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A Note on the Illustrations

The illustrations included in this story are intended to help bring Chloe, Charlie, Abby and Felix, and some of the key moments in their story, to life. They are not perfect, and I struggled at times to get certain details, expressions and positions exactly as I imagined them. I found that too much editing often made the pictures worse rather than better, so eventually I decided to leave some small imperfections rather than lose what I liked about the original images. I hope they still add something to the story and help you picture the characters and scenes as you read.


The alarm sounded at a quarter to five, dragging her from a deep sleep.

She opened her eyes and stared into the darkness for several seconds before reaching across to silence it. The house remained quiet around her, and for a moment she was tempted to close her eyes again and sink back beneath the covers.

She knew better.

Pushing them aside, she climbed out of bed. A pale pink satin nightdress fell to the middle of her thighs, its thin straps resting lightly against her shoulders and a narrow band of lace following the neckline. The smooth material slipped across her body as she moved, making the early morning air feel even cooler against her skin.

She slid her feet into the matching slippers waiting beside the bed. They were trimmed with soft pink feathers but raised on narrow three-inch heels, forcing her feet into a gentle arch before the day had even properly begun.

Once she had steadied herself, she crossed the small room and picked up the glass beside her bed. She took a sip of water to ease the dryness in her mouth, then set it back down.

Her slippers made almost no sound against the carpet. It was only when she entered the bathroom that their heels gave a faint tap against the vinyl floor.

Still half asleep, she lifted the hem of her nightdress and sat on the toilet. Her hands rested loosely in her lap as she emptied her bladder and waited for the last few seconds to pass. She cleaned herself, flushed and moved across to the sink.

Warm water helped wake her as she washed her face and body, removing every trace of sweat from the night before. The familiar scent of soap filled the small bathroom as she worked. Once she was clean, she dried herself and began brushing her teeth, working thoroughly over each tooth before rinsing her mouth and wiping the sink.

By the time she returned to her bedroom, it was just after five.

She settled onto the seat before her dressing table and switched on the lights surrounding the mirror. Her dyed-blonde hair fell well past her shoulders, slightly tangled from sleep. Gathering it over one side, she took up her brush and began at the ends, working her way upwards so that she did not pull too sharply.

Long, steady strokes gradually loosened the knots. With each pass, her hair became smoother until it shone beneath the warm lights.

It would need attention soon.

The blonde had begun to lose some of its brightness, and the ends were no longer as neat as they should have been. She made a mental note to arrange an appointment at the salon. It would need cutting, restyling and dyeing again before her Master noticed.

Once she had finished brushing, she divided her hair into sections and began pinning it into the style required for the day. She worked methodically, checking both sides in the mirror and adjusting the pins until everything sat evenly. The last loose strands were smoothed into place, leaving her hair ready for the small maid’s cap she would add later.

She placed the brush aside, stood and reached for the black garter belt laid across the dressing table. Wrapping it around her waist, she fastened the hooks at the back and adjusted it until it sat snugly against her skin. Six narrow straps hung down from it, three against each thigh, waiting for the stockings she would attach later.

Satisfied that it was straight, she sat once more before the mirror.

For several moments, she simply studied the woman looking back at her. Her thoughts drifted towards how it had all begun, in the days long before she met her Master.

Reaching for the moisturiser, she began working it slowly into her skin. Her eyes remained fixed upon her reflection as her fingers moved across her face and neck. When her arm brushed against her breasts, sadness stirred quietly inside her, but her hands did not stop. They continued with the same careful, practised movements while she watched her long pink nails in the glass and wondered when obedience had become easier than hesitation.

After covering her skin, she rested her hands in her lap and waited for the moisturiser to absorb. With nothing else to occupy her, her attention returned to the face in the mirror.

At first glance, it appeared completely natural. It was only when she searched for the features she remembered that the differences became impossible to ignore.

Her forehead was smoother and more rounded now. The heavy ridge that had once shadowed her eyes had been softened, leaving them looking larger and more open. Her eyebrows curved in delicate arches above them, following the gentler lines of her face.

Her gaze travelled slowly downwards.

Her nose had been narrowed and reshaped, its bridge finer and its tip smaller than before. Higher, fuller cheekbones softened the centre of her face, while the strong line of her old jaw had been reduced to a delicate curve. Her chin was smaller too, slightly pointed and carefully balanced with the features surrounding it.

Even her hairline had changed. It had been brought forward and rounded at the temples, allowing her dyed-blonde hair to frame her face more softly.

Eventually, her eyes settled upon her lips.

They were fuller now, especially the lower one, their shape clearly defined even without colour. She pressed them together experimentally, remembering how tight and unfamiliar they had felt after they were first filled.

The face in the mirror was beautiful. That was what everyone told her.

Yet the longer she studied it, the more completely the person she remembered seemed to disappear. No single alteration looked unnatural, but together they had created a woman she barely recognised.

By the time the last faint sheen of moisturiser had vanished, she had seen enough.

She reached for her foundation and dotted it across her forehead, cheeks, nose and chin. Using slow, practised strokes, she blended it into her skin until the remaining unevenness and faint shadows disappeared, leaving her complexion smooth and almost porcelain-like beneath the bright mirror lights.

Next came the concealer. She brushed it beneath her eyes and around the edges of her nose before setting everything with a light dusting of powder that removed the last trace of shine.

She tilted her face from side to side, examining the result, then swept a delicate pink blush across her cheeks. The colour brought warmth to her face and emphasised the softened shape of her features.

With careful little strokes, she darkened and refined her eyebrows until they framed her eyes perfectly. A pale shimmer was spread across her eyelids, followed by a deeper shade worked gently into the creases. She drew a thin line of black eyeliner along her lashes, extending it slightly at the corners, then applied several slow coats of mascara. With every coat, her lashes appeared longer, darker and more dramatic.

Finally, she reached for her lipstick and gloss.

She traced the outline of her full lips with a matching pencil before filling them with a rich pink colour. The lipstick glided smoothly across them, followed by a layer of gloss that left them shining beneath the lights.
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She pressed her lips together and looked once more at the woman staring back at her.

Even before the makeup, she had barely recognised herself. Now, with flawless skin, dark lashes, shaped brows and glossy pink lips, the transformation seemed complete.

For a moment, she simply sat there, unsure whether the feeling rising inside her was pride, sadness, or something far more complicated.

She rose from the dressing table and checked the time. It was only half past five. She missed the days when she had been allowed to lie in, when the morning had belonged to her and she could remain beneath the warm covers for as long as she pleased.

Bending carefully, she slipped off the feather-trimmed slippers and placed them side by side in their usual spot beside her bedside table. Even barefoot, she did not immediately lower her heels fully to the carpet. After so long spent in high shoes, walking on the balls of her feet had become almost instinctive, and she crossed the room without letting her heels settle fully to the carpet.

Moving to the wardrobe, she opened the doors and removed her uniform: a fitted black latex maid’s dress, complete with matching wrist cuffs and a small cap.

She stepped into the dress and began pulling it up her body, taking great care not to catch the polished material with her long nails. One careless movement could tear the latex—or, almost as troubling, ruin the manicure she had spent so long perfecting.

The tight material resisted before finally sliding into place and closing firmly around her figure. It hugged her waist and hips before stretching across her chest, squeezing her breasts together and lifting them beneath the fitted bodice. The pressure made them feel heavier and more prominent, their rounded shape clearly outlined beneath the smooth black latex.

She drew a slow breath as the dress settled against her, then smoothed her hands down the front, removing the last small creases before fastening the matching cuffs around her wrists.

Finally, she turned back towards the mirror and secured the maid’s cap in her carefully pinned, dyed-blonde hair. She adjusted it twice until it sat perfectly straight, then studied the finished result.

There could be no mistakes. Her Master noticed everything.

She picked up the bottle of latex polish and began applying it to the dress. Its faint chemical smell mixed with the sweetness of her perfume as she watched the dull black surface deepen into a liquid shine. The close-fitting material was already trapping the warmth of her body, clinging more insistently beneath her arms and across her waist while her hands smoothed the polish over every curve.

She paused when she noticed the outline of her hardened nipples pressing against the tight material. A quiet whimper escaped her lips, and she quickly lowered her gaze. The reaction irritated her precisely because she had not chosen it.

Reaching for the collar, she placed it around her neck and closed the lock with a soft click. The metal felt cool where it touched the base of her throat, but she knew that within minutes it would warm against her skin until its weight became another constant sensation she noticed only when she thought about what it meant.

Next, she opened the drawer and removed her seamed stockings. Sitting on the edge of the chair, she gathered the first stocking between her fingers and rolled it slowly up one smooth, freshly waxed leg. She repeated the process with the other, taking her time to ensure that the seams remained perfectly straight.

Once both stockings were in place, she reached beneath the hem of her dress and attached them to the waiting straps of the garter belt. She stood and turned towards the mirror, adjusting each clasp and smoothing the stockings again and again.

She checked the seams from the front, then twisted to examine them from behind. One seam was slightly crooked, so she unclipped the stocking, straightened it and fastened it once more. Only when everything was perfectly aligned did she allow herself to breathe.

She checked the time once more. Another fifteen minutes had passed, and she would need to be ready soon.

Moving to the shoe rack, she selected a pair of black, single-soled heels. The narrow heels rose a full six inches, forcing her feet into an unforgiving arch. She lowered herself onto the chair and slipped them on, guiding each stockinged foot into place.

Then came the part she always disliked.

The dislike changed nothing. She closed the slender straps around her ankles with the same care she gave every other part of her uniform. Small locks hung from each buckle, and she fastened them with two quiet clicks, securing the shoes to her feet. The thought of being unable to remove them without the keys still bothered her, but the feeling remained exactly where so much of her resistance now lived: inside her head, unable to interrupt what her hands had already learned to do.

She stood cautiously and waited for her balance to settle before crossing to the full-length mirror. The heels changed her posture immediately, lifting her bottom and forcing her back into a graceful curve. Her polished latex uniform gleamed beneath the lights, while the straight seams of her stockings drew the eye down the length of her legs.

She hardly recognised the maid staring back at her.

After one final glance towards the door, she gathered the front of her dress and slowly lifted it.

She wore no panties. Her Master did not permit them beneath her uniform.

Instead, she wore a small metal chastity cage, designed to hold everything flat and tightly concealed against her body. At its centre sat a smooth metal disc fitted with a narrow internal tube that kept the device firmly positioned.

She stared at it in the mirror and tried to remember the last time she had truly been free of it.

Her Master had locked it around her on the day she formally surrendered herself to him. Since then, it had become such a constant part of her body that she barely noticed its weight unless she deliberately thought about it. Even so, a quiet resentment remained beneath her obedience, surfacing whenever the metal pressed against her or reminded her that its removal was not her decision to make.

The discomfort, however, was impossible to forget.

Her balls remained free beneath the device, hanging normally outside the metal cage. It was only her penis that was locked away, held tightly against her body and denied any room to move or become fully erect.

The pressure was never severe enough to overwhelm her, but it was always there—a dull, persistent discomfort that followed her through every hour of the day. No matter how she stood, sat or moved, the cage remained an inescapable reminder of what her Master controlled.

Over time, that constant awareness had changed her. She had become more attentive to his moods, more anxious to anticipate what he wanted and increasingly desperate for the smallest sign of his approval. Pleasing him offered the only moments when the resentment and discomfort seemed to fade, and she had gradually begun measuring herself by his reactions rather than her own feelings.

She disliked what the cage represented, yet its presence had taught her to seek comfort in obedience. The more completely she satisfied him, the easier it became to endure.

Her eyes drifted towards the calendar hanging on the wall.

Silently, she began counting.

First the days, then the weeks and finally the months.

Her lips parted as the truth settled over her.

It had been almost two years since she had last been completely free of the device.

Twice each month, her Master unlocked the device so that she could be properly washed. Even then, she was never permitted to touch herself. He secured her wrists before removing it, a precaution that had long since become part of the routine, although Chloe rarely tested the restraints now.

It had not always been that way.

In the beginning, the moment the metal came away had felt almost unbearable. She would twist against the restraints before he had even begun, pulling at them as though desperation alone might somehow make them loosen. The sudden freedom made every sensation sharper, every denied want seem immediate again, and within moments the composure she tried so hard to maintain would begin to fracture.

She had begged shamelessly.

“Please, Master. Please, just this once.”

When that failed, she bargained.

She promised to work harder. To wake earlier. To polish every room twice. To wear anything he chose without complaint. To accept another rule, another restriction, another week of denial. She promised things she did not mean and things she did not even understand, throwing each one desperately towards him in the hope that one of them might finally be enough.

“I’ll do anything, Master.”

Sometimes she repeated it until the words lost all meaning.

Anything.

Everything.

Whatever he wanted.

When begging failed, frustration took over. She strained against the restraints, tried to turn towards him, pleaded with him not to stop, not to put the device back yet. Tears came more than once. So did anger. There had been occasions when she had accused him of cruelty, only to apologise moments later when fear of disappointing him became stronger than the anger itself.

He had never needed to argue with her.

He simply continued.

That calmness had been worse than punishment. Her desperation changed nothing. Her promises changed nothing. Whether she begged, cried, complained or remained silent, the routine ended in exactly the same way.

Eventually, Chloe learned.

The restraints remained, but the struggles became smaller. The shouting disappeared first. Then the bargaining. Later even the pleading became quieter, until one day she realised she had gone through the entire routine without saying a single word of protest.

The need had not vanished.

If anything, it had become more complicated.

The moment the metal came away, her body still reacted. A tremor passed through her and her breathing changed as the familiar pressure disappeared. The urge to move her hands could be fierce, but they remained where he had placed them. She knew struggling would accomplish nothing.

Please.

The word still appeared inside her.

Just once.

She could almost hear her old voice saying it.

But her lips remained closed.

What disturbed Chloe more was another change she had noticed only gradually.

She had begun to crave his attention.

Not merely the possibility that he might finally give her what she wanted. Him.

The quiet concentration with which he attended to her. The warmth of another person’s hands after weeks in which that part of her body existed mostly as something confined and ignored. The simple fact that, for those few minutes, his complete attention belonged to her.

She hated recognising it.

There had been a time when his touch had represented nothing except another part of the control he held over her. Now she sometimes found herself anticipating those two days each month, counting towards them despite knowing exactly how they would end.

That frightened her more than the restraints ever had.

She did not want to need anything from him.

She did not want the warmth of his attention to make something inside her soften. She did not want relief to accompany his nearness, nor did she want to feel strangely abandoned when the washing was finished and his hands moved away.

Yet those feelings existed whether she approved of them or not.

Sometimes, while he attended to her, Chloe would close her eyes and remember how furiously she had once fought him. She could remember the promises spilling from her mouth, the tears, the frantic belief that if she only resisted hard enough she might somehow force the situation to change.

Now her body simply followed his positioning.

If he moved her, she moved.

If he told her to remain still, she remained still.

The resistance had not disappeared. It had retreated somewhere he could no longer see.

That was the part she found hardest to admit: her obedience no longer required constant enforcement. He did not have to defeat her every time because somewhere along the way she had learned to defeat the outward resistance herself.

And worse still, there were moments when his attention soothed her.

Chloe despised that truth.

She could resent him, remember everything she had lost and silently wish herself somewhere else, while another part of her relaxed because he was close and because, for those few minutes, she was receiving the attention she had been conditioned to crave.

The contradiction made her feel almost disloyal to herself.

Wanting the comfort of his touch did not mean she wanted what had been done to her.

Knowing that did not make the feeling easier to bear.

When he finished and reached for the cage again, everything inside Chloe wanted those few minutes of freedom to continue.

Years earlier she would have pulled away.

She would have begged again.

“Please, Master. Not yet.”

Now the words remained inside her.

Her body did not recoil. She simply watched his hands, held herself where he had positioned her and allowed him to close the metal around her once more.

The lock clicked.

It still hurt.

Not only because the brief freedom was over, but because Chloe could remember a time when that sound would have made her cry.

Now she merely lowered her eyes.

Each time, the brief taste of freedom made its loss feel crueller than before.

Those short moments without the cage had at least allowed her to notice the changes.

Between the constant confinement and the hormonal treatments that had softened and feminised her body, she had become noticeably smaller. What remained of her former masculinity looked diminished and unfamiliar, as though it belonged to a life that was steadily being erased.

She lowered her gaze.

There was no relief in the discovery. No secret satisfaction. Only sorrow.

The changes had happened so gradually that she had allowed herself to ignore them, but now she could no longer pretend that nothing had been lost. Regret tightened in her chest as she remembered the body she had once possessed and the freedom that had been taken from her in stages, before she had fully understood what was happening or how permanent the consequences might become.

For the first time in a long while, she allowed herself to mourn the man she had once been.

She lowered her dress and smoothed the shining latex back into place. The material gave a soft little creak beneath her palms.

Her hand passed over her own forearm, and the pressure triggered a memory so ordinary that it hurt.

Her wife used to hold him there.

For an instant the warm dressing room disappeared. Chloe could almost feel summer sunlight on Charlie’s skin and the familiar weight of his wife’s arm threaded through his as they walked beside the lake. Ducks drifted across the water. Flowers crowded the borders in pinks, yellows and purples, and the trees above them were heavy with green leaves.

Her wife had worn a brown floral dress that reached below her knees, her hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders. When they stopped near the little stone bridge, she had drawn herself against him while they asked a passing stranger to take their photograph.

Charlie had worn a patterned grey jumper and dark green trousers. One hand had rested over hers.

Neither smile had been forced.

They had talked about where they might eat that evening and whether they should stay until sunset. Decisions so small that neither of them had understood they were worth protecting.

[image: Charlie and Abby together in the park beside the lake.]

The collar shifted against Chloe’s throat when she swallowed, its weight pulling her abruptly back into the room.

She looked at the hand still resting on her arm. The nails were long, shaped and painted pink. Her wedding ring was gone. So was the photograph. Nothing from the old home had been allowed to follow her: no familiar ornaments, no forgotten shirt at the back of a wardrobe, nothing beside the bed that belonged to Charlie and his wife rather than Chloe and her Master.

That absence hurt, but another thought hurt more.

Felix had not taken everything from Charlie in a single dramatic moment.

Charlie had helped him.

Not because he had wanted the destination. Chloe knew that much with a certainty she clung to. But there had been so many moments when the easier answer had been to agree, to avoid embarrassment, to postpone the argument, to tell himself he could undo it tomorrow.

One small concession had seemed cheaper than a fight.

One uncomfortable lie had seemed easier than admitting the truth.

One evening of going along with something had seemed harmless because Charlie still believed he could say no the next time.

Chloe stared at herself in the mirror.

That was the part of the past she found hardest to forgive. Felix had narrowed the choices, manipulated the circumstances and made resistance increasingly costly, but Charlie had repeatedly taken the opening that looked easiest in the moment. Each time, he had believed he was escaping a problem.

He had never understood that the easy exits all led in the same direction.

Her wife’s friend had been the one to introduce Felix. Charlie and his wife understood that Felix was gay, and because of that they assumed he had no romantic or sexual interest in either of them. It made his growing involvement in their lives seem less threatening, and they became comfortable accepting his opinions on clothes, relationships and increasingly private matters. At first his suggestions had been exactly that: suggestions. The pressure came so gently that objecting often felt more unreasonable than agreeing.

Chloe remembered enough individual moments to know how the pattern had worked, but one of them returned more often than the others.

Not here, she told herself.

The clock chimed six before the memory could fully take shape.

The sound pulled her back to the present.

Taking a deep breath, she lowered her hands to her sides and left the room. Even the way she moved no longer belonged to the person she had once been. Her mannerisms had been corrected and reshaped through months of patient training until they came without thought.

Her steps were small and precise, her hips swaying naturally beneath the tight latex dress. The six-inch heels no longer made her hesitate. She moved confidently along the corridor, perfectly balanced and long accustomed to the demanding arch they forced upon her feet.

There was no trace of the awkwardness she had once felt.

Anyone watching her now would have seen only an elegant maid hurrying to begin her duties.

Her bedroom was a small box room at the front of the house. Her Master lived in a modest three-bedroom home in a quiet market town, but only one of the larger rooms was truly used as a bedroom. The second served as both his office and a spare room for guests, while she had been given the smallest room for herself.

She passed her Master’s closed bedroom door without slowing and made her way towards the stairs. As she moved quickly along the landing, she glanced down at the cream carpet, automatically checking it for marks.

It would need vacuuming later.

She added the task to the growing list in her head and began descending the stairs. The thick carpet swallowed most of the sound, but it did nothing to ease the strain of the locked shoes. A dull ache had already begun to gather through her arches, familiar enough that she adjusted her weight without thinking.

When she reached the laminate below, the heels announced her again with their sharp rhythm.

Once, that sound might have excited her. Now it seemed to follow her through the quiet house like another reminder of what she had become.

The living room was large, furnished with two three-seat sofas facing one another across a low coffee table. Beside them stood her Master’s favourite chair, angled towards the television and positioned so that he could see most of the room without turning his head. No one else used it unless invited.

The sound drew another memory from her. She thought of her wife walking through their old home in heels while they prepared for a night out, that familiar sharp rhythm travelling from room to room as she searched for earrings or called out to ask which dress looked better.

A sad smile touched her glossy lips.

Back then, the sound had meant that they were going somewhere together.

She passed through the dining room on her way to the kitchen. Morning light spread across the polished wooden table, revealing several faint stains on its surface. Her eyes settled on them immediately.

They would need attention later.

She added the table to the list of chores already forming in her mind and continued towards the kitchen.

As soon as her shoes met the porcelain tiles, she slowed. The smooth soles offered little grip, and every step demanded more care than she wanted to give it.

A note had been left for her on the refrigerator door.

She removed it and read her Master’s instructions. He wanted a full English breakfast.

Glancing at the clock, she saw that it was already twenty past six. Her Master would wake at a quarter to seven, leaving her only twenty-five minutes to have everything cooked, arranged and waiting for him.

She hurried to the cooker, fetched the pans and gathered the ingredients from the refrigerator and cupboards. Bacon, sausages, eggs, beans, mushrooms, tomatoes and bread were quickly laid out across the worktop.

She moved quickly around the kitchen, carrying pans, opening cupboards and returning repeatedly to the cooker. Every turn had to be measured on the smooth porcelain tiles, and the ache in her arches sharpened whenever she stopped suddenly.

Heat rolled from the cooker and collected beneath the latex. Within minutes a fine warmth had gathered along her back and beneath the high collar, trapped by the glossy material with nowhere to escape. Against it came the rich smell of frying bacon and sausages, followed by buttered toast and hot coffee. Her empty stomach tightened so sharply that she had to ignore it and keep moving.

She would have to wait for permission before preparing anything for herself. Even then, her breakfast would usually be porridge or a small bowl of cereal. Her Master never permitted her to have a full fried breakfast.

That was for him.

She checked the clock again, adjusted the heat beneath the pans and increased her pace.

Everything had to be ready before he came downstairs.

She heard her Master’s bedroom door open upstairs, followed a moment later by the bathroom door closing.

Her pace quickened.

She filled the kettle and switched it on before hurrying back to the cooker. The breakfast was almost ready. She transferred the bacon, sausages, eggs, beans, mushrooms and tomatoes onto the plate, arranging everything exactly as he preferred, with the toast placed neatly at the side.

The kettle clicked off.

She prepared his morning coffee, checking the amount of milk before carrying the cup and plate into the dining room. The hot cup warmed one hand while the smell of the breakfast followed her from the kitchen, making her hunger harder to ignore.

She set everything down and adjusted the cutlery until it was perfectly aligned.

Then she heard the bathroom door open upstairs.

A few moments later, the stairs creaked beneath her Master’s approaching footsteps.

She smoothed the front of her shining uniform and moved quickly to the side of the room. Standing with her back close to the wall, she pressed her legs neatly together and folded her hands in front of her.

Her eyes lowered towards the floor.

Then she waited for him to enter.

Her Master entered the dining room and smiled when he saw her waiting beside the wall.

“Good morning, Charlie.”

She remained silent and perfectly still.

She knew better than to answer to her old name. Even the smallest reaction would have been noticed, so she kept her eyes lowered and her hands folded neatly before her.

Several moments passed.

“Good morning, Chloe.”

Only then did she lift her gaze. A warm, practised smile appeared on her glossy lips.

“Good morning, Master. I hope you slept well.”

The words emerged in a soft, light pitch. A faint tightness pulled at the base of her throat, and the vibrations seemed to flutter high behind her lips rather than resonate deeply through her chest. The physical sensation made the voice feel even more alien, as though she were listening to another woman speak through her mouth.

She cringed inwardly.

Endless practice and surgery had reshaped the sound until the deeper voice she remembered seemed to belong to someone else. She no longer had to concentrate on maintaining the feminine tone. It came naturally now, which somehow made hearing it even more unsettling.

Taking the hem of her latex skirt delicately between her fingertips, she lowered herself into a careful curtsey. With her head bowed, she silently counted to five before rising again.

Her Master sat at the table. He wore only a T-shirt and a pair of boxer shorts, looking completely at ease as he drew the plate towards himself and began to eat.

He was five feet eleven, only three inches taller than she was when she stood barefoot. In the six-inch heels locked around her feet, she rose slightly above him, though she never felt taller when he was near. His presence seemed to fill the room in a way hers never could.

He kept himself in shape without becoming obsessed with it. His build was firm rather than heavily muscular, and he carried himself with an easy confidence. That same relaxed manner, along with his ready smile, made him popular among the friends who visited the house so often.

She remained standing quietly at the side of the room, watching him eat.

A faint shadow darkened his jaw. He would need to shave later.

The thought made her suddenly conscious of her own smooth face. It had been more than a year since she had last needed to shave. Hormonal treatments had slowed the growth, but it was the repeated laser appointments that had finally removed it.

She remembered lying beneath the harsh clinic lights while the machine was pressed against her skin. Each pulse felt like a hot needle snapping against her face, particularly around her upper lip and along the line of her jaw. The pain had made her eyes water, and afterwards her skin would remain red, tender and warm for hours.

Session by session, the dark hairs had grown finer and more scattered until they stopped returning altogether. The rough shadow that had once appeared each morning had vanished with them.

Now her cheeks, chin and upper lip remained completely smooth. She could no longer grow a beard or moustache, even if she wanted to. That part of her former appearance had not merely been hidden or carefully maintained. It had been permanently taken from her.

Her eyes moved to his hair. It was neat, simply styled and cut every few weeks. He was allowed to look ordinary without effort.

She, by contrast, had spent an hour preparing herself before he had even left his bed.

Every detail of her appearance had to be maintained. Her hair, makeup, nails, figure, voice and posture all demanded constant attention. Nothing about the woman standing beside the wall was permitted to appear accidental.

Her Master continued eating, apparently unaware of the thoughts passing through her mind.

Or perhaps, she considered, he knew exactly what she was thinking and simply saw no reason to acknowledge it.

He looked up from his breakfast.

“Make sure this room is cleaned before lunchtime, Chloe. I have guests coming.”

She gave him the smile she had been taught to wear whenever he addressed her.

“Yes, Master,” she replied softly.

He returned his attention to his breakfast, apparently satisfied. Once he had finished eating, he lifted his coffee and began scrolling through his phone.

A message appeared on the screen.

He read it, then laughed quietly to himself.

“Perfect,” he murmured.

Chloe’s eyes flickered towards the phone before lowering again. Curiosity stirred inside her, joined by a faint sense of unease, but she knew better than to ask who had written to him or what the message contained.

Her Master would tell her what she needed to know.

Usually, he waited until it was too late for her to object.

He rose from the table, leaving his plate and coffee cup where they were.

Chloe stepped forward to collect them, but his voice stopped her.

“Leave them. Come with me.”

She stopped with her hands halfway towards the plate.

“Yes, Master.”

She followed him into the living room. The ache already settling into the arches of her feet sharpened as she crossed the laminate in the six-inch heels, but her steps remained small and controlled.

Felix lowered himself into his favourite chair.

Before he even raised his hand, Chloe had an uncomfortable idea of what was coming. She knew the chair, the way he settled back into it, the particular silence that usually followed.

Then he made the familiar gesture towards the floor between his knees.

There was no need for explanation.

Chloe had seen it too many times.

A practised smile appeared upon her glossy lips.

Once, perhaps, the refusal would have reached her mouth before she could stop it. Now it existed only as a thought.

No.

Her body was already moving.

“Yes, Master.”

She crossed the remaining distance and lowered herself onto her knees in the same place she had knelt so many times before. She no longer needed to search for a comfortable position. Her knees found it automatically, her back straightened and her hands settled neatly where Felix expected them.

The short latex skirt rode higher against her thighs.

The movement exposed the tops of her stockings and the narrow garter straps clipped to them. She had spent so long making sure they sat straight that morning; now they were plainly visible beneath the raised hem as she knelt before him.

She wanted to pull it down.

She did not.

Even that had become part of the routine.

Felix watched her.

Chloe glanced up and caught the approval in his expression.

Warmth stirred inside her almost immediately.

She hated that.

He was a man.

That simple fact still awakened something old and instinctive inside her. Charlie had never wanted intimacy with another man. Months and years of repetition had not erased that certainty.

Part of Chloe still recoiled from what Felix expected.

I don’t want to do this.

Yet another part of her was already waiting for the praise she knew usually came when she pleased him.

Felix nodded.

That was enough.

Chloe leaned forward and began pleasuring him with her mouth, carrying out the familiar task with a competence that no longer required much conscious thought.

That disturbed her almost as much as the act itself.

There had been a time when every movement had felt strange and deliberate. Felix had needed to correct her, slow her down, show her what he wanted.

He rarely needed to do that now.

She knew him.

She knew the small changes in his breathing, the tension that entered his body when something pleased him and the particular way his hand rested against her styled hair when he wanted her to continue.

She hated knowing those things.

Felix relaxed farther into the chair.

“That’s it.”

The words were familiar too.

Warmth spread low through Chloe’s body, pressing uselessly against the confinement beneath her uniform.

She despised the response.

But she knew it almost as well as she knew his.

This happened too often for her to pretend surprise anymore.

The revulsion came.

Then his approval.

Then, humiliatingly, the warmth.

She could almost have predicted the order.

Felix was a man.

Felix was also her Master.

Those two truths pulled her in opposite directions every time.

She wanted to stop.

She wanted him to tell her she was doing well.

She wanted distance.

She wanted the look she knew would appear in his eyes if she pleased him properly.

His breathing deepened.

Chloe noticed immediately.

There.

She recognised the change before Felix made any sound.

A small spark of satisfaction appeared.

She had caused it.

Charlie recoiled from the thought.

Chloe wanted more.

She adjusted instinctively, responding to him without waiting for instruction.

His hand settled against her hair.

“Good girl.”

Heat rushed into Chloe’s cheeks beneath her makeup.

The words still worked.

That was perhaps the most humiliating part.

She had heard them here before. Many times. She knew when they were likely to come and knew what they would do to her.

Yet anticipation had not weakened their effect.

If anything, it had made it stronger.

Felix noticed her blush.

A faint smile appeared.

“My good girl.”

Chloe’s eyes lowered.

Again.

The same possessive words.

The same involuntary warmth.

The same private resentment afterwards.

And still she wanted to hear them.

Felix’s breathing became heavier.

“Keep going.”

She obeyed.

There had once been occasions when he needed to repeat himself.

Not anymore.

Chloe knew the routine too well.

She knew when he was growing close to satisfaction and knew, from experience, that the next few minutes would probably leave her lipstick smeared and her eyes watering. Somewhere upstairs, wipes, mascara, lipstick and gloss waited beside her dressing-table mirror.

The absurd practicality of the thought made humiliation twist through her.

Even cleaning herself afterwards had become routine.

A brief cough interrupted her composure.

Her eyes filled with moisture.

She recovered more quickly than she once had, drawing a controlled breath and blinking hard before continuing.

Felix eased slightly.

“That’s it. Good girl.”

Chloe closed her eyes.

The praise reached her at precisely the moment she wanted to stop.

And, as it had before, it helped her continue.

Another cough came later, sharper this time. Moisture spilled over one lower eyelid and traced a thin dark line of mascara down her cheek.

Chloe felt it immediately.

She knew exactly what she would find in the mirror afterwards.

Smudged lipstick.

Dark streaks beneath her eyes.

Loose strands of blonde hair where Felix’s hand had disturbed the carefully pinned style.

She had repaired the same damage before.

More than once.

That knowledge made the whole thing feel more degrading.

Felix looked down.

“You’re doing very well.”

Pride flickered inside her.

She hated it.

Yet she continued without needing another instruction.

The contradictions were familiar now too.

She disliked what she was doing.

She enjoyed knowing she was good at pleasing him.

She recoiled from giving pleasure to a man.

She desperately wanted to please her Master.

She wanted it over.

She wanted another good girl before it ended.

None of those feelings had disappeared merely because she had experienced them before.

Repetition had not resolved the contradiction.

It had simply made her better at living inside it.

Felix’s breathing grew increasingly uneven.

Chloe recognised the signs.

Of course she did.

She knew what was coming long before his composure finally broke.

“Don’t stop.”

She continued.

Not because Charlie had secretly wanted this.

Not because repetition had transformed revulsion into consent.

She continued because repetition had transformed the act into something terribly familiar, and because Felix had spent years tangling his satisfaction with her own need for attention, approval and praise.

His body suddenly stiffened and a deep involuntary sound escaped him.

Chloe remained where experience had taught her to remain.

Her breath caught. Her eyes watered again, and a moment later her throat moved reflexively as Felix’s tension finally began to leave him.

She waited.

She knew better than to move too soon.

Only when his hand relaxed completely did Chloe sit back on her heels.

She swallowed carefully.

Her throat felt uncomfortable, and the familiar unpleasant aftertaste lingered as another reminder of what had just happened.

Felix looked down at her.

“Very good, Chloe.”

There it was.

The ending she had expected.

Her cheeks burned anyway.

“Thank you, Master.”

Felix reached for his phone.

And just as predictably, his interest in the moment disappeared almost immediately.

Chloe remained kneeling for another second.

She had done this often enough that she knew what came next too.

“Fix your hair and makeup,” Felix said. “Then carry on with your chores.”

“Yes, Master.”

Chloe rose and tugged her skirt back into place, smoothing the shining latex flat over her thighs.

Her movements possessed the efficiency of repetition.

Even before she left the room, part of her mind had already begun cataloguing what needed repairing upstairs.

Hair.

Mascara.

Lipstick.

Water.

Then back downstairs.

The fact that she could organise the aftermath so calmly made her feel more humiliated than panic would have.

This was no extraordinary event in Chloe’s life.

That was the dreadful part.

It had become part of an ordinary morning.

She returned quickly to her room and sat before the dressing-table mirror. For several seconds she did nothing.

The warm bulbs surrounding the glass showed her exactly what the last few minutes had done to her carefully prepared appearance. Several strands of dyed-blonde hair had worked loose around her face, though the small white maid’s cap remained in place. Her rich pink lipstick was smeared beyond the edges of her lips, and dark mascara had run beneath her eyes in thin streaks where they had watered. Against the immaculate shine of her black latex uniform, the disorder of her face looked even more pronounced.

Chloe stared at her reflection with quiet exhaustion.

She looked used.

[image: Chloe looking at her smeared lipstick and tear-streaked mascara in the dressing-table mirror.]

The thought brought a fresh flush of humiliation to her cheeks.

A faint, unmistakable aftertaste still lingered in her mouth. She swallowed, immediately regretted doing so, then reached for the glass of water beside the dressing table. Taking a small sip, she held it in her mouth for a moment before swallowing. It helped, but not enough. She drank again, more deeply this time, trying to wash away the taste and the memory attached to it.

When she set the glass down, her eyes returned reluctantly to the mirror.

Good girl.

The words came back with uncomfortable clarity, followed by the warmth they had caused when Felix said them. Chloe hated that remembering his praise could still affect her when the sight of herself made her feel so demeaned.

She pushed the thought aside and reached for a cotton pad.

Beginning at her mouth, she carefully wiped away the ruined lipstick and gloss, cleaning the colour from the corners of her lips until no visible trace remained. She took another pad and worked beneath her eyes, removing the dark streaks of mascara one slow pass at a time. The first wipe only smeared them farther across her cheeks, forcing her to clean the skin again until the black stains finally disappeared.

Once her face was clean, she dealt with her hair. She found the loosened strands, pinned them neatly back into place and smoothed the surface with her fingertips until the style once again looked untouched.

Then she began rebuilding the face Felix expected to see.

Concealer covered the slight redness beneath her eyes. Powder restored the smooth, porcelain finish to her complexion. She reapplied her mascara, checking each lash in the bright mirror lights, then reached for the lipstick.

She drew the fresh pink lipstick slowly across lips that still seemed to remember what they had just been used for.

Chloe paused.

For one brief moment she stared at herself with the lipstick held motionless in her hand, sorrow showing plainly in the eyes of the perfectly dressed maid reflected before her.

Then training took over.

She finished applying the colour, pressed her lips together and added a fresh layer of gloss. One final inspection followed: hair neat, maid’s cap straight, eyes flawless, lipstick perfect, shining black uniform without a mark.

By the time Chloe rose from the dressing table, every visible piece of evidence had disappeared.

She looked exactly as she had before.

Only she knew what had happened.

She began her chores, her hunger growing steadily as the morning passed. Her Master had not given her permission to eat, and she was not permitted to ask.

She started with the remains of his breakfast. The plate still smelled faintly of bacon and grease as she carried it into the kitchen, an unpleasant temptation when her own stomach was empty. Hot water softened the skin of her hands while washing-up liquid replaced the lingering food smells with something sharp and clean. She washed each item carefully, dried it and returned it to its proper place before wiping down the worktops and cooker.

Once the kitchen was finished, she moved into the dining room.

She sprayed polish onto the wooden table. Its citrus scent rose around her as she worked the cloth across the surface in long strokes, and for a moment the reflection in the dark wood became another table entirely.

A restaurant.

Charlie had been sitting beside his wife with Felix and her friend opposite them. Chloe could no longer remember what they had ordered, only the half-finished glasses on the table and the sudden tension after Felix asked a question that should have remained private.

Charlie had answered first.

“That’s between us.”

His wife’s friend gave a small laugh.

“Why are you being so insecure, Charlie? She can answer for herself.”

The accusation had landed perfectly because objecting to it seemed to prove it.

His wife had looked at him, embarrassed now rather than reassured. Felix had immediately raised a hand, his manner calm and reasonable.

“Forget it. I don’t want to cause trouble between you.”

That had been the clever part. Felix withdrew before Charlie could properly accuse him of anything, leaving Charlie looking like the person who had spoiled the mood.

“It’s fine,” his wife had said. “They’re our friends.”

Charlie remembered seeing the choice in front of him. He could insist, turn dinner into an argument and risk making his wife feel he did not trust her, or he could take the easy way out and end the discomfort.

So he had smiled.

“Yeah. Fine.”

One word.

Chloe stopped polishing.

Her reflection stared faintly back at her from the gleaming table, distorted by the grain of the wood.

That dinner had not destroyed their marriage. Nothing so obvious had happened. They had finished eating. They had probably laughed again before the evening ended. That was precisely why it had worked.

The next concession had been easier because Charlie had already surrendered the principle once.

Then another.

He had kept telling himself that avoiding one argument was not the same as giving Felix control. By the time he understood the cost of all those easy choices, there were too many of them behind him to pretend they had meant nothing.

Chloe pressed the cloth harder against the table and finished the last section.

The present returned through the ache in her wrist, the tight warmth of the latex against her skin and the clean chemical scent of the polish.

Then she filled a bucket and began mopping the floor. The cooler air near the damp boards touched the backs of her stockinged legs while she worked carefully around the furniture, her feet protesting whenever she shifted her weight in the locked heels.

[image: Chloe mopping the dining-room floor in her maid uniform.]

From the living room, she could hear the television playing.

Her Master had settled comfortably into his chair while she worked. Occasionally, his laughter carried through the doorway, light and relaxed.

Chloe paused for only a moment, gripping the mop handle as another wave of hunger tightened her stomach.

Then she released a quiet sigh and continued cleaning.

Just before she finished the dining room, her Master appeared in the doorway.

“Chloe.”

She stopped what she was doing and turned towards him.

“Yes, Master?”

“You may have your breakfast when you’ve finished in here.”

Relief flickered across her face, though she quickly replaced it with the composed smile expected of her.

“Thank you, Master.”

“You may have cornflakes,” he continued. “But make sure your makeup is perfect before the guests arrive for lunch.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you.”

Satisfied, he turned and returned to the living room.

Chloe watched him leave before resuming her work. She finished mopping the remaining section of floor, checked the polished furniture once more and returned everything to its proper place.

Only when the dining room met his standards did she carry the cleaning supplies back into the kitchen and allow herself to think about breakfast.

She took a bowl from the cupboard and poured in a modest helping of cornflakes, followed by enough cold milk to cover them. She added no sugar. Her Master controlled what she ate, and unnecessary sweetness was not permitted.

Carrying the bowl and spoon into the dining room, she placed them neatly at one end of the table before lowering herself into the chair. Even when alone, her posture remained deliberately feminine and demure. She kept her back straight, her shoulders relaxed and her knees pressed together beneath the table, with her ankles crossed neatly to one side.

She ate in small, measured spoonfuls, taking care not to drip milk onto her glossy uniform or disturb her lipstick. The room remained silent around her, and she resisted the temptation to hurry, maintaining the graceful manners that had been corrected and practised until they felt almost automatic.

[image: Chloe eating a small bowl of cornflakes at the dining table.]

When she had finished, she carried the empty bowl and spoon back to the kitchen, washed and dried them, then checked her reflection in the small kitchen mirror.

Her makeup still looked presentable, but not perfect.

One glance was enough. Presentable was not the same as perfect, and she already knew what was expected. She turned towards the stairs to repair it before the guests arrived.

She passed through the dining room and stopped outside the living room. She was not permitted to enter the living room without permission while her Master was inside, so she raised her hand and knocked gently.

A moment later, his voice came from within.

“Enter.”

She opened the door and stepped into the room, keeping her posture straight and her hands folded neatly before her.

“May I go and fix my makeup, Master?”

He gave a small nod without taking his eyes from the television.

Chloe waited a moment to be certain she had been dismissed.

“Thank you, Master.”

She lowered her gaze, backed away from the doorway and quietly returned upstairs.

After repairing her lipstick again that morning, Chloe glanced at the clock. It was already half past eleven.

There would not be enough time to vacuum the stairs before the guests arrived, so she decided to tidy her Master’s bedroom instead and collect the clothes he had left there.

She took the laundry basket from the bathroom and carried it into his room. His discarded clothes lay where he had dropped them, scattered across the floor and furniture. She gathered each item and placed it into the basket before turning her attention to the bed.

She straightened the sheets, smoothed the duvet and arranged the pillows until everything appeared neat and undisturbed.

When she had finished, she returned the basket to the bathroom, making a mental note to take the clothes downstairs and wash them later.

While Chloe was still in the bathroom, she heard her Master enter his bedroom.

“Chloe,” he called. “They’ll be here soon. Wait by the front door while I get dressed.”

“Yes, Master.”

She left the bathroom and made her way downstairs, placing each foot securely on the carpeted steps. The high heels forced her to move slowly, one hand hovering near the banister until she reached the hallway.

She took her place beside the front door, standing with her legs together, her hands folded neatly in front of her and her eyes lowered.

Then she waited.

[image: Chloe waiting obediently beside the front door for the expected guests.]

The hallway settled into a heavy silence around her.

Upstairs, she could hear the occasional muted movement of her Master getting dressed: a drawer opening, a floorboard giving a soft complaint, then quiet again. Down here there was only Chloe, the front door and the steady discomfort of waiting.

The morning had begun before dawn. Her arches ached inside the locked heels. Heat still lingered beneath the latex despite the cooler hallway, and the collar rested heavily against the base of her throat. Beneath the sweet perfume she had applied that morning, she could still catch the faint clean scent of powder and cosmetics from the makeup she had repaired yet again.

She kept her hands folded.

Her Master had been pleased by the message on his phone.

Guests were coming.

That was all she had been told.

Curiosity pressed at her, but it produced no movement towards the living room and no question called up the stairs. Chloe simply waited in the position expected of her.

When the doorbell finally rang, the sudden sound seemed unnaturally loud.

Her shoulders tightened before training corrected them.

She drew one slow breath.

Chloe.

The name settled into place with the rest of the presentation: back straight, knees together, hands composed, expression warm. Whatever exhaustion or humiliation belonged to the morning could remain behind the smile. The people on the other side of the door would see what her Master expected them to see.

She stepped forward.

For a moment her hand rested on the lock. The cool metal pressed against her fingertips.

Then she turned it.

The door opened.

Chloe’s practised smile survived for less than a second.

She saw the first woman, and recognition brought an immediate flicker of unease.

Then her gaze moved past her.

A second woman stood on the doorstep.

Chloe froze.

Something about the face was different enough to confuse her, yet the eyes struck through every change. Familiar eyes. Eyes she knew from another house, another life, from mornings when neither of them had needed permission to speak or eat or leave.

Her breath stopped.

The hallway, the ache in her feet and the weight of the collar seemed to disappear at once.

No.

Her fingers tightened around the edge of the door.

The first woman watched recognition spread across Chloe’s face. A cruel, knowing smile appeared.

“Hello, Charlie.”

The name shattered the composure Chloe had assembled only seconds before.

She did not answer.

She could not.

For the first time that morning, obedience and shock left her completely still for the same reason.
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