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Remember, Charlie

A soft echo of knuckles sounded for the second time against the heavy living-room door. Chloe kept her hand poised for a moment after the knock, then lowered it neatly in front of herself again. Five full minutes had passed since the first. She had not needed a clock. Felix had taught the interval so thoroughly that her body seemed to know when it was complete, just as it knew how long to hold a curtsey or where to place her hands while waiting. Laura's faint laughter had drifted through the door more than once, but Chloe had remained exactly where she belonged until the five minutes were over.
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The high collar seemed a little tighter than it had in the hallway. Chloe could feel her pulse against it, each beat nudging the rigid edge while warmth gathered beneath the layers of makeup on her face. A moment later Felix's voice came from inside. “Enter.”

Chloe drew a quiet breath, opened the door and stepped into the living room. The click of her heels against the laminate seemed painfully distinct. Each short, precise step carried its own reminder of the years spent correcting the way she walked, the way she stood, even the way she entered a room. Her latex skirt moved closely around her hips; the clips of her garter belt gave faint little tugs against the tops of her seamed stockings.

Felix sat comfortably in his favourite armchair, one ankle resting over the opposite knee. Laura reclined on the sofa with the easy confidence of someone who had been waiting for a performance to begin. Abby remained where Laura had placed her earlier, facing the wall beneath the long black poncho. Felix was already smiling. “I told you she'd wait the full five minutes before knocking again.”

Laura leaned forwards, delighted. “You really have trained her well.”

The words made the room feel suddenly close. Heat gathered beneath Chloe's foundation and at the base of her collar, while the latex across her lower back seemed to cling more insistently to her skin. Praise from Felix still affected her in ways she hated examining too closely, but hearing Laura admire the result felt different. Laura was not praising Chloe; she was admiring Felix's workmanship.

Felix let the smile linger, then crooked one finger towards her. “Come here.”

Chloe crossed the room immediately. There was no visible pause because there was never a question of whether she would answer her Master. The command reached her and her body moved; only afterwards did the jumble of embarrassment, resentment and nervous anticipation have time to catch up. She stopped before him with her ankles together and her hands resting lightly in front of her.

Felix looked up at her. “Bend forwards. Hands on the arm of the sofa.”

The stocking clips tugged faintly as Chloe's legs tensed. So that was what Laura had whispered to him after lunch.

“Yes, Master.”

She moved to the sofa and placed her hands against the padded arm before bending forwards exactly as instructed. Heat crept beneath her makeup. She could feel Laura watching her without needing to look.

Across the room, Abby remained motionless. The glossy poncho fell almost to her ankles, her scarlet ponytail spilling down its dark surface. The high collar kept her head rigid while the ballet boots forced her into a posture that looked exhausting even after years of practice. She had been standing there for well over an hour, yet Laura did not glance at a clock or ask whether she was comfortable. She did not need to. Dolly would stand until told otherwise.

Laura's eyes travelled from Chloe to the figure at the wall. “Dolly,” she called lightly, amusement entering her voice. “Your husband is about to be punished.”

She finished with a soft laugh. Abby did not move or make a sound. Not even the line of her shoulders changed. Only her eyes shifted by the smallest degree, too little for anyone who did not know her to notice.
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Chloe tried to turn her eyes towards her wife, but Laura caught the movement immediately. She shook her head, reached out and caught Chloe gently beneath the chin. “Look at me.”

Reluctance tightened through Chloe, not as a thought of disobedience but as a helpless wish that she could keep one part of herself turned towards Abby. For one heartbeat her gaze remained lowered. Then her training completed what Laura had asked of her. Her lips parted slightly and her eyes rose through thick, mascara-coated lashes until they met Laura's.

Laura's expression softened into something almost admiring. Her thumb moved slowly along Chloe's jaw. “My. Your skin is so soft.”

Her fingertips brushed Chloe's cheek with deliberate gentleness. Chloe's breath stuttered. The touch was nothing like Felix's. It was lighter, almost affectionate, and that difference opened a door in her mind before she could stop it. Her eyes closed.

For one fragile moment she imagined another hand against her cheek.

Abby's.

Not Mistress Laura. Not Master. No commands, no titles, no rules governing whether she was allowed to speak or move. Just Abby brushing her hair aside in bed, touching her face while they talked in the dark, the thoughtless intimacy of a wife who had never needed permission to touch her husband. The memory softened Chloe's expression. Laura chuckled. “I wonder what Chloe is thinking about with an expression like that.”

Chloe's eyes flew open. The imagined bedroom, Abby's hand, the warmth of their old life - all of it vanished. Laura was still in front of her, fingers beneath her chin and amusement bright in her eyes. Her gaze instinctively tried to slip sideways again.

Abby was only a few feet away, close enough that Chloe could see every familiar detail that remained, yet every time she looked at her she somehow seemed further from the woman Chloe remembered. “Chloe,” Laura said, laughing softly, “stop trying to look at Dolly.”

Chloe swallowed and returned her eyes to Laura. She wanted to look at her wife so badly that it ached, but wanting and doing were no longer the same thing. Laura had given an instruction inside Felix's home, and Chloe knew what was expected of her. Then Felix rose behind her. The sound of his movement seemed unnaturally loud. Fabric whispered against fabric as he stepped close. His fingers found the hem of Chloe's latex skirt and drew the polished material upwards. It clung briefly to her thighs before slipping free and folding across the small of her back. Then he moved in behind her. The warmth of his body settled against Chloe, nudging her forwards until the sofa arm pressed firmly against her hips. She stiffened as the pressure through his jeans made his excitement unmistakable. Felix was not merely amused or pleased by the situation. He was intensely aroused. There was no mistaking how hard he was, nor the way his breathing had deepened as he held himself close to her. Chloe's body recognised it before her thoughts did.

Her painted lips parted on a small involuntary sound. Beneath the thick makeup, heat spread across her face, and a thin film of nervous perspiration made the latex at the small of her back cling unpleasantly to her skin. At the same time a familiar, desperate need tightened low inside her. Years of denial had made that need quick to wake and almost impossible to ignore. The chastity beneath her uniform turned every response into frustration: her body could want, ache and plead in its own silent language, but relief remained entirely in Felix's hands.

For one dangerous moment the room narrowed until there was only her Master behind her, his warmth and the hard pressure of his arousal through his clothes. Her hips shifted back by the smallest amount. The movement horrified her almost as much as she wanted to repeat it.

[image: ]

Felix was a man.

That fact still cut through everything. Somewhere beneath the habits and training remained Charlie's old certainty, the memory of boundaries that had once felt absolute. The thought of wanting this should have disgusted her. Part of her did recoil from it. Another part wanted Felix to stay exactly where he was, wanted the pressure to continue, wanted the maddening frustration in her cage to become something he noticed and approved of.

Need, frustration and revulsion arrived together until Chloe could not separate them. She wanted him and did not want to want him. She wanted the closeness to stop and dreaded the instant it might disappear. The contradiction made her cheeks burn hotter than the posture or Laura's stare ever could. None of it became a thought of moving away. Felix had told her where to be. Her hands remained on the sofa arm and her heels stayed precisely planted. Even while her mind twisted itself into knots, obedience held the rest of her perfectly still.

Laura laughed. The sound dragged Chloe sharply back into the room.

“It seems Chloe rather enjoys the touch of her Master.” Laura turned her head towards Abby. “If only you could see her face, Dolly.”

She laughed again. Humiliation flooded Chloe. She lowered her face, desperate to hide the colour spreading across her cheeks and the expression she had failed to control.

Laura did not allow it. Her fingers slipped beneath Chloe's chin again and lifted. “No hiding.”

Chloe let her face be raised, her eyes coming up through her lashes. Behind her, Felix remained close enough that she could still feel the firm evidence of how turned on he was. Knowing it made the need inside her spike again, followed immediately by the same sick recoil.

Felix's voice came calmly beside her ear. “Tell Abby why you're being punished.”

A weak sound escaped Chloe. Of all the things he could have asked, he wanted her to explain it to Abby.

Her wife.

“I...” Her fingers tightened against the sofa arm. “I'm being punished because...”

Felix let one hand travel slowly across the exposed curve of her backside, unhurried enough that Chloe understood exactly what he was doing. His fingertips brushed the narrow stocking straps and her thoughts scattered under the combination of touch, shame and frustrated need. Then the warmth behind her disappeared as he stepped back. For one instant she relaxed.

A light teasing touch followed, catching her off guard. Chloe gasped and instinctively pressed backwards before she could stop herself.

Felix chuckled. “Tell her, Chloe.” His voice remained calm. Laura had lifted one hand towards her mouth. Genuine surprise mixed with the amusement in her eyes. She had expected embarrassment. She had not expected Felix to strip away Chloe's composure quite so easily.

“M-Master is punishing me because...” Chloe drew an unsteady breath. “Because I placed Mistress Laura in the wrong seat.”

Laura smiled. “There. That wasn't so difficult.”

Chloe closed her eyes for half a second. Felix allowed the silence to stretch.

Then the first firm slap landed.

Chloe flinched forwards against the sofa. “Thank you, Master.”

The response came immediately. Felix waited for it before the second followed at the same deliberate pace.

“Thank you, Master.”

The third drew a gasp. The fourth made one heel shift before Chloe carefully returned it to position. By the fifth, the warmth spreading across her skin mattered less than the knowledge that Laura was watching every second of it.

And Abby was listening.

“Thank you, Master.”

A quiet laugh came from the sofa. The trapped heat beneath Chloe's makeup became suddenly unbearable, as though the immaculate face Felix had taught her to create had become a mask she could not escape.

Felix continued without anger or haste. That made it worse. Each correction arrived at the same measured pace, giving Chloe enough time to feel it, compose herself and produce the response drilled into her training.

The sixth sent her forwards again. “Thank you, Master.”

The seventh made her breath catch. The eighth brought a sharper gasp.

“Thank you, Master!”

Her voice had climbed noticeably, lighter and breathier with embarrassment. Laura heard every change.

By the ninth Chloe was concentrating almost entirely on keeping her hands where Felix had placed them and refusing the instinct to squirm. The slap landed.

“Thank you, Master.”

A tremble had entered her voice.

Felix paused before the final one.

Chloe waited. The silence became part of the punishment. She knew there was one left. So did Laura.

Then the tenth landed firmly.

Chloe flinched hard against the sofa. “Thank you, Master!”

The words escaped high and immediate.

Silence followed. Chloe remained exactly where she was, breathing faster, her eyes bright with tears she refused to let fall. She had thanked Felix ten times while Laura watched and her wife stood silently only a few feet away.

“Stand.”

Chloe straightened at once. “Yes, Master.”

She lowered the latex skirt and immediately began putting herself back in order. Her fingers checked the stocking clips one by one, then traced the dark seams down the backs of her legs to make sure they remained straight. She smoothed the skirt over her thighs, centred the white apron and settled her cuffs. No one had told her to do any of it. She simply knew.

Laura watched with open fascination. “You don't even have to remind her.”

Felix returned to his chair. “Not anymore.” There was quiet pride in his voice. “At the beginning I corrected everything. Hands. Feet. Shoulders. The way she stood after punishment. Eventually she started correcting herself.”

Laura's gaze moved over Chloe as she automatically brought her ankles together and lowered her eyes. “That might be my favourite part.”

Chloe hated being discussed while standing directly in front of them. Worse, some small conditioned part of her still warmed at the pride in Felix's voice, and she hated that too.

“Apologise to Laura,” Felix said.

“Yes, Master.”

Her body arranged itself before resentment could interfere: ankles together, shoulders settled, hands lightly joined in front of her. “I am very sorry for my mistake, Mistress Laura.”

The words tasted bitter. More than that, Chloe hated how naturally they came. This was Laura - the woman she blamed for so much of what had happened to her marriage - and she was apologising as though Laura deserved her respect.

Laura studied her. “Don't do it again, Chloe.”

“Yes, Mistress Laura.”

The answer escaped without effort, and Laura's smile widened. “Look at me.”
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The edge of Chloe's collar pressed against her throat as she swallowed. A desperate wish to keep her eyes lowered flickered through her, but it never became a possibility she might act upon. Felix had told her to apologise properly; Laura expected her attention; the rules were already there. Her gaze rose at once. Then she saw Laura's smile.

Chloe knew it. Not broad. Not triumphant. Just that slight curve of the lips Laura wore whenever she had manoeuvred someone exactly where she wanted them.

A memory surfaced. Only weeks after Laura had first appeared in their lives, Charlie and Abby had argued. Chloe could no longer remember what the argument had been about. Whatever had seemed important then had disappeared beneath everything that followed. But she remembered Laura.

Laura had sat beside Abby, calming her, agreeing just enough to make Abby feel understood. She had never told Abby that Charlie was wrong outright. She had merely repeated Abby's frustrations in gentler language, softened the sharpest parts and made Abby feel as though Laura alone truly understood what she meant. Then, when Charlie eventually backed down to restore the peace, Laura had looked across the room and smiled.

Charlie had taken it for friendliness. Chloe understood it now as recognition. Laura had learned how Abby reacted when she was upset. More importantly, she had learned how quickly Charlie would surrender ground if it meant getting his wife to smile again. She had found the weak point between them without either of them realising there was one.

Not long afterwards, Laura introduced Felix - an old friend she presented as confident, helpful and completely harmless. Five years later Chloe stood in front of both of them in Felix's chosen uniform.

Her jaw tightened, and Laura noticed that too. “There you are,” she murmured. “I was wondering whether Charlie still knew how to glare.”

The old name landed heavily. Felix's eyes moved to Chloe. “Chloe.”

Her gaze dropped immediately. “Yes, Master.”

Laura chuckled. “Still there, then. Somewhere.”

Felix gave her an amused look. “Don't get sentimental. She knows who she is.”

Chloe said nothing. There was no safe answer she wanted to give, so she waited for the next instruction instead.

Laura's attention shifted to Chloe's carefully made-up face. “How long did it take her to learn to do her makeup that well?”

“The basics? A few days,” Felix replied. “Videos at first. Then I arranged lessons with a beautician. She still sees the same woman. She does Chloe's hair too.”

Laura looked Chloe over once more. “Lovely.”

The casualness of the conversation made Chloe strangely self-conscious. She remembered when eyeliner had taken intense concentration, when one uneven line could frustrate her for half an hour. Now she could prepare her face almost without thinking. The skill belonged to her even if the reason she had learned it did not feel as though it had ever belonged to her at all. Laura's gaze drifted across the room.

Abby had not moved. Laura regarded her Doll for a moment as though there were nothing remarkable about leaving someone in that position for so long. “Chloe, fetch my Doll. Bring her to the centre of the room.”

This time Chloe's hesitation showed only in her eyes. Taking the leash attached to her own wife felt different from every other instruction Laura had given her.

Wrong.

But wrong did not mean optional.

“Yes, Mistress Laura.”

Chloe crossed the room. Abby gave no sign that she had noticed her approach. Her face remained smooth and controlled, her head rigid in the collar. Chloe stopped beside her and, for one aching moment, simply looked. Then she reached for the leash.

Shame twisted through her as her fingers closed around it. She hated seeing it in her own hand. Worse was Abby's response. Chloe barely moved the leash before Abby stepped away from the wall. There was no need for pressure against the collar, no visible moment of deciding what Laura wanted. The tiny guiding movement was enough. Abby's body answered it with a speed that made Chloe's own obedience feel almost clumsy by comparison.

Yet as Abby turned, her eyes flickered towards Chloe's hand on the leash.

Only for an instant.

Then they lowered again.

Chloe shortened her stride to match the tiny steps forced on Abby by the ballet boots. Side by side they crossed the room, the click of Chloe's heels alternating with the sharper tap of Abby's severe footwear. Chloe was leading her wife by a leash because Laura had told her to. And she was doing it perfectly.
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When they reached the centre, Laura extended her hand. Chloe looked down at it. For the smallest moment her fingers tightened around the leash, not because she imagined refusing but because releasing it felt horribly like surrendering Abby for a second time.

Laura waited. Chloe placed the leash into her palm immediately. Even after Laura had taken it, the leash seemed to leave an unpleasant weight behind in Chloe's hand.

Laura closed her fingers around it and looked towards Felix with unmistakable pride. “Shall I show you just how perfect my Doll has become?”

Her eyes flicked towards Chloe. “Have her move away. I want to see her face while I do it.”

Felix settled deeper into his chair. “You heard her. By the door.”

“Yes, Master.”

Chloe moved to the wall beside the door and assumed her usual waiting position, back straight, ankles together, hands lightly joined. She lowered her eyes, but she listened to every sound and stole another glance whenever she thought Laura's attention had moved elsewhere.

Laura ran her fingertips over the glossy poncho. “Dolly. Tell them your name.”

“Dolly's name is Dolly, Mistress.”

The answer came before Laura's smile had even finished forming. Chloe looked up sharply. That was Abby's voice. Wasn't it?

It was so quiet. Abby had once laughed loudly when something genuinely amused her, argued when she disagreed and talked so quickly when excited that Charlie could barely get a word in. This voice sounded as though all of that warmth had been compressed into something small, careful and permitted. And then there were the words.

Dolly's name is Dolly.

Not my name.

Dolly's.

Laura smiled at Chloe's expression and reached for the poncho fastening. She removed it slowly, taking obvious pleasure in the reveal. The glossy material slipped from Abby's shoulders.

Chloe stared. Beneath it Abby was encased from neck to toe in polished black latex. A rigid corset drew her waist far narrower than Chloe remembered. Her arms were held behind her inside a black armbinder, its straps and small locks keeping everything secured. The high collar and ballet boots completed the severe posture.

Suddenly Abby's extraordinary stillness made more sense. Laura's attention had left Felix entirely. She watched Chloe instead, patient and intent, waiting for the reaction she knew would come.

“Would you like to know what I've done to your wife?”

Chloe's expression failed her. Her eyes travelled over the collar, corset, restrained arms and boots, then returned to Laura. No answer came quickly enough.

Felix noticed. “Chloe. Manners.”

She jolted. “I'm sorry, Master.”

“Answer her.”

“Yes... please, Mistress Laura.”

Laura's smile widened. “I'd love to tell you.”

She gave the leash the smallest movement. “Dolly. Face Chloe.”

Abby obeyed immediately. She was already turning before the leash could tighten, taking several tiny steps until her whole body faced Chloe. Then she stopped with exact stillness. The sharp sweetness of Laura's perfume seemed suddenly stronger in the warm room, and Chloe became painfully aware of how little air there seemed to be between the collar at her throat and the thoughts crowding behind it.

She obeyed Felix quickly. Dolly obeyed Laura as though the command and the response had become the same event.

Laura seemed to read the comparison on her face. “She's very good, isn't she?”

Chloe remembered herself. “Yes, Mistress Laura.”

“Better than you, I think.” Laura's tone was playful rather than boastful, which somehow made it crueller. “You still have all that noise behind your eyes. Dolly learned to make hers quiet.”

Abby's eyes shifted towards Laura for a fraction of a second.

There. Something.

Then the stillness returned.

Laura rested one hand against the corseted waist. “Let's begin with the everyday things. The collar and boots only come off when I wash her properly. Otherwise they stay on.”

Chloe stared at the ballet boots while Laura continued. “The armbinder isn't on every minute,” Laura added, as though offering reassurance. “But she doesn't use her hands very much anymore. There isn't much she needs to do for herself.”

Laura looked at Abby. “Can Dolly remember the last time she picked something up simply because she wanted it?”

A tiny pause. Not enough to be disobedience. Just long enough for Chloe to see that the question had landed somewhere inside her.

“No, Mistress.”

The stocking clips pulled sharply as Chloe's legs tensed. Felix noticed the slight movement of her hands. “Remember what is expected of you, Chloe.”

She straightened immediately. “Yes, Master.”

The correction soothed and humiliated her at the same time. There was something almost merciful about being told exactly what to do when her thoughts were becoming unbearable.

Laura returned her hand to Abby's waist. “This took years. I didn't lace her down overnight. We reduced her gradually and gave her body time to adapt. Not always this tightly either. The severe setting is for limited periods.”

Her fingers followed the corset's curve. “It doesn't magically change her voice. But when she's laced tightly she can't take the same deep breaths she once used when she projected, the collar keeps her posture fixed, and years of teaching her to speak softly did the rest.”

Chloe looked at Abby again. The collar. The waist. The latex. The armbinder. The boots.

Three years.

The details refused to form one simple picture. Each object on Abby's body seemed to belong to a different stage of the same long process.

“And yes,” Laura added, following Chloe's gaze, “she had implants. Fuller, not enormous. I wanted proportion.”

Chloe said nothing. Abby's eyes moved. That was the only part of her Chloe could still read. Whenever her gaze drifted close to Chloe's face it slipped away again, as though looking directly might reveal too much.

Look at me. The words screamed silently inside Chloe, but she did not speak. Felix had not given her permission to interrupt.

Laura touched Abby’s cheek. “Do you like her makeup?”

Chloe studied the face in front of her. It was immaculate, almost unnaturally so. Abby’s brows were perfectly shaped and sharply defined; a dark line remained along her lashes despite the absence of removable eyeliner, and the outer corners of her eyes carried a permanent, carefully controlled lift. Colour rested across her cheeks as though blusher had already been applied that morning, while her lips held a rosy-red shade that could never simply be wiped away.

“Yes, Mistress Laura.”

“Good.” Laura traced one fingertip just above Abby’s eyebrow. The pad of her finger made a faint dry whisper over the skin before her nail brushed the edge of the brow. “This was one of the first permanent things.”

Abby’s eyes lowered. The touch was almost nothing, but the sensation belonged to another room as much as this one: Laura behind her, a mirror in front of her, a fingertip indicating the part of Abby’s face that needed to be made better. Laura saw the memory arrive and smiled. “She remembers this too.”

* * *

The faint touch beside Abby’s eyebrow followed her into the memory. At the beginning she had genuinely wanted her brows done, which was what made everything that followed so difficult to understand afterwards. She had always found filling them in every morning irritating, especially when she was tired, and when Laura found an artist who specialised in natural-looking permanent makeup and offered to go with her, there had seemed nothing sinister about it. The first appointment felt completely ordinary. Abby sat upright while the artist carefully mapped the shape across her forehead.

“Not too dark,” Abby said, studying the markings in the mirror. “And I don’t want them too high.”

“Of course,” the artist assured her.

Laura sat nearby watching. “She knows what she’s doing, Abby. Stop worrying.”

Abby gave her an irritated look. “I’m allowed to say what I want.”

“Of course you are.” Laura smiled as though Abby’s defensiveness amused her.

The result was subtle and natural. Abby genuinely liked it, and Laura made certain she knew how much she approved. For weeks afterwards she found excuses to compliment her.

“Your face looks so much neater now,” she would say while Abby got ready in the morning, or, “Your eyes stand out much more.” Once, while running her fingers affectionately through Abby’s hair, she added, “You look prettier without even trying.”

That last compliment mattered more than Abby wanted to admit, because by then compliments had become increasingly rare anywhere else. Her own friends seemed more distant. When she did see them, somebody always appeared to notice something different. Had she changed her hair again? Was she wearing more makeup? Did she really like that dress? Was she all right? Questions that might once have sounded concerned had begun to feel like criticism.

Laura’s friends were worse, although never openly cruel enough for Abby to challenge them. One might tell her, “You’re brave wearing that,” while another would glance at her outfit and say, “I suppose it suits you.” Sometimes somebody would simply look at Laura and remark how amazing she looked before glancing briefly towards Abby.

Abby noticed every one of those moments. What she did not know was that Laura had encouraged some of them. Nothing vicious, nothing obvious enough to expose what she was doing, merely little doubts placed where Abby would hear them. Laura knew that Abby would remember a doubtful look for hours afterwards.

So increasingly Abby came home from social occasions feeling unattractive, awkward and, eventually, ugly. Laura would be waiting for her.

“You look beautiful.”

At first Abby argued. “You have to say that.”

“I don’t have to say anything.”

“Everyone else thinks I look awful.”

“Everyone else is an idiot.”

Laura would take Abby’s face gently between her hands and make her look directly at her. “I think you’re beautiful.”

Those words became precious. Soon they became necessary.

* * *

The brows were only the beginning. One morning Laura stood behind Abby while she was applying eyeliner. “Your brows look so polished now.”

Abby smiled at herself in the mirror, pleased by the compliment, until Laura tilted her head. “It almost makes the eyeliner look unfinished.”

Abby’s smile disappeared. “What’s wrong with it?”

“Nothing.”

“You just said—”

“I said your brows look polished.” Laura kissed her cheek. “Stop looking for criticism where there isn’t any.”

Then she walked away. Abby remained at the mirror. Her eyeliner suddenly did look uneven. She wiped one eye and started again.

A few weeks later Laura casually mentioned permanent lash enhancement. “Just a very fine line. Hardly noticeable.”

“No.”

Laura simply shrugged. “Fine.”

There was no argument and no obvious disappointment. Several days later, however, Abby was getting ready to go out when she could not make her eyeliner match. She wiped it away, reapplied it and wiped it away again.

Laura watched from the doorway. “You wouldn’t have to fight with it every time if you’d listened to me.”

Abby glanced towards her reflection. “You said you weren’t bothered.”

“I’m not.” Laura smiled. “You’re the one getting upset.”

The following morning Abby asked for the artist’s number. The first lash line really was subtle, and Abby liked that too. At the later refinement, Laura accompanied her and suggested making the outer corners slightly stronger.

“I don’t want it obvious,” Abby said immediately. “I only wanted the lash line.”

“It won’t be obvious.” Laura squeezed her hand. “It’ll still look like a lash line. This will just make your eyes prettier.”

The artist looked towards Abby for confirmation. Abby hesitated, then Laura smiled. “Trust me.”

“All right,” Abby said eventually. “A little.”

When everything healed, the line was noticeably darker than Abby expected. She stood in the bathroom staring at herself until Laura appeared behind her.

“Well?”

Abby touched beneath one eye. “It’s too much. You can really see it.”

“That’s rather the point.”

Abby’s worried expression remained, so Laura stepped closer and placed her hands gently at her waist. “You look beautiful.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

The certainty in Laura’s voice calmed her almost immediately. Abby looked back at the mirror. She still thought it was too strong, but Laura liked it, and Laura had become the only person who seemed able to look at her lately as though there was something worth admiring.

“Okay.”

Laura kissed her cheek. “Good girl.”

* * *

The lips came later. At first Laura suggested only a soft lip blush close to Abby’s natural colour. It was subtle enough that after the first few weeks Abby hardly noticed it anymore. At the refinement appointment, however, Laura selected a richer shade.

Abby stared at the sample. “That’s too red.”

“It only looks strong because you’re staring at a colour card.”

“I don’t want red lips every day.”

“You won’t have red lips every day.” Laura sounded mildly amused. “You panic about everything.”

Abby immediately felt foolish. The artist waited while Laura gave a quiet sigh.

“We can leave.”

That frightened Abby more than the colour. “No.”

Laura looked at her while Abby swallowed. “If you think it will look nice…”

“It will.”

“All right.”

Laura’s smile returned. “Good girl.”

When the swelling eventually settled, Abby hated the result. She stood in front of the bedroom mirror touching lips that seemed too obvious, too pink-red and too permanently finished. What frightened her most was knowing she could not simply wipe the colour away if she changed her mind. Laura entered behind her and immediately recognised the expression.

“You’re doing it again.”

“What?”

“Searching for something to hate.”

“They’re too bright.”

“No, they aren’t.”

“They are.”

Laura became quiet. Abby regretted the words almost before she finished saying them.

“Fine,” Laura said. “Perhaps I was wrong.”

The quiet that followed seemed to hollow out the room around Abby. “I didn’t say that.”

“You obviously think I’ve made you look ridiculous.”

“No.”

“I was trying to help you.”

“I know.”

Laura turned and walked away. Abby followed almost immediately. “Laura.”

There was no answer. “I’m sorry.”

Laura stopped. Abby’s eyes had already begun to fill. “I know you were trying to help.”

“Then stop blaming me every time you look in a mirror and decide you’re ugly.”

The word struck harder than anything else: ugly. Abby looked down because that was precisely what she was beginning to believe. She had started to think everyone else could see it too. Her old friends seemed uncomfortable around her, Laura’s friends made their little remarks, and on nights out people appeared to look at Laura before glancing towards Abby as though wondering why someone like Laura would choose to be with someone like her. Only Laura contradicted them.

Maybe the problem was not Laura’s choices at all. Maybe the problem was Abby.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

Laura’s expression softened instantly. “Oh, sweetheart.”

She opened her arms, and Abby went into them without hesitation. Laura held her tightly while Abby began to cry.

“Stop doing this to yourself.”

“I look awful.”

“No.”

“I do.”

Laura pulled back and took Abby’s face gently between her hands. “Look at me.”

Abby reluctantly raised her eyes. Laura held her gaze. “You are beautiful.”

That only made Abby cry harder. “No one else thinks so.”

“I do.”

“My friends don’t.”

“They barely know you anymore.”

“Your friends think I’m ugly.”

Laura’s mouth tightened as though the very suggestion offended her. “My friends don’t matter.”

“They look at me.”

“Let them.” Laura wiped a tear from Abby’s cheek. “I think you’re beautiful.”

Abby stared at her while Laura smiled. “Isn’t my opinion the one that matters?”

The question remained with Abby long after she stopped crying.

* * *

The permanent blush came next, and Abby resisted it more strongly.

“I already wear blusher,” Abby protested when Laura first suggested it.

“I know.”

“Then why would I want it permanent?”

Laura studied her face. “Because you look washed out without it.”

Abby went very still. Laura softened immediately. “That sounded harsher than I meant.”

But the damage had already been done. Abby turned back towards the mirror. She had never considered herself washed out before. Now she noticed pale cheeks and tired-looking skin, a face that seemed flat beside the increasingly defined eyes and coloured lips.

Maybe Laura was right. Laura came behind her. “Only something soft.”

“I don’t know.”

“We don’t have to.”

Abby looked at Laura’s reflection and felt the familiar anxiety begin. If she refused, perhaps Laura would become quiet again. Then Abby would spend the rest of the evening wondering whether she had disappointed her.

“Do you think I need it?”

Laura waited just long enough for Abby to need the answer. “Yes.”

Abby closed her eyes. “All right.”

The first treatment added only a faint warmth over her cheeks. At the later refinement Laura wanted the colour blended slightly farther. At the next appointment the artist asked Abby how strong she wanted it. Abby opened her mouth.

“A little more than last time,” Laura answered.

The artist looked back towards Abby for confirmation. Abby looked at Laura. Laura smiled, and Abby said, “Yes.”

That was all. By then the pattern had become so natural that Abby no longer noticed it. Someone asked her a question, she looked towards Laura, Laura decided and Abby agreed.

* * *

Over time the brows became cleaner and darker because Laura wanted more definition and a slightly higher arch. Abby thought the new shape made her look surprised; Laura told her it looked elegant. The subtle lash enhancement gradually became unmistakable permanent eyeliner, with increasingly defined outer corners. Her lips became richer and the blush remained visible even immediately after washing. Each individual change was small enough to justify.

Together they transformed her face. One afternoon Abby finally broke. She stood in front of the bathroom mirror after everything had healed and stared at herself. The brows were perfectly shaped—too perfectly shaped. Dark lines remained around her eyes no matter how thoroughly she washed. Their outer corners gave them a permanently finished appearance, colour sat across her cheeks and her lips were always rosy-red.

There was no bare face left to return to, and Abby hated it. The woman staring back at her looked artificial and overdone. Ugly. She imagined other people seeing the same thing. Perhaps they already had. Perhaps that explained the looks, the comments and the growing distance she felt whenever she met anyone who had known her before.

Laura entered behind her. Abby immediately looked away.

“What now?”

“My face.”

Laura waited while Abby’s voice shook. “I look awful. I look ridiculous.”

Laura became completely still, and the silence frightened Abby immediately. “I didn’t mean—”

“No. Say it.”

Abby turned towards her. Laura looked wounded. “I’ve spent months helping you. I found the artists. I came to every appointment. I held your hand every time you panicked.”

“I know.”

“And now you stand there saying I made you ugly.”

“I didn’t say you made me—”

“Then whose fault is it?”

Abby froze while Laura waited. The answer formed slowly and painfully.

“Mine.”

Laura remained silent while Abby looked at herself again. “I keep changing my mind,” Abby whispered. “I think something will look nice and then I hate it. I ruin everything.”

“Yes,” Laura said quietly.

Abby’s eyes filled. “I’m ugly.”

Laura crossed the room at once. “No, sweetheart.”

“I am.”

She gathered Abby into her arms, and Abby clung to her desperately. “Everyone thinks it.”

“Everyone is wrong.”

“My friends—”

“Don’t matter.”

“Your friends—”

“Don’t know you the way I do.”

Abby sobbed against Laura’s shoulder while Laura stroked her hair. “You’re beautiful,” Laura murmured.

“You’re the only person who says that.”

“I’m the only person whose opinion you should trust.”

Abby went still as Laura kissed her hair. “Think about it. You look at yourself and see something ugly. Other people make you feel ugly. And every time that happens, who tells you the truth?”

“You.”

“Who tells you that you’re beautiful?”

“You.”

“Who still wants you?”

That question hurt more than all the others. Abby clung more tightly to her. “You.”

Laura smiled against her hair. “Exactly.”

* * *

That was the moment something fundamental changed. Abby stopped believing she could judge her own appearance properly. If she looked in the mirror and thought she was ugly, that was merely her insecurity speaking. If somebody else gave her a strange look, they were being cruel. If one of Laura’s friends made another cutting remark, Laura was always there afterwards to explain that they were wrong.

Only Laura saw beauty in her. Only Laura understood what Abby ought to look like. Only Laura could look directly at the face Abby increasingly hated and smile.

So when Laura eventually said, “Maybe the problem is that we still keep pretending you should make these decisions,” Abby listened.

She wiped her eyes. “What do you mean?”

“You hate choosing. You torture yourself afterwards.”

“I know.”

“You never know whether something looks right.”

Abby looked down. “No.”

Laura lifted her chin. “And I do.”

Abby met her eyes. Laura’s voice softened. “So let me choose.”

The suggestion frightened her. “Everything?”

“Only if you trust me.”

Abby thought about Charlie, gone from her life, and the friends she believed had slowly drifted away. She thought about all the people who seemed to look at her and see something disappointing. Then she thought about Laura.

Still there.

Still holding her. Still calling her beautiful.

“I trust you.”

Laura kissed her forehead. “Good girl.”

* * *

After that, the appointments changed completely. The artists still addressed Abby, but she increasingly stopped answering first. Asked what shape she wanted, she looked at Laura. Asked about colour, she looked at Laura. More definition? Laura. More blush? Laura.

Eventually the artists began looking towards Laura automatically, and so did Abby. At the end of an appointment someone would hold up a mirror, and Abby would stare at the increasingly permanent face looking back at her. Sometimes the fixed colour in her cheeks seemed too bright under the studio lights or the dark lines around her eyes too severe. She still hated what she saw on some days, but she had learned not to trust that reaction.

But she no longer asked herself whether it was beautiful. She turned towards Laura.

“Well?”

Laura would smile. “Beautiful.” And Abby would breathe again.

That became enough. Laura thought she was beautiful. Nobody else seemed to. So Laura must have been seeing something Abby herself was simply incapable of recognising.

Then came something different. Until then, Laura’s permanent changes had all been presented as improvements. Better brows. Better eyeliner. More colour in Abby’s cheeks. A prettier shade on her lips. Laura could always explain them as attempts to make Abby beautiful.

This was the first time Laura suggested something whose purpose was not beauty alone. It was about belonging. One evening, while brushing Abby’s hair, Laura gathered the brown strands together and lifted them away from the back of her neck.
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“Hold this for me.”

Abby obediently took her hair and kept it raised while Laura’s fingertips moved over the bare skin just beneath her hairline. “Here.”

Abby looked at Laura through the mirror. “What?”

Laura continued studying the small patch of exposed skin as though imagining something already there. “I want something here.”

“What?”

“My initials.”

Abby stared at her reflection. The answer came immediately.

“No.”

For a second Laura’s fingers remained against her neck. Then they withdrew.

“All right.”

That was all. No argument. No attempt to persuade her. Laura simply took the hairbrush from the dressing table, put it down and walked from the room.

Abby watched her disappear through the doorway. There had been no anger and no threat, yet the sudden absence of Laura’s attention left the room feeling strangely empty. Abby slowly released her hair and watched it fall over the place Laura had touched. Her eyes returned to her reflection.

The permanently shaped brows. The dark-lined eyes. The colour fixed into her cheeks and lips. The face she had come to believe was ugly no matter how much Laura tried to improve it. The face Laura alone still called beautiful.

That thought followed Abby downstairs. Laura was sitting on the sofa reading.

“Are you upset?”

“No.”

“You are.”

Laura did not look up. “I said I’m not.”

Abby lingered beside the sofa, uncertain what to do with herself. Laura turned another page.

“Why your initials?”

Only then did Laura look at her. “Because I thought they would look beautiful there.”

“On me?”

“Yes.”

Abby reached behind herself and touched the place beneath her hairline. “People might see them.”

“Only when your hair is up.”

“It feels…” Abby hesitated. The word itself embarrassed her. “Possessive.”

Something changed in Laura’s expression. Not quite a smile, but Abby saw the flicker of interest before Laura concealed it.

“Does that frighten you?”

“Yes.”

“Then don’t do it.”

Laura returned to her book. Abby remained standing there. Again Laura had given her exactly what she claimed to want: a choice. Once, that would have been reassuring. Now it felt unbearable.

Abby shifted her weight. “What if I did?”

Laura glanced up. “What?”

“The initials.”

Laura waited. “Would you like them?”

“Yes.”

“Would you think they looked beautiful?”

There it was again. The question Abby had gradually learned to ask instead of trusting her own judgement. Not Would I like them? Not even Do I want them?

Would Laura like them? Would Laura still look at her and see something beautiful? Because Laura seemed to be the only person left who could.

“Yes,” Laura said softly. “I would.”

Abby looked towards the floor. “Then I’ll do it.”

Laura closed the book but made no move towards her. “You don’t have to.”

“I know.”

“Then why?”

Abby struggled to explain it. “Because you want it.”

“That isn’t what I asked.”

Abby looked at her. Laura waited patiently until Abby said, “I want you to like it.”

“I already think you’re beautiful.”

The tenderness in Laura’s voice brought tears unexpectedly close to Abby’s eyes. “I know.”

“Do you?”

Abby nodded. Laura studied her for another moment.

Then Abby whispered, “I want to do something you’ll like.”

At last the smile returned, warm and affectionate, exactly the expression Abby had been trying to recover since Laura left the bedroom. Laura reached for her hand.

“There’s my girl.” The relief was immediate.

* * *

At the studio Abby sat with her hair pinned high while the tattoo machine worked somewhere behind her. She could feel every movement but could not see what was being placed onto her skin, and the lack of control made her increasingly tense. Laura sat directly in front of her and held her hand.

“Look at me.”

Abby did. Laura smiled. “There you are.”

Laura’s thumb moved slowly across the back of Abby’s hand whenever she stiffened. “You’re doing beautifully.”

Abby concentrated on Laura instead of the buzzing behind her. When it was finally over, the artist brought a second mirror. Abby turned her back towards the main mirror and raised the smaller one. The initials sat neatly beneath her hairline.

Small enough to disappear whenever her hair was loose. Clear enough that there could be no misunderstanding when it was raised.

Laura’s initials.

On her. Abby stared at them. Something about their simplicity frightened her more than an elaborate design would have. There was nothing decorative to hide behind. Nothing that could be described as merely fashionable.

They said exactly what Laura had wanted them to say.

A mark.

Laura’s mark. For a moment Abby hated them. Then she saw Laura watching her reflection. Laura’s face had changed.

There was something Abby had not seen quite so clearly before: not merely approval, but fascination. Laura looked at the initials and then at Abby with an intensity that made the skin beneath Abby's pinned-up hair prickle.

“Beautiful,” Laura murmured.

Abby looked at the initials again. “Really?”

Laura stepped behind her. “Really.”

Her fingertips stopped just below the fresh mark, careful not to touch it.

“You like it?” Abby asked.

“I love it.”

There was something different in the way Laura said the words.

More than satisfaction. Abby could see how much the sight pleased her.

That mattered.

The fear began to loosen. Laura slipped her arms gently around Abby’s waist and looked at them together in the mirror: Abby in front, Laura behind her, Laura’s initials visible beneath Abby’s raised hair.

“My beautiful girl.”

Abby closed her eyes. Nobody else called her that anymore. Nobody else seemed to see the person Laura claimed to see whenever she looked at her.

Only Laura. When Abby opened her eyes again, Laura was still staring at the mark. For the first time Abby noticed the little smile on her face: possessive, pleased, almost hungry. Something about seeing her initials permanently on Abby had affected Laura far more deeply than Abby understood at the time.

“So do I,” Abby whispered.

Laura kissed her cheek. “Good girl.”

The familiar warmth moved through Abby before she had time to question it, and she relaxed into Laura’s arms. Laura’s fingers drifted up behind her neck, hovering close to the fresh initials with obvious satisfaction.

* * *

In the months that followed, Laura’s fascination with the initials became impossible for Abby to miss. Whenever Abby wore her hair up, Laura’s fingers found the back of her neck. Sometimes she merely exposed the mark in the mirror and smiled; sometimes she brushed a fingertip close to it and murmured, “Mine,” almost as though the word were for herself rather than Abby.

At first Abby laughed nervously. Later she simply lowered her eyes and let Laura enjoy looking. The idea of being marked as Laura’s still frightened her, but that fear had become tangled with something more complicated: the relief of seeing how pleased Laura was. The initials had given Laura something permanent, something that did not disappear when an outfit came off or when Abby washed her face, and Laura seemed almost intoxicated by the certainty of it.

She began to mention other possibilities in the same casual way she mentioned clothes or makeup, never demanding, always watching Abby’s reaction. Abby learned to recognise the look that followed - the quiet, possessive satisfaction Laura had shown when she first saw her initials beneath Abby’s hair. Whatever Laura suggested might still frighten her, but the fear was always followed by the same desperate calculation: Would it make Laura happy?

That question had become more powerful than Abby realised. Laura had made herself the only person whose reassurance Abby trusted, the only person who still called her beautiful, and the only person Abby believed genuinely wanted her. Pleasing Laura therefore did more than earn praise; it reassured Abby that she was still wanted, still worth keeping, still attached to someone who would not leave.

The memory narrowed to the sensation of Laura’s fingers at the back of her neck, and then the dressing room, the studio lights and the mirror were gone.

In Felix’s living room those same fingers were there again, lifting a little of Dolly’s scarlet ponytail and exposing the small initials beneath the hairline. The nail made the faintest tap against the rigid collar as Laura moved the hair aside, and the sound brought Abby fully back into the present.

Chloe stared. The initials were simple enough that she might have overlooked them completely, but Laura’s expression made their importance obvious. Her thumb hovered close to the mark without touching it.

“This was the first,” she said, and there was unmistakable affection in her voice. “After this, I rather discovered I liked seeing reminders that she was mine.”

She offered no catalogue of what had followed. She did not need to. Chloe’s eyes moved involuntarily over the glossy black catsuit before returning to Abby’s face.

Laura noticed and laughed softly. “I’ll leave the rest to your imagination.”

She let the ponytail fall back into place, hiding the initials again. For one instant Abby’s gaze shifted towards Chloe before lowering, a movement so small it could have been missed if Chloe had not been searching for it.

“Dolly.”

Abby’s eyes returned to Laura immediately. “Yes, Mistress.”

The speed of the response was flawless. Only the slow blink that followed hinted that the memory had reached somewhere deeper.

Laura made one small approving stroke near the hidden mark. “Good girl.”

Abby’s shoulders settled by the smallest degree. The response hurt Chloe more than the initials. Laura had not merely taught Abby to accept being marked; she had attached the feeling of being wanted to the act itself. Approval had become reassurance, reassurance had become safety, and somewhere along the way submission had started to feel like the surest way to keep Laura close.

“The more desperate she became for reassurance, the less I had to push,” Laura continued. “Eventually she would bring me two dresses and ask which one she was allowed to wear. Then she stopped bringing two.”

The cruelty was not in any one insult, appointment or command. It was in the rhythm Laura had built between them: doubt, shame, rescue, praise. Each cycle left Abby a little less willing to trust herself and a little more frightened of losing Laura’s approval.

Laura's fingers moved down to the black latex. “Latex began with one dress.”

One dress became another. Then skirts, tops and stockings. Ordinary clothes gradually disappeared, not in a dramatic purge but one replacement at a time. When Abby wore something Laura had chosen, she was praised. When she reached for an old favourite, Laura did not always forbid it; sometimes she simply looked disappointed.

“That worked better than arguing,” Laura said, almost as though she had heard Chloe’s thoughts. “By then she hated disappointing me.”

She turned towards Dolly, her expression softening into the particular smile Chloe was beginning to recognise as being reserved for her. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The answer was immediate, quiet and certain. Yet for the briefest instant Abby’s eyes moved towards Chloe. It was barely a glance, more an awareness than a deliberate look, but Chloe felt it all the same. Her husband was standing only a few feet away. The life Abby had once shared with Charlie was suddenly close enough to touch, and somewhere behind Dolly’s carefully controlled face Chloe could see the conflict it created.

Laura saw it too.

“Good girl.”

The effect was immediate.

Abby could hardly move inside the collar, corset and armbinder, yet what little movement remained seemed to turn towards Laura. Her shoulders eased by the smallest degree. Her chin rose almost imperceptibly inside the rigid collar, and the tension that had appeared around her eyes softened. Even her breathing settled into a quieter rhythm, as though those two words had restored something she had been frightened of losing.

Chloe stared at her.

Abby had reacted to seeing her husband. Chloe knew she had. There had been recognition in that tiny movement of her eyes, something old and painful struggling beneath years of conditioning.

But Laura’s praise reached deeper.

The difference was almost cruel in its subtlety. Abby could not rush into Laura’s arms or lean eagerly into her touch. She could barely turn her head. Yet every fraction of movement available to her betrayed where her need had been trained to go. Her attention returned fully to Laura, her posture settling into the exact position her Mistress preferred, and an almost peaceful stillness replaced the momentary uncertainty Chloe had caused.

It was devotion.

Not the easy affection Abby had once given Charlie, but something Laura had spent years building from dependence, reassurance and fear of disappointment. Dolly wanted Laura pleased with her. She needed to know she was still Laura’s good girl, and that need had become so deeply rooted that even standing in front of the husband she had once loved could not silence it.

Chloe felt the truth of that more painfully than if Abby had simply ignored her.

Abby was still in there. Chloe had seen enough to know that now. The memories had not vanished and neither had the feelings attached to them.

But Dolly belonged emotionally to Laura in a way Abby never had before.

Laura’s approval could reach through the conflict, calm it and push everything else temporarily into the background.

Laura watched the tiny change with obvious satisfaction and let one fingertip rest lightly against Dolly’s cheek.

“There,” she murmured. “That’s my girl.”

Abby’s eyelids softened.

“Yes, Mistress.”

This time her eyes did not move towards Chloe at all.

Laura noticed her watching. “That's the difference between punishment and dependence. Punishment teaches somebody what not to do. Dependence makes them desperate to know what will please you before they do anything at all.”

There was no anger in her voice. No theatrical cruelty. She spoke with the calm satisfaction of someone explaining a method she had perfected.

“The ballet boots were slower,” she continued. “Five minutes around the house. Then ten. Then twenty. When she managed them well, I told her how elegant she looked. When she complained, I never said she was weak. I asked whether she wanted to disappoint me after doing so well.”

Abby's eyes closed once, a slow blink that lasted a fraction longer than the others. Chloe caught it; Laura did too, but she only smiled.

“By the end of that first year I was making more decisions for her than she was making for herself. What she wore. Where we went. What she bought. Which messages needed an answer. At first she asked because she wanted my opinion. Later she asked because making a choice without me made her anxious.”

Laura paused, studying Dolly with open affection that somehow made the confession worse. “Sometimes I didn't answer immediately.”

Chloe looked at her.

“That was crueler than shouting,” Laura said softly. “If I was disappointed, I became quiet. No reassurance. No little smile. No ‘good girl’. She would follow me from room to room trying to work out what she had done wrong.”

A faint crease tried to form between Abby's brows but never quite managed it. Laura's fingertip touched the spot. “There. She remembers.”

The stocking clips pulled sharply as Chloe's legs tensed. Laura smiled at Abby. “What did Dolly ask when Mistress was disappointed?”

For the first time the pause was noticeable, though it lasted only a second. “Dolly asked how to make Mistress happy again.”

The words were still obedient. That made them worse. The high collar seemed to press more firmly against Chloe's throat, although she knew it had not moved.

“Eventually,” Laura continued, “I barely needed punishment. Taking my approval away frightened her more. By the time I did begin correcting refusals directly, she was already desperate to get back to being my good girl.”

Felix watched with quiet interest. “You made the approval the reward.”

Laura glanced at him. “You can hardly criticise me for that.”

He smiled. “I wasn't.”

Their shared amusement made Chloe feel suddenly exposed. Felix had done something frighteningly similar to her, though with different tools and different pressure points. She had spent years believing each concession was its own mistake. Listening to Laura describe Abby made the pattern impossible to ignore.

Laura returned her attention to Chloe. “Your old home was gone by then, of course. The belongings had been sold or cleared away. No familiar bedroom. No wardrobe full of ordinary choices. No little life waiting untouched for either of you to walk back into.”

Chloe's expression faltered.

Laura continued, “Once that old life was gone, I stopped pretending every decision needed to be negotiated. By then Dolly was already asking me what she should do most of the time anyway.”

Laura's hand settled against Abby's narrow waist. “And when she did refuse...” She paused, the faint smile returning. “...that was when I started punishing her.”

Chloe looked at Abby. For once she barely noticed the corset or the latex; she was searching only for her wife's eyes.

Please.

Abby's gaze began to move towards her, slowly enough that hope had time to rise. It almost reached Chloe's.

Then it dropped.

Chloe swallowed hard. Laura watched both of them and smiled.

After a moment she touched Abby's forehead lightly. “You keep looking at her face as though you expect it to give everything away.”

Chloe's eyes returned to Laura.

“Would you like to know how we fixed that problem?”
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