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"Gotta get up, Liera," said Maash, poking her in the ribs.
 
   "Nm," Liera objected, pulling the covers over her head.
 
   Another poke.  "C'mon; we've got to meet the Krin of Krin for breakfast.  Remember?"
 
   "Nm!" Liera repeated, curling herself up as tight as she could.  Maash was great, but the mornings were too . . . morning.
 
   Maash poked her again.  Liera had turned, so it was her butt that Maash got that time.  And the poke turned into a pat, which turned into a long caress.  "Nmmmm," said Liera, relaxing.  Maybe mornings weren't quite so morning.
 
   Then Maash got both her hands on on Liera's leg, and pulled her entirely out of bed.
 
   "Dammit, Maash," said Liera, looking up at her.  Maash was already dressed, a white tunic under an embroidered gold and blue robe; her dark skin and hair perfect against the colors.
 
   "Up," said Maash.
 
   "I'm up!" said Liera.  "I'm up.  Now let's go back to bed."
 
   Maash laughed, and squatted down next to her.  "Hands and knees," she said, and Liera complied, instantly ready.  Maash was beautiful, even in the morning.
 
   Maash started stroking her gently, running her hands along her breasts and flanks.  According to the rules they'd established, Liera didn't get to sleep in clothing.  At least she didn't have to sleep chained anymore; she'd earned . . . Maash's hands moved lower, and Liera lost her train of thought.
 
   She thrust urgently against Maash's hand.  She was already close; just a little more, and she'd . . . Maash pulled her hand away, and laughed.
 
   "Maybe the Krin will allow that," she said.  "But you're definitely starting your stay needy."
 
   "My stay?" asked Liera.  "Krin?"
 
   "Oh, didn't I mention?" said Maash.  "They saw us together, and they liked you.  They're friends of my family, you know; anyhow, they asked to borrow you for a little while, and I agreed.  You don't mind, do you?"
 
   "Maash!" yelled Liera.  "You can't just give me to random people without telling me!"
 
   "Can't I?" asked Maash.  "When you own something, you can give it away."  She lowered her hand again.  "Are you saying that I don't own you?"
 
   "Noooo," said Liera.
 
   "And you're going to make the Krin and his wife very happy, aren't you?"
 
   "Yesss," said Liera.  "Oh, please, Maash."
 
   "And you'll be needy and enthusiastic, even if I let you finish now?"
 
   "Yes," said Liera.  "Oh, please, yes."
 
   A sudden sharp slap brought tears to Liera's eyes.  "That's as may be," said Maash.  "But you'll do as you're told.  And right now, I'm telling you to get up and get dressed."
 
   Liera wanted Maash to keep touching her.  Or to keep slapping her; either way.  But she also wanted to do as she was told, so she groaned, and stood, and tried to find her clothing.
 
   Maash was chattering cheerfully the whole time.  The Krin of Krin was a landowner, of course, and his wife was a jeweler, apparently.  Which explained why she'd decided to borrow Liera for some reason.
 
   Liera had been living in Ralaath ever since school; she could speak the language well enough, and knew how to order a meal, or visit a mourner, but there were layers upon layers of things that she didn't understand.  Particularly not the world Maash moved in; landowners and jewelers, priests and nobility.  And a great many people who were just astonishingly perverted.
 
   That part she was fine with.  But the rest, the feeling that she was always missing something, that she was about to do something stupid—that, she could do without.
 
   Maash let Liera put on a tunic that was more or less the same as the one Maash was wearing, but when Liera tried to put on an embroidered robe, she laughed, and gave her a light jacket instead.  And a golden choker decorated with pinprick rubies.  It was a lovely thing, probably worth more than the home that Liera had grown up in, and Maash just gave it to her, offhanded.
 
   And apparently she was going to give Liera away, just as casually.  That, Liera didn't like.  Well, she liked it a little.  But she didn't like that she liked it.
 
   Breakfast was at a fish restaurant not far from Maash's place.  They had cubes of fish and pumpkin there, and little blue-black bananas fried in strips.  Liera's mouth started watering as soon as they came in, but when they sat down, the waiter only brought Maash a menu, not Liera.  That happened often enough, but usually Maash would have them bring one for Liera; this time, not.
 
   The Krin of the Krin came in soon after with his wife.  He was a solidly-built man, with a walrus mustache and iron-gray hair.  His wife was tiny, a lot shorter than Maash, who was a head shorter than Liera.
 
   The waiter came up to Maash, who ordered while making introductions.  Liera had been gifted to Maash's friends twice, but it had been people she'd known, and they'd talked about it first.  It was very strange having to make small-talk with people who were going to be fucking her later, and whom she didn't really know.
 
   Maash had just bought a block of flats down near the docks, and the Krin was interested in the specifics of the deal; whom she'd used as a banker, whether she planned on improvements, if she thought the market was right for other purchases of land in the cities.  His wife nodded along, clearly not terribly interested, but occasionally offering comments.
 
   Then the food came out, and not only had they not brought Liera a menu, they hadn't brought her a plate.
 
   "Maash?" she said, when it was clear that there wasn't anything for her.  "I can understand thinking I can't read, but even foreigners eat."
 
   Maash laughed, and looked a little uncomfortable. "What have you done, Maash?" asked Liera.
 
   The Krin's wife, whose name was apparently Jalah, shook her head. "Don't worry," she said. "It's nothing. Here, have some fish."
 
   She speared one of the cubes of fish from her plate with the tine-knife, and held it out to Liera.
 
   Liera looked over at Maash, who'd lost the uncomfortable look and seemed to be enjoying herself again. "Go on, take it; it's the only way you're getting food."
 
   "Yes," said Jalah. "Until she comes to collect you. Have fish, it's good."
 
   It was good, and she was hungry. Liera flushed red, and then bent over to take the bite of fish. "Good," said Jalah. "Here, also a bite of melon."
 
   It was more than a little strange. Maash and the Krin kept talking about that block of flats, and Jalah seemed more interested in that conversation than in the girl she was feeding. And Liera sat there, hands folded in her lap, eating what Jalah chose to feed her, drinking from the cup that she tilted towards her.
 
   By the time the waiters cleared away the plates, Liera was ready to go home with the Krin and Jalah, and do whatever they wanted.
 
   They all stood up, and made their goodbyes. Maash stood on her tiptoes, kissed Liera on the nose. "I'll be back for you in a few days."
 
   Liera flushed. "I'll miss you," she said, her throat tight.
 
   "Yes," said Maash. "That's part of it. Now be good, and do as you're told."
 
   Then Maash turned and left. The robe was tight enough that it clung to her hips. Liera watched Maash's ass leaving the restaurant, and wished she was leaving with it.
 
   "Tschk!" said Jalah.  "She is a lovely young woman, isn't she?"
 
   "She absolutely is," agreed Liera.
 
   "And very generous," said the Krin, looking at Liera.  "Have her ready for me when I come home."
 
   "Of course," said Jalah.  "She will be aching for you."
 
   The Krin took his walking stick from the stand near the door and strode out into the street, leaving Jalah and Liera sitting together.
 
   There was a pause, as Jalah sat looking at her, and Liera tried to come up with something to say.
 
   "Mrs. Jalah?" she started.
 
   Jalah put her finger on Liera's lips.  "No.  You are never to use my name.  You may call me 'lady', if you are allowed to speak to me."
 
   Liera hesitated, looked down.
 
   "When you are given instructions, you will say, 'Yes, lady,' if you have understood them.  And you will say, 'Thank you, lady,' to show that you appreciate my kindness.  If it is my husband who gives you instructions, you will call him lord."
 
   "Yes, lady," said Liera.  "Thank you, lady."
 
   "Very nice! You are . . . Liera, is your name?"  Jalah stumbled slightly on the pronunciation.
 
   "Yes, lady," said Liera.
 
   "No," said Jalah.  "Not a good name; I shall talk to Maash and have it changed.  For now . . ." she looked abstracted, then reached out and pinched Liera's cheek, hard.  Liera winced, but didn't pull away; the way she'd been fed breakfast, the instructions she'd been given . . . she didn't pull away.
 
   "So soft, and so nicely pink," said Jalah.  "You are a lovely little piglet; we shall call you that, until your lady gives you a more pleasant name."
 
   Liera flushed.
 
   "Yes, very good.  Now come along, piglet; there is much that I have to do, and the day is passing."
 
   Jalah headed out of the restaurant, and for all that she was tiny, Liera had to struggle to keep up.  Maash lived down the hill, and it seemed that the Krin lived uphill; they went up past increasingly imposing mansions, and increasingly extensive grounds.  The house that Jalah finally turned to wasn't one of the ones hidden behind hedges and fences, or guarded by men with halberds and repeating pistols, but it wasn't small, either.
 
   Through the gate, there was a wide plaza, with shrubs and flowers along the sides, and a long stretch of stone tile between the gate and the house.
 
   "You will take off Miss Enari's clothing now, piglet," said Jalah.  Maash's last name was Enari, and she had been the one who'd given the clothing to Liera.
 
   Liera looked around her.  It was a quiet street, but it was still a street.  There was a carriage clopping down the other way, and the guards at the house across the street were watching them, looking less bored than the others they had passed.
 
   "Lady," said Liera.  "Please, I—"
 
   Jalah grabbed her by the nose, and pulled her head forward.  "You say, 'Yes, lady, thank you, lady,' piglet.  And then you do what you are told, like Maash told you, yes?  Or I will tell her that I have been disappointed."
 
   She let go, and Liera straightened up, hand twitching with the urge to rub her sore nose.  "Yes, lady," she said around a lump in her throat.  "Thank you, lady."
 
   The fastenings on the jacket looked complicated, but Maash had showed her how to tie it, and how to untie it, with one hand and three tugs.  It came undone and dropped from from her shoulders in a whisper of silk.
 
   Liera took hold of the corners of the tunic, and hesitated.  Jalah raised an eyebrow.  Liera took a deep breath, and pulled it up, over her head.  She was standing out on the street, wearing nothing but her shoes and the gold and ruby choker that Maash had given her.  The carriage didn't slow, but the guards across the street were definitely less bored than they had been.
 
   "Very nice," said Jalah, and touched the tip of Liera's nose.  "Now, let us see what we have."
 
   She grabbed Liera's left nipple and pulled sharply.  Liera yelped and tried to pull away, but Jalah had a grip like a pair of calipers.  "Silence, and still," said Jalah, sternly, and Liera tried to stay still.  "Yes," said Jalah.  "Very nice color.  And perhaps even too sensitive.  Down."
 
   Liera hesitated, not knowing what Jalah wanted.  "Down," said Jalah, pulling Liera's nipple downward.  Overbalanced, Liera toppled, caught herself on her hands and knees.  "Yes!  See; down."
 
   Jalah's hand was on the inside of her thigh.  Liera's breath caught in her throat.  She heard the carriage wheels slow and stop, and she could almost feel the eyes of the guards across the way burning into her as she waited on her hands and knees, while Jalah probed at her cunt.
 
   "Not pierced at all," said Jalah.  "Very neglectful, but girls will be girls.  Very slippy, though; when did your lady last allow you an orgasm?"
 
   "Yester—two days ago," Liera corrected herself.  Remembering was hard.  Maash had worked her over with the riding prod, and then gone down on her.  It had been amazing, and what was happening was pretty great too, guards across the way or not.
 
   "How clever of her to make you so responsive!" said Jalah.  "I shall have to talk to her about her technique."
 
   "Nnnnng," said Liera.
 
   "Yes, yes.  But not until my husband returns; he enjoys feeling the sensation of a climax.  Is your anus prepared for penetration?  Perhaps Miss Enari enjoys tormenting you in that fashion?"
 
   Jalah had moved her hand up slightly, and was probing between Liera's buttocks.
 
   "Sometimes," said Liera, trying for words.  "Not  . . . I don't know. . . I—"
 
   "You will say, 'yes, lady,' or 'she does not, lady,' said Jalah.  "You will not say, 'no', of course."
 
   "Yes, lady," panted Liera.  "Thank you, lady.  Yes, lady, she enjoys tormenting me in that fashion."  Jalah's fingers at her asshole were distracting, but not as distracting as they had been in her cunt.  "But I don't know if it's sufficient for—ah!"
 
   It was sufficient for two fingers at once, anyway.
 
   "It should do," said Jalah.  "Very well.  You may finish taking off Miss Enari's clothing—they will be returned to her, of course."
 
   Liera's hands went to her choker.  She didn't want to take it off, but she also didn't want to be naked in the street, on her hands and knees.
 
   "No, not that.  Stupid piglet!  The shoes, of course."
 
   Liera flushed.  She undid her shoes, left them next to the tunic and jacket.
 
   "Very well," said Jalah.  "And now you may follow me into the house."
 
   Liera tried to stand, and was held down by a steady hand on her back.  "No, you look very nice like this."
 
   Red-faced, Liera crawled behind Jalah across the open plaza, up the stairs, and into the house.
 
   It wasn't that much more private indoors.  There was a valet who bowed to them as they came in, and a maid took the little bundle of Liera's clothing that Jalah had been carrying.  "The staff will not take liberties," said Jalah, perhaps noticing Liera's hesitation at the way they looked at her.  "Not this time.  Perhaps if you beg prettily, Maash will lend you here again, for more general enjoyment."
 
   She stopped, and turned to face Liera.  "Would you like that?"
 
   Liera hesitated.  "I don't think that I would like that, lady," she said.
 
   Jalah tsked, went around behind Liera, and stuck two fingers in her cunt.  "Once again.  Would you like to kept in a pen belowstairs, to be fucked by all the servants of the house, one after another?"
 
   Liera could feel her muscles clench at that.  "Yes, lady," she said.  "Thank you, lady."
 
   "There, you see?  You should not attempt to hide what you are.  And you should never tell fibs; bad things happen to girls who tell fibs." Jalah stood.  "Of course, bad things will happen to you, regardless."
 
   "Yes, lady," said Liera.  "Thank you, lady."
 
   "So charming," said Jalah, and patted her on the cheek.  "It will be such a shame, what I will do to you."
 
   Liera flushed, from her toes to her hair.  She was very much interested in what Jalah was going to do to her.
 
   "First the studio, I think," said Jalah.
 
   Stairs were tricky, because Liera still wasn't allowed to stand, but she managed it, and was faintly proud of herself for being able to get into Jalah's studio.
 
   It turned out to be an airy room, with a number of serious-looking tools, boxes and benches along the walls, and a heavy marble worktable in the center.  There were tools and spools of metal thread on the table, silver and gold, and a scattering of gems, sparkling red and blue and green.  But what drew Liera's eye was an ominous-looking hook hanging from the ceiling just next to the bench.
 
   "Oh, very well," said Jalah.  "You will be less eager the second time, perhaps.  But what are your wrists?"
 
   "My wrists?  Um, lady?  I don't . . ."
 
   Jalah sighed.  "A nine?  A twelve?  What is their circumference?"
 
   "I don't know, lady," said Liera.
 
   Jalah tsked.  "There are not many things that Maash needs to teach her girls.  But if we do not know your necessary measurements, it leads to imprecise decoration and restraint."
 
   As far as Liera knew, she wasn't just one of Maash's girls; she was Maash's girl.  And while Maash certainly both decorated and restrained her, she hadn't seemed to worry much about precision.
 
   "Very well," said Jalah.  She took a length of cord, wrapped it around Liera's wrists—first one, then then other.  "A nine, and almost a nine-and-a-half for the right hand.  I will have to make a note of this for Maash, and tell her to train you to use your left hand more frequently.  It is not wise to allow these asymmetries to develop.  And what do you work with your hand so much for, anyway, piglet?"
 
   Liera blushed, and Jalah laughed.  "No, surely Maash does not allow you that much liberty!  But I suppose that there is a price to paid to keep you so responsive.  Perhaps you will stroke yourself with your left hand too, sometimes."
 
   As she was talking, Jalah had been opening drawers, taking things out, and putting them back.  She took a pair of steel bracelets, lined with leather, and fastened them around Liera's wrists; the fit was tight, but not too tight.  Then she strung a chain between them.
 
   "Stand," said Jalah.
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Liera, scrambling up to her feet.  Jalah looped the chain over the hook, and started a winch.
 
   "You may hold onto the chain," said Jalah, as the winch raised the hook up, and Liera did, trying to get a good grasp as her hands were lifted up over her head.
 
   Jalah stopped it when it was high enough to keep her pulled up on her tiptoes, but not so high that she was off the floor.
 
   "There," said Jalah.  She stroked Liera's side, then dropped down to her thigh.  It was sticky there, and Jalah raised an eyebrow at that.  "Such enthusiasm.  Well, perhaps there will be less soon."
 
   She went over to the table, took up a bit of filigree.  It was lovely, intricate gold work around a flat opal.  "This was closer," she said.  "Perhaps it will do for sale as second-rate work.  Certainly better than third.  But not what the Ahrin need, wouldn't you say?"
 
   Liera twisted, tried to find a way to stand without having to pull herself up by her chains, tried to find a way to avoid the question that she'd been asked.
 
   Jalah grabbed hold of a nipple; the same one she'd grabbed before.  "I have asked you a question, piglet.  You will answer questions when they are asked."
 
   "Lady," said Liera.  "It looks lovely.  I don't know who the Ahrin are, and I don't know what they need."
 
   "Lovely, then?" asked Jalah.  "You disagree with my assessment?"
 
   Liera gave a soft sob.  Jalah's fingers hurt, and she didn't want to give the wrong answer.  "I don't know.  Lady."
 
   Jalah gave her a stern look.  "Oh, I see.  You fear that you are to be beaten if you offend, yes?"
 
   "Yes, lady," said Liera.
 
   Jalah laughed.  "Oh, piglet.  You will be beaten regardless of what you say.  And then I shall hurt you in additional ways.  Look at the piece, and tell me what you see."
 
   Liera looked.  "It is lovely," she said.  "The stone is very . . . it has clear edges and good color.  And the filigree is delicate and very fine work.  But it's a little unbalanced?  Like the left side is stronger than the right?"
 
   Jalah looked at her, and laughed.  Not one of the little amused noises that she sometimes made, or a polite, conversational laugh.  A genuine, deep belly laugh, that left Jalah doubled up, tears at the corner of her eyes.
 
   "Oh, oh, my," she said, getting a hold of herself.  "Oh, what you hear, when you ask piglet girls questions about jewels.  What insight, that the buckle half is balanced over to the left, what cleverness!"
 
   She shook her head.  "Very good."  She patted  Liera's breast.  "But as I said, you are to be beaten regardless of what you said, no matter how amusing."  She went behind Liera, out of sight.  There was the rustling in cabinets, and then a whistling through the air that made Liera wince in anticipation.
 
   Jalah came back in front of her, holding a thin cane.  It looked like it was made of bamboo, and had a silver handle.  "This is going to hurt a great deal.  You may shout and scream as you wish; I have chosen to leave your mouth open because I enjoy those sounds.  But no words, piglet.  Do you understand?"
 
   'Yes, lady, thank you, lady' leapt to Liera's lips, but she bit the words back and nodded instead.
 
   "Oh, very clever," said Jalah, and then hit her across her breasts.
 
   Liera yelped, twisted away as far as the chains would let her.  That hurt, it had really hurt.  Maash would do that sometimes, but usually she hit lighter even after warming Liera up.  Another stroke of the cane, just a little lower.  Jalah had the idle, unfocused smile of a woman petting a cat.  Liera twisted; as soon as she straightened out, Jalah hit her again.
 
   Then one across the thighs as she was twisting, and a stripe of fire laid across her butt.  Every hit was as hard as Maash's hardest, and there wasn't anywhere to go, any way to escape.  Liera twisted, pulled herself off the ground by the chains, but Jalah didn't stop, didn't even slow down.
 
   She'd started crying almost with the first swat.  Then Jalah brought the cane down across Liera's pussy, and she started howling.  By the time Jalah was done, Liera's face was covered in tears, her nose was dripping, and her throat felt as badly abused as her breasts, her shoulders, her ass, her pussy.
 
   Jalah stopped, but Liera kept crying, little hitching sobs.
 
   "Very nice," said Jalah.  "Very calming."  Her hand ghosted across Liera's breasts, her stomach, and then down to her cunt.
 
   She rubbed, and Liera responded, through her sobs.  "Calming for at least one of us," said Jalah, removing her hands and spreading her fingers, to show the thread of moisture between them.  "Oh, it is such a pity that the young girls are so modern in their outlook, choosing only one partner at a time."
 
   She held her hand out, and Liera leaned forward, sucked Jalah's fingers clean.
 
   "If only she were looking for a husband," said Jalah.  "You would be such a treat to add to the trousseau.  And if there was anything that he wanted which Maash did not wish to give, he could take it from you, with no complaints."
 
   A pinch at her nipple, which brought fresh tears to Liera's eyes, and then the hand on her cunt, on her clit; her sobs turned into moans.  "Which reminds me!" said Jalah, and rang a bell.  "My husband shall be using your mouth and anus, of course.  The other . . . well, soon.  For now, I must not delay; I do not wish to waste the calm this exercise has given me."
 
   Jalah returned to her workbench, and began twisting gold wires with sure, strong movements.  Every so often she'd need a different tool, or another width of wire, and she'd go and get it; when she passed Liera, she would give a quick pinch, or swat, or caress.  It helped distract from the growing soreness in her arms and shoulders, the ache in her calves.
 
   After a while, a maid came in with a tray.  There was fennel root and slices of orange and green lemon, two small roasted birds, and a bowl of cold coconut soup with poppy seeds floating in it.
 
   There was also a whole ginger root, a knife, a small bottle filled with a red paste, and a folded piece of cloth.  Jalah pulled out a release pin, and the winch came loose, dropping Liera's arms down with a rattle of chain.  the sudden change overbalanced Liera, and she fell to her hands and knees.
 
   "Oh, very well," said Jalah.  "Most people would prefer to stand, but I suppose I can indulge you, piglet.  Besides, you look so charming like that.  Come here; yes, closer."
 
   Jalah held out a slice of green lemon, and Liera ate it from her hand, her lips against Jalah's smooth skin.  Later was a cube of fennel, a spoonful of soup held up to Liera's lips.  It wasn't as much food or attention as she'd wanted.  After she'd gotten all the meat off the bones that Jalah had given her, she looked up, hoping for a little more.
 
   "Tsh!" said Jalah, when she noticed her.  "Pudgy!" she said, grabbing hold of Liera's side, pinching hard.  "See!  And while Maash seems charmed by it, I do not think I need to fatten you any more."
 
   She let go, and patted Liera's side, and then her butt, and then she fingered her cunt.  Liera started thrusting, breathing hard.  It had been a difficult morning, and Jalah's hands were so strong and smooth and knowing.
 
   "Very lovely," said Jalah, her touch growing lighter.  "And I shall allow this to complete when my husband is thrusting into your anus; he enjoys the contractions most, that way.  But for now, there is just a bit left on this tray for you."
 
   Liera was panting, sweating.  "Just once.  Please, lady, just once.  Just a little one.  I'll be as enthusiastic as you want, please."
 
   "Yes," said Jalah.  "You will.  But no, not even a little one; I expect that what is approaching will delight my husband, and I enjoy seeing him delighted.  Now, let me prepare your treat."
 
   "First this," she said, and put one of the green lemons in Liera's mouth.  "I shall inspect the skin later, to see if you can be trusted with my husband's member, or if we shall have to keep your mouth forced open."
 
   The lemon wasn't that big, but Liera was still hungry, and it smelled good; she started to drool, and couldn't swallow.
 
   "Also, it will keep you from saying things that nobody wishes to hear, which is for the best."
 
   Then the winch started moving, and Liera was pulled back up to her feet, back up to her toes.  Jalah patted her hips, and she whined and twisted.  It was all too much, and she wanted to come; she wanted to come now.
 
   "Belt size?" asked Jalah.
 
   "Eveeneen, aiee," said Liera.
 
   "As informative as I've come to expect.  No matter."  Jalah took a gold chain from the table, ran it around Liera's waist.  She set it low, over Liera's hips, clipped it off, and fastened it.  "Hm.  No, the color is not quite right.  It should be set off with stones.  Something red?  Or perhaps blue.  This will do for now, though."
 
   She turned Liera around, so that she was facing the workbench, and then sat down, and picked up the hand of ginger.
 
   "Has Maash been using this on you?" she asked.  Liera shook her head.
 
   "Oh, but she should.  I shall have to talk with her about it.  It produces the most delightful movements in girls; they will press and squirm, trying to escape the sensation."  As Jalah talked, she started carving the ginger with swift, precise cuts of the knife, turning it into a curved length, with a knob on either end.
 
   "This to widen you," she said, pointing to one end, "and this to prevent you from swallowing it, if your anus proves particularly hungry," she added, pointing to the other.
 
   A streamer of drool had already begun to drip from Liera's mouth.  Jalah stood, wiped the ginger in Liera's saliva, and then spun her around, and worked it into her ass.
 
   At first, it hurt a little, because it was wide, but it felt cool.  Then there was a tingle, and a growing heat.  Liera whined, tried to shake it loose.
 
   "There, you see?  Such delightful squirming."  Then she put two fingers into Liera's cunt.  "And the fluttering of the muscles here.  Oh, Maash is very foolish not to use this on you; I am sure it would make her very happy."
 
   Liera moaned and twisted.  It hurt, it burned, she wanted it out.
 
   "Now this," said Jalah, "I fear that Maash would be too soft-hearted for."  She unstoppered the bottle, and there was a sudden, pungent smell of pepper.  She poured a generous dollop onto the square of cloth, and worked it in.  "I am merely using it because I enjoy watching you cry.  And perhaps it shall make you spoil the lime; it is an excellent test for you."
 
   She attached another length of gold chain to the back of the belt, looped it around the ginger, and brought it up between Liera's legs.  "Now," she said.  "Tell me that you wish this upon your lovely little pussy, piglet."
 
   Liera didn't want it on her.  She really didn't.  "Ess laey, Aank ou laey," she said, and flushed.
 
   "So charming," said Jalah, patting her pussy.  "I really must think of how to thank Maash for her loan." Jalah's fingers came away wet.  "Your reward will wait until my husband's return, of course."  She laid the cloth in place, pulled the chain taut, and fastened it.
 
   She looked up at Liera with a question on her face.  A moment of anxiety, and then Liera screamed around the green lemon in her mouth.
 
   "Yes," said Jalah, standing on her tiptoes to look into Liera's eyes.  "It is quite lovely, isn't it."
 
   It was as though she had been lit on fire.  The ginger still hurt, she still wanted it out, but this was like nothing she'd ever felt.  Liera kicked her legs off the ground, twisted, shook, but the chain held the cloth in place.  Another scream.
 
   "Unfortunately, the intensity will diminish.  And since you have to return to Maash so soon, I cannot keep applying it until you are broken down."  She sighed, and turned back to her work.
 
   Liera twisted, pulled, sobbed.  It hurt like nothing Maash had ever done to her.  It wasn't a fun hurt; this was serious, and if she could've gotten it off, she would've.  But she couldn't.  Slowly, she stopped twisting, hung in her chains, her face and chest covered in drool and tears and snot and sweat.
 
   As Jalah had said, it gradually got less intense, more bearable. And while the ginger also still hurt, it also hurt less.  Eventually, Liera just hung in her chains, her pussy sore and burning, her ass stretched and with a fire there as well.  Jalah was using pliers to twist gold threads into curves and circles, snipping off each fragment, putting it precisely into place with a single, sure movement.
 
   It wasn't a fun hurt, but there was something to the idea of Jalah breaking her down completely, and then putting her back together the way she wanted.  From time to time, Jalah looked up from her work, and smiled at Liera's moans and sobs.  Eventually, she decided that the piece was finished; she put a layer of golden powder over it, and then took out a blowtorch.
 
   "A light hand is required with this," she said.  "Enough to melt, but not sufficient to ruin."
 
   It was a light pass, and the powder was gone, and the opal was seated in its nest of filagree.  "Yes," said Jalah,  "At last correct.  And next, you have to be cleaned and decorated.  Appealing as you look now, this appearance is not to my husband's taste."
 
   She took the green lemon from Liera's mouth, wiped it on her shoulder, which was one of the few places where she wasn't covered in fluids.  "Yes, let us see.  There are some bruises on the skin of the lime."  She flicked Liera's nipple.  "Naughty!  If you touch my husband's member with your teeth, Maash will receive a disappointing report.  But you have not broken the skin.  It seems that I will not need to apply the retractors."
 
   The hook dropped with a click and a whir, and Liera was once again on her hands and knees.
 
   "Please, lady?" she said, when she had her breath back.
 
   "Yes?" asked Jalah.
 
   "Please may I kiss you?" asked Liera.  "Just your hands, or your feet," she added quickly.  "Please?"
 
   Jalah squatted down beside her, rubbed below and to the side of Liera's eye with her thumb, clearing away the tears.  "You have been a lovely little piglet.  Very slippy, very noisy."  She held up her other hand.  "Very well.  You may kiss my hand."
 
   Liera touched the back of Jalah's hand with her lips, lightly.  Then she brushed it with her tongue, and was rewarded with a stinging slap.
 
   "Greedy girl!" said Jalah.  "You have permission for one thing, do not attempt another."  She rose, brushed her hands on her skirt.  "And we must not delay your bath.  Come along."
 
   This time, Liera didn't have to be told to crawl.  It was the most natural thing, to follow behind Jalah on her hands and knees, to watch her shoes and the hem of her skirt, and try to keep pace, and to be encouraged with slaps when Jalah was forced to slow to keep up.
 
   Ralaathi baths were elaborate affairs, and the Krin's bath was no exception.  There were two steps down to the bath itself, but there was an expanse of marble tile between the door and the bath, with counters and cabinets, and mirrors and perfumes.  And there was another hook hanging from the ceiling, and a metal framework folded into the corner.
 
   "Yes," said Jalah.  "It is often pleasant to have a girl writhing for me while I bathe; it is very soothing.  But I fear there is not time for that today; my husband shall soon return."  Jalah unhooked the chain that went across Liera's crotch, holding the square of cloth and length of ginger in place.
 
   Liera felt as though she'd been taken out of a fire.  The cloth had stopped hurting, mostly, but then she'd started moving and it started again.  She sighed, and then Jalah pinched her clit, hard.  It was so sensitive that there were immediately tears at the corners of her eyes.  But she didn't pull away; she ground down, moaned.
 
   "Very nice," said Jalah.  "Just as I said; what is approaching will delight my husband."  A small pat on her pussy.  "Just a hint of perfume there, after you are bathed.  But as for the other. . . "
 
   She took the length of ginger out, tossed it into the trash.  "It shall have to be cleaned; it is not, at the moment, a fitting receptacle."
 
   Jalah unfolded the framework and strapped Liera to it on her hands and knees, with a few quick, certain movements.  Much like working with gold, this was a thing that Jalah had done many times, and was expert at.
 
   Another light pat on her pussy, and then something pushed into her ass.  It went in easily enough, but she was still sore from the ginger.  It went further in.  "We shall start with water," said Jalah.  "There shall be time for other treatment soon."
 
   There was a gurgling, and the strangest feeling in Liera's bowels.  She whined and looked up at Jalah.
 
   "Oh, do not tell me that Maash has never cleaned you out!" she said.  "She is a charming young lady, but she has been sadly neglectful.  I really must speak to her!"
 
   It didn't really answer Liera's whine, but she didn't really expect an answer to that.  After a time, Jalah removed the hose from her ass, and put something else in, wide and hard.
 
   "There.  You must hold it while it does its work."  She knelt, held Liera's chin in her hand, tilted it one way, then another.   "Well, at least the ears are pierced.  Rubies, I think.  And coral, but the lighter corals."
 
   "Lady?" asked Liera.  "Please?  My stomach hurts."
 
   "Of course it does," said Jalah.  "You are over a drain; when it is time, you will be allowed to void.  For now, perhaps you need a distraction."
 
   Her stomach twisted in pain, but she couldn't help but respond to Jalah's hand; if she'd been allowed to come, maybe, but . . . Liera groaned, closed her eyes.
 
   A slap.  "Eyes open, piglet!"  said Jalah.  "You will be stimulated when my husband is using you, and you shall look at him then."
 
   Liera opened her eyes, looked across at the bathroom, at the steam rising up from the tub, at the cabinets, at the marble and glass and amethyst and gold.  Jalah was not bringing her to orgasm, not quite, but kept going closer and closer.  "Smile," she said, and Liera tried; the intensity of her pain, of her pleasure kept pulling her mouth open, making her features blank, but Jalah set a mirror in front of her, forced her to watch, to keep pulling her mouth up into a rictus that approximated a smile.
 
   "Very good," said Jalah, after a while.  "See, a distraction, and some education; exactly what was needed."  Then she pulled out the stopper, and Liera's bowels emptied with a foul smell, and wetness on her legs.
 
   "There, yes, you see?" said Jalah.  "You had been given too much food, and now you are emptied out.  So much better."
 
   She sprayed Liera's ass and legs with a hose, then the tiles behind her, and the smell of shit faded.  "The next one will be larger, of course.  But cleaner."
 
   It was.  And Liera had to hold it for longer, her stomach distended as she ground against Jalah's hand, tried to smile, tried to get some sort of release.  The one after that was small, but hurt more; what came out when it was done smelled faintly floral.
 
   "And that is that.  So lovely now," said Jalah, running her finger around the rim of Liera's asshole.  "And still nicely taut, though not overly shut.  I am sure you will give great pleasure.  Once you are cleaned!"
 
   A few quick twists of screws and loosening of chains, and Liera was freed of the framework.  Then Jalah gripped her by the ankle, turned and twisted, and threw Liera into the bath.
 
   "Yes, very good," she said, as Liera surfaced, gasping for breath, and threw a sponge at her face.  "Do not take long," she said.  "You are marginally cleaner, but not yet decorated.  I shall return shortly; be clean, when I do."
 
   Liera scrubbed as quickly as she could, washing her hair, scrubbing her arms and legs and behind her ears.  Being cleaned out on the framework had not been pleasant, but it had . . . the hook in Jalah's studio hadn't been pleasant, but it had . . . she wanted to do what Jalah wanted, as well as she could.
 
   When Jalah returned, she tshed impatiently.  "No, not still in the bath.  On the frame, piglet."
 
   Liera dashed out of the warm tub to drop on the cold metal.  Jalah fastened her into place, and then started putting things on her; gold chains and silver chains, rubies and sapphires.  Each time, she was unsatisfied.  "No," she said, time after time.  "Not the color, or perhaps not the . . .  there is something that I do not see."
 
   Finally she squatted down, cupped Liera's chin in her fingers, and slapped her face, with a look of cool consideration.  "Yes!  Of course the silver and the jewels do not suit you, piglet!  No, come, I shall get you what you need."
 
   Jalah went to one of the cabinets, and pulled out lengths of iron chain, black, heavy.  "Yes, you see?  Silver and gold for girls who are not quite so excited by being raped by an endless stream of servants, iron chains for girls like you.  Heavy, yes, but properly decorative.  And how they set off your skin," she added, fastening a manacle around Liera's ankle.
 
   "Now, of course, you are not a porter's slave, or a girl for the use of the staff of a kitchen.  So perhaps a small jewel, here and there, a bit of gold."
 
   She wrapped chains around Liera's chest, biting into her breasts, restricting her breathing.  Her wrists and ankles were manacled, and the chains running between them left her with less than a foot of slack.  And she wore a golden tiara with a ruby that dangled down to her forehead, a golden cuff on her calf, just above her manacle, and then a single ruby attached by a short gold chain to a wicked spring clip that Jalah hung from her left nipple; the one she seemed to like pinching.
 
   "It is cruel of Maash not to have you pierced," said Jalah.  "Now this hurts more than it needs to."  She unfastened the straps, pulled Liera to her feet, over to a mirror.  "See how delightful you look?
 
   Her breasts were squeezed by the iron chains, her hands pinned behind her back by Jalah. And she was wearing gold and jewels, iron manacles on her ankles.  Liera blushed, and would have turned aside, if Jalah hadn't held her head in place.  She was cleaned and ornamented, but it was entirely clear that she was an object to be fucked.
 
   "Yes," said Jalah.  "You see.  But let us come to the entrance; my husband will soon be home."
 
   There was a stand ready near the door; Liera climbed up on it, apparently the wrong way around.  Jalah corrected her, attached her elbows and knees.  Her head was at about waist height, and so was her ass.  It was entirely clear what the stand was for, and it was more comfortable than Liera had anticipated; there were velvet cushions for her elbows and thighs, and there was Jalah's hand on her side, light touches all along her flanks, up to her breasts.
 
   "This will hurt a great deal when I remove it," said Jalah, flicking the ruby on her breast.  It hurt a great deal when she flicked it, too.  "But you shall have a cock in your mouth; that is the sort of thing which I am sure shall soothe you."
 
   Her hand moved down to Liera's pussy, and she bucked at the touch, hoping for just a little pressure.  The chains, the stand, everything that had happened until then.  Liera knew that she'd be in trouble if she came, but she was past that point.
 
   "And that is where you should be, piglet!" said Jalah.  Her hand dropped lower, to Liera's thighs, and then she showed it to Liera; there were lines of creamy moisture between every finger.  "Precisely as ready as you need to be."
 
   And then the door opened, and the Krin of Krin walked in. He wasn't in any particular hurry; he gave his stick and coat to a servant, nodded a greeting to his wife, who was standing at Liera's right, her arm over Liera's shoulder, her hand toying with Liera's breast, pulling at the clamp, at the ruby.
 
   "How was your day?" she asked, as the Krin came up to them.
 
    "It was well," he said. "There warehouses over in Aliut?  They have been rented again, and at a higher rate.  And with you?"
 
   "It was well," said Jalah.  "The buckle is complete, and I have made some progress in planning our gift."
 
   Liera barely heard any of it.  Her eyes were on the Krin's crotch, watching his hands untying his belt, and then the trouser string.  Boys weren't her favorite; since she'd met Maash, she'd only been with one boy, who Maash had wanted to cheer up.  But she needed something, anything, and she was there for his use.
 
   When the length of his cock was free of the cream-colored silk of his trousers, Liera lunged as far forward as her chains would let her, mouth open, hands reaching for him.  The Krin did not look down at her, did not stop talking to his wife.  But at last his cock was in her mouth.  Boys weren't her favorite, but she took his whole length, and then licked further, tasting the hair and sweat at the base of his cock.  One of his hands rested on her head, and then tightened as he began to thrust, slow and deep.
 
   He still didn't stop talking to Jalah:  there was a festival coming up, and they had to consider who to invite to their celebration, the harvest looked to be a good one, which meant that they should consider selling some agricultural land—not the ancestral holdings, of course, but some of the more recently acquired farms.
 
   Jalah kept touching her, running her hand up and down Liera's side, gentle touches on her breast, flicking at the ruby there, gentle touches on her hip.  Whenever she got close to Liera's pussy, Liera bucked and ground, trying to get something, some little bit more.  The conversation didn't stop, but it became just noises—deep male noises and light female answers.  She was lost; there was nothing but her own body, aching, moving, and Jalah's hand, and the cock in her mouth.
 
   "Steady now, piglet," said Jalah in her ear.  "If you bite, you will deeply regret it."
 
   Then the clip came off.
 
   It hurt more than anything that Jalah had done to her; more than the beating, more than the ginger, more than the pepper.  Liera screamed into the Krin's cock, and he thrust more deeply, down into her spasming throat.  But then Jalah's hand was on her cunt, and then her asshole, working something in there, and there was the cock in her mouth; she moaned and sucked; it hurt so much, but she was past the point where that mattered; it was all sensation.
 
   Then the Krin pulled out of her mouth, and she made a hungry breathy sound, disappointed, reaching with mouth and hands for what had been taken from her.
 
   The Krin's hand moved along her side, down toward her hips, Jalah's moved up on the other side, towards her face, and then something pressed up against her ass.  Liera thrust back, as hard as the chains allowed.  If she hadn't been chained . . . if she was unchained, she would've been harder to manage; this way, the Krin was able to take exactly what he wanted.  It was better this way.
 
   The conversation hadn't stopped.  Male voice and female voice, but it didn't matter to her; that wasn't what she was for.  The Krin rested the length of his cock along her ass; she could feel her saliva there, the thick stuff from the back of her mouth, dripping down between her legs.  Then he pulled back, and pushed in; Liera groaned; it was too wide, it was too long, it was right.
 
   "Eyes open," said Jalah.  "Smile."
 
   She laughed at the face that Liera pulled.  "Oh, of course.  Well, perhaps you can look like a person some other time."
 
   A hard pinch on her sore nipple; that got through the fog of everything else, and then Jalah's hand on Liera's cunt, strong, knowing.
 
   "Please lady?" said Liera.  "Pleaseohplease?"
 
   "Wait," said Jalah, sternly.  The Krin was deep in her, his hands on her hips.  He was still talking, Jalah was still responding.
 
   "Pleaseohpleaseohplease," said Liera, but nobody was listening to her.  "Please lord?  Please lady?"
 
   She was holding back as best she could, but the Krin's movement was moving her hips, and Jalah's hand was there, pushing back against her, strong, wet with Liera's juices.
 
   "Please," said Liera.
 
   "Very well," said Jalah, with a twist on the other nipple.  "Now, piglet."
 
   It was what she needed to hear.  Liera fell apart.
 
   She could hear the blood pounding in her ears as she clenched and opened around Jalah's hand and her husband's cock; her whole body was shaking, only held in place by the chains and the stand, by the Krin's hands on her hips, and Jalah's under her shoulders.
 
   Just as it was dying down, there was a groan from behind her, and the Krin's hands clenched with a sudden urgency.  Jalah's fingers were busy on her pussy again, demanding, and Liera had learned not to deny Jalah's demands.  She broke again.  Not as hard, but she had nothing left.
 
   When it was done, the Krin was done, and Jalah let her collapse down onto her stand.
 
   The Krin patted her ass, twice.  "Very good work.  You have a gift for this, Jalah; I have never been dissatisfied with girls you have prepared."
 
   "Thank you," said Jalah.
 
   She pinched Liera on her extremely sensitive nipple.  "You say, 'Thank you, lord, for your attentions,'" she said.
 
   "Thank you, lord, for your attentions," said Liera.
 
   The Krin ruffled her hair.  "A lovely girl," he said.
 
   Jalah clipped a lead to her heavy iron collar, and let Liera down from the stand.  She collapsed bonelessly to the floor.
 
   "You must be sure to give Maash a fine gift in return," said the Krin.  "Will she be entertaining us at dinner?"
 
   "Oh, I don't think this piglet has any useful skills," said Jalah.  "And we have neither asked nor received permission for her to demonstrate her real talents.  But I perhaps I will find a way for her to entertain, regardless."
 
   He leaned forward, and kissed her on her forehead.  "I am sure you shall.  You never disappoint."  Jalah turned her head to the side, a faint blush on her cheek.
 
   "I shall be in the office until then," he said,  "Or perhaps in the garden; it is a fine day."
 
   "Of course," said Jalah, and watched him leave.
 
   "Please, lady," said Liera, weakly.
 
   "Yes, very well," said Jalah.  "You may lick my foot.  But very lightly!  I do not wish to be slobbered upon."
 
   That was more or less what Liera had intended to ask for.  She licked Jalah's foot as lightly as she could manage, her tongue just touching the skin.  She tasted the dust of the street there, and Jalah's sweat.
 
   "Very charming," said Jalah.  She knelt, scratched Liera behind her ear.  "Your Maash will be here for breakfast tomorrow, you know?  She has sent a note.  Perhaps it is to talk about a commission, as she indicated, or perhaps it is to be certain you are adjusting well.  Silly girl!  But I suppose it is to be expected."
 
   Maash?  It was strange.  The whole thing had been Maash's idea, but when she heard that she was coming, Liera felt strange about how Jalah's hands had turned her to putty, how anxious she had been to take the Krin's cock, how hard she'd come, how much she wanted him back up her ass.  And also . . . she'd done this sort of thing for Maash, when she wanted to play those games, but not so seriously.  The idea of Maash seeing her like this, with chains and jewels, and utterly controlled by Jalah was deeply humiliating, but also, despite feeling like a wrung-out rag, deeply arousing.
 
   Jalah clapped her hands.  "Oh, how charming.  That girl must take you properly in hand; you will be such an ornament for her."
 
   Liera leaned against Jalah's side; her legs and arms were still shaky.
 
   "Yes, piglet, yes.  You have run a good race, and now you are tired.  Very well; let us find you a pen for you to nap in.  I would have you fresh, when it is time for you to entertain at our dinner."
 
   Jalah left the entrance hall, and Liera crawled behind, wobbling a little.  She wasn't at all sure what was planned for dinner, but for the moment, she barely had the strength to stay balanced on all fours.
 
   Jalah led her into a room with the lights off, and up into a cage that was on a low side table.  The manacle on Liera's right arm was chained to the bars of her cage, as were her feet, stretching her out on her side.  Then Jalah tucked a pillow underneath her head, patted her cheek lightly, and locked the cage.
 
   "Thank you, lady," said Liera, sleepily.
 
   "Such charming manners!" said Jalah.  "It seems that serving as a receptacle has an improving effect on your character."
 
   Jalah turned to leave, and Liera watched her.  It was strange that she was taller than Jalah.  This was the right way to see her, from further down and through the bars of a cage.  She was so lovely, straight back and hips swaying.
 
   "Oh!" said Jalah.  "I had almost forgotten!"  She came back around, a small silver bell in her hand.
 
   She reached through the bars, and patted Liera's cheek again.  "You will rest soon.  But when you hear this bell, yes?" She rang it, and tinkled. "You shall finger yourself.  And if you hear it a second time, you shall stop.  And so on.  Do you understand?"
 
   "Yes, lady," said Liera.  "Thank you, lady."
 
   "Let us see," said Jalah.  She rang the bell.
 
   Liera's right hand moved, was stopped by the manacle and chain.  She shifted her left hand, started to rub.  She was tired, and sore, but Jalah wanted her to do something, so she would do it.  Then the bell rang again, and she stopped gratefully.
 
   "And thus the asymmetry," said Jalah, and tsked.  "Unless you are specifically told otherwise, piglet, you are to use your left hand for that purpose, from now on."
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady."
 
   "And you must not reach the point of orgasm, unless you have been given permission."
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady."
 
   Another ring of the bell, and Liera started again.  Another view of Jalah from behind, walking across the room, Liera's mind fogged with lust and exhaustion.  Just before she left, Jalah rang the bell again, and despite the chains around her chest, and the cold metal of the floor of the cage, Liera was asleep a few breaths afterward, on her side, head on her pillow.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   She didn't wake up, exactly.  It was more that as she was sleeping, there were sounds around her; conversation, the clink of silver on china, quiet laughter and the sound of flute and string.
 
   Then a bell tinkled, and Liera's left hand went down between her legs.
 
   "There, you see?" said Jalah.  "As I said, so responsive, and so easily trainable!"
 
   Liera was awake.  The room wasn't dark any more.  There was a long table there, and Jalah was there, and the Krin, and the servants, and about a thousand other people, who were laughing at Jalah's remark.
 
   There were men and women with landowner's caps, priests and priestesses in their robes (though none from the more ascetic orders), and various others with less easily defined uniforms.  There was a tall, blonde woman sitting next to one of the men wearing a landowner's cap who was almost certainly Ossian.  She smiled at Liera when she caught her look, and there was something knowing there that made Liera flush and look away.
 
   To see Nari, who was one of Maash's friends, and who she knew in school, and who looked like he was about to burst out laughing!  It was . . . it was utterly, utterly mortifying, but the bell hadn't rung again, so she had to keep touching herself.
 
   Liera buried her face in her pillow.
 
   "Tsk, piglet," said Jalah.  She rang the bell, and Liera's fingers stopped moving along her pussy lips.  "If you misuse your presents, you do not get to keep them.  Pass it through the bars."
 
   The problem was that her right hand was held in place, so she had to pass the pillow through with her left hand, which was pretty well soaked, and everyone saw; if they didn't see it on her fingers, there were big wet stains on the pillow when she passed it back to Jalah.  There were murmurs at that, and some laughs; Liera knew that she was red as beet, head to toe, which drew more laughs.
 
   "And such lovely colors," said Jalah, and she rang the bell again.  "Do not hide from the guests, piglet—you are here for their amusement.  Perform for them."
 
   It wasn't easy, but it also was.  Mostly, they were ignoring her.  Nari wasn't—he was just delighted to see her, and whenever she looked in that direction, he was watching her, eyes dancing with mischief.  The Ossian woman was also watching, but less . . . she wasn't amused like Nari was amused—there was an edge to her smile, something delighted, but also cruel. Did that woman know her?  Know her family?  It didn't bear thinking about.
 
   For most of the others, she was just . . .  there.  Like the flowers in the center of the table, like the servants, like decanters.  They would raise an eyebrow if Liera moaned, or laugh if Jalah made her do a trick—she had to hold a banana in her mouth, or try to collect grapes that were spilled in her cage with her lips and her toes—that sort of thing.  But then they'd look away, continue talking about other things, or pay more attention to the food or the music.
 
   Occasionally, one of the guests would take more of an interest, have a whispered conversation with Jalah or the Krin, watching Liera writhe and moan.  A shake of the head, a regretful shrug of the shoulders, and then it was dropped, or Liera was given another humiliating trick to perform.
 
   The tricks were bad, but her reaction to them was worse.  After Jalah had finally let her finish, Liera had felt like she wasn't going to be interested in sex for a week.  But now . . . now she was close.  Every time Jalah let her touch herself, she was thrumming with need, and she was squeaking with disappointment every time she had to stop, her legs still moving, twisting against each other.
 
   The people at dinner were noticing, which made her more embarrassed, which got her closer.  Then the flute girl noticed as well, and matched her rhythm to Liera's—little fluttering trills as Liera got close, slower, languorous music as she writhed in her cage.  It took Liera a little while to catch on, but when she did, she looked over at the flute girl, hoping for some sort of sympathy, someone who'd see what was happening to her, and relent.
 
   The flute girl was young and dark and intent.  There was just the faintest look over Liera, the faintest little knowing smile.  Then she winked, and looked back down at the instrument, keeping pace with Liera's every motion.
 
   Finally, the tables were cleared, and the guests started saying their goodnights, heading out.  Most of them did.  On her way out, the Ossian woman stopped by Liera's cage to talk to Jalah.  As she did, she picked a stuffed fig up off the corner table, held it through the bars.  Liera reached for it, and the woman pulled it back.  "No hands, piglet," she said.
 
   Liera flushed, but she was hungry.  She came up, craning her neck, and the woman let her nibble the fig from her hand.  "She is very charming, Jalah.  Wherever did you pick her up?"
 
   "She is on loan from Maash—Maash Enari, you know her?  Only I believe that she has eaten quite enough stuffed figs in her life."
 
   "Oh, but she's so nice like this; such a lovely round belly, and bottom.  You don't suppose Miss Enari could be convinced to lend her?"
 
   Jalah shook her head.  "Maash is very young, and filled with foolish notions.  Perhaps I will convince her to relax her guard, but for now, no.  And no, not another fig, please.  The furniture is quite valuable, Arith; I should not wish to see it overstrained."
 
   Arith laughed.  "Oh, she's a piglet, not a sow, Jalah."  She took one of the long-handled tine knives that they used for fish, and jabbed it in Liera's butt; Liera jerked and squealed.  "See?  A high pitched little oink, and while the flesh moves pleasantly, it does not fold around the fork."
 
   Jalah laughed.  "Nonetheless, I do not wish to return her fatter than I received her."
 
   "Oh, if you insist," said Arith.  "On your side, piglet; with your breasts up to the bars."
 
   Liera looked at Jalah, who gave her an impatient nod, and Liera did as she was told.  As she expected, she was jabbed in the breast.  The left nipple, again, which was already sensitive.  She'd resolved not to make any noise, but there was nothing she could do; another little squeak got out.
 
   "So lovely," said Arith.  "And she still blushes!  A very charming entertainment, Jalah."
 
   Jalah smiled, bowed slightly, and Arith bowed in return, winking at Liera before she left.
 
   "Such a delightful lady," said Jalah.  "And wonderfully cruel, even for an artist."
 
   "Please, lady," Liera started.  She'd been too distracted to be hungry, but that fig. . .
 
   Jalah held a finger up to her lips, and rang the bell again.  Liera moaned, her hand dipping back down between her thighs; she watched the last of the guests leave through something of a haze.
 
   When they were gone, Jalah rang the bell again, and called over the flute girl.  "Tsui," she said, "feed my pet her dinner.  Greens, some peppers, and buckwheat.  Perhaps a fingerlength or two of fish, and a fruit at the end, if she behaves well.  When she is ready, bring her to the bedchamber."
 
   "Yes, Lady Jalah," said Tsui.  "May I . . . "  Her hands made a small movement, like she was grabbing at something.
 
   "Oh, Tsui," said Jalah with a small laugh.  "I'm afraid that only the Krin and myself are to handle her directly.  But whatever else you feel is needed in the course of your assigned duties is to be done, naturally."
 
   "Of course," said Tsui.  She bowed deeply to Jalah, who touched her forehead with her thumb, and swept out of the room.
 
   There were a few other servants left, clearing the tables, putting out the lights.  Tsui ran over, talked to them for a bit, and then returned with a pail of greens and a small dish of buckwheat.
 
   Liera wasn't particularly fond of either greens or buckwheat, but she was hungry.  Tsui had set the dishes in front of the cage, so she pressed up there, hopeful.
 
   Tsui kept them just out of reach, her eyes sparkling with mischief.  She speared a length of frilled lettuce with a fish fork, extended it into the cage.  Liera bit at it, but it was back out of reach.  Tsui laughed, put it back in.  Again, nothing.  The third time, she let Liera bite it loose.  Liera chewed her lettuce, watching Tsui resentfully.  Tsui laughed.
 
   "There, there!" she said.  "Oh, Lady Jalah's pets are all so much fun.  Would you like another bite?"
 
   Liera wasn't sure what she was supposed to call Tsui, and didn't want to get punished for guessing wrong.  She nodded.
 
   "Well, here, if you could just . . ." There was a spear of asparagus.  There was a butter sauce on it, and little flakes of something fried.  Liera wanted it more than anything, but it was just outside the bars.  Tsui waved it back and forth slowly.  Finally, Liera stuck out her tongue, and she was allowed to lick it.
 
   Tsui giggled.  "If you clean the whole thing without biting, I'll give you three spoonfuls of buckwheat."
 
   It was pretty long, and it was hard to have it in her mouth and not just bite it off, but Liera cleaned her stalk of asparagus, and then had three spoonfuls of buckwheat.
 
   Liera didn't get a lot of food for dinner, and it took a long time for her to eat what little she was allowed.
 
   When she'd licked the last of the buckwheat from the bowl, the rest of the servants had gone, and only the lamps near Liera's cage were still lit.
 
   "It is a pity that only the Krin and the Lady Jalah are to handle you directly," said Tsui.  "But I am supposed to ready you for the bedchamber."
 
   Liera flushed, bowed her head, and Tsui giggled again.  "It may be that all she meant was that I had to feed you, but . . ."
 
   She undid the belt on her robe.  it was hard to see, with the dim light, and the shadows, but Liera could see the curve of her breast, the darkness of her nipple.
 
   Tsui loosened the chain holding Lierah's right hand in place, and then moved around to the back of the back of the cage.  "Still hungry?" asked Tsui.
 
   Liera nodded.
 
   "Well, maybe I'll give you a shiny red apple if you behave.  Move back here, piglet."
 
   First Jalah, then Arith, whoever she was, now a flute girl.  Piglet wasn't a cute name to start with, and now . . . Liera wriggled to the back of the cage.
 
   Tsui looped her belt through the bars, over and under, and tied it taut.  She hadn't touched Liera, but she'd trapped her completely, pressed up against the cold metal of the cage.  Then she stepped back out to where Liera could see her, holding one of those fish forks.
 
   It had two long and pointy tines, and she had already been poked in the ass and breast with one.  Only now, the way that Tsui had tied her, there were considerably more vulnerable parts that could be poked, and she couldn't get away from it.
 
   "Please," said Liera.  "Please don't, I've been good, please?"
 
   Tsui giggled.  "Please, or please don't?"
 
   "Please don't," said Liera.  "I don't. . . nnngh."
 
   Tsui was behind her, and had started stroking her inner lips with the handle of the fork.  "Sure about that?"
 
   Liera didn't answer.
 
   Tsui laughed again, softly.  "Oh, but you are an eager little piggy."  She was touching so softly, and Liera couldn't move against it; she was tied so tightly that her hips couldn't thrust at all.
 
   The touches stopped, and then Tsui was back around to the front of the cage, holding the fork by its tines.  "And now you've gotten the handle all slippery," she said.  "I'll tell you what; if you'd like me to use the other end, you can clean the handle off.  If not, we'll get you out of the cage, and over to where the Krin and Lady Jalah are waiting."
 
   Tsui held the fork through the cage.  Liera could see the shine of her juices in the light, Tsui's amused smile.  "Well, if you're sure," she said, and started to pull it away.  Liera leaned forward, took it in her mouth.
 
   "See?" said Tsui.  "Good girl!  That's what you want.  Why do you pretend not to?  It wastes time, and sometimes people might believe you, if they don't know about you."
 
   She pulled the fork out, held it up to the light.  "Very good," she said, and went around to the back of the cage, and hurt her.
 
   The fork was on her inner lips, it was on her clit, it was prodding around her asshole.  It was very sharp, and Tsui seemed to know exactly how hard she could push without breaking the skin.  Then she would trap a fold of skin between the tines, and twist.  Liera yelped and squealed, tears starting to fall.  If she could've twisted away, she would have, but she couldn't.
 
   Tsui stopped, just when it reached the point of too much.  She untied the belt, letting Liera drop to the floor of her cage; Tsui was breathing a little heavily when she came around to where Liera could see her, and there was a flush to her cheeks.  She saw Liera's face, clucked, and picked up a napkin.
 
   "Here, piglet," she said, and Liera moved back to the front of the cage.  Tsui wiped her tears away with the napkin, her hand warm underneath the cloth.  Then she unlatched the cage. 
 
   "Follow, please," she said, and Liera followed.  She didn't even think about standing, until Tsui looked back at her, and doubled over laughing; then Liera flushed.
 
   "One day with the Lady Jalah," said Tsui.  "And you're crawling rather than walking.  I think if she had you for a month, you'd forget how to speak!"
 
   Liera's flush deepened, and she looked down.
 
   "Oh, very well," said Tsui.  "You may crawl, if that's what you want."
 
   Liera considered standing up and walking, but she knew that Tsui would find some way to establish what she really wanted, and she'd have to crawl anyway.  Besides, it was nice to follow behind Tsui's trim legs and cute little butt.
 
   The bedchamber was up another flight of stairs, which was tricky.  Unlike Jalah, Tsui didn't go at a normal pace and wait for Liera to catch up; she went slowly, giggling as Liera climbed.  Finally, the arrived at the room.  The bedside lamps were lit, and both Jalah and the Krin were sitting in the bed, reading.
 
   Jalah looked up at Tsui, who bowed.  "I cannot help but feel that you have strained against the limits of your brief, Tsui."
 
   "I am sorry, Lady Jalah," said Tsui.  "She has been fed and prepared for you.  I am afraid that she did not earn a fruit during the course of these preparations."
 
   "Oh?" Jalah's expression was neutral.
 
   "She pretended that she did not want to be stabbed in her cunt with a fish fork, Lady Jalah."
 
   During the course of the conversation, Jalah had kept her book on her lap. At that, she put it to the side. "Tsui," she said. "You must not abuse the kindness of my friends in this manner; the Lady Maash was kind enough to lend me her possession, and while the limitations she placed on the gift may well reflect the foolishness of youth, it is not your place to violate them."
 
   Tsui bowed her head.
 
   "It may be that you have not violated the precise wording of my agreement, but you have been coming up to that line. Amend your behavior in the future, Tsui, or you shall not be allowed the privileges to which you are accustomed."
 
   "Yes, lady," said Tsui.
 
   "And as for you, piglet," said Jalah, "You must not continue to pretend to be something other than you are. Now, I shall give you another choice, but I warn you, I shall not bother to extract from you an accurate answer; should you continue to pretend, you will not be given the opportunity to change your mind. You will next service both the Krin and myself with your mouth. You shall not be permitted to orgasm—that shall wait until tomorrow evening when my husband returns from his work. But you shall be under considerable discomfort during the entire time you are allowed to touch me with your lips, and when we are done using you, you shall be chained to the foot of the bed until morning."
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Liera. It was deeply embarrassing, but thanks to the dinner and Tsui's attentions, that all sounded really good.
 
   "Do you wish for your new friend to observe you as you are put to use?" asked Jalah. "I imagine there shall be a great deal of grunting and squealing on your part, and very little of the dignity to which you pretend. And Tsui will certainly be greatly amused by your skill and efforts."
 
   Liera looked back at Tsui, who was right on the verge of laughing, and then at Jalah, who just looked impatient.  "Yes, lady," said Liera.  "I would like for Tsui to stay while you put me to use.  Thank you, lady."
 
   Tsui clapped, delightedly.  "Well, up on the bed, then," she said.  "May I fetch the tools, Lady Jalah?"
 
   "No," said Jalah.  "You are in disgrace, Tsui.  You shall stand and observe, and nothing else—you may not whip her, or attach the clamps, or anything else you have in mind."
 
   "Yes, Lady Jalah," said Tsui.  "Shall I play?"
 
   Jalah looked over at the Krin, who shrugged.  "Very well," said Jalah.  "But soothing music, Tsui.  And softly enough that you do not wake the Krin, after he is finished."
 
   Liera crawled up onto the bed, waiting for instructions.  "The Krin first, piglet," said Jalah.
 
   The Krin was wearing a night robe.  Liera nudged it aside, took his cock in her mouth.  It wasn't quite the same as the first time, when she'd been mad with lust.  Without that impetus, she couldn't get the whole of him in her mouth.  But she tried, and she used her hands, and touched his legs with her chest, with her stomach, doing the best she could.
 
   Jalah was rummaging in her bedside table; there were small sounds of metal and wood, of a chain uncoiling.  Liera didn't look there, and didn't look at Tsui, who was playing a slow, low tune on her flute.  The Krin hadn't put down his book, and she was going to make him; she sucked, ran her tongue across the bottom of his cock, swirled it around the head.
 
   And was nearly started out of her skin by a sharp slap on her ass.
 
   "You can and have done better than this, piglet," said Jalah.  "Must you be in pain before you will perform in an acceptable fashion?"
 
   Liera didn't answer; she was pretty sure she wasn't supposed to talk with her mouth full.  But she did her best to do better, breathing in and then going forward, trying to swallow him whole.
 
   "That, or worked into a frenzy, it seems," said Jalah.  "And I have neither the time nor the inclination for the latter.  Very well."
 
   There was a pinch on the outer lip of Liera's pussy, and then a sharper, smaller pinch, and then another, and then another.  Then on the other lip.  Liera pushed down harder on the Krin's legs, trying to ignore the pain, and finding that impossible.
 
   "The inner lips are more sensitive, of course.  If it had not been for your splendid performance with the lime, I should have to insert the retractors at this point.  But I feel that they reduce the effectiveness of the mouth, and do not allow for proper use of the lips.  But remember; should you bite down, even slightly, you shall regret it."
 
   Liera tried to calm her breathing, tried to . . . the metal pinch on her inner lip was amazingly painful, and it stayed painful, and started getting more painful.  She whimpered, snuggled up to the Krin's cock, which was warm and firm and the skin was soft against her lips.
 
   "There, Tsui, you see?" said Jalah, and attached a clip to Liera's other inner lip.  "It is not pain that requires attention that is desired, when you are readying a girl.  It is for the pain to be a constant, for the only relief to be full and attentive service."  She gave Liera's pussy a slap, which hit all of the clips.  Liera sobbed softly, and moved forward onto the Krin's cock, welcoming the feeling of it against the back of her throat.
 
   "One more, I think, on the outer lips," said Jalah.  "And do not delay, piglet.  The agony will abate over time, but it will be amazingly painful when those clips are removed."
 
   It hurt.  They all hurt, but the Krin was there, and he was starting to thrust into her, though he hadn't lowered his book.
 
   The flute was low and lazy, and she hurt, and while she couldn't see her, she could feel Tsui's laughing eyes on her, measuring her twists and squirms, listening to her sobs and moans.  And the agony wasn't abating.  All of the clamps hurt, and when they rattled with each of the Krin's thrusts, they hurt more. And they weren't coming off; each of those clamps was firmly in place, biting into her where she was tenderest, where it hurt the most.  Jalah was very expert at what she did.
 
   Finally, the Krin put his book aside, smiled at her desperation, His thrusts came faster and deeper, his head sank back into his pillow, his eyes closed. Liera had been told to look at him, so she didn't look away, watched as the muscles tightened in his chest and neck, watched the veins stand out on his throat as he spasmed inside of her, into the back of her mouth. It tasted awful, and she wasn't used to it, and it was back at the point which made her gag, but she knew that she'd be punished for doing anything other than swallowing. So she did, despite her strong impulse to gag and spit.
 
   Liera held him in her mouth as he grew soft, as the last few drops oozed from him, until Jalah pulled her away.  "Now, while I am sure that Maash has neglected a number of important aspects of your education, I am equally confident that you have been fully trained in this aspect of your service."
 
   Jalah's pubic hair was neatly trimmed, with traces of gray here and there.  And yes, Maash had been very specific about what Liera was expected to do, and had corrected her when Liera didn't perform to her requirements.  She licked, long strokes at first, with just a small touch at the clit at the end of each stroke.  Small nips at her outer lips, more long licks.  Jalah sighed contentedly, started to move under her tongue and lips.
 
   Then Jalah took off one of the clips, and spots bloomed behind Liera's eyes.  She had gotten numb, at least a little, and hadn't realized.  But every instant, every moment of pain that she hadn't felt, and everything she had, all at once, on her outer lip.
 
   Jalah laughed.  "Yes, you see?" she said, and pulled Liera's head up, holding her by the chin as she sobbed.  "And there are five more clips in place.  Each one will hurt more than the last, of course, because of the longer duration."
 
   Which was what happened.  Each time it seemed like Jalah was getting close, she would stop, and remove one of the clips; then, when that wasn't enough, she would swat Liera's pussy.  The clips that were still on ached, and her pussy lips hurt where the clips had been, and when Jalah hit her, it was absolute agony, everywhere.
 
   The pain meant that instead of the controlled technique that Maash had taught her, Liera was crying into Jalah's pussy, tears and saliva and Jalah's juices mingling together.  Finally, there were only the two clips on her inner lips left.
 
   "Now you must not be loud, piglet," said Jalah, her hand lightly brushing against the clips.  "The Krin is asleep, and you must not wake him."
 
   Liera swallowed, nodded fearfully.  Jalah chuckled, smiled, put one hand on her cheek, and took off the clips, both of them, one after the other.  Liera would've screamed if she hadn't been told not to.  She did scream, silently; it hurt, it hurt, it hurt.
 
   "Very nice," said Jalah.  "Lovely.  Here."
 
   She pushed her down by the back of her head, not roughly, but firmly.  Liera melted down into her; there was so much pain, but there was comfort between Jalah's thighs, there was sweetness there among her curls.
 
   "Ah!" said Jalah.  "So lovely, piglet.  So lovely!"  She arced up off of the sheets into Liera's mouth; her thighs trembled, and then she gave three, four thrusts.  Liera paused, looked up for guidance.  Maash would use her over and over again some nights, but it seemed like Jalah was done.
 
   Another pat on Liera's cheek.  "I shall have to compliment Maash.  Once you are properly motivated, you are entirely serviceable.  Now, to remove the more cumbersome chains, and the ornaments, before they are damaged."
 
   It didn't take long before all the gold was off, and Liera was left with her wrists and ankles manacled to each other, and fastened to hooks on the side of their bed.  There were carpets, anyway.
 
   "You may put those in their place, Tsui," said Jalah, with a wave of her hand.  Tsui bent down, picked them up, and Liera watched her leave the room with a sway of her hips, gold and iron over her arm.
 
   The carpets were thick and soft, but Liera  ached from the clips, and where the chains had pressed into her.  And she'd slept for a while in the cage, and while she wasn't held tightly in place, she couldn't turn around to get comfortable.  And there weren't any pillows, and she was used to sleeping with pillows.
 
   Liera stayed awake for a long time, as the bedside lamps burned down, listening to the soft sounds of Jalah and the Krin sleeping, and thinking about what had been done to her over the day, and what she had done.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   It seemed like as soon as she'd fallen asleep, there was someone prodding her, trying to get her to wake up.  "Nm!" said Liera, curling into a ball.
 
   There was a chuckle, and then a hand on her ear.  Which twisted it, hard.  "Dammit Maash!" said Liera, "I'm up!"
 
   "Such manners," said Jalah.  "And that is not the person to whom you are speaking."
 
   "Yes, lady," said Liera, trying to scramble to her feet, and rediscovering her manacles and falling over.  "Sorry, lady," she added, from a tangle of limbs.  Mornings.
 
   Fortunately, Jalah seemed more amused than upset.  She unlocked the manacles, and Liera was able to stretch out for the first time since the last afternoon.  "Very comely," said Jalah.  "It does not detract from the punishment you have earned, but it is nonetheless pleasing to see."
 
   Liera blushed, and Jalah patted her on her head.  "And a remarkably sound sleeper, for one who has not been given wine or poppy.  The Krin is already at his business, and your Maash shall be here soon.  You may bathe, and relieve yourself; you shall be constrained a good deal today, and it would be best if you did not soil yourself."
 
   Liera really needed to use the toilet, and she was pretty sure she knew how to get to the bath from the bedchamber.  She stood, and Jalah gave an angry tsk.  "Piglet," she said, "you do not stand unless you are given permission.  If allowing you this liberty during your sleep leaves you this confused, there are measures which can be taken."
 
   She'd been given a lot of instructions; Liera was legitimately unsure if that was something she'd been told.  It was something she knew, anyway.  She crawled naked through the house, past maids and manservants, who were putting the estate order for the coming day.  Some of them looked at her as she passed, made comments to each other, or snickered.  Most just ignored her, and concentrated on their work.
 
   There were still aches and pains from what had been gone to her, and the bath was perfectly warm, and it was still morning, and she was really tired.  But not only would that get her in trouble with Jalah, Maash was coming over to see her.  She used the toilet, and then washed as quickly as she could while still getting clean, and headed back towards the bedroom.
 
   She met Jalah in the hallway, who shook her head.  "Your hair is wet, piglet.  If you cannot be trusted to keep from dripping on the floors, there is a kennel in the gardens.  And now come with me—you shall be allowed to assist me in my bath."
 
   It was nice to do something for Jalah; to wash her hair, and scrub her back, and . . . well, to touch her.  Jalah had been doing things to her, but Liera hadn't generally been allowed to touch.
 
   "Lady," she said, cautiously.
 
   "Mmm?" asked Jalah, leaning back in the bath as Liera combed her hair.
 
   "May I please kiss you, Lady?"
 
   Jalah laughed.  "Oh, you are an affectionate one.  Of course you may not.  Now, fetch my towel, and remain at my heel."
 
   Liera bowed her head, then did as she was told.
 
   Jalah didn't seem to feel the same urgency that Liera did about Maash's visit.  Maash was going to be here, and Liera was going to see her, and it was going to be weird and terrible and great.  She did her best to keep her excitement contained as Jalah dried herself, dressed, and then made her gradual way through the house to a couch in a sitting room.
 
   As she sat there, and read, she twisted her hand in Liera's hair.  Jalah had very strong hands, and Liera winced at the pressure.  But she wasn't pulling her anywhere, just keeping her where she was; on her hands and knees, head up, just like usual.
 
   Finally, one of the maids came over, and presented Jalah with a card.  "Ah!" she said, and her hand twisted in Liera's hair, twice, three times.  "Come along now, piglet.  Your lady is here."
 
   Liera scurried as quickly as she could.  If it wasn't for Jalah's hand in her hair, she'd have gotten ahead of her.  As it was, it kept her crawling alongside, just like Jalah had intended.
 
   When they reached the door, Maash was there, taking a cup of tea from one of the maids.  She was wearing a rigidly formal jacket, and her land-owner's cap, and she gave Liera a happy, wicked smile that made her blush.
 
   "You may greet your lady, piglet," she said, letting go of her hair.
 
   "Hi Maash," said Liera, half-hiding behind Jalah's leg.  Maash had seen her naked, of course, but this was different—there was a maid there, and Jalah, and she was doing things she was told, and—
 
   "Tsk!" said Jalah.  "Maash, haven't you taught your girl anything about proper deportment!"
 
   "Oh, but she's so lovely the way she is, Jalah," said Maash.  "And we're—"
 
   "What you do in your own house is nobody's business, I'm sure," said Jalah primly.  "But if you are going to have her out in society, she must know what is expected of her.  Piglet, when you greet your lady, you kiss her foot, and put it atop your head."  She kicked her lightly.  "Go!"
 
   It hadn't taken long from when they started dating before Liera learned that she'd do what Maash would tell her, and that Maash had all sorts of things to tell her.  She'd done way more demeaning things than that.  But it had always been what Maash had wanted to do right at that minute; there hadn't been any rules like that, which she had to remember.  Liera crawled over, tried not to see Maash's grin or the disapproving shake of Jalah's head.  Then she kissed Maash's foot, put it atop her head as she crouched on her hands and knees, face to the floor.
 
   "There, you see," said Jalah, as Maash moved her foot aside, tousled Liera's hair.  "Such a charming way to be greeted.  And there will be no mistaking the nature of your relationship when she greets at your university, or at a shop."
 
   "Jalah!" said Maash, sharply. "That is not the nature of the relationship that we have!"
 
   "Perhaps not," said Jalah. "It is too bad; your piglet would thrive in a more traditional setting; she has all of the necessary qualities, and so lovely, besides."
 
   "Oh?" said Maash. "Has Liera been a good girl?"
 
   "Not entirely," said Jalah. "And I suppose that is part of why it is so enjoyable. But come, let us have something to eat, and we shall talk more about it."
 
   They returned to the sitting room, where the maids had laid out cakes and fruit and slivers of fried fish. On the way there, Maash looked over her shoulder at Liera, who was crawling along behind them, and gave her just the faintest hint of a wink, and an extra flirt of her hips. Liera smiled right down to her core. Maash was great. She was always great, no matter how weird things were.
 
   There was an empty space amidst the plates of food, and Jalah told Liera to climb up there, with a tilt of her head and a disapproving look. She complied, and Maash thought it was hilarious. "It hasn't been a day, Jalah," she said. "How do you—"
 
   "As I said, she would thrive in a more traditional relationship," said Jalah. "She takes very well to instruction."
 
   Liera flushed, but kept looking straight ahead. She didn't want to change her relationship with Maash to a more traditional one, whatever that meant; her relationship with Maash was great, and she was going to keep it that way.  And yet, there was the fact that she was naked on a table, her breasts only inches from Maash's hands as she picked bits of food for her plate, and Liera's thighs were starting to slick with arousal.
 
   Maash pulled off the end of a sweet roll, and held it up to Liera, who took it eagerly. "Oh, Maash," said Jalah. "Cake? She is already so round."
 
   "Jalah," said Maash, sharply, and then laughed.  Possibly because of the defensive way that Liera was chewing.  But she was hungry, and Jalah kept giving her greens!
 
   "She's fine, Jalah," said Maash recovering.
 
   Jalah sighed.  "For now she is, I suppose.  But you must consider; if she is given her head, she will eat nothing but cakes and cream, and will sleep half the day.  And where will that path lead?  There are twenty more years of good use in this one, Maash, if she is properly cared for, and that will give her time to develop the tastes of a woman of society.  But you cannot trust girls of this sort to manage their own affairs, or you will get no use from them, and they shall fade like cut flowers."
 
   "She really is fine, though, Jalah," said Maash.  She reached up and tweaked one of Liera's nipples, and it was like an electric jolt.  "It's just the way Ossians are built."
 
   "Hmph!" said Jalah.  "As if that is an excuse!  And the Lady Arith—you know, the Yail's wife?—she is nicely trim."
 
   "Perhaps they trim out as they age," said Maash.  "We shall see.  And aside from her love of sweets, what else would you want to change about my Liera?"
 
   "That name!" said Jalah.  "It is impossible.  Why not Lilu, if you wish something close.  Or why not Rani?  She would make a fine Rani."
 
   "Jalah," said Maash, "I'm not going to just change her name; she is who she is."
 
   "At least you are not so foolish as to say that you cannot simply change her name.  You can and you should; it would make it far easier to introduce her to society if she had a name that people could pronounce."
 
   Maash made a thoughtful face at that, which Liera did not appreciate at all.  "For the moment, I think she will remain Liera, though," she said.  "It's exotic."
 
   "I suppose," said Jalah.  "And she is a wonderfully responsive girl, and performs very well once she is stimulated.  I don't suppose you will reconsider the limitations on her use?  We had her on display at dinner last night, and she attracted a good deal of attention; should she be available for use, I am sure that most of those who attended would not decline an invitation."
 
   Another thoughtful face, which Liera appreciated even less.  "I don't know," said Maash.  "It's not how things are done in Ossia, and I do not wish to rush in where caution would be more appropriate."
 
   "Oh, but she takes so well to it.  Here, turn about, piglet, and show your lady how well you enjoy the idea."
 
   It wasn't easy to turn around on the table without bumping into plates and dishes, and Liera blushed beet red as Maash touched lightly at her pussy and thighs, feeling the moisture there.
 
   "Now, would you like to serve at another dinner, piglet?" asked Jalah.  "Would you like to squeal and whimper under Lady Arith's attentions?  Would you like to take your friend Nari's penis in your rear, to feel his seed dripping down your leg when he is finished?  Would you enjoying being put to use by whoever chooses to use you, in whatever fashion they choose?"
 
   "Hum," said Maash.  "I mean, yes, you're right; she's way more enthusiastic about the idea than I'd expected.  But I feel a certain responsibility here, and I don't want her to make a decision in the heat of the moment that she will regret later."
 
   Jalah shook her head.  "You are too romantic for your station, and too serious for your age, Maash.  But she is yours, of course."
 
   "Of course," said Maash.  Her fingers were probing into Liera's cunt, and Liera knew that Maash had felt her reaction to that, as well.
 
   "Perhaps a small gathering?" asked Jalah.  "Just myself and the Krin, and one or two guests?  Nari, perhaps?  He is a charming young man, and very well suited to your position.  It would be an excellent match, and I'm sure he would enjoy your . . . Liera's company as well."
 
   Maash laughed.  "You are incorrigible.  Nari is a charming young man, but Liera is sufficient to my needs."
 
   "Is she?" asked Jalah.  "Will she also provide you with an heir?  You have added a considerable sum to the Enari coffers—do you wish it all to go to your cousins?"
 
   Maash laughed again.  The way Liera was arranged, she could only see Maash from the corner of her eye.  But she didn't seem that offended by the idea.
 
   "Maybe," she said, finally.  "Not Nari, though.  Someone a bit more . . . I don't know."
 
   Jalah clapped her hands.  "At last, some sense!  Now, about this gathering.  Nari, perhaps?  And maybe the Eraath?  The Lady Arith was so delighted by your piglet's performance that I would have to be heartless to exclude her, and there is your—"
 
   "I haven't agreed to this at all!" said Maash.  "Tell me more about Liera's performance while I think about it."
 
   Jalah did, in great detail.  The Krin, it seemed, had been more amused by Liera's enthusiasm than her skills, though he had greatly enjoyed her orgasm, and Jalah had been so pleased with Liera's suffering that she had done a week's work in a day.
 
   "And she has made a friend!" added Jalah.  "My flute-girl Tsui was very taken with her; if you need someone to look after her while you are gone, I am sure I shall be able to spare Tsui for the necessary times.  She is very good with girls, and has a great future ahead of her, though I fear she does not give sufficient attention to her music, and is unfortunate in her station of birth."
 
   "She sounds like a fine match for Nari," said Maash.  "He is very good with girls as well, and is overly fortunate in his station of birth."
 
   Jalah laughed.  "Fine, very well.  Perhaps you will find the Eraath more suitable.  Or I could invite Taril; from what I have heard, your piglet would meet his needs admirably, and if he had someone on which to spend those energies, he would make a fine husband."
 
   Maash had moved her hand down, and was toying with the hollow of Liera's knee, so she might have missed her reaction to that.  Taril—Taril Aden—if that's who Jalah was talking about—was also with them in school.  And he'd been . . . well, boys weren't Liera's favorite, and he'd definitely been a boy.  And also sort of imposing, even though he was the same age as them.  He'd stayed on for graduate work, when the rest of them had left, and was getting a reputation as a scholar.  Liera had always felt a little frivolous when talking to Taril, like a child being humored.
 
   "Hm," said Maash.  "Perhaps."
 
   "Oh, you must agree," said Jalah.  "Six guests, let us say, and when we are not using her, Tsui to keep her ready."
 
   "Well, Liera, what do you think?" asked Maash.
 
   "Tsh!  You can see what she thinks!" said Jalah.
 
   "I can see that she is aroused," said Maash.  "But I want to hear what she chooses."
 
   "Young people!" said Jalah.  "You always complicate matters.  Very well, piglet, what do you choose?"
 
   It was a difficult question, and Liera didn't know the answer.  "Does Taril have to be there, lady?" she asked.
 
   "When you are addressing two or more of your superiors, you are to say, 'ladies,' or 'lords', or 'lords and ladies,' as appropriate," said Jalah.
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Liera, and Maash chortled.
 
   "I suppose you do have a point about the old manners being charming," she said.  "And did you have a question, Liera?"
 
   "Does Taril have to be there, ladies?" asked Liera.
 
   "Yes," said Jalah.  "I believe he does.  If he is to be a prospective husband for Maash, it would be best for him to see what he would gain by this alliance.  And as you should be included in this arrangement, he ought to know your capacities."
 
   "Jalah," said Maash, warningly.
 
   "There is no commitment!  There is not even a suggestion.  It is merely a convivial gathering, in the traditional manner.  And as a scholar of high reputation and poor funds, your friend Taril needs to be seen at gatherings of this sort."
 
   "Perhaps," said Maash.  "Liera?"
 
   The sensible thing to say was no.  Jalah would punish her for it, perhaps, but then she would go home, and Maash would know that she didn't want . . .  Maash would think that she didn't want that sort of thing, and they'd go on like they had, which was great, and she wouldn't have to suck Taril's cock, and that cruel-eyed Ossian woman wouldn't hurt her, and Tsui wouldn't make her . . .
 
   "I would like to be available for use at a gathering of this sort, my lady," she said.  "But only some of the time, please—not always like this."
 
   "Oh, piglet," said Jalah.  "Speaking out of turn, and ignoring me in your response!"  But there was affection and pleasure in her voice, and that made Liera want to kiss her feet, and rub against her ankles.
 
   "No, not always," said Maash.  "I am not as traditional as Jalah would like, and I never shall be.  But it will be a little easier if you are like this, some of the time—people will understand us better."
 
   "And perhaps more of the time when you appreciate your place," said Jalah.  "It is in many ways an enviable one.  Good!  It is decided."
 
   "Is it?" asked Maash.  "I didn't expect you to take Liera's decision instead of mine."
 
   Jalah laughed.  "My apologies, Lady Maash," she said, and gave a seated bow.  "It would be so grand, but I was indeed too forward; what have you chosen?"
 
   "I think that she may serve at a small gathering," said Maash.  "Given how enthusiastic she is about the idea."
 
   "And yet?"
 
   "And yet, I do not wish to see that enthusiasm impaired, Jalah.  If she is brought to orgasm before the end of the gathering, I am afraid I shall withdraw my permission."
 
   Liera groaned.  That was dinner, and breakfast was still on the table, and given what she'd gone through the day before, there'd be no way she could keep things together that long.
 
   "Oh, but Maash," Jalah started, and Maash laughed.
 
   "I think that both of you need to learn that you do not always get exactly what you want," she said.  "And no more than five guests, not counting yourself, the Krin, and your flute girl.  I shall be there, of course, and I will take Liera with me when the evening is over.  And your flute-girl is not to handle my Liera until the dinner is served."
 
   "Of course not, Maash," said Jalah.  "And I suppose the Krin will have to take his pleasure where he can.  It may be a bit rough on your piglet, but I am sure she will be resilient.  Four invitations, then?" She shook her head.  "Or more, I suppose, if any decline." The two exchanged their goodbyes, and Maash left, her heels clicking against the tiles.
 
   Jalah shook her head after Maash left.  "Young people.  They are so clever and full of ideas.  Fortunately, a good deal of that fades, as they come into their maturity."  Then she looked at Liera, and smiled.  "It is fortunate that you are so biddable, and devoid of ideas; it greatly enhances your charm.  Now, come to the workshop; there is a project that I must begin, and I am afraid that it shall not allow you the freedom of movement that you enjoyed yesterday."
 
   When Liera crawled into the studio, Jalah had her climb up onto the work table, and then fastened her there on her back, her leg raised and placed in a framework, every joint fastened securely in place with clamps and bolts and bars.  Liera didn't even have the leverage to pull against her bindings, let alone move; this, Jalah demonstrated by lashing the sole of her foot with a thin metal cord, which hurt like anything.
 
   "And there; now that you are properly secured, you can moan and thrash without interfering with my work," said Jalah.  She smiled down at Liera, patted her face, and carefully rubbed the pepper oil on her pussy, and inside her cunt and asshole, using the square of clothing like a paintbrush.
 
   So much that had gone since the last time that Liera had forgotten how much it hurt—she'd thought her memory had been exaggerating, or she only remembered how it had been at the end.  But this wasn't exaggeration, it was real, and it burned.  Lierah sobbed and twisted, wanting to rub the impossible heat at her cunt against the cold rock of the table she was lying on.  She couldn't; there were the bonds and the chains and her foot and leg up and held in position.  But she couldn't feel anything else, couldn't even think about everything else.
 
   And last time, Jalah had left the cloth in place, and let the feeling cool.  Now, she would stop what she was doing, at intervals, and wipe Liera clean with a rough wet cloth, and then reapply the pepper.  It left her so sensitized that even the rough cloth hurt like nothing else; she was barely aware of what Jalah was doing—twisting something around Liera's leg, over and over, but Liera couldn't see it, and what little she could feel was drowned out by the agony in her crotch and ass.
 
   Even with the reapplication of the pepper, eventually . . . well, she didn't start to go numb, exactly.  The pain was still there, still just as strong.  But she wasn't in the pain quite so deeply; it was sort of separate from her.  And Jalah looked wonderful; strong and intent and pleased, lost in her work.
 
   Not quite so lost that she missed the fact that Liera was no longer sobbing quite so hard.  There was a flash of gold as twisted a wire into place, and then she looked over at Liera, and smiled.  And then reached out, pinched her thigh, very hard, and when Liera shrieked at that, slapped her pussy.
 
   That was the sort of pain that she couldn't float away from.  Liera was back into it; then another application of the oil, then more slaps and pinches.  Finally, finally, there was another pause in the pain; instead of reapplying the oil, Jalah put something else on, cool and soothing.  And she wiped Liera's face clean, first with a wet towel, then with a dry.
 
   "You have done very well for me, piglet," said Jalah.  "Oh, I shall have to borrow you again, when I have another project that needs completion.  But I shall need you alert for this."
 
   The blowtorch came to life, and Liera instinctively jerked her leg back.  It didn't move, of course—it was held too firmly for that.
 
   "As I said," said Jalah.  "A light hand is required with this.  Now, it shall hurt, of course, and I hope to be able to determine if it is too heated by the timbre of your complaints.  Are you prepared to begin?"
 
   There was something between her leg and the metal, and the torch moved rapidly, first to one place, then another, never quite burning her.  But it hurt—it hurt most where the torch was, but it also hurt everywhere the torch had been.  If her leg hadn't been fixed in place, she would have tried to pull away, whether she wanted to or not.  But it was, and though the muscles tensed and pulled, her leg remained where Jalah had set it.
 
   It might have been the timbre of her complaints, or it might have been Jalah's expertise, but when she poured the water over her work, and then pulled whatever it was from beneath the metal, Liera's leg hurt, but it didn't hurt too much.
 
   Jalah considered.  "Perhaps there shall not be blisters," she said.  "Perhaps there shall; it is to some degree unfortunate that I cannot delay your presentation to the public for a day or two, to allow for some healing."  She brought the metal cord down, across Liera's foot, which made her yelp.  "Do not blister!" she said.
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Liera, not at all certain how to obey, but knowing what was required of her.
 
   Jalah laughed.  "So charming.  Come, let us unfasten you from my table, so that you may see my present for Miss Enari."
 
   After she was detached from the table, Liera was led to a mirror.  There was something that sat oddly on her leg, and when she was allowed to stand in front of the mirror, she could finally see it.  It was a cuff of golden thread, not quite so elaborate as the buckle that Jalah had shown her, but it was . . . it was even more beautiful.  Every loop and whorl in perfect place, all pointing to a little coral piglet, which looked lost and alone amidst the gold.  And fat.
 
   "Thank you, lady," said Liera.
 
   "Yes," said Jalah.  "I had not intended something quite so . . . well, let us say that I was inspired.  And now we must prepare you for my husband's arrival.
 
   Liera wasn't sure how long she had spent tied to the table, lost in agony, but it felt as though it was earlier than the day before.  The reason for that was made clear after her bowels were cleaned out; the bath was a somewhat more elaborate affair this time.  Jalah used sponges and cloth and a soft-bristled brush to clean her, inside and out, until her skin was raw.  And then she did up her hair, with long, thin braids shaping flows of unbound hair.  It was a style that was clearly Ralathi, but which Liera hadn't seen before.  Probably because people who wore it weren't seen in public.
 
   Once Liera was bathed and dried and decorated with braids and perfumes—a splash of something green-smelling at her neck, beneath her arms, and something tingly and faintly musky on her crotch—it was back to the stand by the front door.  Jalah divided her attentions between keeping Liera in pain and aroused, and checking the skin beneath the cuff.  "Some redness," she said.  "Perhaps a small blister.  Well, it shall add to the authenticity of the piece.  But you must not disobey in this fashion, piglet."
 
   The next time Jalah pinned her leg in place, and took a blowtorch to it, Liera'd do her best not to get burned.  It didn't seem entirely wise to say that, so she went with, "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," and was rewarded with a pat on her head.  And then a long, slow stroke along the length of her pussy.
 
   The Krin came in with a spring in his step, and he shrugged off Jalah's news that Liera would not be able to climax around him.  It seemed that he had made a small fortune on the sale of some remote tea plantations, and had high hopes for the apartment flats he had bought with his profits.  And that was all that Liera could make out before the Krin's cock was in her mouth, and Jalah's hands were taking her just to the point of orgasm, and holding her there, as the Krin thrust deeply into her.
 
   Then the stand was tuned around, and the Krin was equally deep in her asshole, with long, hard, disciplined thrusts, which pushed past where she thought she could take, forcing the breath from her with every thrust.  "Soon," whispered Jalah in her ear, "It shall be your friend Taril who will be using you in this fashion, whilst my guests enjoy your performance. And they shall admire my artistry and the loveliness of Miss Enari's possessions. I do hope that you shall not disappoint."
 
   She tweaked Liera's nipple as her husband used her ass, her anklet moving on Liera's leg with every thrust. Liera groaned, lost. She couldn't come; there wasn't anything on her directly; there wasn't even anything in her cunt. But it was almost like finishing—not so hard, not so intense, but there was nothing but the moment, nothing but the sensation, nothing but the feeling that she was . . . she was doing what she was meant to do, being who she was meant to be.
 
   The Krin's thrusts grew more intense, and Jalah's hand was on her hip. His climax was almost like it was hers; she gasped and clamped. "Interesting," said Jalah. "You know, there are concubines that are never allowed to climax; with proper training, they learn to take their pleasure in the pleasure of others. I doubt that Maash is ready for you to be trained in this manner. But perhaps with time. It does seem like it might suit you."
 
   Liera groaned again. "Please, please, lady, please don't suggest this to Maash."
 
   "Or perhaps not," said Jalah with a laugh. "You are a very responsive girl; it would not do to overstrain. Still, it might be amusing to give you this training regardless, or merely to keep you stimulated for a time without conclusion. If you are this desperate now, after a day of stimulation, I wonder what you be like after a week; a month."
 
   The Krin groaned and shuddered, and pulled out leaving a trail of come on the inside of her thigh. "A very satisfying girl," he said. "But are you certain that you have not given more of a present than is justified?"
 
   "It is somewhat more than I intended, yes," said Jalah. "I have no doubt that it will encourage other young ladies of breeding to lend us similar livestock in the future, in the hope of receiving similar gifts.  And who knows?  Perhaps they shall send one who is similarly inspiring.  But that was not my intent."  She patted Liera's butt fondly.  "One does not choose inspiration in art.  It is like love, in that way; one does not stint, when it arrives."
 
   Her hand dropped lower to Liera's dripping cunt, down to the come on her leg.  "Oh, she is ready indeed for our guests."  She unhooked Liera from the stand, and led her to a smaller room than the one in which she had dined the night previous, and affixed the manacles and iron chains again.
 
   Then she considered.  "The collar and cuff should be sufficient decoration," she said.  "You are. . . you are very clearly what you are, piglet.  And as Miss Enari will be taking you back home with her after our dinner, I fear this is this last time we shall have alone together, unless you are lent a second time."
 
   That was a sad thought.  But also, home!  And Maash!  And clothing, and late mornings, and proper food, and everything else.  She looked up at Jalah, who smiled down at her.  "You may kiss my feet," she said.  "And then I shall whip you."
 
   It had been a long two days.  And she'd only been allowed to come once.  Liera kissed Jalah's feet, then waited on her hands and knees, fought back tears, fought to keep still as the whip laid lines of fire across her ass.  It was strange, how quickly everything had gone from odd and strange to the way things were.  Another quick touch on her cunt, more revealing wetness.
 
   "You shall do very well tonight," said Jalah.  "You simply must be who you are."
 
   Liera nodded.  Jalah attached a thin gold chain to her collar, and then to a ring set in the floor, and then left, to see to her own preparations.  The servants moved around her, setting the table, lighting the lamps.  One of them brought out a bowl of vegetables and put it in front of Liera.
 
   She chewed morosely on her lettuce, and waited.  Tsui showed up, winked at her, and began playing her flute, practice trills and scales.
 
   Even at night, during the rains, Liera had never felt cold in Raalath.  And it wasn't cold in that room.  But she shivered a little, waiting.  It was . . . she didn't know what she would have to do, or what would be done to her.  But Taril would see, and Maash would see, and they would . . . she shivered, and waited, knowing that Jalah would check to see her arousal, and would not be disappointed with what she saw.
 
   Liera had sort of expected that Jalah would come back before the guests arrived, and that she'd control the gathering; Jalah was good at control.  But the Ossian woman, Lady Arith, was the first to arrive.  She came in as the servants were still setting the tables, took a breaded partridge wing from one of the platters, and came over to Liera.
 
   "And now they've let you out of your cage, piglet!" she said.  "Well, greet me."
 
   There was a little bit of slack in the chain that attached to Liera's collar.  She crawled over to Lady Arith, who was wearing sharp-heeled shoes which covered her toes.  Liera touched her lips to the back of the foot and looked up, hoping that was right.  She wasn't sure if she was supposed to put the lady's foot atop her head, but Jalah had said, "your lady," and whoever the Lady Arith was, she wasn't Liera's lady.
 
   It seemed that she'd gotten it more or less right.  The Ossian woman smiled down at her.  "And you take so well to local manners."  She dangled the partridge wing down.  "Would you like a bite?"
 
   "Yes, lady, please?" said Liera.
 
   "Up!"
 
   Liera kept her hands at her sides, and came up onto her knees, reaching for the food with her mouth.  It was just out of reach—it brushed against her hair, her nose, even her lip, but whenever she bit at it, the lady moved it up, just a hair out of reach.
 
   "Ah, well," said Lady Arith, and ate it herself, putting the bones on a plate that was quickly whisked away by one of the maids.  Liera whimpered, and hated herself for it.  But it had looked so good!
 
   "There, there," said Lady Arith.  "Perhaps later some of the guests will let you lick the plates clean.  Or you shall find some belowstairs companion who will exchange a sweet bun for a vigorous sucking.  You have, after all, risen far in the world, Liera Oldfield.  Turn and present your cunt."
 
   It was like the floor had dropped out from beneath her.  Liera did as she was told, mechanically.  Maash knew her family name, and the university had it in their records.  But it wasn't something that she'd given much in Ralaath, and—
 
   "Hm," said Arith, pinching her outer lips.  "You seem to have been in quite the mood—I hope I haven't spoiled it."  Her voice was hard, and her eyes had been hard when she looked at Liera, but her hands were soft and warm, and she gently stroked along Liera's pussy, light and firm on her clit.  Liera was far more concerned by what she'd said than what she was doing—at least her mind was.  Her body had other ideas.
 
   "There!" said Arith, as Liera started to buck against her fingers.  "Obviously, this sort of thing wouldn't be understood in Ossia, any more than my own proclivities.  And while I imagine that yours would be somewhat more of an embarrassment, I cannot see any way the news would travel."
 
   The touch grew harder, almost enough to start hurting.  "Now, I know that your lady will be here later, piglet.  And that she is perhaps soft-hearted, at least where you are concerned.  Turn around, chin up."
 
   Arith let go, and it was . . . Liera did what she was told, quickly.  It was definitely not a wise idea to disobey.
 
   The hand that clamped around Liera's throat was still wet from her juices.  "I am going to hurt you, later.  And you must not whine and complain when I do; I do not wish for your lady to be upset, and possibly interfere with our amusement."
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," Liera choked out.
 
   "What a pleasant piglet!" said Arith.  "Oh, I do hope that the Lady Maash decides to lend you out more widely.  It would be so delightful to spend a week or two with you, and catch up on all the gossip from Ossia."
 
   Then she walked over to the door, where another guest was coming in.  Not Maash, not Taril, not Jalah.  A younger man, with a broad chest and a military sash.  He gave Liera a coolly appraising look, took a glass from one of the servants, and started a conversation with Arith.  Then Jalah came in, exchanged bows with her guests, and came over to Liera.
 
   "And have you greeted my guests?" she asked.
 
   "I've greeted the Lady Arith, lady," said Liera.  "I couldn't—"
 
   "Tsk!" said Jalah, and tweaked Liera's left nipple, hard.  And unfastened her chain.  "And now go greet the Eraath.  And I do not wish to see you refusing my guests anything, or any more dawdling and delay."
 
   Liera didn't know if she had to crawl; Jalah insisted on it, but Tsui had laughed when she'd crawled for her.  If she didn't have to, it would look . . . that she was doing this would look bad enough, but if it looked like she enjoyed the degradation, insisted on it, it would look even worse.  On the other hand, if she wasn't supposed to stand, and did. . .
 
   Liera crawled over to the soldier, and kissed his feet.  He looked down at her, gave her an absent smile, and turned back to Arith, who smiled down at Liera, with an edge to her look that made Liera flinch.
 
   Then Taril came in.  There wasn't yet any grey in his hair or beard, but he looked older than he had, more solid.  She crawled over as he exchanged greetings with Jalah, and kissed the top of his foot.  His first glance was as pleasantly absent as the soldier's had been, but then he recognized her; his eyes widened slightly, and there was a look that was mostly pity.
 
   "Liera?" he said.
 
   "Yes, lord?" she replied, trying not to look away.
 
   He shook his head at Jalah.  "What have you done?" he asked, with a somewhat rueful note in the question.
 
   "Very little!" said Jalah.  "Some minor education in manners and custom.  It is Maash who has done the majority of the work—Maash Enari?  She will be here later this evening."
 
   "Maash?" asked Taril.  "Well, I suppose, the two of them were friends.  But she could have been a scholar, Jalah.  She had the abilities."
 
   "She is what she is, Taril," said Jalah.  "I trust that you shall not find her disappointing.  She is most enthusiastic about her current role, and responsive.  See, let me show you—present your cunt, piglet."
 
   Liera was blushing, right down to her toes, but she turned, and raised her hips.  "There, you see," said Jalah.  "Lacking them myself, I cannot say if she had the abilities to have been a scholar.  But I doubt if she had as much enthusiasm for those activities as she has for these, or she never would have left the halls of the university."
 
   There was a hand on Liera's ass, harder and larger than Jalah's, and then a finger traced the inside of her thigh.  It was as embarrassing as anything, but Liera couldn't hold back a faint moan.
 
   "I see what you mean," said Taril.  "And does she take equally well to the other aspects of her chosen role?"
 
   "Here, observe," said Jalah.  Her fingers closed on Liera's nipple, turned, twisted.
 
   Liera yelped, aware of Taril's hand on her pussy, knowing that he could feel her response.
 
   "I see," said Taril.  "I suppose you're right."  He let go, patted her butt.  "It will nonetheless be peculiar to have the use of a girl who might have been a colleague, but I suppose that we all make our choices."
 
   "We do," said Jalah.
 
   Then Maash came in, and Liera bounded over.  Maash was wearing her land-owner's cap, and riding boots, tight trousers and a loose brocade coat.  She looked absolutely lovely.  Liera kissed her boots, put Maash's right foot on top of her head, which she pressed down against the tile.
 
   "Well," said Maash, chuckling.  "You seem happy to see me."
 
   Liera nodded, her head still under Maash's foot.
 
   "Good," said Maash.  She took her foot away, lifted up Liera's face, studied it, smiled again.  And then she saw Jalah's cuff.
 
   "Jalah," she said, "you are impossible."
 
   Jalah had come over while Liera had made her owner welcome.  She raised an eyebrow at that.
 
   "It is far too much of a gift for a day and a half of use," said Maash.  "And how shall it look when she's wearing that, and I have—"
 
   "You are welcome, of course," said Jalah, and Maash grinned at her.  "And if you wish to commission a bracelet to match, that can be arranged.  Of course, it would be a very expensive piece of jewelry, if it were to be a proper match, but I am sure that your reserves can—"
 
   Maash laughed.  "You have a positive genius for sales, Jalah.  I'll think about it."
 
   The two of them were headed to the tables; Liera had been following them, when two men walked in, and she went to welcome them.  It was the Krin, who gave Liera an absent pat on the head, and the Yail, who Liera recognized as Arith's husband.  He was tall and slim and was wearing an absolutely magnificent green and blue robe, with dragons and starbursts embroidered on it.  There was a lazy amusement in his eye when he looked at Liera, a hidden intelligence that made him almost as alarming as his wife.
 
   "There are benefits to our foreign trade connections," he said to the Krin.  He looked down at Liera.  "Cunt."
 
   She turned, lifted her hips.  He laughed.  "That was a description, rather than an instruction.  But very nice, I'm sure."  He turned back to the Krin, who walked with him over to the tables.
 
   Liera turned to face the guests.  They were arranged on small tables; Maash next to Jalah and the Krin at one, Taril and the Eraath at another, the Yail and Arith at a third.  There was a space in the middle, where she had been chained to the ring; the floor there was open.  On the sides there were tables with foods, and silver pitchers.  She didn't know what to do, and looked up gratefully as Tsui came over, and clipped a golden chain to the clasp of her collar.
 
   "Come, piglet," she said.  "Let us introduce you to the guests."
 
   Liera had thought that the introductions had been made, but she followed docilely as Tsui led her over to the table with the Yail and Arith.
 
   Liera wasn't at all sure what she was supposed to do.  Tsui sighed.  "You really should be taught what to do," she said.  "During the first course, you are to provide oral service, as an introduction.  Start with the Yail."
 
   The Yail smiled down at her, lazy, intelligent, cruel.  She undid the front of his trousers; he was half aroused, no more.  Liera looked up at him, and he slapped her stingingly across the face.  "Go on," said Tsui, by her side.  Liera took him in her mouth, began softly caressing his thighs, his balls.  Slowly, he grew and hardened in her mouth.
 
   "Whip her cunt," said the Lady Arith.  "I am sure that she will whine and complain if you over-exert yourself, so by all means, continue until you hear complaints of that sort."
 
   Which were the complaints that the Lady Arith had forbidden her to make.  Liera did not take her lips and hands off of the Yail, but she looked over to the Lady Arith, who was giving her full attention to breaded partridge and red berries.
 
   "And the retractors, if you don't mind," said the Yail.  "If you encourage her to my specifications, I imagine that they'll be needed."
 
   "Of course, sir," said Tsui.  "Back on your heels, mouth open, piglet."
 
   She hadn't bitten into the green lemon!  This was unfair and unnecessary, and there was a sly amusement in the Yail's eyes, and a sidelong look from the Lady Arith, and Liera wanted to go over to Maash and curl up around her feet, and let her protect her from people like that.  And she wanted to do whatever the Lady Arith and the Yail told her, as best as she possibly could.
 
   The retractors were metal and fabric and springs, and they kept her mouth open.  She leaned forward again, took the Yail in her mouth again.  Tsui was behind her.  She nudged Liera's legs apart with one bare foot, then adjusted the angle of her hips and back with her hands.
 
   "Keep your toes off the floor, Liera," said the Lady Arith.  "If you wish for the beating to be milder, or to stop, simply drop them down.  You understand, right?  Toes up, now.  Yes!  Just like that, good girl!  And if you want the beating to be milder, what do you do?  Right, on the floor, just like that!"
 
   She looked over at Tsui, brightly.  "She has such a good grasp of the language, too!  What a clever little piglet.  Now, toes up, and you may begin."
 
   The first few swats hurt, but they weren't that bad.  But it didn't take long before Tsui picked up the pace, and started hitting harder.  Every so often, she'd check Liera's feet, but Liera kept her toes off the floor.  Which made her knees hurt even more, putting all the pressure on them, rather than on her feet.  It was terrible, and at least the Yail wasn't insisting on eye contact, because she was crying too hard to see anything.  But she kept quiet, because she'd been told to, and also because the Lady Arith was probably next.
 
   At last, the Yail started thrusting.  Tsui's breath was getting a little ragged, too, but Liera trusted her; if she let her toes touch the floor, she wouldn't be hitting as hard, or she'd be using something a little less stringent than the short whip she was using. . . if Liera wanted, she could probably stop it all—Maash was there, and she'd listen to her.
 
   But she kept off her toes, and sucked as best as she could.  The retractors made it hard to get her lips on the Yail's cock, and her knees hurt, and it was hard not to jerk violently every time the whip landed on her pussy—across her lips, on her clit, wherever Tsui wanted it to fall.  Finally, finally, his hands tightened on her hair, and he spasmed—once, twice, three times, pushed her away.
 
   Only with the retractors in, she couldn't close her mouth and swallow.  Semen didn't . . . it wasn't like ladies, who tasted good.  It was harsh, and acrid, and she couldn't.   "Ankoo lor or or ahtehnon," Liera gasped out, spitting out semen and drool with every syllable.
 
   "Stand her up," said the Lady Arith, and as Tsui helped Liera back to her feet, a streamer of mixed come and saliva dripped down from her mouth, onto her breasts and stomach.
 
   "What a lovely picture you make, Liera!" she said.  "A model of Ossian womanhood and elegance, and a credit to our people."
 
   She turned to Tsui.  "I will perhaps use her later.  For now, make her dance."
 
   Tsui hesitated.  "Yes, Lady," she said.  "But she is not trained in the—"
 
   "You are a flute girl," said Arith.  "Surely you can make a girl dance for us?"
 
   "Yes, Lady," said Tsui.  "May I remove—"
 
   "No," said the Lady Arith.  "She will dance as she is."
 
   Liera had danced a bit when she had been in university, and once she'd met Maash, Maash didn't go to clubs much.  The sort of dances they wanted probably weren't club dances, either, and there was still that mess of come and saliva on her, in her mouth.
 
   She coughed, and couldn't stop coughing, getting more of the come onto her chin, dribbling down between her breasts.
 
   "Now please," said Arith, and Tsui started playing, a slow, sultry tune.
 
   Liera started to sway, not sure what to do, trying to find something, some pattern she could fit into, some way of avoiding the Lady Arith's cruel laughter, Jalah's affectionate exasperation, the hard, flat looks in the mens' eyes.  She closed her eyes, rolled her shoulders, posed—which provoked more laughter from Arith—shifted, twisted.
 
   "This is the wrong music, I fear," she said.  "The whip, flute girl."
 
   "Yes, lady," said Tsui.
 
   There was a moment when the music stopped—Liera stood uncertainly, not knowing if she ought to keep dancing—and then a whip caught her around her right leg, the one without the cuff.  She yelped, spun, and Arith laughed, started clapping.
 
   The clapping became rhythmic, and the others picked it up—Jalah, then the Eraath and Taril, then the Yail and Maash.  And Liera danced, jerking away from the whip where it hit her, on her legs, on her arms, around her stomach and breasts and back; whichever way she turned, Tsui caught her, turned her again, the whip flicking in time with the clapping.
 
   It didn't last long—a few minutes, maybe—but it seemed like it lasted forever, and when the clapping changed to less regular applause, Liera was panting, striped by the whip.  "You may return to your knees," said Tsui, behind her.  "And go to the Eraath."
 
   The Eraath seemed to have enjoyed her dancing; he came out fully erect.  And large.  She took him in her mouth, or tried to; he didn't seem entirely satisfied.  "Will its ass be available?" he asked Tsui.
 
   "Yes, of course," she replied.  "With the desserts."
 
   "Hm," he said, and scowled down at her.
 
   Liera looked up, tried to convey her willingness, desire to please him.  It didn't seem to be entirely convincing.  He grabbed the back her head, forced her down onto his cock.
 
   With the retractors in, she couldn't—there wasn't any way to stop it.  She gagged, tried to stop gagging; he pulled her back, but then back down.  If she vomited, Jalah would . . . from the corner of her eye, she could see Maash watching while she talked to Jalah.  Maash was happy, laughing, slightly worried.  If Liera vomited, Maash wouldn't . . . she'd lose the happiness.
 
   She relaxed as best she could, took the Eraath's length; she didn't have a choice—he was stronger than her, and he had a tight grip on her hair.  But she relaxed as best as she could, tried not to show how close she was to failing.  Tsui crouched down beside her, tweaked her left nipple, and then put her hand around Liera's throat, squeezing down on the Eraath's cock as he thrust inside of her.
 
   He pulled out between each thrust, letting her breathe, his cock dripping with the thick saliva from the back of her throat.  It was . . . uncomfortable, and difficult, and . . . well, there was the intensity in his expression, the tension in his arms.  She wriggled against Tsui, who laughed, but didn't stroke her pussy, like Jalah had, when Liera'd sucked on the Krin.
 
   The Eraath was big, but he didn't seem to have the sort of refined tastes of some of the other guests; he came hard, in one deep thrust, then pulled out, pushed her away.  "Good enough," he said, after Liera made noises that were a bit like what Jalah had taught her to say after being fucked.  "Probably should loosen it up before the dessert, though."
 
   "Yes, lord," said Tsui.  "I will be certain to."
 
   Liera fought back a cough, and crawled over to Taril.  She looked up at him, and he looked down at her.
 
   "The clips, lord?" asked Tsui.  "Or the whip?"
 
   Taril hesitated, the muscles of his jaw working.  Finally, he groaned.  "Both," he said.  "Light clips, and remove them with a whip, if you can."
 
   "Yes lord," said Tsui.  She patted Liera on the butt, comfortingly.  "This will hurt a great deal, piglet," she said.  "I believe you shall enjoy it."
 
   Maash shook her head at that.
 
   "Oh, it's very true," said Jalah.  "She sniffles endearingly, and would ask for it to stop were she allowed.  But pain of this sort . . . it is why the Lady Arith chose something differently distressing, I imagine—she prefers pain which is not so well enjoyed."
 
   Liera wanted to argue, but she couldn't, and also, Tsui was putting the clips on, and they hurt like anything.  Well, they hurt pretty bad, but Liera was absolutely sure that they were going to hurt more when they came off.  With the whip?  How was that even possible?
 
   Taril wasn't quite as large as the Eraath, but he was . . . substantial, and his hair was thick and dark.  He looked down at her, a smile at the corner of his mouth as the clips went on, and Liera moaned.
 
   It would've been better if Maash had said no to Taril coming to the party.  It was difficult enough, and Jalah was trying to match-make, and that wasn't right, because Liera was with Maash.  Only in the last few days, Liera had also been with Jalah and the Krin, and also now with the Yail and Areth, and the Eraath.  And . . . well, Maash wasn't going to marry Jalah, obviously, but maybe it would be okay with someone else also.  But Taril?
 
   At least Tsui hadn't put the clamps on her inner lips, or on her clit.  Four clips, two on each of her outer pussy lips, spaced pretty wide apart.  Then she moved Liera's thighs apart, and her hand was soft and sure.  She stepped back and Liera kept sucking.
 
   The whip was like a bolt of lightning; it hit the clip, and if it hadn't been for the retractors, Liera might have bit down.  She definitely would've fallen if Taril hadn't been holding onto her head.  It hurt so much; it was worse than anything.
 
   She tried to beg to be let loose, not to have another clip whipped off, but there was a cock in her mouth, and there were the retractors, and she couldn't—it wasn't that she didn't want to upset Maash or anything, she just couldn't.  And then the whip landed again, and it hurt just as much.  It was terrible.
 
   Only Taril was smiling down at her, and Maash looked . . . impressed?  Liera was sobbing uncontrollably, but she lifted her pussy up, held her legs as far apart as she could, and when the whip landed again, she lurched into Taril's cock, screaming around it, but not letting him go; he groaned, and thrust deeper.  Again, and he was coming as she twisted, trying to keep from falling over, trying to keep from giving up.
 
   When he was done, she still couldn't swallow, exactly, but she held him in her mouth, licked the last drops from his cock with a mouth full of cum and saliva.  Finally, Tsui took the retractors out, and she swallowed gratefully, then thanked Taril, rubbing her cheek against Tsui's hand, looking for reassurance in her laughing eyes.
 
   "And now the Krin," said Tsui, and at least that was familiar.  It wasn't Jalah beside her, keeping her stimulated, but it was the same as it had been, Tsui working her up to a frenzy, with the Krin finishing just as she was at the edge.  Jalah was next, but before Liera was allowed to service her, the table there was cleared, and she was raised up for inspection.
 
   "My goodness," said Jalah, her fingers coming away sticky from Liera's thighs.  "There, Maash, you see?  She is suited for this life, though she would like to deny it."
 
   "Perhaps," said Maash.  "But she is also suited to other things."
 
   Liera found herself wriggling slightly at that.  Maash was . . . Maash understood her, anyway, even if nobody else did.
 
   Jalah gave a disgusted tsk, and pulled Liera's pussy lips apart, brought a lamp close, which was hot,  and it hurt.
 
   "You ought not use the larger clips, Tsui," said Jalah.  "They make easier targets, yes, but you risk tearing the skin."
 
   "Yes, lady," said Tsui.
 
   "Nonetheless, commendable work with the whip.  I think . . . I think more clips this time, and they should remain on until I'm finished, at least," said Jalah.  "Would you like that, piglet?"
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Liera, who definitely would not like more clips, certainly not on her pussy, which was still aching from the last set.  Jalah patted her cheek.  "Such an enthusiastic girl.  So eager to please."
 
   "Jalah," said Maash, "If she said anything else, you'd punish her."
 
   "True," said Jalah.  "She is also obedient and has learned her lessons well.  But it's rude to brag about your girl like that, Maash."
 
   Maash laughed, and Tsui helped Liera down from the table and affixed clips to her pussy—four on the outer lips, two on the inner, and one on her clit.  Clips on her nipples and on her ear lobes.  Some of them had weights hanging down from them, and others didn't, so they all hurt, but they all hurt differently—it would've been easier if they were all weighted.
 
   Finally, Liera was allowed to lick Jalah.  Maash was there, and she seemed delighted by Liera's enthusiasm, by the way the clips chimed against each other, by the way Liera jerked and twisted as Tsui pulled first on one weight, then another.  Jalah herself played with the one that attached to her left nipple—it was on a long enough chain that she could hold it and lean back.  It was hard to keep from looking at Maash, to stay focused on Jalah, but whenever she slipped, and looked over at Maash, Jalah gave a sharp tug on the weight she held, which brought her back to where she was.
 
   And she didn't want to short-change Jalah any, really.  I mean, it was great that Maash was there, and Liera wanted to watch Maash watching her, but Jalah had . . . there was the anklet, if nothing else, and the way that she'd touched her, and . . . it was an opportunity to show how she felt about her visit, and Liera wanted to show Jalah how she felt about her visit.  The pain from the clips was enough that it couldn't be ignored, or sort of shifted into something else.  It hurt too much to be anything else.  But it was . . . it wasn't like having the clips whipped off.  It was good.
 
   Jalah came three times before she let Liera go; Liera chanced one final kiss, just above Jalah's clit, before Tsui pulled her back to thank Lady Jalah, and she wasn't punished for it.
 
   And then there was Maash!  Finally, finally!  Liera bounded forward, rubbed her face against Maash's boot, and surged forward toward her crotch.  Tsui had her hand on Liera's collar, and held her back, mostly.  Liera strained against Tsui, as Jalah and Maash laughed.
 
   "I see you're enjoying your party," said Maash.  "And would you like to see how I'm enjoying your party?"
 
   Liera groaned.  "Oh, please, yes, please."
 
   "Manners," said Jalah, and she pulled on the weight she still held.  Liera groaned again.
 
   "Yes, lady," said Liera.  "Thank you, lady.  Please!"
 
   Maash grabbed her, pulled her up against her.  The clips made a constellation of pain, wherever they were caught between them, but Liera was far too far gone; she pushed into Maash, trying to melt into her, taking the kiss, glorying in it, until Maash pushed her back.  "And it seems that Jalah has left you somewhat uncomfortable."
 
   Liera nodded, aching for more of her touch, for another kiss, or  . . . well, or anything.  "You will remove them one at a time, Tsui," said Maash.  "And you may do what you wish to stimulate the places where the clips have been.  But do not break the skin."
 
   "Yes, lady," said Tsui, and then Maash untied her trousers, and her curls were already wet, and she was already close.
 
   Liera kissed her there, long and hard, before she even thought about licking or sucking or anything like that.  Maash was so . . . she'd been gone for two days, not even, but they'd been a really intense two days, and she'd missed Maash.
 
   Before she was done with the kiss, Tsui pulled off the clip from her right nipple, and then pinched it, rubbed it between her fingers.  It hurt, and it reminded Liera of what she was there for.  The kiss turned into a long lick, and the taste of Maash, and then smaller kisses along her outer lips, just as she'd been taught.
 
   And that was the thing; she done . . . mostly okay, probably, with the others, but this was Maash, who'd taught her exactly how she wanted to be licked.  And Liera was going to do it right.
 
   It also meant that there was a system, and a rhythm.  And no matter how much it hurt when Tsui took off a clip, and started slapping her, where it had been, Liera was going to keep to it.  Not that she was in control; it hurt.  She moaned, there were tears in her eyes, and she was twisting to avoid Tsui's slaps and pinches, and her small, sharp teeth.
 
   Maash came hard, the first time Tsui bit Liera, her thighs clamping around Liera's face, the muscles in her stomach tensing and relaxing in the rhythm.  It was beautiful.
 
   "You'll have yours later," she said, when she was done, and once again moving under Liera's tongue and lips.  "In front of everyone.  I've brought a toy for you, piglet."
 
   That sounded great, only now it was Maash calling her piglet.  Unjustified.
 
   Then one of the clips on her inner lips came off, and she couldn't think about anything else.
 
   Maash came once more before she was done.  Liera finished her off just at the end, just like Maash had taught her.  
 
   "Thank you lady, for your attentions," she said.
 
   Maash grinned down at her.  "You're welcome," she said, and she was the only one who had said that.  Then she was allowed to hug Maash's leg, and kiss her foot, while Maash petted her on the head, and told her that she'd done a good job.
 
   When they brought out the food, Tsui led her away from the tables, out to the middle of the floor.  The she adjusted the chains between her manacles, so that they gave Liera less freedom of movement; she had been crawling . . . mostly voluntarily; now she was on her hands and knees because she was constrained.  Then Tsui attached a bite of meat to a string, and put it on the floor near Liera.
 
   Liera felt herself pouting.  It was unfair, and unjustified, and she wasn't even fat.  She was hungry, but she knew perfectly well that Tsui was going to jerk the food away if she tried to take it.  Liera sat back on her haunches and scowled at Tsui.  Who raised an eyebrow, grinned, and then sat crosslegged, and started playing her flute.
 
   She was facing away from Liera, and she was concentrating on her flute, and the meat looked so good—it was pink and juicy and there was a golden sort of sauce on it and . . .  Liera waited, edged a little closer, a little closer, and then pounced.  And Tsui jerked it away just as she almost had it, not looking.
 
   The people at the tables laughed.  Fine.  Thing was, she was slower than the end of the thread, with the meat on it.  But she could catch it near Tsui, hold onto the thread.  She waited, watched Tsui playing her flute.  Edged closer, closer . . . and Tsui twitched it out of the way.  Fine.  She kept moving, slowly.  Just close enough.  And she pounced, and Tsui jerked the thread, but she got a hand on it.
 
   She overbalanced, fell on the thread.  But she had it.  Tsui grinned down at her, and Liera snarled back, turned, and bit her bit of meat off the end of the thread.  It was delicious.
 
   There was laughter, some applause.  Then the Eraath threw a bun at her.  Liera tried to grab it, but Tsui was quicker, grabbing it before Liera could get it.  "Up," she said.  "Knees."
 
   It was one of the sticky buns, with sugar on top, and a date-honey and fruit jam filling.  Liera went up on her knees.  Tsui tilted Liera's head up for her, and balanced the bun on the top of her nose, and on her forehead.
 
   "And if you keep it there," said Tsui, "Perhaps you shall be allowed to eat it later."
 
   "Tsk," said Jalah.  "The Eraath would be better advised to throw turnips at girls like that.  Or perhaps a cabbage."
 
   It was sticky, and it was . . . it was balanced at the top of her nose, and on her forehead, and Liera was going crosseyed trying to look at it.  It looked headachey.
 
   Then Tsui's foot was on her cunt.  "Come now, piglet," said Tsui.  "Dance."
 
   She started playing her flute, slow and sensuous, and slowly, Liera started humping her foot, trying not to fall over, trying not to drop the sticky bun, trying to . . . it felt really good, firm and smooth and strong, and she wanted . . . she wasn't going to be allowed to come, but she wanted . . . .
 
   The Lady Arith threw a turnip at her.  It caught Liera right in the ribs.  It hurt, and she dropped the sticky bun.
 
   "Poor little piglet," said Tsui.  "You may bring the bun here."
 
   Liera glared up at her, which left Tsui looking like she'd just heard the funniest joke.  And then Liera crawled over to the bun.
 
   A line of fire across her butt.  "No hands," said Tsui, coiling her whip.
 
   Another, apparently hilarious, look at Tsui.  Liera took the bun in her mouth, and crawled back.  She could bite down.  It'd been almost two days, and she'd had nothing but greens to eat.  She could get most of the bun down before they stopped her, and it wasn't even like Maash would be disappointed—she'd probably think it was funny.  And sure, she'd be punished, but they were probably going to beat her anyway.  It was just that she'd been told to bring the bun back to Tsui.  It tasted so good, just holding it in her mouth, and she burned with the fact that she could've eaten it.  But she dropped it into Tsui's hands, and looked up at her.
 
   It seemed like that look wasn't quite as funny.  "What a lovely piglet," said Tsui, holding the bun with the ends of her fingers, to keep from getting drool and sugar on her hands.  "You may have a turnip."
 
   Liera didn't want a turnip.  She ate it, glaring up at Tsui, who dropped the bun on one of the refuse platters, and who hummed softly to herself as she attached a chain to a hook in the ceiling.  But she didn't want it.
 
   "And if you're finished with your dinner?" said Tsui.
 
   Liera was finished with the turnip, anyway.  She went over to Tsui, who attached the chain between her wrists to the chain hanging from the ceiling, spread her legs out, and attached her ankles to bolts in the floor.  Enough slack that Liera didn't have to stand on her tiptoes, but not much more than that.
 
   "Unfortunately, they're not quite ready for their desserts yet," said Tsui, in her ear.  "But let us see how entertaining you can be."
 
   Liera was facing the tables, and Tsui was pressed up behind her, slim and warm.  A light touch on her breast, circling, soothing.  Then a whip across her upper thigh.
 
   They mostly weren't watching her.  They were talking to each other, eating—there was lamb!—the Krin was holding up a glass of lemongrass cordial, looking at the light through it.  But occasionally they would look at her—a threatening intensity from the Eraath, half-lidded amusement from the Yail, pride of ownership from Maash.  Liera moaned, pushed back against Tsui's finger on her clit, which meant the finger was quickly withdrawn.
 
   There was enough slack that she could twist away from the whip, or into the touches.  Enough to move, not enough to actually get away, or to follow a touch once Tsui had decided to withdraw it.  Tsui was perhaps less skilled than Jalah, her touches less expert, her blows less precise.  But she was more . . . Tsui bit Liera's neck, kissed it, lapped briefly at her cunt, just enough to remind her of that feeling before biting her inner thigh, before whipping her breast.
 
   "Please," said Liera, softly, not sure what she was asking for.  She was still twisting into the touch, but she was also twisting into the whip; she needed more, just a little more, a little more of anything.  "Please, oh please."
 
   "Shh," said Tsui, softly.  She bit down on Liera's ear.  "Hush, piggy.  Soon the guests will take their dessert."
 
   Liera moaned, incoherent.  There was a puddle on the floor between her legs.  Not a huge puddle, but enough to be seen; the Yail nudged the Lady Arith and pointed it out.  She wanted . . . Liera knew that she'd take anything at that point.  If Maash asked, she would go to the Yail and Arith for a week, and take what they gave her.
 
   The Krin was the first to take his dessert.  He came up behind her; Tsui moved in front of her, and alternated whipping her breasts and teasing her clit as the Krin filled her ass, and started thrusting.  Liera pushed back into him, aching for . . . she just wanted to feel, wanted him pressed up against her.  He held her back, controlling her body with a hand on her hips, on her lower back.
 
   She leaned forward like he wanted, as well as the chain would allow.  Tsui smiled at her, bit her neck, gently; it was almost a kiss.
 
   It was like before, when he'd been fucking her, and she hadn't been allowed to come—she wasn't going to be able to finish, but he would, and his pleasure became hers, her hips moved to his thrusts.  It was what she was going to get, and it was . . . there were Tsui's feathery touches on her breasts, on her shoulders, on her lips.
 
   He finished, breathing hard.  Four final thrusts, each one deeper than the last.  He pulled out, wiped his cock on the outside of her thigh.  "You are a good girl, Liera," he said, after Liera thanked him for his attentions.  "I look forward to your next visit."
 
   Almost as soon as the Krin sat down, the Eraath took his place.  He was larger and rougher, and if it hadn't been for the Krin loosening her up a bit, it would've hurt unbearably.  As it was, it hurt, but Tsui's touches were soft, and her lips on Liera's nipples, and her thin wooden cane on Liera's thighs were . . . they left Liera in a haze.  She gasped, she pushed back, she panted with need.
 
   The Eraath came hard; much harder than he'd come in her mouth; the force of those last few thrusts lifted Liera up to her tiptoes, and he looked shaky when he was done, barely noticing Liera's thanks, and wobbling slightly on his way back to his table, to eat some candied fruit and pastries.  It was hard to stay focused, with Tsui's hands and toys working on her, but Liera felt a certain measure of satisfaction watching that; she wasn't finishing, but she seemed to have done a pretty good job with him, anyway.
 
   Then Jalah was behind her.  "There are some who might think you have been underfed here, oddly enough.  Tell me, piglet, do you want more to eat?"
 
   "Yes, lady," said Liera, barely daring to hope.
 
   Something metal scraped along the inside of her thigh, up to the bottom of her ass.  When she brought it around in front of Liera, she could see that it was a curved tool, something that she'd used in making jewelry.  She could also see that it was covered in her juices and in come that had leaked from her ass.  "Lick," said Jalah, and Liera did, her eyes not leaving Jalah.  In the moment, Liera didn't mind the taste; it wasn't good, but it was what she needed.
 
   Jalah patted her on the cheek when she was done.  "Such a charming girl.  A bit stupid, of course, but that is charming as well.  Perhaps we shall see you again soon."
 
   Then the Yail and the Lady Arith came up to her, with a polite nod to Maash.  Apparently, legs held apart and arms up wasn't sufficient; Liera's right leg was unhooked from the floor, and pulled up by her knee towards another point on the roof.  It was incredibly uncomfortable, and when the Yail pushed in to her ass, she leaned back against him, grateful for the support.
 
   "So," said Arith.  "Are you enjoying yourself?"
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," gasped out Liera.
 
   "No," said Arith, and slapped her across the face.  "I do not want to hear rote recitation.  Are you enjoying being fucked in the ass by numerous men, some of whom you do not know?"
 
   Liera struggled for words; the Lady Arith slapped her again.
 
   "Yes," she said, finally.  "I am."
 
   "And there's a clever piglet!  The Lady Jalah tells me that you wish to be raped by an endless succession of servants.  Is this correct as well?"
 
   The Yail's cock was moving in and out, strong and hard.
 
   "I . . . I don't know," said Liera.
 
   A slap.  "Yes or no, piglet."
 
   "Her diction," said the Yail, "could use improvement."
 
   "Of course," said Arith, with a fond smile over Liera's shoulder.  "Tongue out."
 
   Liera stuck her tongue out, and Arith put a clip on it, which hurt, and which kept her tongue from fitting back into her mouth.  "Now answer."
 
   "Yeth," said Liera, miserably.  "I ood like that veey muth."
 
   "And will you like it if your lady takes a husband, and they keep you in a kennel, brought out only to amuse them with your pain?"
 
   "Nuhh!" said Liera.
 
   The Yail laughed.  "Doesn't feel like the truth," he said.
 
   "Tsk, tsk," said Lady Arith.  "Another clip, flute girl."
 
   Tsui gave one to her, which she fastened to Liera's left nipple.  "And a weight."
 
   Tsui passed her an amethyst on a golden chain.  It made the clamp hurt more, but it also—with the Yail's every thrust, the stone moved, pulling at the clip.
 
   "Now, Liera Oldfield, daughter of Mari Oldfield, tell me.  Do you wish to devote yourself to pain and sex, to live chained and kenneled, forbidden speech and clothing and everything else human?"
 
   The Yail's finger was in her cunt; he knew that the idea was doing to her.  "Yeth, Laiee."
 
   She flicked the amethyst.  "Of course, that's also a fib.  And that is what makes you so charming, piglet.  You want and you don't want; when that is given to you, you shall love it and you shall hate it."
 
   Arith looked over Liera's shoulder again, smiled.  "I suppose it will be a little while before you convince your lady to send you to us.  But that time will doubtless come.  And until then, I'm sure we shall see you at gatherings of this sort."
 
   Another flick at the amethyst.  "In any case, I shall be sure to let my friends know what a wonderful little pig Lady Maash has acquired."
 
   Liera groaned at the thought of Lady Arith's friends, and the Yail thrust deeper, groaned as well. 
 
   "Thanee lor, fuh yuh attenthons," she said; nobody seemed to notice.
 
    Then they returned to their seats, and Taril was in front of her, watching her drool on the floor, his finger lightly brushing against the amethyst that the Lady Arith had attached.
 
   "I take it," he said, "you aren't allowed to finish."
 
   "Yeth, lorr."
 
   "Don't."  He moved around the back, snorted.  "Napkin, please, Tsui."
 
   The cloth was rough against her thighs, her cunt, her asshole.  He tossed it to the side, positioned himself, pushed in.  Liera pushed back against him.  His hands started on her hips as he started thrusting, but one of them moved around, lower.
 
   Liera tried to avoid it, tried not to push against his hand, to take his thrusts without moving.  She couldn't.
 
   "Pleeth, lorr," she said, a streamer of drool dripping from the clamp on her tongue down to the floor.  "Pleeth!"
 
   "Don't," said Taril, but he didn't move his hand, didn't slow down.  She couldn't stop, she was going to . . . but he said no, and Maash was watching, and Lady Jalah, and Maash had a present for her, and—
 
   At the very last moment, just when she was about to go over the edge, his hand moved away.  She gasped, shuddered, tried to pull herself back together.  And then it was there again.
 
   The pain from the clamps was getting worse; her arms and shoulders ached, and that was getting worse.  Her butt was sore, and each thrust hurt.  And she was going to come, whether or not she was supposed to.
 
   Again, just at the last moment, he let her go.  Liera was sobbing, pushing back as hard as she could against Taril, feeling his warmth between her legs, the hairs of his thighs pushed against the inside of hers.  If he touched her again—
 
   He did.  But it was so light; just right at the edge of something she could feel.  Liera'd forgotten everything except for how close she was, how good it felt.  She tried to push against his fingers, and he kept them there just long enough to give her hope, and then pulled them away.
 
   Taril pulled Liera's head back by her hair.  "Don't," he said, and let it drop.  His hand was on her cunt, his cock was thrusting deep in her ass.  The hand wasn't moving, and she was so close.  So close.  But Maash was watching, and there was a light in her eyes, and Jalah looked amused and pleased, and . . . she didn't, not even when Taril's hand clenched, and he drove deep into her, not when his hand unclenched, and he patted her pussy, fondly.  
 
   She gasped out her thanks, and she was so close.  And then Maash came up, and kissed her mouth, hard and soft, because she'd missed her, and because she owned her, and if there had been anything, even a feather's touch on her, it would've sent Liera over the edge.
 
   "You can bring it now, Tsui," said Maash, and Tsui came over with a platter.  There was a phallus on it, a sort of soft pale color.
 
   "It's horn," said Maash, shifting her robe out of the way, attaching the phallus to straps she'd been wearing beneath.  "And it's hollow, so if you fill it with cotton soaked in warm water, it gets a little soft, and warm."
 
   She pressed it up again Liera's cheek.  It wasn't the same as a cock, exactly.  But it was close.  And it was Maash.  Liera whined, her fingers twitching towards it, for all that her chains kept her arms up, back out of reach.
 
   Maash pulled her head up by her chin, looked into her eyes.  Her smile curled up from the corner of her mouth, until it was a delighted grin.  "You look good, Liera," she said.  "This is going to hurt a little."
 
   Liera braced herself, and Maash took the clamp off.  It hurt like crazy.  Liera fought back a sob, tried to swallow, because her mouth felt like cotton wool, and the back of her throat was raw.  "Thank you, lady."
 
   "You're welcome," said Maash, and flicked at the amethyst.  Which also hurt like crazy.  "Can you keep this one on for me?"
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Liera, and Maash laughed at her enthusiasm.
 
   "You have learned a lot from your visit here, haven't you?"
 
   "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Liera.
 
   Maash laughed again.  "And you've learned to convey a good deal by tone of voice.  Would you rather wait until we're home before you come?"
 
   "Oh, please, lady, please," said Liera.  "Please let me come."
 
   "There, there!" said Maash.  "Maybe.  And no need to be so formal.  You can use my name.  Nobody else's.  Just mine."
 
   She moved behind Liera, and buried the phallus in her cunt with a single thrust.  Since she'd started dating Maash, that wasn't . . . it didn't get used that often.  There was a lot of her licking out Maash, and occasionally Maash would lick her, or touch her, and she'd put things up her ass, or make her do things.  But this wasn't something she did often, and it felt so very good.  And then her hand came around, and rested lightly on Liera's clit.
 
   "You don't have permission," said Maash, taking her hand away, as she pulled out, thrust in again, and Liera moaned, tried to push against her.
 
   "Oh, please Maash," said Liera.  "Please can I come?"
 
   Her hand was there again, but she hadn't said yes.
 
   "Please?  I need to so badly.  Please?"
 
   "Need?" asked Maash, pulling her hand away.  "You don't need to come at all.  You want to come."
 
   "Yes," said Liera.  "Want . . . please . . . Maash."
 
   "Shh," said Maash.  One of her hands was on Liera's hip, and it felt like it was burning there; the other patted her hair.  "Soon.  You're doing a very good job keeping everyone entertained.  Look and see."
 
   Liera looked up.  Jalah had a calculating sort of smile, like she was enjoying what she was seeing, but was also planning on using it somehow.  The Krin was eating his pastries, but he looked up at her with a fond sort of look.  The Lady Arith and the Yail were both vastly amused, and while the Eraath was giving his full attention to his food, Taril was watching them, and there was something hungry in his look, despite the fact that he'd finished so recently that his come was still wet on her ass.
 
   "Would you like to finish now, piglet?" asked Maash.  She was starting to breathe hard, her touches growing rougher, less controlled.
 
   "Please.  Maash, please!"
 
   "I'm not going to stop, you know," she said.  "It'll," she paused, pushed in all the way.  "Be," and another thrust.  "Harder."
 
   "Please," said Liera.
 
   "Go ahead," said Maash, her hand on Liera's clit, on her hip, her body pressed up against Liera's, her cock in Liera's cunt.
 
   Liera howled as she came, bucking, pushing against Maash, feeling Maash's breath on her ear, on her neck.  And she didn't stop, twisting, convulsing, as Maash pushed against her, into her.  She couldn't breathe—she could feel herself flushing, feel spots behind her eyes, It was too much, but it wasn't going to stop; Maash had said.
 
   When she was done, there just wasn't any strength left in her legs, but the chains held her up, held her in place as Maash continued to fuck her.
 
   The Krin and Jalah were talking to each other.  The Eraath was looking at her, and seemed impressed.  The Yail was leaning back, eyes half-lidded, and the Lady Arith had her mouth half open; she was aroused, at least—not amused.  And Taril was watching her intently.  Hungry, maybe calculating.  Liera closed her eyes, moaned.
 
   "Yes," said Maash, in her ear.  "They all know you now.  And you are going to come again for them."
 
   She pulled out, released Liera's arms, so that she collapsed onto the floor, her legs shuddering uncontrollably.
 
   "Up," said Maash.  "Hands and knees."
 
   Liera complied automatically, even though her legs were jelly and her arms hurt.  It was Maash telling her to do something, and she did what Maash told her.
 
   "You're probably a little sore," said Maash, her finger tracing a circle around Liera's asshole.
 
   Liera nodded, not trusting herself with words.
 
   "Would you like one more?"
 
   "Oh, please, Maash.  Please?"
 
   She pushed in, hard, one movement.  "It didn't really matter," she said.  "But good girl."
 
   Liera moaned, pushed back up against her.  Maash had one hand on her hip, pulling Liera back to meet her thrusts, and the other was curled up in her hair, forcing her head up, her back to arch.
 
   Liera could feel the tension in those hands, how close Maash was getting.  They'd done this sort of thing before, with stone toys, and polished wood, and sometimes Maash would finish like that.  The pressure against her clit from the toy wasn't enough, usually, but she was sometimes into it enough that it was enough.  Liera moaned, hoping, feeling the warmth of the toy in her ass, feeling everyone's eyes on her.
 
   Then Maash's hand shifted, reaching around, and her moans grew more urgent.  She'd been finished.  Way finished.  And there'd been clips and pepper and she'd been hit . . . she was so sore.  But Maash had said one more time, and everyone was watching, and Maash was getting close.
 
   They came together, almost.  Maash pulled off the amethyst clip, which hurt and felt great, and Liera was coming, and then Maash was coming too, a note of triumph in her cry, as Liera melted into the floor.
 
   "Very nice," said Maash.  "You're my lovely girl, Liera.  Here, at home, anywhere.  My lovely girl."
 
   "Thank you, Maash, for your attentions," said Liera, weakly, and Maash patted her head.
 
   Maash had stood up, and there was no way that Liera could manage that.  She twisted around, found Maash's foot, and kissed it as hard as she could, lifted it up and put it on her head.
 
   "Lovely," said Maash.  "Tsui, take off the manacles, please.  When you're ready, Liera, I want you to crawl over and say goodbye to everyone, and then we're going home."
 
   Home sounded nice.  Only, lying on the cool tiles of the floor was nice too, with Tsui carefully undoing the manacles, her hands cool on Liera's wrists, ankles.  She sat there for a little while next to her, playing with Liera's hair, or running her hands down Liera's sides.
 
   She could've stayed like that forever, but there was the possibility of home, and Maash.  And Maash had told her to say goodbye to everyone.
 
   Liera kissed Tsui's foot.  "Goodbye, Tsui," she said.
 
   Tsui patted her cheek.  "There, there.  I'm sure I'll see you again soon."  That would be really nice.  "Make sure you tell them each something—that's what the Lady Maash wants you to do."
 
   Liera kissed Tsui's foot again.  "Thank you," she said.  "I liked . . . maybe you'll come over to visit us some time?" she said.
 
   Tsui giggled.  "Maybe."
 
   Liera swallowed, straightened her shoulders, and crawled over to the Yail and Lady Arith.  She kissed the Lady Arith's foot.  "Goodbye, Lady," she said.
 
   "Goodbye, piglet," said the Lady Arith.  "You did very well tonight.  Tell your lady that you wish to visit us; I am sure you will find it instructive and enjoyable."
 
   "Thank you, Lady Arith," said Liera.  "I'll ask her."
 
   Liera kissed her foot again, not at all certain if she would find a visit with them either instructive or enjoyable.
 
   After she kissed the Yail's foot, and said goodbye to him, he smiled down at her.  "If you don't do what my lady says, you are going to get in trouble for it."
 
   "I know," said Liera.  "She's taught me that!"
 
   The Yail and the Lady Arith laughed at that, and Liera crawled to the next table.
 
   "I hope I'll see you again soon," she said to the Eraath, after the kiss and the goodbye.
 
    "Of course you do," he said, and chucked her under the chin.  "And you are a tight little girl.  We'll see."
 
   With Taril, she wasn't sure what she was going to say, until she said it.  "Thank you for your attentions, lord.  Maybe you'll visit with us soon, please?"
 
   He started faintly at that, looked closer at Liera, who turned away, colored.  "Perhaps," he said.  "It was . . . an interesting party, Liera."
 
   "Thank you, lord," she told the Krin.  "You are kind, and treated me well."
 
   He smiled, patted her shoulder as she kissed his foot.  "And you are a charming girl," he said.  "I expect we will see you again soon."
 
   Then, last, Jalah.  She pressed her face hard against Jalah's foot.  There were all sorts of things that she wanted to say, but nothing was exactly right.  "Thank you, lady," she said, finally.  "For everything."
 
   "Very charming," said Jalah.  "You are a delightful girl; the Lady Maash is very fortunate, and I am certain that you will be a credit to her, once a few minor adjustments are made."  She picked something up off her plate, and held it out to Liera.  It was a little strip of fried banana, dusted with sugar.
 
   Liera hesitantly craned her neck for it.  If it was the Lady Arith, she'd have taken it away.  But Jalah let her take it from her hand, and it was so good, sweet and crunchy and . . . it was so good.  She kissed Jalah's hand, kissed her foot again.
 
   And then Maash tipped her cap to the company, and headed out, and Liera crawled behind.  She could've stood, probably, but she crawled.  Out to the drive, where Maash's carriage waited, even though she wasn't wearing anything other than the collar that Maash had given her, and the anklet that the Lady Jalah had put on her.  Aralt, the driver, didn't seem to pay any attention though, and then she was up in the carriage, curled up next to Maash.
 
   "Well," said Maash, after a while.  "You seem to have had a nice time."
 
   "Oh, Maash.  It was . . . ."  There weren't any words.
 
   "And would you like me to take the Lady Jalah's advice, and keep you like this?  You are very nice like this."
 
   Liera thought about it.  "No thank you," she said, after a while.  "I mean, I get lost in it, but . . . but I want books, and a decent dinner, and nobody pinching me for a while."
 
   Maash pinched her.  Obviously.
 
   Liera kissed her.
 
   "Affectionate!" said Maash, and swatted her on the nose.  Liera settled down into the carriage cushions.
 
   Then Maash pulled Liera's leg up onto her lap, and looked closer at the anklet.  "That's amazing," she said.
 
   "I know!" said Liera.  "It's so . . . it was definitely worth the burns from when she made it.  I could do without that piglet, though."
 
   "But it's the center of the whole thing!" said Maash.  "And poor Liera.  She burned you?"
 
   "I don't want everyone calling me that!  And a little, when she was making it," said Liera.  "And I had my foot in a thing that meant I couldn't move, and I didn't really get lunch, scarcely at all."
 
   Maash took the anklet, turned it around.  "She made it on you?" she asked.  "Jalah. . . "
 
   "What?" asked Liera.
 
   "Well, it's . . . I mean, you can guess at what it means, right?" said Maash.
 
   "Not exactly?"
 
   "It means that it's . . . that you're owned, Liera.  Sort of like the collar that I gave you."
 
   Liera touched the collar and flushed.  "And people know that!  And I went out in the street like—"
 
   "Yes, sure," said Maash.  "But the collar unfastens.  This doesn't."
 
   Liera looked down at the anklet, as Maash spun it around.  There wasn't any break in the gold, anything like a clasp.
 
   "And the thing is," continued Maash, "is that it's one of Lady Jalah's best pieces, and she's famous.  It's worth," and the number that she gave took Liera's breath away.  "Only, it's worth that whole, and when it's whole, you can't take it off."
 
   "So what do you even mean that it's worth that?" asked Liera.  "If you can't take it off, you'd have to. . . ." she trailed off.  None of the options were good.
 
   "Well, it adds to your value, anyway," said Maash.  "And it'd be worth maybe a tenth, maybe half that, if we cut it off."
 
   "But Jalah—"
 
   "Yes," said Maash, and kissed her.  "I love you, Liera.  And I will love you, whatever you choose.  But if you keep it on, people will see it, and talk about it, and they'll know.  And they'll know what she decided to call you, too.  But if you have it cut off, Jalah will . . . well, I don't think her feelings will be hurt, but she'll think you're drawing a line, about how far you're willing to go.
 
   Liera sat there, trying to think it through.  "Do I have to choose right away?"
 
   "You aren't allowed to choose right away," said Maash.  "Tonight you're going to tell me stories, and say 'yes, lady, thank you, lady' when I tell you to do anything, and you're going to sleep chained to the foot of my bed."
 
   That all sounded very nice.
 
   "But if you want it off, you're going to have to tell me soon.  Because I'd look pretty stupid getting a matching bracelet, if you then get it off.  And it'll cost a fortune, to get something that'll match that, and I'd be really irritated at having to cut that loose, especially if Jalah burns me making it."
 
   "Cut it off?" asked Liera.  "But—"
 
   "I could get one with a clasp," said Maash.  "Not going to, though."
 
   Liera thought that through.
 
   "Your anklet means that you're owned, and not having a clasp means that you're not going to stop being owned.  If I get a bracelet, that means that I own something, and not having a clasp means I'm not going to stop owning it."
 
   That sounded even nicer.  Liera snuggled up to Maash, tucking herself in under her arm, her skin against Maash's silk.  "I may have invited a few people to come visit," she said.
 
   She couldn't see Maash's face, but she could almost feel her raised eyebrow.  "Tsui," said Liera.
 
   "I see.  Well, it would be useful to have someone like that around, for when I'm out."
 
   Liera winced, snuggled closer.  "And Taril."
 
   Maash was silent for a bit.  "Are you sure?" she said.
 
   "No," said Liera.  "Maybe?  I don't know.  Maybe something less . . . you know.  Less.  More clothing and talking and . . .  I don't know.  I like him, I guess?  But—"
 
   Maash put a finger on her lips.  "I understand.  Maybe.  We'll think about it."
 
   "Also," said Liera.  "I'm supposed to ask you to lend me to the Yail and Lady Arith."
 
   "Are you?" said Maash.  "Well, go ahead."
 
   Liera blushed.  "Please, lady?  Please lend me to the Yail and Lady Arith?  They'll do horrible things to me, and you'll enjoy that."
 
   Maash laughed.  "Yes, maybe a little, sweet."  She hugged Liera tight.  "You're just so much fun, Liera.  And . . . well, do you want me to lend you to the Yail and Lady Arith?"
 
   "Noooo," said Liera.  "A little?  Not for a long time.  I want you."
 
   "Oh, Liera," said Maash.  "You have me."
 
   Maash scooted over, giving Liera enough space to curl up on the seat, her head in Maash's lap.  "We're almost there.  It'll be late, so probably nobody will see you, but do you want my jacket?"
 
   Liera considered.  And then she crawled behind Maash into their flat, wearing her collar and anklet and nothing else, where she wanted to be.
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