

The Management Take-Over

or

The “Big, Bad, Boss Man”, Richard Harding, becomes Sissy Suzanne Soft-thing

Richard Harding is a highly successful businessman, running his own Financial Management Company. But Richard didn’t get where he is, without stepping on a few other people, on the way up. In fact, he is an arrogant, ruthless, and highly unpopular person, not caring who he has toppled from the tree, in his quest to get to the top.

But now he has truly upset his only allies, the only two people he has relied on for years, his Receptionist and his Secretary. They say that hell hath no fury, like a woman scorned. Richard is about to find out that scorning two women, can have even more dire consequences.

Whilst he may be in charge of affairs in the office, Monday to Friday, and insist that things are done his way, he is about to spend a weekend, where the boot is, most definitely, on the other foot.

Amanda and Mollie have a surprise for Mr. Richard Harding. He is about to meet his alter-ego, Miss Suzanne Soft-thing. It’s to be an encounter he will remember for a long, long time. And one that will change his life, irrevocably.

The weekends will never feel the same again, after he has spent this one dressed as Suzy and under the control of the new management team of Mollie and Mandy.

About this book :-

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

It is a “short story” of 17,000+ words and should take around 60 to 75 minutes to read. Perfect for a bedtime story!

Management Take-Over

Richard “the Big, Bad, Boss Man” becomes Sissified Suzanne

Chapter 1

Richard struggled to comprehend what exactly was happening? His eyes flickered, as he slowly regained some level of consciousness, but not enough for his brain to translate all the weird signals it was receiving.

His eyes were open, right? But he could see nothing. He went to speak but his mouth didn’t utter a word. He tried to bring a hand to his face but there was something stopping his arm from following instructions. He attempted to turn and roll into a slightly more comfortable lying position, but, again, his legs seemed to have a will of their own.

And then, there was the weird sensation in his groin area. He could feel something sort of massaging him, very near to his private parts. But, what was it? And someone, or something, had his penis held in a gentle, but firm, grip. What the hell was going on? He stirred and blinked, but still no light entered his eyes.

Then he heard a muffled voice. “Oh, oh! Be careful. He’s waking up. We don’t want to accidentally chop his willy off.” Then Richard sensed a body close to his, as another person’s head leant into his and the voice became a lot clearer. “I suggest you lie absolutely still. We’ve nearly finished down here. Just the last few pubes to go, and we’ll have you looking silky smooth. But if you toss around, so to speak, there may be a nasty accident.”

Richard stopped any further attempt to move as he realised several things, all at the same time. Firstly, he was hooded. He couldn’t see because, yes, his eyes were now wide open, but he had some kind of leather hood over his head. And it was tight to his face and it was causing him some problem breathing. And it was pitch black.

He couldn’t mouth any words, because his lips were wrapped around a large, pear-shaped gag, which seemed to be part of his head-covering.

He couldn’t move his arms or his legs, because they had been very securely tied to the metal bed-frame on which he was now splayed.

And the sensation between his legs, he slowly realised, was someone shaving his pubic hairs.

“Oh my god,” he wanted to scream, but, of course, no words escaped the fearsome gagging. He needed to calm down. As he panicked, his breathing quickened and that was not going to help in this unique situation he found himself in. He tried to relax, calm down, and figure out where, how, why, who, and a dozen other questions that his brain was trying to resolve.

The last thing he could remember was being in the bar. The two girls he had taken for an end-of-work drink. Amanda and Mollie. His receptionist and his secretary. He’d been drinking with Amanda and Mollie. Which, in itself, was quite strange, because there had been severe tensions in the office, of late. They’d refused to go anywhere for a drink for weeks now. Ever since he’d got Amanda drunk, that Friday, after work, around a month or more ago, and tried it on with her. Yes, the office had been decidedly frosty. He was a bit surprised when the pair of them had suddenly turned around today, at 5pm., and said, “Let’s go for a drink. It’s the weekend, let’s celebrate.”

But, hell they were very attractive girls. He didn’t bear them any grudges, just found working with them a little strained. They were a nice enough pair of girls, classy dressers, good-lookers, nice legs, spruced up well, good to have around the office but, truthfully, they were a bit slow. Mentally, and, er, well, er, you know, er, er, in putting thoughts into action. He always seemed to have to explain things in minute detail. They had called him patronising and bullying, but he knew he wasn’t either of those, it was just that he knew best, and they needed constant correcting. The office would only operate smoothly if he did things his way. He was considering getting rid of both, but there was all the hassle of finding replacements, and work had been so busy, the opportunity hadn’t presented itself. So, instead, he had made their lives a bit of a misery, for several months now.

And then there was that unfortunate incident with Amanda. But, hell, she was drunk, Mollie had gone off in a taxi to meet other friends, leaving them alone, together. These things sometimes happen. Anyway, she’d wanted him. He was certain of that. So, he’d offered himself to her. The sharp slap around the face had made him withdraw his hand from up her skirt but it only convinced him that she was just another stupid female, for NOT wanting him. But he knew he wasn’t patronising . . . or bullying. He must write a further note to self . . . GET RID OF THESE TWO! GET TWO NEW SEXY CHICKS IN THE OFFICE!

Yes! You could say, Richard was a real DICK.

But, he thought all had been forgiven. They’d suggested the drink. They’d chosen the bar. They’d even sorted the transport. But he couldn’t remember much beyond that first drink.

Now, he felt the grip on his cock loosen and the face come close to his again. “There we are. All done. It looks lovely. I think you’ll be pleased. We’re just going to decorate it with a little heart of lipstick, stay still one more minute and we’ll get back to you.”

That voice. It was Amanda. Even though the sound was a bit muffled under the leather covering his face, he was sure that was Amanda. What the hell was she up to . . . ?

He didn’t have long to wait. He heard Amanda’s voice again and a giggle from somewhere down near his waist, as he felt the end of a lipstick scribing something around the base of his released penis.

“So, Mr. Harding, our lovely, kind, good-hearted, boss. Are you lying comfortably? Then I’ll begin. First, we’re going to remove your hood. Now, if you make any sound, we’ll either gag you or put the hood straight back on. Up to you really. If you behave like a good little girly, we’ll leave your mouth unplugged, for a while. So, raise your head up, as far as you possibly can.”

Truthfully, that was not very far. But Richard Harding did his best to comply and he felt a pair of hands, at the back of his restrained head, fiddling with laces. Then, as the laces of the leather hood loosened, he heard a zip being pulled and felt the hand moving slowly up the length of his head, from nape of neck to crown of skull. Then he felt a hand move to the front of the hood and grab the area around the mouth, as his lips released the hard pear that had so effectively silenced him. A few more moments and the first signs of light gradually played up through the folds of the leather encasement.

And then, his head was free. He shook his head and blinked in the light, as he tried to take in his surroundings. His movement was limited, but he realised that he was splayed out on top of a mattress on a creaking, metal, bed-frame, of some description. The light was artificial, coming from a single bulb in the light fitting over the bed. His arms were tied with two lengths of rope to the head of the bed-frame. His legs were similarly spread out and tied off to the foot of the frame. And he was completely naked. It was, perhaps, fortunate, that he could not raise his head enough to look down at the recently treated pubic area. Once he’d had a proud forest of pubic hair, adorning his groin area and complementing the stout, fine fellow who lived in amongst the foliage there. But now, a forest fire, or a bulldozer, or something equally as devastating, had completely cleared all his vegetation. Now, his weeny peeny, stood, looking somewhat forlorn and ridiculous, bobbing gently in the wind, its base surrounded by a large, painted, pink, lipstick, heart. It was this that Mollie was giggling about, and Amanda was now sharing the joke with her.

“Now, I know you are probably wondering what on earth we are all doing here, aren’t you?” Richard was definitely wondering that. “And, well, I’d like to say it’s because we find you so irresistible, humorous, good-looking and debonair, that we just wanted to spend more time with you. BUT, then I’d be lying. I think I speak for Mollie as well, when I say, we actually find you possibly the most chauvinistic, insulting, revolting and downright disgusting, prehistoric, dinosaur, that ever roamed this earth.”

Our poor Richard was trying to take all that in, when the familiar face of Mollie joined that of Amanda and looked straight into her boss’s eyes, as she confirmed that Amanda absolutely did speak for her, as well.

“In fact,” added Mollie, “I’d go as far as to say, we think we don’t know a bigger Dick, than you, and, by the way, I’m not talking about that pathetic little chap down there.” She winked, in a somewhat sarcastic manner.

Turns out that, although Richard didn’t bear the two girls any grudge, they certainly bore him several. They say that revenge is a dish best served cold . . . well, in his present predicament, both Dick, and his dick, were feeling positively frozen out.

“So, we arranged our little soiree this evening so that we could bring you here and receive your undivided attention for the next 48 hours or so,” continued Amanda. “You’re not going to be missed, are you? We’re so anxious to spend the weekend with you. It would be a shame if we had to shelve our plans, when we’ve gone to so much trouble to get you here.”

Richard said nothing, but he knew that no-one was going to miss him, he was the sort of person that could disappear to the ends of the earth, for a year or more, and no-one would notice he’d gone. He hadn’t cultivated many friends, but he had made a considerable number of “indifferents”. An “indifferent”, being someone who, frankly, wouldn’t notice, or care, if Richard was in the same city as them. Yes! He’d cultivated quite a few of those. People he’d stuffed in business. People he’d upset with his arrogance. Several girls he had appalled with his Neanderthal attitudes and, now, seemingly, the only two people he ever saw on a regular basis, his secretary and his receptionist.

“The thing is Dick . . . you don’t mind if we call you Dick, do you, Dick? The thing is, we would really like to demonstrate just exactly how we feel about you. And we think it might take us a whole weekend to express our love and affection. So, we’ve arranged for you to be our guest for the next couple of days.”

Amanda would have continued, but Mr. Harding had heard quite enough, he blurted out, “This is ridiculous. What the hell do you think you’re doing? You can’t keep me here. You’re both sacked. You pair of useless, female, shits. You’ll go to prison for this. I’ll go straight to the police. You’ll pay for this, you insolent, stupid, female, dildos.”

Amanda and Mollie had heard enough. A pair of soiled white, satin, panties, were thrust into the open mouth of their enraged guest and, as he tried to spit them out, a 6-inch length of wide, black, duck-tape, sealed his mouth closed. And then a hand slapped him across the face and another squeezed his cock tight, until he squealed with a mix of pain and anger, through his gagged mouth.

“You see, there you go again. You’ve been calling us stupid females for as long as I can remember,” said an agitated Amanda. “But, we’re not the ones tied to a bed, with our privates shaved, and a well-used pair of soiled pants in our mouth, are we? So, who’s the stupid one, Dick? Now, first you won’t go to the police, because, between us, we have enough dirt on you to put you away for years. We know about every shady deal you’ve done in the last 12 months, we know about every tax evasion scheme you’ve got in place and we know enough people that you’ve walked all over to make Harding Finance Management, the success it is, that we’d have a witness list a mile long, if you ever ended up in a courtroom. And, as for sacking us, Mr. Dick, you won’t sack us for all those same reasons. WE will tell YOU when we want to go. And when we do, we might, if we feel so disposed, give you back all the copies of paperwork we’ve got, that would put you in frigging Alcatraz, right now, if we wanted. So, I suggest you get down off your high and mighty horse, Mr. High, and frigging Mighty, Dick Harding, and suck on my panties for a while, whilst I tell you what’s what, for a change.”

To say that Amanda was now slightly agitated would be like saying the Titanic sprang a slight leak. She was as agitated as a food blender, and could be just as cutting.

“You just don’t like women, do you? In fact, we’ve come to the conclusion, you don’t like anyone, except yourself. Now, there’s a person you really get along with. Dick meet Dick! That’s why we’ve spent a month or more planning this. That’s why we’ve been photocopying all those incriminating papers and documentation, you think we don’t know about. And that’s why, we spiked your drink two hours ago. And that’s why you’re here, in this inconvenient, and, might I say, somewhat embarrassing, position. Now, we’ve got you and we’re going to enjoy your company. And, when we decide we’ve finished with you, we’ll let you go. But you ever put your hand, or your foul-mouthed tongue, or any other part of you, anywhere near me or near Mollie here, ever, ever, again, or you say one more word about stupid females, anywhere within 5 miles of us, and, believe me, if you live at all, you’ll live to regret.”

Then Mollie came forward and pushed something, sharp into the bound arm of their special guest, and “Dick Harding” became a “Dick soft-thing”, as the sedative quickly took effect, and his body relaxed, once more. The last words he heard were, “I think it’s time to introduce Big Boss Man Dick to his alter-ego, Sissy Suzanne, don’t you?” As his eyes glazed over, one more time.

It was only a matter of forty minutes or so, before he regained sufficient consciousness to know that there had been some radical changes to his situation. He was no longer on a bed. He was no longer naked. He was no longer Dick!

Chapter 2

As he came back to full consciousness, he found himself staring, long and hard, into the full-length mirror, before him. But what was staring back, was an apparition, he did not recognise.

The figure was tied, with lengths of soft cotton rope, to a wooden chair. She, because it was, unmistakeably, a she, was dressed in a bright pink pvc dress. She wore a multi-layered black lace net underskirt, that made the short skirt of the pvc dress, rise up at an alarming angle. Under that he could just see the tops of the pink stockings peeking over the lip of the black pvc thigh-boots, she wore on each bound leg and those same pink stockings disappeared, out of view, under the layers of net skirting.

The poor girl’s arms were sheathed in long, black, shiny, pvc gloves, which almost, but not quite, met the short sleeves of the very fancy pink, pvc dress, and her wrists had been tied, tightly together, over the back of the wooden chair.

Her face was heavily made-up, and her cheeks were puffed out, as though her mouth had been filled with something, but her bright pink lips, had an oddly surreal appearance to them. And they didn’t seem to move when she attempted to speak. The whole bizarre effect was topped off with a black, bobbed wig, that framed the curious, painted face.

The dress was a very fancy affair, its pink, glossy, pvc, fabric, allowing the light from above to glint and glisten and reflect from it. The pink of the pvc fabric was augmented by black lace frills down the front and around the high neck, as well as the black, lace underskirts, that the pink, full circle skirt, rested upon. The dress had a zip which ran the length of the tight bodice from the girl’s waist right up to the top of the black, lace-frilled neck. Four, short, pvc straps, buckled across the vertical zip, each one about 4-inches below its neighbour, and each of these was buckled off to a small silver buckle, on the right of the zip, and each small buckle was locked in place, with a small silver padlock.

It took a little time for the full realization of what was staring back at Richard, took hold. It was him, but him as he had never seen, or even envisaged, himself. Each pvc, thigh-booted leg, was tied securely to each of the front legs of the sturdy, wooden, dining-chair. His gloved arms were taken behind and over the chair and were, quite uncomfortably, tied tight together at the wrist and below the elbow. A final, longer rope, had been taken, two or three times, around his upper body, just above his protruding bust, and secured his torso to the hard, wooden, frame of the chair.

And there, just hiding in amongst the sea of black, lace netting, which were his new underskirts, was his shaved groin, a large pink lipstick heart shape drawn around its base, and, projecting out from the centre of the heart, a curious pink, plastic something, encasing his penis.

Alarmed, at what he was seeing, he shifted position on the chair, as much as the super-tight bindings would allow, and tried to ascertain what exactly was going on down there . . . in amongst all that frothy, frilly, netting.

He had just about got into a position where he could espy what exactly this pink contraption might be, when the door to his prison flew open, and in came his two captors.

Mollie spoke first, this time, “Well, well! Our little girly prisoner has come around. Welcome back. Now Mr. Dick Harding, I’d like to introduce you to Miss Suzy Soft-thing. Oh! I see from your face that you’ve already made each other’s acquaintance. Well, I hope you like what you see? I’m sure us girls, are all going to get along famously.” She stepped into view as she leant in to his bound body, threateningly. “Welcome to our little world, Miss Suzy.” she said, with a very satisfied grin crossing her perfectly made-up face.

Richard gulped. He was usually not fazed by too much, accustomed as he was, to always being the one in charge. But, now, here, tied to a chair and dressed in overtly feminine, and erotic, clothing, and with his face made up as some kind of doll-like creature, he was way, way, out of his depth. So, he gulped again.

By now, Mandy had joined her companion and co-conspirator, and the pair of them stood menacingly over their bound hostage. Richard took in, very quickly, the way they were both dressed. And he gulped for a third time.

Each wore a short, to just above the knee, satin robe, like a sexy night-robe. Mandy was in black, Mollie’s robe was red. And each girl had provocatively, left their robe open and loose so he could get an eyeful of what they were wearing underneath. Mandy’s black satin robe half-hid the stunning red leather corset that cinched her waist in tight, but forced her, already impressive boobs out, so that she presented a fabulous hour-glass figure. The tight red, leather of the corset, matched, exactly, the red leather of the short micro-mini-skirt that was under it and just about covered the black, silky, knickers that he could catch a glimpse of, under the hem of the very revealing skirt. Mollie was the exact opposite. Her red, satin, robe was sufficiently open for him to see that she wore the same leather corset, underneath it, but in black. She wore the same leather mini-skirt, but in black. And she wore the same glossy, silky panties, but in red. And the pair of them, stood and tantalised just enough, to want to give him an erection.

The girls must have sensed this and laughed. It was Mandy, the red leather vixen, who warned him that getting excited, was, most definitely, not an option. She lifted his short, pink, pvc, skirt, and she lifted his black, lace underskirts, and stood, slightly to one side to allow him a good view of the accoutrement he was wearing around his cock. It was a hard, plastic, cock-cage. A device cunningly designed to discourage an over-excitable male from getting themselves, over-excited. It was a male chastity device, that neither allowed the wearer to touch themselves, nor to get any kind of erection. The penis was cleverly cocooned inside its compact, hard, plastic, shell and would remain there until the bearer of the keys, decided to unlock the tiny, silver padlock and release the cage from its retaining, cock-ring, and allow the penis the freedom to roam, once again.

Mollie and Mandy, were joint key-holders, and Richard’s dick was not going anywhere, and, more specifically, anywhere near them, for an entire weekend.

“You see, Suzy, we want you to feel like a real woman. We want you to be a part of this stupid, indolent, female, world, that Dick so despises. So, we’re keeping you here for the weekend. We’ve got lots of lovely games for you to play and we have lots of lovely clothes for you to try on. Oh! And we have lots and lots of rope. So, the more you co-operate with us, the pleasanter this next couple of days will be. If you don’t play nice, with us, I’m afraid I’m going to use every piece of rope we have and tie you up, so, so, damned, tightly, you’ll be aching for a month. Understand?”

That last word was delivered with such ferocity, that Richard would have been a fool to say he didn’t. So, he gulped for a fourth time. And then he nodded, to say, yes, he fully understood.

“Good!” said Mandy, “Then we’ll all get along spiffingly, won’t we?”

And Mollie leant in to add weight to the threat, “But I think we’ll be feeling a bit more spiffing, than you, Dick.”

“Right, we’re going to make some dinner, now. And we are going to enjoy a nice glass of red. If you want to join us, you must sit here quietly and be a good, sweet, little girl, for about an hour. If we don’t hear any commotion, and if we think you can behave at the dinner table, you may join us when food is ready.”

“And,” added Mandy, “If you don’t behave like a good, little girl. You can go without food and stay there all night, looking at your own reflection. It really makes no difference to us.”

And, with that, the two leather-clad, mini-monsters, both turned on their heels and left the room, shutting the door tight behind them, and leaving a dismayed and alarmed, Richard, to stare at the bizarrely attired, Suzy, looking back at her from the mirror.

Chapter 3

Well, poor Suzanne, completely lost track of time. She could do nothing but stare at herself, particularly her rare sightings of the pink cock-cage, and try to keep the circulation going in her gloved, bound fingers and her booted, bound legs.

They came back for her, after around an hour and a quarter. Each took up the same menacing position either side of their captive, that they had occupied previously. She, in her pink and black, pvc, and black lace, them in their satins and leathers.

“Now, this is only going to work, if you behave,” uttered Mollie. “If you don’t, you’ll be back in this chair, or back on that bed there, and you won’t move from it until the morning.”

Firstly, they released the rope that bound Suzy’s elbows together. Then they took away the rope holding her wrists. Richard, waggled his ten numb fingers to assure himself they hadn’t dropped off. But his freedom was short-lived. He heard a click and a click before he felt the metal handcuffs, encircle his pvc-coated, wrists and realised he was, once again, firmly secured. It was only then that the rope encircling his upper body, and pressing it so uncomfortably to the hard back of the wooden chair, was untied and his body flopped forward, slightly, to ease the pressure on his back.

Then they saw to Suzy’s legs. One ankle was untied and brought over to meet the other, before a pair of ankle cuffs were clicked into position and the last leg was un-roped from its chair leg. Now, he/she had some level of movement, both in the wrists, connected by a six-inch chain, and in the legs, with its 15-inch chain connection between the two secured ankle cuffs.

The two aggressors, lifted their girly guest up from his seat and steered him, slowly, and carefully, towards the door. For the first time, Richard got a proper view of his room. It was small, and it was sparse. The mirror, the chair and the single, metal bed, were the only pieces of furniture, apart from the one small wooden wardrobe standing against the narrow wall, where the door was sited. As they passed this, Mandy kindly opened the door of the wardrobe to display 3 or 4 bright coloured, glossy, outfits hanging in the tiny space afforded there.

“Look, these are all for you. We’re going to have such fun dressing you in each of these over the next two days. And you are going to look just divine.”

Mollie chipped in, “And we’d really like to thank you for putting us in charge of the office supplies budget. But I’m afraid we’re going to have to top up the account next week, we’ve spent rather a lot of it, buying you all these pretty things . . . oh, and a few treats for ourselves of course!”

Yes, good old Mr. Harding, the generous boss, by delegating the office budget to his secretary, had, unwittingly, coughed up all the money for Suzy’s clothes himself. And the girls had really enjoyed buying in their leather and latex stuff over the past few weeks, as well as a few delectable satin and latex outfits and some bondage delights, they hadn’t introduced Suzy to. Yet!

Perhaps the boss had underestimated the intellect of these two beautiful creatures?

The journey to the dining table was not easy, but Suzy didn’t put up much of a fight. The thought of spending a night tied to a chair, unfed, was sufficient to make her comply, and she gamely struggled to cope with the heels of the high pvc boots which encased her legs. Richard had never worn heels before. Now, he was understanding how unstable they could be, as he lost his balance, more than twice, on the very short, walk, he had to make.

As he made his painfully slow progress, he noted they were in an apartment. He passed a door which was slightly ajar and led into another, much bigger bedroom, housing a much, much, bigger bed. And then a door which, he guessed must be a bathroom. And then they were into the open-plan lounge/kitchen/dining area, which appeared to be the only other room. And there, waiting for him, was his place, at the table!

“Just before you settle down,” says Mollie, “We need to adjust your make-up.” And, with that, she took careful aim, yanked at his lips and pulled them straight off! Fortunately for Dick, his lips were not HIS lips. They’d been painted, over the outline of his own lips, onto the strip of microporous tape, which had sealed his mouth closed, replacing the earlier duck-tape, but equally as effective at keeping the soiled satin panties in place. Now, with the tape pulled from his face, he spluttered and choked a bit, before the white satin panties, appeared from the side of his mouth. With one further, deft, movement, Mollie had also whipped these away. It was a relief to breathe in lungfuls of air and Dick took full advantage, in case the tape was replaced with something even more fearful. But, he could relax, the mouth gag was off, for the time being.

Amanda moved in with her mobile make-up kit. The tape covering had been very cleverly, disguised with a liberal helping of foundation cream, so much so, that, to a casual observer, no-one would have guessed that the painted-on lips were not real. Suzy could have been taken for a walk in the park, and no-one’s suspicions would have been aroused. Although, the pvc costume, the long gloves, and the boots, and her clumsy way of walking, might have been a bit of a give-away!

Within minutes, Mandy had “re-foundationed” the face, all around the mouth area, and removed all evidence of the silencing tape. Now, she very carefully, gave Suzy’s actual lips, a generous coating of lip gloss and, once again, she radiated lusciousness.

“Now this bit is a little difficult, but we want you to kneel down on this cushion, please.” It was Mollie again, giving the instructions. Richard looked despairingly at the place set for him. There was a plump sofa cushion pushed right up to the corner of the dining table and they wanted him to kneel on it? His reluctance to comply met with an immediate shove from Mandy. “Do as you’re told, or don’t eat. Simples!” That, aided by the shove she gave him, and his already precarious elevation, decided him that kneeling might be better than falling, and so he did.

Both girls immediately stooped down with him and brought a length of rope, that had already been prepared, from around the table leg, to encircle his thighs. Having got the rope in, roughly, the correct position, they then hoisted up his ankles behind him, pushing his upper body forward and against the table leg, so that his whole weight was taken on his knees, and then they both pulled hard on each end of the rope. This yanked poor Suzy/Dick/Richard into a firm hold against the leg of the table, with his ankles now in a vertical position and tied back to his thighs. The strain on both the poor victim, and on the pvc thigh boots, was obvious, as the plastic boots crackled and creaked, and the victim groaned, in time with them.

As soon as the two Ms were satisfied that the legs were held tight to the table leg, they instructed their girl Suzy to place her chin on the table corner, which they had neatly padded with a draped towel. She did, and this immediately took some of the strain from her knees. Then, the metal handcuffs were released, and Suzy’s gloved hands were brought round the table leg and a second length of rope quickly had them secured, in front of her, around the wooden leg.

Now, all of Suzy’s weight was rested on her chin, and her bound wrists, which were clinging desperately to the leg of the table, and on her paining knees. The knees were already beginning to suffer and free of any mouth padding, Suzy pleaded to be released. But the girls were having none of it. “That’s the way you stay, until you’ve eaten. Then we’ll think of making you more comfortable. Please don’t ask us for any more favours, Suzy, because, I’m afraid, we’re all out of favours. We learned from a very hard taskmaster, you see. A bloke called Dick, don’t know if you know him? But, he never did anyone any favours, least of all, us. Get our drift?”

Suzy understood absolutely and realised that her comfort was not top of their priority list, this weekend.

And that was how she spent the next 30 minutes.

For every spoonful of lasagne that the girls put to their mouths, one or the other, would, graciously, offer a portion to the poor unfortunate Suzy, from the small bowlful put in her place, just inches from her resting chin. She lapped each spoonful up eagerly, despite the discomfort of her situation, and she looked on enviously, as each girl re-filled their wine glasses from the bottle of Merlot, in the centre of the table. Wine, unfortunately, was not on the menu for naughty girls!

To be fair, even Mollie and Mandy realised, after half an hour, that Suzy was suffering. She was hungry enough to lap up the meagre portions of food offered to her, but, in-between mouthfuls, her grunts and groans told them she was in some pain.

As they finished the last dregs of wine from the bottle, and the last scraps of food from their bowls, they speedily saw to their hostage and released her from the difficult position she was in.

Suzy was too tired to put up any fight, so Mollie and Mandy just let her lie back, half-prone on the floor, for a while, sensing they may have pushed her, just a little too far.

But, as soon as she seemed recovered and, fearful that, untied, she may prove too strong for them both, they soon had her, on her feet, and then seated on the sofa and her wrists re-cuffed in the metal handcuffs, this time in front.

Then a second bottle of wine appeared, the girls re-filled their glasses, laughed and chatted, largely ignoring the special guest, sat between them, but, at least, this time, offering her the occasional slurp of wine, as they behaved as though this was just a perfectly normal night in the M+M household. Suzy didn’t try to engage them in any conversation, knowing it would be senseless. And they didn’t try to engage her in any, knowing they couldn’t be bothered. She’d probably only find something to complain about, in any case!

It was an hour later, the second wine bottle demolished, that both girls announced it was time for bed. They all had experienced a busy night, and they all had a busy day to look forward to, tomorrow. So, they collected up their pvc-clad dolly and bustled her, not back to the small bedroom from which she had emerged, but, rather, into the bigger bedroom, that contained the king-size double bed.

On any normal “date” Richard would have been ecstatic to be shown the main bedroom, but tonight “Suzy” wondered just exactly what the sleeping arrangements were going to be.

Both girls set to and started stripping Suzy of her clothing. First, the cuffs came off, ankles first and then wrists. Then the little silver padlocks were unlocked, from the straps across her bodice, and the padlocks slipped from the buckles. Then, slowly and teasingly, the girls delighted in pulling the zip slowly, down and down, the length of the dress until they reached a point below the waistline. The pvc dress came off and Suzy gasped to see a tightly laced corset, also in pink pvc, underneath the dress and supporting the bright pink stockings that hung from the pvc suspenders.

Now, she had to sit, as one girl attended to each leg and unzipped, and unthreaded, each long, long, black boot from each leg. Then the stockings were off, then the corset, after much tugging and straining to loosen the lacing, and, finally, the gloves were carefully peeled off each arm.

And there, in all his embarrassing glory, stood the bizarre figure of Richard Harding, his face unrecognizable under the heavy make-up and wig, his hairy chest and legs, contrasting starkly with his perfectly smooth, shaved, groin area, and his flaccid cock, hanging and bobbing there in its perfect little pink, plastic, prison, looking ridiculous, against the backdrop of the perfect, pink, lipstick heart that highlighted it.

“Don’t you think this has gone far enough?” pleaded a thoroughly despondent Richard, “I understand you’re unhappy. I know we haven’t always got along, but, come on, this . . . what you’re doing here, this is criminal.”

Mandy laughed, “Oh, Suzy is being a party-pooper. We’ve only just got started, we’ve got at least 40 hours to go. Now, let’s not waste time with idle chitter-chatter, you’ve got five minutes to do whatever you men do, in the bathroom. Have a wash, go to the loo, gargle with TCP, whatever you want. But, please, wash your little cage there, after you’ve pee’d, will you. Wash it really thoroughly, in hot water. We don’t want any nasty smells permeating the apartment, do we?”

Well, at least that answered two questions. Yes, he was keeping the cage on, for the foreseeable future. Yes, he could take a pee in it. In fact, there was an opening at the end of the plastic holder for just that purpose, and, although it would not be easy, at least it was possible.

They took him off to the bathroom and stood, one either side of the door, as he went in. There was no escape and he knew, without a serious fight between the three of them, he was their’s for the night . . . and, possibly, the whole weekend. He was weakened by his ordeal, and decided he would bide his time and get his strength back and wait for a better opportunity. Tomorrow morning, maybe?

Chapter 4

As Suzy exited from the bathroom, she had no time to reason with the girls. One held her arms in a vice-like grip from behind as the other approached her from the front, and a black leather hood descended over her head.

Caught totally unawares, it was a matter of seconds before the hood had completely obscured Suzy’s newly washed face. The wig was still in place, as she had been instructed, but the make-up had largely disappeared. This was of no importance to Mollie and Mandy. That face wouldn’t be seen again until morning.

The hood was quickly zipped up and was different to the one Suzy had woken up wearing. This had tiny perforations all over the face part, making breathing easier but sight difficult. It had no integral gag. That was a huge relief. It still had the heavy lacing up the back and, as this was neatly threaded through the lower small D-rings and pulled in tight, the mask contoured itself to Suzy’s hidden features, and sealed her in tight, for the night. But, as though to make doubly sure that it wouldn’t come off, a strong, leather strap, encircled Suzy’s head, went over her eyes and buckled off in the back. She was, once more, thrust into complete darkness and she was utterly helpless, and at the mercy of her two aggressors.

They had prepared everything meticulously. On the bed, the oversized bed that all three were to share this night, was a long, slinky nightgown, in pink satin. It was Richard’s size, a 14-16. They had researched thoroughly and knew his head, his chest, his waist, his leg and his foot size. They’d guessed the measure for his cock-cage! He wasn’t a big man – he just thought he was!

The satin gown was brought up and dropped over Suzy’s head, as each girl held one arm aloft. Suzy, felt the soft, sensual material float down, over her encased head, and cascade down from her shoulders, over her flat chest and past her caged penis, until it reached almost to the floor. In her heightened state of awareness, under the blinding hood, she tingled at the sensation, as the silky material clung to her naked body.

Once enveloped in the sleek, satin folds of the gown, they steered Suzy towards the giant bed, and, between the two of them, managed to get her sited dead central on the sheet and her body in a perfect straight line. Blinded and muted as she was, by the leather hood, so tightly conforming to her face, Suzy put up no resistance. As soon as they had her in place, Mandy started at the legs and Mollie took the arms. They produced their several pieces of soft cotton cord and began to bind Suzy’s inert body. Several turns went around the ankles, clamping them together. Then, raising the folds of billowy satin, another rope bound her legs, just below the knee. A third and final rope went around her thighs, bringing them inseparably close. Suzy moaned a low moan, as that last rope was pulled tight and bit into her  flesh, just enough to prove uncomfortable.

Mollie was keeping up her end, so to speak, and was ensuring that Suzy’s hands, and arms, were out of action for the night. Two lengths of cord were all it took to tie the wrists tightly crossed, and a second rope slipped under her body and wrapped over her upper arms to keep these tight to her chest.

Then the two girls adjusted and straightened her pink night-dress and then stepped back to admire their handiwork, and agreed that their boss was sufficiently well parcelled, that they could sleep easy in their bed. There were two last ropes to attach and they worked together to secure these. The first slipped through the metal D-ring on the crown of the leather hood, that Suzy wore so neatly. They took the two ends and threaded them through the open wooden slats of the head-board. Then they tied them tight in a neat bow, so that their precious Suzy would keep her head still and not thrash about during the night.

And the very final rope secured her already-tied ankles to the wooden board at the foot of the bed, they gave her body one last tug to ensure that it was entirely straight, and as immobile as they could make it. Suzy grunted under her hood as that last rope was tied home. She was reasonably comfortable and relieved that her bindings were not more severe. She felt she could cope with the prone position and was dead beat, so sleeping was not going to be an issue, at least for the first few hours.

After five or six minutes of frenetic activity, yes, they were satisfied that their boss was going nowhere tonight, he/she was safely parcelled up and they could sleep in peace, knowing their package would be waiting for them in the morning. They gave each other a triumphal, high-five, to say “Good job!” before helping each other out of their fabulously, sexy leather outfits, which had become surprisingly comfortable and relaxed, as they had moulded to their bodies, and slipping into their own satin night-gowns. Their nighties, were of the shorty variety, ending just below the knee but clinging sensuously to their upper bodies. A quick wash, a brush of the teeth, and they were ready to slip into bed. They did, one either side of their precious treasure, who groaned again, part in response to feeling the two bodies sliding into the bed, and pulling up the duvet cover, but largely in response to the utter frustration he felt. To be sandwiched between two beautiful, half-clad girls, and tied up like a turkey. Life just was not fair, sometimes.

As the light was extinguished from the bedside switch, the two girls rested their arms across Suzy’s prone and motionless body, and they held hands, as they fell into a deep and satisfied sleep. Soon, all three were in the land of nod, as Suzy resigned herself to the situation and succumbed to her tiredness.

Tomorrow, would be another day. She wondered what it held in store?

Chapter 5

Suzy probably woke the first. She had absolutely no idea what time it was, whether it was light or dark. Everything in her world was dark, at present. Truth be told, she had no idea where or what she was, on first stirring. It was only as she struggled to move, first her arms, then her legs, that the events of the previous night came flooding back to her. Or him. She was definitely a him, she kept telling herself.

She had hoped, if “hoped” was actually the right word, that this had all been a bad dream and Richard would wake up, a changed person, like Scrooge greeting Christmas Day. But, no, she was still hooded, and she was still definitely bound to a bed. And she sensed that she was, indeed, wearing a lady’s satin nightgown. This was definitely all for real, and that realisation sort of excited her, but she quickly remembered there was a very good reason not to get excited. So, she lay there, frustrated that she could neither see nor feel the two bodies she knew lay either side of her.

It must have been an hour or more before Mandy and Mollie stirred and then another 15 to 20 minutes before any real action. Suzy sensed them moving around, and then feeling for each other across her inert body, and then, they must have connected and, they reached across the top of the bound, still figure that lay between them and kissed a passionate kiss.

That frustrated Suzy, even more. It was her first realization that M and M were actually together, a couple. Richard may have been an arrogant so-and-so, but he could also be quite naïve. He had no clue that Mollie and Mandy were even such good friends, let alone that they shared an apartment, and, even last night, after seeing the massive bed he now shared with them, it hadn’t actually occurred that they were lovers! Now, nerve of nerves, they were KISSING, over the top of him! He knew it was happening, but he couldn’t see it happening and the whole situation was all the more erotic, because of his predicament.

Anyway, they gave him no time to ponder the new revelation. Both were up and out of bed and tugging and pulling at the ropes that had held our poor Suzy safe, for a full 9 hours.

“Good morning, little Suzy. We hope you slept well?”  a cheery voice welcomed her as she stretched her released arms and legs. Now, we have a busy day ahead, so let’s get you unhooded and showered, shall we.” It was Mollie talking and it was Mandy who was now releasing the hood. Suzy blinked as her eyes quickly accustomed to the light, shining through the thin fabric of the bedroom curtains. Even at this time in the morning, her two bed companions looked stunning, and Suzy was again reminded that her wild beast down below was a caged animal, and not allowed to react to such temptation.

Fifteen minutes later and all three “girls” were showered and drying off, wrapped in three, big, fluffy, pink towels. Richard looked like Richard again. The wig was off, the make-up was off and even his little “pinky” had lost its heart-shaped surround. The girls had trusted him to shower and then stand draped in his towel whilst each of them had stripped and showered, and, to be fair, he had played by the rules. Now he discretely dried himself, whilst they attended to each other.

Ten minutes later, the three were sipping coffee, wrapped up back in their satin nightgowns, the girls with their two shorty robes over the top, Suzy supplied with a long pink robe, which swept the floor, and matched her satin gown, as she sat wearing a pair of fluffy pink mules, Size 7.

Yoghurt, fruit and toast, all washed down with another coffee, were quickly consumed, as the girls chatted about the day.

“Okay, now you’re being very good this morning. Let’s hope that continues. At the moment, we’re guessing you probably feel a bit silly, sat here no make-up, no wig? So, the first thing we have to do, is get you back looking like Suzy. Now, we can do it the hard way, which means tying you to the chair and working around all those knots and things, OR, you can co-operate with us, and it will be so much easier. Which way would you like it to go?”

Suzy muttered that she’d co-operate. In fact, she was quite intrigued as to what their next plan was, so she’d decided she’d go along with it, unless things got too unpleasant.

Within minutes, the trio were back in the bedroom and Mollie was laying out her tools of the trade, whilst Mandy was talking to the now acquiescent, Suzy.

“Right, a rough make-up job this morning, but just the eyes and the mouth. You’ll understand why, soon.  Oh, and the nails. I forgot about the nails. Have you ever worn nails?”

Suzy assured her that Richard had never, ever, worn nails.

“Well, all the more reason for you to experience them. Then you might realise what we girls go through to make ourselves into the kind of women, that men like you, expect us to be.”

Without further ado, the two girls set to work transforming a very co-operative Richard into an almost glamorous, Suzy, again. They gave her wonderful eyes, highlighted with blue eye-shadow to deepen the existing blue of her eyes, they gave her eye-liner and mascara to accentuate the shape of the lids and lashes and they glued a top set of false lashes to thicken her top eye-lid. As she sat and allowed all this to happen, Suzy felt another stirring down below and realised that she was actually enjoying being attended to by two attractive females, in this way.

Then, they set to on her lips. A deep red lipstick accentuated and plumped up her lips, giving them a much more pronounced appearance. And, as she watched the transformation taking place before her eyes, Suzy marvelled at how easily they were actually making her look an acceptable female!

Eyes and mouth done, the attention turned to the nails. They gave her a full set of false fingernails that projected out from her own stubby ones. She realised immediately, how these could prove a very definite handicap to anyone expected to work with their hands, a secretary or receptionist, for instance. Fingernails glued and painted, they put a matching gloss of paint on the toe-nails, not bothering to attach a false set here. No-one was going to appreciate a set of false toe-nails, which were soon to be covered up!

And now Mandy was the one who cupped Suzy’s newly made-up face in her hands as she explained what the day was about.

“Firstly, Suzy, did you enjoy that?” she knew the answer already. She knew that their victim had enjoyed it, she had read all the signals as Suzy had sat there fully compliant and even taking a serious degree of interest in the transformation.

Suzy nodded her head. “Yes. It looks amazing.” she muttered.

“Well, now to make you look more amazing.” Mandy continued, as Mollie went to the other bedroom and came back carrying an armful of clothing.

“We know about Mrs. Henderson.” Mandy said, in a very matter of fact voice. Suzy said nothing, but looked guilty. “We know you have a woman that “does” for you. Mrs. Henderson. She cleans for you, she does your washing for you, she irons for you. We even understand she cooks 7 meals a week and freezes them for you?” Suzy gave a slight nod, accepting all that was true.

“And we know that we do just about everything for you in work. We make your cups of tea, we do your coffee, we go out to buy you your lunch, and then we virtually feed you. So, it strikes us, you are entirely dependent on women to see to your every need.” That was also true.

“And we know that Mrs. Henderson gets paid as a company employee! Now, remind me, is that called tax evasion or tax avoidance? And which one is dodgy, and which is downright illegal?” Suzy gulped for the umpteenth time. What she did, or rather, what Richard did, was most probably illegal!

“So, with all that in mind, we have a lovely day planned . . . for us. We think it’s about time you waited hand and foot, on us! So, we’re making you our maid for the day. Oh, I should have said, ‘We’re making you our rubber-maid for the day.’ That would be more accurate. How do you like your little maid’s dress?”

At that, Mollie, who had placed all the bundle of clothing picked up the latex dress that lay on top of the pile and displayed it, in all it’s wonderful, lustrous glory, to an open-mouthed, Suzy.

Even Suzy had to admit it was a thing of beauty. It was made of medium weight latex and was around knee-length. The main part of the dress, in a beautiful, shiny, black, 0.5mm rubber, with the very fine and distinctive smell of latex, was quite plain down the back, but very fancy and frilly down the front. It had a back zip that ran three-quarters of the length of the dress and was fastened off at the top with a padlocked buckle. Once on, the wearer was in it until their Master/Mistress determined otherwise. In this particular case, two Mistresses had to agree to release Suzy. She feared she may be in the dress for a good while!

But the detail on the front, was the thing that caught the eye. The dress was adorned with metallic, purple, latex frills that ran around the scooped, sweetheart neckline, down the two sides of the bodice, around the waist that separated the tight bodice from the full skirt, and the same frilly, latex trim was all the way around the full, circular skirt’s hem. As Mollie displayed the skirt, she lifted it to show two layers of thinner, ruffled, latex under-skirting, again in black, but still edged in the same purple, metallic, latex frill. The ornate underskirting added weight to the dress and lifted the top skirt slightly to puff the whole, extraordinary confection out.

It was a masterpiece of eroticism and Suzy gulped again at the thought of being locked into it.

But, before the dress, there came all the under-clothing. Suzy was ordered to stand and to strip. This time, without any sign of resistance, she did exactly as commanded and stood, fully naked, her male appendage, still locked in its pink cage, now bobbing slightly idiotically, under the girls’ noses.

Apparently, they had tossed to see who would remove it and Mandy had lost, so she stooped, key in hand to unlock the tiny padlock and release the cage from its retaining ring, that circled Suzy’s ball-sac. The cage fell away easily, and a relieved Mandy didn’t have to touch the offending protuberance. A well-directed tug and the retaining ring fell away, also, and Suzy, was left completely stark naked, her penis reacting, for the first time in 15 hours or more, to the circumstances.

Unfortunately, it’s stint of freedom didn’t last too long, as Mollie handed Suzy a pair of tiny, heavyweight knickers, in black latex, and instructed her to draw them up her legs. She did, with some difficulty, and, as the latex panties reached the top of the upward journey, she was told to force her own appendage into the tight rubber of the pants. She did, and as the last visible part of her penis, and its accompanying ball-sac, was forced into the latex cocoon, and disappeared from view, she finished drawing them on, and they snapped shut, enclosing all that unsightly man-flesh. Suzy winced slightly, as the rubber took a tight grip of her undercarriage and held it firm, and safely out of sight.

Now, they encircled Suzy’s waist and bust with a purple latex corset, which did up the front with the traditional busk fastenings, and laced up the back with an intricate arrangement of purple cord lacing, threaded through small silver, metallic d-rings, running the whole length of the extraordinary garment. A few minutes of extreme pulling, and coaxing, ensued, as Mandy held the corset in place at the front, and Mollie saw to the lacing. Suzy grunted, in unison with Mollie, as the strange garment gradually affixed itself to her constricted body. A last mighty heave from the back, and a last gasp from Suzy, signalled that the lacing was done, and Mollie tied all the excess off, in the centre of the back.

Now, the girls took a moment, a. for Mollie to get her breath back and b. for Suzy to get accustomed to the severe restriction of her waistline. The super-strong corset had pulled in Suzy’s waist a good 4 inches, possibly even more, and she was struggling to come to terms with the re-proportioning of her body. But the visual effect was quite stunning. Once Mandy had stuffed the cups of the corset with two gel breast forms, Suzy had taken on the figure of a curvaceous lady. The fact that Richard was quite a slight chap, with only a 30-inch waist, and only 5ft. 6inches in height, added to the effect. Suzy was now, virtually, all-woman! In appearance, at least.

The rubber corset had suspenders attached and so, the latex stockings came next. They were purple in a similar metallic latex as the frills on the dress. The girls had experimented a few times with all the stuff they had ordered and knew that, the stockings and gloves, particularly, would be difficult to get on smoothly. So, they had been prepared. They had talcum-powdered the inside of the stockings, and the gloves, the previous day, and now offered each talc-lined stocking up to each of Suzy’s pale legs. For good measure, they also sprinkled a little of the scented talc onto each leg and rubbed it in slightly, as the stockings rose up.

Soon the beautiful, purple latex, hugged each of Suzy’s limbs, as the girls clipped them onto the waiting suspenders. Now, the long, black, latex, fingerless, gloves made the same journey, up each white, powdered arm, until Suzy’s painted, false nails protruded form the end of each glove.

Finally, the main dressing was completed, as the fabulous black and purple dress rustled and swished and swooshed, as it fell down to rest on Suzy’s shoulders and fall to just above her knee level. Mollie zipped the long zip, right up the back, and Mandy obliged by affixing the small silver padlock through the buckle and locking the transfixed Suzy, securely into her working uniform, for the day.

Now, they could stand back and admire the scene. Suzy was almost completely encased in the luxurious grip of the fine latex garments. Her half-made-up face and neck, poked out the top of the dress, her bright red, nails poked out from the end of each shoulder-length glove. The rest was all latex. As far as the eye could see, Suzy had transformed into a sea of purple and black luscious latex. From her painted toes to her shoulders she was covered! And the sight was amazing. Even Suzy had to accept it looked amazing, as she stared in disbelief at herself, her new, latex-self, in the full-length mirror.

“I hope you like the look?” enquired Mandy, “You won’t believe how much all this lot cost you.” And the girls laughed, knowing that the old skinflint, Richard, could afford it.

Suzy was entranced. She did like the look, but didn’t want to show that to her captors. But she was very impressed with the thoroughness which these two ladies had gone to, to see their little plan through.

However, the girls were not finished. Suzy had wondered why they had spent so long on her eyes and mouth make-up, but left the rest of her face untouched. The answer came next. Mandy had retrieved one of the last items of clothing face. It was a black rubber hood, the same grade latex as the dress Suzy wore. Mandy brought it up to Suzy’s startled face and Suzy pulled back from accepting it. But Mollie was standing by to ensure that there was no resistance and forced Suzy’s face toward the beckoning latex.

It was on in seconds, and Mandy took no time in drawing up the strong rear zip which forced the very forgiving latex to completely mould itself to Suzy’s features.

Much to her relief, Suzy could see, and she could talk, and she could breathe. The mask had eye openings, to show off her heavily made-up eyes with their false lashes. It had a mouth opening to show off her lush lips. And it had two decent nasal holes to allow easy breathing. But it also had two ominous looking press-stud fastenings either side of the open mouth area, and another two press-stud fastenings, either side of the eyes. Suzy understood immediately, that these were to allow panels to fix over mouth and eyes, as, and when, required. But, just to drive the message home, Mollie held up the black latex blindfold which would, or could, fix over the open eye-slots. And then, Mandy displayed the three different mouth pieces that would, or could, fix over the mouth. The flat panel looked okay, and quite acceptable. The rubber ring gag looked uncomfortable. The large black ball-gag looked the cruellest of the three.

Not a word was spoken at this point, but the threat was implicit, and Suzy decided she would do her best to avoid upsetting the two females. She did not fancy another spell, blindfolded and ball-gagged.

The very final items of clothing were the size 7, medium-heel, black, patent, shoes that were slipped over her latex-clad feet and Suzy was almost ready to go to work. The shoes proved far easier to balance in than the boots of the previous night, but Suzy rightly guessed this probably meant she was going to spend longer on her feet.

The girls worked quickly now to complete the “making of a maid” and to get themselves ready for the day ahead. They buckled a black and purple latex collar around Suzy’s neck and attached two slim chains to the D-ring in the middle of the front of the collar. Then they buckled a purple latex cuff around each black, latex, wrist and fixed each of the chains to the D-ring on each of the cuffs. They fitted a wide black and purple latex belt around Suzy’s drawn in waist and clipped four lengths of chain to the large D-ring in the front of the belt. The two shorter of these chains they then attached to each wrist cuff. The longer two went down to meet the cuffs that Mollie was now securing, around each purple latex ankle. And then, Mandy plopped a black and purple latex maid’s hat onto the top of Suzy’s latex covered head, and the latex vision was complete.

Suzy “the Latex Maid”, was ready to serve. Her hands had a degree of movement but could not be lifted higher than her neck or lowered lower than her waist. Her feet had good mobility, but she was hobbled by the chains that attached to her waist and so had to take slow and purposeful movements to avoid overbalancing. In all, she was free to do all the tasks that would be required of her, but sufficiently handicapped as to avoid any chance of escape. The girls were pleased, and Suzy was pretty impressed, too. 

Amidst a lot of giggling and laughter, the girls squeezed themselves into two tight, latex mini-dresses, Mandy in red, Mollie in blue and then handed Suzy a cloth and a spray can and ordered her to polish their dresses, for them. She did, and she got turned on, as she ran her gloved hands up and down their two latex covered bodies.

Then they ordered her into the lounge and kitchen and they sat as they instructed her to go and make them a coffee. She did. And she got turned on as she was told to kneel at their feet, as they sat and drank it.

They gave her a colourful, fanciful, feather duster and ordered her to dust down all the shelves and furniture in the room, as they followed her around. She did. And she got turned on as they followed behind her hobbled form, and chided her for missing bits and for not doing the job properly.

And so, the day proceeded. The girls played music and laughed and chatted, as Suzy continued her duties. They sat and read magazines, as Suzy hobbled around the lounge hoovering the carpet.

At lunch, they sat back, as Suzy struggled to prepare a plate of bread and pate and cooked meats from the fridge. It only required the opening of a few packets, but this was all new to Suzy, and the girls told her off, again, for the mess she’d made of such an easy job.

They watched over her, as she slipped on a pair of yellow “marigolds”, yellow, rubber, house-work gloves, over her own latex gloves, and washed and dried the lunch dishes.

After lunch, the iron and ironing board came out and Suzy was presented with a basket full to overflowing with a dozen pairs of their panties, plus a few items that wouldn’t spoil if, as they assumed she would, Suzy made a complete hash of the ironing. She did live up to most of their expectations. She made a reasonable job of the small area of each pair of knickers, but was hopeless on the bigger items, pillowcases, tea-towels and such-like.

And, for a whole 5 hours of more, the girls had a ball, as they found more and more demeaning jobs for the maid to complete, until they, all three, grew tired of the game, and, finally, M and M told Suzy her work duties were finished for the day. She was to make one last cup of coffee for them, and one for herself, and then she could go and lie down, until she was needed.

To be fair, Suzy had made a valiant effort at every menial task they asked of her. And she didn’t complain. The girls were having a ball. What was more surprising was the fact that Suzy was enjoying herself too. She’d never been in a position of being told what to do. She kind of liked it. And she was kind of turned on by her outfit. And she was kind of turned on by her latex Mistresses. And all thoughts of trying to escape had just vanished. She was looking forward to the next adventure.

Chapter 6

The “next adventure” was a little more exciting than either Suzy expected, or than the girls had planned.

Mollie and Mandy had been determined not to soften in their attitude toward their boss, but, seeing Suzy dressed as she was, looking, every inch a female, and trying so valiantly, without a word of complaint, to please them both, had sort of got to them. As they sipped at their coffees, Suzy had gone, as commanded and lay on the small bed in the single room. She was tired, and she was grateful to take the weight off her feet.

As Suzy lay out on the bed and smoothed down her latex dress and marvelled at the smell and the wonderful texture, the two girls were deep in conversation.

“Are you sure that’s what you want to do?” questioned Mollie. “Of course, I’ll go along with whatever, but we were supposed to be punishing him.”

“Well, I just think, maybe as a little diversion. We can’t make him do any more jobs, today. And it’s a couple of hours before we can make tea.”

“Well, alright. But, then, afterwards, we go back to plan A. And, if we are going to do it, we toss to see who goes first.” said Mollie.

So that was agreed, and Mandy lost the coin toss, so she was going first.

As they finished their coffees, they gathered up the items they needed and entered Suzy’s bedroom, where she was laid out on the single bed, still recovering from her day’s chores. Her empty coffee cup, was on the floor.

“Oh, Suzy,” whispered Mandy, “We’re ready for you now.” And Suzy asked what it was they wanted her to do.

“Well, firstly, we’d like you to wear this,” and Mollie waved a thin piece of black, latex, before Suzy’s tired eyes. It was the blindfold attachment to the rubber hood she was still wearing.

“And then, we’d like you to wear this,” added Mandy as she hoisted up the mouth panel which went along with the blindfold.

Suzy sat up on the edge of her bed, and made no effort to resist, as the eye-covering was snapped into place, on the two press-stud fastenings, waiting to receive it. She let out a small squeal as the press-studs were forced home, the pressure to her temple, hurting her a little. A further little squeal, but this time, muffled, escaped, as the last of the two press-stud fasteners for the plain gag, panel, was pushed home. And then Suzy’s face was a featureless, mass of shiny latex, her sight lost, her lush mouth sealed.

Now, they buckled two leather wrist cuffs, one to each arm, around her slender, latex-covered, wrists. And they bent down to attach two larger, leather, ankle cuffs, one to each latex-covered leg.

They took hold of Suzy by each arm and slowly, carefully, persuaded her to lie back, atop the mattress and then, with Mandy taking the right side, and Mollie, the left, they threaded a rope through each wrist-cuff D-ring and forced Suzy’s arms up and out, till they were stretched as far as possible and then they tied each one, tightly, to the bed post, at their side. Suzy groaned under her latex mouth cover, as she strained to get herself as comfortable as possible.

The two friends, meanwhile, had turned their attention to her legs and were now splaying these out and roping them to the bottom posts of the metal bed-frame.

Now, Suzy’s latex form was spread taut, the only flesh visible in the entire sea of latex, being her ten painted false nails, poking out from the ends of her roped, fingerless gloves.

They left her like that for a good ten minutes. Mollie was getting changed in order to go out to the shops. And Mandy was having a small, stiff drink, before going back to see Suzy.

Suzy lay there, moaning quietly and trying to take the strain from her out-stretched arms, and from her splayed out legs. She was aware the girls had left her, she’d heard the door close, and wondered how long she would have to tolerate this uncomfortable position. The minutes passed, and then she heard the door re-open . . . and close again.  And then there was a minute or so of silence, but Suzy sensed that someone was in the room.

Then she felt hands, on her body. They were feeling her dress, they were pressing against her false boobs, they were running up the side of her hooded face. She squirmed a little in her bonds, unsure as to what was happening.

She had not a clue that it was Mandy, who had returned and was now wearing a long pair of red, latex gloves to match the red dress she still wore. She had not a clue that Mandy was getting herself seriously turned on at the sight, and the feel, of a helpless she-male, clothed head to toe in the erotic coating of purple and black latex and struggling against her leather wrist restraints and the soft, white, cotton, rope bindings.

Suzy longed to see who it was and ask what they were doing to her, but, of course, she could not. So, she lay back and enjoyed the sensation of the two hands that were now rubbing her latex body, more and more vigorously.

This went on for maybe three or four minutes before she heard, through her latex hooded ears, a low moaning from her aggressor. Then she felt a body climb onto the bed and position itself over her bound body. And a hand reached for the latex panel covering her mouth and removed the gag, to reveal the beautiful, full red lips that Suzy had been awarded. Suzy went to speak but a hand closed over her mouth and she heard a whispered “Ssshhh!”

Then, she felt the body shift position and the weight of it came to rest, hovering over her hooded face. And she felt bare flesh pressing down on her lips. So, she did all she could do, and that was flick out her tongue and use it to test the area of skin that was now pressing harder and harder against her face.

At the same time as Suzy’s tongue flicked in and out and played with Mandy’s exposed butt, she felt the hands move down her dress, to its hem, and then pulling the hem of her latex skirt back, before continuing their journey up and up her latex-stockinged thighs. As they reached the suspender fastenings on the corset that had done such a fine job of keeping the stockings taut and smooth, she felt one fastening, and then another, unclipped and realised her panties were going to be pulled down. Suzy moaned and groaned as the full realization of what was happening to her, became apparent. She was being seduced. Her panties were coming down and soon her penis would be free of its latex trap and she had no control over whatever was to happen next.

She felt the gloved hands on her bare thighs and she felt the grip on the latex panties and then, it was free! Her penis was free, and it was erect, and proud, and she was tied to a bed with an unseen assailant coaxing her penis, as it rose up higher and higher.

Suzy’s moans got louder as her tongue worked harder and harder to satisfy the female flesh pressing down on her lips. Her attacker’s moans grew louder as she worked harder and harder to encourage the engorged penis to come to a climax.

Suzy’s tongue found its target and flicked back and forth, furiously, as the sounds emanating from the figure on top of her, told her she was doing a good job.

This whole scenario lasted perhaps 5 minutes before Suzy could hold on no longer and she let out one almighty groan as she erupted. At the very same moment, the unseen aggressor also climaxed, and, after a few seconds of pandemonium, all was quiet, as the hold on Suzy’s erect member was released and the weight against her lips was lifted.

That position was held for just a moment or two before the figure slid down from the top of the bed and then off the bed altogether. Suzy felt a small, wet, pool of her cum, on her bare thigh and moaned softly, as she relaxed back and enjoyed the moment.

Not a word was spoken as the door opened again, the figure who had delivered such a delicious treat, exited, and went to get a sponge and towel from the bathroom. They returned a moment later and studiously wiped clean all the area around Suzy’s leg-tops. Then they wiped and dried her mouth before leaving the room again. More seconds passed, and they returned and held something cool to Suzy’s mouth. It was a drink of water. She gulped down a couple of mouthfuls before pulling her mouth away. Then the unseen gift-bringer, picked up the latex mouth gag and, without a word, re-attached it to the two press-stud fastenings and sealed Suzy’s mouth once more, before leaving the room and closing the door.

Suzy languished back on her mattress, all thought of any discomfort from her rope bonds, had now gone. She was completely relaxed about her predicament. She was satisfied, in a way, she had not been satisfied in a long, long time. Suzy fell asleep within minutes of being left alone with her thoughts. And she remained asleep for an hour or more.

Mollie had returned by now and signalled to Mandy that her shopping mission had been successful. Mandy smiled back to tell her that her part of the plan had gone well, also. Suzy had no idea who had visited her, and would never find out.

They left Suzy completely alone, unaware that she had dozed off, only going to her when they had prepared everything for the evening meal.

But now they were ready for her and both went to the room. As they found her sleeping, they roused her gently and then untied each limb from the bed-head and each limb from the foot of the frame. Then, between them, they led Suzy to the bathroom and encouraged her to sit on the toilet, her latex panties still around the tops of her legs and her latex stockings now slipped to the knees.

Once she had done all she needed to do, the pair, hoisted her knickers back up and once again imprisoned her cock in its latex encasement. They re-attached the stockings to the corset’s suspenders and they led their charge into the lounge and to her dining chair.

Soon, they had her seated and her wrists bound to the arms of the sturdy dining chair and her ankles roped to each of the front legs, and they left her again, as they went back to cooking the meal, just yards from where their sightless and mute prisoner, sat in solitude.

The girls talked in muted tones, whispering and giggling, as Mandy related the story of the bound latex maid and the dark intruder and Mollie talked excitedly about her purchase. She told her friend it would be just perfect for tomorrow’s planned adventure. They sipped at their glasses of wine as the beef stew bubbled away on the hob.

That night, Suzy would be dined, and she would be wined. The girls had decided she’d earned this afternoon’s treat and that she deserved a decent meal. Within half an hour, they were sat down, one either side of her and each fed her alternate spoonfuls of rich beef in red wine, washed down with more red wine. Although still hooded and blindfolded, the bound latex dolly was thoroughly satisfied and gradually got more and more drunk, as the girls got carried away with their celebratory meal.

By 9.30pm. all three were merry, and, the fact that Suzy could neither see nor know who her assailant had been that afternoon, spiced up the evening more. But, all too soon, it was time for bed.

Suzy expected to be released from her chair and undressed, and then bedded down for the night. She got her first wish, but not the second. The girls decided she just looked too good in all that sensuous latex and so would spend the night, between them again, but remain fully clothed in the latex that looked so ravishing. And so, with her cuffed hands tied loosely in front and her cuffed ankles attached together, her blindfold still in place from the afternoon and her mouth re-sealed for the third or fourth time, that is exactly how our heroine spent the night. And she had one of the best sleeps ever, as she looked forward to the next day.

Chapter 7

“Oh, my gosh! She looks fab. Absolutely gorgeous. I love that little frock. It is so you, Suzy.” Mollie was getting herself a little too excited.

But Mandy had to agree. When they’d seen the pretty little yellow satin frock online, they’d both said immediately, “If we’re going to do this, that dress would be perfect for him.” And it was!

Suzanne had woken to find herself, hands and feet bound, fully clothed head to toe in clinging purple and black latex, her face hooded her eyes and mouth sealed under a coating of black rubber. Mollie and Mandy were still sleeping but each had nestled in tight to the latex body between them and loved the feel of the glossy latex against their near-naked bodies. Only the tiniest of satin night-dresses separated each of them from the latex-encased figure that had, hitherto, been their loathed boss, but now represented a beautiful and desirable doll.

They’d soon woken, as soon as Suzy had stirred, and immediately withdrew their bodies from hers. Last night had been an exceptional circumstance, Suzy still had no clue which one had visited her, and today, they had to re-assert their authority.

So, Suzy had been unceremoniously tipped from the bed and then stripped of all her layers of latex. It had stuck to her body and she had sweated under her extreme covering, but this had not stopped her enjoying a wonderful sleep and she was sorry as the last bit of clothing was stripped from her.

She’d showered thoroughly, and then sat patiently as they had done a full make-up job on the whole of her face, this time. The wig from the Friday night had been re-affixed and styled into a medium wavy bounce that just reached her shoulders, and then she’d been dressed.

And here was Suzy, the satin dolly, in a beautiful, bright yellow, satin, girly frock with a mass of net petticoating, which made the small skirt bob and sway out at 45degrees to her waist. The satin was a beautiful, thick, glossy, slippery, yellow, with a high neck that zipped up the back, and it had a black lace frill to the collar and black lace hem to the skirt. It was underskirted with 3 or more layers of stiff, black, net, petticoat. Her arms were sheathed in long, shoulder-length, black, satin, evening gloves, and her yellow-stockinged legs had been zipped into long, long, black leather boots which disappeared under the net skirts, out of view . . . but not out of mind. She had to cope with their 4-inch heels, and was not sure she could spend a day on her feet.

She did look stunning and she felt stunned. She had loved her latex dress from the previous day and was sorry to be deprived of it but, now, it had been replaced with something just as beautiful, just as sensuous, and she was seriously worried as to why this was turning her on. She, or rather Richard, was a man’s man, he was a male animal, a beast, a slayer of dragons and a charmer of women. Wasn’t he? It all seemed so strange that within 36 hours, he was now a simpering sissy under the spell of these two women and completely enthralled by the outrageous clothes and get-up they were making him wear.

He breakfasted, perched up on one of the high kitchen stools pulled up to the small kitchen bar at the “business end” of the lounge. His thigh-booted legs swung free and his skirts rustled with the slight movement of his underskirts.

“Right, we’ll take it easy on you today, so long as you tell us you are sorry for the disgraceful way you have behaved these past months.” announced Mandy, as Suzanne was finishing her last delicate sip of tea from the delicate china cup held in her delicate gloved finger.

Suzy was about to tell them she was sorry, truly sorry, when Mollie held up her hand to signal, “Silence!” “We don’t want to hear it. We want you to sit down at that computer over there,” she pointed to the small laptop on the dining table, “We want you to write a full confession,” she continued, “Admitting your mistakes and acknowledging the error of your ways. Then you can print it off and sign it. In fact, you can double sign it, once as Richard Harding, once as Suzanne Soft-thing. If we’re satisfied with it, we’ll help you cook a nice Sunday roast dinner, spend a bit of time together, and then we’ll take you home. If we’re not satisfied that you are adequately apologetic, we’ll punish you until you are. It’s that simple.”

“Yes, and we want some lovely photos of you in this fabulous frock. We’ll keep those with the pvc ones, when you were in the chair. And those from yesterday, in your lovely latex gear. I guess you didn’t know we’d taken them?”

No, Suzy didn’t know she’d been the subject of a photo-shoot. The idea disconcerted her slightly.

“When we come into work tomorrow, we expect to find a changed person in the boss’s office. We expect to be treated with respect and we expect to be shown appreciation for the work we do. If we don’t get that, then someone, somewhere, will get your photos . . . and some other documents. Understood?”

Suzy started again to say she was sorry but was silenced. “We don’t want to hear it. We want tangible evidence. So, the first step is for you to write down what you think you’ve been doing wrong and we’ll see if it corresponds to what we think you’ve been doing wrong. So go.”

The girls went back into the bedroom to dress, they’d eaten breakfast in their revealing satin nightdresses and Suzy had been getting a little hot under her ruffled lace collar, watching them.

She sat for an hour tapping away at the keys on the computer, reading and re-reading, what she had written, deleting and re-ordering her words until she felt as though she’d written the most grovelling and apologetic epistle that anyone could possibly write. When satisfied, she sent it to the printer in the corner of the lounge and listened as it sprang into action. She retrieved the printed copy and then read it twice before nodding to herself that it was sufficiently demeaning to satisfy her captors.

They, meanwhile, had been busy in the bedroom. Occasionally they had looked out to see a studious, be-frocked, Suzy, tapping away at the keyboard. The front door was locked but, in any case, they were fairly confident she was not going to attempt any escape. Now, they came into the lounge and Suzy swooned at the sight. They were both back in their leathers from the Friday night experience. Mandy in the red corset and matching mini-skirt, Mollie in black . . . but they had accessorized. Each wore long, leather gloves that ran right up their arms to the shoulder. Each wore long, leather thigh-boots that seemed endless. The tops reached right into the very top of each girls’ legs. And they each wore a leather mask, like a cat-mask that just covered their eyes but were studded around the eye-holes to give them the hard, severe, appearance of dominatrices. They were obviously delighted with the look they’d achieved and were in high spirits.

“Right,” photos!” declared Mollie and they picked Suzy up by each arm and led her into their bedroom. They ignored the letter she’d worked so hard to compose, promising to read it later, while she, Suzy, cooked dinner.

It appeared they were taking this photo-shoot seriously. The camera was set-up on a tripod facing onto the massive bed where Suzy had spent two of her best nights, ever. Behind it, they had rigged a floor-lamp to give additional light and all the action looked as though it was to be focussed on the bed.

There followed a gloriously, frenetic, 25 minutes of posing and re-posing. They took photos of satin-frocked Suzy lying across the bed, they took her sitting up, they took frontal shots, side shots and rear views. Then Mandy got on the bed and intertwined her red leather boots with Suzy’s black leather boots and she intertwined her red leather gloves with Suzy’s black satin, until Mollie declared it was her turn and Mandy took the shots, whilst Mollie posed with a bemused Suzy.

The timer mechanism on the digital camera allowed them to take shots of all three of them and they put Suzy into the most outrageous poses they could imagine, as the flash exploded, again, and again, and again.

“Okay, now some of you tying her up,” demanded Mandy, and Mollie pinned Suzy’s gloved wrists to the bed head and her booted feet to the foot of the bed, as the video whirred and filmed and then all the still shots were taken. And, for good measure, they undid all the knots and then Mandy took a turn at the tying whilst Mollie obliged on camera.

Suzy was now exhilarated and exhausted in equal measure, as she lay there, once again spread-eagled on the bed, this time the “master-bed”. She assumed when the clicking stopped, she’d be released. Wrong! The girls had one last plan up their sleeves and left her tied tight to the bed, as they went to get a coffee and to collect the few items they needed.

As they drank their coffee, and the bound Suzy lay patiently waiting for something to happen, they read her grovelling apology. First Mandy, and then Mollie. Both girls’ faces lit up as they read the words their boss had scribed. It exceeded all their expectations. Richard (and Suzy) seemed genuinely apologetic and remorseful. It was good enough for them, so they agreed, their prisoner deserved a reprieve.

Suzy was relieved when the door opened and in walked the two smiling women. One sat either side of her prone figure and stared down at her, helpless form. They smoothed down the satin frock and they straightened the satin gloves. Then they ran their gloved fingers up the smooth leather of her black, thigh boots and under her skirts. Suzy thrilled at their light touch, as their leather-gloved hands brushed her penis.

“Well, Suzy, we have to say, we are very touched,” said Mandy. “Now, all you have to do, is put your words into actions. We’ll be judging you this week to see if you’ve really changed. If not, who knows, you may find yourself here again!” That thought excited Suzy greatly, but she tried to look fearful.

“So, it’s almost time for us to take you home,” continued Mollie, “One last farewell meal and it’ll be goodbye to Suzy Soft-thing!”

“But before you go, we thought we’d give you a present,” added Mandy, as she produced the gag she’d been concealing behind her back, the one Mollie had gone shopping for, the previous day.

Suzy’s eyes opened wide in astonishment as they brought the gag close to her for inspection. She wasn’t sure which end was meant to go in her mouth!

It was a penis gag with maybe a 3-inch thick rubber penis at one side, an oval panel of leather to which that was affixed, and a thinner 4- or 5-inch rubber penis, jutting out the other side. As Mollie lifted Suzy’s head up from the mattress, Mandy prepared to insert the thicker, shorter, end into her mouth.

“Open wide, there’s a good girl. I promise you’ll like this.” And Suzy did as commanded and took the full length of the rubber shaft in her wide, wide mouth. She bit hard onto the rubber, as Mandy and Mollie struggled to pass the leather strap around the back of her wigged head and find its partner in amongst the mass of dark, curly, hair. Eventually, they managed it, and, as they slid the strap through and buckled it as tightly as they could get it, the thinner penis end projecting from the outside of the leather panel, jerked and bobbed in front of Suzy’s wide, wide, incredulous, eyes.

Satisfied that the strap could go no further and that the whole thing was rigid and safely stowed between Suzy’s pretty painted lips, they took another half-dozen shots before blindfolding their guest with a black, satin, sleep mask with an elastic headband that went around Suzy’s head and held the satin tight to her eyes. Now she was ready.

They set the film recording going on the camera, checking that the full bed was in focus. Then Mandy assumed a position at the foot of the bed, kneeling between Suzy’s splayed legs. Mollie stepped carefully up on to the bed, and with Mandy supporting her, slowly lowered herself until the point of the protruding rubber shaft was located right at the nub of her pleasure zone. She held Mandy’s hands in her own gloved hands as she slowly lowered herself closer and closer, without any weight on the face, or the body, of her imprisoned victim.

Now, she moaned slightly as the tip of the rubber dildo found the spot and she rubbed herself back and forth against it. Suzy did her best to help, understanding as soon as the gag had been buckled fast, what her role, in this game, was. Mollie was now on all fours with her rear facing the bed head, and her upraised head facing Mandy at the foot of the bed. When Mandy was satisfied she was fully balanced and there was no danger to either participant, she let go of Mollie’s last gloved hand and left her to enjoy the sensations, as Mandy herself, turned her attentions to Suzy’s nether regions. She allowed her hand to move slowly up Suzy’s satin frock and wend its way amongst all the lovely black netting which was projecting the skirt straight up, and brushing Mollie’s masked features.

As soon as Mandy found what she was looking for, and given there was no cock-cage to discard and no rubber panties to fight with, she started a rhythmic massage along the erecting shaft, and the familiar moan of pleasure emanated from the gagged lips of the bound, satin, dolly. 

Within 5 minutes, the “reward” had been given and Mandy and Mollie both dismounted from the bed and went to get the sponge and the towel to clean up any mess. They’d been careful to avoid the lovely dress and it was just a smattering on the black, high tops of Suzy’s thigh boots, and a little on the bedding that needed attention. Suzy, was lying back, clearly ecstatic that she had earned a second reward, though, again, she had no idea which girl had provided which service.

They left her to rest for a while, as they dismantled the camera and its tripod, and went off into the lounge to check that last 10 minutes of video.

Half an hour later, they were back and for the very last time of the weekend, they released Suzy from her bondage. They raised her up and they massaged her aching limbs.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur. Although now free of any restraints, Suzy kept the kinky, satin, outfit on. And the two girls rejoiced to wear theirs’, as the three set to work around the kitchen worktop and the sink.

Suzy did her best to peel potatoes and carrots, Mandy prepared the joint for roasting, Mollie was making the gravy but was in general charge of proceedings and constantly helping poor Suzy, who was altogether lost in the kitchen.

Between the three, they rustled up a very generous and tasty roast dinner, which they enjoyed, the first proper sit-down meal Suzy had taken for two full days. And she fed herself! Mollie was drinking wine, Mandy was not, she was the designated driver. So, Suzy helped Mollie finish the bottle. And polite, but somewhat strained chatter, took place between the three, as the hour to departure ticked away.

And then, Mandy shot up from her chair and said, “Right, it’s time, let’s get Suzy home. We’ve got work tomorrow and I’m sure Mr. Harding will expect to see us there on time, as usual.”

But Suzy corrected her and said, “I know for an absolute fact that Mr. Harding will not be in the office till 11.00am tomorrow. So, he won’t expect to see either of you before 12 noon. I can guarantee, that will be entirely appropriate.”

The girls were surprised but grateful and then Mandy went to pick up a black plastic bin-bag and offered it to Suzy. They were Richard’s clothes and Richard headed for the small bedroom.

“Whoa. Where are you going?” enquired Mandy, “They’re not for you to wear now.”

Suzy turned, looked at Mandy for a moment, and, realising she wasn’t kidding, smiled a rueful smile. “So, I’m going home like this?” she said, picking up the hem of her satin frock and doing a mock curtsey.

“Too right you are!” affirmed Mandy. “It’s dark now, no-one will be out on a Sunday. Even if they are, they won’t see you. And I’m driving. I’ll take you right to your door. We thought you may want to spend some time in that frock, it’s only 6pm. You’ve got all night. You paid for it, you may as well enjoy it. Oh, and we’ll give you something to take those false nails off. I don’t think you’d better wear those to the office.” She and Mollie both laughed. And so did Suzy.

And thus, ended Suzy’s astounding weekend. One that would live with her for a very, very, long time. One that was to have a profound effect on her . . . and on Richard Harding.

Epilogue

The next day, the two Ms, rolled into work at 11.55am., taking full advantage of their boss’s new-found generosity. As they entered the Reception area, they were aware of the familiar figure of Richard Harding behind the glass door of the main office. He heard them coming in and shouted a cheery welcome through the door. “You’re early, I’m sure Suzy said 12 o’clock!” he shouted. They laughed.

On the desk were three envelopes. One addressed for each of the girls and one that was labelled “Office Supplies Budget”.

They each opened their personal envelope and read in silence. As each of them took in the contents of the letter, a broad smile crossed their lips. By the time they had opened the third envelope, both were giggling uncontrollably.

Their letter said ;-

Dear Mandy (Dear Mollie),

I want to thank you for a very exciting weekend. I was so happy to meet your friend Suzanne. I thought her a wonderful lady, very attractive and clearly talented, and I truly hope I may see her again sometime soon.

Please find enclosed a cheque for £1000. This is a long overdue bonus for the excellent work you do here but also in recognition of the extra work you are prepared to put in, at weekends, in your own time. It has been too long arriving and I apologise unreservedly for not rewarding you sooner.

In addition, and with immediate effect, I am raising your salary by £500 per month, as a measure of how much I appreciate you working here. I would be completely lost without you and I hope that this payment will be sufficient, for now, to convince you to remain as an employee. Please assure me that I may count on you for the foreseeable future.

Again, I hope that Suzy will surface, one day soon. I would very much like to see her again.

Yours, in appreciation, Richard

The second note, concerning the Office Supplies Budget, was briefer. It simply said :-

Please note that I have, today, transferred the sum of £3000 to this account. I trust both of you, absolutely, to spend it wisely, without any referral to me, and simply inform me when it needs topping up with more cash. I have no problem if you wish to extend yours, or indeed Suzy’s, wardrobe. I shall be only too happy, for all three of you.

Richard

The End
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