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Sign Here, Charlie

Felix let the words hang for a moment.

Chloe remained beside the wall, hands joined neatly against her apron.

Across the table, Dolly had stopped eating. Her fork rested against the edge of the plate. Her head remained held high and rigid by the posture collar, but her eyes strained as far towards Laura as they could manage.

Felix looked towards Chloe.

“You admitted you were curious.”

Heat crept beneath her makeup again.

“Yes, Master.”

“Good.” He rested one hand against the table. “Then fetch the folder I’ve been working on over the last few days. It’s beside my chair in the living room.”

Chloe’s eyes lifted for the smallest moment. A folder. Nothing in the instruction explained anything, yet somehow the ordinary word made the unease already sitting inside her tighten.

“Yes, Master.”

She gathered a little of her glossy skirt and lowered herself into the familiar curtsey, holding it for the required count before rising.

“Excuse me, Master. Mistress Laura.”

Laura gave the smallest nod.

Chloe turned and crossed the dining room. Her heels clicked neatly against the floor until she reached the door. She opened it, stepped into the hallway and closed it softly behind her.

The house seemed strangely quiet away from the table.

She could still hear the faint clink of cutlery behind her, but the sounds quickly faded as she crossed the hallway towards the living room. Her steps remained short and measured, the locked six-inch heels determining a rhythm her body no longer needed to think about.

Felix’s favourite chair stood where it always did. Beside it, on the floor, was a plain blue folder.

Chloe stopped.

That was it? For something which had occupied Felix for several days and apparently justified an entire celebration, it looked aggressively ordinary. Blue cardboard. Slightly worn corners. Papers held inside. Nothing written across the cover that she could see.

She approached and carefully crouched beside it, keeping her knees together as she lowered herself.

Her fingers touched the cardboard. For one second, they stayed there.

A stupid thought passed through her mind.

Leave it.

Not refuse. She could not imagine refusing. Just leave it there for another few seconds. Pretend she had not seen it. Straighten something. Check the room. Give herself another moment before finding out whatever Felix and Laura had been keeping from them all afternoon.

Chloe picked up the folder.

[image: Chloe crouches beside Felix’s chair holding the plain blue folder.]

Of course she did. The resistance had existed entirely inside her. Her hands had already obeyed.

She slowly stood and settled the folder against the front of her apron. It was not particularly heavy. She could feel several sheets of paper shifting faintly inside when she moved it. Whatever was in there could not be very much.

That somehow made it worse.

Chloe looked down at the blue cover.

What have you done?

She did not know whether the thought was aimed at Felix, Laura, or both of them.

Behind the dining-room door, somebody laughed softly.

Chloe straightened. Her shoulders settled into place. The folder came neatly into both hands. By the time she crossed the hallway, there was nothing hurried or uncertain about the way she moved.

She stopped outside the dining room and tapped gently.

“Enter.”

Chloe opened the door.

Felix and Laura looked towards her immediately. Dolly could not. Her head remained fixed in the same rigid position, but her eyes strained sideways as far as they could, searching for whatever had returned with Chloe.

Felix looked first at the folder and then at Chloe.

“There it is.”

“Yes, Master.”

She crossed the room towards him. As she approached the table, a faint rubbery squeak came from Dolly’s direction.

Chloe glanced towards her before she could stop herself.

Dolly had shifted. Only slightly. The corset held her body upright and the posture collar kept her head rigidly positioned, but she had strained forward as much as it allowed. Her eyes followed the blue folder even though her head could not turn with it.

She wanted to know too.

Laura noticed. Her fingers gathered a little of Dolly’s leash.

“Curious, Dolly?”

Dolly’s eyes strained sideways towards her Mistress. Her lips parted. For a moment, Chloe thought she might answer. Nothing came. Dolly’s mouth closed again, her eyes still pulled as far towards Laura as the rigid position of her head allowed.

Laura’s smile slowly widened.

“I thought so.”

Chloe reached Felix and offered him the folder with both hands. Felix took it.

“Thank you, Chloe.”

“Yes, Master.”

He placed it on the table.

Chloe’s attention caught on it immediately. The blue folder sat between the plates and wine glasses, crooked against the careful arrangement she had spent so long preparing. One corner almost touched Felix’s plate. Another broke the perfectly straight line of the table setting.

Chloe stared at it.

She had spent nearly two hours preparing the meal, then stood against the wall while Felix and Laura ate it. Everything on that table had been placed exactly where it belonged.

Now this ordinary blue thing sat wrong in the middle of it.

And Chloe desperately wanted Felix to open it.

“Stay here,” he said.

Chloe had already begun to shift her weight, expecting to return to her place against the wall. She stopped.

“Yes, Master.”

Felix made a small gesture beside his chair.

“Here.”

Something tightened quietly inside her.

“Yes, Master.”

Chloe stepped into the space beside him.

He was keeping her close, almost at his shoulder instead of across the room in her usual place. From here she could see every movement of his hands when he opened the folder, with nowhere sensible to look except at what was inside.

Chloe settled into position.

Heels together. Back straight. Hands joined neatly against her apron.

Felix rested one hand upon the folder.

Across the table, Dolly was trying to watch. The folder lay low enough that her posture collar made even that difficult. She could not lower her chin towards it. Her eyes strained downwards instead, following Felix’s hand until the angle became too great and the folder slipped partly beyond her view.

She shifted her eyes again, trying to recover it.

Laura watched her struggle with quiet amusement.

Chloe tried not to stare at anything.

Felix smiled.

“All right.”

His fingers slipped beneath the cover.

Felix lifted the cover of the blue folder. Several sheets of paper lay inside, arranged into two neat sets. Resting on top of them were two photographs.

Felix took the photographs first. He looked at the upper one and smiled. The easy amusement he had worn through dinner had narrowed into something smaller and more satisfied.

He slid one across the table towards Laura.

Laura picked it up. Her smile came more slowly. Then stayed.

Chloe stood beside Felix’s chair, close enough to see the second photograph in his hand but not yet clearly enough to understand it. Warm sunlight. Pale stone. White flowers. Two people.

Something tightened inside her before she knew why.

Across from Felix, Laura turned slightly towards Dolly. Dolly could not turn towards her. The posture collar kept her head fixed rigidly forward, forcing her eyes to strain sideways towards whatever Laura was holding.

Laura noticed immediately.

She raised the photograph and moved it carefully into Dolly’s limited field of vision.

“There.”

Dolly’s eyes found it.

They widened slightly. Chloe saw it.

Laura smiled.

“Recognise them?”

Dolly’s lips parted. Nothing came. Her eyes remained fixed upon the photograph.

Laura waited.

Dolly tried again. Her mouth moved, but whatever answer had almost formed disappeared before it became sound.

Laura’s smile deepened.

“I thought so.”

She held the photograph towards her.

“Take it.”

Dolly raised her hands. Without being able to lower or turn her head, the simple movement became awkward. Her gloved fingers reached towards the photograph while her eyes strained down as far as the collar allowed. She missed the edge.

Laura waited.

Dolly tried again. This time her fingertips brushed the photograph, but the smooth paper slipped against the latex. A faint squeak came from her gloves.

“Careful,” Laura said.

Dolly’s eyes flicked sideways towards her voice, although her head remained perfectly still.

She reached a third time. Her fingers finally caught the edge. The photograph bent slightly between them.

Dolly froze. Her eyes strained towards Laura again.

Laura glanced at the bent corner. Then at Dolly.

“That’s all right.”

The tension in Dolly’s shoulders eased by the smallest degree. She adjusted her grip until she held the photograph securely in both hands. Only then did Laura let go.

Dolly raised it slowly until the image entered her line of sight.

Then she became completely still.

Felix watched her for a moment from across the table. Then he turned his attention to Chloe. He still held the second photograph.

“Here.”

Chloe reached for it before the word had quite finished. She did not remember deciding to move. One moment Felix held the photograph. The next it was between her fingers.

Chloe looked down.

And everything else in the room seemed to disappear.

A stone church stood behind them, its heavy dark wooden doors set beneath a tall pointed arch. Warm sunlight fell across the pale stone. White flowers crowded the steps and railings on either side.

In front of the doors stood a bride and groom.

Abby.

Chloe’s breath stopped.

Abby wore a white lace wedding dress, fitted through the bodice before spreading into a long embroidered skirt. Thin straps rested against her shoulders. Her dark hair had been swept up, loose strands framing her face, while a long veil fell behind her almost to the ground. She held a bouquet of pale roses and greenery.

And she was smiling. Really smiling. Happy.

Beside her stood a man. Black tuxedo. White shirt. Black bow tie. A pale rose pinned neatly to his lapel. One hand rested casually inside his trouser pocket. His other arm was wrapped around Abby’s waist, holding her against his side. He looked completely at ease. Confident.

Charlie.
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The photograph trembled between Chloe’s fingers.

“Master?”

Felix remained seated beside her.

“Yes?”

Chloe could not take her eyes from the picture.

“It’s Abby…”

The name seemed too loud in the quiet room.

Her gaze moved to the man standing beside her.

“And me.”

Laura laughed softly from across the table.

Chloe looked up. Laura had turned her attention towards Dolly, though Dolly could not turn towards her in return. The photograph remained held awkwardly in both gloved hands, raised high enough for her rigidly positioned head to see it.

“No,” Laura said.

Chloe stared at her.

Laura smiled.

“That’s Abby and Charlie.”

Something cold moved through Chloe.

Laura looked back towards Dolly.

“They don’t exist anymore.”

Chloe’s eyes dropped to the photograph again.

The man beside Abby looked absurdly familiar. Broad shoulders filled the tuxedo. His dark hair was slightly untidy despite the formality of everything around him. He stood easily, one hand in his pocket, Abby pressed against his side. He looked completely certain of himself, standing as though nobody had ever needed to tell him where to place his hands or whether he was permitted to move.

Chloe’s fingers tightened around the photograph.

She knew that face. She had worn it.

The thought came so simply that it hurt.

Fragments followed. The stiffness of the shirt collar. Abby complaining that he kept touching his hair. Someone telling them to move closer even though Abby was already pressed against him. Flowers. Warm sunlight.

Abby laughing just before the photograph was taken.

Chloe swallowed.

Her eyes dropped briefly towards herself. Glossy black latex beneath the white apron. Long peach nails holding the photograph carefully by its edges. Locked six-inch heels keeping her feet in an angle she barely noticed anymore.

Then she looked back at Charlie.

For one strange moment she expected recognition to work both ways.

It did not.

The man simply continued smiling from another life.

Across the table came the faint squeak of latex. Dolly was still holding her photograph up. Her arms had begun to tremble from the effort, but she did not lower it. Her eyes remained fixed upon the image.

Felix lowered his eyes to the open folder. He had not moved from his chair.

Chloe became aware of his hands as he reached inside and removed the first set of papers. Several pages. Neatly clipped together. Then a second, almost identical set.

Felix placed one directly in front of himself. The other he passed across the table.

Laura took it.

Chloe watched. Two sets of papers. Her stomach tightened.

The pages looked official, though from where she stood she could make out little more than closely spaced black print, occasional blank spaces and several lines near the bottom of the sheets.

Felix rested one hand over the first page before Chloe could lean any closer. Her eyes stayed on it.

“Chloe.”

Her head lifted immediately.

“Yes, Master?”

“Put the photograph down.”

Her fingers tightened. Just for a fraction of a second.

“Yes, Master.”

She lowered it carefully onto the table beside his papers. Then adjusted it. Straight.

Felix noticed. He said nothing.

Across the table, Laura held out one hand towards Dolly.

“Give me yours.”

Dolly’s eyes strained sideways towards her. Then her arms began to lower. Laura met them halfway, taking the photograph from Dolly’s gloved fingers and placing it flat on the table beside the second set of papers.

Laura rested one hand lightly upon them. Dolly remained still.

Felix squared the pages in front of himself. The movement pushed their edges closer to Chloe’s photograph. One corner slipped over Charlie’s shoes.

Chloe noticed.

Felix adjusted the stack again. Now the paper covered his legs as well. Another small movement. Charlie’s body disappeared beneath the pages until only part of Abby’s white dress remained visible beside them.

Chloe stared. Something caught in her chest.

Felix knew she had noticed. He left the papers exactly where they were.

Then he tapped one finger against the top sheet.

“Chloe.”

She jumped.

“Yes, Master?”

His eyes remained on her.

“Focus.”

Felix did not lift his hand from the page.

“You are getting a divorce, Chloe.”

The words landed in the quiet as though they had been waiting beneath the plates all evening.

Chloe stared at him.

For a moment, she was certain she had misheard. Divorce belonged to other people. To arguments over kitchen tables. To houses divided into boxes. To the man in the tuxedo and the woman in white lace standing together outside a church.

It did not belong here, among the locked heels holding her feet in their familiar arch and a plain blue folder sitting between the remains of dinner.

Felix’s palm remained exactly where it was, covering the upper half of the page.

“You’re going to sign these.”

His eyes moved once across the table.

“Along with Dolly.”

Chloe’s gaze dropped. She could see enough now. Official print. Narrow margins. A heading she did not want to finish reading. Near the bottom was a ruled line. Beneath it, a name had already been typed.

Chloe.

Her stomach tightened.

Not Charlie.

The photograph still showed a narrow strip of Abby’s white dress where the papers had failed to cover it completely.

Across the table, Laura turned her attention towards Dolly.

“You want to be my good girl, Dolly?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The answer came immediately.

Laura placed one hand over Dolly’s gloved fingers.

“Then Dolly will sign for me.”

Dolly swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Laura picked up a pen and fitted it carefully into Dolly’s right hand, closing the thick latex fingers around the barrel. Then she drew the papers closer.

Dolly’s eyes strained downwards. She could see only fragments of the page.

Laura looked at the signature line.

“Your legal name is still Abigail, isn’t it?”

Dolly went very still. A pause. Tiny, but there.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“So that is what you need to sign.”

Dolly’s fingers tightened around the pen. Laura guided her hand towards the page.

“Sign here.”

For the first time, Dolly hesitated, her hand simply stopping short of the page. The wedding photograph lay only inches away. Abby stood upon the church steps in white lace, smiling beside Charlie.

Laura waited.

“Dolly?”

The pen trembled.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Be good.”

Dolly lowered the nib to the paper. The first letter came slowly. A. Then the rest. Abigail.

Laura kept her fingers lightly over Dolly’s until the final stroke was complete. Then she lifted the pen away.

“There.”

Dolly remained completely still.

Laura looked down at the signature.

“Good girl.”

Felix had not looked away from Chloe. The second pen remained beside his papers.

Chloe stood exactly where he had placed her. The word divorce still seemed lodged somewhere inside her.

Felix tapped the signature line.

“Your turn.”

Chloe looked down. Her own name waited beneath it.

Chloe.

Something inside her recoiled.

No.

Felix pushed the pen towards her.

Chloe reached for it. Her fingers closed neatly around the barrel.

“Yes, Master.”

The nib touched the paper. C. Then the rest. Chloe. Neat. Controlled. Almost elegant. The final stroke ended cleanly.

She returned the pen to the table and brought her hands together against her apron. Back straight. Heels together. Waiting.

She looked down. The signature was flawless.

The signature was barely dry when Laura spoke.

“Rip up the wedding photograph, Dolly.”

Chloe’s eyes lifted immediately.

Laura had leaned closer to Dolly, making the command unmistakably hers.

Dolly drew a sharp breath. Nothing else.

Laura unlocked her phone. Her thumb moved once across the screen.

Dolly jerked against the chair as if she had been struck from the inside. A broken sound caught in her throat before she forced it back. The toys Laura had left in her did not ease. They climbed. Her hips tried to lift from the seat and found the corset instead, the posture collar holding her head high while her thighs pressed hard together beneath the table. Sweat shone at her temples. Her gloved hands hovered above the photograph, trembling without touching it.

Laura watched.

“Go on.”

Dolly reached for the photograph. The thick latex made the simple movement clumsy. Her fingertips slid once across the glossy surface before managing to catch the edge.

She lifted it. Her arms trembled as she raised the photograph high enough to see.

Abby smiled back at her from the church steps.

For several seconds Dolly did nothing.

Laura said nothing either. Then her thumb moved again, a fraction higher.

Dolly’s breath broke. A wet, helpless sound escaped before she could swallow it. Her whole body tried to fold around the feeling and could not. The collar kept her face lifted. The corset kept her spine straight. Only her eyes gave her away.

Then Dolly took opposite edges of the photograph between her hands.

The first tear went through the pale stone beside the church doors.

Chloe flinched.

Dolly tore again. The glossy paper resisted for a moment before giving way with a sharp rip. One piece carried part of the veil. Another took the bouquet.

Laura’s thumb moved again.

Dolly’s shoulders tightened. A fresh pulse ran through her, sharp enough that her boots scraped the floor. The next tear came faster. Then another. Abby’s face disappeared between two jagged pieces. The fragments began to collect on the table in front of her.

Dolly continued until there was nothing left large enough to resemble the photograph she had been given.

Laura looked down at the pieces. Then at Dolly.

“Good girl.”

Her hand settled lightly against Dolly’s latex-covered thigh. The tremor that passed beneath her fingers was no longer small. Dolly’s hips pushed once towards the touch, then stopped, shaking, as if even that much had been too close.

Laura smiled and left her there, still fighting it.

Felix gave a quiet chuckle. He had been watching Chloe.

“Chloe.”

Her attention turned to him immediately.

“Yes, Master?”

“Tear your photograph to pieces.”

She stared at him.

Across the table came the faint squeak of Dolly shifting beside Laura, still trying not to come.

Felix waited.

Chloe did not move. For perhaps two seconds. Maybe three.

“Chloe.”

Her stomach tightened.

“You heard me.”

“Yes, Master.”

The answer came softly.

Chloe reached for the photograph. She drew it carefully from beneath the edge of the papers and held it between both hands.

Abby and Charlie were still whole. Charlie in his tuxedo. Abby in white lace. The church doors behind them.

For one final second, the photograph looked exactly as it had when Felix first placed it in her hands.

Chloe’s long peach nails pressed into the edge.

Then she pulled.

The photograph tore through Charlie’s hand and the side of his jacket. Chloe stared at the split. Her fingers repositioned themselves. Another tear. Part of the church doors separated from the bride and groom. Another. The pale rose on Charlie’s lapel disappeared into one hand. Another. The veil. Then Abby’s dress.

Chloe kept going. She did not hurry. She did not stop either.

Each new piece became smaller until there was no longer a wedding photograph in her hands. Only fragments. A piece of black tuxedo. White lace. Flowers. Half a smile.

Chloe looked down at them.

Felix allowed her a moment. Then—

“Now kneel beside me.”

“Yes, Master.”

Chloe moved immediately. She gathered her glossy skirt and lowered herself carefully beside Felix’s chair, the locked heels folding beneath her in the familiar practised movement. The torn pieces remained cupped between her hands. Felix had not told her what to do with them. So she kept holding them.

Across the table, Laura eased the setting on her phone only enough to keep Dolly from breaking. Dolly sagged by the smallest degree. A long, unsteady breath escaped her, followed by another. Her hands remained on the table among the remains of her own photograph. Between her thighs the toys still worked, lower now, but not gone. She sat in it because Laura had not said she could stop.

Felix reached into his pocket. He placed a small velvet jewellery box on the table.

Chloe’s eyes went to it. The box sat beside the divorce papers and the torn photographs.

Felix looked down at her.

“Chloe.”

“Yes, Master?”

“Hold out your hand.”

The pieces in her palms shifted. Chloe transferred them carefully into her left hand and extended her right. Her fingers trembled slightly.

Felix opened the box.

Chloe stopped breathing.

She recognised the ring immediately. The thin band. The small stone. The familiar curve of the setting. She remembered seeing Abby turn it slowly around her finger while sitting beside Charlie on the sofa.

“Abby’s wedding ring.”

Felix looked at her.

“Yes.”

He removed it from the box.

“It was.”

Chloe stared.

Felix took her offered hand.

“Now it’s yours.”

The ring touched the tip of her finger. Chloe’s breath caught. Felix slid it past the long painted nail, over her knuckle and down towards the base.

It fit.

Chloe stared at the ring.

Felix kept hold of her hand. His thumb rested lightly against the stone.

“Once your divorce is finalised,” he said, “we are going to marry.”

Chloe looked up at him. Her lips parted. Nothing came.

Her eyes moved across the table. Dolly sat beside Laura, rigid in the posture collar. Abby’s ring remained on Chloe’s hand.

Felix waited.

“Nothing to say, Chloe?”

Chloe’s gaze returned to him. For a moment, nothing came. Then habit supplied the answer.

“Yes, Master.”

Felix smiled and released her hand, his thumb slipping away from the stone of the ring.

“There is one more thing to discuss.”

Chloe remained kneeling beside his chair. The torn pieces of the wedding photograph were still gathered in her left hand. Abby’s ring sat on her right.

Felix watched her for a moment.

“And this is good news, Chloe.”

Her fingers tightened slightly around the fragments.

“What is the good news, Master?”

A quiet chuckle escaped him.

“The chastity cage won’t be necessary much longer.”

Chloe stared at him.

She had lived in it for years. It should have been good news.

Felix raised an eyebrow.

“Isn’t that good news?”

Chloe hesitated.

“Yes, Master.”

Felix reached for the blue folder. Chloe watched his hand disappear inside it. There was still something in there.

He removed a single sheet of paper. Unlike the divorce documents, there was only one. Felix placed it on the table and turned it towards her.
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Chloe’s eyes moved across the page. Printed paragraphs. Several boxes. A place for a signature at the bottom.

Felix rested his fingertips beside it.

“On Monday, you’re having another procedure.”

Chloe looked up at him.

“I need you to sign this agreeing to the work being done.”

Her attention returned to the paper. The blank signature line waited at the bottom. Her stomach tightened.

“What procedure, Master?”

Felix looked down at her.

“You’re going to be castrated on Monday.”

Chloe did not move.

For a second, the word meant nothing.

Castrated.

Then it did.

No.

Her fingers opened. The torn pieces of the wedding photograph slipped from her hand. One landed against her apron. Another caught briefly against her knee. The rest scattered across the floor beside Felix’s chair.

Chloe was standing before she understood that she had moved. One heel struck the floor awkwardly. She stumbled backwards. Her hand caught the edge of the table, sending a wine glass trembling against the wood. Another step. Then another. Her breathing came too quickly.

Felix remained seated.

“Chloe.”

She stared at him.

“Stop.”

Her feet stopped. Immediately.

Chloe stood several steps from him, one foot set slightly ahead of the other, knees close together despite the broken stance. Her shoulders were raised, her hands hovering uncertainly near the front of her apron. Nothing about the posture was correct.

Yet even frightened, there was nothing of Charlie in the way she stood. Her chest rose and fell beneath the black latex. The ring caught the dining-room light when her fingers trembled.

Chloe looked back at Felix.

“Master?”

Her voice barely carried.

A pause.

“But why?”

Felix smiled at the question. He did not answer it.

Laura leaned towards Dolly, close enough that the whisper still carried.

“Did you hear that? Chloe is going to be castrated.” A small pause. “She’s going to lose her balls on Monday.”

Dolly’s eyes strained sideways towards Laura. A fine sheen of sweat had gathered along her hairline and at her temples. Another bead sat above her upper lip, catching the dining-room light. Her makeup had not moved. The liner remained sharp, the foundation smooth, the colour on her lips exactly where Laura had put it.

Laura’s mouth curved. Her thumb brushed the screen again, not enough to finish Dolly, only enough to remind her what she was sitting on.

Dolly’s thighs jerked under the table. A thin sound escaped her, high and bitten off.

“Tell Chloe how happy you are for her.”

Dolly remained facing forward. When she spoke, the words came between breaths she could not quite hide.

“Dolly is very happy that Chloe is going to lose her balls.”

Chloe shook her head.

“Abby. You can’t mean that.”

Dolly’s eyes moved. For one second they found Chloe. Something changed in them. Not enough to become an answer. Not enough to move her head against the collar. But Chloe saw the recognition before Dolly’s gaze began to tremble.

“Abby…”

Laura touched two fingers lightly beneath Dolly’s jaw, just below the edge of the collar.

Dolly’s attention returned to her at once. The movement was tiny, limited almost entirely to her eyes, but everything in her seemed to follow it. Her gloved fingers loosened against the table. Her breathing caught, then steadied as much as the corset allowed.

Laura leaned close and whispered something Chloe could not hear.

Dolly listened.

The look she had given Chloe did not vanish completely. It simply lost.

When Laura drew back, Dolly’s eyes tried to follow her.

“Dolly is Dolly,” she said. Her voice was breathless but certain. “And Dolly is happy Chloe is going to be castrated.”

Chloe’s face tightened.

“Abby, please—”

Laura lifted the phone. Her thumb moved.

Dolly jerked hard enough to shift the chair. A broken sound escaped her, raw now, no longer small. Her gloved hands clutched the edge of the table, latex squeaking as the corset kept her upright and the posture collar held her head high. Her hips snapped forward against nothing. The toys inside her climbed in a hard, unkind wave and stayed there, buzzing against the place Laura had forbidden her to finish.

More sweat appeared at her temples. Still the makeup held.

Chloe stepped towards her before she realised she had moved.

Laura watched Dolly, not Chloe.

“That’s enough.”

Her thumb eased.

Dolly sagged by the smallest degree. Her breath came in short, uneven pulls. She was still on the edge of it. Laura had left her there on purpose.

Laura laid one hand against the side of her face. Dolly’s eyes went to her immediately. Not to Chloe. Not to the torn wedding photograph. Laura. She strained towards the touch as far as the collar allowed.

“Good girl,” Laura said softly.

Dolly closed her eyes for a second. When they opened again, they searched for Laura first.

Only then did Laura look towards Chloe.

“You’ve had your answer.”

Her fingers remained against Dolly’s cheek.

“Dolly knows where she belongs.”
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Chloe stared at her.

The next word was already escaping.

“You bi—”

“Chloe.”

Felix’s voice cut across the room.

“Bend over the table.”

She looked at him.

The space she had put between them was still there. The ring was still on her hand.

Felix’s eyes narrowed.

“Chloe.”

She moved.

The distance back was only a few steps. Even now the locked heels kept them short. Her hips followed the movement he had corrected into her years ago, each step arriving whether she wanted it or not.

She did not gather her skirt.

She reached the table and bent as she had been taught, palms landing among the papers, the jewellery box, and the torn remains of the church.

[image: Chloe leans over the dining table with the paperwork and blue folder in front of her.]

To her side, Dolly was still trying to breathe.

Chloe looked down.

The paperwork lay beneath her palms.

At the top of the page, in plain black print, was a formal heading.

CONSENT TO TREATMENT

Below it were her details. Chloe. Her date of birth. The hospital. The consultant. Monday’s date.

Her eyes moved lower.

Proposed procedure: Bilateral orchidectomy.

Chloe read the words silently.

She did not know what they meant.

Her gaze continued down the page. Most of it was dense medical print. Anaesthesia. Possible complications. Alternatives. Confirmation that the procedure had been discussed with her and that she had been given an opportunity to ask questions.

Everything looked horribly ordinary.

She caught individual words as her eyes moved across it.

Permanent.

Irreversible.

Then another line.

Consent may be withdrawn before treatment.

Her fingers pressed harder against the paper.

Felix had called it castration.

But it did not look like that word.

Her ring pressed against the page beneath her right hand.

Chloe looked at it.

Abby’s ring.

Beside it sat the empty jewellery box, the divorce papers and the torn pieces of the wedding photograph.

A small fragment of white lace rested against the edge of the consent form.

Her eyes returned to the page.

Only the patient signature remained empty.

The page held all of her attention.

She did not notice Felix move.

Bent over the table, Chloe remained exactly where he had placed her. Her palms rested flat among the papers, her back held in the familiar position years of correction had made automatic.

The fitted latex bodice had pulled tight across her back when she bent. Small creases gathered around her waist beneath the white apron, catching the dining-room light whenever she breathed. Her short skirt had ridden slightly higher over the backs of her thighs. The white apron remained pressed neatly between her and the edge of the table, its bow still centred at her back.

To her side, Dolly was still trying to steady her breathing.

Chloe kept looking at the form.

Then her skirt moved.

She felt the hem lift.

The latex gave a faint whisper as Felix gathered the glossy folds upward. Reflections shifted across the black material before it bunched around her waist beneath the white apron ties.

Cool air touched the backs of her thighs, then the bare curve of her bottom.

Chloe’s breath caught.

She had just enough time to realise Felix was standing behind her.

The first blow landed.

Something hard struck sharply across her bare bottom, high on the fullest part of it. The crack seemed impossibly loud in the dining room.

Chloe cried out.

The sting arrived a fraction later, bright and sudden. Heat flooded the skin where he had hit her. One leg jerked from the floor before she could stop it. Her knee bent sharply and the locked heel lifted behind her. The movement pulled at the suspender straps beneath the raised skirt. Chloe felt the garter belt tighten around her hips as the straps drew taut and tugged firmly at the stocking tops.

For a fraction of a second her foot remained suspended.

Then it dropped.

The narrow heel struck the floor with a sharp click. The sound carried beneath the table.

The papers shifted beneath her palms. Her fingers spread across the consent form as the pain settled hot against her skin, the glossy latex still gathered tightly above it.

A first band of colour was already rising where the blow had landed. Pink, then a deeper red, the shape of it clear against the pale skin either side.

Then the answer came.

Automatic. Practised. Already leaving her mouth before she had decided to speak.

“Thank you, Master.”

Then Felix spoke.

“Chloe. You have shown my guests disrespect.”

The second blow landed before the words had quite settled. Lower than the first, across the undercurve where she would sit.

Chloe’s breath broke from her.

One locked heel jerked from the floor. The sudden movement pulled the suspender straps tight against the tops of her stockings before her foot dropped again.

Click.

The sound carried beneath the table.

The second mark crossed the first. The skin there darkened quickly, red deepening towards a duller shade at the centre.

“Thank you, Master.”

Felix did not hurry.

“You know better than that.”

Chloe stared at the consent form.

“We did not spend all this time on your training so that you could bring manners like those into my dining room.”

The third strike crossed the heat left by the first. A whimper escaped her. Her fingers pressed harder against the paper. Abby’s ring dragged across the page, leaving a faint crease through the empty signature line.

The whole of her bottom felt hot now. Each new blow found skin that was already tender. The red had begun to pool in places, the lowest marks taking on the first hint of bruise, a darker bloom under the surface.

“Thank you, Master.”

Laura had watched from the first blow. One elbow rested lightly against the table. Her wine glass sat forgotten beside the torn remains of Dolly’s photograph.

Another tear gathered along Chloe’s lower lashes.

Laura leaned forward.

“Let’s move these before you spoil them.”

She drew the consent form from beneath Chloe’s palms, then the divorce papers. Chloe’s fingers closed briefly against empty space before settling flat on the polished wood. Abby’s ring tapped against the table.

Laura squared the paperwork and placed it safely aside.

“There.”

Her eyes returned to Chloe, then dropped, unhurried, to the raised skirt and the colour Felix had put there.

“We don’t want tears on the important parts.”

A small sound caught in Chloe’s throat.

Laura smiled.

“Oh, Chloe.”

Chloe kept her eyes on the table.

“All those lovely manners, and you still remember to say thank you.”

Felix glanced towards her.

“I told you she was well trained.”

Felix barely slowed.

“Eyes open, Chloe.”

Chloe had not realised she had closed them. They opened immediately.

“Yes, Master.”

“What are you?”

She knew the answer. Her mouth knew it too.

“I am a sissy, Master.”

The words came softly, roughened by the breath she was still trying to control.

Felix let the answer sit for a moment.

“I have bent over backwards to help you.”

The next blow landed harder. Chloe cried out. Her hips pressed involuntarily against the edge of the table. The latex gathered around her waist creaked softly beneath the white apron ties. Her hands stayed exactly where he had placed them.

The strike landed over skin already marked. The heat flared, then settled into a deeper ache. When the colour rose this time it was not only red. A faint bruise was beginning along the lower curve of her right cheek, the skin there tight and swollen.

“Thank you, Master.”

Laura gave a quiet laugh.

“There they are.”

The first tear slipped over Chloe’s lashes and travelled through the blush on her cheek.

Laura watched it.

“Your poor makeup.”

Another tear followed.

“You’ll have to work on that later.”

Chloe’s mouth trembled.

Felix’s voice remained level.

“You know how to behave in this room.”

“Yes, Master.”

“You know how to address Laura.”

“Yes, Master.”

“And you know better than what you just did.”

Chloe swallowed.

“Yes, Master.”

“Then remember it.”

The next strike landed across both cheeks at once. Her heel snapped from the floor and returned with another sharp click. Chloe’s shoulders shook.

The sound was wetter now. The skin of her bottom was a mottled, shining red, the lowest marks already shading towards bruise. Each breath made the tender flesh tighten. She could feel the heat of it even in the cool air of the room.

“Thank you, Master.”

Laura reached across and moved the little fragment of white lace away from a tear that had fallen onto the table.

“Good girl.”

The words were almost affectionate. Almost.

“Cry if you need to, Chloe.”

Her gaze dropped to Chloe’s hands, still flat where Felix had put them, then back to the raised skirt.

“Just keep your manners.”

Felix waited until Chloe’s breathing had settled enough for her to hear him.

“That will do.”

He stepped back.

For a moment Chloe remained exactly where she was. Palms flat against the table. Skirt gathered around her waist. The air felt cold now against the heat he had left. She did not need to see it to know how it looked. Red. Tight. The first bruises already sitting under the worst of the marks.

Breathing too quickly.

“Stand up. Fix your skirt.”

She moved at once.

Chloe straightened carefully in the locked heels. The movement pulled at the marked skin and made her suck in a breath. She reached behind herself. The glossy latex slid back beneath her hands, settling over the heat and the swelling, every crease of the skirt suddenly too much.

She smoothed it into place, tugged the hem straight and settled the white apron over it. Her fingers checked the bow at her back. Then the stocking tops. Straight.

Her hands returned neatly to the front of her apron.

The skirt hid the colour. It did not hide how it felt.

“Now sign it.”

Chloe looked at the table.

Laura had moved the consent form clear of everything else. The signature line waited beneath her printed name.

Chloe picked up the pen.

The same hand that had signed the divorce papers lowered to the page.

C.

Then the rest.

Chloe.

Neat. Controlled.

The final stroke ended cleanly.

She returned the pen to the table.

Felix looked at the signature.

Chloe swallowed.

“Master… may I fix my makeup?”

“No.”

Her eyes lowered.

“Clean up in here. Photographs in the bin. Then the pots. When you’ve finished, come to the living room.”

“Yes, Master.”

Chloe gathered the sides of her skirt and lowered herself into a curtsey. One. Two. Three…

The dip pulled at the bruises. She kept her face still.

She rose.

Across the table, Laura stood and picked up Dolly’s leash. A fine shine still covered Dolly’s temples and hairline. The exertion had left her breathing shallow, but her makeup remained immaculate: eyeliner sharp, lipstick untouched, not a track or smear across her face.

Laura gave the leash the smallest pull.

Dolly rose at once. The ballet boots made the movement awkward. She wavered and caught the edge of the table with one gloved hand. The shift of her weight told on her at once. Whatever Laura had left running inside her had not been switched off, only turned down far enough that Dolly could walk.

Laura waited.

Dolly steadied herself. Her eyes strained towards Laura. Nothing else in the room seemed to hold them for long. Not the torn photograph. Not Chloe. Not even the papers carrying Abigail’s name.

Laura lifted one hand and smoothed a damp strand of hair away from Dolly’s temple.

“There. Better.”

Dolly’s lips parted.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

The answer was quiet. Devout.

Laura smiled.

“Come along.”

Felix was already heading towards the door. Laura followed with Dolly beside her, the leash held loosely in one hand. Dolly’s steps remained short and uncertain in the ballet boots, but every time she faltered her eyes went straight back to Laura before anything else.

The dining-room door closed behind them.

* * *

Silence returned.

Chloe remained standing beside the table.

Then a breath escaped her. Longer than she had intended.

She looked around.

The consent form remained where she had signed it.

She did not look at it again.

Chloe began with the plates. She stacked them carefully and carried them through to the kitchen. Then the glasses. Then the cutlery.

Each time she returned, there was less left on the table.

Abby’s ring caught the light whenever her right hand reached across the table. The skirt brushed the marks on her bottom when she bent, a reminder she did not need.

Eventually only the paper remained.

Chloe began gathering the pieces.

A strip of pale stone.

Part of the church door.

White flowers.

A piece of veil.

She placed each fragment into her palm.

Then stopped.

One piece remained against the wood.

Chloe stared at it.

Charlie and Abby.

Only part of them remained, but it was enough.

Part of Charlie’s black jacket.

A section of Abby’s white dress.

Their faces survived between two torn edges.

Chloe picked it up.

Her peach nail rested against one torn corner.

Charlie was still there, but Chloe’s eyes settled on Abby and stayed there.

The smile from the church steps was incomplete now, cut through by the tear, but Chloe knew it anyway. She had spent the entire evening searching for traces of that woman inside Dolly.

The ring Felix had placed on her finger touched the edge of the photograph.

Chloe ignored the ring and kept looking at Abby.

The pots were still waiting in the kitchen. Felix had told her what to do.

Chloe continued holding the photograph.

One second.

Then another.

She did not move.

* * *

She made herself move.

The scrap slipped from her fingers and fell among the other pieces. Charlie and Abby disappeared into the bin with the rest of the church.

A shaky breath escaped her.

She turned back to the pots.

[image: Chloe washes the dinner pots in the kitchen after the others have left.]

Felix rarely allowed her to use the dishwasher, so she filled the sink and began washing them by hand. Her tight sleeves pulled at her elbows as she worked, water beading on the glossy black latex of her forearms. Abby’s ring clicked against the side of a pan. She adjusted her grip and kept going.

When she bent to the lower cupboard the skirt dragged across the marks he had left. The heat there had not faded. If anything it had settled, a tight, bruised ache along the undercurve of both cheeks.

By the time she set the last pot to drain, the water had cooled. She wiped the sink and checked the clock.

Eight-fifty.

Later than she had thought. Felix had told her to come through when she finished.

There was nothing left to wash.

Chloe turned towards the small mirror by the door. Her white maid’s cap still sat straight in her blonde hair, and the collar held her chin at its familiar angle. The rest was harder to look at. Tears had left tracks through her blush. Liner had smudged beneath one eye, and little remained of the gloss she had applied before dinner.

She raised a hand towards the dark mark, then lowered it.

She had already asked.

Instead, she straightened her apron and checked the bow at her back. When she smoothed her skirt, the pressure made her wince. She took her hands away, looked once more at the mirror and left the kitchen.

Her heels clicked along the hallway. The steps were short and measured, as they always were.

Before she reached the living room, she heard Laura speaking, followed by Felix’s answer and a burst of laughter.

Chloe stopped outside the door.

Their voices carried easily through the wood. She could not make out the words. Then Laura laughed again, and Chloe looked down at the ring on her hand.

She lifted her hand to knock. For a moment it hovered there while she settled her shoulders and waited for her breathing to quieten.

Then she tapped against the wood and stood with her hands joined over her apron, waiting to be let in.


Character Gallery

[image: Character portrait of Chloe in her black latex maid uniform.]


[image: Character portrait of Dolly in black latex.]


[image: Character portrait of Felix.]


[image: Character portrait of Laura.]

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcS6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcS1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcS4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcS8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRY.jpg
Days of agissy Maid
N Book 8

Chloe V m’






OEBPS/image_rsrcS5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcS0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcS3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcS2.jpg
T, s





OEBPS/image_rsrcS7.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Beginning




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45






OEBPS/image_rsrcS9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRZ.jpg





