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A Note on the Illustrations

The illustrations included in this story are intended to help bring Chloe, Dolly, Laura and Felix, and some of the key moments in their story, to life. Please treat them as illustrations rather than exact records of every detail in the text. They are not perfect, and some clothing, expressions, positions or small details may differ from the story. I struggled at times to get certain images exactly as I imagined them, and found that too much editing often made them worse rather than better. I decided to leave a few 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.


Goodbye, Charlie

Chloe stood facing the bed, barefoot and without makeup, the belt of her dressing gown tied at her waist. Her blonde hair hung around her shoulders, dry but flattened in places by the shower cap. She had combed through it with her fingers, but would need to arrange it properly before going downstairs.

The clock on her dressing table ticked in the quiet room. She glanced at it and thought of the sleep she might have been getting by now. Her feet ached from the locked six-inch heels she had worn for most of the day, and the bruises left by Felix's punishment throbbed whenever her gown brushed against them. On the duvet lay the bag he had instructed her to open, pale pink and white fabric visible between its handles.

"It's only clothes," she murmured, reaching inside.

The ring on her right hand caught the light. Chloe stopped and turned her hand, watching the little stone glitter beneath the dressing-table bulbs. Abby's wedding ring fitted so naturally that a stranger might assume she had worn it for years. She remembered Abby twisting it whenever she was thinking, or resting that hand against Charlie's chest while they watched television. Charlie had rarely thought about the ring then. Now Chloe seemed incapable of leaving it alone.

Felix had placed it on her finger after making her sign the divorce papers. Once the divorce was final, he intended to marry her. He had announced it with the satisfaction of someone whose plans were proceeding exactly as expected. Chloe rubbed her thumb against the band, remembering the last ordinary evenings she and Abby had spent together. Those memories remained painfully clear.

She lowered herself onto the edge of the bed, wincing as the bruises from dinner met the mattress. Shifting onto one hip helped. The gown slipped above her knees, and she absently smoothed it down as her thoughts turned to the photograph Felix and Laura had made them destroy. She could still see Abby outside the church, turning towards Charlie with her dress gathered in one hand. The torn pieces lay somewhere in the wheelie bin beneath the kitchen rubbish.

"Oh, Abby." Chloe pressed her fingers together until the ring dug into the next finger, then forced herself to loosen them. Abby was downstairs with Laura. All evening Chloe had searched for some indication of what her wife was feeling, and every time she thought they might connect, Laura had drawn Abby's attention away.

The clock ticked again. Master was waiting. Chloe drew the bag towards her and lifted out a white underbust corset with delicate baby-pink detailing. It was heavier than it looked, its reinforced boning resisting when she tried to bend it. She checked the front fastenings and lacing before laying it across the duvet. Next came a pair of fine white hold-up stockings, each finished with a broad lace band. She stroked the material, appreciating its softness and the absence of seams she would have to keep straight.

The final garment was a pale pink babydoll. It was almost weightless, with white lace around the cups and neckline, narrow shoulder straps and a sheer skirt that barely reached the tops of her thighs. She held it against herself and saw the outline of her fingers through the fabric.

"Oh, Master."

Felix had chosen it for a reason. The corset would remain visible beneath it, as would her cage. Chloe could already imagine Laura's reaction when she returned downstairs. She was tired of having every detail of her appearance examined and turned into a joke. She wanted a nightdress, a dark room and a few hours in which nobody expected anything of her.

Even so, she found herself admiring the stitching. The delicate colours complemented one another beautifully, and the fabric felt far nicer than the latex she had worn all day. She disliked how readily she could appreciate an outfit chosen partly to embarrass her. After laying it beside the other pieces, she worked out the order in which to dress and stood to remove her gown.

She folded it carefully and hung it beside the wardrobe, straightening the sleeves and leaving the belt hanging evenly. On her way back to the bed she glanced over her shoulder and gave a faint, tired smile. Charlie would once have dropped it on a chair. Felix's years of corrections had made such tidiness almost automatic.

At the full-length mirror, she paused. Her skin was smooth and still carried the faint scent of soap. She touched her waist, then looked up at the face that had once seemed so strange: the softer jaw, refined nose, delicately arched brows and full lips. Her breasts, narrow waist and rounded hips belonged to the body she lived in every day. The changes had become ordinary by degrees, until she could no longer identify the moment when she had stopped expecting to see Charlie in the glass.

"You really are pretty, aren't you?" she said, then felt embarrassed by her own vanity.

She enjoyed aspects of her appearance. She could admit that much when she was alone. She liked her hair, her soft skin and knowing how to make herself look beautiful. That enjoyment sat uneasily beside her memories of the man she had been, but she had already spent too long thinking about him tonight. She turned back to the bed and gathered the first stocking.

She rolled it carefully towards the toe, keeping her nails clear of the delicate weave, and slipped it over her right foot. The fabric felt cool at first, then warmed against her skin as she eased it up her calf and past her knee. She positioned the lace band high on her thigh and smoothed the material until it lay flat. The second stocking went on just as easily. Standing to check the bands, she was relieved to find that they were level. During her early training, seamed stockings had sometimes taken an age to arrange to Felix's satisfaction. Tonight there was no dark line to twist out of place.

At the shoe rack she selected pink strappy heels to match the lingerie. Felix had not specifically told her to wear shoes, but returning downstairs barefoot seemed unthinkable after so long being expected to present herself properly. These were five inches high, an inch lower than the locked pair she had finally been allowed to remove.

"Only five tonight," she muttered as she fastened the second strap.

The heels shifted her weight forward. Her tired arches protested, but her ankles found their balance at once; after three years of practice, five-inch heels presented no difficulty. She admired the delicate straps against the white stockings, then returned to the bed for the corset. It would look lovely, even if her feet would have preferred slippers.

She wrapped the corset around her waist, settled the top beneath her breasts and closed the front fastenings. After checking that no fabric had folded against her skin, she turned towards the mirror and reached behind herself for the laces. Working gradually, she tightened them until the boning held her ribs and drew her waist inward. She paused to breathe, checked the gap and secured the knot. The fit was snug enough for Felix without preventing her from moving, provided she kept her back straight.

"At least he doesn't like it as tight as Lau—" She caught herself. "Mistress Laura."

Chloe looked towards the bedroom door, embarrassed by the reflex. Nobody had heard her, yet the correction had come as naturally as breathing. She checked the knot once more before lifting the babydoll over her head. The fabric settled softly across her chest and drifted down over the corset. She adjusted the straps and let the skirt fall. Its lightness was a welcome change after the heavy latex uniform she had worn all day.

She took in the outfit in the mirror, then made herself turn away before she began checking everything twice. The pale colours suited her, and the corset gave her figure a pretty shape. She would have to trust that it was enough. Her face still needed attention.

At the dressing table she lowered herself carefully onto the padded stool. The mirror showed faint swelling around her eyes and a little redness left by the tears she had shed earlier. Felix would notice if she returned looking as exhausted as she felt.

"Right. We'd better do something about that."

She blended foundation across her face, added concealer beneath her eyes and set it with a light dusting of powder. A soft rosy blush suited the pale lingerie better than the stronger colour she wore with her maid's uniform. She gave her eyelids a wash of shimmering pink, deepened the creases and drew a fine line along the upper lashes. Mascara followed. The routine steadied her because each movement required concentration and she knew exactly what she was trying to achieve.

Felix was especially particular about her lips. Chloe outlined their manufactured fullness with a muted pink pencil, keeping the Cupid's bow defined, then worked a deeper rose shade into the centre of her mouth. She blended it gently towards the edges before adding clear gloss until the surface caught the light. The result was soft, beautifully graduated and very shiny. She turned her face a little to check the finish and felt a brief, genuine pleasure in having done it well.

Her hair had remained dry beneath the shower cap, but needed tidying. She brushed through the blonde lengths, twisted them into a relaxed arrangement and pinned them in place, leaving a few soft strands beside her cheeks. It looked less formal than the style she wore beneath her maid's cap, and better suited the babydoll. She reached for the perfume Felix had bought her and applied a little to her neck and wrists, choosing its familiar fragrance rather than the stronger scent she sometimes wore with her uniform.

The woman in the mirror appeared rested and almost cheerful. Chloe knew how misleading that was. Her feet hurt, her bruises remained tender and Abby's ring kept drawing her attention back to the dining room. She touched the skin beneath one eye, careful not to disturb the makeup.
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"Please don't start crying again."

She stood and looked down at the outfit. The sheer skirt barely reached her upper thighs. Beneath it, the cage was unmistakably visible, with her balls hanging free below the metal. Her thoughts returned to the consent form, the signature beneath its clinical description and Monday's appointment. She had lived with the cage so long that it seemed part of her. Monday's surgery would change her body permanently, and no amount of familiarity could make that thought easier to face.

Chloe caught the hem between her fingers and drew it lower. When she released it, the material settled back into place. She swallowed and raised her eyes to the mirror. She had done everything Felix asked; another five minutes of adjusting the fabric would change nothing. Turning away, she crossed to the door and went downstairs.

* * *

While Chloe dressed upstairs, Dolly sat beside her Mistress on the living-room sofa, her latex-covered hands arranged in her lap. The leash attached to her rigid posture collar lay loosely between them, its handle beside Laura's thigh. Across the room Felix relaxed in his armchair, drinking and talking with Laura as though nothing remarkable had happened at dinner.

The stimulation that had overwhelmed Dolly earlier had finally been reduced. She could think without constantly fighting to concentrate, although exhaustion had settled into every part of her body. Her calves throbbed inside the ballet boots, and the corset prevented her from leaning comfortably against the cushions. Mistress removed her collar and boots only when washing her properly; Dolly would sleep in them tonight, as she always did. She knew the rules so thoroughly that she no longer spent time imagining exceptions.

In the quiet between Laura's remarks, her thoughts returned to the dining room. She could remember holding the pen and signing where Mistress indicated, then taking the wedding photograph in her gloved hands and tearing it apart. The pieces had separated with so little effort that she had scarcely believed what she was doing until Charlie's face was gone.

I really did tear it up.

Dolly remembered the afternoon outside the church: the sound of people calling for them to look towards the camera, Charlie leaning close to whisper something that made her laugh. They had expected a lifetime together. She still remembered loving him, and the knowledge that their marriage was ending brought a painful tightness beneath her corset.

He had recognised Abby at once that morning. He had kept trying to speak to her, searching her eyes for the woman he had married, and she remembered his hurt whenever she failed to give him the response he wanted. Every moment of their life together remained in her memory: their home, their small disagreements, the easy affection of being husband and wife. She wanted Charlie to know she had forgotten none of it.

Then there was the ring. Felix had put Abby's wedding ring on Chloe's finger and announced that he would marry her once the divorce was final. Dolly understood why Charlie was upstairs changing into the clothes Felix had bought. She felt a fresh ache of grief and considered whether Mistress might allow her to tell him something kind before the evening ended.

Laura was enjoying her conversation, though, and Dolly had no wish to interrupt. She could wait until Mistress decided it was appropriate to speak. Waiting was easy; she had become very good at it.

Laura reached across and laid a hand over hers. The familiar warmth through the latex loosened Dolly's fingers, and she let out an unsteady breath as Laura stroked her knuckles with her thumb.

"Feeling better, darling?" Laura asked.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good. You had quite an evening, didn't you? But you managed beautifully. I was very pleased with you."

"Thank you, Mistress."

Dolly looked towards her at once. The praise brought a welcome warmth beneath her exhaustion, and she watched Laura's face, hoping for another affectionate glance. Her thoughts of the photograph remained accessible, but the distress had lost some of its urgency. Laura's hand was resting over hers; her Mistress was pleased.

"There she is," Laura murmured. "My good little Dolly."

Dolly's eyes brightened. She adored the woman beside her, and the comfort of being praised settled over the sharpest part of her grief. The memories were still hers. For the moment she was content to leave them alone.

Felix glanced towards the clock. "She's taking her time."

"Well, you did send her upstairs to make herself pretty," Laura replied. "She's probably checked her lipstick three times by now."

"She knows what I asked her to do."

"And she'll do it. You needn't be so impatient." Laura smiled over her wineglass. "I can almost see her fussing over every little detail. Charlie would never have believed he'd become so particular about looking lovely."

Felix chuckled. "He wouldn't."

"I rather hope she hasn't been crying again. Her makeup was a dreadful sight earlier." Laura considered Felix for a moment. "You enjoy watching her struggle, don't you? She wants to argue, and then you tell her what to do."

"She knows what's expected."

"Oh, I know. I just enjoy seeing it." Laura looked at Dolly. "What about you, darling? Do you think Chloe will look beautiful?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Of course she will." Laura squeezed her hand. "You're getting tired, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then sit nicely while we wait. You've done very well tonight."

Dolly settled her hands beneath Laura's and listened as the conversation continued. The ache in her calves remained, but her Mistress was happy, and sitting beside her was reward enough.

The sound of approaching heels reached them from the hallway. Felix turned towards the door; Laura released Dolly's hand, and Dolly arranged her fingers neatly in her lap.

"Here comes our little princess," Laura said.

A soft knock followed. Felix straightened in his chair. "Enter."

* * *

Chloe opened the living-room door and stepped inside. Felix occupied his usual armchair, a glass beside him, while Laura sat next to Dolly on the sofa. Chloe approached her Master, stopped at a respectful distance and brought her heels together. Her hands settled in front of her, a position so familiar that she scarcely noticed adopting it.
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"I'm back, Master."

Felix examined the pale pink lingerie, then her hair and makeup. His eyes lingered on her glossy lips, and Chloe felt a flicker of pride despite her dread of returning to the room. Before he could speak, Laura leaned forward with a delighted laugh.

"Oh, Felix, look at her. Isn't she adorable? You've made her look like a little present."

"Very pretty," Felix agreed. "You've done your makeup beautifully, Chloe."

"Thank you, Master."

"And your manners?" he prompted when her gaze drifted towards the sofa.

Chloe turned towards Laura and Dolly. "Thank you, Mistress Laura. Thank you, Dolly."

Dolly's quiet presence had distracted her. Her collar kept her head upright and her latex-covered hands lay neatly in her lap, but Chloe knew the eyes that met hers. Abby had recognised Charlie that morning, just as Chloe had recognised her immediately. All day Chloe had tried to reach the wife behind the polished obedience, and the few glimpses of distress in Dolly's face had hurt more than silence would have done.

"There she is," Laura said as she rose. "So polite. Charlie certainly used to have more to say for himself."

"He did," Felix replied, smiling faintly.

Laura approached Chloe at an unhurried pace, taking in the new clothes as she came closer. "Look at that tiny waist. And those lips! Really, Felix, you have spoiled her. Don't press them together, sweetheart. You'll ruin the gloss."

Chloe realised she had been doing exactly that. She relaxed her mouth and kept her hands still while Laura admired the blonde hair and fine lace, making amused guesses about what Charlie's old friends might say if they saw him now. Felix offered the occasional dry reply; Chloe answered only when spoken to. She had heard enough of Laura's teasing tonight to know that an argument would entertain her far more than a polite answer.

Laura paused before the lace across Chloe's chest and glanced at Felix. "May I?"

"Chloe doesn't mind," he replied. "Do you, Chloe?"

Chloe looked towards Dolly before she could stop herself. She had expected remarks about the outfit. Having Laura touch her while Abby watched was much harder to bear, and the hesitation had already drawn the other woman's attention.

"No, Master."

"Good girl."

Laura rested her fingertips against Chloe's breast through the babydoll. Chloe caught her breath. The treatments had changed her sensitivity over the years, and although Felix's touch was familiar, she could not anticipate Laura's light, examining movements. She pressed her fingers together, concentrating on keeping her shoulders still.

"Did you see that?" Laura asked Felix. "She's trembling already."

"She's sensitive there," he said. "You know how much she's changed."

"I do now." Laura inspected Chloe's face. "And she's blushing. Are you embarrassed, darling?"

"A little, Mistress Laura."

"A little? You've barely looked at me since I came over." Laura laughed when Chloe raised her eyes. "There. That's better."

Chloe wished she could step away. She knew that her discomfort amused Laura, who had once known Charlie as Abby's husband and now treated his transformation as a delightful accomplishment. When Laura asked whether Dolly's presence was making her shy, Chloe felt her eyes move towards the sofa again. She managed a quiet apology but could think of nothing else to say.

"Oh, you're making this much too easy," Laura observed after Chloe flinched. She glanced at Felix. "She's had a difficult evening, hasn't she?"

"She has."

"And we're keeping the poor thing standing here while we admire her lovely clothes." Laura withdrew her hand at last. Chloe took a steadier breath, resisting the urge to cover herself, while Laura stepped back to consider the outfit once more. "Charlie would never have believed how good he'd become at this."

Laura went back towards the sofa, resting a hand briefly against Dolly's latex-covered arm. "Isn't she a pretty girl, darling?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And so well behaved."

"Yes, Mistress."

"That's my girl."

Chloe watched Abby's gaze turn towards Laura at once. There was no struggle in the movement. The small gesture and familiar praise absorbed Dolly's attention completely, and Chloe felt the ache of recognition giving way to something more hopeless. Abby had looked straight at her only moments ago; now she watched Laura with such unguarded affection that Chloe seemed to have vanished from her thoughts.

Laura followed Chloe's glance. "There you go again. Always watching my Dolly."

"Sorry, Mistress Laura."

"Of course you are." Laura's gaze travelled back over the sheer skirt, and her amusement sharpened. "Oh, Felix. I'd almost forgotten the best part. Even her pretty little cage is on display."

Chloe's fingers jerked towards the hem before she stopped them. The fabric was too sheer and too short to conceal the metal. She returned her hands to their proper position, painfully aware that Felix might have seen the movement.

Laura turned towards Dolly. "Look, darling. Your husband is still locked up. After all these years. Come here and have a proper look at Chloe."

Dolly stood immediately. She took short, practised steps in the ballet boots and stopped beside her Mistress, keeping her head upright as the rigid collar required. From where she stood, the cage was visible beneath the pink fabric without her needing to lower her chin. She remembered Charlie's familiar modesty, and the sight of Chloe's hands fighting their instinct to cover herself gave her a sudden, painful glimpse of the man she had married.

"Doesn't she make a pretty girl?" Laura asked.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Prettier than Charlie ever was?"

"Yes, Mistress."

Dolly meant the compliment. Chloe was beautiful. She could remember finding Charlie handsome too, but the difference in his appearance did not disturb her nearly as much as the hurt in his eyes. She knew that look; she had seen it when Charlie was struggling to control his emotions long before the changes Felix had made. Her own chest tightened inside the corset, though her treated face remained almost still.

"Oh, poor Charlie," Laura said. "Even his own wife agrees."

Laura rested a hand on Dolly's arm. "Go on, darling. Feel Chloe's breasts."

Dolly obeyed at once, placing her gloved palm gently against the lace. The shape beneath her hand was unfamiliar, and Chloe's breath caught at the contact. For Dolly it brought an unwelcome memory of lying beside Charlie with her head against his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. She remembered how safe she had felt, how little either of them had imagined their lives might change. Her fingers trembled, but she kept her hand in place exactly as Mistress had instructed.

Chloe looked into Abby's eyes. For an instant she wanted to clasp that gloved hand and hold it as they had once held hands across their kitchen table. She could see what the contact was costing Dolly, though the carefully treated face betrayed so little. Chloe was frightened that any attempt at affection would merely give Laura another opportunity to hurt them both. She remained still.

"Well, isn't this sweet?" Laura said to Felix. "Imagine showing them a photograph of this three years ago."

Chloe lowered her gaze. The torn wedding picture returned to her with dreadful clarity, and she was afraid that another moment of eye contact would leave her crying in front of them all. Dolly remembered the paper parting in her hands at dinner. Her breathing became shallower, but her hand stayed where it had been placed. Mistress had not told her to move it.

"Does she feel nice, Dolly?" Laura asked.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Of course she does. Felix takes such good care of her." Laura considered Chloe's face. "Careful, sweetheart. You'll spoil that beautiful makeup if you start crying again."

"I'm sorry, Mistress Laura."

"There you go, apologising again."

Dolly could see the effort Charlie was making to remain composed. His eyes were still his, and she wanted him to understand that she remembered their marriage. The wish did not become an attempt to speak. She was standing beside her Mistress, obeying an instruction, and she trusted Laura completely. A tear gathered along her lower lashes without disturbing the strange stillness of her face.

Felix set his glass down. He had been watching Chloe closely throughout the exchange, but his attention now seemed to narrow. He rose and crossed the room, slipping an arm firmly around her corseted waist and drawing her against him. Dolly withdrew her hand at once and stepped back to Laura's side.

Chloe looked up at Felix. She recognised his impatience in the way he held her and in his brief, distracted glance towards Laura. He had waited while the women admired the outfit; now he plainly wanted to leave.

"Oh, Felix," Laura said, smiling. "Have you had enough of sharing your pretty girl?"

He ignored the question. "We're going to bed, Chloe. Say goodnight to my guests."

"Yes, Master." Chloe turned towards the women. "Goodnight, Mistress Laura. Goodnight, Dolly."

Dolly watched her husband's mouth form the words. Once, he had said goodnight to her in their own home, without anyone else's permission and without another person waiting to take him away. The small recollection hurt more than she had expected. She stayed silent, as her training required, and waited for Mistress to speak.

"Already?" Laura asked with a bright laugh. "Well, I suppose we'll have to let her go." She turned deliberately towards Dolly. "Chloe is going to get fucked by her fiancé now, Dolly."

The words struck Dolly so sharply that her next breath would not come. Her eyes moved to the ring on Chloe's right hand, then to Felix's arm around her waist. She remembered the vows Charlie had made and the life she had expected them to share. Tears blurred his beautiful, unfamiliar face. Her own remained almost peaceful beneath Laura's treatments, even while the loss seemed to fill the space inside her corset.

Laura noticed and placed a hand against Dolly's arm, stroking the latex with her thumb. Dolly turned towards her immediately. The familiar touch eased the tightness in her chest, and she drew a longer breath. Mistress was smiling at her.

"There we are, sweetheart," Laura murmured. "Such a good girl."

Dolly's eyes softened. She had heard Laura's remark and still remembered Charlie, but the urgency of her grief receded beneath the reassurance of being praised. The affection was real to her; the woman who had caused her pain was also the woman whose approval she valued above everything else. She watched Laura's face instead of the husband standing only a few feet away.

"Come on, Chloe," Felix said.

Chloe moved with him at once. Her heels were familiar enough that she could manage his impatient pace, although she shortened her steps to match him. At the door, she glanced back towards Dolly. Their eyes met, and Chloe thought she saw a last flicker of recognition beneath the calm Laura had restored. Then Felix ushered her into the hall.

"See you in the morning," he called.

"Goodnight, Felix. Have fun!" Laura answered, laughing as the door closed.

Dolly remained beside Laura, watching the closed door. For a moment Charlie's departure drew her thoughts back towards their old home and everything that had ended during dinner. A tear escaped before she could settle herself.

"Oh, Dolly." Laura wiped it away, her voice warmly amused. "Look at you, darling. Come along, back to your seat."

"Yes, Mistress."

Dolly followed her to the sofa, moving carefully in the ballet boots, and lowered herself into place. Laura took her hand again and stroked her knuckles through the latex. The rigid collar held Dolly's head upright, and her calves ached, but she was relieved to be sitting close to Mistress.

"Feeling better?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good. You can keep me company for a little while. You've behaved beautifully tonight."

"Thank you, Mistress."

Dolly watched Laura smile. She remembered being Abby and loving Charlie; somewhere inside her, the loss of their marriage remained real and painful. Yet her devotion to Laura was no less real. Mistress was holding her hand, pleased with her, and asking only that she sit quietly. Dolly did exactly that, grateful for the familiar affection.

* * *

Chloe followed Felix upstairs, the heels of her pink shoes striking the wooden steps in quick, precise succession. He walked faster than usual, but she had no difficulty keeping pace. After three years of wearing high heels, five inches presented little challenge, particularly compared with the locked six-inch pair she had worn for much of the day. Her ankles found their balance instinctively, and she barely touched the banister.
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Her breathing was another matter. Her pulse had quickened before they reached the landing, and she knew it had nothing to do with the stairs.

Felix opened his bedroom door and drew her inside. The bedside clock read 11:22 p.m. Only the lamp beside the bed was illuminated, casting an amber glow over the cream walls and neatly made duvet. Heavy curtains covered the windows, and the radiator gave off a faint, steady hum. A folded blanket lay at the foot of the bed; Felix's watch and a half-empty glass of water stood on the bedside table. The room smelled of his aftershave and the perfume Chloe had chosen to wear. The door closed behind them with a quiet click.

Felix turned her by the waist and examined her in silence, looking first at her pinned blonde hair and then at her glossy pink lips.

"Look at you."

Chloe kept her hands together in front of her. Felix's impatience was unmistakable, but he seemed determined to take a moment to appreciate what she had done.

"I told you to make yourself ready," he said. "You've done rather better than that."

"Thank you, Master."

He raised her chin and studied her mouth. "Those lips. Absolutely gorgeous. You know how much I like them looking like that."

"Yes, Master."

His gaze travelled down the pale pink babydoll, taking in the corset and stockings beneath the sheer fabric. The metal cage remained clearly visible. Felix gave a satisfied smile.

"And I see you understood why I chose this outfit."

"Yes, Master."

"Good. I wouldn't want you forgetting about Monday."

Chloe remembered the consent form on the dining-room table, the clinical wording of the procedure and her signature beneath it. She had managed to put the appointment out of her mind while arranging her hair and makeup. Now it seemed close enough to touch.

Felix took her right hand and turned it so the wedding ring caught the lamplight. "That stays on."

"Yes, Master."

"You've had quite an evening. And I've spent an awful lot of it waiting for you." He released her hand, still watching her face. "You've made the wait worthwhile, though."

"Thank you, Master."

He stepped closer, catching the fragrance of her perfume. "That's the one I bought you."

"Yes, Master. I thought you'd like it."

"I do. It suits you." His eyes returned to her lips. "Very much."

He kissed her before she could answer. Chloe responded automatically, her fingers settling against his shirt while she tried to steady the nervous flutter in her stomach. His hold at her waist was firm. When he drew back, he looked pleased with himself, but his patience was plainly wearing thin.

"Now, undress me."

"Yes, Master."

Chloe unfastened his shirt, concentrating on the buttons despite a slight tremor in her fingers. The movements were familiar enough that she made no mistakes. She helped him remove the garment and started to straighten it over a nearby chair.

"Leave it."

She let go at once. "Yes, Master."

"You can tidy up later."

Chloe resumed the task, helping him out of the remaining clothes and leaving them where he directed. She returned her hands to her sides when she was finished.

He watched her, his attention narrowed to her in a way she had learned to recognise. He was giving shorter instructions now, and the changes in his breathing and posture told her how impatient he had become. On another evening his obvious appreciation of her appearance might have reassured her. Tonight it made her frightened of what he expected next.

Felix guided her towards the bed. Chloe maintained her balance easily in the familiar heels, even as he turned her and brought her against the mattress. She sat without stumbling, but the movement pressed her bruises into the bed. She winced and shifted her weight.

"Still sore?" he asked.

"Yes, Master."

"Then perhaps you'll remember your manners next time."

"Yes, Master."

She looked down at the duvet, feeling its cool surface through her fingertips. Her feet ached despite her ease in the heels, and she was struggling to keep her exhausted thoughts in order. The small sound of the bedside clock seemed unusually loud between Felix's words.

"On your knees."

Chloe moved at once, slipping from the mattress and lowering herself carefully to the carpet. She adjusted her legs to accommodate the angle of her shoes and looked up at him.

"You know what I want."

"Yes, Master."

He demanded oral sex, and she complied. Chloe concentrated on meeting the expectations he had taught her over the years. The underbust corset restricted her breathing when she bent forward; before long her eyes watered, and she needed to pause and cough. Felix remained impatient, permitting little time to recover. When he finally drew her away, she took several hurried breaths, grateful for even that short reprieve.

"On the bed."

She climbed onto the mattress and arranged herself in the position he expected, her hands settling against the duvet. The babydoll shifted around her waist. She knew Felix was accustomed to seeing her like this, yet after the humiliations of dinner she felt more exposed than ever. Her feet hurt, her bruises remained tender, and the knowledge of Monday's appointment was still too fresh.

Felix moved behind her. Chloe adjusted her position as she had been taught, gripping the sheets as she waited.

"Master, it hurts."

The words came out before she could stop them. He heard, but offered no reassurance, continuing despite her protest. Chloe caught her breath as the pain sharpened. The mattress shifted beneath them, its frame creaking now and then, while she pressed her fingers harder into the bedding to give herself something to concentrate upon.

Three years had made Felix's expectations familiar. Chloe understood how he wanted her to position herself and could recognise his growing impatience from the way he moved. Familiarity did little to ease her discomfort tonight. She was frightened, exhausted and in pain. She still desired him, but she desperately wanted the encounter to be over.

What disturbed her was how readily she still obeyed. Sometimes she corrected her position or made a sound before she had consciously decided what to do. Those involuntary reactions left her unsettled, particularly when she remembered the early months, when she had argued and resisted at every opportunity. Her body could respond to physical sensation even while she was distressed. She knew that such responses were not the same as wanting what was happening, but the distinction offered little comfort in the moment.

Felix paused now and then, breathing heavily before continuing. Chloe welcomed the stillness, though experience had taught her not to mistake it for the end. Her fingers tightened in the sheets, and she tried to think about something other than the pain.

Abby's eyes returned to her mind: the look she had given Chloe when Laura called her across the room, and the grief that had briefly broken through the tranquillity of her treated face. Chloe wondered whether Dolly was still sitting beside Laura. Perhaps she had finally been allowed to go to bed. She pictured the rigid collar and ballet boots that Abby would have to wear even in her sleep.

She remembered how they used to lie together in their own bed. Abby would sometimes curl against Charlie, resting her head on his chest while they talked about their day. Chloe could still remember the weight of her wife against her shoulder, the easy affection and the ordinary pleasure of knowing neither of them needed anything more for the night.

"Chloe."

She responded immediately. "Yes, Master?"

"Pay attention."

"Sorry, Master."

She corrected her position without another instruction. The bedroom was warm, but her skin felt clammy beneath the lingerie. Between the exhaustion, her aching body and Felix's demands, it was becoming increasingly difficult to hold on to any thought for long. The clock continued to tick beside the bed, and Felix showed no sign of being finished.

* * *

By 11:43 p.m., Laura had finished looking through her phone. She locked the screen and set it beside her on the sofa, where Dolly had remained quietly throughout. The heating hummed in the background. Every so often the latex of Dolly's catsuit rustled against the cushions as she made a small adjustment, trying to relieve the dull ache in her calves.

Her posture collar kept her head upright, and the ballet boots held her feet at their familiar, punishing angle. She was terribly tired, but Mistress had wanted company, so she had remained where she was. There was comfort in knowing exactly what Laura expected of her.

"Well, darling," Laura said, turning towards her. "I think it's time for bed."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Goodness, you sound exhausted." Laura took her hand. "Poor little thing. You've had quite an evening, haven't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And you've been very good."

"Thank you, Mistress."

Dolly looked towards Laura with quiet adoration. The praise pleased her even through her exhaustion. Laura rose, collected the loose end of the leash attached to Dolly's collar and gestured towards the hallway.

"Come along, sweetheart."

Dolly stood immediately and followed. She kept the short distance she had been taught to maintain, her small, careful steps familiar after years in ballet boots. The stairs remained awkward, especially when she was tired, and she held the banister while Laura climbed at a pace that allowed her to follow safely. Laura knew precisely how much time she needed.

On the landing the house seemed unusually still. The corridor was dim, with a narrow strip of light spilling from beneath one of the bedroom doors. Then a faint creak sounded from behind Felix's closed door, followed by his low voice and a strained reply from Chloe.

Laura slowed, looking towards the room with a smile.

"Oh, my. Someone's enjoying himself."

Dolly recognised Charlie's voice at once. She had heard him in every imaginable mood during their marriage, calling to her from downstairs, greeting her when she came home or asking whether she was coming to bed. The sound coming through that door belonged to the same person, however unfamiliar the situation had become.

Her chest tightened. She could remember their bedroom and the ordinary privacy they had once shared. Now Felix was inside with Chloe, and their marriage was ending. The knowledge hurt more sharply for hearing him so near, unable to see him or offer a single word of comfort.

Laura turned towards her. "Can you hear Chloe, darling?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Felix was terribly impatient downstairs. I don't suppose he waited very long once he got her alone."

Another muffled sound came from the bedroom. Dolly felt tears gathering in her eyes; the treatments Laura had arranged kept her face almost motionless, and the collar held her head rigid. Her breathing betrayed her distress more clearly than her expression ever could.

Laura stepped closer, studying her with interest. "Oh, sweetheart. Look at you."

She rested her free hand against Dolly's cheek, careful of the edge of the collar. Dolly's eyes moved immediately towards her. The warmth of her Mistress's palm was familiar, and she welcomed the attention even while her chest still ached.

"There's no need to get yourself upset," Laura murmured. "Felix is taking care of Chloe, and I'm taking care of you. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Exactly."

Laura stroked her cheek, waiting until Dolly's breathing began to settle. The sounds behind the door were still audible, but Dolly found herself concentrating on her Mistress's voice and the hand resting against her face. Laura was pleased to have her attention. That reassurance mattered more and more with each passing moment.

"Whose little girl are you?" Laura asked.

"Yours, Mistress."

"That's right. My good Dolly."

Dolly felt the familiar lift of happiness at the praise. She adored Laura without reservation, and there was nothing in the painful memories of Charlie that made her question where she belonged. She remembered her husband and the happiness of their marriage; she also trusted her Mistress completely. Both truths remained within her, although Laura's affection was the one she reached for now.

From Felix's room came another faint sound. Dolly's attention wavered for an instant, and Laura noticed.

"Dolly."

"Yes, Mistress?"

"We've had quite enough excitement for one night." Laura smiled and gathered the leash. "Let's get you to bed."

"Yes, Mistress."

Dolly followed her down the landing. The sounds from Felix's bedroom faded as they moved away, leaving the quiet tread of her boots and the soft rustle of the leash. Somewhere beneath the comfort of Laura's approval, the grief of remembering Charlie remained. But Mistress was leading her towards their room, and Dolly was grateful that she would soon be allowed to rest.

Laura glanced back at her with an affectionate smile. "Such a good girl."

"Thank you, Mistress."

Dolly's eyes brightened. She adjusted her pace to match Laura's, the leash hanging loosely between them as they continued along the corridor.


Character Glossary

The principal characters in Goodbye, Charlie

Chloe

[image: Chloe — character portrait]

Chloe was once Charlie, Abby’s husband. Over three years, Felix has reshaped her appearance and daily life. She is a trained maid, skilled at presenting herself exactly as her Master expects. Unlike Dolly, she remains painfully aware of the conflict between her memories, her present habits and her obedience. Her divorce from Abby has been signed but is not yet final.


Dolly

[image: Dolly — character portrait]

Dolly was once Abby, Charlie’s wife. She now belongs to Laura and wears a glossy black latex outfit with a rigid posture collar and ballet boots, removed only when Laura permits her to be washed. Dolly remembers her marriage and still cares deeply for Charlie, but her obedience has become instinctive and her devotion to Laura is absolute.


Felix

[image: Felix — character portrait]

Felix is Chloe’s Master and intended future husband. He has directed her transformation and training for three years, expects precise obedience and is impatient when his plans are delayed. At the end of this instalment he has taken Chloe upstairs after the events of dinner.


Laura

[image: Laura — character portrait]

Laura is Dolly’s Mistress and Felix’s close companion. Outwardly relaxed, playful and affectionate towards Dolly, she is acutely aware of the effect her words and attention have on both. Dolly’s dependence on her praise gives Laura an extraordinary degree of control.
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