then she zipped the lower zip up to my crotch and she zipped the top zip, half-way down my body, to meet it. And I felt her tie each of the 6 sets of broad ribbons across my body, into 6 neat bows, one over my face, another at my neck, and then four down my body, so that the satin sack took on the shape of my straightened body, with my arms fixed, firmly to my sides.

And I lay there, completely encased in my satin sack and thinking of Daisy, wearing one of those nasty leather hoods, right now, whilst my face snuggled, comfortably into the warming, soft, shiny satin.

I was really looking forward to spending nearly four weeks with Maisie, and with Daisy. But I bet Daisy wasn’t quite so happy about it? Still, I couldn’t wait to see her when she was all secured up, and immobilized, like mummy had said. I guess they would use the rubber and the leather suits, we had to wear, very occasionally, if we were naughty? I didn’t mind wearing one for a few hours. But I couldn’t imagine having to wear one for three days! And I couldn’t wait to see her in all of those special, leather and rubber hoods. And Maisie and I, would certainly enjoy our days out, and we’d have a lot of fun feeding her, and playing with her and looking after her.

After the last external ribbon was tied around my ankles, I heard mummy open the door, and then the light went out and I was left, all alone, in complete darkness. And I thought to myself, “What a lucky, little girl, I am!”

“Little girls need, to sleep, and to dream,

Another time, perhaps, I’ll continue this theme.”

Good night!

“That’s all for now. I think you can dream about what happened on Day 2. It might be nice to make your own story up, about our shopping trip! Send me a copy, if you like! But I may be tempted to tell you about the time, that Maisie and her sister, spent at our house. Maisie and I had a lot of fun. But I don’t think Daisy enjoyed it, quite as much. It was very hard on her for the first few days, but it was only for her own good. And, I do have to tell you, ever since, she has been so much happier and she smiles a lot more, and she is so much nicer towards her mummy, and to Maisie. I think my Governess Gabrielle is, possibly, the very best teacher in the world!

Sweet dreams!”

Thank you for reading, and enjoying, my stories. I appreciate your interest.

Love, Paulette xx
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Patsy is a lucky girl. She has everything an ideal daughter could need, thanks to her very well-to-do, adoptive mother. She lives in a big house surrounded by impressive grounds and staffed with a small number of loyal, well-remunerated servants. And she has a wardrobe full of clothes, to die for.

She and her mummy are members of the M.A.I.D. Network, which stands for Mothers And their Ideal Daughters, and advises ladies on how to educate their ideal daughters, as well as their ideal husbands. And Patsy has lots of friends with similar interests, who love dressing up in their satins and silks, and their bootees and mittens, and they love to play some very fun games with each other. While the Governess is always there to make sure that everyone plays fair and that they get the most benefit from their play.

And today, Patsy, and two of her friends, Daisy and Maisie, are beginning their month together, staying in Patsy's house. Daisy and Maisie are coming to stay, with their mummy, Margaret. For Maisie and Patsy, it's a sort of holiday. They'll play together and go out for days, with their mummies and Sam, the driver, in the BIG car.

Alas, Daisy is not allowed to join in their games. Not yet anyway. Not until she has proven that she can be the ideal daughter, she once was.

She has not been very well behaved of late, and her mummy, Margaret, has reached the end of her tether. So now it's time to put a tether on Daisy and send her back to school. And Governess Gabrielle is only too pleased to bring her special skills to bear, if it means improving Daisy's attitude.

So, whilst it will be a nice re-union for Patsy and her friend Maisie, Daisy will have some hard lessons to learn.

By the way, Patsy is nearly 23 years old, and so are Daisy and Maisie! And the “mummies”, aren’t THEIR REAL MUMMIES. No! They’re more like their more mature partners and carers, and they treat them like the daughters they would have liked to have had.

Oh! And they’re not really “girls” either, but they do love to pretend to be, and they have been brought up, for the past two or more years, to be the Ideal Daughters that their “pretend mummies” desire, and when they are dressed in their pretty frocks it’s truly not possible to tell the difference. And the games they play are really, quite adult.

This is a work of pure fantasy and contains adult themes. It is intended to be read by an audience of mature, and open-minded adults, ONLY. It is another story from Paulette Peril and contains multiple, fantasy scenarios, of sissy dressing, and strict, sissy bondage.

The story contains over 44,000 words and tells the tale of poor Daisy’s time, under the strict control of “Governess” Gabrielle, as Gabby and the two “mummies”, Denise and Margaret, attempt to bring Daisy, who has strayed just a little, back into the family fold. She is destined to spend some significant time, reflecting on her attitude and her behaviour, and, with the help of her two companions, Patsy and Maisie, and under the guidance of the Governess, she will soon be back to being the perfect daughter she was intended to be.

It is another Paulette Peril story, containing graphic descriptions of “Sissy Dressing” and strict “Sissy Bondage” and punishment, by their dominating Mistresses. If this fantasy theme, and the colourful imagery of the writing, is likely to offend you, PLEASE DO NOT READ THIS BOOK.

Otherwise, please enjoy!

Chapter ONE

Preparations for Daisy’s Visit

The short vacation had been a terrific success. We had all had a lovely time, enjoyed the two-night trip, and spent some real, quality time, together. But now, I was so looking forward to welcoming Maisie and Daisy to our house, to stay. It was all planned. I know the adults had discussed it several times, over the two days, and mainly when us girls couldn’t listen in!

As soon as we got back, Governess Gabrielle went to work to prepare for the visit and to make sure that Daisy was going to be safe and comfortable. And mummy and I spent quite a bit of time, smiling and laughing as we watched her and she rushed around, getting herself into a bit of a panic, ensuring everything was in place for her new pupil.

She spent most time between the Punishment Room, where I had learned my early lessons and where I still had to visit, occasionally, if I had been particularly troublesome, and the Main Nursery where we now spent a lot of time during our lessons.

She was going to give the separate Punishment Room, a good clear out and a bit of a make-over, in the four days she had before Daisy arrived to make certain she had everything she needed and that everything was in its place. And I saw her carrying some items, from the Nursery, that we had barely seen since my very earliest days, here, when Gabby first arrived in the house, to look after mummy and things and when she took over my upbringing.

Eventually, after the first two days of frenetic activity, she felt more on top of it and relaxed a bit. It seemed she was nearly ready for her young student and the atmosphere in the home calmed down, a little.

And then her and mummy talked endlessly, when I was out of ear-shot, and must have been planning the meals and outings and things. After all, this was supposed to be a bit of a holiday for Maisie and me, and for Maisie and Daisy’s mummy, too!

And, in a way, it was going to be a complete change for Daisy as well. So, there was, obviously, a lot to talk about and a great deal to get ready.

Even just the food shopping was, basically, going to double. And mummy was consulting with the housekeeper, who also did a lot of our cooking, when mummy or Gabrielle didn’t want to do it. Though they did cook quite a lot and even said they enjoyed doing it.

Chapter TWO

The Big Day Arrives, and So Does Daisy!

The phone rang early, about 9.00am and surprised everyone with its continued ring, until Governess Gabrielle huffed and puffed, and cursed, under her breath, and rose from the breakfast table to answer it.

“Hello Margaret! I thought you were just going to arrive about 11.00am? What? Really? Alright, slow down Margaret and explain to me exactly what she said. (Pause). And then she did what? Look, I know you’re upset Margie, but just tell me calmly. (Pause). So, where is she now? And has she calmed down? Not really? Alright. But it will take me a little time to get ready and then half an hour to get to you. Yes, I’ll bring Sam. We’ll just bring everything we need. I think it’s best you leave her in there, and we’ll sort her out when we get to you. So, it’ll be around 10. Is that alright? Maybe a bit earlier. We’ll just get there as soon as we can. Alright. And just leave her to cool down. Okay. See you in a short while.”

She put the phone down and we could tell from her expression that it was serious.

“Everything alright?” asked mummy when it was clearly not! It’s the sort of needlessly silly question that adults ask, sometimes!

“It’s Daisy, of course. Margaret hadn’t told her it was today they were coming here. She broke the news to her over breakfast. And all hell broke loose. She’s done a lot of shouting and swearing. And she threw her breakfast across the table. Now, she’s sort of barricaded herself in the study and won’t come out. I’ve said I’ll take Sam and we’ll bring her back. If that’s okay, with you? Then Margaret and Maisie will have to follow, in their own car, with all the girls’ things.”

“Oh dear. I was afraid she wouldn’t come willingly. I think she knows how disappointed we are and how tough you are going to be on her. So, of course you must go. And yes, take Sam. He’ll talk her round. Try not to hurt her.” Mummy said, now looking as worried as Gabby.

And so, mummy and I were left to finish our breakfast, just the two of us, as Gabby called for Sam and then went to collect a few things she might need to placate Daisy.

We ate in silence, as mummy pondered the problem. I knew that the first day with Daisy was bound to be a little difficult, but we hadn’t imagined it would come to this. And soon, Gabby and Sam were set to go, and we waved them off, as the larger car, pulled out of the garage and disappeared down the long driveway.

“Will Daisy be alright, mummy?” I asked, worried for our friend. Although I fully understood why she needed to be schooled properly, I really didn’t wish to see her upset. And I could tell that mummy felt the exact, same way.

“I’m certain that she’ll be fine, poppet,” replied mummy, clearing away the breakfast things, “Sam will talk her round. He always can. And I’m certain she’ll realise, it’s all for her own good. Ultimately. We just want her to fit in with us all and be as well-behaved, a young lady, as you and Maisie, can be. The way she was. But I do hope she doesn’t do anything more to upset her mummy. Or Gabrielle! I think she’ll be severely punished if she’s caused any damage or breakages. Or if she doesn’t do as she’s told when Gabby gets there. I think Margaret has just been a little too soft on the pair. It must be difficult, when she’s on her own, trying to cope. I think a few weeks here, with us helping, will do all three of them, but especially Daisy, the world of good. And your Auntie Margaret will enjoy the change and the company, I’m sure. And it means we will have so much more time to play with you and Maisie, whilst Gabby is schooling Daisy. Now, finish up, my pet. I think we need to pop you in the nursery, until Daisy gets here, and Margaret and Maisie arrive, and they all get settled in.

“I’ve finished thank you, mummy,” I said, “But can’t I be here to see Daisy, when she arrives? I’d like to see her.”

“I really think that Gabby will want some help with her, from me, settling her in.” said mummy, “But what I’ll do is pop you in your high-chair near the window, and you can see her arrive. And then, when Maisie gets here, she can join you in the playroom, and the pair of you can have a chat, whilst Margaret and I help Gabby. How does that sound?”

Well I was disappointed, but it sounded quite fair, to me. And anyway, I told myself, Daisy and Maisie were going to be here for 4 weeks. That would be the very longest, ever, we’d spent together, in one go. And I was really looking forward to it. So of course, I understood why we youngsters couldn’t be there, whilst they got Daisy, sorted, and into her special room. And it would be fun to have Maisie to myself and for us to get to know each other, better, whilst Daisy was out of the way. She could, sometimes, take over things a bit too much and then Maisie never got a proper look in!

I was so excited. And I was excited to help with Daisy, too! I really liked the idea of Maisie and I feeding her and keeping her safe.

So, I was happy enough for mummy to put me in the special chair, which she had moved right up to the window, so I could look out, over the front of the house, and all the way down our driveway, to the electric gates at the end, which meant I would see the car as it entered the extensive grounds and way before it arrived at the door.

We called the chair, a HIGH-chair, because it certainly did raise you up, and meant I got a really good view, out of the large, bedroom window that overlooked the front of our nice, big house. But it wasn’t a proper highchair! It had a narrow, straight back, and arms that could fold up or down. And it did have a tray that swung up and across, if it was needed, but I didn’t often get fed in it, these days.

Sam, the gardener, and the handyman, and our part-time chauffeur, had made it in his workshop, when Governess Gabrielle first arrived and I didn’t go to college, any longer. And, in those early days, I used it a lot. I did a lot of my early school lessons in it. And I took most of my meals in it. Now, like the rest of the things in my “nursery”, it largely remained unused. But it was very handy for keeping me in, when mummy needed to have some peace and quiet, or was busy with other, more important things, like Daisy’s imminent arrival.

So, she sat me in it and then brought up the two folding arms and she roped my arms to each one. Just lightly. So as not to hurt me, but to keep me safe. And then she popped another rope around my body. She said it was so I wasn’t tempted to flop in my chair, but to sit upright, and she tied that behind the high back of the chair. And then she popped a little ball-gag in my mouth, to give me something to bite on, if I got restless, and then she left me staring out of the glass window, waiting for signs of Daisy’s arrival.

The nursery was one of the smaller rooms in the upstairs. My proper bedroom was twice the size, and it had a bathroom off it, that was all mine. And my bedroom was decorated in lovely pinks and lilacs, and I had two massive wardrobes, fitted into the wall, that were crammed full of my lovely clothes, and my capes and cloaks and coats and all my special footwear, high-heeled evening shoes, and satin slippers, and my formal, court shoes, and all my boots, that came in just about every shape and size you could imagine. I loved my bedroom. And all my clothes!

I looked around the nursery, at the cot I used to sleep in, when Gabby first took charge. At my playpen, and at the pretty, little wardrobe, covered in painted flowers and the matching dressing table and drawers, that probably still held the baby rompers and the bonnets and the nappies I used to have to wear, until I had done all my early lessons, and could be properly trusted.

At the windows, there were heavy, draped curtains, that were usually kept closed, so that prying eyes of workmen or window-cleaners, never saw inside. I think that was wise!

They were nice days. I remember. When I was in the Nursery most of the time and treated like a baby. Even now, I wasn’t given too much responsibility. Either mummy, or Gabby, or Sam, did most things, for me. But back then, a couple of years ago, they did everything for me. I wasn’t allowed to dress myself, bath myself, or feed myself. It was all done for me. And life was so pleasant. I never worried about anything, because they were always in complete control.

Even now, my favourite times are when I am dressed in my prettiest frocks, and I am tied up really tight, and taken for a drive, in the big car, or for a walk or a ride, around the garden, or even, occasionally, into town in the specially adapted wheelchair we have. Of course, in town, I have to be covered up and my face is mainly hidden, with a scarf pulled up over my lower face, and my top half covered up, under big sunglasses and a hat, so that no-one sees my gag, or that often, my eyes have been sealed shut, covered with small round, adhesive pads that stick right over my eye-lids, to prevent me from peeking!

When I’m like that, I know that mummy or Gabby, is in complete charge of me and I won’t come to any harm. It’s very, strangely liberating, not to have to make any decisions for myself. And that’s why I like it so much.

In those early days, I was like that, all the time. And, sometimes, I yearn to be young again and treated more like a baby, once more. And so, I was quite happy to sit here, and stare out of the window, and reminisce about my first few months with Governess Gabby.

I had assumed that Daisy was going to be brought into the nursery for her lessons. But mummy explained that the Punishment Room was more appropriate because everything the Governess needed was kept in there, and it was much easier to keep Daisy properly looked after, with the special bed and the chair, and the pole, and the special frame, that were all in there.

I was quite jealous, really! At the thought of her having all that fun. Sometimes, just very occasionally, I purposely misbehave, or say something that I know I shouldn’t say, just so that mummy and Gabrielle, will take me to that special room, to teach me a lesson.

And lucky Daisy was going to live there, at least for most of the first week!

It seemed a bit unfair. But I was promised that Maisie could share my room with me, some nights, for that first week, until we saw how Daisy was doing and it was decided if she was being well-behaved enough, so that she could join us on our outings and games, and at meal-times and things.

I looked at the large playpen, sited in the very centre of this smaller room, and wondered if Maisie and I would play in there when she arrived? I could still see the chain was coiled there, that I used to be locked into when I was left alone. And there was another length, of the same, thick, metal chain, padlocked to the other side of the metal pen, so it looked as though maybe we would. I really hoped so!

And so, I let my mind wander, and dream of all the nice things, we would do, Maisie and me, whilst Daisy got taught her lessons and I stared out, along the tree-lined driveway, hoping to see her arrive. Soon!

Chapter THREE

Daisy Arrives . . . . and Maisie, Too

I must have been there almost an hour, when I saw movement on the road, the other side of the high wall, surrounding our home. I got excited and strained to peer out, but the ropes holding me to the back of the seat were too tight for me to crane my neck any higher.

And then the electric gates slowly opened, and I saw the black, Cadillac limo, turn into the driveway, and make its slow progress, down the winding, tree-lined drive.

I could see Sam, at the wheel, but the darkened privacy glass prevented me seeing much of what was in the back. I thought I saw Gabby sat there, but there was no sign of Daisy.

I was worried. Did it mean there was a problem? Perhaps she and Maisie weren’t coming. I would be bitterly disappointed. But I also noticed the electric gates remained open. And I thought that must be for Auntie Margaret’s car, when she arrives later.

Then the grand car, swept around the turning circle at the front of the house, and stopped right under my window. Fortunately, it was far enough back for me to see straight down.

Sure enough, Governess Gabrielle got out the back, while Sam held the door for her.

And then, as I peered down, they both wrestled to get something out of the back.

My heart quickened. It was Daisy! Well, at least, I assumed it was. She must have been lying across the back seat, with Gabby sitting there, too. So, she must have rested her head on Gabby’s lap!

Anyway, whoever it was and I assumed it was her, she was all wrapped up, in some kind of leather bag. I could see the head popped out of the top of it and that was all covered up too, in some shiny, black leather padding. It was difficult to tell exactly what, until she was fully out of the car.

Then, I realised, she was in a kind of black sleeping bag, like the satin mummy sleeping sacks that we often used, like the one on the train. But this was in black leather, and it was all strapped up, at the feet and along the body, and around the neck where it narrowed right down, so she looked like a tight, well-wrapped, leather Christmas parcel! And her head was hooded in one of those, rounded, padded leather hoods, that I liked to wear occasionally. It looked funny, a big, round, leather head, with no way of telling where her face was, because it had no eyes, or mouth, or even, nose, just a big round, football-like head, sticking out of a tightly wrapped, leather mummy-sack. It looked like a big, round popsicle, all wrapped up in tight leather.

Anyway, she was being very good because I could tell there was no movement, no struggling, and no noise at all, she must have been very calm, and she was just allowing Sam and Gabby to carry her, all the way from the car to up the two, broad, sweeping stone steps, and under the main porchway where I couldn’t see her, or Sam or Gabby, any longer.

I heard the doorbell ring and I heard mummy greeting them, somewhere directly beneath where I was sat. But that was going to be the last I saw of little Daisy, until Maisie and I were allowed to visit her, later this afternoon.

I had to be content with peering at the open gateway and waiting for Maisie, and her mummy, to pull in. I guessed they’d be some time behind Sam and Gabby.

I once saw Sam go back to the car and take a couple of large cases, from the trunk and carry them into the house. Then he took a few loose items, and brought those in. And, about ten minutes after that, he actually got in the car and he drove it back and parked it in the garage, where it always lived, and where he looked after it, like it was his little baby. Always clean, and always immaculate. And always well-behaved.

Chapter FOUR

Daisy’s First Lessons Commence

After all the noises and commotion of the previous hour, suddenly everything in the house had gone quiet. Eerily quiet.

Maisie and I had been left, alone for over an hour, chained up, with our hands behind us, in the big playpen, just as I’d hoped, to chat and catch up with each other, and we were really keen to see Daisy and what had happened to her. And the silence, pervading the upstairs, felt a little creepy.

Eventually, after another 15 minutes or so, mummy Denise and Auntie Margaret, came to get us and told us we had to be very good, and very quiet, so as not to disturb Daisy, who they had finally got to relax and calm down.

We were released from our chains, but our arms remained hand-cuffed, so we wouldn’t touch anything in the room where Daisy was resting. Mummy told us we would have to wear a big gag each if we made too much noise, but we promised we’d be very quiet.

As the door to the Punishment Room opened, I could see that the lights had been dimmed, and Governess Gabrielle was leaning over the large, hospital-type bed, where Daisy had been placed.

There was a low, soothing music, playing almost inaudibly, and mummy again, put her fingers to her lips and indicated we must remain very quiet. It was all very exciting, but a bit weird, and a bit creepy, too!

We crept over to the bed, our arms cuffed behind us, so we wouldn’t interfere with anything. And there, laid out on the larger-than-average bed, was little Daisy, looking quite cute in her satin frock, matching the ones, that Maisie and I wore. Hers, was in a lovely, mint green satin, and she must have been wearing matching gloves. I could see the top of them, above the harsh, black leather arm-straighteners, that she was wearing. And her little, green, satin ankle boots, just showed below the leg straighteners. It looked a little strange, to see the lovely green satin boots and matching gloves, amidst those four, nasty looking columns of black leather. And her head was covered in the same black leather, too.

The room hadn’t changed much at all since I’d last visited, some weeks ago, but there were a few new additions. The large metal, bed, was like an over-sized, single bed, but wider than normal, perhaps nearly 4 foot wide, and it was on wheels. It would only just fit through the doors into the upstairs rooms, and we had big wide doors, to go with everything else that was big, in this lovely home. It had a head “board” and a bottom baseboard, that were both made of square, latticed, metalwork, set out in horizontal and vertical rungs that crossed each other to form the pattern of small, metallic squares. They allowed for someone to be fixed to either end, in many, different ways. The bed also had drop sides, that were the same pattern of metal, but these were dropped and folded underneath and out of sight, at the moment. Along the two bed edges, as well, were plenty of points for fastening straps and ropes to. And the whole thing could be raised up, or lowered flat, and it was on wheels, so it could be moved around, just like you saw in hospitals.

Mummy had said it was the most expensive piece of “kit” in the whole room. Today, the wheels were locked, the bed was laid flat and Daisy was spreadeagled across the whole width of it. The bed was wide enough, just about, to take two people, side by side, but Daisy had the vast, padded base, all to herself for the next few days.

She looked very still, and calm. And the soothing music must have been helping. It was playing very quietly from the laptop set up on a small, bedside table.

“Can she hear us, mummy?” I asked, in a cautious whisper, curious as to why the music was playing, if we were to be so quiet.

“No, poppet, she can’t hear you, at all. Under the leather hood, she’s wearing two latex masks. Gabby has fitted her with earbuds that work on Bluetooth. So she can listen to the music, playing on the laptop. She’s listening now and it seems to be soothing her. And Gabby can speak to her, when she needs to, but she doesn’t know you’re here. She’d be very pleased to see you, but we can’t allow her to, not for a few days. She has to learn that to be one of us, she’s got to act in a much more, ladylike fashion. No bad language and no bullying, you two, and especially not disobeying poor Auntie Margaret.”

“Why is she wearing two hoods under that one, mummy,” asked Maisie, just as curious as me, to find out why and how, she was being punished.

“Well, she’s got foam plugs, squashed in her ears, keeping the ear-buds in. And then we popped a half-face mask on her, with an open mouth and eyes, like you wear, sometimes. But then Gabrielle has put another half mask over that, to completely deaden any outside noise, to keep her calm. It looks a bit like a rubber swim cap, but longer. It fits over the other hood, to cover her eyes, and down, to her nose, and to cover her ears.” mummy explained to us both, as we listened, intently, “She’ll wear those two, all the time, except when we change them, to wash her hair, every two days. And now, she’s got the leather hood, over the top. That’s to hold the removable, gag. Look, you can see, that comes out away from the mouth, and we can swap it for a proper feeding gag, when we need to. She’s sucking really hard on that rubber gag between her lips, at the moment, so I think she’s finding it quite comforting. Later, we can change just the mouthpiece and she’ll be fed from a bottle, suspended from that feeder, there.”

We both looked at the arrangements around the bed. At the other side, was a metal stand, again on wheels, pushed away from the bed but with a kind of double hook, at the top, to suspend things from.

In fact, the whole room was a bit like a cross between a hospital room, with medical equipment, and a modern sort of torture chamber! It had an open “wet area” with a toilet and shower and sink, and, hanging from the ceiling, were some rubber tethers, so that I could be showered, when I’d been naughty. Also, there was some equipment there, for washing me thoroughly inside, as well. Mummy and Gabrielle liked to do that, from time to time, to make sure my insides were kept clean and healthy. I was sure they would have done it to Daisy, before putting her to bed. That’s probably what all the noise was!

In another corner of the room was a metal pole, reaching from floor to ceiling. Across from that was a strange, three-legged chair, with a tall, straight back, that formed one leg to the floor, and two more legs out front, that could be separated or brought together. I’d often tried that out and it was fun to be strapped into it, with the squat, little seat to sit on, that exposed your bottom, and the two tall, front legs, split open so, your legs were spread wide, and your feet didn’t ever quite touch the floor.

Down the opposite wall, was a metal frame bolted to the wall, that could swing out, and you could make different shapes with it. And now, next to the frame, there were two, metal dress rails, set beside that and on the rails were all of Daisy’s special clothes, for her stay with us. And, beyond the head of the bed were some cupboards, that I knew contained all the things Gabrielle would need, to keep Daisy, still and calm.

“Is she going to wear all those clothes, mummy?” I enquired, looking at the vast array of frocks, and corsets, and skirts, and dresses, and latex and leather items, in amongst all the colourful satins. There were even some of her long dresses and her lovely Chinese satin dresses. She and Maisie and I, had virtually, all the same clothes, but in different colours, and so we could be matched, for our times together. They all came from a big factory, run by the M.A.I.D. Network, and, I think, my mummy had paid for quite a lot of Daisy and Maisie’s lovely clothes, so they could wear the same as me. We liked it, when we got together, and we all matched, in our frocks, or in our rubber dresses and our high, high boots. It made it kind of special, for us to see each other dressed all the same.

“Over time she will. She has to stay dressed like this, now, until tomorrow morning. Then she’ll be washed and changed but keep her two latex hoods on. Then tomorrow, she’ll wear one of her leather corsets and a skirt. Just like you two. And the next day, her hoods will be changed, so we can wash her hair, and put some new hoods on, and she’ll spend the day, in her latex suit. And then back to a lovely, soft, satin dress, the day after. It’s all planned. Gabby has done a full timetable for her, for the first five days, at least. We want her to feel all her lovely sissy clothes, against her skin, so she realises what a lovely time she could be having, with all of us, instead of being stuck here. And Gabby will talk to her and try to teach her the right way to behave, when we free her.”

“When will that be, mummy?” queried Maisie.

“Oh! We can’t say petal, but not for a few days, I’m afraid,” said Margaret, “We’ll let her have more and more freedom, after the first few days, and see how she reacts. But, if she doesn’t change her ways, she’ll stay like this until she does. It’s all been explained to her and Gabby is spending a lot of time with her, and seeing she is safe, and well. And she’ll be talking to her all the while, so she understands when she’ll be free and what she has to do to please us.”

“And you two are going to have to help us, as well. We’ll need to clean her clothes and her hoods and things, when they come off. Especially if she’s worn them for two whole days. You can both help, do some of that. And you might be asked to help with her, from time to time.” explained my mummy, Denise.

I looked at the diminutive figure, stretched out on the big bed, and wondered what it must feel like to be hooded and deaf and blind, and know you had to stay like that all day? It must be fun! As well as a little bit frightening?

The green-gloved, arms, had been threaded into the two, long columns of leather, which were stiffened with metal “bones”, so they reached from the wrists almost up to the shoulder. It was like wearing a big, heavy glove, over your, soft silky ones. And the metal strips down the leather meant the arm couldn’t bend, at the elbow. They were opened out, a little, into a bigger tube, by loosening the lacing, that ran all the way up the outside and then, when the arm was properly sited, the laces were tightened, until it clung to the arm. Then four straps, at the very bottom, and the very top and two spaced equally in between, could be buckled tight, for extra security. And, on the outside of each of these straps, opposite the inside buckles, there were big, metal rings to thread ropes through.

Daisy’s arms had been laced in, and buckled extra tight, and then her arms taken out to the two corners of the metal bedhead, above her. A rope, starting at the corner, of the metal head-post, was taken to each wrist ring, and then was taken back, through the metal squares, above and brought back to the second ring, below the elbow and then, tied back to the place where the rope had begun its journey. This was repeated, ever so neatly, on the other side. Gabrielle was, always, a real perfectionist when it came to tying people up! I should know!

Then another rope went from the edge, of the bed, to the ring nearest Daisy’s shoulder, and back, through another fastening point, and to the lower ring, above her elbow, before it, too, returned to where it began, and was tied off. And her two arms matched, precisely, just the way Gabby liked it.

Her legs were similarly wrapped up in laced and buckled, leather straighteners. These were bigger and longer than the arm ones, and extended from above the pretty, green satin, heeled, ankle booties, to right up her thigh, so they looked like a leather thigh boot, but thicker and not nearly as pretty. In fact, with the laces and the four heavy straps, buckled across and the metal rings, larger than those on the arm sheaths, they looked really rather cruel and sinister.

The legs, like the arms, had been stretched out and taken to the two furthest, corners, of the bed, and the same pattern of roping, had been repeated. One long rope went back and forth, from bed-end to first ankle ring, and back, then to the second ring, beneath the knee, and then back to where it began. And a second rope, on each leg, held rings 3 and 4, to the sides of the bed.

Her head, encased in the leather hood, and collared, with a broad, black, leather collar, was similarly held. Ropes from each side ring on her broad collar, were stretched up to the same corners, where her arm ropes began and ended, so that her head was held, centrally, in the bed. And another rope was threaded through the large ring, at the crown of her hood, and doubled back to the centre of the metallic, silvered headboard, so that she didn’t writhe around.

In fact, I don’t think she could move much, at all. Certainly, she didn’t appear to be struggling and I guessed she was, really, quite comfortable. She certainly seemed to be very calm, which was a relief, after all the fuss and noise from before.

“Now, girls, I think that’s enough for today. We said we’d let Daisy settle in and you two have got a lot of catching up to do. I’m going to stay here, with her, to see she’s okay. And I’ll talk to her and explain everything. In the meantime, why don’t you go and have some lunch, and then you may play some nice games, Patsy, with Maisie and your mummies, in the Nursery?” said Governess Gabrielle. “I promise that tomorrow, you can help me with her. But let’s just give her some peace and quiet, for this first day.”

So, that was what we had to do. Gabrielle knew what was best. And the thought of just the two of us, playing some special games, with Auntie Margaret and Mummy Denise, was exciting, so we bid Daisy farewell. We knew we’d see her again, tomorrow!

Chapter FIVE

Day 2 – Daisy Gets Some Exercise

We were woken up quite early from our sleep. I’d been hoping Maisie and I could have slept together, while Daisy was on her own, and in her own bed. But, as usual, I had to sleep with mummy. Although she had promised, in the next few days, that we could both share a bed on one of the nights, Maisie and me. I was looking forward to that. I hoped we got tied together, face-to-face, and we could talk and things. We might even share the same, double hood. We had done before now. It was fun!

But this morning, my mummy got me ready in her own bedroom, and Maisie’s mummy, got her ready. Of course, Gabrielle was looking after Daisy. We weren’t sure we would be allowed to see her, but mummy said we were going to wear some special clothes and we could spend the morning, helping the Governess with Daisy’s exercises.

“She has to get some exercise, each day, or her arms and legs will stiffen up,” explained mummy, as she shared the cubicle with me, and showered me and rubbed me all over with the big, pink sponge. She rubbed at my wrists and ankles, where she had tied the ropes a bit too tight, last night, and there were 4 red marks. But they really didn’t hurt and I told her so. I didn’t mind, I was used to it, but she worried that they looked a bit ugly and it would seem as though she’d been cruel to me, which, of course, I knew she hadn’t. She was always very kind to me, even if she liked to keep me tied up a lot.

“So, you and Maise are going to help Gabby walk her around the upstairs this morning and then she can go back to bed and you can spend some time with her, this afternoon. How does that sound?” mummy asked, and then continued, “But then, Margaret and I are going to play some more games, with you two. After all, we want you to enjoy this time together, as much as Daisy. I don’t think she should get all the attention.”

Well, that sounded right, to me. Maisie and I thought exactly the same, that we deserved as much attention, but it was nice to hear mummy acknowledge it, and to know that she and Auntie Margaret were thinking about us, too. And it was only the second day, and already we were being asked to help, so that made us feel important.

After my shower, mummy dried me with a big, fluffy, pink towel and then I slipped one of my short, satin robes on, whilst she sat me at the dressing table, and did quite a quick, make-up job, on me.

She darkened my skin a little, with some foundation cream, and then didn’t do much else to my face, but concentrated on my eyes, highlighting my blue eyes with some quite heavy liner and mascara.

“Your eyes are beautiful,” she told me, “And when you see what you’re wearing, you’ll understand why I’m taking more time over them, today.”

She used some dark blue, metallic eye-powder, with sparkly bits of metal powder, making them glisten, to colour the lids and she then glued a full set of long dark lashes, to both upper and lower lids, on either side. I felt really, really special, wearing false eyelashes. But when I saw my outfit for the day, I felt even more thrilled.

Laid out on the bed, was the patent leather corset and tight skirt, both in a shiny black, that I was going to wear. The corset and skirt were both new, and I squealed with joy, when I saw my new clothes. And beside it, were some accessories that were new, also. I thanked mummy so much and I trembled with excitement, as she picked up the corset and told me to take off my robe.

As I stood there, completely naked, she brought the lovely corset to my body, and she fixed the traditional busk fastenings, at the front of my shiny corset, as she had already prepared it ready, by loosening off the rear laces. And as I held it in place, my hands trembling with excitement, she went around the back of me and started to pull in the lacing, kissing me on the back of my neck as she did, which made me giggle and laugh.

“Shall I pull it in extra-tight for you, the way you like it, poppet?” she teased, as I knew she would whatever I said!

“Yes please, mummy,” I laughed, as she tickled at the nape of my neck with her lips, as she pulled and pulled. It quite took my breath away and, with the leather being new and coated with like a plastic sheen, it felt quite harsh against my sensitive skin, though I knew from experience it would warm up and conform to my body, once it was all tied off and I had gotten used to it.

I took a deep breath as she pulled at the last bunch of lacing, in the middle of my back and tied it all up together, in a big bow of cotton lacing. It felt gorgeous to be pulled in so tightly and to struggle, just a little, to catch my breath. I loved it.

I then wriggled into the tight, matching skirt and mummy pulled it right up, till the waistline just disappeared under the bottom edge of the corset. It was really tight, too. And very short and sexy. I knew, straight away, mummy liked it on me. I could feel her heart racing, as her body pressed against mine, and she pulled the zip up and stroked at the gloss, hard leather skin.

It barely covered my upper body, and it left the tip of my penis exposed, which was reacting by getting really quite hard. I really hoped mummy wasn’t going to tell me off, for getting a “stiffy”. And I was praying she didn’t make me put it away in a tight, metal or silicon cage, like she often did.

She must have read my mind!

“I think we’ll leave your little manhood to run free, today. Would you like that, pet?” she asked me as she stroked at the hardening flesh.

“Oooh! Yes please, mummy,” I moaned, as she gripped it, harder.  I was afraid I might lose control and spill out over her hand, if she carried on.

She leant down and kissed it, on the top of the lengthening shaft, and looked up at me. “You have to be patient, darling,” she teased, “I know you’re excited about your new clothes. And I shall reward you, later. But if you spill anything out before I’m ready, mummy will be very angry with you, and will have to punish it! Do you understand?”

I nodded. It was going to be torture, until I got it under control. And when I looked at the accessories I was going to be wearing, it made me moan again and even louder, in frustration, but I promised I would be a good girl and not disappoint her. I had to be strong if I was going to keep my promise!

The boots were next. They, were in the same, shining, black patent leather as the skirt and corset and would reach above the knees, almost to the hem of the short skirt. They weren’t as super-high, as some of my other boots, but the tight fit and the glossy look of them, made up for them falling just a little short of my crotch. And after all, some of my other boots were almost too high and made walking difficult. If we were going to help with Daisy, it made sense that I needed to be more mobile.

The boots zipped up the inside of the leg, all the way to the top, with a nice, silver zip and when they were done up, the boots fitted really very tight to my legs, like the corset and the skirt. It was a really sexy outfit, and I just couldn’t wait to get the other things on and then go to see Maisie. I just knew she would be matching me, and that we’d look like two, sexy, kinky curvaceous twins. And I also knew that we were going to have a lovely day playing together, and with Daisy, and then mummy would give me my special reward that she had promised.

So, I gulped hard and promised myself I could cope with the arousal I was feeling, and I let mummy smooth the matching, patent leather gloves, up each arm. They were full-fingered gloves, so that told me we weren’t going to be expected to do very much with our hands. And, like the rest of my lovely, shining, glinting costume, they fitted me super-tight all the way up to below the shoulder. In fact, the whole, lovely, sexy, shiny outfit fitted me like a glove!

Now mummy picked up the very unusual collar I was to wear. It was black and leather, and shiny, like everything else, and it had around eight, long, spikey steel points, sticking out all around the circumference of it, so that, when it was buckled around my neck, the spikes stuck out, in a very, menacing circle of steel, all around my neck. I loved it. It made me feel like I was a female super-heroine! And the mask, to go with it, would make me look like a cat-woman!

The mask was made of the same, shiny leather, and was formed into a half-face mask, to cover my upper face, and the crown of my head, and my forehead, but leave my eyes, and my lower face, and nose and chin, free. And my ears! It buckled around the back of my head, above the ears, and fell to part way down the nose, at the front. I was accustomed to wearing masks that often covered my features, completely. And I loved the feeling of utter dependency on another, when I was blinded or silenced, or both. But this was a different sensation, and it made me feel very mysterious and erotic, and somehow, strong and in control, like I was a sort of wild, feline, cruel mistress. The cute, leather mask, even had cat ears! Little triangles of the stiff leather, that stuck up on each side, and made me want to “Purrrr!” with delight. All I lacked was a tail! But then, I told myself, a tail wouldn’t have looked right with that tight, short skirt.

I was ecstatic. I paraded in front of the full-length mirror, and then I hugged and kissed mummy, and told her how much I adored it.

“Well, you can wear it all day. And this afternoon, after we’ve had lunch, Auntie Margaret and I are going to devote our time to you and Maisie. It’s only fair, and Daisy will be resting again, by then.” said mummy, as she returned my affection and kissed me gently on the cheek, under my adorable mask, “So, let’s go and feed you and see if Maisie is ready. And then you both can help with Daisy.”

She led me downstairs, taking me gently by my gloved hand. And we arrived at the bottom, just as Maisie and her mummy appeared from their bedroom and started the descent.

We stood and watched, as they came down the stairs, it gave me such a good view of my lovely friend, in her fine, matching, leather attire. She looked, for all the world, like my twin sister which, in a funny way, was how I regarded her.
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“We were going to have a lovely day, playing together and with Daisy!”

She wore the same corset and skirt and hers was just as tightly fitted as mine. I could tell that she was getting used to taking shallower breaths, just the same as me, under the constraining corset.

And she had the matching gloves and the same, high, shiny boots.

There was only one, discernible difference. On her face, she wore a different mask. It looked a bit like that famous mouse, from Disney! And I was trying to understand the significance of it, when mummy whispered in my cat ears, “She’s the mouse and you’re the cat. It’s for our little game this afternoon, a game of Cat and Mouse!”

I wanted it to be a surprise, so I didn’t ask what the rules of the game were.

Aunt Margaret was leading her down, with a steadying hand holding tight to her gloved hand, but also with a narrower collar than I was wearing and with a short, leather leash attached to the band of black leather, around her slender neck.

She looked exquisite and she was just as excited to see me. We hugged and kissed, when she finally got to the bottom of the stairs, and we told each other just how very sexily gorgeous, we looked. Because we were! We felt like kinky princesses, out of the pages of a bizarre (should that be with a capital B??) comic.

“Listen Denise, I have to help Gabby with Daisy. She needs feeding, cleaning and changing. Can you manage Maisie and Patsy, if I go and help her now?” asked Auntie Margaret, “I’ll get my breakfast when I’ve done Daisy. And then she’ll be ready for the girls to sort her out.”

“Well, that’s fine. Will you just help me get them into their chairs, then? I wasn’t going to tie them this morning, but if I’m on my own, I think I’d better. Just lightly. I don’t want to be taking my eyes off them and finding they’ve spoiled their clothes, or anything.”

So that was decided, and just a few minutes later, both of us were tied, side by side, in our chairs, with just lightly knotted ropes at our wrists, and along each arm, and with our legs lightly tied too. They were being super-cautious about the new leather boots and gloves we were both wearing, in case the glossy, protective coating got damaged by the ropes. But actually, I think they soon realised the leather was at least as tough as ordinary, softer leather.

Anyway, we both preferred it, being fed by one of the adults. It was like another game to us, so we were happy to be tied up. It was the way I nearly always had my breakfast, and it always made a nice start to my day!

Breakfast was only a meagre affair, in any case. We were strictly rationed, and a small breakfast and a light lunch left more room for a bigger dinner, when we usually got dressed up. I rather hoped that today, we’d be allowed to stay as we were. It felt really good to be wrapped up tight, in that new, shining, glossy leather, and my liberated penis, felt good. Quite often, it was caged, but today it was free to roam, and it felt nice and relaxing, to have it just confined under my short skirt. It had calmed down and was now enjoying the feel of the tight, leather skirt, pressing it down, as I squirmed on my chair.

Meanwhile, Margaret must have been a good length of time seeing to Daisy’s needs. Gabrielle had explained, the previous day, that she would be fitted with a special case on her penis, overnight, so she could pee if she needed, but she was also wearing a big butt plug each night to ensure no movements, there! And all that would have to be taken away and then her untied, from those nasty, leather leg and arm binders. And she’d be cleaned, possibly inside as well as out. But she’d still wear her twin, latex hoods, today. Those wouldn’t be due to be changed till tomorrow, when she got her hair washed.

And Maisie and I wondered if she’d be dressed the same as us? But maybe not? These were special circumstances and we rather hoped, we’d be the only ones specially dressed, just the two of us! To make us feel more important.

Anyway, finally Aunt Margaret re-appeared and said the Governess was ready for us now and, if mummy would take us both up, she could relax and have something to eat.

When we stepped into the room, the first thing we saw was Daisy’s naked butt staring at us from the wall opposite! The metal frame, that was hinged, and swung out from the wall, had been opened to form a little opened out rectangle, where it bolted to the floor.

And on our side of it, was poor Daisy. We couldn’t see her head, or even her body, just her legs, stretched out and her naked bottom sticking up!

She was wearing the most stupendous pair of red boots, imaginable. We each had a pair, the same, and these had such high heels, that we rarely were expected to stand in them. It was almost impossible to walk. The heels were six, maybe even seven-inches tall, and made the feet point down. Luckily, they had a bit of a platform sole, to compensate for the tremendous height of the heels. The ultra-high heels weren’t quite as high as those, on the shorter, knee-length ballet boots we wore, sometimes, but the red boots themselves were like huge peaks. They rose right up either leg and the outside edge of each one, was extended, so it actually went higher up the hip, whereas the inside leg just reached as high as the crotch. But we both knew from experience, that they pushed into the groin and weren’t too comfortable, particularly for walking and standing. We normally wore them if we were being punished, and were bound on the bed, or something. I was shocked to see Daisy wearing hers.

Poor Daisy had been stood, in her mountainous boots, a couple of feet away from the metal frame and then bent forward, with her arms outstretched. These were sheathed in long, red leather gloves, that extended right up to the shoulders and all the way down her twin limbs, where they ended in little, round globes like round boxing gloves into which her hands would have to curl, and a zip and a wrist strap, buckled at each wrist, secured the harder globe of red leather, so she couldn’t pull her hands out.

Now, her fully-sheathed arms had been extended along a waist-high bar of the frame and tied to it, so that her arms stretched either side, of her bent-double body. When we got closer, we could see her head was bent forward to go across the same bar and had been tied there to keep her head down. She wore the same, black leather hood, we had seen her in the previous day, and her mouth was full, once more, because we could see her cheeks bulging out. I wondered what shape the gag was, because there were several different ones that all fitted the same hood.

Her legs were parted and stretched and bound below, with the same, black cord that bound her arms and her neck to the upper bar. They were stretched out and bound to either end of the base, of the rectangular section of frame.

And, although we couldn’t see it from the back, but only when we got up beside her, she wore a tight, short, red leather corset on her body, pulled in even tighter, than ours. And, dangling between her straight legs, and below her bended waist, was a pouch of soft, red leather, containing her male jewels, and a short, tube of harder leather, containing her restricted, male “sceptre”. She didn’t wear any panties. Or a skirt. And she looked really, quite vulnerable and uncomfortable, bent forward and her naked rear, arched up and out.

“Domina Maisie and Domina Patsy, reporting for duty,” joked mummy, as she took the leash off Maisie’s narrower neck collar. “Shall I stay and help?”

“If you’d like to,” agreed Gabrielle, “We’re just going to get her blood circulating, by lightly flogging her this morning, before she does her exercise. I’ve explained to her, it’s going to be her two friends, doing the flogging. It sorts of adds “insult to injury”! And I’ve told her it’s for all the times she’s spoiled their games, or spoiled things for Maisie, particularly, at home. So, be aware, it’s more a symbolic punishment than one designed to hurt her, girls.”

And she handed Maisie and me each, a black and red, leather crop, with a big red heart-shaped, leather flogger, on the end. The heart was padded and filled with something, making it softer, so I knew it wouldn’t hurt Daisy too much, but it still felt strangely empowering, to be dressed the way we were and able to stand and wield it.

Maise stood to her sister’s left side, and I stood to the right, and when told to, we started to methodically raise our arms, first Maisie, then drop it and splat Daisy on her bare left rump, and then me, landing a soft blow, on her right buttock.

I knew it couldn’t hurt as much as some floggings we’d all received, but my goodness, Daisy made such a fuss! Each time the heart landed on her bottom, she squirmed about as much as her bonds allowed, and she groaned. You’d have thought we were truly hurting her. But I think it was more her pride, that we were damaging! The red marks, forming two little, swirly patterns on her buttocks, were nothing to complain about, really.

We must have given her ten spanks, on each rounded buttock, when Gabby told us it was sufficient. For today!

And we left her there, sobbing by the sounds of it, as Gabrielle explained that we were going to put her into a harness and a collar, so that we two could walk her, around the house, well upstairs at least, to give her the exercise that she needed.

She showed us the harness and roughly how it fitted, and she promised she’d help us. “But,” she explained, “We all want you to feel that you have a share in Daisy’s schooling! So, each day, you can help us, a little bit with her lessons. And I promise you’ll be able to feed her, like we said, when she sees some sense and can join us at the dining table.”

Well, I was really pleased, and I could tell Maisie felt the same, that the adults had included us. We’d both felt a bit left out, that first day. But, I suppose, they had to get Daisy into a routine.

Anyway, we started fitting her harness. It was designed to fit around her neck, like a collar, and then around her waist, like a belt. It was brand new. You could tell. And her arms would be held behind her and in a sort of open-web of leather binder, but broader straps, down the length of the open, weaving of leather, would hold the arm-harness into her body, and go around her front and back around the arm “basket”, to keep everything tucked in.

So, we left her legs tied to the bottom of the frame and mummy and Gabby untied her arms and held them behind her, as we threaded the massive sheaths of red gloves, into the net of leather, until her two globular hands, popped out the bottom, where the tapered net casing was open.

The first strap we did up, held her two fists close together, and closed the bottom of the web, of leather up, so they couldn’t be retracted.

Then another strap, at the top, pinched her gloved upper arms in, just a bit, above the elbows.

Then we could fix the collar around her neck, and it buckled in the front, over the long, leather neck, of her all-enclosing hood.

That held her hooded head up high, as the collar was shaped like a posture collar, to push her chin up and out, a little.

Now, the difficult bit was sorting out all the other straps, that came over her shoulders, crossed, and then under her arms and over the upper arms and then buckled. The next two crossed her bust and the final one buckled, in the front, over her waist, like a broad belt, making her encapsulated hands, press into her naked bum.

It looked very erotic, the way the red leather gloves showed through the open weave of black leather, containing her arms. And the fretwork of crossed straps, over her shoulders, across her breasts, and at her waist and neck, still showed plenty of the lovely red corset and the stunning gloves. It was nice! And, at each side of the collar and each side of the waist-belt, there were two big metal rings, as fastening points, sewn into the strong leather.

Gabrielle checked each strap as we did them up, and mummy made sure Daisy didn’t struggle or resist at all. Though, to be honest, with four of us to surround her, and her hood to blind her, it would have been stupid for her not to accept her punishment. And we were doing it for her own good, just as Gabby kept reminding her.

Only once the harness had received the full approval of the adults, did Daisy get her legs freed, from the ropes holding them to the frame, and then her ankles were cuffed together, but with about 10 inches of chain between them, so she could walk, so long as she took, only small, ladylike steps.

She stood there, wavering a little, on the extreme high heels and the platform soles, of her gigantic boots, and her proud, hooded head, held aloft, looking strangely beautiful in the carefully tailored, red leather corset, gloves and amazingly tall boots, and the contrasting black, intricately designed body harness.

We could see she wasn’t too steady on her very tall heels, and mummy held her gently, whilst Gabby attached leashes to her collar at the rings on either side, and took the same leashes back to her waist, fixing the other clasped end to the rings either side, there. She made certain the extra 3 metres or so, of loose, black, leather leash, was straightened, with no kinks in either one, and then showed us how to twist them around our gloved hands so we could keep a tight hold and steer Daisy by applying a pull to the neck, or steady her with a pull to the waist. It was like handling a small pony, and we were excited, that we were being trusted to exercise her like this.

We started off, very carefully, with mummy and Gabby giving us instructions, just walking her up and down the Punishment Room. She stumbled quite a few times and Gabby, and mummy, steadied her. And we kept the looped leashes tight, so she knew we could help her to balance. And in any case, there was only a few metres of free space between the bed and the three-legged bondage seat, and the frame and the pole, to walk her.

After about 15 minutes, Maise and I had done so well, that Gabby told mummy she could go and then she would let us take Daisy all around the upstairs of the house, so long as we didn’t go near the top of the sweeping flight of stairs.

And then she left us alone for an hour, to just play at walking Daisy like she was a pet poodle, in a doggy show, learning to walk to heel, or a beautiful pony on a bridle. It was amazing, being in charge of her like that. And we felt so powerful, because of our lovely, gleaming, black, patent leather clothes and our masks, and her appearing so helpless and yet, so lovely, in all that tight red leather, and those black, tightly buckled straps.

Of course, Gabrielle kept an eye on us, but she could relax. We were being very sensible and taking our responsibilities, very seriously.

By now, we were becoming very expert at leading, and Daisy had made huge improvements with coping on the high heels. We were pleased with her and with ourselves. And Gabby must have been, because she called mummy Denise and mummy Margaret to show them how much Daisy had improved, and they all gave her, and us I think, a jolly good clap.

Gabrielle was suggesting we carry Daisy down the stairs and take her outside, but mummy said, it was warm enough but had just started to drizzle with rain, so we decided we could try her outside, another time.

We gave her another ten minutes, walking her around the upper landing with us all cheering her on, before Gabrielle said we needed to put her back in her room and let her rest. To be honest, that was the longest any one of us had ever spent standing and walking on those incredible heels, so we were ready to let her rest, too.

Mummy and Auntie Margaret, went to get lunch ready, which gave us about 40 minutes to make sure Daisy was comfortable, and then she could be left for the rest of the day to relax and rest for a few hours, since she wasn’t allowed any lunch.

We led her back to the room, and Gabrielle helped us get her out of the arm and body harness and collar. She asked us if we would like to try it out, one day.

“Oh! Yes please!” we both cried out excitedly, in unison, which made us laugh and Gabby smiled, too.

“Well, when Daisy has learned her lesson and is allowed back to play with us all, she can lead you each around in it, if you like. So long as she’s as sensible as you’ve both been!” she (sort of) promised, us. And then she added, “Now, she’s wearing that lightweight straitjacket this afternoon, in bed. So, I need you two to hold her, whilst we get these straps unbuckled and then I can pop that on her.”

Lucky Daisy! She really was getting to use all the best things! There were several straitjackets, we shared, I don’t know if Maisie and Daisy had their own, but we kept about four in the house. The lightweight one, only covered the very top part of the body, from a collar around the neck, down to just below our breasts. It was like a half-corset, really, with long arms and straps and fastening rings at the ends of the arms.

And we always thought it was funny because you sort of put your arms out and walked into it, like putting an ordinary jacket on, but back to front.

So, we held Daisy’s freed arms out in front of her, and Gabrielle walked towards her, with the jacket opened up so that her arms could slip into the long, black, leather sleeves and then her globes, with her hands and fingers curled up inside, popped out the other open ends, of each sleeve.

Then the Governess went around the back and pulled the two halves of the jacket together, and buckled the first strap around Daisy’s covered neck, over the long collar of her hood.

Then she came back to the front and made certain the arms were properly fitted, all the way down each sleeve, with just the two, funny leather balls, sticking out of the ends, before fastening the strong poppers at the end of each sleeve, and buckling the end wrist-straps tight, to the red, leather-covered wrists.

We thought she’d take Daisy’s arms behind her then and fix them together, behind her back and crossed at the front, but she told us to hold her arms, whilst she did up the other two straps, holding the two open halves of the jacket together.

Then we half-carried and half-walked Daisy, to the bed, and laid her down the centre of it, her legs were still chained together with the black ankle cuffs and her top body just had her arms held in the two, funny sleeves of the bolero-type, short jacket.

We wondered what she was going to do, when Gabrielle took Daisy’s right arm over her chest, and strapped the end of the sleeve, to the left side of the bed. Then she came around to her right and brought her left arm straight over and strapped that to the right-hand side of her bed frame. Daisy put up a bit of resistance when we laid her down. I think, before that she wasn’t sure what was happening but now, she realised she was going to be put back to bed, and she really wasn’t very happy. But Gabby, gave her a sharp slap across the bit of flesh, showing pink, under her red corset and that quietened her down.

Once she had each wrist strap, buckled around the frame edge, Gabrielle got some white cord, and twisted it around each wrist, and then through the metal ring sited at each wrist, and then tied that to the bed as well, to make certain that, left alone, Daisy wouldn’t hurt herself trying to get free. Then she brought the two, central looped straps, located right between Daisy’s heaving breasts, and connected those together, to keep the two arms, nice and neatly folded together, over her bosom.

It looked like her top half was nearly secure enough, so we held each leg as Gabrielle tied each one to the other, first with a short rope at the ankles, and then she worked her way up the two legs, with a series of four, black leather straps that went, first over the roped ankles, and then one just below the knees, holding them taut, and one above. And the last, longest strap, went over Daisy’s thighs, right at the very tops of her very tall boots which I was so glad she was still wearing because they looked sensational. This last leg strap ran just under her cased penis - so it looked like the red leather-covered penis was like a little finger-puppet, sitting on the black strap, like it was a puppet theatre stage! It looked so funny, so Gabby decided it was best to take some thinner, white cord and tie the little tubed cock, to the belt across her thighs, so it stayed put, right in the centre where the strap ends buckled together.

The next job was to thread a length of rope through her ankle straps and the rope, already tying her ankles together and we both pulled on this to stretch Daisy’s legs down, and keep them nice and straight, whilst Gabby tied the second rope, to the foot of the bed, right in the centre.

And one last, very final rope, went through the ring at the top of her leather hood, and Gabby herself pulled that taut, and secured it to the metal bedhead to make a lovely, neat, straight line of red and black leather, and little touches of white rope, and just a hint of human flesh, in amongst all that other material. And pinned to her black thigh binder, was her red-cased, penis puppet, twitching a little, inside its resistant, leather tube, that would stop it getting any bigger.

Gabby told us she was going to give Daisy some water then, but we looked at her so pleadingly, with our big, blue eyes, through our cat and mouse masks and asked if we could give it to her, that she smiled and said we had been so good, that we could! So, she unfastened all the black fasteners, around the mouth, and took out the pear-shaped gag, that fitted to the leather hood, and had made Daisy’s little, red cheeks bulge out, and Daisy made some complaining noises. And the pair of us, took it in turns, to dribble some water into her dried lips and mouth with the baby bottle feeder as she sucked on it.

Daisy made another fuss when we took the bottle away and the Governess popped her pear-gag back in and fastened the ring of press-stud fasteners back together, but it didn’t last very long, before the mouth was completely sealed up again, and Daisy was nice and quiet once more, and able to rest.

“Now off you go, you two. I’ll just see she’s alright and then join you all for lunch. And tell your mummies that I’m very pleased with you. Both of you. You’ve been a really big help. You can help me again. Tomorrow, maybe?”

And we skipped from the room, so pleased that we had been such good assistants, to our nice teacher, and so pleased to have helped Daisy get better, too.

Chapter SIX

Day 2 – Cat and Mouse

“Right, the rules of the game are . . . .”

Maisie, and I had popped back in, with mummy and Margaret, after lunch, to see Daisy and it was all, really, really quiet, so we thought, perhaps, she was sleeping after all her morning exercise. Anyway, she was fine. Gabrielle monitored her all the time on the baby monitor and camera, which was set up in the room, and could be focussed on wherever Daisy was. And we listened now, and she was breathing quite normally, and her heart wasn’t racing, or anything. She didn’t know we were there, because we had tip-toed into the room, so she was either just meditating, and contemplating her next few days, calmly, or she was asleep, but either way we decided it best to leave her alone.

And then we played a game which mummy called “Cat and Mouse”, on account of our different masks. I had cat ears, and Maisie had mouse ears, but it wasn’t much to do, with cats, or with mice. The idea was to find, as many items hidden anywhere around the house, as quickly as possible. That’s what they’d been busy doing, whilst we were busy with Daisy. They’d got all coils of rope, and straps, and gags, and blindfolds, and scarves and things, and hidden them all over the house. We had a list of clues, to tell us which rooms to look in and we had 30 minutes to find as many items, as possible. There were twenty, in all. But if someone was in one room, the other wasn’t allowed in there, at the same time. And mummy and Margaret, followed us around, and if you got caught in the same room, both of you forfeited an item. So, we stayed well apart.

After 30 minutes, we’d take them back to mummy’s bedroom and then it would be decided who was the CAT, and who was the MOUSE!

Well, I have to say I get quite competitive when I play against Maisie and Daisy, so I ran everywhere, and I made sure Maisie never knew where I was, so she couldn’t copy me. Of course, I know the house far better than she does, too, so that gave me an advantage. And I ended up with nine items to her five. It was really good. But it was even better when mummy said, “Right, Patsy, you’re the cat. So, you have to use all the things you’ve got, and all those five of Maisie’s, as well, and you must tie Maisie to the bedpost, using them all. And bind her the way you would have liked Maisie to tie you, if you had been the loser.”

Well, that sounded wonderful. And mummy and Margaret were going to watch, as Maisie had to stand with her back, against the squared bedpost, of mummy’s massive four-poster bed and I had to decide, if it was me, how would I like to be tied?

I really like being gagged and blindfolded, so that was “a definite”. And I like my arms above my head and my body kept really straight, when I’m tied to a pole or a post. And I like to feel I can’t move my head, at all. And I really like rope, because you can do so much more with it, so I looked at all the items laid out on the bed, and I looked at Maisie and she was looking a bit nervous, but I decided even though I really liked her, that I’d be quite cruel toward her, because I’d have liked her to be like that with me, if she’d won. Anyway, it was a rule. She had to do what I told her.

And soon, she was all tied up, tighter than a stuffed Christmas turkey, and I still had more rope left!

I’d used a big red, rubber ball gag to gag her but then tied a scarf over the top of that. I’d blindfolded her with the red, latex blindfold (which SHE had found) and then I put a scarf over her whole head and tied that up, like a satin bag, around her head.

I’d strapped her ankles tight together, and her gloved wrists, with the two, shortest straps, now we’d found the shiny, patent leather, didn’t mark easily, and then I used rope to fix her wrists, right up to the top of the post. I had to stand on the bed, to reach that high!

And then I roped her strapped ankles to the bottom of the post. I still had about four straps, and another scarf and three more lots of rope.

So, I strapped her legs together, twice, below the knees, and then went over that with more rope, to fix her really close to the wooden post. And I put another strap over her gloved arms, above her elbows, and then around the post, above her head. And I used all the rope I could, to go around and over her, being as neat as possible just like Gabrielle would be, until all of her was pinned really tightly to the wooden post, and I just had the one scarf, one strap and a long rope, left.

I wrapped the scarf, again, over her face, and there was enough for me to take it behind the post and tie it at the back, by all four corners. And I used the last strap, to hold her forehead back and that just left one rope. Well, all I could do was go over her body, again, where I’d already tied it, making certain that she couldn’t possibly escape. And then it was done.

I was relieved that I hadn’t found more items! I’m not sure I could have tied her any tighter, or more severely. She looked really good, in her glossy leather and the funny mix of straps, and ropes, and scarves. I was very pleased. And so was mummy.

“Haha! So, that’s how you would have liked to have been tied is it?” she joked, as she tested all the ropes and straps and saw what a good job, I’d made of it. Poor Maisie couldn’t move a muscle. Well, only one - the one, that was dangling loose, down between her legs! Mummy and Margaret had said I had to not tie up her penis, and it was now quite large and sticking out, from amongst all those ropes. And, because her pretty, little leather skirt had risen up, it was on full view to the world!

I nodded. It looked really cool, the way I’d done it. There was barely an inch, not bound up, one way or another. I must have learned a lot from Governess Gabby, without even realising it, over these past two years.

“Well! Surprise! Surprise!” exclaimed mummy, as Margaret produced a bag and spilled out all the same items, onto the bed, that I’d just used, and some more, besides.

“Now, we have to take away those things that neither of you found,” explained mummy, as they picked amongst all the leather and rope and satin scarves, “And then it’s your turn!”

And soon, they’d reduced it to the same 14 items, Maisie and I, had discovered, and I was made to stand against the other bottom post of the bed, and the pair of them copied, precisely, the way I’d tied Maisie up.

They used the same gag, the same blindfold, and the same everything, until we looked, once more, like identical twins!

I couldn’t see any longer, of course, because I had the red latex blindfold, and a scarf over my eyes and two scarves, over my head. But I knew we must have looked virtually identical. And I also knew my penis had grown as large as Maisie’s!

We must have both held our breath, waiting to see what happened next and then I felt hands running up my bound body, feeling at the ropes and the straps that were all over my lovely clothes. And I felt the hands feel at the smooth leather, under the harsh bindings and I felt hot breath on my body as I was kissed and licked, all over.

And then I realised something!

Something that surprised me . . . . and then, shocked me.

It wasn’t my mummy that was squeezing and caressing me! It was Maisie’s mummy. My Auntie Margaret. I could tell, just from the little noises she was making, and I could hear mummy making the same, aroused noises, off to my side.

The funny thing is, I wasn’t upset that it wasn’t my mummy, touching me. In fact, if anything, it added to the excitement, knowing that it was Auntie Margaret that was pressing her body to mine and getting so thrilled, at playing with my inert, bound and gagged and sightless, body.

By now, she was breathing more and more heavily, but of course, I was completely helpless to assist her, and there was nothing I could do to help relieve her sexually aroused feelings. I strained against my ropes to press my body closer to hers, as she kissed and pecked, at my leather-covered breasts and my scarf-covered head, and I felt her warm, passionate breath, through the folds of the satin, covering my face. I knew, also, that the minute she grabbed hold of my engorged penis, as I so hoped she would, that it would take no time at all for me to come and I really didn’t want these feelings to end so abruptly! But, after all, I had been waiting ALL DAY for this release and everything we’d done today, with Daisy and then this game, and our fantastic clothes, and now all this tight bondage, was driving me delirious.

By the sound of it, Maisie was just as anxious to move to a climactic finale, as I was. The sounds coming from my side, no more than 5 feet away, told me that she was just as excited, as I was. And her partner was breathing just as heavily, as my assailant.

Inevitably, after just a few minutes, the hands that had been all over me, went for my weapon. And my weapon was fully loaded, so it took no time for it to go off, in her hand!

Kapow! And . . . . . Zow! And . . . . . Wow!

It was a glorious end, to a glorious day. And I’m not entirely certain, which of the two, young fillies, Domina Maisie or Domina Patsy, crossed the finishing line, first!

By the sounds of giggling, that followed, from our two mummies, I’d say it was nearly a dead heat, but I might just have won, by a pecker! Anyway, it was as close to a tie as possible, which seemed appropriate, since we matched in every other detail. Except our ears! They were the only, possible way, you’d be able to tell us apart, under our scarves and ropes. And being perfectly honest, I quite preferred being the cat!

The room went deadly, quiet, then. Which, following all that commotion, was a bit eerie. But we think they must have gone to the en-suite, bathroom, to get sponges and towels, and maybe they were clearing up the mess we, surely, must have made on the floor before seeing to us, because it seemed an age before we heard them go again and then return and we each felt the cool soothing sensation, as a carefully applied, wet sponge, cleaned all around our nether regions. And, with a little rub dry with the soft towel, our over-excitable penises could, once more, relax and tuck under the folds of our micro-mini, leather skirts.

We wondered, (well I did, and I like to think Maisie was thinking just like me), what happened now? And soon, we got our answer.

Nothing.

Precisely nothing.

Not to us, anyway.

We hung there, our arms still stretched way above our heads, our entire bodies lashed to the wooden poles, while mummy #1 and mummy #2 collapsed on the bed, behind us.

I heard the springs, make that over-compressed “baddddoingggg” noise, from somewhere behind me, when they both flopped on the bed.

They must have lain there, in each other’s arms, for only moments before deciding they deserved a reward too and seeing us bound up so very tight was exciting them, so instead of releasing us, they decided to pleasure each other!

What a disappointment. For us, I mean. Not for them!

It had been a super day, full of nice surprises, and for us to be kept gagged and blindfolded and partly tied, but to share the same bed, with both lovely mummy, and lovely Margaret, and to release their frustrations, would have just been the icing on a very pleasant cake.

“Ah well!” I told myself, “Tomorrow is another day. And I’m sure there’ll be more surprises in store, for all three of us, Daisy, Maisie, and me, Patsy.”

What a very, nice life we enjoy with our mummies and the Governess. And I listened to the creak of my leather boots and my leather corset and skirt, against their bonds, as I struggled against my ropes and straps, and the animal sounds coming from the bed behind me, began to build to another, deafening crescendo, of sheer, sexual bliss!

Chapter SEVEN

Day 3 – A Nice, Latex, Day for us, a Tougher Lesson for Daisy

Breakfast today was a bit special!

It was mummy’s turn to help the Governess deal with Daisy and today was the day she got her full wash and her hair done, and her make-up renewed, and new hoods, and everything. It was going to take quite a bit of work and so, we’d been dressed, early, each by our own mummies, and then brought down and, this time, Auntie Margaret was left in charge of us.

As we sat in our chairs with our arms tied, lightly, to the armrests, once again, just as we liked it, and our legs splayed out and our feet tied to each front leg, I felt a little embarrassed in front of Margaret, since it was her that had made me, really excited, TWICE, yesterday afternoon, and it was her I’d slept with, all tied up, of course, after our very nice dinner, last night! And then mummy had brought Maisie back, to her mummy’s room, at about 7am. this morning. And they had “done a swap”, and she’d taken me back to her room to prepare me for the day ahead.

Now we sat there, in our latex bodysuits, our long latex gloves, or, rather, long, latex sheathes, that ended in the middle of our palms, and had no fingers, and our latex ankle boots. We were all in black underneath, virtually, because although our bodysuits were a sort of translucent black, so they looked almost grey with our pale skin showing beneath them, and we had on the long, black, fingerless, latex gloves, and shortie, black, latex ankle boots, that did up with black satin ribbon that ran right up the front of the short, sexy, heeled boots. But on top, we wore our pretty, short, low-cut, colourful, latex dresses, over the top of the semi-opaque, body suits. Mine was a lovely pink, what mummy called Baby Pink. Maisie was in a really nice, pale, but pretty, primrose yellow, that looked just perfect against the black.

Now Maisie’s mummy was fussing over us, feeding us little bits of fruit with yoghurt on top, with a spoon each, and in between the small mouthfuls of fruit, she was allowing us to suck on the rubber teats of our feeding bottles, to taste the rich mango and apple juice mix, that she had freshly made. It was like a fruit smoothie, so we made funny noises, as we sucked, really hard on the rubber teats to get the lovely liquid to our lips. It felt like we were breast-feeding!

And, maybe to stop me feeling embarrassed, Auntie Margaret was being especially nice to me and kept popping her hand in my lap and feeling my half-stiff cock, as she leant over and gave me my bottle. I don’t think she did that to Maisie, so I hoped Maisie had not seen her touching me, there! She would be jealous.

We took our time over the light breakfast, because we knew mummy and Gabby would be taking quite a long time with Daisy. They would have to take her out of all her leather, from yesterday, and then get rid of the hoods she wore and wash her, inside and out, and then do her hair and her make-up. They said, “Even though she was being kept hooded, that she deserved to feel as if her make-up, had been done, like a proper little lady”! So, even though we started early, I didn’t think we’d get to see Daisy till 10.00am at least. We laughed and giggled with each other, and with Maisie’s mum, as we wondered what we’d be doing today.

“If it’s as nice as the weather forecast says, we can take Daisy into the garden, for a bit of fresh air,” said Auntie Margaret, “That’s why you’ve got your twin layers of latex on, today. It’ll be good to get her out, after three days of being cooped up in her room.”

Although it was late September, it still felt amazingly warm, and this week particularly, the forecast was for some sunny days. We hoped so, because Gabrielle had promised we could all go on a picnic, on the best weather day of the week, and we planned to take Daisy with us, if she’d been good.

So, we lingered over breakfast, and we asked Margaret what Daisy would be wearing, and would she be tied up, and could we feed her, and what we were doing in the garden, and what we were doing, all the rest of the day? But she said, it was too many questions and that it was all a surprise, and we liked surprises so we didn’t pester her. Too much!

Eventually, mummy re-appeared, and she looked a bit stressed, as she flopped in a chair. And Margaret gave her a well-earned cup of tea.

“Well, that was a lot of fuss!” she, said, after a quiet minute or two, while she regained her composure. “Daisy was not very co-operative. We had quite a struggle, with her. She seems to think we’re being nasty. She doesn’t understand that we just want her to conform and to be the nice girl, we know she can be. And we’ve had to give her a thorough wash. I’m afraid you’ve got her latex hoods to clean and to polish, girls. That will be one of your jobs, this week. And to sterilise some of her gags. It’s fortunate, we’ve got plenty of alternatives, for her. She’s got a new hood on now, and she has calmed down. Eventually! Her hair is done and she’s looking, and smelling, much fresher. So, you can go up in about five minutes, and help Gabrielle to finish her off. I’m just going to sit here and relax. My goodness, what a lot of trouble she’s causing us all!”

We didn’t know what to expect, when Auntie Margaret led us into the Punishment Room, but we needn’t have worried. It was all very quiet, and calm. Daisy was suspended in the wet-room area, her arms tethered, above her head, with the rubber tethers, used to keep me still, when showering. Her head was completely obscured by the thicker rubber hood that was sealing her in. From the mouth of the outer hood, there was a short, rubber tube with a bulb, on the end, and a valve dangling below her chin. And two, well-sized breathing tubes, extended out from the nostrils, and were taken up each side of the thick hood, where they were clipped above the padded rubber over her ears, so they looked like two, funny, ant, or beetle antennae.

Gabrielle explained she had a new, open-mouth and open-eyed, latex hood, under the thicker casing. There was an inflatable gag on the other end of the mouth tube, that was between her lips, and the two breathing tubes, slotted through the inner hood, and went up her nostrils, so she could breathe very easily. Just like normal, in fact.

Where the thin, inner hood had just been stretched and slipped over her head, like those I often wore, the much thicker, sturdier, outer hood had a strong zipper that extended down the back from the crown, of Daisy’s freshly washed head, to the nape of her neck. The eye part and the ear part, of the external hood, were both padded with a double layer of the rubber, and the inflatable gag could be swapped for other fittings, when necessary.

“We’ve put this hood on her, and the big gag, because she made such a fuss this morning,” explained Gabby, confirming what mummy had already told us, “She can have a different one on, later, but we thought we’d take her for some fresh air if the weather stays nice. And she still has the earbuds in, under the inner hood, so she can’t hear you but she knows you are helping me, again. I told her you would be. She wasn’t very happy about that.”

Daisy was just wearing the same half-opaque, rubber bodysuit that we were, she had nothing on her feet and nothing on her arms, over the sleeves of her latex suit, and so, her pink body, freshly washed and nicely scented, as we could smell, could be seen through the thin latex, giving it a strange, grey/pink/black/ghostly appearance.

Our first job was to shine her latex suit. We had some special polish spray to use on our latex clothes, to give them a lovely sheen. Now, while ours were all glossy, Daisy’s looked dull and a bit shabby, but soon, we had her gleaming and shining like a little, pink/grey star! We even, very carefully, shone up her thicker rubber hood, with our spray and our two, soft, polishing cloths, whilst she moaned, quietly, as she hung there. Her feet just touching the ground, with the stretchy, rubber tethers extending down from the ceiling.

Then Governess Gabrielle brought the thick, rubber corset, she was to wear over her thin bodysuit and we knew, as soon as that was fitted and laced, we would have to shine that up for her, too.

Once the super-tight, constricting corset was all laced up and polished, Daisy had already begun to take on a much nicer, appearance. She positively glowed, as she hung there, part-standing, on her bare, tippy-toes, and part-suspended from above, by her stretched arms.

Now, Governess Gabrielle released one of the arm tethers and we had to hold her, whilst the Governess fitted a long, thick rubber sheath, up her arm, that zipped up the inside of the arm and connected, with buckled, rubber straps to the shoulder straps, of the matching rubber corset. At the end of the sheath, her fingers were held in a flat, paddle-like glove, that had been stiffened to keep her hand flat, and to prevent her using her fingers. It looked funny, like a small, black, rubber, table-tennis bat, on the end of a long, black, tight, rubber sheath.

Once that arm was re-tethered above, we did the same to the other arm, until she was back, lashed to the twin, rubber tethers, once more.

We had to reach up really high, to shine up her long, strange, rubber gloves.

Then Gabby brought out the knee-high, ballet boots. These weren’t in rubber, but in a shiny, gloss leather, with the most enormous heels, that made the foot point right down, almost vertically, to the floor. At the stubby toe-end, of the bizarre boot, was a reinforced metal toe-pad, with a rubber covering to grip the floor. The boots laced all the way up the front, from near this stubby toe, to just below the knee.

I’d worn the same boots a few times, and they were impossible to walk in, virtually. I felt a little bit sorry for Daisy, when I saw them. I really hoped we weren’t going to try and make her walk, wearing them, like yesterday’s exercise. I’d only ever worn them when I was tied up, and supported on a frame, or at the metal pole. There was no way that Maisie and I could stop her falling if she was expected to walk on the ten-inch heels.

“Don’t worry!” Gabby reassured us, sensing our concern, and smiling, “She’s not going to walk on them. She’s going to be sitting, most of the day.”

Phew! I was relieved for Daisy, and for us!

Daisy definitely didn’t like the ballet boots. I could tell, as soon as we tried to squeeze her right foot into the first one. You have to point your foot down, at a very unnatural angle and it can be painful, if you have to put your weight on your feet. It would be like being a ballerina, standing on her points which is, clearly, how they get their name.

But, with a struggle, we managed to get both feet in, and with her being supported by the arm tethers, it wasn’t too uncomfortable for her, and Maisie and I were allowed to lace one each, all the way up to the knees, making the laces just as tight as we could, to give the legs proper support.

You could tell, Gabby was very relieved when we had, finally, got Daisy finished. It had been a long morning, and we hadn’t even started any activities. Yet!

“Listen, girls, you are being very good. I’m going for some breakfast and Daisy needs feeding. I’ll ask Margaret to come up with a bottle, if she watches you, can you both manage to feed her? I just need a few minutes, to myself.” The Governess was asking us if we would mind, feeding our friend? Like this?

We both nodded, enthusiastically. We couldn’t believe we were being given so much responsibility. So soon. This was turning out to be a really good idea, educating Daisy like this.

While we were on our own, we took the time to stroke Daisy and let her know someone was looking after her. The rubber suit, now glossy and shining, was lovely to touch and we felt around her groin area, where it was bulging out, a bit. Just as we thought, her penis was locked up, in some kind of soft-ish casing.

Maisie wanted to undo, the long, sturdy, zip, that ran from below the waist, near the bottom of Daisy’s thick corset and right under the crotch, to expose her penis and, even her anus, but I told her not to. If one of our mummies found out, we’d be in big bother. So, we just pressed and felt with our fingers, at the opaque, latex suit, and peered through the thin material, to try and tell what her cock was bound up in. I think it was a pink, silicon cage, which was a bit flexible and would bend and fit, under the rubber bodysuit.

And then, we fed her. She had a feeding bottle, like the ones we had used, and it was full of the same, yellowy, thick, fruit liquid smoothie, that we had enjoyed. Margaret had deflated the gag and taken it out, to allow Daisy to suckle at the rubber teat, and we took it in turns to hold the bottle at an angle, for her. She obviously knew this was her only meal until tonight, as she sucked every last droplet, from the bottle.

We were allowed to inflate her gag when Margaret had replaced it, and Maisie got told off for getting a bit carried away, as Daisy’s cheeks bulged out and she squirmed on her ballet-booted toes. We had to let out some of the air, until we could tell she was comfortable again.

And, when all that was done, it was now gone 11.00am and we wanted to go outside, with Daisy and get her some nice, fresh air.

“Can we, Auntie Margaret? Please!” I begged.

“I’ll get Gabby and Denise,” she laughed, “We need to get her downstairs. I don’t think we three can manage, by ourselves.”

Fifteen minutes later, and after a lot of huffing and puffing, we managed to half carry, half walk and half drag, Daisy, down the stairs. She really wasn’t very good in the ballet boots, worse than me even, and so walking was not an option. But we managed with the three adults and with Maisie and me pretending to be useful, but, mostly, getting in the way.

At the foot of the sweeping flight of stairs, was parked the adapted wheelchair. As soon as I saw it, I realised what it was for. We had wondered how she was going to enjoy time outside but the wheelchair of course, was the perfect solution. Once we had lifted her into it, it took only a few minutes to secure her, so she wouldn’t fall out.

Sam, who was our gardener and our chauffeur, but also a really, clever, skilled handyman, who did all sorts of little jobs, around the house, had adapted a proper, sturdy, hospital wheelchair, which Gabby had bought second-hand, to use for transporting me around. I’d had a lot of adventures in it, both in the house, and around the large garden, but also, I’d been taken out for days, in it.

Of course, I had to be well covered up in public places, like walking in the city, with a blanket over me, and a hat and big dark glasses and things, to stop people seeing me all strapped in, but it was fun, and I really enjoyed it. It made it very exciting, to walk so close to people, and them to not realise, you were all bound up, and wearing lovely, exciting, erotic, sissy clothes. A bit like being caught in a traffic jam, whilst tied in my travel seat, in the big car, behind the dark glass windows, and seeing people stare in but knowing they couldn’t see you through the privacy glass. I liked my wheelchair, so I knew Daisy would love being in it.

Maisie and I helped my mummy to fix her legs, for her. We strapped her legs together, at the ankles and at her knees, well just below the knees, at the very top of her ballet boots, and we used the integral strap, that Sam had fitted, and strapped the ultra-long, pointed heels of her boots, to the central drop-plate, that fell from the seat, at the front, down to where Sam had built a solid foot-stand, that allowed the person to be strapped, either with their legs together, or splayed out to the two sides.

Meanwhile Gabby and Margaret, saw that she was seated, nice and neatly, and held in by the fixed strap across her lap. Then her sheathed arms were taken along each of the adapted armrests, and the straps set along these, held her at her wrists and at her elbows.

And Gabby pulled the top strap, around and over, her upper arms and across her chest, to make sure she was quite safe.

And we were set to go. Of course, Daisy didn’t sound at all grateful, and she moaned under her hood, so Gabby just released the valve on the rubber tube, leading to the inflatable gag, and put a couple of extra squeezes of air into the fat bulb, in between her lips, and that stopped all her complaining.

Honestly! Some people are never grateful!

I’d have loved to be Daisy, right now! Having all these people fussing over her, and making sure she was safe and well. And we had to do all the work, while she had all the fun! She really was behaving like a spoiled brat.

Outside, it was now, quite sunny, and Maisie and I were plenty warm enough in our two layers of latex. Mummy popped a rubber cape over the back of the wheelchair, in case Daisy got cold but she seemed perfectly happy and content, now her gag was inflated more. Perhaps she was happier the way Maisie had inflated it, before her mum had made us take some air out?

It was a perfect hour and a half. Mummy has a big garden and there are pathways all around it and some interesting features, like ponds and little shady corners, with seats, and flowerbeds, and so we all took our time.

Maisie and I pushed the wheelchair ahead of the adults and they lingered behind, talking and laughing, as Maisie and I skipped along, and collected a few late flowers, to put in a vase, when we got back to the house.

Sometimes I pushed Daisy, and then Maisie took over, and sometimes, we both pushed her together and ran ahead, hid behind the trees or shrubs, so we could jump out of the bushes and surprise the laughing adults.

And then we got back near to the house and mummy suggested we all sat in the little summerhouse and she would go and get drinks, for us all. Except Daisy, of course. We weren’t going to take her hood off, outdoors. Although the garden was private, we weren’t too far from a main road, and if she kicked off again, and made a lot of noise, I know Gabby would have got really angry. So, she had to stay as she was whilst we sipped at our non-alcoholic drinks, and mummy and Margaret and Gabby drank their alcoholic ones.

Mummy told us they were drinking a special lemonade, but I could, definitely, smell the gin! She thinks I’m stupid, sometimes!

And when we had finished our drinks, Maisie and I asked if we could take Daisy, once more around the garden, and we were allowed to, but told we only had fifteen minutes till it was our lunch-time, so we ran part way, and then walked fast all the rest of the way and were breathless, by the time we got back to the summerhouse,

It was a lovely morning and then, as our food was ready for us as soon as we got back to the main house, we sat Daisy still fixed in her chair, whilst we all ate our lunch in the big kitchen-diner and family room.

After that, we had to do a few jobs, and one was cleaning the used hoods and gags, and making sure the latex hoods were nice and shiny again, whilst the adults took Daisy back upstairs. To relax.

It had been a lovely morning . . . except for all that polishing, we had to do!

Chapter EIGHT

Day 3 – A Special Surprise for Maisie and Me

“Right, the Governess has said, we can go to see Daisy again now, if you’d like?” said mummy, after inspecting our work. “You’ve made a nice, clean job of all these. Well done, my precious little ladies.” And she kissed us each, on the forehead.

Maisie, and I went with mummy and Margaret, to see Daisy and once we got there, the Governess left us, and took the opportunity to have a little break, she was doing most of the “hard” work, after all.

Mummy suggested she go downstairs, have a nice drink (I presume she meant tea, or coffee?) and we’d mind Daisy for an hour, or so. I think she was glad of the rest. Spending such a long time, looking after such a troublesome girl, was beginning to have an adverse effect.

We were really surprised to see how Daisy was “resting”, for the afternoon. Truthfully, it didn’t seem very restful, to me.

Once again, there was, low, soft, soothing music, playing and the lights were slightly dimmed. It was all artificial light in the Punishment Room, there were no curtains. I guess it was designed to be that way. The window cleaners would have the shock of their lives, if they happened to peer in and witnessed some of the things they would see in the Punishment Room!

So, we turned the dimmer switch up, just a little, to get a better view of our friend.

She was on the sturdy, black, wooden, strange three-legged chair, with the very straight, high back. I’d been there a few times and I can assure you it wasn’t awfully comfortable. The seat was too small to be called a real seat, more like a ledge or, even a wedge, that you just perched the very back of your butt on.

The two front legs either closed together, and formed one, broader column, or they could be swung open to form two narrower legs. When they were opened out, it left just a really small, sitting platform, and it exposed your bum underneath, where it wasn’t properly supported!

And that’s the way it was, today. Poor Daisy was perched on the narrow wedge of dark wood, (the chair was painted an ominous, gloss black), and her legs were spread wide.

Her feet, even in the long, pointed, ballet boots she still wore, didn’t quite touch the floor, falling a couple of inches short. And they were fastened, close to each individual column of blackness, by the chair’s integral straps that passed around the squared chair leg and then through the metal rings on either side, before snapping together, over Daisy’s booted leg.

When not in use, the black straps hid away quite unseen, behind the legs, and ropes could be used in their place. It really all depended what “look” you were going for, the Governess used to say to us.

There were four such straps up each leg, though there were more rings than that, if you wanted to use more of them, with rope for instance.

Her sheathed arms were pointing straight down, with the flat, paddle-like mitts, resting just below her bent hips. They were fastened to either side of the straight, tall chair back, by four more straps each.

Her legs, nor her arms, appeared able to move at all. It looked like she was sat, as still as a rigid doll, rather than a living, breathing human.

She was breathing, though! Quite easily, in fact. On her head, she wore a rubber and glass, gas mask, with big, pinkish, googly, glass eyes, staring out straight. And into one side of the gas mask was connected, like a circular, corrugated rubber pipe, that was fixed to a respirator and was feeding oxygen and air to the mask. We could hear the little pump, of the respirator, working away from somewhere behind the stilled figure.

Around her neck, a broad collar was fixed back to the tall column of black wood, behind her. And over the mask and face itself, was fitted some kind, of leather and metal, harness, that held her gas-helmeted head, as inert and as rigid, as the rest of her body.

We got up really close to see how it was all fixed, when suddenly, she opened her eyes wide, from behind the two, glass frog-eyes of her gas-mask, and stared straight at me!

Well! I nearly jumped out of my skin! In fact, I nearly jumped out of the two layers of latex skin, covering my own skin!

We had assumed she’d be hooded under the gas mask, as Maisie and I hadn’t been permitted to see her face, or even her eyes once, since she had arrived at the house. Well, she was masked of course, but the outer, thick rubber hood, had gone, it was sitting, abandoned, on the bed. She’d been left with the open-eyed, thinner, latex mask, and Gabrielle, for some reason, had decided to leave her eyes uncovered, and she was able to see us. It was a very spooky moment, and I recoiled in shock when she stared at me with her icy, cold, remote eyes.

She was obviously gagged, under the mask, because she made some kind of noise, but it was more of a low, primeval growl, and it was very muffled. And she struggled to break free of her multiple straps, but they were too strong, and there were far too many.

So, there was just a moment of confusion until mummy laughed and said, “Well! Goodness me! You weren’t expecting that, were you?”

And we all laughed, then. Because it seemed none of us had.

Daisy soon calmed down again, but her eyes followed Maisie and me, around the room, as if it was our fault she was having to go back to school! Well, it wasn’t our fault. It was her own. But her looking at us, like she really hated us at this moment, was a bit un-nerving.

We stood back and let her quieten down. And she soon did. She could barely move any part of her, and I decided she was definitely wearing a gag under the gas mask, so she was, basically, silent, so it was just the odd appearance of the wide-open eyes, magnified a little by the glass eyes of the mask, that was disconcerting.

Also, her latex bodysuit, was wide open too!

Where her legs parted and she was perched, on the narrow wedge of seat, there was a gaping hole in her suit. The zip had been undone and her silicon caged penis, had flopped out, and was gyrating around, in its pink, silicon cage, between her immobilised legs.

And under her exposed bottom, we could see and hear, the long, slim vibrator, that had been mounted between her legs, and inserted part way up her anal passage, and was now happily thrumming away, inside her. We could see the wire trailing from the mount, away to the mains console, off to her left.

We hadn’t noticed the sound of it, when we’d entered the room, because of the music playing, but now it was all we could focus on, as we saw the exposed flesh, gently ripple, with the movement of the slender, beaded vibrator, within. And her penis, you could tell, wanted to break free of its encasing silicon cage, but couldn’t. It must have been very exciting, and yet frustrating, to feel so mentally aroused and unable to express oneself!

Well, mummy Denise and mummy Margaret soon lost interest and we barely noticed them plotting together, somewhere behind us, as Maisie and I sat on the floor and just watched our friend for several minutes. We tried to avoid her line of sight, by sitting to one side. Her head was, definitely, firmly harnessed, so it could only look forward. The leather, and metal harness, went under her chin, and over her forehead, and then clipped back to the fastening rings on either side of the high, narrow backrest. It was very simple, but it very effectively held her head straight and the neck collar meant she couldn’t turn her neck, either.

Suddenly, the eerie atmosphere was broken by mummy shouting from the bed, “Oh girls! Come here, please. Margaret and I have got a surprise for you.”

We had to cross Daisy’s eye line then, and as I looked back at her, she was staring straight at us. It was creepy!

Our two mummies were standing by the long, silver, metal pole, that stood opposite the chair. Normally the pole stood there alone and quite stark and cold. But today, it had been arranged, differently.

The imposing height, of shining metal, was circular and about 6 to 8 inches, in diameter. It looked solid, but it was, in fact, hollow all the way up, and it was perforated, up its length, by six circular holes that went right through the metal, from one side to the other. It was another of Gabby’s clever designs, that Sam had made. Through the 6 holes, which were each set about a foot apart from just above the floor to above a person’s head height, could be threaded any, or all, of six, narrower, tubular metal spars, each of a slightly different length. The purpose of these was to form simple cross struts, at any place up the pole, to turn it into a different shape, for fixing a person, to, in any way that was desired. It could become a traditional cross, so that arms spread, to either side along a longer spar. A shorter spar, at the bottom of the pole could be used to spread the legs. Or a cross-bar, half-way up, could be used to secure the waist to it, and spread each of the arms down to it, by the wrists. It was very well made and strong and multi-functional, and I’d been very lucky to have tried most of all the many, different positions, that could be achieved, at one time or another.

Today, there were two, rounded, horizontal bars, pushed through the substantial but hollow metal pole, one at, just above floor level, and one at about our chest level.

And by either side of the pole were several coils of pure white, silken rope.

I smelled a rat. Immediately. Why was the pole set up with the removable cross bars? Why was the rope coiled there? Why was mummy holding a big, fat, leather-strapped, rubber gag? And Margaret, too?

And, all the while, Daisy was staring straight at us!

This was all part of a plan! I was certain of it. Mummy had known that Daisy was allowed to see, behind her gas mask. She knew about the pole and the ropes, I’m certain, and we were about to discover their purpose.

“Mummy, why are those ropes . . . . . ?” I started to say, but mummy shushed me, the way she so easily does, with a finger raised to her lips.

“It’s all part of Daisy’s lesson,” she uttered, “Now, stand here, before me and Maisie in front of Margaret, and both of you turn around and face your friend, Daisy.”

Well, we both hesitated, but Margaret said, in a very strict, voice, “Turn around! Now!”

We had no choice, and I knew mummy could get angry, too and we didn’t want to spoil a nice day, so we stood before them and turned around.

The rubber penis gags were not too long, but they were bulky and fat, and we both hated them. I, literally, gagged a little as mummy pushed it between my lips and, although she was gentle, she was very persistent, and I had to take it all in. As soon as I had, she pulled the two straps taut, forcing the last half inch into my mouth and the leather panel to my lips, before she buckled the gag, really tight, behind my head. And Daisy watched, from her grandstand viewpoint, all the while, as we squirmed under the unwanted intrusion.

Once we were both silenced, by the large, fat, rubber, phallus gags in our mouths, we were forced back to the post, one either side of it. We were stood back-to-back, and instructed to stretch our arms out, along the higher of the two, horizontal cross-spars.

Mummy took control on one side of the vertical post and Maisie’s mum, on the other, and each started to wind a coil of rope around our wrists, and the bar that separated them. We were so shocked, and (obviously) speechless that we just watched as they rapidly bound us together back-to-back, at our wrists, and then along each arm, as we were held to the horizontal, metal bar.

In seconds, or so it seemed, our twin arms were securely wrapped around, in two coils of rope that extended from our wrist to our upper arm, at each side. It was very cleverly done and confirmed to me, that this had all been planned. And, all the while, Daisy was staring through the rose-coloured goggles, on her gas mask!

Mummy picked up a second, long coil of the white rope and she knelt down. She grabbed my left leg, and Maisie’s right and dragged each one, about 12 inches, out, towards her. That was okay, until Margaret did the same thing with my right leg, and Maisie’s left.

Now, the pressure on our arms was increased, as we were pulled down, by the action, so we both squealed into our rubber gags, as our legs were parted by nearly 2-foot, and we struggled to stay upright on our boot heels with our legs forced so far apart.

A few more seconds, saw us with our ankles roped to the lower bar at either side, and us complaining, just as much as our gags permitted.

But the two cunning mummies who had tricked us, weren’t deterred by our complaints, and now worked together to rope our waists both together and to the metalwork, by looping rope in a kind of figure-of-eight, back and forth motion, until it squeezed the breath out of us.

I swear Daisy was smiling by now, at our very apparent discomfort. Of course, I couldn’t see her mouth, and it was certainly filled like ours, so I think she would be smiling, INWARDLY!

Now, with our arms roped along their entire length, and our ankles adequately secured, and a ton of rope holding us at our waists, we were entirely helpless, and I watched, open-mouthed as mummy approached me and her hand went to my crotch area that was now out of my line of sight. I sensed the movement behind me and the moan from Maisie, indicated that she was receiving the same treatment!

Mummy’s hand, fumbled at the nearest fastener to the two-way zip, that parted the gape in the crotch of my latex bodysuit and, once she’d connected with it, she slowly peeled the suit open, from below my waist and right past my liberated penis, and under my crotch and even beyond my anus, until the sly and salacious, grin on her face, told me she’d reached her destination.

My throbbing manhood was rejoicing in its new-found freedom and popped its head out, and its long neck, to say hello to the world. And mummy shook hands with it, grasping it firmly, to let it know it was welcome! But then she left it. And me! And us! And Margaret followed her. I was puzzled, until I saw them returning, each armed with a battery operated dildo, which they took delight in waving under our noses.

Mummy pressed the switch at the end of hers and the inanimate, black object, suddenly turned into a roaring monster as she over-acted, quite deliberately, and pretended to lose control of it, stood before me.

“Oh my gosh!” she cried, in mock horror, “Margaret! Can you imagine having that up you?”

And Margaret set hers going, somewhere behind my head, in full view of Maisie and pressed the switch three times, until it sounded like a pneumatic drill was drilling into our brains, as she set a pattern that beat out a very unnerving rhythm that repeated itself as she, too, cavorted around, as though the dildo in her hand had taken over her and turned her into a devil-doll.

My mummy laughed and then went through each pattern of vibration on the lively dildo, until it settled to a gentle thrum, and she played it against my roped, latex-covered body, running it up and down me, as she stared into my eyes.

“That’s nice isn’t it? But a little, too tame, for the insides, I think. Do you know what we’re going to do to you?” she purred, as I drooled from my stuffed mouth.

I had a pretty good idea what they were planning, but I erred on the side of caution and shook my head, so my little spot of drool shook off to my left.

“Well, we’re going to pick the vibration we think will cheer you up, the very most, and then we’re going to slowly, slowly, slowly, insert the end of these up each of your arses! And, when we’ve got them nicely settled, we’re going to leave you and Maisie, and Daisy, over there, of course, to enjoy the consequences for about twenty minutes. And then we’re going to come back. And if you’ve been good girls, and not spilled any horrible mess, over your lovely, rubber clothes, we might play with you, and let you enjoy the reward. But, if you spill even the slightest drop, we’re going to spank you both hard, and then tie you up even more and leave you, and your, two, new visiting guests, for a whole hour, to enjoy each other’s company. Won’t that be nice? Poppets.” she whispered into our adjacent ears.

It sounded delicious, but I was glad I wasn’t able to tell her so. I didn’t want her thinking I was actually enjoying myself!

She went to fetch a tube of water-based lubricant, that we always used on such occasions and Margaret ran through the sequence of vibrations, one more time, somewhere behind me, presumably to choose the one she favoured!

I’d already decided on the one I wanted to feel. The one that was half pneumatic drill going, steadily, deeper, and deeper, “Drrrrrillll!  Drrrrrrrillllll!  DRRRRRRRRILLLLLLLL!” and then into a long, drawn out, more sensitive “HUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM” before it started its drilling operations, again.

Anyway, to cut a long dildo, sorry, to cut a long story, short . . . . . that, is, precisely, the one I got. I couldn’t have been more pleased.

Well, I could have been more pleased!

Because, after only a few minutes, even before mummy had left the room, it was starting to really push me, to my limit. And I certainly didn’t want to sample a full hour of it, drilling out my innards, so I gritted my teeth, clenched my buttocks, closed my eyes, and tried to ignore the major, road re-surfacing works, that were proceeding, uninterrupted, below!

I was truly glad there were no windows into our little world of sexual kinkiness. I could only imagine what a poor, innocent workman, may have made of three of us, looking, for all the world like three, stunningly, gorgeous model girls, out of “The Secrets of a Latex Bondage World”, but all endowed with dicks, two throbbingly large ones and one frustratedly smaller, all tied to our various installations, and all internally wired, for pleasure.

The thought made me want to laugh, but I didn’t dare! I was concentrating far too hard, on not allowing me to disgrace myself in front of my fellow she-males, and I was also acutely aware that Daisy was now working herself into quite a lather, as she watched Maisie and I fighting our losing battles, against our alien invasions.

I guess we were supposed to be showing her what she was missing, by being excluded from our “games”, though it didn’t seem as much fun, in reality, as it had promised to be. But I knew that if we showed enormous willpower, our reward would surely, be worth waiting for. All Daisy could do, was watch and envy us. And, mummy told me, afterwards, that was the whole point, to make her realise that she too would have much more fun (like we did???), if she was a good girl.

I hope she watched . . . . and learned! But I can’t say whether she did, or not. For now, I’m keeping my eyes tightly closed, and hoping and praying that mummy comes back soon.

The reward will definitely be worth it!

Chapter NINE

Day 4 – Daisy’s Lovely Satin Chinese Dress and Lots More Satin, Besides

“You can come in now, girls. Daisy is ready for you.” It was the signal we’d been waiting for and we were so excited, when we heard Governess Gabrielle’s voice, beckon us into the Punishment Room.

And there, stood in the middle of the floor, with Gabrielle just supporting her gently, stood our pretty friend, Daisy.

We thought she’d be dressed like us, in one of her satin frocks, with a little satin, pinafore apron, tied over the top and with silky bloomers down to her knees, and little satin-covered, ankle bootees. We had been dressed in them this morning, by our two mummies, and assumed Daisy would look the same.

But she looked even more fabulous.

She wore her stunning Chinese dress. The yellow one, with a big, sweeping, red and green and purple floral design, across it. It was full length and fitted in tight across the bodice, where it was done up with a side zip hidden under the arm, but also fastened across her bust, with the traditional, corded and knotted fasteners, where a little knotted bundle of cord, threaded through a cord loop, to hold the crossing flap of the dress across the bust and seal Daisy in. We each had two of the same dresses, in different colours. It was one of my favourites to wear when we got dressed up. It felt very oriental, exotic and mysterious, and the soft sheen of the silky material and the design of the dress was very feminine. But we didn’t often wear them during the day, so we were both surprised to see Daisy, in her elegant, yellow, silken gown.

Up either side, and almost to the pinched-in tight waist of the gown, was a long slit. The main yellow of the dress, was bordered with a contrasting piping of green silk, on Daisy’s gown. The slit exposed all of Daisy’s slender legs at either side, especially if she were walking. But, today, under the silken dress she wore a pair of high, green, leather boots, that reached up and over her knees and then stopped half-way up her thigh, showing another 6 inches, or so, of bare flesh above the tops of the wonderful, deep green, coloured boots, that matched the green piping in her dress, almost exactly.

The area at the top of her thighs would have been bare but for the thigh cuff that was fitted around it, at each side. The cuff was made of two, connected loops of strong, nylon webbing, riveted together and sewn to form a figure of eight. The larger cuff went around the fleshy, upper thigh. The smaller cuff, attached to it, caught up her gloved wrist and held it with its quick but effective, velcro-type fastening, right into her leg. And so it was, she stood there, a bizarre vision of elegant, young lady with her beautiful, sophisticated, yellow, silken Chinese dress, making her look so feminine, and her wonderful, green, leather, thigh boots, and her long, stretchy, yellow satin gloves and, into the mix was this picture of a strangely, stunning bondage model, with her thigh cuffs holding each covered, satin-encased wrist into the very tops of each thigh making her look a little slutty, like the kinky sissy we knew her to be.

Her face was hidden. Well, most of it. She had the same latex rubber, half face hood that we’d seen her wearing under her other hoods, the previous days. This had cut-out openings for her eyes, but today they, also, were covered and the mask fell away under the latex formed nose, to show her lips framed in the oval opening. Her lips had been painted a strange, bright yellow to match the dress she wore and it looked really, quite bizarrely attractive, against the harsher black of her latex face covering.

I could see the slight bulging at her ears, and I didn’t need to ask if she was still wearing the ear-buds and the mufflers, to prevent her hearing. It was clear she was not permitted, yet, to communicate with us or to hear our familiar voices. It was all a necessary part of her punishment, to feel cut off from us and isolated, “So she would want to conform and join our, big, happy family, once again!”, the Governess had explained.

Over the top of the harsh, black, latex mask, a narrow satin scarf had been tied over her eyes and around the back of the latex mask, to cut off her sight. In fact, Gabrielle told us, she was also blindfolded, in any case, with a black latex blindfold under the colourful scarf, which was there more for decorative purposes.

“Can she hear us?” I asked, in a reverential whisper, respecting the quietness and sombre mood of the strange, feared room. I was certain I already knew the answer, but I was keen to sound interested.

“No, she can’t hear anything, unless I speak to her through the computer or through my phone, like telephoning her. Well, she can’t hear much.  Not anything clearly. She may pick up some sounds, but that’s all.” asserted the Governess, “And she can’t see anything, either. She’s wearing a latex blindfold, that matches her mask, under the hood, just like she was wearing the other days, under her leather hood. If you’re very quiet, she wouldn’t even know you were here but I think she probably just heard me call you in. Anyway, I want her to know you’re looking after her. I’m going to gag her, in a minute, but I think she’ll like it if she knows it’s you that’s tying her today. So, would you each like to give her a kiss. And then we can get started?”

Of course we would. And we were going to tie her up? That was very exciting news, and Maisie and I both looked at each other and thrilled at this new responsibility, we were being given.

I kissed her first as Gabby held her still, and I felt her tremble with excitement, as I pushed my tongue into her yellow-painted lips. We kissed passionately, for only a few seconds, but enough for her to know it was me. She even muttered, “Thank you, Patsy!” as I withdrew. And she recognised Maisie, too, when she leant in to give her a second, passionate kiss.

“Right! I’m going to start her off, with a nice, satin gag to fill her mouth and over that, a satin scarf, to keep it in. And then we’re going to play a very special version of the scarf game, today. And you two will help me get her properly restrained for her punishment period.” said the Governess, still holding the blinded Daisy to prevent any, disastrous tumble, off her high heels. “There’s a big, big, pile of scarves, over there. Fetch them would you please, Maisie? And Patsy, you bring that folded up large piece, of red material, would you?”

We were so thrilled to be allowed to help and I picked up the very large, heavy folded square, of bright red satin, as I wondered what it was for. Maisie got the dozens of scarves that had all been carefully laundered, and ironed, since we last used them. There seemed even more than last time!

Gabby selected a small one from the top and pressed it to Daisy’s yellow lips. She groaned as she was forced to take it in and the Governess pressed every, last inch of the small square between Daisy’s lips, until it was all bunched up and filled her mouth. Then, before she could even think of spewing any of the silky material back out, Gabby wound a long, green, patterned scarf, of the same glossy material, around her face, over her open lips and pressed the strip of shiny material over the bundled-up scarf that filled Daisy’s mouth, to overflowing.

Now, for all the world, she stood there blinded and effectively silenced by the three scarves. Barely any of her uglier, black, underlying latex hood, and not any of her latex blindfold, showed under the knotted and the bunched, satin scarfing. It looked, for all the world, as though the three scarves, were sufficient to completely disable and dis-orient her. She swayed a little, and Governess Gabrielle steadied her.

“Right, if you could just pick a large, square of satin for me to cover her head, and then she is all yours, for you two to do the rest,” instructed Gabrielle.

We both dived for the pile of scarves and together, excitedly, we handed the large, purple and lilac square to our revered mentor. She draped it over the top of the latex and satin, enclosed head, and gathered up all four corners and did her usual, fancy method of tying it around Daisy’s neck, so that the square of sheeny, satin, completely concealed the last, tiny bits, of black latex showing, and its colourful satin coverings, beneath.

I watched as the material, rose up and then dropped again, in little billows of satin scarf around the mouth and nose, that showed Daisy was breathing very easily, through the thin material. But I could tell, her heart rate and her breathing had quickened. She was probably as excited as we were!

“Right, I’m going to hold Daisy here, and I want you to use eight or so, of the long scarves and tie her, really tight, from her ankles up to her neck. Obviously, I’ll supervise the one around her neck. You can make the others just as tight, as you like. So, if you start at her feet and pick longer ones, as you work up,” said Gabrielle.

I let Maisie take the first of the longer scarves and she tied it under Daisy’s gorgeous gown, so that the booted ankles were held as close as we could get them. I helped hold her feet together, while Maisie tied the scarf, after taking it twice around her ankles.

Then I suggested that we should, perhaps, also tie one under her green, leather boots, and around the boot heels, to stop any movement of her feet. Maisie liked that idea, and I twisted a long, narrow scarf around her ankles again, and then under her arched foot, and over and back around the twin heels, and back up and over the arch, to tie it on top, in a little bow. That seemed to keep her feet still . . . . and it looked very cute.

I could see Daisy was struggling, a little, to stand still now and she definitely needed Gabby’s strong hold on her arm, to steady her.

Next, we actually lifted her dress up so that I could tie a long scarf around her knees, below where the high boots ended. I could tell she was wearing a silicon cock-cage on her penis, but no panties! I was surprised. I hoped she didn’t spoil her lovely dress.

We worked for around ten minutes then, making our way up her legs, this time with her dress dropped down again, pinning the gorgeous, silken gown, tight into her green boots until we reached the point where her arms were held to her sides, and down to her thighs, with the strong, nylon cuffs, and we had to take the longest scarves we could find to go over the arms, over the wrist and thigh cuffs, and to bundle her up, so her satin-encased arms, in their pretty, startling, yellow gloves, gradually disappeared under the mass of scarves, wrapped around her upper body.

I think we must have used more than eight scarves, even ten, or twelve, but there seemed plenty left, so I wasn’t sure what else we could do. We looked to our Governess, for some guidance.

By now, Daisy was breathing quite heavily. I know she liked this kind of tying up, she always got excited whenever we played this scarf game, and I could feel her heart beating fast as the satin, over her face, billowed in and out with each intake and expulsion of breath.

“Right, unfold the large piece, of satin, will you girls? Please.” requested Gabby and we picked up the heavier satin and spread it out. My goodness, it was a big piece. We laid it, carefully over the floor and it looked about 3, or even 4 metres, long, and nearly two metres, in width.

“If you pick it up together, around the middle part, there,” said Gabby, pointing to the centre of the piece of material, whilst still holding lucky, little Daisy, “And bring it over her head, both of you together. We’re going to cover her in it, like we were covering a statue when we go away and lock up the house, sometimes.”

We did as she asked and draped the fabulous length, of the glossy, slippery, shiny material, until it completely covered Daisy from head to toe, and obliterated any sight of her yellow Chinese dress, or her sexy, green leather boots, altogether.

“Right, carry on, girls!” instructed Gabby.

We weren’t sure what she meant. And we both stared, quizzically, at her.

“More scarves! Tie her again, from her ankles and up! Until we’ve covered her up, completely!” she explained.

“Oh, my goodness!” I thought to myself, “This is really special!”

We had to work together, really carefully, now. Maisie held the red, draped, length of satin down, and close to Daisy’s legs, as I wrapped around and around it, and her dress, underneath, and her boots, under that, and over the scarves we had already tied there. Maisie pulled the piece of red material tight and down, so that it clung to her body, all the way back up to the head, and the Governess told us that was perfect, as we tightened that first scarf and then prepared, to tie all that bundle of silk and satin, and leather, and flesh, into a neat, tight package.

Once the first scarf was secured and Daisy now looked like a red, covered-up, statuette, she tottered on her closely, bound heels and Gabrielle had to hold her with two hands, whilst we used at least another seven scarves, of all colours, to cover her red-draped body, all the way up her legs and again, over the bumps that were her arms and thighs, and up over her waist, and up around her torso, till she was just one, really, strange, and wonderful, colourful mass, of tight, tied satin.

Gabrielle insisted on tying the next scarf around the neck, again, so it wasn’t too tight, which was only sensible, and this held the distorted, masked and hooded, and blindfolded face, of the low, moaning Daisy, who was so excited she couldn’t stop squirming, until her head was held in a tight covering of the red satin. And, just for luck, I guess, Gabrielle secured another scarf over the ears and eyes, bringing that material and its underlying satin and latex, in tight, so that just a little pocket of satin under the nose, and over the mouth, was left, like a little balloon, or loose sack of glossy satin, that inflated and deflated with each, heavy breath, of the girl encased within.

“Right. I think that’s sufficient for now,” acknowledged Gabrielle, holding the strange figure, beside her, in a tight, supportive grasp, “Now, we have to lift her, between us and take her over there.”

Governess Gabrielle pointed to the chrome, metal pole that was secured to the floor of the room and extended right up to the ceiling, where strong bolts held it fixed, straight, and vertical, and imposing, in the nearest corner of the Punishment Room to where we stood.

Gabby took her shoulders and tilted her backwards, and she squealed, with fright I think, as we took her legs and her feet between us, and bodily lifted the bizarre, wrapped figure, off the floor, just an inch or two, and struggled to carry her, almost inert body, over to the gleaming metal post.

Once there, Gabrielle arranged her, so she faced out to the room and was stood, feet back on firm floor, and her red-draped body, pressed to the pole.

Today, the cross spars, which Maisie and I had been fastened to, were nowhere to be seen, the pole stood proud and solitary, and so we knew we were going to fasten Daisy directly to the solid-looking pole.

“More scarves, girls! And quickly!” announced Gabby, dramatically, and we started, all over again, and once more from the ankles upward, to fasten Daisy’s encased body, to the post.

Again, the Governess tied the last scarves, pinning Daisy’s neck to the metal, then one, not-too-tight, over her mouth, and around the pole and, finally, a last scarf over her covered up eyes, and then around the metal, to make sure her head was pinned back, proud, and rigid and erect, and her draped body was held in a perfect, tightly bound web of many, many scarves, of many colours.

As we stood back, after what must have taken us a good 30 minutes, we all smiled at the results of our Herculean labours.

Apart from her racing heart and her fast and heavy, breathing, Daisy couldn’t move an inch. She was fastened up in possibly 35, or more, scarves, so that every bit of her, from her latex-covered, head to her lovely, high, green leather-booted legs, was completely obliterated, concealed, under a wonderfully vivid, and colourful display of patterned silks and satins.

We knew that under all those knotty, coverings, that a pretty, young, she-male girl was enjoying herself, utterly! I know Daisy, as does the Governess, and she was probably ecstatic in her own little heaven, right now.

After all, that was the reason for all this. It was to dress Daisy in her favourite clothes and then remind her just how exciting it was, to be bound and gagged, hooded and strapped. And if she came back to us, as a better-behaved little lady, we could all enjoy more of these lovely, thrilling games. Together. After all, she enjoyed tying us, just as much as we had enjoyed this little adventure. Surely, she would see what she was missing?

To look at the bizarre shape, before us, made us very proud of our work. The body was wrapped up so tight, and so completely, that the only movement was where the racing heart was pounding under her multiple coverings of satin, and where her nose and mouth, had, by and large, been left without too much covering it, so that she could easily breath and smell and taste the gloss satin, filling her lips and casing her face.

We could have stayed there, just looking at the wonderful sight but Gabby ushered us out, with a promise we could see Daisy again, later.

“How long does she have to stay here?” we both asked, curious to know how long this particular punishment, was scheduled to last.

“I’m going to stay with her, to look after her, and see she is alright, for an hour or so. Then, I’ll leave her for another two or three hours, just popping in now and again, but I’ll watch her on the monitor, and we can all come and release her, this afternoon,” explained Gabrielle. “She’s had enough to drink and a light breakfast. And she’ll be joining us, for a special, big dinner, tonight, for the first time. It’s all been arranged. One of you may have to iron her dress, for her, if it’s suffered too much, under all those tight scarves, but we’ll see when we undo her. But you can come and sit with her and see her for a while, before we release her. She looks pretty like that, doesn’t she?”

We both nodded. She looked amazing and I was really, quite jealous. This didn’t really seem like a punishment, at all. And it put me in mind, of the times I’d been “punished”! Sometimes, I just behaved badly enough to deserve an hour or two, of being punished, and entirely tied up. Lucky, little Daisy was going to be here for hours! It seemed a bit unfair, to Maisie and me. We’d never behave as badly as Daisy had done, of course, but it did make us wonder why she was getting so much of this lovely attention.

As we were going, I saw the depleted pile of scarves, still forming a small heap, on the floor, where we’d bound Daisy up, in so many of them.

“Mummy said that Maisie and I were to play, quietly, in my bedroom once we’d helped you, Gabrielle. Do you think we can borrow these?” I asked, indicating the little pile of a dozen or so, satin squares and rectangles.

“Well, I suppose so! But you’ll have to wash and iron them, afterwards,” she replied, smiling, “And don’t mess up those pretty frocks, or your satin bloomers. If you wash them before lunch, you can iron them this afternoon, whilst they’re still a little damp. And I’ll be giving Daisy a thorough wash, and shower, so you can iron her dress at the same time. And, tonight, we’ll all be wearing our Chinese dresses, so you need to check yours, the purple for you Patsy, and the green one, for Maisie. And I’ll see if mummy Denise and mummy Margaret, need theirs’ ironing. So, run along. Have fun but watch you don’t spoil your frocks.”

Maisie and I groaned a little, at the thought of ironing up to 5, long Chinese dresses, and you had to be very careful with them, because the silk-rich, mixed, fabric, was very delicate, but, as we swept up the pile of satin scarves, we laughed and skipped from the room without giving Daisy a second thought. We had our own games to play, and I wanted to go first!

Lunch was a very casual affair, and all the talk was about Daisy and how she was doing and what we’d been up to, in my bedroom.

We’d washed all the scarves, just very quickly by hand, and now, they were drying in the laundry room, and it was agreed we could watch Daisy, for about an hour, this afternoon, and then we’d collect her dress and iron that, and our own, pretty gowns and all the scarves, at the same time.

Our mummies didn’t need their dresses ironing, they told us, and Governess Gabrielle was going to wear her long, red and black, Chinese pvc gown, so we were relieved about that. That meant half the work! And scarves were easy to iron!

And, so we chatted excitedly, about the special meal which was planned. The cook was doing her fabulous, Chinese banquet, one of my very, favourite meals, and we were all going to enjoy dressing up and making ourselves up, to look oriental. And Daisy was going to be allowed to join us, for the first time. And Gabby said that Maisie and I, could feed her properly, for the first time since she’d arrived. That was going to be fun!

And, what’s more, tomorrow, because the weather forecast was for a very pleasant, warm, sunny, early autumn day, we were all going on a picnic, in the big car and Daisy was going out for the day, with us, to see if she could slowly “integrate back”, into the family. Well, that’s what mummy said!

So, we had so much to look forward to, and Maisie and I smiled, broadly, at the thought of feeding Daisy, in her newly-pressed Chinese dress.

After the lunch, which was only light sandwiches and a drink, because we were having such a grand evening meal, we were allowed to sit and play cards quietly, together, in the same room as Daisy, whilst she remained bound to her post. Then we’d all release her and then Maisie and I, would collect her dress and sort out the ironing. So, it was going to be a full day, and a busy afternoon.

We were left alone with Daisy from 1.30 till nearly 2.30pm. And we loved watching her, as we played a simple game of 10-card rummy. We decided whoever won could choose, the next time we got the chance, to tie the other one up in more scarves, or to be tied up, so it made the game more exciting. But what made it particularly thrilling, was watching Daisy, still almost unable to move at all, as she moaned into her scarf gag.

At one point, Maisie went up and felt amongst the scarves, that completely covered, Daisy’s inert body, and she came skipping back to tell me that Daisy had a cage on her penis. I knew about it, but I hadn’t told Maisie I’d already seen it and so I sounded as though I was surprised. We hadn’t been shown it, and it would have been rude to ask to see it, so that’s why I acted as though I didn’t know! She would, definitely, have been told not to mess up her lovely, silk dress, so I was surprised she wasn’t wearing panties. Probably, it was to test her. And Maisie laughed, as I kept up the pretence and went and felt for it, and played with it for a while, and that made Daisy moan even louder.

All too soon, we’d finished our game of cards, and I had won, so I told Maisie she was to tie me up, just like Daisy, the very next time we were allowed to play with the scarves. Of course, not with my penis all locked up! Maisie could play with that, too! And we spent the last 15 minutes on our own, just watching our friend. It was fascinating to see her so bundled up. And so still. We reckoned she’d been there four hours, by now! It had seemed ages, since we played with her and draped her in that big, red, satin sheet!

Mummy and Margaret, and Gabrielle, let us untie her and helped us, with some of the knots that had gone really, too tight in the scarves, where Daisy had tried to wriggle free. But, just as the last scarves were coming off her, and mummy and Margaret were holding her, because she wasn’t supported by the pole any longer, we were ushered away, and told we had to start ironing our dresses and the scarves.

We had wanted to see Daisy back in her latex hoods, but we weren’t allowed!

So, we went down to the laundry room and set up the ironing board and the steam iron, which we knew had to be on a cool setting, for the delicate dresses particularly, and I started on the scarves, whilst Maisie went to fetch our two, stunning dresses.

Then she ironed about the last four scarves and we each decided we’d do our own dress.

By the time they were done, we went back to the Punishment Room and knocked at the door. Mummy opened it partly, and I could just see Daisy, still hooded, and blindfolded, with the latex eye-panel over her hood and with her arms stretched above her head and tied into the rubber tethers, under the shower. She was being washed, thoroughly, before being prepared, to have a little afternoon rest, and then to get dressed to join us for our lovely, Chinese banquet meal.

“Good girls. It’s not too bad, actually, just a little creased,” said mummy, as she handed over Daisy’s yellow dress. “Just a quick iron should sort it out. But leave it hanging downstairs, in the warm laundry room, when you’ve steamed, and moistened it, and gone over it lightly with the iron, so the creases drop out. I’ll collect it, later.”

And then she hurriedly shut the door again, just as I heard Daisy complaining. It didn’t seem fair that we weren’t allowed to see her being showered and cleaned, but we had our instructions, and so we shared the ironing of her pretty gown.

The dresses were lined with an inner layer of silk, and I spotted the tiny, wet, stain marks on the inner lining, where Daisy had leaked, a little bit. So as not to get her into trouble, we washed those spots out by hand, and then made sure the lining material was pretty much dried with the iron, before pressing the outside of the fabric.

We thought Daisy was in enough trouble already, and mummy must have not spotted the wet patches, or she would have said something. And then Daisy would have been punished more, so we were doing her a real favour!

We weren’t going to be allowed to see Daisy again, until it was time for the meal, and we were so excited about the following day, and going out, all of us together for the day, that the time just flew by.

Eventually, mummy and Margaret came for us and Maise went off with her mummy, to be made-up and have her hair put up, in a kind of exotic bun, with a big Chinese-style clip through it, whilst my mummy did the same to me. And I had my eyes made up heavily and the make-up around them, was, kind of extended and slanted, at the corners, to make me feel more like I was the exotic Chinese girl, in the silken dress.

And we were told we didn’t have to have our penises caged, but we had to wear some latex-lined, satin panties, like French knickers, under our dresses, to ensure we didn’t leak onto the expensive silk. And I thought to myself, “Daisy should have been wearing some rubber ones under hers, whilst she was all tied up with scarves. Maybe she wouldn’t have made the little mess, she did!” But, of course, I didn’t say anything, to mummy.

Anyway, nothing was said about it, so I think we and Daisy, got away with it.

And then I got to put the dress on. All our Chinese dresses, sort of matched together. Mine was purple with a red and yellow and green pattern on it, and yellow piping round the edge, where Daisy had a yellow dress, with purple, red and green, and green piping. Maisie’s silk and satin, gown was green, and had the purple, yellow and red, colours in the pattern, same as me but with red piping, around the edges.

And then we saw that we were to wear our high, leather boots, under the dresses, so they would show, at the thigh-high splits up either side as we walked, just like Daisy’s green ones.

As I pulled the figure-hugging dress down and it floated to the floor and hugged my naked body, mummy did up the hidden side-zip and then she did up all the cord fasteners, that pulled the bodice of the slinky gown in tight. The little rounded collar, tickled at my throat as the dress was pulled in and done right up. It felt lovely against my skin, and I got myself really excited.

And then I pulled the long, red, leather boots up my naked legs and slipped my feet into the shoe of the boot. And mummy slowly pulled the zip, right up, so that I was sealed inside them.

I love wearing high boots! There’s something really sexy about them gripping the legs tight, sometimes all the way up to my penis, the way they do. And they look really good with almost anything. And to just get glimpses of them, when I walked in the dress and the slits revealed just a tantalising, little bit at a time, but to know that I was wearing them, really turned me on. I think mummy was excited, too!

And then mummy told me I had to help her get into her dress and her boots, just the same, so we went to her bedroom and I held it open for her, while she was naked, and then dropped it down her slim body and did the zip up and connected all the cord fasteners, into their corded loops of silk. I like it when I help mummy to dress. And I particularly like putting her thigh-high boots, on her.  She often lets me kiss them slowly, and lick them all the way up, whilst I am doing the high zips. It’s really fun.

Once I’d done her dress up and the boots, and had kissed them when she invited me to, to show how much I loved my mummy in them, she kissed me on the forehead, and told me I was a really lovely girl.

Then she showed me the long, red satin gloves, I was going to wear for dinner and we smoothed each one up my arms, until the tops of the stretchy, shiny gloves, disappeared under the short, dropped sleeves, of my purple gown. The red gloves matched my boots and the red piping around my tight, purple dress. I felt very grown up!

I saw the cute, little, leather wrist-cuffs, she was going to make me wear and I automatically put my hands behind my back.

She laughed. “No, silly,” she said, “In front, tonight. We promised you and Maisie you could feed Daisy. I don’t think it will be very successful, if I strap your hands behind you!”

And so, I held my hands in front of me and she slipped the lovely, sexy, narrow, purple leather cuffs, over the top of the long, red satin gloves, and locked them into place and linked them with a short connecting chain, that would allow me to use my hands.

But then she slipped a matching, purple leather collar, over my satin dress’s high collar, and buckled that behind my neck. And she connected a chain from that to the middle of the chain linking my wrists, so I was obliged to hold my hands up in front of me, a bit like I was praying. I wouldn’t be able to drop them fully, even when I was sitting. But, although it wouldn’t be easy, I would be able to feed myself with chopsticks and I’d be able to feed Daisy, too. Most times, I’ve got my hands tied behind me when we eat, so I have to lick my food from my plate, or mummy or Gabby feed me. I like it when they do that. But tonight, I really looked forward to feeding Daisy, so I was pleased they’d not gone back on their promise.

Finally, she linked two bigger, purple cuffs around my red-booted ankles and the length of chain that stretched between them, meant I was forced to shorten my steps, and to walk in little paces and keep my legs in a neat, straight line, like the professional models do on the cat-walk (well, that’s the way mummy and Gabby had described it, when they taught me to walk that way!).

And now it was time to make our entrance. And it was time for me to see Maisie dressed in her satins and silks. I knew she’d look almost the same as me. And I knew that we both couldn’t wait to see Daisy again, in her (cleaned and) ironed, yellow gown. This was going to be such a special evening!

Maisie looked gorgeous. Her gown was the same green, as the green of Daisy’s boots, and the green in my dress and in their dresses, too. And she had yellow, leather boots and yellow, satin gloves, with the red wrist cuffs and red ankle cuffs. It looked really good, the red over the yellow. And she was chained just the same, so we matched, perfectly, like two peas in a pod! Actually her hands were lower than mine, so Margaret adjusted her chain, ever so slightly, when we stood side by side, so our hands were held at exactly the same level - just in front of our heaving breasts, as our hearts were beating so fast, we were that excited at the way we both looked, so feminine, and simply stunning.

The four of us were all talking excitedly, when a shout came, from the top of the stairs, for mummy to help Governess Gabrielle with Daisy, so she disappeared and we waited, impatiently, for the three to appear.

And when they did, well, it was just so nice to see Daisy on her feet, and joining us.

Gabrielle was one side of her and Mummy on the other, because she had to be hooded, of course. She wasn’t fully back as one of the family, yet! And so, she wore a new, white leather hood that I’d not seen before. It was pressed really tight to her face and we could almost make out her features beneath the tight, soft leather. And again, at her ears, there was a bit of a distortion in the close-fitting leather, that told us she was still not allowed to hear us.

But she was free to walk and, with the help of mummy and Gabby guiding her and supporting her arms, she walked into the room. Her beautiful, yellow dress, all nicely ironed fitted her lovely body, perfectly, and we saw the glint of the highly, polished, green leather boots, as she walked in. And her arms were sheathed in matching, green, satin gloves, that stretched right up to her shoulders.

Well, we looked a picture. A perfect picture of three, sexily dressed, young ladies and mummy took some photos of the three of us stood together, with Daisy and her white hood, placed in the middle.

Then Gabrielle said we had to tie Daisy ready for the meal and she got a whole lot of soft white rope, whilst mummy and Margaret held Daisy, and we sat and watched.

Firstly, she had to cross her arms behind her back, and my mummy and her mummy held them there, whilst Gabrielle tied her right wrist into her left elbow, with one short rope. Then she quickly tied the left wrist into her right elbow. But, of course, the two ropes would have slipped if mummy and Margaret didn’t hold her arms straight whilst Gabby knotted a long rope around her neck, with the two ends hanging loose in front, and then she took these under Daisy’s arm-pits, and around the back, where they would tie up the two arms in a whole host of knots, and tucks and cross-overs, until the two arms were held absolutely straight across, as though she had them “folded”, but behind her back. It looked very complicated. And then Gabby, who was the expert, took another long rope and this time wound it across the folded arms, and up each upper arm, and brought it across and round her breasts, and back, and then around the front again, until her whole bosom and her two arms, were entirely tied and her twin breasts, under the lovely dress, we had so carefully ironed, popped out from under the tightly tied ropes, like two, squashed, yellow grapefruits!

Once all that was done, we were allowed to sit her between us, on the big sofa, and mummy gave Maisie and me, a drink in a fancy wine glass. We had to hold them up at our fronts, on account of our collar and cuffs being chained together, but we felt very grown up.

“Shall we allow Daisy a drop of wine, too, girls?” mummy asked, and we thought she should have some, even if she had been naughty.

Gabby had to take the white hood off, and it took a little time to get all the laces loosened, at the back and then the concealed zip under the laces was pulled up and, gradually, the hood released. But it didn’t come off too easily because under it, Daisy was wearing a new set of latex hoods, all in white like the top hood, and the inner of the leather hood was being resisted by the rubber underneath.

Eventually though, it came off, in Gabby’s hand and we could see the intricate arrangement, underneath.

The white, latex hooding was in three parts, Gabby explained, and she showed us how they so cleverly fitted together.

First, the face was shrouded in the first mask, that had a mouth, but covered the rest of the face, so Daisy’s eyes and her pert nose were covered up, but the mouth part was left open. And around the mouth, were press-stud fasteners which would allow a separate mouth panel to fix to the other part and form a complete facial covering. But then, like before, a close-fitting upper hood, in a matching white latex, with a little formed nose-cup and slightly padded over the eyes, was pulled down, like a long cap, until it covered the first half of the main mask, so that it covered Daisy’s eyes for a second time, so she couldn’t possibly see a thing, and it put a second layer, of rubber, over her ears which were still plugged, in any case. So, she couldn’t hear anything either.

Then the nose fitted into the little formed nose pouch and, still just Daisy’s mouth would be showing. But over those two, another lower face covering had been pulled down, over her face, and adjusted, to stretch over Daisy’s mouth, and hold a little rubber wedge, tight, between her lips, and this lower mask met the top one, under the covered nose, concealing the ominous-looking poppers around the open mouth and this section stretched down, cupping her chin, and then extending down Daisy’s neck, to the same length as her first, open-mouth hood. So, the only bit of her showing, were the two, flared nostrils, that meant she could breathe just like normal. Even with the leather hood, over the top! It was very clever, and it kept her silenced and blinded and completely under control.

Of course, they now took off that lower mask section, so that the wedge of firm rubber popped out of Daisy’s lips and we could see her freshly, re-painted, yellow lips to match her yellow dress, like mine matched my purple dress, and Maisie’s her green dress. Her lips were framed neatly within the exposed oval, with a neat line of poppers, around the reinforced edge. I guessed that was to fit another type of gag?

I heard Daisy mutter a rather belligerent, “Thank you,” when the mouth and chin, covering, and the rubber wedge gag, were taken out, She didn’t sound very happy. I thought she’d be delighted to be with us all, again.

And then mummy took my glass and gave me one, just half full, to offer to Daisy and I held it to Daisy’s lips, whilst my wrist chains and my collar chain, clinked and jangled, and she drank a big gulp of wine, not in a very, lady-like fashion, until Gabby scolded her.

“Thank you,” said Daisy, still not sounding very happy, and then, “Do I have to be tied up? All the time? And so tight? It hurts. I’ll be a good girl, I promise.”

It seemed funny to us all, when Gabby picked up her phone, and spoke to Daisy, through it, until we remembered she could only hear her properly through the ear-buds, she wore.

“We’ve spoken about it enough, Daisy. You know you’ll be set free, when you show us you can be as well-behaved as Maisie and Patsy. Until then, you must be kept under our control, and learn your lesson. Be a good girl and we’ll be only too happy to let you join in all our fun games and all the lovely things we enjoy, again.”

Maisie and I smiled at each other. We were very proud, and we liked it when Governess Gabrielle told us we were so well-behaved. I let Maisie give her sister a little bit of the wine. There wasn’t much left, after she’d taken a second, big gulp. I wished she would act more like a young lady and we could go back to having fun, together.

After the last drop of wine had gone from her glass, I could carry on with my drink. It was nice and we felt very grown up, to be sitting there, with our glasses cupped in our gloved hands, and in our lovely dresses. And Daisy sat, mostly quiet, in between us, unable to join in any conversation.

Eventually, after the adults had drunk another full glass each, we got the message that dinner was nearly ready and we went into the big dining room, next door.

Mummy led Maisie and me into the room, while Gabrielle and Margaret managed Daisy, between them.

The table was arranged with three high-backed chairs, down either side and we could see, Daisy was going to be sat in the middle of one side. Her chair was all ready for her and it took a few minutes, for her mummy and the Governess to get her seated and to fix her to her seat, with the two long ropes over the back of the chair. It must have been a little uncomfortable because she complained that she had her arms trapped in their straight line across her back, and she was pushed forward, while Gabby was tying the two ropes around the back of the chair and to the seat, to keep her in a fixed position. And then they took two shorter ropes and they tied each of her green-booted, ankles, to the front legs of the chair and pushed her chair slightly under the table, as Daisy squealed with displeasure.

“If you carry on, young lady, you’ll go without any food,” said Gabby, into her phone, “Now, settle down, be quiet and enjoy your meal, otherwise you won’t sit with us for another week.”

That seemed to do the trick and we were allowed to sit, one either side of the white-hooded Daisy, and wait for the big platter of Chinese starters to arrive, as the three adults sat opposite us.

I loved the starters that cook had made. There were prawns in batter and little chicken skewers with peanut, satay sauce, and there was prawn toast, and little packages of minced pork. It was lovely. And each time one of us took a mouthful, we fed Daisy the same. And, thankfully, she was very good, and said “Thank you!”, each time we gave her something. I could see the Governess nodding, approvingly.

Feeding her the soup, which was chicken and crabmeat, was a bit more difficult. We could only put a drop on her spoon, each time, for fear of dripping it onto her dress. It was difficult enough with our hands chained, and she couldn’t open her mouth very wide, because of the pressure of the rubber hooding around it and the double layer, above. But we managed, though her bowl took twice as long to finish, as our own!

And then we had the duck and the thin pancakes, with spring onion and cucumber, which we had to cover in hoisin sauce, and roll into little, sausage-shaped parcels, and eat with our fingers.

I made one for myself, which was lovely and then I did one for Daisy. By now, I was starting to feel quite full, and we still had the main course to come. So, I only made myself and Daisy’s pancake rolls, quite small. And she complained, didn’t she! I think she thought I wasn’t being fair, but I gave her just as much as I gave myself.

Then Maisie offered her one and was taunting her a bit, like offering it to her and then pulling it away and laughing. And Margaret had just told her off, when Daisy really snapped and lunged forward to grab the pancake and she bit hard on Maisie’s fingers.

I don’t know if it was an accident or not, but then Daisy came out with a string of bad words, when she got told off. And all hell broke loose for a few minutes. Gabby shot up and rushed, around the table, Maisie was crying, my mummy looked really angry, and Margaret was just upset at the very bad words that Daisy was still shouting.

I was quite shocked. It had been a lovely meal, up till that point.

Gabrielle came around the back of Daisy’s chair and forced her hand over Daisy’s mouth, to stop the foul tirade of language. Mummy ran to fetch the lower face covering, with the rubber wedge gag. And Maisie was crying even more now, as I saw her finger was actually bleeding.

“We won’t use that!” declared Gabrielle, as mummy tried to force the latex over Daisy’s head, “Here Denise, you keep her quiet, I’ll go and get the gag that fits to the hood.”

And she disappeared off and came back, a few minutes later with two pieces of white latex. One was the mouth-panel, that had a line of poppers around the inner edge, to connect to the line of fasteners around the open mouth. And, in the middle of the panel was a massive, white, rubber penis gag!

As mummy removed her hand, Daisy was back, in full force, swearing and shouting, and Maisie was saying her finger was bleeding. It was mayhem!

Finally, Gabby forced the large white, rubber dildo, into Daisy’s mouth, as far as it would go, and that stopped her bad language, completely. Now, as she pressed home each of the press-stud fasteners, I could hear muffled whimpers, from behind the oval mouth covering, as each silver fastener was pressed home, around the mouth panel. Until there was complete silence.

She picked up the other piece of latex and pulled it down over Daisy’s head, whilst mummy kept it still, and this stretched down, and over her mouth and her chin, and down her neck, like her other lower face covering, but without the wedge gag, and so it covered over the lower half of Daisy’s hooded face, and added another layer, of silencing rubber, over the top of the panel with the penis-gag.

Roped to her chair, as she was, Daisy could only move her head and it bobbed around, wildly, looking very peculiar, all covered in white and no flesh, and no hair, showing. And not a sound emitted from behind the double layer of latex, and the silencing rubber penis, that filled her mouth.

Margaret had to take Maisie, now, to wash and pop a plaster on her hand, before she got blood on her dress and, gradually, Daisy tired of rolling her head around and she sat, almost calmly, completely cut-off from our world.

It was lucky we’d had so much to eat, because Maisie and I were almost full and we didn’t feel the same eating the main course, which was rice with a chicken and spicy vegetable dish. And it was lucky Daisy had eaten plenty, because she obviously wasn’t being given any of the rice and chicken. It quite spoiled the evening and I know mummy and Gabrielle, were very annoyed.

Eventually, when they’d eaten enough, Gabrielle re-fitted the white leather hood, over the latex ones, and she and Margaret took Daisy back upstairs. Gabby suggested they put her into Gabby’s bed, for the night, so she could keep her eye on her. And they were gone for about 20 minutes, so I guess that’s what they did.

Maisie and I just hoped this didn’t spoil the day out, tomorrow, with us all in the big car. We were really looking forward to it. If Daisy had spoiled it for us, we’d be very upset.

Chapter TEN

Day 5 – A Picnic Spoiled

“Is Daisy going to be warm enough?” mummy asked, looking across to where Daisy stood waiting, rather impatiently, at the scant way she was dressed, “I know it’s a nice day but I think I’d best pop her leather cape in, for when we’re stopped, just in case it turns a bit chilly.”

“Yes. Good idea. She’ll be fine for travelling, we don’t want her getting too hot. But, if we let her free for lunch she may need to cover up.” agreed Gabrielle, who was just adjusting the cuffs on Daisy’s slim wrists.

Maisie and I just stood and watched, fascinated by the proceedings, as Gabby shortened the connecting chain between the two leather cuffs holding Daisy’s arms, behind her. It was true that she wasn’t dressed very adequately for an outdoor picnic and, although it was a very bright day, it was still autumn, and we might be forced to eat our picnic lunch in the car, if it turned colder again.

Our travel arrangements had changed slightly, due to Daisy’s appalling behaviour the previous evening. She was going to travel in the car with us in relative freedom, but mummy had said, and Auntie Margaret and Gabrielle agreed, that she didn’t deserve to be treated the same as us, if she was going to act so badly.

“In fact, if she persists in behaving in such a wild, uncontrollable manner, I think she needs to be treated like a wild animal, until she calms down and comes to her senses!” mummy had said. I’d never seen her quite so very angry.

And so, they’d decided to put her in a special cage we had, just for the journey, to teach her a proper lesson. I hadn’t seen the cage for ages, since I’d last used it when Governess Gabrielle first took over and she had persuaded mummy that I needed a proper home education.

So today, it had been dusted down and sat on the floor of the Punishment Room, ready to receive its new guest; the wild, out of control Daisy!

As usual, poor Daisy was fully hooded. The padded leather hood bloated out from her face, disguising the tight fit of the silky, smooth leather inner of the hood. It looked a bit larger than life, because the ears were padded over to add to the foam filling in her ears, and the eyes were padded too even though I knew she was already blinded by the small, black, rubber, adhesive pads under the padding of the leather head covering.

At the nose, were two more than adequate, nasal breathing holes and I could hear Daisy, breathing in and out quite calmly, now. I guessed she would complain a bit when they tried to get her fitted into her travelling cage, but at the moment she seemed entirely calm.

Her mouth was filled with a stubby, circular, hollow rubber tube, that was firm enough for her to bite onto, without distorting the tubular feeding channel. And the end of the tube was plugged with a kind of stopper that looked like the plug you pop in the washbasin, to stop water flowing away, that screwed into the end of the thick rubber to seal it shut, but which could be very easily unscrewed and left to dangle on its short, connecting chain, when we were ready to feed her.

We were all going out in the big car, together. It had been planned as another treat for Daisy, to try and make her feel a part of our big family, once again. Unfortunately, she’d lost her place sat between us, in the car, and was now travelling in the rear 3rd Class compartment!

The car now held two travel seats for Maisie and for me, with only a tiny space in between, just big enough, to accommodate another, slim passenger on the rear seat, if Daisy had been joining us. Gabrielle was travelling in the front with Sam, who was driving, and my mummy and Maisie’s mummy, were going to be sitting on the two, let-down, rear-facing seats looking back at us, once we were secured into our travel chairs.

Daisy would just have fitted in between us, but Gabby decided that she no longer deserved the privilege, and might be more comfortable in the trunk, and for us to have the additional space inside the vehicle. In any case, we were only travelling about 40 minutes away from the town and into the countryside, so she would be alright in the travelling cage for such a short journey.

Maisie and I wore our lovely, bright leather dresses and boots, mine in a light, lilac-purple colour, Maisie in her pink. We had several, different leather dresses, for outings, and the boots and gloves to match, so today, we sort of toned in together, with our very high, leather boots, disappearing under the hems of the short, corset dresses, and the long, long, leather gloves, with no fingers in so we could use our hands, disappearing up, under the short, capped sleeves of the tight dresses, that spilled halfway down our upper arms.

Of course, we had already been handcuffed and our legs cuffed ready to go to the car, but now, because of the extra trouble she had caused, we had to get Daisy sorted into her alternative travel arrangement, and so the pair of us stood impatiently, as Gabrielle and Margaret saw to the last of our little picnic party.

She stood there, in her black leather, the black looking quite harsh, against our softer colouring. Her, ultra-high, special boots, reached right into her crotch and squished against the tops of her thighs. Whilst ours looked quite elegant with their long, rear, silver zips, going right up the backs of our legs, looking like seams, in a pair of stockings, her even higher boots looked really, quite sexy and ultra-kinky, as they were laced right up the front, with a huge, long, criss-crossing of black cord lacing, going through the little, metal-ringed holes, lower down the boot, but then looped back and forth through the open, black metal fastenings that stretched the whole length of the fronts of the impressive columns, of shiny, black leather, all the way from calf to crotch.

An inner, long tongue, of smooth, glossy leather, went up the inside of the lacing, to hide any trace of bare flesh, so her long legs looked as though they were made entirely of the leather.

It almost met the same, black shining leather of her corset, falling downward with barely an inch, or so, of her pale flesh showing between the tops of the sensationally, high boots, and the bottom of the tightly laced corset. Her penis, which flopped incongruously, between the black tops of the boots and the black bottom cut-away hem of the strict corset, had been laced into a tight, black, leather tube, which allowed for it to erect partially, but would prevent too overt a display of sexual arousal. And up both her arms, were the high gloves, in a matching black, that entirely encased the pale white skin of her arms, all the way to her shoulders. Of course, she wouldn’t need to use her fingers, so they too were covered in the erotic gloving.

And there she stood, a pair of black ankle cuffs connecting her legs by way of a short length of thick chain, and her gloved arms held behind her, by the chain that Gabrielle had just shortened, linking her two, black, leather wrist cuffs. Around her neck, was a two-inch wide, black, leather collar and that had silvery studs, like little pyramids, set around it, and three, strong circles of metal ring, that were stitched into the leather, one at the centre of her neck, covering her Adam’s apple, the others sited to either side and soon to be utilised to keep her safe in the travel cage.

With barely a few square inches of bare flesh showing at her hips, and at her shoulders, and almost all else obscured by the blackness, of the form-fitting leather, and topped by the slightly enlarged hood, puffed out on its padded interior, she looked quite startling. And not easily identified as being the stunningly attractive human she-male, she was. It was a very fetching, and very bizarre look, but not very flattering to her, underlying pretty features, at all.

The travel cage had a two-piece, halved, hinged lid, and both sides were now folded down to allow her to be lifted into the top. Her mummy and Gabby, lifted her bodily and dropped her down, and as we’d anticipated, as soon as she realised where she was going, she must have felt the sides of the metal cage against her booted legs, she started to play up, and create another fuss. We were all really getting quite tired of her tantrums. She knew how much she was upsetting us all!

The wooden, bottom, of the cage, was heavily padded with a foam-covered floor, about two inches deep, to offer a soft cushion for her to kneel on, and with pressure from her two packers, she was soon forced to her knees, and her upper body with her rear-cuffed arms, and her hooded head, stood proud of the cage. Her mummy held her there, still on her knees, whilst Gabrielle quickly secured her cuffed wrists to a short chain, at the rear of the cage. She padlocked it to the chain between Daisy’s wrists, and she was held fast. Now, despite her struggles, it was impossible for her to regain her footing and stand, and so she knelt there thrashing her hooded head from side to side, while Gabrielle pulled her legs back till her feet pressed against the rear bars of the cage, and then the Governess slipped another chain to connect her ankle cuffs to the cage’s metal bar, through the bottom rungs of the cage. Once she’d threaded the short chain, through the cage bars, and around the linking chain on the ankle cuffs, Gabby popped a little padlock through it, to lock the whole arrangement together, so that Daisy was now held by her arms and legs, and her own weight kept them pressed to the soft, cushioned flooring.

Daisy’s breathing had increased now, and I could hear her both breathing and complaining, behind the muffling, short, round tube of rubber, that filled her mouth. But it was all in vain because, with her legs bent and fastened down, she was now an easy target for her very practised, Governess.

So, now, Daisy was forced right down into the cage, and this caused her to fold her body forward, her bare rear end, pressed to the back of the cage, her head and her neck, facing to the front.

At the front, Gabrielle attached a length of side chain, to each of the side rings, set in Daisy’s tight, leather collar. These just clipped onto the collar and did not require any locking, they would be easy to release later, but impossible for Daisy to free herself, from. Now her head was forced even lower, into the cage, as her mummy held it there, so low that her bulbous hood almost touched her knees, and Gabby saw that a front link of chain was clipped to the front ring in her collar, to keep her head down and bent in, to her knees.

Gabrielle next undid the rear wrist chain, she had fitted temporarily, which now had some slack in it, caused by Daisy’s body being forced down into the well of the cage, and so she was able to take up the tension, and she pulled it taut and re-locked it to Daisy’s wrist-cuff chain, ensuring that it was a snug fit.

From where we stood, poor Daisy’s body looked crushed into quite small a space. Her knees faced forward, her butt pointed to the rear, her breasts were crushed down to her thighs and her head, down to her bent knees. And it was all held, strictly, in place, with the chains at her neck and those at her wrists and ankles. She was complaining, quite a bit and was, clearly, quite uncomfortable.

Gabrielle closed the two, halves of hinged lid to meet in the centre on top of the substantial cage, and she padlocked that with another, larger padlock than the two used on Daisy’s ankle and wrist chains.

Once the halves of the lid were down, and Daisy was properly locked in, that stopped any movement from her, whatsoever, and we all breathed a sigh of relief that she had accepted her punishment. Gabrielle had assured us it was just for the journey and to frighten Daisy a little bit, until she came to her senses. I think it was working!

And we left Daisy, there on the floor of the punishment room, as Maisie and I were taken off to be secured into our much more comfortable, travel seats.

Soon, all four adults, Sam included, would return and each take a corner of the cage, and its human cargo and plonk it into the ventilated trunk of the limousine.  And we could all get off and enjoy our day, in the fresh air, and with the lovely picnic that cook, had prepared for the six of us, and for the unfortunate seventh passenger, soon to be tucked away in the rear compartment of the vast car.

Mummy threw Daisy’s cape into the trunk, as well as a few other things they might need, when she was released from her cage, and we had our capes too, just in case the weather turned a bit chilly, and off we went.

It was quite unusual for Maisie and me, not to be hooded, or at least blindfolded, when we were strapped in our travel seats, so today was going to be a real treat. And we smiled at mummy and at Maisie’s mummy, sat opposite us, hunched forward and with their hands resting on our knees just between the area above and below the knees, where our booted legs had been tightly strapped together, and we all felt exhilarated, as the car glided out of the huge gates and headed left, away from the hustle of the nearby town, and out into open countryside.

The journey wasn’t remarkable. Well! Not for us. Though I suspect Daisy might have a different story to tell. I don’t imagine it was too comfortable, in the trunk of the car, but it was properly ventilated and we had opened a little hatchway, from the middle of the back seat, so that mummy and Margaret could keep an eye and an ear, on our precious cargo. I don’t think they wanted to hurt her at all, but just to shock her a little and convince her of what fun she was missing out on.

And, of course, that set the tone of the day and I don’t, honestly think any of us enjoyed seeing Daisy, isolated and sat alone, wrapped up in her cape and only allowed some liquid refreshment, whilst we all shared a picnic, but “Sometimes, you have to be cruel, to be kind!” as Gabrielle had often told me, in the early days, when I thought she wasn’t being very nice to me. Now, of course, I realise it was all for my own good and soon, I’m certain Daisy will understand that, too.

I think MaisIe felt a little guilty, too. Her hand was not badly hurt, and she had tormented Daisy with her food. And I told her so. Just on the quiet. I didn’t want her getting into trouble, as well as her sister.

So, although it was a nice day it was spoiled with Daisy being left out of things, so much.

I had a little word with mummy and told her we weren’t very pleased to see Daisy in a cage! Mummy nodded her head but said nothing. But, after a few games and a long, drawn out picnic, where we ate a bit and played a bit, and ate some more and played, some more, we all decided it was getting a bit too chilly, to remain any longer, and we left the lovely, little, quiet bend in the riverbank that Sam had found for us, where we seemed miles from anyone, and we had trees and a little, sort of river beach, to play on, and we all headed back to the house.

All afternoon, no-one had bothered with Daisy, except to make sure she was okay and to let her have some hydration by dripping some rich, fruit juice down her feeding tube, which she gulped up, gratefully. But now, I think the message must have circulated around all the adults, and Gabrielle asked if we could manage with Daisy sat between us, in the back?

“Of course we can,” we both said, in unison, “We’d like her to be with us. She looks so sad, on her own.”

To my astonishment, that seemed to meet with everyone’s approval and agreement, and Sam and Gabby popped the empty cage back in the trunk, and took the small bag of additional ropes and straps we always carried, in case of emergency, from the bag there.

And, once she had been strapped into the rather confined space between the two, adult-sized, travel seats, with her legs, tight together, and held there with three, broad, black, leather straps, and her hands joined and bound with a shorter, narrower, leather strap, and placed in her lap and joined to her thigh and her knee straps, with a thin, binding rope, we all felt much happier.

Of course, she still wore her very restrictive hood, and it was clear she had not heard, or seen or even sensed anything, so she wasn’t to know that it was Maisie and I that saved her from returning, in that horrible, metal cage. One day, soon, when we were all back together, we would tell her and she could thank us, then!

As it was on the outward journey, mummy and Auntie Margaret sat on the two, let-down seats, facing to the rear of the vehicle and now, they had the three of us, to keep them occupied, and Auntie Margaret re-assured both Maisie and Daisy, by popping a warming, comforting hand on each of the girl’s knees. And my mummy followed suite, and re-assured me, with a hand that strayed, more than once, up my tight, leather dress.

When we got home, Gabrielle took the hooded, Daisy, straight off back to the Punishment Room, to get some more “rest”, and informed us, she was to take her evening meal, in her room.

My mummy said she was tired too, so it would be a good idea if she and I were to go and have a little lie down, before changing for dinner.

My hands had been hand-cuffed, in the same metal cuffs, I had travelled in, this morning, and the gloved arms, rested in front, and had been secured to my strapped legs, for the journey home, just like Maisie, in her travel seat, and Daisy slotted in the small space, between us. But, once again, we two Maisie and me, had been left unhooded, whilst Daisy sat, deafened and blinded and silenced, by her strict, leather head-casing! Two consecutive journeys, without wearing our hoods! We certainly were getting special treatment. I enjoyed watching the countryside roll by. I don’t often get the chance to enjoy the view. But I have to say, on the whole, I think I prefer it when I am hooded. It just makes the whole adventure of going out, so much more thrilling somehow.

Mummy seems to prefer it, too, and she always plays with me just a little, whenever I can’t see her, to make the journey go faster. Today, with seven of us packed into the car, she had been very reserved and only rested her hand up my dress, not really playing with me, at all.

But when we got up, to the bedroom, she must have changed her mind and decided she was no longer as tired as she’d thought. With my hands still cuffed in front of me and my lovely, tight, short, light purple leather dress and boots, and matching, long, leather, fingerless gloves, all my clothes, were still intact. I thought mummy would remove them, but she had other ideas and told me I had to stand at the foot of her big bed, in between the two massive posts, that formed the foot-end of the bed.

Of course, I did, because it seemed to me that mummy wanted to play some game with me, and I must admit, after the disappointment of the picnic, I needed her to comfort me a bit!

She got some of the long lengths, of black rope from the little store of coils of rope, that she always keeps handy, and she threw an end over the hefty, wooden, horizontal crossbar, between the two foot-posts. And then she tied the loose end to my cuffed wrists, securing my hands even closer together. And then, she hauled on the other end of the rope and forced my arms, higher and higher, up and up, until they were stretched right above my head, with the front, of my face, squeezed between the two gloved arms, and my hair pushed back. Once she had got my arms, just as high as they would reasonably go, she brought all the loose rope down and took it to the left-hand base of the bed, where she turned the coil of rope, two or three times, around the stout foot of the left post. Then she roughly took my booted leg, hitched my short dress up a bit, and dragged the leg out, towards the post she had just twisted the rope around. By now, I was squealing a bit, because it was putting a lot of pressure on my arms, but mummy held tight to the rope and the foot of the post took all the strain and I couldn’t get any relief to my aching, up-stretched arms, as she tied the rope, around and around, my leg, at the ankle, till it was firmly secured and most of the long rope had been used up.

She picked up another coil, the same length as the first, and this time she began at my other leg and did the whole operation, in reverse.

She tied the end of the second rope round my other booted ankle, and then dragged my leg out to the right-hand post, as far as the first, and swiftly turned the black coil around and around the post, to take the strain. Then she held any slack and threw the remaining loose end, up and over the cross bar, at the centre and, where it fell down, she quickly wrapped my cuffed, and already roped wrists, up in the end of the second rope, so I was bound in a nice symmetrical, upside-down Y shape. My arms were held together, above my head, my legs were forced apart and now aching, and attached to the two, sturdy, unyielding footposts of the massive bed.

I tried to turn my head as she went behind me and retrieved something from her bedside drawer, but I couldn’t turn, anywhere near far enough, to see what it was. Then I sensed her get up on the bed, at the back of me, and I felt the leather blindfold, fit to my face, and slowly tighten around my eyes and nose. It was one of those which tied, rather than buckled, in the back and was like a panel of soft, black leather, that had a little cut-out, inverted V for the nose to fit into and help to keep it in place, and tapering ends that ended as two straps, that could be tied behind the head. I could barely move my head, in any case, as it was forced between my two tied arms, but she struggled to get both ends of her blindfold, between the vertical arms and my trapped face, but when she finally did manage, it took only a few seconds, to secure the silky-soft, leather panel over my eyes and nose, and blind me utterly.

I heard her go away, again, and then a rustling noise and a shuffling, and she was back, up on the bed, behind me, again, and now pressing a horrible, penis gag, to my lips. The short, but wide, rubber penis, was attached to another panel of leather, harder, this time, than the lovely, soft blindfold, and I tried to resist taking it, but mummy took my resistance, as a part of the game, which in reality, I think it was! And she pressed it more and more to my lips and pinched my half-covered nose, to make me open my mouth. That worked, as it always did, and soon she was forcing the straps behind my head, and these buckled together and she pulled them really tight, to punish me for resisting.

And then it all went very quiet.

I didn’t know it, but she was stripping off all her own clothes, as I almost hung there, suspended by my stretched arms, blinded and silenced, and still wearing all of mine!

I heard more rustling and a bit of to-ing and-fro-ing, and I heard her go to the en-suite bathroom and a tap running, and then, after a little while, I sensed her returning to the front of me, again. I tensed a little, unsure as to what might happen next, but I really didn’t expect to feel her fingers, moist with some kind of lubricant, working up the short, hitched up skirt, of my nice, tight dress, and pressing to the rim of my anal passage.

Of course, I squirmed and I squealed as much as my bonds and my gag, allowed, but she was a determined lady, as I had discovered on many, such occasions, and was not easily deterred from her objective. I felt the finger, wettened from the tube of lubricant, insert and swivel and extract from my bum, in an almost, perfect, seamless manoeuvre, thoroughly wetting the inner and outer rim, as it went.

I knew what was coming next, or, at least, I thought I did. But I wasn’t quite prepared for the heat, of the dildo, that was being pressed to my passage and I, again, squealed a muffled, high-pitched cry, that barely emitted from my stuffed mouth. She ignored my pleas for mercy, and she turned and twisted and pushed the wettened and heated, glass butt plug, until inevitably, I was obliged to accept it. Fully.

Once it was past the first hurdle, the wettened, and warmed glass, with a ribbed surface, to the top half of the glass missile, now easily pressed home, as I was powerless to prevent it.

I felt the heat of the glass, which must have been immersed in hot water, in the sink, exchange from the dildo to my flesh and the effect of it, was quite alarming. As mummy turned and pushed the ribbed surface of the upper part of the heated intrusion, tickled and massaged and played at my passage as it searched for, and found, my P-spot.

My erecting penis, free from the confines of the tight, purple leather dress, which was now hitched up, and caught around my waist, went into over-drive, as my expert mummy, continued to tease and tantalise me with her formidable, warmed, ballistic, heat-seeking weapon.

When she was content that she had found my weak spot and that my anus was now comfortably attached to its immovable, new “best friend” and my body was slowly gyrating at the hips, to gain maximum effect, from the visit, she took her hand away, and let my body do the rest of the work, at keeping the glass dildo in position, while she concentrated on my outer workings.

I felt one hand grasp my engorged penis as her other, unbeknown to me, worked at pleasuring herself. The one hand, directed to my benefit, was now firmly in command, and was massaging my impressive erection in a smooth and regular rhythm of movement, as my hips continued to gyrate and I felt her warm, naked body pressed to my leather-covered one.

She kissed at my gagged mouth, pressing the rubber intrusion there, further between my covered lips, as I attempted to respond by pressing my face to hers.

And, all the while, the hand below worked at my male staff, whilst its twin worked at “mummy’s” own sexual altar. I heard her breathing becoming heavier and her actions more determined, and her grip stronger, as she aroused both of us, so quickly. And so efficiently!

Of course, after a frustrating day, where little in the way of sexual reward, had happened, I was truly ready to garner as much pleasure as possible, from this unexpected encounter, and so I did my very best, to press my body to hers, as forcibly as she was pressing hers to mine. And I attempted to press my covered and filled lips, as passionately to her uncovered ones, as she was forcing hers, to me.

Inevitably, the goal of mummy’s endeavours, was soon achieved and I moaned, in unison with her, as we both reached the ultimate climax, at very nearly the same time.

I felt my emissions, sweep past her hand, and assumed they must land, possibly, some distance ahead of me. I didn’t really care, I was too aroused, and mummy seemed not too bothered, as she had her own, beautifully choreographed climax, to contend with. And I heard her moan, then felt her stiffen and then slump as she maintained a strong grip on my spent blunderbuss.

It was only later, a few minutes after the event, when she and I both re-entered earth’s atmosphere, that she suddenly screamed at me.

“You naughty girl!” she screeched, “Look at the mess on my lovely, carpet!”

Of course, I would have apologised, even though it wasn’t, wholly, my fault! But the bulky, rubber penis gag, prevented me from giving my confession.

Meanwhile, she behaved like a whirling dervish, as she left me, alone and bereft, and ran to the bathroom and got sponge and towel and adequate water. She returned to the main chamber within seconds to put right my terrible wrong, leaving me, still half in orbit and suspended on the wooden frame of the bed-end.

The carpet got a thorough treatment and I think no permanent damage, was sustained. Me? I only got a cursory wash over, with a refreshed, wet sponge, once the carpet had received its attention. Oh! And I got a slap across my upper thigh, above my lovely, leather boot tops, for my trouble!

Then, with my mouth still gagged and my eyes still covered, I felt my arms release and fall to my front. My legs were still stretched apart as the ropes, twisted around either bed-leg, refused to budge.

Mummy released my legs then and walked me, still hand-cuffed, to the side of the bed, where she eased me down to the soft mattress and helped my body settle under the pulled back duvet.

Once in and lying between the soft, cotton sheets, I felt her tie my still booted ankles, together, with some shorter length of the available rope before sliding her naked form in, beside mine, and holding me tight to her.

“You’ve been a very naughty girl, Patsy,” she mocked, teasingly, in her playful, manner, “And mummy and you, are going to lie here for a little while until mummy, feels fully, recovered and then she expects you to make amends for your misdemeanour. And you’ll remain blinded and gagged and handcuffed, until I feel that you have fully satisfied me and deserve to be let loose! Do you understand?”

I understood. Fully!

“And then, at dinner tonight, we have already decided that you and Maisie, need to be reminded that the relative freedoms you’ve both enjoyed these past days, while we have been pre-occupied with Daisy’s welfare, need to be earned. So, you’ll both be fully bound at the dining table, and receive your food from us, tonight. Do you understand?”

Oh yes! I understood. Fully!

“Furthermore, as a punishment to you both, we’ve decided that tonight you will have to share a bed together, you and Maisie. And it’s been decided that you need to be properly restrained, the pair of you, face-to-face, so that you can share the penance and suffer each other’s misfortune. Do you understand?”

OMG. Yes! I understood. Fully?

And I was so looking forward to all three! “Just let me know, when mummy is fully recovered,” I thought, to myself, unable to vocalise. “And then let me know when mummy is fully satisfied that I’ve repaid her, in full, for harming her carpet.”

I simply adored these kind of, punishments, and I was already, looking ahead to the promised, wonderful evening, which would more than make up for this disappointing day. “I wonder what we’ll be wearing for dinner?” I mused, as I lay there, dreamily, “And more importantly, what will we be wearing for bed?”

And mummy pressed her lovely, bare body to my fully-clothed one, to tell me she was ready to be recompensed.

Chapter ELEVEN

Day 6 – A Corner Turned

(and some Big Improvements are Evident)

We think that the night Daisy bit Maisie, was a bit of a “turning point”.

Well, at least, that was what mummy called it! She said, “I think Daisy has, at last, turned a corner!” and when I asked her what it meant, she explained that Daisy’s behaviour, after that night and the following day, when we all went on the picnic and she had to travel in the trunk of the car, had gotten much, much better.

We didn’t see her, barely at all, on the next day, after the picnic. Gabrielle felt it best she was left alone and just the adults visited her, regularly, to see she was okay. Maisie and I didn’t mind at all, it meant we got lots more attention and Gabby had a bit of extra time in the morning, and so she played some nice games with us, too.

We were both dressed in our pretty satin frocks, the little fussy ones with the masses of net underskirts, or “petticoats”, as mummy liked to call them. I wore my lovely, pale orange one, with really pale, yellowy-orange flowers embroidered on the bodice and a very full silky satin skirt, that poked out at nearly the horizontal, so I had to wear some pale yellowy-orange bloomers, that reached to just below my knees, to hide “my dignity”. Maisie wore a subtle, yellow frock, with white underskirts, and shorter, white bloomers, that didn’t reach quite as far as mine, and her dress had little white flowers, just around the lower neckline. We had on matching little ankle socks, that toned with our frocks, and we each wore a pair of darker, orange and yellow satin, heeled slip-ons.

We had a lot of fun. With Gabrielle’s help, we took it in turns to dress up in the new, fancy arm-binder that Daisy had worn, for the first time, when we taught her to walk in her very tall boots. Because it was another, pleasant day, we could go outside, again. And we spent the morning, taking it in turns, to be “Cat” and “Mouse”, around the garden. Of course, we just had our normal, low, walking heels, on, so it wasn’t really as much of a test for us as it had been for Daisy. And Gabby supervised us all the time, so she let Maisie wear it first, whilst I took her around the garden and then we swapped places.

It was a lot of fun, and, really, quite comfortable to wear, even though it meant our arms were taken well behind our backs. And when we’d done it once, each, she let us try again, but you had to be blindfolded the second time, so you relied, absolutely, on the person leading you with the help of the long leather leash. We used the close-fitting, rubbery, silicon blindfold, that ensures you can’t cheat and see any chink of light. It was really good fun and very relaxed and there was no Daisy and her naughty ways, to worry about. Even Gabby seemed much more relaxed, being with just the two of us for a change.

I even enjoyed leading Maisie, almost as much as being lead by her. Of course, we went a lot slower when the person in the harness couldn’t see. Especially around the uneven pathways. Anyway, we both agreed it was a good game and asked if we could play it another time, with Daisy, when she was better.

“Of course you may, girls,” laughed Gabrielle, who seemed a lot less stressed, after an hour or two of play, in the fresh air, and was definitely much more relaxed, “And, to be honest, I don’t think it will be long now before Daisy is good enough and well-behaved enough, to join us all again. In fact, she’s coming down for dinner tonight. Would you like to feed her?”

I looked at Maisie and Maisie looked at me, and we must, both, have been thinking the same thing. We even said it, together, like we had read each other’s mind.

“Only if she doesn’t bite us!” we said, and Gabby laughed.

“I think I can guarantee she won’t do that again!” she smiled, “She’s had a really good telling off about that, and she has been very good ever since that night. I really think she was upset she’d hurt you, and I’m certain she’ll tell you so, when she can talk to you again. So, shall I tell her you’re feeding her? So long as she doesn’t bite?”

So, that was agreed, and we went indoors to play another short game, where Gabby tied us both up, in our, pretty satin frocks, on her big bed, with our feet spread, a little and tied to the baseboard, and our hands joined and tied, all four together, above our heads, to the centre of the bedhead. She made certain we had taken our long, satin bloomers off before she tied us up, of course, and then she played with us both, a little bit with me, and then some with Maisie, and back to me and so on.

It was for the first time in ages, it seemed, and we always enjoy it when Gabby plays with us, so we both re-paid her, by getting very excited and then making a little mess, which was very easily cleaned up and that Gabby laughed about, before it was time to get ready for lunch.

At lunch, we’d been told to shower ourselves, first thing, when we had finished, and then our mummies would dress us for a little trip out so we could try our new outdoor jackets and capes, which we’d picked up, the previous day, whilst Gabrielle was busy all day teaching Daisy.

Gabby was going to spend this afternoon with Daisy, teaching her a bit more about good manners and sharing and being nice to us, and ensuring that she understood the rules for tonight’s dinner, with the rest of us. And then, of course, Daisy probably, had to be showered and to be dressed and got ready to try again to see if she could eat properly at the table.

Mummy put me into some nice, day clothes, that weren’t too obviously, part of my ultra-sissy, wardrobe, since we were going to go into the nearby town and to a little coffee shop where they knew us, and mummy and Auntie Margaret were going to treat us both to coffee and cakes. They had some little private booths, where you were mostly hidden from view of the other customers and so, although people could still see you, we would have a bit of privacy. It was obvious we wouldn’t be able to feed ourselves, if we were fitted into our jackets, because they were a little bit like “going-out straitjackets” with our hands all bound up, so mummy had chosen this place specially for a trial run, to see how easily we, and they, could cope. It was very posh, and very expensive, so both Maisie and I were delighted, when mummy had sprung the surprise on us, over lunch.

“Don’t eat too much, girls,” she’d said, over what was, already, quite a sparse luncheon, “We’re going out this afternoon and you are going to eat some delicious cake and have some coffee. And we’re going to try out your new jackets, to see how they look and how restrictive they are.”

I slipped into the dark stockings and mummy fixed them to the suspender belt, I’d already popped around my waist. It was black, and lacy and one of several I could wear when we didn’t want to be bothered with a corset and suspenders. I love wearing corsets, but, just sometimes, it’s nice to feel a bit less constricted, and today we were being allowed out in our bras and panties and stockings. The stockings were lovely and sleek and shiny and slid up my legs so easily, but as always we struggled a little to fix them to the narrow suspender belt, but it was all part of the fun!

And then she slipped a really small pair of gloss satin panties up and over my suspenders, hiding my little penis, which was enjoying a bit of a rest, after the morning exertions with Gabby, and it was being allowed a lot of freedom! It was a nice feeling to feel the silky, satin panties, just lightly grasp my bare, sensitive flesh, and tease at it and tickle my skin each time I moved. I love the feeling of glossy satin on my skin. It’s one of the best feelings, ever.

I then wore a simple, strappy, camisole top, in matching black satin over my bra and my lovely, pert, young breasts, and I pulled up the narrow, leather pencil skirt, which hugged my hips and legs, and made me feel very elegant. Mummy zipped me up at the back, and I ran my hands down the soft, sleek, expensive leather skirt, that had a small slit up from the hem at the back, to ease my leg movement. The skirt stopped just below the knee and I felt very grown up wearing it.

I thought I’d be wearing some more substantial top over the top of my skimpy camisole, but mummy said I would have to keep the leather jacket on indoors, even if we took our capes off, so I’d be too hot. So, I was just going to wear the jacket and cape over this very sexy, black, satin and leather ensemble.

On my feet, I wore cute, little, high-heeled, black, leather ankle boots, that zipped up the back of the leg, over the heel and then the zip locked into place with a little shiny, silver padlock. It looked, for all the world, like a decorative dangling bit of silver accessory. No-one would guess I was locked into my boots and stockings!

Then, when I was all made up and dressed up and ready, we got together, the four of us, and mummy and Maisie’s mum worked out the different ways we could wear the new, leather “occasion straitjacket”, that we’d all been bought.

Maisie was dressed identically, in the same, tight, leather pencil skirt, and she wore the same camisole top and the matching stockings and boots. She looked lovely, and we said how we both felt very grown-up and were looking forward to our afternoon out.

The jacket looked, from a distance, like a normal, shortie, leather casual jacket. You threaded your arms into the sleeves, which were zipped halfway up their length and your hands popped out the ends, but inner straps, around your wrists, could be buckled tight and joined together, like cuffs, in front or behind. Once the zips were brought down, it hid most of the narrow, inner straps, so it just looked like your hands were joined naturally. But there were other, short buckle straps, situated at various points, that those wrist straps could also buckle to, and so your arms could be held, in all different ways. And the set came with three other longer, but all different, loose straps that could be used in a variety of ways, and in conjunction with and as well as, all the integral ones to turn it into much more of a conventional straitjacket, like the ones we were very accustomed to wearing indoors.

We both tried them on for the first time, and it was very thrilling to experiment and see how many different ways we could be strapped up.

I went first and they buckled the jacket’s own waist strap, tight around my waist, so it almost looked like my black skirt, and the short, black jacket, were one piece. Then they took my left arm across my body and connected it to a very short strap, with buckle, at my right hip. Once that was fixed, they took the right wrist and buckled it, across my body, to the left hip. And, where the arms crossed, another, semi-disguised strap, connected my two arms together, at just below my elbows, so the twin arms were completely immobilised. It felt different and very, very exciting, but that wasn’t the only way we could be bound up.

They slipped Maisie’s jacket on her and did the same sort of thing, but took her arms behind her, then fixed them right wrist to left hip, left wrist to right hip. She said that was really comfortable and once again, where the arms crossed, they could be joined with another central strap, set on the back of the jacket, and meeting at below the crossed elbows to keep the whole package, bundled tight. Then they used one of the loose straps to fit all around her body, over her bound arms and under her breasts, so she was really tightly tied up. She looked lovely. And she said it was surprisingly comforting to be bound like that.

They left Maisie like that whilst they fixed my arms to fasteners up at each shoulder, crossing my left wrist to the right shoulder, and vice versa.

And then, so we kind of, matched again, they undid Maisie and took her left arm, straight up to her left shoulder and buckled it there, and then her right wrist was fixed to her right shoulder.

When we were like that they slipped our capes, that came with the jackets, over our shoulders and fitted the locking clasps that ran down from the high collar, in a line of three, to ensure the front of the capes didn’t fly open and reveal our bound-up arms, beneath.

The capes were in a very heavy, lined satin, so looked like an expensive evening cape and could be used as such on their own, and would look very smart, or our arms could be sealed into the internal sleeves in the capes, down either side and tied there, with the fitted strong ribbons so we could wear them all night long, at the theatre, or in the cinema, or even in an expensive restaurant, without the use of our arms.

Today, they fitted to the leather jackets we wore, and mummy wanted to see how it looked with our arms strapped up to the shoulders.

Maisie and I were just happy to be getting so much fuss and attention, and we really felt quite comfortable whichever way our arms were, but both mummy and Auntie Margaret decided that our arms crossed in front and secured down to our hips, would be most appropriate for this occasion and so, that’s how we went.

We had hoped to travel in hoods, or at least to be gagged and blindfolded. That was the way we usually travelled in the big car, but mummy explained it was only a fifteen-minute trip into this end of town, where the coffee bar was, and there was nowhere, private and secretive enough to park, like an underground car park, to take any face covering off, so we just had to be satisfied with our new jackets, and the lovely, glossy capes.

Well, of course, we were disappointed not to be gagged or hooded, but we were delighted with the bondage jackets and the capes. And especially since our arms were crossed and they’d used an extra, longer strap on each, to pop right around our upper arms and press us in, under our breasts.

We love it when we have something new to try and today had been special because we’d used the new arm-binder in the morning, and now were dressed like two, proper sophisticated young ladies, to go into town. So, we skipped happily to the small car, and Sam, who was washing the limousine, waved to us as we left. Of course, we couldn’t wave back. I hope he didn’t think we were being rude!

Chapter TWELVE

Day 7 – “Back in the Fold”

We had a lovely afternoon. Maisie and I had never actually taken refreshment in the coffee place before, and it was very smart, very elegant and, I suspect, very expensive. We loved it.

Everyone seemed to know mummy as she walked in, and that made Maisie and me feel a little self-conscious, because everyone stared at us, or seemed to, as we accompanied mummy and Auntie Margaret down to the little booth at the end, where, once we were tucked in on the inside part, with the two mummies between us and the rest of the clients, we could feel more relaxed, and away from the spotlight.

I think we must have looked very grown up and extremely sophisticated, as we walked down the length of the busy bar. We both did our proper model-like walk, with one foot, carefully and slowly, in front of the other, that we had been taught and, of course, our clothes looked smart, and new, and expensive, so I’m certain we got a few comments.

If only they knew our secret! With us neatly strapped and zipped and buckled up, in our leather strait- jackets, and our penises, swinging loose in between the folds of our lovely, satin, French knickers, I bet we weren’t exactly as sophisticated as they imagined!

Once our order had arrived and we were left alone, mummy said we could risk taking our capes off. It was the sort of place where no-one stared at others eating. The clientele were far too refined! So, they slipped our satin capes off us, and we sat there, feeling very important, as they fed us small bits, of the loveliest cream and chocolate “gateau”, I think I had ever tasted. And we took delicate little glugs of our coffee, as they held the dainty bone-china mugs, to our lips. To anyone looking, as we sat there, we were just two very well-dressed, and very well-behaved, young ladies, with our arms crossed in our laps. You could barely even see the strap across our busts and around the tops of our crossed arms, they merged so well with our jacket and skirt ensemble. If only they had known our little kinky secret! Of course, that’s what made these trips so very exciting for us, and for our mummies.

Anyway, it was a lovely way to spend an hour and mummy rested one hand in my lap and pressed and fondled, at my satin-knickered crotch, through my lovely, leather pencil skirt, as she sipped her coffee and she and Auntie Margaret, chatted happily away.

And that evening, was even better! We were all going to sit, once again, at the big table and enjoy a full, posh, evening meal, courtesy of the housekeeper/cook, who had prepared, a special, pot-roast dinner, with some very nice prime beef. It had been slow-cooking all afternoon, whilst we were enjoying our outing and promised to be very tasty. But, of course, the most exciting thing was us getting dressed up for the evening, and the fact that Daisy was being given another opportunity to show she deserved to be back with us. Both Maisie and I really hoped she would behave this time, then we could all go back to playing some proper games together, like we used to.

Mummy showed me the evening dress I was wearing. It wasn’t new, but I’d not worn it for quite a long time, and I loved it. It was a long, flowing, liquid gloss, gold satin gown, that had thin straps over the shoulders, that crossed each other across my low-cut, open back, so I had to wear a very low-cut, nude coloured, corset, to hold my breasts in, that wouldn’t show over the low front and back of my exquisite gown. The bodice was tight to the corset but followed the line of the undergarment so you couldn’t tell I was wearing anything underneath. And the corset was made of a kind of thin, flexing, spandex material, so it wasn’t bulky at all, and it had some stretch and was, surprisingly, comfortable to wear.

Some of my corsets, are really tight, lace-up types and many are in heavy rubber or leather, and can be quite uncomfortable to wear for long periods, especially for sitting and eating, so getting to wear one that moved and stretched and conformed to my body movements, was a real “breeze”.

And then the glorious, long, golden satin skirts of the lovely gown swept out and formed a big, swirly circle, around my bare ankles. Yes! My legs were bare and free, too. I wasn’t wearing any stockings and I was only wearing a narrow type of satin panty, as well, just big enough to contain my male jewels.

On my feet I had a pair of high-heeled, strappy, gold, satin evening sandals, that went with the gown and up my arms were some lovely soft, silky satin gloves that ended just above the elbow. They weren’t fingerless and I knew we were expected to feed Daisy, but the gloves fitted so tight, unlike some of my really long, leather ones, that there was no problem holding a fork or spoon.

Mummy took a bit longer, than usual, to make up my face, because she wanted me to look nice, and we had quite a bit of time to spare, and she took my hair up and fixed it, with a long, gold and bluey-greeny-purplish hair-grip, in a colour she called peacock-blue, that made me look extremely elegant, and with golden eye-shadow and some lovely long lashes, with a touch of golden glint, at the end of their long, bluish-black strands, I really looked, and felt, very special.

The collar and cuffs I was to wear, were in a delicate, peacock blue colour, too, and the chains were very lightweight and in the matching colour. They were one of several sets of what we called “evening cuffs and chains”. I had them in all colours, gold, silver, purple, black, to match whatever I was wearing, or to contrast with my other clothes. I often wore the similar cuffs, when we were allowed to feed ourselves. I even wore these thin cuffs and delicate chains, when we went out to a restaurant, or a theatre, or to the cinema, because they were really very discrete, and didn’t make a lot of noise, like some of my clanking chains and cuffs that we used around the house!

But now, I guess we would be using the new bondage jackets and the satin evening capes more for special trips.

I really enjoyed wearing the cuffs if I went to the theatre, or cinema. I could easily get away with wearing these thinner collar and cuff sets, under a short, velvet, or satin, evening cape, or even a shrug, that just covered my shoulders, and my breasts. Everything was very cleverly designed, to allow me to be bound, in public, as much as possible, without giving the game away. If anyone saw anything amiss, they’d probably not believe it, and would have to look really, really closely, to see if their eyes were playing tricks on them! Even though I loved the new capes and jackets, I hoped we still went out wearing these elegant cuffs and chains, often.

You see, to us, the dressing up and the tying up is just like a really important, fun pastime or hobby, that we enjoy, all the time, but other people might not be so open-minded, and seeing a she-male in a lovely frock, with a penis and chained and bound, out in public, might take a few narrow-minded people, by surprise!  I was lucky to have found a mummy and a group of people, that really treated it as perfectly normal and just a way of life. And I have to say, I really couldn’t imagine being any happier.

Once the blue collar and cuffs and chains were locked on, they contrasted, really well, with the gold of my dress, and mummy popped a short, iridescent, peacock blue shawl, over my shoulders, to finish me off. She like to call it “finishing me off” and was very clever at picking colours, that “finished me off” nicely.

I knew I had to wear leg cuffs as well, because tonight it was going to be a very posh dinner, so I sat on the bed whilst mummy locked those around my ankles, just above the narrow straps of my golden, satin-covered, evening sandals.

As soon as I was ready, I had to wait patiently for mummy to “finish herself off”, and I helped zip up her gown and put her shoes on and buckle them for her. I was so anxious to get downstairs, though. I’d already heard Maisie and Margaret, go down. They had to walk right past our big bedroom.

I wanted to go to see Maisie, and I also wondered what Daisy would be wearing, for this special night. If she’d truly “turned a corner”, like mummy had said, I hoped she’d be dressed the same as us and not in a horrible, rubber straitjacket, or something like that! It would be nice if she was allowed to dress up as well.

I wasn’t disappointed, when I saw Maisie. She wore an elegant gown, too, not dissimilar to mine but with a higher neckline that only finished below her purple collar and chains. The main colour of the dress was pink, but it had a pattern, picked out in a delicate purple, and this same colour purple was taken up by the purple collar and cuff set that she wore, which looked really nice against the long, pink, evening gloves, in a glossy satin, she had smoothed up her cuffed arms, to match the main colour of the shiny satin gown.

Even mummy and Margaret had made a real effort and it really felt as though this was a celebration, so I was hopeful Daisy was going to be allowed back into the family, properly. It just seemed everyone was more relaxed and less concerned, than they’d all been, these past few days.

When Daisy did arrive, we couldn’t wait to hug her and tell her we’d missed her, and we ran to greet her, as fast as our cuffed ankles allowed, as soon as she entered the door, led by the arm by Gabrielle. We hadn’t seen her for two whole days or more, since the picnic, and that didn’t really count because she’d spent the whole afternoon covered up. But now, here was the Daisy we all recognised. Her gown was a really, lovely, dark, bottle green, and it was in a heavier satin, than mine or Maisie’s. And it was in a waterfall style, so the back of the sweeping skirt was long, to the floor but, at the front it rose up to nearly her knees. It was stiffened with one net underskirt, so the front stuck out a little bit, but the back looked as though she was wearing a sort of bustle, at her bottom, making the top of the skirt stick out and the long back fell away to the floor.

She wore, long, elegant black gloves, in satin, up each arm and on her legs, which, of course, we could see, because of the raised hem of her dress, she had no stockings, just like us, but she wore a very nice pair of leather, sandal-type, evening shoes, with medium heels, that had long, satin ribbon straps, that wound up her legs, and criss-crossed all the way up before tying off, in a lovely, sissy bow, below her knee, just where the hem of the waterfall skirt, ended.

Like us, she was lightly cuffed in narrow black, leather cuffs on each wrist and ankle and the cuffs were connected, with thin, black chain to the collar around her slender neck. She looked an absolute picture, and I, for one, was quite jealous.

Of course, she still had to wear a hood. We were told, she had no earplugs in though. She could hear us, for the first time, in days.

She wasn’t completely trusted yet, but the hood she wore was really quite nice and, although it fitted tight to her face, it was not at all, confining, like the rubber and leather hoods she’d had to wear for the last few days. It must have been new and probably another of those items that had arrived in the hectic days before, and just after, Daisy and Maisie had arrived at the house.

It was made of a glossy, black satin that matched the black gloves and the ribbons of her lovely, evening shoes. And it was fitted to contour her face, precisely. Of course, whenever mummy, or Gabby, or Auntie Margaret, ordered anything from the M.A.I.D. Network shop, it always fitted us perfectly, because they had every single one of our measurements, they could possibly need, and we worked hard at our diets and exercise, to make sure we stayed the same! It didn’t matter what it was, we rarely sent anything back, that was custom-made for us, because their styles and the fit were always just perfect.

And this hood was the same. It wasn’t too long at the back, and showed Daisy’s long hair, that flowed down from the back of the hood, and it showed her rouged cheeks, at least, the lower part, and her glossy, green lips, painted in a really high, shiny, gloss paint and lightly lined in black, to match the black of her stunning outfit. I’d say she was the best dressed, of the three of us! And I felt really pleased for her. It showed just how much we all really cared for her.

Of course, her lovely eyes were covered and her pert, little pink nose, too, in the sheen of the black, tight, satin covering, but below that we could see a broad smile on her painted lips, for the first time in ages.

As we hugged her, we told her how very lovely she looked and she smiled even more broadly and she thanked us.

Then, without any prompting, she said, “Maisie and Patsy, I just want to say “Sorry” to you both. I don’t think I’ve been very nice to either of you these last few weeks, and I’m sorry. I really am. And, Maisie, I didn’t mean to hurt you when I snatched at my food. I’m sorry I was just angry with myself, the other night.”

Well, both Maisie and I felt like crying, because that was all it took for us to fall back in love with Daisy, just like it was before. And we all hugged and we kissed her on her lovely, glossy, green lips, making sure we didn’t smudge any of her nice make-up.

We all understood, even Daisy, that she had to be properly tied to her chair, tonight, but hopefully that would get easier and easier, as we all began to trust her again.

Her legs hadn’t been cuffed like ours, she wore a much longer chain and this allowed Gabby to leave the legs cuffed, and take each one to each front leg of the hefty dining chairs we sat at and tie each one securely, with a nice, black cord, so it looked “right”, against her black and green outfit.

Her hands were bound in the same black rope, even though she wore the cuffs, and that rope held her joined hands, in her lap, and went down, between her open legs, and over the short section of her front skirting, to tie to the rung between the two, front, chair-legs. And Gabby certainly wasn’t taking any chances of her lunging forward, so she tied her black, leather collar to the high back of the chair with the same rope that held her shoulders back there and the rope passed under her armpits, and back around the rear of the backrest, where it was all connected together, in another of Gabby’s very clever knots.

Lovely, smiling Daisy, looked beautiful and, somehow, the crossed, black ropes, over her shoulders and upper arms, enhanced the lovely dress and gloves and collar and cuffs that she wore. And she didn’t complain at all, this night. It really was a different girl to three nights ago.

Because we’d been good, Maisie and I, were allowed a glass of white wine with our starter, and two, full glasses of red wine with our meal. And Daisy, “because she was trying so hard!”, mummy had said, could have a small glass of white wine at the start of the meal and a full glass of red with the beef.

That set the tone for the evening, really, and we talked, excitedly, to Gabby and to Daisy, about our thrilling day in our new leather straitjackets and satin capes, and how much we had enjoyed the trip to town. Mummy told Daisy she had a jacket, just the same, and we could all go out, one night, maybe to the theatre and a restaurant, wearing them, if she behaved herself like this, all the time. Daisy said she would like that very much.

We fed her, very carefully, this time and Maisie didn’t do any silly fooling around, because I had spoken to her and told her I thought she had been partly to blame for winding Daisy up like that, the night she got bitten. And we made sure Daisy had a full plate of food, this time! She must have been quite hungry, after all her days on two, small meals a day, because she wolfed the lot, but she didn’t sink her fangs into either of us!

We told her how nice she had looked in her scarf bondage, back, oooh!, I can’t even remember, which day.

“Yes! It was really nice,” she laughed, “Did you put a big sheet over me? As well?”

So, we told her just how many scarves Gabby had let us use, and about the massive, red, sheet of satin that had covered her completely. Of course, she wanted to try it on one of us. Well, probably on both of us! Gabrielle, who had been talking to Margaret, but listening to us at the same time, told her she could, as soon as she was properly allowed back in the fold. I thought that was a funny expression, “back in the fold”, so mummy explained what it meant.

“I’d really like that. Very much!” said Daisy, with a wry, even a sly, grin on her face, “Bags I do the tying first and I pick, Maisie to be the one tied up, and left for three hours!”

And we all laughed, because it really did feel, that we were all one, big, happy family, again.

The evening passed so quickly, and, it was getting late, when Gabby said she was tired, and Daisy needed to get to bed, too. So, she announced, that she Gabby, was going to take Daisy back to her own bed for the night, she had some more little lessons, to teach her, she told us, and mummy said she and Margaret were both a little tired and perhaps, Maisie and I would like to share a bed, for one last time, before Daisy was fully “back in the fold”, and then they would review all the sleeping arrangements.

What a lovely end to a lovely evening! It was like a reward for us putting up with all the fuss and the upset.

Maisie and I liked that idea and now that Daisy had been taken upstairs, out of earshot, so as not to make her jealous, we asked if we could share the double hood, that we had worn the night after the picnic, and be tied into one of the double, satin, sleeping sacks?

Mummy agreed, that would be a very good way for us to spend the night together, and she left the table and went to make some preparations, as Maisie and I, finished our last, full glass of wine, which was our third of the evening, and we smiled at each other, excited, (and just a teeny, weeny, bit, tipsy), at the prospect of being tied together.

I really love my life, and I am so glad I get to share it with friends, like Daisy and Maisie. I couldn’t wish for a more generous mummy, or a nicer auntie, than Margaret, or a cleverer Governess, than Gabrielle. And now Daisy was “back in the fold”, (Well! Almost nearly!), we seemed like a complete unit, again.

It was going to be lovely sharing another three weeks of adventures with my two, best, sissy friends. And there was so much new, and old stuff, we had almost forgotten about, to try out.

We were such lucky, lucky girls!

THE END

of Daisy’s Re-s-Training

Thank you for reading, and enjoying, my stories. I appreciate your interest.

Love, Paulette xx

If you have enjoyed this tale, please let me know by writing

a short review, or send me your comments, and suggestions,

by email. I’m always happy to hear from my readers.

And be sure to read all of my other tales, both long and short, of subjugated sissies, available now, to purchase or to borrow, from the Kindle Store . . . .

. . . . and if you want an idea of the contents of many of my first books, why not check out my edited highlights, and favourites, from all my earliest books, in “Paulette’s Best Bits - Books 1 + 2”

Thank you, once again, for reading my stories, Paulette P. x

pauletteperil@hotmail.com

Be sure to read the numerous other books by the same author, and, if you like them, please write a review, even if 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 Feminization Correctional Facility Book 3 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy House-mates. The third and final part of the FCF – Governess Sharp trilogy.

The Perils of Paulette Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

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

The Perils of Paulette Book 3 – Paulette’s Return to the House

The Perils of Paulette Book 4 – Paulette’s Graduation

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy

(both titles now available in one e-book or in paperback)

A LIFE in LEATHER – The intense tale of leather-sissy, Chrissie

A LIFE in SATINS and SILKS – The intense tale of satin-sissy, Steffi

(both titles soon to be available in paperback)

LUSH ISLE – the island of Lost and Unfortunate She-males

ULTIMATE CONTROL Book 1 – Penelope’s Story (available in paperback)

ULTIMATE CONTROL Book 2 – Felicity’s Story (very similar storyline)

HOUSE TRAINED - The Home Make-Over Job (where Frank becomes Francesca, the perfect Girl Friday)

All these books are full-length reads and available in the Amazon Kindle Store. Gradually, more of them will become available as paperback versions for readers to keep and treasure.

Paulette has also written and published many “shorter stories”, including :-

The Management Take-Over, or How the Big Bad Boss Man, Became Sissy Suzanne

Colette Comes Out – Fighting

Altered Image – Mischa and Chloe make a movie

The Great She-Male SEXploitation Racket – a job for S.I.S.S.Y.

The Agent from S.I.S.S.Y. – two short stories in one book, “Oligarch Escort Agency” and “The Missing Heiresses”

The AAAAA Team – When you have no-one else to turn to, the AAAAA Team will happily help you change the Appearance and Attitude of your pesky male partner

Bridal Sweet (or The Wedding Belle) - about a husband who can’t resist trying on the bridesmaid’s gown

Cirque Bizarre – a fun story of a diabolical circus act that requires a new female escapologist and there are no girls to fill the role!

All these books are available in the Kindle Store. Many, but not all, can be read for free, and soon, many will be available to buy in paperback editions.

Paulette x
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