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		It took Andera a long time to work up the nerve to bring up the subject with Farren. They'd been living in Ralaath ever since Farren had convinced a consortium of investors to build a factory there on his models, but it had been a tenuous thing at first. And while Andera found any number of things to like about Ralaath, there was always the chance that the factory would fail, or that they'd be bought out, and they'd have to move back to Berreca. Well, not Berreca, because of the war, but Ossia, or maybe Morlaine—Farren's family was from Morlaine, and most of Andera's relatives had moved there.

		After the sixth factory was built, and Farren bought the estate in the north, Andera was less worried about having to move back. And the weather was better than Berreca or Morlaine, and the food was wonderful, and the local customs were . . . interesting. But even after they'd lived there for five years, and Andera was sure they weren't leaving, it took several months for her to find a way to say what was on her mind.

		She finally went for it after he returned from a trip to the south. "You know," she said, after the maids had cleared away the dinner, "they have a custom here of taking secondary wives."

		"Mhm?" asked Farren, looking up from his bowl of wine.

		"It's not the sort of thing that we could do at home, obviously, but we're . . . well, not quite nobility here, but you're Farren, the Rowe, rather than Farren Rowe, and everyone has been very kind, and—"

		"And this is something that you'd like?" asked Farren.

		Andera blushed furiously. "Meili's just married a secondary wife. And she was showing her off, and she's just . . . you're away a lot, you know, and it can be lonely, and having a girl like that to play with would be . . . well. Yes. Yes, this is something that I'd like. And it's something that I'm pretty sure you'd like."

		Farren lifted up his wine bowl and looked at Andera over the rim, eyes laughing. "How so?"

		She reached over and slapped his arm. "She was very . . . talented. So pretty, and so eager, with big eyes, and she. . . well, look at it this way. You know how there are some things that I prefer not to do? Bedroom-wise?"

		Farren shrugged. "It's not like I'm suffering. Bedroom-wise. You're everything I need, and have been for—"

		"Yes very sweet," said Andera. "But you could have a young lady's ass every night."

		Farren laughed, coughing on his wine. "And which part would you be taking?" he asked once he could breathe again.

		"Well," said Andera. "Well, you are gone often. And also there's the rest of the day. And also Meili's girl had a very talented mouth."

		Farren raised an eyebrow.

		"Meili offered, but I didn't accept!" said Andera. "I would never. But I did watch, and it was . . . it's the local customs, Farren, and don't tell me you aren't interested in the idea. And don't tell me that you haven't had similar offers, here and there."

		"Always declined," said Farren.

		Andera hesitated. "You don't have to always decline. I mean, it's just . . . just for fun, really."

		"But this wouldn't be just for fun," said Farren. "It's a secondary marriage, but it's a marriage—"

		"It is," said Andera. "But it's mainly a marriage to me, you know."

		"And there's someone you want to marry," said Farren.

		"If you say no," said Andera, "I will never mention it again. But . . . well, maybe just as a trial marriage? Because that's the way these work—there's a trial marriage period, and that can end amicably with no claims from either side, before it becomes a real marriage, and if it doesn't work any of us can end it, and—"

		"Who?"

		"Paathi," said Andera. "Paathi Rais? You've met her; she's one of the cousins of the Rais, and she's just returned from university. And she's very charming."

		"Oh," said Farren. Then he was quiet.

		"You're not mad?" asked Andera.

		"No," said Farren. "No, Paathi is lovely, and she's a clever girl, and the way she gets enthusiastic about things is absolutely charming. It's just . . . I guess I hadn't realized that you were unsatisfied with things as they are; if you want, I could arrange things so that I was traveling less; there's plenty of work that I could do here, and—"

		Andera reached over, took his hand, kissed it. "It's not that I'm unhappy! I am very happy, and you're doing excellent work and I don't want to be a distraction, or stop you—when people find out that I'm the wife of the Rowe of Dail and Rowe there's a look of . . . people respect what you're doing, Farren. Dail and Rowe machining is the best in the country. Not just the best in the country—it's better than any of the imports, and—"

		"Then what?" said Farren.

		"It just seems like so much fun," said Andera. "And also, when I know that Paathi is coming over, I get all fluttery, and she's someone I can just spend hours with."

		"So you're falling for her," said Farren.

		"But I'm not falling for you any less," said Andera. "Sorry. Forget I mentioned—"

		"I'll be here for a few weeks," said Farren. "There's a transmontane export contract that we're negotiating, and I need to be here for that. I like Paathi, I guess, but I don't know her well enough to marry her, not even in a secondary role. So have her over—she plays taki?"

		"She's very good at taki," said Andera. "But she doesn't know—I haven't mentioned any of this to her, yet. And she might say no, also, even if everything else works out, but—"

		"I'll just invite her for a game or two of taki, and talk about things; she's been studying diplomacy, right? So if nothing else, I could use her insight in the mountain borders."

		Andera kissed his hand again, then let it go. "Thank you. I don't know. Maybe it's a mistake. But I do want to try."

		"Well," said Farren with a smile, picking up his wine bowl again. "Mistakes are part of any process, really."

		So the next day, Andera sent a note, and the day after that, Paathi came over for lunch, and then for some games of taki, and then for a walk in their newly-acquired orchards.

		Andera hadn't explained that it was anything other than a normal social invitation, and Farren had been no more than mildly flirtatious—nothing in any way out of the ordinary. But Andera knew why Paathi was there, so even if everyone else was acting normal, she had a hard time keeping it up. Paathi was great. She was always great. The prettiest woman Andera had ever seen, with big, liquid eyes and legs that were . . . but it was more than her eyes, or her legs, or the curve of her ass. It was the energy in the way she walked, the enthusiasm she had for everything.

		Andera lost the first game of taki by an embarrassingly wide margin. She wasn't good at the game under the best of circumstances, and distracted as she was, she could barely remember the difference between tiles and counters and dice. So she bowed out, and watched Farren and Paathi.

		They were a good match, at least in terms of the game. They were talking about the mountain kingdoms—or rather, Farren was saying what he'd been told, and Paathi was correcting most of it—but every so often they'd have to stop talking and consider the board, and while Farren won two games and Paathi won one, the two had been close, and the one had been an absolute slaughter.

		The orchards—lychee, and almond, and tree-grape—had been adjoining their land, and the previous owner had wanted to sell and move in with his children in the provincial capital. Farren had insisted on paying more than he'd asked, and according to Paathi, that had been the right thing to do; the other gentry would see it as a mark of generosity of spirit. Only it seemed that he'd paid a bit more extra than he should have, which they would see as a mark of stupidity with money, which wasn't necessarily the best reputation to have.

		Farren hadn't joined them for the walk; the Dail had sent a revision to the export agreement, and he had to read through it, and consider whether to accept or revise further. But Paathi was impressed by what they'd bought.

		"It is possible that your husband has not overpaid," she said. "The trees are very healthy, and of a good age—if the fruit fails on any of them, the wood could be expected to be quite fine, particularly on the tree grape. But Andera—" and she put her hand on Andera's arm, and Andera thought her heart might stop—"both of you must not be so impulsive in matters such as these—it would be best if you consulted with someone local to the region before acting."

		If Farren had agreed, she would have proposed it then. But he hadn't, so she swallowed back the words that she would have said. "I had been thinking," she said, instead, "that perhaps we should have a second wife."

		"Oh!" said Paathi. "Oh, that is a very fine idea. Because you are both such charming people, and everyone wishes you the best, but it is difficult not to tread on toes, when you are unaware of local custom. That's an excellent idea, Andera; is Farren agreed?"

		"Well," said Andera. "There are some aspects that interested him, but he is still . . . it's not how we were raised, you understand?"

		"Some diffidence in matters such as these is to be expected from a gentleman in Farren's position," she said. "He is comfortable, and has a position that is likely to improve. And he is a bit cautious in his play as well. Still, I believe that he will come around. Would you like for me to talk to him?"

		That . . . well, it could help, but it could definitely be misunderstood, and also it was possible that Paathi would feel like Andera had tricked her into arguing for her own courtship, but—"I'd have to talk to him about it first? Because I don't want him to feel stampeded."

		"Naturally," said Paathi, with a decisive nod. "Perhaps I will call again tomorrow?"

		"Of course," said Andera. "You're always welcome here."

		Paathi gave her a brilliant smile. "Thank you. You are both lovely hosts, and I always enjoy my visits here. And it is such a nice place you have been building—I greatly approve of your taste; if it were moderated through the eyes of a second wife, your estate would be one of the great houses of the region."

		That was a real compliment. The Rais was one of the oldest and most distinguished families of the northern border, and their gardens were justifiably famous; Paathi had never been shy about criticizing either the estates of their neighbors or Andera's choices when she felt they were inappropriate.

		"Thank you," said Andera, and Paathi gave her a brilliant smile. Then she made her goodbyes, declining Andera's offer to escort her back to the gates, so Andera stood below one of her almond trees, and watched her make her way back.

		It wasn't just her neck, and her ass, and the long clean lines of her legs. But it was also those things, certainly.

		As soon as she got back to the house, Andera told Farren about the conversation, and while he still wasn't convinced that they should marry Paathi, he was amused by the fact that she was going to try to convince him to marry someone else, while Andera had her eyes on her. Which made Andera a bit less convinced that she had been doing the right thing. But then there was Paathi's smile and neck and all that, which were convincing enough.

		That night, after they had gone to bed, Andera asked Farren to move further down, and to use his mouth on her. It wasn't something they did often—she was more than satisfied with his cock in her cunt, and her mouth on his—but every so often, nothing else would do. And this was one of those times.

		There was no mistaking the broad, powerful grip on her hips for Paathi's narrow and elegant hands, or the rough tickle of Farren's beard for Paathi's smooth face, for her lips, for her tongue. But as his lips touched on her pussy, as his tongue probed into her, or found her clit, and swirled around it, she couldn't help but think of Paathi in that place, naked, looking up at her, with Farren by her side, having been similarly served.

		It was the image she had in her mind when she came, and it burned.

		The next day, when Farren and Paathi laid out the taki board, Andera excused herself and headed out to the balcony. It was a conversation that she was desperately interested in, but at the same time, she wanted to make sure that she didn't ruin things with her enthusiasm. Paathi was very convincing, after all.

		The view from the balcony was relaxing; Andera could see the gardens, and then the orchards, down the slope of the hills, and beyond them, the northern mountains rising up in the distance. But the image that presented itself to her mind's eye was the one she'd imagined the night before, when Farren had down on her and she'd seen what it would be like to have Paathi in the bed with them. That was the view that she wanted, and she intended to get it.

		"I am afraid that neither of us distinguished ourselves at taki," said Paathi, coming up behind her. "And I fear that your husband's understanding of the intersection between Ralaathi provincial politics and transmontane inheritance patterns has not been as thoroughly improved as I had hoped."

		"But you talked to him about . . . about us adding a secondary wife?"

		"Yes."

		"And he's . . . did he seem convinced, or—"

		"It took somewhat more effort than I had anticipated," said Paathi. "He is a cautious player, but it is more than that—he is greatly concerned for you."

		"But he was convinced."

		"Yes," said Paathi. "The inducements are quite clear, and he is a man in full vigor; he could not but agree. Now. Had you considered anyone in particular, or did you wish for me to begin make inquiries as to whether anyone suitable might be found?"

		"I . . ." Andera swallowed, set her shoulders. She was not going to be nervous about this. "Well, there is someone."

		"Oh?"

		"Yes. She is a very pretty young lady, who has studied diplomacy at the university, and who seems to enjoy both my company and the company of my husband."

		Paathi looked away from the distant mountains and at Andera. She smiled, raised an eyebrow. "She sounds delightful. And does this paragon have a name?"

		"Paathi," said Andera. "Paathi Rais. It is a very beautiful name, isn't it?"

		"It is," said Paathi. Then she looked back at the mountains, brows knitted in thought. Then she gave a decisive nod. "Yes," she said. "Most appropriate. Thank you, Andera."

		"Oh!" said Andera, and turned, took Paathi's hand. Who withdrew it.

		"There, there!" she said, and tapped Andera on the nose. "Not until the papers are signed. That would be most inappropriate. I shall have them drawn up as soon as possible, though."

		"Not . . . but Paathi; if we are to be married, surely—"

		Another smile, more brilliant than the last. "Surely indeed," said Paathi. "And in good time. I shall have the marriage papers drawn up tonight, and will return tomorrow morning. And I very much doubt that I shall be able to sleep at all tonight. How rude, to have me convince your husband to allow another woman into his bed, without knowing that it was to be me!"

		Andera couldn't help but smile. "Perhaps a bit. But all the same, there's nobody who I would have trusted to do that besides you; which is why it had to be you, you understand?"

		Paathi shook her head, and sighed, but she was still smiling. "I think that once you understand the institution better, you will realize that you did not have to be so exacting in your selection. Not that I regret it! Far to the contrary. But there is much to arrange—I must take my leave, though there are also a great many things to discuss. And oh! A dress! Dear me. Tomorrow then, Andera. It shall be wonderful."

		And then she turned and left, though Andera was burning to talk about everything; when she'd accepted Farren's offer of marriage, they'd sat and talked for hours and hours afterwards . . . but that was a world away.

		Paathi had said yes! Andera hurried from the balcony down the stairs to the main entrance, up to the second floor, where she could watch Paathi make her trim way to her carriage, headed back to the Rais residence. For the last time? Or perhaps for the last time for a while? The ceremony for a secondary wife was a subdued affair, or at least, that was what Andera had been led to believe—Meili hadn't invited any of them, and when Andera had asked when it had been held, the rest had laughed, and had let her know that this sort of thing was handled privately, in the presence of a notary.

		"It is much more like adopting a pet than a dynastic marriage," said Meili, and her secondary wife had looked up at her with such adoration, and then kissed the top of her foot . . . soon. Tomorrow!

		Paathi had mentioned a dress, so Andera had to look through her own closets to find the right dress to wear. Something severe. But not too severe—Meili had her new wife wrapped entirely around her finger, but Andera wanted . . . well, yes, that, but also a bit more warmth, with Paathi? The red—

		She nearly collided with Farren as he turned a corner.

		"Easy!" he said, catching her by the arm.

		"She said yes! And I have to find the right dress. The thing I wore to the factory inauguration, perhaps? The one in Iriasol, when I—"

		"Easy," Farren repeated. "That's excellent news, but there's no need to fuss—I'm sure your dress is the last thing anyone there will care about."

		"I am not nearly as sure, and also if it's the last thing they care about, then they will care about it," said Andera.

		Farren didn't say anything, just smiled at her, a wicked glint in his eye. What had Paathi told him? She would have to find out later, when everything was arranged.

		"Oh, and," she said, pulling away to go through her wardrobe. "I think . . . perhaps a bit of distance tonight, Farren? Just for one night, because tomorrow, she'll be here, and you . . ."

		She had arranged it all, but the words stuck and she blushed when she tried to say anything. But they would, tomorrow night.

		The red dress with the cinched waist still fit, and would be perfect, and even though it was summer, the satin gloves were light enough, and they conveyed a certain conviction of purpose. And the heels, of course; Paathi was marvelous, but even without heels, Andera was more than a head taller than her—stressing that would be all to the good. And as far as underwear went . . . well, it had taken a good deal of work with a seamstress to produce the lacy nothings that were popular in Ossia and Morlaine. But once they had, they had produced some spectacular work.

		Andera laid it all out, and then returned to her bedroom, rather than Farren's. It was a bit cruel to him, perhaps—he always slept better after sex. But it would be awkward tomorrow night, and this would encourage him. And perhaps encourage him to finish quickly, and leave Andera some time to play with her new toy. Her new best toy. The very best toy imaginable.

		When Paathi showed up the next morning, Andera could see a moment of shock when she presented herself in the clothing she'd picked out. A little widening of Paathi's eyes, a little catch of her breath. That was spectacular. Not quite as spectacular as Paathi, though. She was wearing a peacock-colored robe over a white tunic, and her hair was done up with gold and silver combs—no question but Andera had a little catch of her own breath, and it was really hard to sit comfortably in the carriage, next to Paathi, with Farren grinning like an idiot on the seat facing them.

		To be fair to Farren, he was clearly the luckiest man in the world, and it was good that he knew that. But Paathi wouldn't even talk to her—"After, dear. Very soon," and that was it—and Farren was enjoying himself too much for conversation, so, fine.

		They'd been to the notary before to take care of business matters; when they had purchased the house, and then the orchards, and when Farren had sold two of their factories to business interests in the south, so Andera was able to at least feign a measure of confidence as she strode toward his office, Farren matching pace, and Paathi coming up a few steps behind, as was entirely appropriate.

		The notary was a small, heavy-set man, and he stood up as Andera came in, gave her a short bow. "Ah yes! The trial marriage."

		"Trial secondary marriage," corrected Paathi, coming up behind them. "The papers are prepared?"

		"Of course, yes. Four sets; for each of you, and for the records. You will read them?"

		Paathi did not—she picked up the papers, glanced at each page, and left her neat little signature and seal at the bottom of the last. But Farren did, and Andera did—neither of them had reached their positions by signing things without reading them first.

		And there was a bit of a surprise in the contract.

		"No, this is all wrong," said Andera. "I've been married to Farren for seven years; that is the primary marriage; we were hoping to add Paathi as a secondary wife; according to this, I would be the secondary—"

		Paathi was laughing. "Oh, dear me. No, that would've been entirely inappropriate. While I have so little time for it these days, I have studied ceramics for some years, and I am also second cousin to the Rais. Secondary? No, the contracts are correct as written."

		"But Paathi!" said Andera. "This isn't what I want; what—"

		"The problem is," said Paathi with a kindly smile, "that while you have observed with fascination, you have not grown up within this system. There is too much that you do not understand. If you would take a secondary wife, you would wish to beat her, perhaps, and she would doubtless wish to be beaten. But you would not know what tool would be appropriate, and she would not be in any position to explain, so the two of you would pine, or you would commit some gross impropriety, and embarrass her enough to make her wish to leave, or embarrass yourself before your peers . . . no."

		Andera swallowed. "You could instruct me. I'm sure—"

		"Precisely my intent!" said Paathi. "It is for a trial term; that was what you proposed, and it makes the greatest sense. I suppose that we could substitute lectures and lesson-books, but even if I was willing to devote all my time to that, which I am not, it would not serve. This is not a matter of law and mathematics, which can be taught in classroom."

		She smiled. Paathi had a dimple when she smiled, and it made it very difficult to either stay angry with her or disagree with her.

		"There are so many things that I know, but which I would not realize needed to be explained. If you serve a trial term as a secondary wife, I shall see where you go astray and correct it. Surely, that will prepare you for having a secondary wife far better than any course of purely theoretical instruction."

		"I . . . I suppose. But—"

		"And it shall be great fun," said Paathi. "Oh, I have such plans for you, Andera. If you do not wish this, of course I shall never mention it again, and I will do my best to tell you what I know, as a friend. But this is the correct and appropriate course, and . . ." She looked away. "And I would regret it if it is not the course you chose."

		"For a trial term," said Andera.

		"Certainly," said the notary, who had been silent the entire time. "The papers are drawn up for a month's trial; if you wish for longer, we shall have to discard these, and begin anew."

		It wasn't what she wanted; she wanted Paathi on her knees, looking up at her with that dimpled smile. But. . . well, Meili's secondary wife had seemed very happy, and Farren—

		"You knew," she said to Farren. "This was what you talked about with Paathi."

		He gave an uncomfortable shrug.

		"It was a possibility she suggested," he said. "There were some hints that she was considering asking you herself, but yes. There are . . . skills that are taught to secondary wives that seemed like they would be very interesting, when this is over, and it's just for a month."

		"And it's an appropriate consequence for pushing you into something."

		Another uncomfortable shrug, but also the hint of a smile. Farren was impossible, and Paathi was impossible, and why she was even considering accepting Paathi's offer was beyond her.

		Maybe not entirely beyond her. There was that smile, and the determination in her neck, and, well, Paathi was right; she did know how everything was supposed to go, and Andera didn't, and there would be some comfort in giving up trying to figure everything out, and just being told what was correct and—

		She scrawled her signature and put down her stamp before she could think about it too much, her mouth dry, her handwriting jerky and the stamp smeared. The look of surprise on Farren's face was worth it, anyway. And the pleasure on Paathi's face was even better, but all the same, what had she done?

		The notary took the documents, checked them. "Yes, that is all in order," he said. "Miss Rais—if you will complete the ceremony, please?"

		"Of course," she said. "Andera, you must be naked at this point, if you please?"

		Andera's jaw dropped. The notary's office was a public place! And she had barely said two words to the man before, but she had seen him at society events. How would she be able to face him again? Or Farren? Or—

		"There, you see?" said Paathi. "You would not have known how this was to be conducted, and you would not have prepared the girl of your choice for this ceremony." She had moved behind Andera, and she was unfastening the back of her dress; the ties of the upper half, and then the little clasps of the broad belt, and—

		And Andera wasn't resisting, and then the dress fell away.

		"Oh!" said Paathi, and she came around to the front, and saw what Andera had been wearing. "How lovely!"

		She ran her finger along the line of lace on Andera's breast, and Andera gasped, grabbed out for a chair, her legs suddenly turned to jelly.

		"Entirely inappropriate for your station, but very lovely. They shall have to be resized to fit, perhaps? Or. . . regardless. It is required that you wear nothing between the knees and elbows, so we must proceed."

		There was a rush of cool air as she undid Andera's bra, and then another, as she pulled the panties over Andera's hips, and let them drop to the floor.

		Andera closed her eyes, tried not to think about what everyone was seeing.

		"It is customary for a secondary bride to be entirely naked," said the notary.

		"Customary, but not required," said Paathi. "And her arms look so lovely in those gloves, and the shoes are . . . this is how I wish this moment to be remembered. Now you must kneel, Andera."

		So she knelt, ungracefully, onto her discarded clothing. And then had her head pressed down to the floor by Paathi, gently but firmly.

		She knelt there beside Andera for a long moment, stroking her hair. "It is confusing, I know," she said. "Because it is all new and strange. But it will be fine, and you will be among friends; we are friends, are we not, Andera?"

		Andera couldn't speak; she would panic if she tried, and bolt. But she gave a quick nod.

		"Good!" said Paathi. Then her hand traced Andera's back, and her ass, and then dipped lightly between her thighs. "And you are not entirely upset about the recent developments, it appears. Also good!"

		Just hearing Paathi say that she'd done well caused Andera's stomach to tighten. Perhaps . . .

		"Now, when you are told to kneel, this is the position that you must take," said Paathi, nudging Andera's knees apart. "Next, I shall stand, and you shall place my foot atop your head, and then your husband's foot atop your head. This will indicate that you have chosen this position in our family, for the trial period. Do you understand?"

		Another quick nod.

		"Very good!" said Paathi. She stood, and Farren was standing next to her. First Paathi's foot on top of her head, then Farren's.

		And then, from the sound of it, Paathi kissed Farren. Andera longed to look up, to see, to shut her eyes and never see. But she remained where she had been told, and saw their feet, Farren in neat black street-shoes, Paathi in sandals with blue and green straps and copper buckles.

		"My congratulations," said the notary. "It is my hope that what is now temporary shall become permanent, and that you shall have every happiness in your new arrangement."

		"Thank you," said Paathi. "And now that we are married, it is the time for the . . . orientation, I think you might call it? The breaking-in?"

		"I have no idea," said Farren.

		"No, of course not. But in cases such as these, when a partner is introduced to an established relationship, it is necessary for the roles to be made clear. In an informal relationship, this sort of thing would be done gradually, or not at all, and the roles would shift, but as Andera needs to know about the proper treatment of a secondary wife, I suppose it would be best if we proceeded with a full breaking-in."

		That didn't sound . . . well, it sounded a bit ominous, anyway.

		"And I fear that means that any clothing you have will be received only from my hands, so you must take off even the gloves and shoes and stockings and rings and earrings, Andera. At once, please."

		They were all watching her as she stripped off everything she had. Hopefully, Paathi would then give it back to her, and they could go home already? She had gone through a great deal she had never meant to go through, but perhaps soon she'd feel Paathi's breath on her skin, her fingers on her—

		But Paathi didn't give anything back to her at all. She simply folded Andera's clothing up, tied it together with a bit of string, and took Farren's arm.

		"Paathi!" whispered Andera desperately.

		"No," said Paathi. "You may use my name—only my name, you understand, nobody else's, not even Farren's, during this breaking-in period—but you must proceed it with 'lady.' Attempt this again, please?"

		"Lady Paathi," said Andera. "Please! I can't go out like this—there are hundreds of people in the offices here, and I—"

		"You are a secondary wife," said Paathi. "This is expected of you. But for the moment, you are permitted to stand, and walk; that will not be the case once I cross the threshold, so enjoy it whilst you can."

		Andera stood, arms crossed over her chest. There were . . . well, maybe not hundreds, but dozens of people in the government offices, and they'd be giving her the same amused, faintly aroused looks that the notary was giving her. And Paathi had clothing, and she could give it to her, and she'd made a terrible mistake.

		But Paathi smiled at her, and dimpled. "You are very brave to attempt what you have already attempted. A little more bravery, please?"

		So Andera followed her husband and her wife out of the registry office, her arm wrapped around her chest, her eyes kept firmly on the floor, on the back of their legs, so that she can't see anyone, and so that she won't know who it was that saw her.

		When they got to the carriage, Paathi and Farren took their seat together, leaving Andera to sit opposite them, alone.

		"Hands at your sides, please, dear," said Paathi. "And legs slightly apart, thank you. One of the most important aspects of the breaking-in is to establish the secondary wife's reliance upon the primary wife, so it is not well for you to take pleasure without it being given to you, even the pleasure of thighs pressing in upon your vulva, compressing your labia."

		Andera looked over at Farren, who still seemed slightly shocked. But not just shocked. Also amused, and—looking down to the bulge in his trousers, more than slightly aroused. Naturally. Men.

		But then, Andera would also have been aroused with Paathi snuggling in under her arm, the way she had fitted into position with Farren. They looked . . . they looked well, together. It should have been her, sitting with Farren, and it should have been Paathi naked and on display, but it was true that she hadn't known this was customary, and even if she had known, she probably wouldn't have dared.

		Now that it had been done to her, she would dare. Paathi wasn't wrong about that, anyway.

		"It is not just that pleasure which you will receive exclusively from my hand," said Paathi. "It is also food and drink; I shall explain that further once we arrive. But be certain not to eat or to drink anything that I have not given you; that is the sort of thing which the primary wife is obliged to punish."

		Paathi paused, waiting for a response.

		"Yes, ah, Lady Paathi," said Andera.

		"Good!" said Paathi. "But it must be, 'Yes, Lady Paathi,' when you receive instructions, and if you have understood them, add 'Thank you, Lady Paathi,' to show that you appreciate my kindness in giving them to you. If you have not understood, it is 'Yes, Lady Paathi,' and 'Thank you, Lady Paathi,' and also, 'But I have not understood—' and then you may explain what it is that has escaped you."

		"Yes, Lady Paathi," said Andera. "Thank you, lady Paathi."

		"There," said Paathi, to Farren. "You see? She takes to it very naturally; it is most suitable for her."

		Andera burned at that. They had been simple instructions, and she had followed them; what was so . . . she was half-tempted to close her thighs, but she knew that Paathi would instruct her in punishments that might be administered, and that she would . . . that those punishments were probably best avoided. And also it was something that Paathi had told her to do, and she wanted to do it, and it was possible that Paathi wasn't entirely wrong about her being—

		No.

		She wasn't going to admit that, not now, not ever, not to anyone else, and not to herself. She would endure the trial marriage, and she would learn what she needed to know, and next time it would be Paathi who was following her out of the notary's office, and Paathi who was sitting with her legs spread and her arms at her sides, and Paathi who—

		"Yes," said Paathi, breaking into her train of thought. "Very nice; you are certainly permitted arousal, when under tutelage. That is your role, after all, and it is well that it is stimulating you."

		"That isn't what—"

		Paathi held a finger to her lips. "We will doubtless have long and delightful conversations soon, when the breaking-in period is completed. But for now you must be silent, unless a direct question is asked of you, either by me or by your lord, or by any others into whose care you have been entrusted."

		Andera fell resentfully silent. But it wasn't what had happened!

		"Andera?" said Farren, "If this isn't what you want, we can—I mean, it will take a lawyer, probably, but—

		"No, lord," said Andera, with considerable sarcasm. "There is no need for a lawyer; I have signed the papers, and will endure what is required."

		Paathi clapped her hands with delight. "Oh, how lovely. But first—I gave you instructions. And what does a secondary wife say, when she receives instructions?"

		Oh. She'd missed that.

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," mumbled Andera.

		"Precisely. And now, there is another matter which was not mentioned. It is true that your lord had given you a question, whose answer was to have been in the affirmative or the negative, and you chose the negative. That was fair and wise, certainly! But you must never use the word 'no,' not to either of us. That is most incorrect. You must find a phrasing that does not include that word. Try again, please."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady." Andera considered. "A lawyer will not be necessary, lord, thank you. I am satisfied with my role as a secondary wife."

		"Very lovely!" said Paathi. "And observe the pearl of dew upon her pubic hair, near the opening of her vaginal canal; she is enjoying herself more than any of us."

		That was entirely unfair. Anyone would be aroused—she was naked, and the seats were soft, and they were talking about . . . it was entirely unfair.

		When they returned home, Farren had to continue on. "It's the revision," he said. "There are some details that I have to hammer out, and the Dail. . . you'll be okay? With Paathi?"

		Paathi kissed his cheek. "It is well that you worry about her," she said. "She is precious. But she will be very well with me, and she will be prepared for you on your return."

		Andera wasn't quite as convinced, but she'd been asked a question, so, "Yes, lord," she said. "It will be fine, just the two of us."

		"Surely not just the two of us!" said Paathi. "I am sure that your customs are different, but surely you have a staff that is suited to your estate?"

		"Yes, lady," said Andera, remembering how to answer. "But I thought . . . I mean, I'm not married to the staff, and—"

		"No," said Paathi with a light laugh. "It is in some cases traditional to use a secondary wife as the bridge between the masters of the house and those who make it function—to allow them to vent their feelings, perhaps, if they have been slighted, or to forge connections less impersonal than a pay packet—but it would be deeply inappropriate to do this when the marriage is still in its trial phases! No, not married to the servants. But they shall be in attendance, and of course it would be most unfair to deprive your lady's maid of . . . but we are keeping Farren from his contracts."

		She kissed him—and Andera couldn't deny the heat in her lower belly, watching the intention in that kiss—and stepped lightly from the carriage, motioning for Andera to follow.

		She took a steadying breath, gave Farren a smile that she didn't entirely feel, but which seemed to reassure him, and stepped out from carriage behind Paathi.

		Who watched it leave, a fond smile on her lips. "He is a very kind man, our husband," she said. Then she turned to Andera. "Kneel, please."

		Andera knelt, uncertainly. They were out in the open, the sun hot on her skin, and while Farren had chosen a country estate, there were neighbors . . . not near enough to make out fine detail, perhaps, but the guards at the gates of the Rami estate would certainly be able to see that she was naked and Paathi wasn't, and . . .

		Paathi removed a collar from her purse. Andera only got a glimpse of it before Paathi fastened it around her neck; it was gold and steel and had a ring at the front. "This remains, whilst the marriage contract endures," said Paathi. "Now, if you will bend forward—yes, like that, onto your hands, thank you."

		The stones of the path to the house bit into Andera's knees as she went down onto her hands and knees, and Paathi fastened a cuff around her left ankle. "As does this. Other things—they are merely for this period of adjustments, but the cuff and the collar signify a subordinate position. You understand."

		She did. The metal was cool against her skin, and she trembled.

		"Yes," said Paathi. "I have called it breaking-in, but I fear that you may not entirely understand the nuances of the phrase. Because under many circumstances, a secondary wife has a nearly equal relationship with a primary wife, once the period is over. But they are not equal, and it is well to remember that they are not. This period is to give you the understanding, in your bones, that when it is required, you shall defer to my judgment."

		Paathi smiled, rose back up to standing, and ruffled Andera's hair. "It is a bit like a horse, you understand? When you have a wild horse, and you train it to be tame, or a dog. Domestication. Yes; this is a period of domestication, and it is the most important stone in the foundation of the marriage. If it is seen to fail, the primary wife may renew the rules of the period, or they may choose to enforce some of these rules for their own amusement. But for now, this is quite serious—not amusement. Do you understand?"

		"Yes, Lady Paathi," said Andera, who mostly did. "Thank you, Lady Paathi."

		"Very good! Now, in addition to not taking pleasure, or food, or drink, from any hand but mine, and in addition to using proper address—you need not use my name in every instance, 'lady' is sufficient in most cases—you must not be standing in my presence unless I have arranged you in that position. Oh, and! Here—feel this spot, on my leg, yes? Between the muscles of the upper leg, just here."

		Paathi's leg felt smooth and strong.

		"That is the suckling point. If the secondary wife is proving willful, or if the primary wife takes her amusement in that fashion, or if she is particularly traditional—though the primary wife must provide food of the normal sort, what the secondary wife drinks during her breaking-in is exclusively the urine of the primary wife. It both reinforces her status, and encourages her to be solicitous of the primary wife's health. I shall not begin in this fashion, but if you wish to drink my urine, you can kiss me at the suckling spot, and you shall be allowed."

		Andera started back, trying to keep from getting up and yelling at Paathi. There was probably something of that visible, because Paathi gave her a cheerful smile.

		"You must know this, certainly—else you would be greatly confused if you took a secondary wife, and the girl proved thirsty, and kissed you there. At best, you would think her impertinent, and she would think you greatly cruel—it is imperative for the primary wife to respond to a kiss at the suckling point; she must be cruel, from time to time, but she also must not fail in her responsibilities."

		That was . . . Andera wanted Paathi as her secondary wife. But she wasn't sure she wanted anyone trying to drink her piss like that. It seemed weird and uncomfortable and gross. But it was something that she did have to know, apparently.

		"Very well. Come then to the house, and perhaps you will get some water, and then oh! There are so many things to see to that I don't know how I shall find time to get you ready for our husband on his return."

		Paathi wasn't walking slowly. Andera fell behind, which provoked a disappointed tsk from Paathi, so she did her best to hurry along without standing up. Next time, she would design her paths with fewer and flatter stones.

		Arim, the head of staff, was waiting stiffly at the door, and Andera felt herself going absolutely beet red when he looked at her. They'd been . . . formal, and correct, and she thought that he approved of her, more or less, and now she was crawling naked behind Paathi, her knees bruised, and . . . well, and.

		But Paathi just spoke with him quietly for a bit, and then he left, and she turned and smiled and Andera. "He was most effusive in his congratulations. I am, it seems, exactly what the house was wanting."

		Andera bridled.

		"Yes, well," said Paathi. "He is merely reporting what he feels; you cannot fault him for that. Now we must retire to the office so that I can consider the household finances."

		Andera bridled at that as well, and Paathi laughed.

		"I am certain that you are doing a fine job, to the best of your abilities," she said. "And once you are properly domesticated, I am sure you will once again take on most of the work of running the estate. However, for the moment, you are concentrating on other matters, and a fresh set of eyes is always helpful in matters such as these. Now, follow. There is no time for these digressions of yours, amusing though they might be."

		For the most part, Andera preferred to work on the veranda, or in her rooms; the office was a bit stuffy, and a bit too grand for her; it was decorated in the traditional manner, and—

		"Oh, how wonderful!" said Paathi, as the lights flickered into life.

		Andera took the moment to catch her breath—crawling along the corridors of the house and up the stairs had taken a great deal out of her.

		"And there are girl hooks as well? How marvelous."

		Girl hooks?

		"Come here, then, let us try them out; it seems that they have not been used for a time, but the staff have kept them in excellent form. Come here, please, Andera. And once here, you may stand up, of course."

		There was a series of blunt bronze hooks along the southern wall, at waist height, or near enough. Paathi flipped some catches that Andera had never noticed, and adjusted the height of one of those hooks, and then moved Andera over it, and adjusted it again, pushing the hook up into her cunt, so that she squeaked, and stood on tiptoes to avoid it. At which point, Paathi pushed her down, and adjusted some other brass fittings to push her shoulders downward, holding her firmly in place, almost invisibly.

		"Yes," she said, with a nod of her head. "Yes, remarkably decorative; I had worried that they would not be calibrated for a girl so tall as you, but these classical fittings are designed to accommodate such a variety."

		To the extent that the hook and the fittings let her move, Andera squirmed, tried to find somewhere comfortable to stand. The hook was cold inside of her, and against her ass, and she couldn't—

		"There, there," said Paathi, running her hand along Andera's stomach, down to her hip. "Your first penetration as a secondary wife; perhaps I should have made more of a ceremony of it."

		Her hand pressed against Andera's clit, and then she leaned forward, and bit lightly on her nipple, which was just at the right height for Paathi's mouth.

		Andera moaned; she couldn't move, not much, but she pushed into Paathi as best she could, eyes closed, bare feet tightening on the wooden floor, Paathi's clothing against her skin, Paathi's breath and tongue and lips on her breast, Paathi. . .

		"There," said Paathi, pulling away, her hair starting to fall out of place, a flush on her cheeks. "Oh, you are lovely, Andera, and there is too much for me to do to give you proper attention. But once I have a sense of the scope of these difficulties, we shall begin to prepare you for Farren's return."

		Then she sat down at the desk, and began going through the ledgers in the office. After a while, Arim came in. He gave Andera a brief, approving look, and exchanged a few quiet words with Paathi which Andera couldn't hear. Then he left, and returned with a plate of food, a pitcher of water, and a washcloth, and then left again.

		Andera hadn't been hungry. Well, she hadn't realized that she was hungry, but seeing the peppers and roast turtle-dove, and smelling it, and then the pitcher of clear water . . . she was ravenous, and thirsty, and she was impaled in place on the wall, and she wasn't allowed to speak until spoken to.

		After a while Paathi looked up, and Andera writhed on her hook. She wasn't allowed to talk, and she wasn't allowed to ask for things, but . . . just a bite of food, or a drink, or . . . more than that, another touch, another bite, something.

		"How wonderful," said Paathi, standing up. "You have done quite well, considering your limitations, but there are a few issues that need to be resolved. And you have been so decorative, and patiently silent."

		She dipped the washcloth in the pitcher of water, curled it into a twist, then came over to where Andera waited. "Would you like some water?"

		"Yes, lady."

		"Good," she said, and held the twisted length of washcloth to Andera's mouth. "This is a practice, you understand? When your husband returns, you shall suck him, before he uses you. It is well that you obtain your sustenance in this manner. And it is a look which suits you! Very intent, as is proper."

		She withdrew the washcloth, dipped it in the pitcher again, and had Andera suck. Because she was thirsty, was all—there wasn't anything more to it than that. Except that she was panting whenever the cloth was removed.

		"You know," said Paathi, conversationally. "There are three hooks here—there were certainly sybarites in the days when this office was furnished! But if Farren should desire us both on hooks while he works, perhaps I would accede to his request. Once it is established that you are in a subordinate position, I could allow my dignity to . . . but I digress, and do not mean to confuse you. Let us take you down, so that you may eat, and then we shall discuss the accounts."

		Once the thing over Andera's shoulders was released, she could move again, and that was a relief in a way that she'd never really expected. Paathi helped her off of the hook, and then gave a pointed look toward the floor; she collapsed to her hands and knees, and crawled over to the desk.

		"It is occasionally the responsibility of the young lady who had been impaled to lick the hook clean," said Paathi. "But that is more for drama than from any functional need, and I fear that we have enough drama already. Now, some turtledove, perhaps?"

		"Yes, please?" said Andera. "Lady?"

		Paathi laughed. "Oh dear me. No, you must not ask with words, Andera. Not at this juncture at our relationship! You must open your mouth and extend your tongue, if you are hopeful."

		She was hopeful. And hungry, and sore, and a little cold, and tired, and . . . she opened her mouth, and extended her tongue, and Paathi gave her a bite of roast turtledove, with the skin crunchy and the meat tender. And then a bite of braised pepper, and then another long suck on the twist of washcloth.

		"It is unfortunate that we shall have to dismiss the cook," said Paathi, and Andera shot her a murderous glare. Fun and games were fun, but Ruat was an excellent cook; expensive, but—

		"She has been stealing from you in a dramatic fashion, I'm afraid," said Paathi. "Here. You may stand to consider this."

		Andera stood, and looked at the numbers. They looked acceptable, at least to her—

		"There, you see? Four hundred for oil, every month. Two-fifty for sugar, and seventeen hundred for meats. This is—"

		"When I went to the market myself, I couldn't do that much better for oil," said Andera. "She prefers—"

		"In the winter, certainly, four hundred. But in autumn, after the ground-nut harvest is in, and the olives from Shenna have reached the marketplace? It ought to be a hundred, perhaps a hundred and fifty. Similarly with meat; yes, perhaps seventeen hundred, in summer, when the game is scarce. But in spring, or after the autumn cull? I am afraid that your Ruat has been setting her prices at the markets' high points, and pocketing the difference."

		"It can't be—"

		"By my calculations, she has defrauded you of close to eighteen thousand royals over the past year. And that does not include an audit of the wine cellar; when a cook has been embezzling, that is usually the first target of their depredations, with fine labels attached to inferior vintages."

		Andera stared at the numbers, then at Paathi. Who seemed genuinely upset. "You're certain?" she said, weakly.

		Paathi gave a nod, but Andera didn't need it. Obviously the price of oil wouldn't have been constant all year; she ought to have seen that. And then the wines, and the meat, and . . . "But she's such a good chef."

		"She is," said Paathi. "I will find us a better one. Trust me."

		She did. Everything else . . . she did trust Paathi.

		"And I fear that you have broken protocol most egregiously during this conversation," said Paathi.

		"Oh! I. . . sorry, Lady Paathi. It was just a—"

		Paathi put a finger on Andera's lips. "You are forgiven, of course. You will still have to be punished, but then, that had been next on the agenda, more or less, so that is no great consequence. And you must trust me in this as well—in moments of crisis, such as these, I shall not judge you too harshly. Now, when you wish to apologize, you state what it is that you are apologizing for, and then you kiss my left foot—the top of the left foot, yes?"

		Andera flushed. "I'm sorry for breaking protocol during that conversation, Lady Paathi," she said. Then she knelt back down, and kissed the top of Paathi's left foot. It was a lovely brown foot, and it was such a relief to forget about Ruat and all that, and slip back into being a . . . being whatever it was that was naked and aroused and kissing the top of Paathi's left foot.

		Paathi giggled, then swatted Andera away. "That was far more enthusiasm than is called for! You are contrite, not lustful. Please."

		"I am sorry for being overly lustful, rather than contrite, Lady Paathi," said Andera, and she snuck another kiss.

		"Yes, hm. Well, perhaps a bit of punishment is justified. Now, who among these girls is your lady's maid?"

		"I'm sorry," Andera repeated. "I don't understand that question at all, lady."

		"Come now!" said Paathi. "Surely, there are one or two girls in your service who you would use for intimate grooming, or . . . no? Oh, you are too cruel, Andera. All of them, hoping to rise in the world through a more personal connection, and you favoring none of them?"

		"I don't . . . I'm sorry, lady; I didn't—"

		"Yes, well," said Paathi. "This was not an invitation to apologize for everything, and then steal kisses on that basis! You must remember that you are a secondary wife for the term of the contract, and you must reform your behavior accordingly. Now, among these girls, I see that Eanah came recommended by Lady Jaamah. Given the Jaamah's tastes, and given those of his lady, I assume that she meant for you to consider her well-trained in the management of girls."

		The records were better than Andera's memory; she barely remembered an Eanah—she was either the tall one with the freckles, or the plump girl who would get up to mischief every time she had more than five minutes free.

		"If you say so, lady," said Andera.

		"Mhm. Now, you must tell me; have you any objections to my taking Eanah as a lady's maid? I shall need assistance both in matters of intimate grooming, and in the management of girls—my secondary wife included, you understand? If you would prefer I did not avail myself of her service, I could certainly choose another, or bring in a girl from outside the household. But that would take some time, and I would very much like to proceed with the breaking-in period."

		"I don't have any objections to Eanah," said Andera. Either of them, really. Or, well, she did have objections, but she also wanted to proceed with the breaking-in period. And she didn't want to have to think about things. Ruat? No. Nothing but Paathi's feet and arms, and maybe. . . well, which ever one Eanah actually was, they were servants, and they would be . . . managing her, whatever that meant.

		"Very good!" said Paathi, and rang the bell on the desk. It didn't take long before Arim materialized. "There were some irregularities in the accounts. I am afraid that we shall have to dismiss Ruat."

		Arim started. It almost looked as though he was going to object, but no . . . it was more that there was a long-existing tension that had relaxed. "I had suspected some wrongdoing, Lady Paathi," he said. "But it was not my place . . . and yet, I feel that Lady Andera had not entirely understood. Perhaps I ought to have—"

		"Do not trouble yourself, please," said Paathi. "The situation is more regular now. If you would prefer for me to handle this matter, you could send Ruat up, but—"

		"That will not be necessary, Lady Paathi," said Arim with a stiff bow. "It shall be handled appropriately."

		"Thank you, Arim," said Paathi. "If you will send up Eanah, please?"

		He bowed, and left. More of the roast turtle dove, and peppers, only it didn't taste quite the same as it had before. The water from the washcloth still wasn't the way she wanted to drink, only it also somehow was; the way Paathi looked at her, as she was suckling, knowing why she was being made to drink like that.

		Then Eanah came in. The plump one, with the mischief in her eyes.

		"Lady Paathi?" she said.

		"Yes," said Paathi. "You come with recommendations from the Jaamah and his lady. The Lady Andera has broken protocol several times recently, and has been greedy with her apologies. Can you administer correction?"

		"Oh, yes, Lady Paathi, thank you, Lady Paathi," said Eanah, with a clap of her hands. She took hold of Andera's collar with a finger through the ring, and pulled her out into the middle of the floor.

		"She is very pretty," said Eanah, running her hands along Andera's side, feeling the weight of her breasts. "I had not realized."

		"No," said Lady Paathi. "The clothing that she chose was not always the most flattering."

		"And she is neither shaven nor pierced—ought I begin with—"

		"No," said Lady Paathi. "She shall be bathed in preparation for the Rowe's return, and the shaving shall be done at that point. And it is a trial marriage; piercings shall not be made unless the marriage becomes permanent."

		Eanah's fingers separated Andera's labia, pushed lightly into her. "Oh, but surely that is a formality! She is flourishing so well under this treatment, and enjoys it so fully!"

		"Hm," said Paathi. "Perhaps. Her punishment, if you please?"

		"Yes, Lady Paathi," said Eanah. "Are the tools here?"

		"They have not been used in some time," said Paathi. "But I believe that you may find the usual selection in the cabinet."

		Eanah skipped over to one of the grim-looking blackwood cabinets that Andera had never bothered to clean out, having been defeated by the catches and locks the one time she attempted to open it, and as she worked through those locks, Andera took the chance to catch her breath, and to try to understand was happening to her.

		With Paathi maybe this all made sense. Paathi was lovely and friendly and clever and assured and Andera had wanted her for ages. But Eanah was . . . well, Andera wasn't a snob, or anything like that, but she was just a lady's maid. Why was she panting at her touch, why was she watching her unfasten that cabinet to reveal a shockingly wide array of rope and leather and brass and silver—polished recently? The servants had been opening up that closet, oiling the leather, polishing the brass, thinking that . . .

		It was just that Paathi had gotten her worked up, and then hadn't gone anywhere with it, was all. So of course she was responding to anyone's touch. Nothing more than that. That was the only reason why Andera's breath caught in her throat and heat coiled in her lower belly as Eanah coiled lengths of rope from the closet around her arm, then chose a long calf-hide whip, with an ivory handle.

		"You must come to the fixture here, please, Lady Andera," she said.

		Andera looked up at Paathi, but she was once again intent on her ledgers. So Andera followed Eanah, who tied Andera's arms behind her back, and then looped a rope around Andera's shoulders and chest, tightened it, and then tied it to her ankles. Then she lifted the rope holding Andera's arms together up, further up, pulling her up to standing, only she couldn't properly stand because of the rope attaching her chest to her ankles, so she would up in a painful, bowed-forward position, tension in her shoulders and calves, head drooping forward.

		"Before you begin, Eanah." Andera raised her head, with difficulty; Paathi had come over, and Eanah dropped her arms to her sides and waited attentively, all trace of mischief gone from her face. But Paathi addressed herself to Andera instead. "This is a typical posture for times such as these, and for a lady with a height as great as yours. Your head is not above mine, even whilst I am sitting, which is as I should be. Then you have the tension here—" her hand drifted across the back of Andera's leg, from her ass to her calf. "When you are released, you will be grateful and comfortable not to be standing, which is an ideal state. This is a common posture for a secondary bride being domesticated, and it is one that is worthy of consideration."

		Her fingers were warm on Andera's ass, and while it hurt to stay like that, it was . . . she was wanting. She was badly wanting.

		"Which brings us to another point," said Paathi, her fingers drifting lower, running along the length of Andera's pussy.

		"You are not to receive any food or any drink from a hand other than mine," she said. "Not even a fruit peel or a drink from a puddle, you understand? And when it comes to pleasure, you shall not be brought to climax by anyone else. However, you will doubtless enjoy at least some of Eanah's attentions. Similarly, I have no doubt you will thrill to his touch when you are pleasuring our husband. Now, I shall take charge of matters whilst Ferran takes his pleasure, and should you reach the point of orgasm while under Eanah's care, she shall suffer no less than you. But pleasure of a lesser degree is not forbidden."

		No orgasms from Farren? But—

		"My apologies," said Paathi. "As I've said, there is so much that I assume that you know, none of which has ever been explained to you. This—" and she ran her finger along Andera's lips, dipped it into her mouth— "this may be loaned to my friends and those who I am entertaining. It is . . . well, it is not public property, certainly, but it is for more general use."

		She moved around to Andera's side, and then her finger found the center of Andera's ass, and pushed in.

		"This," she said, over Andera's gasp. "This shall deliver pleasure to our husband, and to myself, and perhaps to a very close friend or two. But in those cases, care must be taken! Until and unless we have decided to create an heir in your body, we must be careful, here. Because it is possible that ejaculate will drip from this orifice, and make its way . . ." a finger trailed from her ass to her cunt.

		"To here, you understand. And by the size and weight of your breasts, and the softness of your belly, there is a great fertility here. Though the failure rate of the newest pharmaceuticals is remarkably low, it is best to take no chances! I have never been one to advocate throwing off the old traditional customs. This, you see—" and her finger probed lightly into Andera, felt the softness of her inner walls, made a leisurely withdrawal. "This is for my entertainment alone. Though as I have said, other stimulation is permissible, and in this area, my lady's maid will act as my surrogate, but only whilst she is under direct supervision. Similarly, I may grant the loan of this to some close friends; to inspect, and to enjoy its softness. But not to use for the purposes of insemination, certainly! And you shall never achieve orgasm from a hand other than mine. Do you understand?"

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady."

		"How delightful! Eanah?"

		"Thank you, Lady Paathi," said Eanah, and she laid the whip across Andera's ass as Paathi returned to her seat behind the desk.

		It hurt so much that it almost didn't hurt at first, like Andera had touched something so hot that it had burned away the ability to feel. But then she felt it, and she screamed.

		Paathi looked up, raised an eyebrow, and Eanah giggled. "I had thought she perhaps had greater resilience?" she said.

		"You did not," said Paathi. "You were hoping for a dramatic response, and achieved it. You may proceed, Eanah, but I do not want you wearing Lady Andera out. It is her first day in subjugation, and some delicacy is required."

		"Yes, Lady Paathi, thank you, Lady Paathi," said Eanah, and the hit Andera again.

		Andera cried. Her arms hurt, her shoulders hurt, and her legs hurt, and the whip . . . it was too much. But there was a fond look from Paathi, and a high flush in her cheeks.

		Then Eanah hit her again, and Andera shrieked and tried to kick, but that just pulled her head down, and the ropes were too elegantly tied for her to do anything beside stay there and suffer while a round little serving girl whipped her, and she was done with this—she was done with all of this and just wanted it to end, and. . .

		And then the handle of the whip pushed into her cunt, smooth, polished ivory. "If you can hold it there, please, Lady Andera?" said Eanah, and she pushed back the hood of Andera's clit and rubbed it gently.

		A round little serving girl. Andera moaned, clenching on the whip-handle, trying to hold it in place as the orgasm built and . . . and it slipped out, and Eanah's hand withdrew.

		"She is very slippy, Lady Paathi," she said.

		"Naturally," said Paathi. "However, I noticed an excessive tension when I was explaining the nuances of her usage to Lady Andera. If you will adjust that please?"

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah, and she skipped over to the cabinet.

		"You are doing quite well, Andera," said Paathi, quietly, as Eanah gave careful attention to a selection of tools which Andera could barely see and could scarcely understand. "And you will note that while bending your knees reduces the pressure on your knees to some degree, it adds a level of tension to your arms. I would appreciate it if you could keep your knees straight, as well as you can?"

		For a moment, there, it was the Paathi who had sat and taken tea with Andera, and had been scandalized when she described her ideas for the formal gardens, and then delighted with the results.

		Andera straightened her knees, looked straight ahead. Then Eanah came back and began working a handful of oil into Andera's ass.

		"She is not impossibly tight, lady?" she said.

		"No," said Paathi. "But the Rowe is a . . . substantial man, or at least, that was my impression. No, not that one—I scarcely want to see Lady Andera ruptured. Not that either, dear me. Yes, very well—that looks to be most appropriate."

		Whatever it was, it was cold and wide. . . Andera swayed forward in her bonds, the ropes pulling at her wrists as she tried to escape the pressure, but she couldn't and it . . . it widened, and then narrowed, and the muscle closed around it. It was cold inside of her, and then Eanah hit her again, three more times, and then pushed the handle of the whip in to her cunt, and she felt so impossibly full.

		And then there were fingers on her pussy, until the handle slipped out. Then Eanah hit her again, until Andera was crying, and then had her hold the whip in her cunt again, until she couldn't.

		Then she untied the rope that held Andera's hands up to the ceiling. Andera collapsed to her knees, breathless, aching, wanting.

		Eanah extended her foot, and Andera kissed it without any hesitation.

		Eanah giggled. "She is an affectionate one. Oh, she is so delightful like this, Lady Paathi."

		Andera couldn't argue, not even in her own mind. She just curled up there on the floor, waiting for more instructions, more pleasure, more pain.

		"Very well," said Paathi. "Come here now, please, Andera."

		Andera crawled over, looked up at her. Pleased, amused, with those spots of color up on her cheeks. "I assume that you have not been instructed in giving pleasure to women?"

		"N . . . I have not, Lady Paathi," said Andera.

		A smile, a pat on her cheek.

		"It is not so difficult. For now, I do not wish you to hurry me to orgasm." She spread her skirt apart, raised it up. Her legs were beautiful, long, perfectly proportioned and shaped, and there were drops of moisture on her neatly trimmed curls. Andera pushed in, kissed lightly, and started licking.

		"Not there," said Paathi. "Not to start. Begin with the outer labia, please. Move up first one, then the other. And then the inner labia—you must be cautious with the use of your teeth, but they must be used—gentle nips on the outer labia, occasionally, and for the inner, you may use your tongue to press them against your teeth."

		Andera pulled back. "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," she said, then pushed back in.

		"Mm, yes. Most mannerly. In the future, do not interrupt your task to acknowledge instruction until it is completed. When I desire attention for the clitoris, I shall let you know. But you shall be gentle with it! There are ladies who desire greater pressure, or even the use of teeth there, but I do not. Gentle strokes with tongue and lips, and no more than that. Eanah, you may encourage Lady Andera in her efforts. And Andera—you are to alternate the ascending attention to the labial lips with penetration of the vaginal canal with your tongue, as deeply as you can manage. Your purpose now is to provide a pleasing distraction from these papers, until I can no longer bear it, and choose to climax."

		It was awkward, and she hurt, but Andera didn't dare try to hurry things along when Paathi wasn't in the least bit of a hurry. Instead, she savored the taste of her, and the smell, and then Eanah's hands were on her. Light strokes on the pussy, circling the base of the thing that she'd put up Andera's ass, along her flanks, on her breasts. Occasional swats with the flat of her hand.

		Her touches weren't quite so fleeting as when she'd had Andera hold the whip handle in her cunt. Eanah was getting her closer and closer to orgasm, and while Andera knew that she wasn't supposed to, she kept pushing back, looking for that little bit more that she'd need to finally come, to relieve the impossible tension that had been building and building without any relief.

		It seemed that the glowing recommendations Eanah's had come with were accurate. She would get Andera to exactly the point where the slightest touch, the slightest breath would've set her off, and then made sure she didn't get that touch or that breath, until she was ready for a little more.

		And while that was definitely increasing Andera's enthusiasm for what Paathi wanted her to do, Paathi had no interest in allowing her to get carried away. When she pushed in harder than Paathi wanted, or when she tried moving up beyond where she'd been told to go, there was a painful flick at her ear, and then Paathi restated her instructions, with occasional added detail.

		After what seemed like a thousand years, Paathi's detached amusement faded, and she got a firm grip on the back of Andera's head. "Now, please," she said, and Andera moved up to Paathi's clit, and tongued it and kissed it, and licked it, and then Paathi's thighs clenched around her head, and she arched, and cried out softly.

		When she pulled Andera back, there was a joy in her eyes that sparked something deep in Andera. "Lovely," she said. "Such a lovely woman."

		"Thank you, lady," said Andera, and looked down.

		"You are very welcome," said Paathi. "I am certain that Farren will enjoy you as well as I have, as though you are entirely new."

		"A bath for her, now, lady?" asked Eanah.

		"What do you think, Andera?" asked Paathi. "Anything else you could wish for?"

		"Perhaps a bit more water, lady," said Andera. "And . . . could I use the toilet, please, lady?"

		Paathi considered. "Yes, very well. After I am finished here, I will be prepared to clean her in preparation from the Rowe's return, so you can bring her to the baths when she is done. Oh, and you will need to insert a slightly larger plug in her rectum, so that she is entirely prepared, but I do not want to risk any tearing—examine her thoroughly to determine that it is stretching appropriately, and do not stint on the lubricating oils, please."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah.

		As Paathi gave Andera a wet washcloth to suck on, Eanah clipped a length of silver chain to the ring on her collar. When the water was done, she gave a tug, pulling Andera out into the hallway, and then to the bathroom.

		At least she was allowed to sit on the toilet; Eanah remained standing, going over to the sink to wash the bronze plug that had been in Andera's ass, and to spread a coconut-scented paste on a distinctly larger plug.

		She was chattering on about how wonderful Paathi was, which was certainly something that Andera agreed with, and . . . well, it was strange and uncomfortable having someone else in the room with her when she was using the toilet, but Eanah was turned away, and it had been so—

		Andera's hand dipped down, just a bit. It was incidental, really, to wiping. And it had been so—

		"Dear me no, Lady Andera," Eanah, leaving the plugs behind. Andera froze as Eanah pulled her hand away, looped the silver chain around her wrists, pulled it up to the collar, and fastened it again to another of the loops. "Oh, I fear that Lady Paathi will be greatly disappointed. When you have finished here, you may return to your hands and knees, and I shall have to clean you myself, it seems. Dear me; I hope that this shall not reflect on my performance as well."

		Andera blushed beet red. It wasn't fair! It wasn't fair at all, being stimulated like that, constantly, for hours, and not being allowed to come. Paathi would . . . Paathi would be disappointed, and that was her fault, and she shouldn't have even tried. But she needed it! And. . .

		And when she was done using the toilet, she knelt on the floor, and Eanah washed her clean, and wiped her, and after fingering her asshole for a little bit inserted the next larger bronze plug. Andera was sore inside, and that made it worse, but it was also the case that if she had her hands free and nobody was looking she'd probably have started touching herself again, no matter how badly she didn't want to disappoint Paathi.

		The way Eanah had attached her hands to her collar gave her perhaps a foot of chain between collar and wrist. Enough that she could crawl, but it slowed her down, and every time she put her hand forward it pulled at the back of her neck. And while the first plug had faded to a dull ache, she felt this one at every step.

		The baths were the traditional Ralathi baths, and they were wonderful; a pool big enough for ten people at once, and counters and mirrors and cool tiles and everything else that could make it a delight, including a number of fixtures that Andera had never entirely understood.

		"That was a bit longer than . . . ah," said Paathi as they entered. "I take that the Lady Andera's behavior was less than entirely perfect."

		"I am sorry, Lady Paathi," said Eanah. "I ought to have anticipated and prevented."

		"Yes," said Paathi. "Did she reach a climax?"

		"She did not, Lady Paathi," said Eanah. "And I have kept a close eye on her since."

		"Good," said Paathi. "You may go to Aram. I shall want a butterfly cage for her, as well as a muzzle; the dressmaker ought to have the necessary measurements. Something suitable, and not garish; I will leave it to their judgment."

		"And then . . . Lady Paathi? May I—"

		"Yes, you may return," said Paathi. "The Lady Andera's behavior is mostly her responsibility, after all, and no climax was reached. But do be more careful in the future, Eanah; we are breaking a horse to the bridle, and this is one who not only has no experience of the bridle—she has been raised without having seen one. At this stage, women being broken in can be unpredictable, and someone like the Lady Andera more so than most."

		Eanah stepped forward and bowed, and Paathi put her thumb in the center of Eanah's forehead; she left with a skip in her step.

		"That poor girl, Andera," said Paathi. "How distraught she would have been had you stolen an orgasm from me in that fashion! And how much worse for your coming performance."

		Andera looked away, and down.

		"There, there!" said Paathi, and patted her cheek. "This is a difficult time for you, certainly; I shall simply need to bear that in mind, and maintain a great level of control, until you have come to terms with your new position. And you need not worry too greatly, Andera; you shall be allowed your orgasm before long."

		Andera looked up, and Paathi laughed. "Yes, you see? When Farren returns home, you shall service him both orally and anally. I shall give you an orgasm while he is making use of your anus; ideally, it shall begin slightly before his, and trigger his. It is possible we shall achieve this ideal today, but more likely not. I shall need to learn a great deal about the two of you before I have that level of control. But it shall certainly be given, Andera. I love you, and wish for you to be happy. Receiving pleasure from my hand is as important as receiving food or drink. You shall receive them all, as much as you need, but only from me. Now, let us prepare you for Farren's return."

		The first step of that was to unwrap the chain from Andera's wrists, then Paathi retied it, pinning her arms together behind her neck. And then she attached Andera to the wall, and administered an enema. It was something that was done for medical reasons back in Berreca, and Andera had endured them as a girl. This was different.

		The water was warm, and there was more of it than they had used to clean her out before; enough that her guts felt painfully full and swollen. Paathi saw that, cupped her lower belly as she stood there, arms chained behind her head, attached to the wall.

		"There, there," she said. "It is difficult, but you will hold it for a time; when Farren returns, your insides will be pink and clean and welcoming."

		Andera hadn't been given permission to talk, but she gave a pained whine. It hurt.

		"Hush," said Andera. "There, there. It looks almost as though you have been bred! That is beyond the scope of a trial marriage, of course, but perhaps if . . . well. I am sure that you shall be lovely, once it is decided to give the Rowe an heir through you, and you will doubtless give a great deal of pleasure in that state. Now, over to the toilet, and you may release it; the next portion will not be so substantial, but it shall sting a little, I'm afraid."

		There was less water in the next portion, but there was still far more than Andera would've preferred. And there was soap, and perfume? It did sting, coming out, and then the plug went back in, and then it was time for a bath. Paathi went into the bath with her, and washed her carefully and methodically, leaving Andera's nipples painfully stiff, and her pussy throbbing with need.

		Paathi was so beautiful, naked; her breasts full and perfect, her stomach slightly rounded, her legs, her pussy—all so beautiful, and the delight in her eyes at Andera's moans, the way she giggled when Andera responded to her touch, the control she maintained . . . soon. She'd said that Andera would be allowed to come soon, and with Farren . . . well. Andera had tried that sort of sex before, and hadn't enjoyed it much, but now there was very little she wouldn't enjoy, if it meant being allowed to come.

		"And delightful as that was," said Paathi, escorting her from the bath, "I fear we cannot allow you to thrash about while being shaved. Too much danger of harm to delicate places."

		There was a bench in the baths, marble and amethyst, and Paathi laid Andera down across it, unfastening her hands from behind her neck, and attaching them to rings in the bench, and then chaining her ankles to other rings; Andera hadn't noticed them before, but they were in precisely the correct position to hold her to the bench, spread out, with a rise in the bench pushing her pussy up as well.

		"Once the domestication is completed," said Paathi, weighing a razor in her hand, "you will be entrusted to manage this on your own, or to delegate this task to a personal maid. But until then, this too is my responsibility."

		The Ralathi used a foaming oil to prepare for shaving; Paathi spread some on Andera's leg, and set to work with the razor. First up one leg, then the other, a more thorough shaving than she had ever experienced. "And now, I'm afraid I must ask you to do your best to fight back any climax that you feel approaching. It is well that Eanah is not here to observe, for it would do neither of our reputations any good if you did reach climax when I did not intend it. But I do not intend it, and I cannot take the time it would require to cool you down sufficiently between stimulations."

		"I . . "

		Paathi slapped the inside of her thigh. "That was not an invitation to converse, Andera. And while I am sure you could perform adequately even if you were allowed that pleasure now, I want for Farren's experience to be more than adequate, when he returns. I want you to be something special, and desperation is the surest way to accomplish that. Now. Concentrate on keeping your breathing regular; also, if the sensations grow too strong, try clenching your hands, or perhaps strain against your bonds."

		And then she slapped the foaming oil across Andera's pussy, and it was suddenly very difficult to keep her breathing regular.

		She tried, though, as hard as she could, as Paathi pulled the razor along her inner thighs, and then her labia, pulling them away from her body, making sure to scrape each side. But her hands were on Andera's pussy, her face frowning and intense, and Andera had absolutely no control over what was happening.

		If Paathi hadn't asked her not to come, she would've. Probably. The feel of the oil, Paathi's strong, delicate fingers, being spread like that—it probably would've been enough. It almost was despite Andera's best efforts. She knew that she was flushed, breathing hard, her legs trembling when Paathi gave her pussy a last, gentle pat, and moved up to her arms, stopping to tweeze out a few errant hairs from Andera's breast—they were so fine and so pale she barely noticed them, but Paathi was paying closer attention than that.

		Arms and armpit and lips were restful, really, and when Paathi was done, Andera was more shaven than she'd ever been. And it was getting on towards evening.

		Paathi rearranged her chains, more or less the way that Eanah had set them, a foot or so clearance from the collar, and no more than that. And then she hurried her out to the front hall, where Enah was preparing a sort of stand. The wood smelled freshly cut, and there was a carpet laid over it.

		"Apologies, Lady Paathi, Lady Andera," she said. "We did not have the equipment ready. Tram has put something together, but it is less than fully . . . well, it's sturdy, but it's far from elegant, and—"

		Paathi made some soothing noises. "It should be well. The height seems correct, and . . . here, please, Andera. If you will stand up on this shelf here, and then lean forward—yes. Very good. The straps, please, Eanah?"

		Whether or not it was elegant, it held Andera up, legs apart, hands behind her back, and bent at the waist so that her head was roughly parallel to her hips. "Thank you Eanah," said Paathi. "That shall be all for now; the two of us will wait for the return of the Rowe here. When the jeweler arrives, have him wait for us in my chamber, please."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady."

		Paathi had been stroking Andera's side as she was talking to Eanah. The beam of the framework ran down the center of Andera's body, with her breasts on either side, and Paathi was paying particular attention there, light, possessive strokes, ending with flicks or pinches on her nipples.

		"Once the butterfly cage is affixed," said Paathi, "I shall have to pay more attention here. How fortunate these are so sensitive! And so lovely. They are well-formed, and large. Perhaps tomorrow I shall have Eanah whip your breasts; I am sure you will react well to that."

		Andera groaned. Her hands were tied firmly in place, and there was nothing against her pussy, nothing at all—she couldn't grind or push, or anything. But she needed to come.

		"It is also well that you do not seem capable of reaching orgasm through this sort of stimulation alone," said Paathi. "There are women who are, you know—it is rare, but not unheard of. If you take a secondary wife who exhibits that ability, there are devices similar to the butterfly cage which may be employed, but . . . well, despite the ingenuity of ladies’ jewelers, I find them unappealing."

		Paathi moved from Andera's side, to the back. She removed the plug, dipped a finger into Andera's asshole, and Andera clenched around it.

		"Yes, very well!" said Paathi. "Expanded, but still tightening." Then she stroked Andera's pussy, and Andera thrust back against her hand, as much as the framework allowed. "Yes, well. And you see? This also causes you to clench nicely. And that is why you are to orgasm whilst our husband is using you here; the anal contractions of a girl experiencing an orgasm are more gratifying to the male member."

		Andera groaned again as the finger was withdrawn, and Paathi applied another coat of oil to the plug before reinserting it. "After the breaking-in period, it is still common to great the man of the house in this manner, either with a secondary wife, or with another girl—it is a fine and appropriate way to begin an evening. But it is greatly important during the earliest phases of a marriage; it demonstrates the order of the house. Now, let us see what we can do to be certain you are in an appropriate frame of mind."

		What followed was maddening. Paathi remained next to Andera, freshly bathed, beautiful. Her hands were carefully and expertly working Andera into a frenzy, without ever giving her the opportunity to come.

		When Farren came back, Andera knew she looked a wreck. Flushed and panting and her hair sweaty and falling over her eyes.

		At least he looked concerned about that. Well, concerned, and there was a sudden an unmistakable bulge in his pants. It was a betrayal, of sorts—she'd never expected Farren to be aroused by her being made into . . . whatever it was that Paathi had made her into. But that wasn't the point; right then, she needed him more than she ever had in her life, but her hands were tied behind her back, and she was tied to a framework, and there wasn't anything she could do about it.

		Paathi led him over to Andera. "We have both been waiting for your arrival, lord," she said. "It has been something of a trying day for Andera, but perhaps you can provide some comfort?"

		As she was talking, she was unlacing his trousers. He held her hand, looked at her. "I'm not certain—"

		"It is a traditional way for a secondary wife to greet her husband," said Paathi. "If you do not wish to comfort her, that is certainly your choice, but I'm afraid she will have to wait for tomorrow for any satisfaction. Now, there were also some matters with—"

		"Please!" said Andera.

		Paathi tsked at her, and Andera quieted. "She is doing better, but I fear that she has not entirely internalized her role; it would be well to reward, as well as punish, but . . . "

		Farren groaned, pulling his lace loose and springing clear of his pants.

		"Oh," said Paathi. "Oh, my! Well, I am sure that—"

		He stepped forward, and Andera took him in his mouth.

		It wasn't something that she usually enjoyed, but he was warm and he tasted like Farren and home and comfort, and he slid down her throat without any resistance, without any desire to gag. She couldn't use her hands, or even move her head that much, but she pushed into his thrusts as best she could.

		The noise Farren made was half delight, half surprise.

		"I take it that she is usually less enthusiastic about this method of service," said Paathi, running a hand along Andera's throat, feeling Farren's cock in her, and Andera felt like she was going to explode.

		"Uh," said Farren, pulling out, pushing back in.

		"As I said, something of a trying day. I would ask that you not obtain complete satisfaction there, but rather, when you are close, shift to the use of her rectum? She has gone through a good deal of effort to be ready for you, and I wish to reward her for that."

		Another groan from Farren. He was already close; Andera could taste it. And she wanted . . . she wanted him to use her, however he wanted, regardless of anything else. But he did leave before he was done, with a kindly pat on Andera's cheek.

		The plug came out, and he pushed in, and it was so good to feel him like that, feel his thighs pressed up against her, feel something warm and human rather than metal and unforgiving filling her up. Andera was moaning and sighing and pushing back against him even before one of Paathi's hands found her clit, and the other her nipple.

		Then she bucked and was starting to shout, right there in the entrance way, the noises echoing all through the house. "If you wish to delay, lord, we can certainly . . . ah. Now then, please, Andera?"

		For a moment Andera didn't understand what she meant, but the pressure on her clit increased, and she understood, and then she didn't come right away; there was a tension in her neck and in her stomach, and she needed it and it was there, and then Farren's hips were trembling, and then she came.

		She came so hard that she almost blacked out; convulsion after convulsion wrung her out, to the point where she couldn't breathe, and there were spots behind her eyes. When she was finally done, she collapsed bonelessly from the framework; Paathi sat down next to her, and moved her head onto her lap; Farren stood next to them, looking distinctly wobbly.

		"That was . . . this is . . ."

		"This is the manner in which secondary wives greet their husbands, yes," said Paathi. "I am sure that you have a good deal that you wish to discuss with Andera, and there is much I would like to talk to you about as well. Perhaps when she is recovered, I will bring her into your office?"

		"Yes," said Farren. "Office. That . . . yes."

		There was a mischievous delight in the way Paathi watched Farren stagger off, and Andera couldn't help but feel a little of that herself. She kissed Paathi's thigh, lying there on the floor, turned to make herself more comfortable as Paathi played with her hair.

		"I think that you may have assuaged some of the Rowe's concerns about this situation," she said. "That was a remarkable performance."

		"Yes, lady Paathi, thank you, lady Paathi," said Andera.

		"I am sure that tomorrow you will perform just as well; tonight's requirements will be . . . well. We shall discuss those soon enough. Now, I fear that you were in no state to perform properly, and you had not been instructed in advance, but when a gentleman spends himself in you, you are to say, 'Thank you for your attentions, lord.' And when you wish to express your subjugation to either a lady or gentleman, you may put your head upon the floor, and press their foot atop it."

		If she was going to move, Andera would've done that, but as far as she was concerned, she'd be lying on the floor with her head in Paathi's lap for the rest of her life.

		"And now you understand why you are not to reach orgasm until we are welcoming Farren, yes?"

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," she said. "I am sorry I . . . that I didn't have the patience, without—"

		Paathi pressed a finger on her lips. "It is well. We are taking steps to ensure that doesn't happen again, and tomorrow you shall be punished for your transgressions, and feel cleansed of them. But now I think we have been keeping Farren waiting long enough. Come; up to your knees, yes, that's a pretty girl—oh, you look fine indeed, after a run such as that—and follow, please, as rapidly as you can manage."

		It wasn't that rapid, but Paathi walked slowly and neatly, one foot in front of the other, absolutely lovely. Andera dragged herself along behind, up to the office, where Farren was at his desk, considering the ledgers that Paathi had left out.

		"One of the things I would like to discuss with you," she said, with a smile. "But given the changes that Andera has been undergoing, I thought you might want a few minutes to reassure yourself as to her frame of mind. The jeweler is here for some custom work that I requested, and there are some personnel matters to which I have to attend—once that is all settled, I shall have to collect Andera for her fitting, and then there are a few matters which I am sure you will wish to discuss with me."

		She kissed him, in the center of his forehead, and there was genuine affection in the look he gave her which warmed Andera's heart. Then, as Paathi turned to leave, Andera caught her, picked up Paathi's foot, and put it atop her head, which was down on the floor.

		"Oh!" said Paathi. "Dear me! Oh how. . . dear me. How lovely, Andera. We shall . . . oh!" And then she fled, seeming somewhat discomfited.

		"So," said Farren, after a little bit. "Having fun?"

		Andera wasn't sure whether to laugh at that, or cry, or . . . she crawled over to Farren, who looked at her with a mixture of confusion and concern, and stretched out on the floor near his feet. "I'm not sure if that's exactly the word," she said.

		"If you want it all to stop, I'm sure we could cancel the relevant contracts."

		Andera considered. It would be expensive and embarrassing and Paathi would be disappointed, but she could get up and wear clothing and sleep in her bed, and she could orgasm whenever she liked and use the toilet without supervision, and . . . and she'd never have another orgasm like the one she'd just had. And she'd never find out everything else that Paathi had planned, or anything.

		"I did kind of mean it, though," she said. "When I put her foot on top of my head. Not going to say it's fun, exactly, but it's certainly . . . well, it's something."

		"Not going to argue with that," he said. He made a gesture toward his leg, and Andera pulled herself up, rested her head there, and he scratched her head. "All the same, I think I am going to insist on a certain amount of time like this—just the two of us, I mean, talking like this."

		"Like this?" she said, from his leg.

		"More or less. However you want to arrange it. But I need to hear you say that everything is fine, and without that whole 'please lord thank you lord' and so on."

		Andera considered. "I wouldn't necessarily say that everything is fine, but it's pretty good. Good enough, anyway. And, um. Well, learning new skills, I guess."

		Farren laughed, his fingers in Andera's hair. "One or two. One or two. Other than that, how was your day?"

		Andera couldn't help but laugh. "Intense," she said. "Good, overall. But intense. Oh, and when Paathi looked over the books, it turned out that Ruat was stealing from us—"

		Farren started, and then considered the books, and Andera had to stand up to point out what Paathi had found. There were other notes she'd made, in a neat round handwriting, and as they considered the other things where she recommended change, there was a knock at the door.

		"Lady Andera?" said Paathi. "Are you decent?"

		Andera flushed, dropped to her hands and knees. "Yes, lady," she said, and Paathi came in.

		"Very lovely," she said. "Both of you. But come along, please, Andera. We shall see what the jeweler has to offer for you, and then I will have to talk to Farren, and we shall see how Oret performs in the kitchen—he was convincingly recommended, but recommendations are not dinners!"

		As she was chattering, Paathi was headed downstairs, and Andera had to scramble to keep up.

		The jeweler had been installed in one of the smaller dining halls, his wares set out on a table, with another, smaller table next to it. He was a tall, elegant looking man, with long and spatulate fingers.

		"Lady Paathi!" he said. "So good to see you again. And this is Lady Andera? She is a lovely one, Lady Paathi—you are to be congratulated. But up here, please, Lady Andera."

		Andera looked up at Paathi, who gave her the faintest nod, so she climbed up onto the smaller table.

		"We will start with the butterfly cages, yes?" said the jeweler. "Up please, Lady Andera—no, face the mirror, and remain on your knees, with your hands behind your head? Very well. I have sized several options, if you should like to consider them?"

		Those were on the table behind her, so she couldn't see what they were looking at.

		"The silver, I think," said Paathi. "And first let us consider the green stones; emerald and jade. Thought the jet is lovely as well."

		The first thing the jeweler put on was a belt, which was a bit tight; not so tight as to be uncomfortable, but tight enough to be noticeable. And then those long, spatulate fingers pushed her legs apart, and he attached a cage of delicately fashioned silver threads over her pussy, attaching it to the belt both with a series of locking clasps in the front, and with another chain that went up and around the back.

		"There, you see?" said Paathi. "This is the butterfly cage; it is designed so that you both remain on view and decorative, and free from the temptations that its lack occasioned. The leather fittings at the edges keep it from chafing, and the locks will keep it in place, and answer to only one key. There are also pole lock models, as well as two-pole lock models—those are kept more firmly in place by the means of protuberances that extend into the vaginal or the vaginal and anal canals. For the moment, it is to be hoped that this will suffice. Do you understand?"

		Andera stared at herself in the mirror. The silver threads of the cage over her pussy were too close together for her to hope to get a finger between them, but they didn't conceal how red and raw she was, or . . . or anything.

		"Yes, lady," she said. "Thank you, lady."

		"Hm. These stones are emerald?"

		"Emerald and demantoid garnet, Lady Paathi," said the jeweler. "With her eyes, I thought the color would match well."

		There was a scattering of small jewels across the cage, and on the belt. It was a lovely thing, if she could ignore what it was, and why she was wearing it.

		"It is suited for all-day wear?" asked Lady Paathi.

		"Of course," said the jeweler. "And for sleeping as well. If she is to be left unsupervised for extended periods, we should prefer a sturdier alloy and a less decorative model—girls who are in being trained to fully externalize their satisfaction have been known to damage cages such as these, in an attempt to gain that which is denied to them."

		"Something such as this, then," said Lady Paathi, taking one of the cages off the table, and showing it to Andera. It was similar, but the wire was a good deal thicker, and there was less of the leather padding around the edges. "And this is a two-pole lock model as well. Here, you see—once the plugs are inserted, a twist here causes the end to open, like a bud becoming a flower, yes?"

		It was beautiful, in the way well-made mechanical devices sometimes were; Farren would like it. But to to think of the metal opening up inside of her, in her cunt, in her ass— "And when they reach the lock position, this goes through the base of both plugs, and is fastened with a padlock here. So it cannot be opened except by the owner."

		Andera looked up at Paathi. Who laughed, and put the other cage aside. "It also has a pump mechanism, to allow lubricant to be dispensed from within, but that is a tricky thing to manage well, and often clogs; it is best to avoid these measures unless entirely necessary, because a plug that is inserted and whose lubricant dries out can cause some tearing of the skin. So do not attempt to damage your jewels with hammers or rocks, in an attempt to gain what is denied to you!"

		"Yes, Lady Paathi, thank you, Lady Paathi," said Andera.

		The jeweler made a small, polite cough. "The lubrication system will not clog, if properly cared for."

		"Dear me," said Paathi. "I intended no offense. Let us try the jet, though I believe you are correct about the emerald and demantoids."

		While there were a half dozen clasps, they all came open with a single twist of a key. The next cage was also silver, and it had a spray of jet and sapphire on the hip. Paathi had her try on three others, then crawl and walk with all five, before settling on the first one they had tried. It was locked into place, the key attached to a necklace that Paathi wore, and then they went on to consider muzzles.

		"This is not yet required for regular wear," she said. "Though perhaps it will be wise if you find yourself spending time with the Rowe without my attendance. But certainly something that will go well with her butterfly cage."

		There was, as it turned out, a matching piece. The same floral patterns to the silver, the same emeralds, the same green garnets. And much like the butterfly cage, it did not hide her mouth away, but there was no way she could get anything through the bars beyond a lentil or two, perhaps, or a drizzle of water.

		Paathi stood behind her after the muzzle had been affixed, and considered their reflection in the mirror. Andera on her knees, Paathi behind her. Paathi wearing an embroidered robe over a white tunic; Andera naked, except for her muzzle and butterfly cage and Paathi's hands on her shoulders.

		It was an image that made Andera's knees tremble, and her lower belly coil with desire, and there was, once again, that high flush in Paathi's cheeks. "Yes," she said, on consideration. "She will do quite well displayed in this fashion."

		"Was there anything else wanted from the set?" asked the jeweler. "If she is to be pierced, I can offer a selection of rings for the nose, labia and nipples, or—"

		"It is, for the moment, a trial arrangement," said Paathi. Her hand moved from Andera's shoulder to her ear-lobe. "These, at least, are already pierced. Earrings, certainly; I think cuffs as well, for the wrists and ankles. But keep the design in your library; the possibility exists that further items will be wanted at a later date."

		It was just a trial marriage, and it was supposed to teach her about how to manage a secondary wife; that was all. And yet. And yet Andera didn't object, or look away from the mirror. Caged and muzzled and Paathi's hands on her shoulders, holding her in place and on display.

		"Have you clips in this pattern?" she asked.

		"Yes, lady," said the jeweler. There were five of them, emeralds suspended from silver chains, attached to wicked looking clamps. Paathi considered, hung one of them from Andera's left nipple. "Yes," she said. "Most appropriate, thank you. We will settle the account once the cuffs and earrings are finished?"

		And it was agreed, and he left. "It is rare for a man to have talents of this sort," said Paathi, considering the clamps she still held. "But he is the finest in the province; anyone who sees you ornamented in this fashion will understand your worth."

		She looked up from the clamp to smile at Andera. "And the difficulties of domesticating you, but then, I may be forgiven some vanity in attempting so grand a project. Follow, please."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Andera, crawling behind her. The clamp hurt, and it hurt more when Andera moved, because that set the emerald in motion, flashing in the light and pulling on the chain. But she followed after Paathi, back to the office. "You will wait here," she said, and then went in, pulling the door shut behind her.

		Everything else—displaying herself naked like that before a man she'd never met, being abused by a serving girl, the shaving and the . . . and everything, none of it had been quite as difficult as waiting outside that door, on her hands and knees, listening to the ebb and flow of conversation. It was just . . . it was cold and lonely, and she wasn't as into it as she had been before Farren had come home.

		But she waited there, not even giving into the temptation to press her ear up to the door to hear what they were discussing. Her? The cook? The cost of the jewels? It was just that Paathi had told her to wait, so she waited.

		And then they came out, arm in arm, and Paathi gave her a smile, and Farren ruffled his hand through her hair, and it was right again. "This will cause some pain," said Paathi. "Please be silent throughout." And then she removed the clamp.

		Andera had to fight back a scream; there were instantly tears in her eyes. It had faded to a dull ache, but now it hurt so much.

		"There, you see," said Paathi. "How her hips thrust, in response to the pain? She does not mind as greatly as you fear. But it is time for dinner, and we must consider the new cook. Come now, please; follow."

		It was tricky, climbing up and down the stairs on all fours, but Andera had gotten a certain amount of practice in that. And, frankly, it was a good view, following along behind them. Paathi's legs and ass were lovely, of course, but the truth was, it had been a while since she'd properly seen Farren. He was always in her mind, but he was . . . well, he was present. She was used to him, and she was used to how he looked. But this was a different perspective, and not just because she was crawling on the floor behind him.

		Farren was tall, and strong, and there was a power to him that went beyond that; he had an energy that would've shone through if he was short and fat and asthmatic. He was wonderful, and Paathi was wonderful and she still wanted to be the one on Farren's arm, with Paathi crawling behind, but this was good too.

		As was the new cook. That was clear from the first course. There were little round cuts of hare and roebuck, and bits of squash that were explosively spicy, but with a grandeur to their flavor that Andera couldn't remember ever having encountered.

		Paathi had taken Andera's muzzle off as they sat down, and everything that Andera had came from the palm of Paathi's hand, or from her cup. Farren looked a bit uncomfortable at that, but there was also that bulge in his pants, again.

		"Tell us," said Paathi. "Would you prefer to be eating from your own bowls?"

		It was a complicated question; Andera tried to find the answer.

		"Do not worry," said Paathi. "It will not change the course of your instruction; I am merely curious."

		"I would rather be eating from your hand, lady," said Andera, finally.

		"There, you see?" said Paathi to Farren. "She is coming along nicely, and is growing comfortable in her role."

		"I suppose," said Farren, uncertainly. "But isn't she cold?"

		"Yes," said Paathi. "That will take longer to get used to. It is a bit like house cats, you know? They are more comfortable in higher temperatures than people. So they seek out attention more often, if merely for the warmth. Andera is cold, and she will appreciate contact even more as a result."

		"Ah," said Farren.

		"And there is also a delight in being warm, and seeing someone who is not warm, for your pleasure." Paathi gave a little shrug. "It is hard to explain, perhaps. Would you like more of the roebuck, Andera?"

		"Yes—" Andera started to say, but Paathi silenced her with a frown. Then Andera remembered, and felt a flush rising on her chest and face, renewed embarrassment at her position mixed with embarrassment that she'd forgotten such simple instructions, that she'd disappointed Paathi, that Farren had seen her failure. She could barely look at either of them, but she up on her knees, hands behind her back, opened her mouth and extended her tongue hopefully. Paathi held out the medallion of meat. Andera took it, and, when Paathi didn't remove her hand right away, she licked Paathi's hand clean, as Paathi looked on with an indulgent, forgiving smile.

		"It would be wise to reserve judgment," said Paathi. "But I think that Oret may prove a success; it seems that contrary to some concerns, he is ready to run a kitchen on his own."

		None of them disagreed; the spiced asparagus that followed was astoundingly good, as was everything else.

		Normally, after a meal like that, Andera would be uncomfortably full, and ready to sleep. This time, while Paathi gave her enough to eat, she didn't give her any more than that; she wasn't hungry, exactly, but she would've liked to have at least one more bite of that butter-dough with sesame cream. And while she wasn't tired, it did seem that it was time for bed.

		And that was definitely something to look forward to. She followed along, waiting for instructions, and Farren seemed similarly uncertain as to what was expected of him. Paathi pointed to the floor, near the foot of the bed, where there was an iron ring set in the wood of the frame. That had definitely not been there before. "Wait there, please, Andera," she said. And then she reached over to Farren, and kissed him, warmly, deeply. A moan rose in the back of Andera's throat. It was so—

		"It is more usual to wait for an hour or two, to read, perhaps, or play taki, or engage in other leisure, whilst a lady's maid stimulates the secondary wife for our amusement, and to prepare her for the night's activities. But with your permission, perhaps we could proceed more rapidly tonight?"

		Farren smiled and started untying the knots at the back of Paathi's tunic. She turned, to allow him greater access, and she smiled at Andera as the tunic fell away. Andera stared, remembered to close her mouth. She'd felt her in the bath, seen her, but not all at once, not with that smile, not with Farren's hands on her. Which she took off, firmly and politely.

		"Rest a time, please. It is Andera's duty to ready me for your attentions, and to ready you as well, when I am prepared."

		Farren's smile was slightly strained, but it grew less so when Andera crawled forward, and put her lips on Paathi's pussy.

		"Mhm," she said. "But let me lie down first! And Farren, you may rest next to us for a time; if there is reading you wish to do, or—"

		Paathi lay down, and Andera climbed up after her; her legs were spread, and her curls were bright and black, and she tasted so incredibly good. Andera remembered what Paathi had taught her—moving up first one of Paathi's outer labia, then the other, and so on—and did her best not to just dive right in, to taste her sweetness and push her over the edge as quickly as she could.

		It seemed that Farren didn't have any reading he wished to do, or other activities he wished to engage in. His leg was on Andera's back, as she worked at Paathi's pussy, and his hands were on Paathi's breast, his mouth on hers.

		Andera pushed against Paathi's legs, instinctively, but she didn't get any of that pressure on her pussy; the butterfly cage spread it around to her thighs and to the belt. It wasn't fair! She gave a frustrated little moan, pushed a little harder, and Paathi's hand was in her hair, and she gave a small nip to her outer labia, moved on to the inner.

		She had hardly been rushing Paathi at all, but it didn't take too long before that hand clenched, pulled her back.

		"And now Farren, please, sweetling," said Paathi.

		It still wasn't her favorite thing to do, but with the cage on, it wasn't as though there was anything else she could do—and he was already hard and straining, a clear drop of fluid at the head of his cock.

		She licked it clean, and then she took him in her mouth, trailed her tongue along his cock as she pulled back, looked up at him.

		And then Paathi was next to her. "When your hands are not restrained, you must use them properly. One here, on the shaft—not too tightly; you are not to bring him to orgasm, you are to prepare him for penetrative sex—and the other here, at the base." She took Andera's hand in her own positioned it as she wanted, cradling Farren's balls.

		"And extend one finger like this, occasionally; some firm pressure at this point is most stimulating to the masculine system." It was a point below the base of the balls, and didn't seem . . . but by the sudden tension in Farren's legs, it seemed that Paathi wasn't wrong.

		She put a hand at the back of Andera's head, and, clutching her hair, she set the pace and depth at which she serviced Farren's cock. And Farren was doing his best not to finish up, but, well, if he did, it would be—

		"And that is sufficient, Lady Andera," said Paathi. "Kneel beside the bed now, please, and keep your head to the floor."

		Andera moaned. She wasn't going to, but she already was, her body doing what Paathi told her, whether or not she wanted to.

		"Very nice," said Paathi, and she leaned over, and kissed the back of Andera's neck. "It is not the place of a secondary wife to be pleased in this fashion, not unless she is being bred. But after you are fully domesticated, you may be allowed to remain on the bed with us, if I am feeling indulgent."

		Then Farren pulled her up, and she was gone, with a gasp and a moan.

		Andera bit her lip, remained crouched, face to the floor, listening Paathi's high pitched squeals and moans, and Farren's deep, strained breathing, to the groans and squeaks of the bed. Paathi came, twice, and then there was the long groan of Farren's climax. She shivered there, waiting, and nearly jumped out of her skin when Paathi tapped her on the back.

		"Up," she said, softly. "But be silent, please."

		Andera came up to the bed, looked at Paathi, who was flushed, with a curl plastered to her head by sweat. She looked happy. Farren looked happy as well, and deeply asleep.

		"Our husband is a forceful man, Andera. You may clean me, but do so with great gentleness; I am already sore, and do not wish for any great stimulus."

		She'd been told to be quiet, so she didn't acknowledge the order, though she kind of wanted to; it was . . . it felt like something she ought to acknowledge. And the angles were all wrong for her to try to put her head on the floor, and Paathi's foot on top of it. So she settled for kissing the top of Paathi's foot, before moving up to her pussy.

		Which was something of a mess. Red and raw and dripping with her juices, and with Farren's come. There was the harsh flavor of the come, and there was the still unfamiliar flavor of Paathi.

		She gave a satisfied little noise as Andera licked at the spots and puddles of come. "Your tongue inside, please, until I am clean," she said. "Yes. Very suitable. This is to be your regular task, you understand? Even after you are fully domesticated, every night, unless we prefer to use your mouth, or have other matters which occupy us, I shall make love to Farren, and you shall later swallow every particle of semen that you can locate."

		It was a thought that sent a shock down Andera's spine, and right into her cunt. Every night. Until . . . until the contract was up, of course. That was as long as it could possibly be. But it was. . .

		"Very well," said Paathi. "Return to the floor, please."

		Andera did as she was told, and Paathi fastened her ankle to the iron ring that she'd noticed earlier. "I very much doubt that I shall be requiring your services later tonight," she said. "Sleep, now."

		At least there were thick carpets, and pillows. Andera made herself as comfortable as she could, trying to find a way to let the butterfly cage sit comfortably. And then she slept. Fitfully, but she slept.

		The next morning, Paathi woke first. She patted Andera on her head. "You will remain here," she said. "I fear that your toilet will have to wait until Eanah can attend to you; obviously, we cannot allow you alone, and I do not wish your butterfly cage befouled."

		Not that Andera had much in the way of options; the chain was locked, and she didn't have the key. But as soon as Paathi mentioned the toilet, she noticed a definite pressure from her bladder, so she lay there, and rubbed her legs against each other, and gave Paathi a beseeching look whenever she passed in the course of getting dressed.

		Getting dressed in her clothing, and in Andera's jewelry; the diamond bracelet that Farren had given her for their engagement, and her mother's sapphire ring. Beseeching looks and glowers, neither of which had any great effect.

		Farren was in good form that morning; he pulled Andera up for a kiss, which caused Paathi to make a disapproving cluck, and then he vanished, pulling his robe on as he left. The contracts with the Dail had been approved, and now it was time to address the transmontane trade possibilities.

		

	
		"Most improper," said Paathi, as Farren left. "Kissing a secondary wife in that fashion! And in the morning." She tsked, and shook her head, but she was smiling. "Well, I suppose one must make allowances for a man as passionate as the Rowe."

		Andera wasn't supposed to speak unless spoken to, but she really needed to pee, and if Eanah didn't take her to the toilet soon, she was going to make a mess on the carpets, and get in trouble as a result. So she lay there, and her legs twitched and rubbed, and Paathi smiled, and sat on the bed, and started playing with Andera's nipples.

		Andera was still squirming, but there was something else to it, now.

		"They are so lovely," said Paathi. "What a wonderful pink color, and so very responsive. It would be a pity to have to leave them time to heal after piercing, though surely, ornamentation would be delightful, once. . . ah, Eanah. You are to take Lady Andera to the toilet, and after she has completed her business and is cleaned, bring her to the balcony. I shall be taking my breakfast there."

		"Yes, lady," said Eanah, taking a set of keys from Paathi, and unlocking Andera's ankle from the bed. "Come along then, Lady Andera, please."

		Andera scurried along, keeping pace with Eanah, who was walking slower than Andera would've preferred. Then, when they reached the toilet, she spent longer than Andera thought necessary to unlock the butterfly cage. And then she held her there, on the floor of the bathroom, looking at the toilet.

		Andera whined, squirming, biting at her lip. It was right there, and she really had to pee, and Eanah was holding her far too tightly. "Wrists, please, Lady Andera," she said. "Behind your back."

		It was difficult to do that without straightening up; Andera wound up with her face pressed against the tiles of the bathroom, as Eanah locked her wrists behind her back. "There," she said, when she was done, and she slapped Andera on her ass, hard. "Off you go. But do not stand; that would be highly inappropriate."

		So she did a sort of run on her knees to the toilet, and then she was on the toilet, and she was finally able to let go. Eanah stood leaning against the counter, and gave her a short, severe nod. "There," she said. "Perhaps next time you have the opportunity you will think twice about attempting to take something that is not rightfully yours, Lady Andera."

		Take something that wasn't . . . oh. Trying to orgasm.

		"Down on the floor now, please," she said. It wasn't easy to take that position with her hands tied behind her back, but Andera managed, and then Eanah wiped her clean, and reattached the butterfly cage.

		It was comforting, in a way, that it was back. It had kept her up at night—that, and sleeping on the floor—but she'd gotten used to the weight of it, the pressure of the leather-wrapped wire on her inner thighs. And the knowledge that it would keep her from making mistakes. Once it was firmly in place, Eanah untied her hands and led her out to the veranda, where Paathi was sitting at the table, looking eminently correct in a white tunic under a cream robe, sipping a cup of tea.

		"Any trouble?" she asked.

		"There was not, lady," said Eanah. "She was appropriately behaved."

		"Good," said Paathi. "I'm glad that she's coming around. But I am afraid that her behavior yesterday will require a firm reminder. This is important, Andera—while it is not necessary to punish every minor infraction, there ought to be the knowledge that misbehavior will occasion punishment, from time to time."

		"Yes, lady," said Andera.

		"Mhm. The Rowe is a sentimental man, Eanah, so I do not wish for her to be excessively bruised. You certainly may not break her skin, or leave her in any way unsuitable for use on the Rowe's return. Within those restrictions, I expect the Lady Andera to suffer this morning, both as a corrective, and for my amusement."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah. "Lady Andera, I will want you to lean across the table, please."

		Andera rose, climbed up onto the table. "Further to the left, please, and up, so that your weight is resting on your stomach. Yes, like that."

		There was a breakfast laid out in front of Paathi; lychee and tree-grape, and a honey-pastry; Andera's head was positioned just to the side of her breakfast tray, her body stretched out across the table, legs on tiptoes.

		Andera had picked out the veranda table herself—the legs and frame were wrought-iron, with decorations of peacocks and parrots cut through the marble tabletop. It was cold against her skin, and it gave Eanah numerous places to attach ropes, tying Andera's hands down at her sides, and fixing her chest and hips tightly to the table. And then she attached a rope around her right ankle. She pulled it up, so that her leg was bent in half, which left her in a very awkward position; lying across the table, with one foot suspended in midair, and the other up on tiptoes.

		"And now if I may be excused to bring some tools, please?" asked Eanah.

		"Yes," said Paathi. "And a pitcher of water and a washcloth. And the ledger recording the condition of the wine-cellar, please; there is much in there which needs to be considered."

		"Yes, lady," said Eanah, and vanished.

		Paathi took another sip of her tea, then put her hand up to Andera's cheek. "I fear that your misbehavior yesterday has upset Eanah, and you are in for a painful morning. I hope that you will find some comfort in the fact that she will doubtless forgive you entirely once it is done. And in the fact that I will greatly enjoy your suffering as well. I have been looking forward to something of this sort for months."

		It was strangely comforting. But, for months? Andera looked up at Paathi, confused, and there was mischief dancing in Paathi's eyes. "Come now," she said. "You are far too pretty not to inspire emotions of that sort. Surely you are used to it."

		She wasn't in the least bit used to it.

		"And I was certain you would make a lovely secondary wife, and you are proving that fully. Now, would you care for a lychee?"

		Andera opened her mouth, and extended her tongue.

		Paathi peeled it, removed the seed, and held it up to Andera's mouth. She was still licking the juices from Paathi's palm when Eanah returned.

		She busied herself clearing away the remains of Paathi's breakfast, and then put the pitcher, the washcloth, and the heavy ledger in front of her. As well as a thin wooden rod, and a whip of braided calfskin. "I was thinking this for the feet—it is a bit harsh, but she is scarcely using them, and it will not cause permanent damage—and this for the ass and shoulders, when she requires a respite?"

		Paathi picked one up, then the other, tested the weight, and their strength. "Yes. Most suitable. And leave the butterfly cage on, for this activity. We shall examine it for traces of dew when it is complete, to judge more correctly the Lady Andera's reactions."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah, skipping around behind Andera.

		Then she laid the rod across the sole of Andera's foot, and Andera screamed.

		"Yes dear," said Paathi, and tapped her on the nose. "That is, more or less, the intent." She opened up the ledger, and began taking notes on a piece of paper, checking one line against another, and against a third.

		It didn't take very long at all before Andera was crying. Nobody had ever hurt her like that, not ever. Each time Eanah hit her, her foot jerked in its bonds, pulling against her ankle, but she couldn't get away at all.

		Every so often, Paathi would look up from her ledger, and pat Andera's cheek, or wet the washcloth for her to suck, and it seemed like the more miserable that Andera felt, the higher the flush on Paathi's cheeks, the more visible her nipples became through the cloth of her tunic.

		Eanah seemed to be enjoying herself as well. After hitting the right foot for so long that Andera was starting to feel numb, she let it down to the floor, where the cool tile of the veranda hurt almost as much as the wooden rod, and then she used the whip on Andera's ass. It wasn't a particularly long or sharp whip, but she was very skilled at hitting exactly where she wanted—it wasn't long before every inch of her ass had been lashed, and was aching.

		And then the other foot was raised, and tied into place.

		But before she started, there was a light touch along her ass, and then a kiss on the sole of her foot.

		"Oh," said Paathi, before Eanah could start. "You are remarkably . . . you suffer beautifully, Andera. I shall have to make use of you as soon as Eanah is done."

		Then the rod came down again, and Andera was crying again. It hurt, and she couldn't escape it, and there was Paathi's hand on her cheek, a wet washcloth to suck on. It hurt, but it was comforting, too. A place where this was all that was expected of her, and where so long as she could bear it, she could bear everything.

		After Eanah finished with her left foot, it was the ass again, and then the right foot went back up into the air, and the rod came down across it again. Given how much crying she'd been doing, her face couldn't look anything other than a mess, but Paathi seemed to enjoy it, dividing her attention between the ledger and sitting with her hands under her chin, watching Andera weep and jerk and moan as Eanah hurt her.

		It lasted forever. Whenever she felt like she was getting number, Eanah would switch to somewhere that didn't hurt, some part of Andera that still recoiled from the rod and the lash. It broke her. Just as the point where she'd have done anything to end it, Paathi held a hand up. "That will be all, Eanah," she said. "Let her down please."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah, and there was a grateful edge to Andera's gasps and moans. As soon as she was untied, she collapsed to the floor, crawled over to Paathi, and put her foot on top of her head, and wept.

		"Oh!" said Paathi. "Oh how . . . oh, my. I . . . oh dear. But we must check the butterfly cage before, or the information—remove it please, Eanah, and place it on the table. As quickly as possible."

		It turned out that it was possible to remove it a good deal more rapidly than Eanah had that morning. And as soon as it was off, Paathi pulled Andera up beneath her tunic. She was sopping wet already, and trembling at the first touch of Andera's lips.

		"Oh," she said. "Oh, how wet her face is; it is . . . do not delay at this point, Andera, I cannot bear it."

		So she moved into lick Paathi's clit, and Paathi was already tensing around her, her hands clenching in her hair, and she came for a long time; legs clenching, relaxing, clenching again, and then fluttering convulsions afterward, until she finally let Andera loose. "But up, please, Andera—you must see this."

		Andera came up onto her knees—there was no way she would be standing on her feet, not for days—and looked at the butterfly cage.

		It was a lovely thing, silver and emerald and leather, and it was . . . well, there were a few drops of . . . it had hurt! It had hurt, and she hadn't enjoyed it at all, it was just the way Paathi had looked at her, and Eanah's occasional soft touches on her feet and thighs and back and ass, was all.

		"As you can see, the Lady Andera is deeply contrite, and will not attempt anything of this sort again," said Paathi. "And there was a copious production of vaginal secretion—you see, there was enough to leave the butterfly cage distinctly slippy. Admirably done, Eanah."

		"Thank you, lady."

		"Up over the table, please, Andera."

		Andera winced when she had to put her weight on her feet, but, "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," she said, as she rose, and leaned forward. And then Paathi's fingers were on her pussy. Her breath caught, and she pushed back.

		"It seems that as suspected, Ruat had not limited her indiscretions to overpayments at the markets. There are some transfers here, at considerably below market rates, as well as activity which indicates more direct fraud. I believe that we can recoup at least some of these losses, though; the Yaran were not nearly so careful as they ought to have been."

		Andera ought to have bristled, to have taken an interest, but all she could feel were Paathi's fingers pushing into her; two, three, filling her, curling inside of her. "I shall speak to our solicitor about this after lunch. I will be dining in the office please, I think."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah with a bow.

		Paathi's fingers withdrew, slowly, and she patted Andera's pussy, and then reattached the butterfly cage, pulling the chain taut, and locking it into place. "It seems that your enthusiasm this afternoon is likely to match that of yesterday. That is well, Andera. Now, proceed me to the office; I wish to enjoy the view."

		The question of how much Ruat had stolen just didn't bother her any more. She crawled through the halls to the office, and then waited next to the desk, as Paathi sat and ate, and then took bits of palm-hearts and beef from her hands, and water from her bowl. And then Paathi had her stand up—again, it hurt tremendously to stand—removed the cage again and mounted her on one of the hooks, facing the office. Paathi was back in her seat when there was a knock at the door.

		The solicitor. Darem Kaidur, a dignified older man with a walrus mustache. He gave Andera a shocked look that traveled down to her breasts, to her pussy, to her thighs; Andera blushed; if the hook had allowed any movement at all, she would've squirmed, and hid. But Paathi was looking at her with a raised eyebrow, so she held still, kept her hands at her sides, and let him look.

		"It is a trial marriage," said Paathi.

		Darem gave her a short bow. "My congratulations. Now; to consider these ledgers."

		They considered for some time, as Darem occasionally gave her looks from the corner of his eye, or got distracted by the butterfly cage resting on the desk, still shining with her juices.

		"It might be possible to recover some of the money directly from Ruat," he said. "But it is not likely, and would require a good deal of litigation, which could easily become expensive. We will investigate as to whether she has assets which would make this worthwhile, but I hold out no great hopes. But you are quite right about the Yaran; they have stolen a fair amount from you, but they were insufficiently careful in hiding their tracks."

		"I wish to . . . they will wish to avoid a lawsuit," said Paathi. "I will allow this, for a sufficiently large sum."

		"You wish to soak them," said Darem.

		"In a word, yes," said Paathi.

		"Then they shall be soaked. They are in a deeply embarrassing position, after all."

		They weren't the only ones. The way that Darem was looking at her, the way she was shifting her weight onto that hook to take it off of her feet . . . deeply embarrassing, deeply uncomfortable, and deeply arousing as well.

		No point in pretending it wasn't—when they took her off that hook, there was no question that it would be slick with her juices.

		When they had completed their arrangements, Darem assembled his papers, and gave another long look at Andera.

		"Is she available?" he asked.

		Paathi shook her head regretfully, and smiled, showing her dimple. "I'm afraid not," she said. "We're keeping her to ourselves for the moment. But she is quite decorative."

		"She absolutely is," said Darem. A look at Andera's breasts, at her shaved and glistening pussy. "You are to be congratulated again, Lady Paathi."

		Then he gave a short bow to Andera. "And to you, Lady Andera. This role suits you very well indeed."

		Paathi was thoughtful as she detached Andera from the wall, and had her crawl along to the bathroom, to be cleaned out and shaved, in anticipation of Farren's return. And while she hadn't worn the bronze plug earlier, that was inserted as well, once she was thoroughly cleaned out.

		"It is a matter of training," said Paathi. "You will observe that your anus is not quite so discomfited by the larger plug at this point. There are some girls for whom training of this sort could take weeks, or perhaps months, but you are admirably accommodating. And it is important not to stretch a girl's anal muscle to the point where intercourse will not be painful—the edge of pain there is both gratifying to the man using her, and an important part of her training. It is the duty of a secondary wife to associate and confuse pleasure and pain."

		It was definitely confusing.

		As they came out, it appeared that the jeweler had brought the cuffs and the other jewelery, and that was all affixed; silver-chased manacles for Andera's wrists and ankles, dangling earrings and a ring for her finger.

		And while the total cost wasn't low, Ruat had been stealing almost that much every month. The framework by the door was a bit sturdier than it had been the last time, and Paathi had Eanah bring out two mirrors, so Andera could understand what she looked like, set up there, waiting for Farren.

		For one thing, she looked like she was wearing beautiful jewelry. The butterfly cage was off, as was the muzzle, but the cuffs and the earrings were very nice, and they seemed to subtly match the collar and ankle cuff that Paathi had put on her, when they had been married—the steel and silver manacle on her left ankle rested just below the bottom of the gold filigree that marked Andera as Paathi's secondary wife.

		But it wasn't just jewelry. Those were manacles, and she was held to the framework by them, at the correct height and angle for Farren to use her mouth and then her ass. They were there to mark her as serving a function, and she was going to serve it.

		And, finally, she looked utterly debauched. There was a streamer of drool hanging from her crotch, and her eyes were glazed, and when Paathi started playing with her pussy, her mouth hung open, and her eyes could barely focus, and there was a heat in her cunt, and a desire to rut against anything, to do anything to anyone, if it would just push her over the edge.

		Then Paathi put clamps on her nipples, and one each on her labia, and the pain was sharp enough to cut through the haze. She looked up at Paathi, who smiled back at her, that dimple showing through, again.

		"Yes, dear," she said. "There is a fifth clamp. But you are perhaps a hair oversensitive for it at the moment. After a few days of this, we shall add it to the repertoire."

		Her finger circled Andera's clit. "It will sit here, you understand. And it will hurt a great deal; and then, when it is removed, it will hurt more. And just at that moment, when the pain is greatest, that is when we shall impose your orgasm upon you."

		Andera gasped and tried to push back, but Paathi took her hand away. "Consider your reflection," she said, and Andera looked. The emeralds on the clamps swayed with every breath, pulling at her, and they—they were lovely, but they weren't the sort of jewelry that people wore. They made it very clear exactly who she was, and what she was there for.

		The mirrors were removed before Farren returned, but by that point, Andera was barely aware of anything besides her aching need, besides Paathi's fingers on her.

		This time, he didn't need Paathi's help to undo his trousers; he stepped up to her, and he was already out, and hard, and she took him in her mouth, making small grateful noises as she did so. He was so much what she wanted, and she wanted him so badly.

		"You see," said Paathi, somewhere far away, "today has been a good day for Lady Andera."

		Farren's response was somewhere between "I see," and a groan.

		"If you would rather finish in her mouth, that is your perogative," said Paathi. "I will have to take a little time to bring her down from her current state, but I do not believe that denying her an orgasm will cause any great harm."

		Farren's hand was at the back of her head, and he held her in place as he pulled out, laid his cock against her cheek.

		She rubbed her cheek against it, warm and firm and wet and velvety, and made a noise that was almost a purr. She wanted him, however he wanted, whether or not she'd be allowed to finish.

		A sigh and a groan from Farren, then he walked around behind her.

		Andera screamed when Farren pushed into her ass. It did hurt, like Paathi had said it would, and just like Paathi had said, that was drowned out by pleasure. The emeralds were moving in time with every thrust, and when Paathi took off the first one, it hurt, but not enough to distract from how good Farren felt inside of her. There was a pinch on her nipple, and she turned her head, tried to rub against Paathi, but was held in place by the framework.

		Then the other one came off, and Paathi's lips grazed her ass, as she moved further back, to pull at the clamps on her labia.

		If she had been allowed to talk, she would've begged. She wasn't, so she moaned and screamed and bucked, and finally, finally, after the last of the clips was off, Paathi's finger went to her clit, and held there.

		Again, she came so hard that she was on the verge of fainting. When she was done, there was a long wet trail across her ass, and more dripping down her thigh. Farren must have come. When Paathi released her from the framework, he was fastening his trousers almost automatically, his expression dazed and vaguely awed.

		"Thank you, lord, for your attentions," said Andera. She could barely move, but she crawled to him, put his foot on top of her head. He smiled, removed it, and tousled her hair roughly.

		"When she is recovered," said Paathi, "I will bring her to the office?"

		"Sure," said Farren. "Yes. Thank you."

		And then she sat there in a puddle, her head on Paathi's lap, learning how to breathe again.

		"You are so lovely like this," said Paathi, stroking Andera's leg. "When you are fully domesticated, most of the other accoutrements will not be necessary. In fact, there are secondary wives who are not used in this fashion—the lord of the house makes use of other girls on his return, or remains unsatisfied until he wishes to sleep. But it would be such a waste not to have you prepared in this fashion."

		Andera kissed Paathi's thigh, smooth and soft and brown.

		Paathi tapped her nose playfully. "There, there! You must not take liberties such as that. And if you are recovered enough to feel frisky, let us take you to Farren. Up to your hands and knees, please."

		Andera wobbled up to her hands and knees, unsteady as a newborn colt, and Paathi reattached the butterfly cage and the muzzle, and then led her up to the office. "I will let you know when dinner is ready," she said, smiling at Farren. "And try not to confuse her too much, please? She had a lovely day today, and I am hoping for great things tomorrow."

		The door latched firmly closed beside her, and Andera stood up, and walked over to Farren.

		"A muzzle?" asked Farren.

		"It's to keep me from eating or drinking anything that Paathi hasn't given to me," said Andera. It was awkward, and it was sort of a punishment, but when Andera caught sight of herself, reflected in the brass of the desk-lamp, she couldn't help but feel that it also looked absolutely beautiful.

		"I see," said Farren, and he shook his head, then took a robe out from one of the drawers of the desk. "And would this be too confusing?"

		Andera hesitated. "It's not . . . you don't like . . . ?"

		"The problem is that I like it a bit more than I expected to," said Farren. "If you'd please?"

		She put the robe on, sat down on a chair. It felt strange. Both using furniture that wasn't specifically sex furniture, and wearing clothing. A little uncomfortable, actually, both of them.

		"Paathi was talking about the rules for sex with other people," said Farren.

		"Oh!" said Andera. "No, it's fine—I mean, that's what I was saying when I tried to convince you to add another to our relationship. I have no objections at all to you sleeping with the girls—or the boys—you're offered when you're away. It's part—"

		"Not for me," said Farren. "For you."

		"Oh," said Andera, in a somewhat softer voice.

		"Is that something that you want?" asked Farren.

		"I want to be good for Paathi," said Andera, and then blushed, realizing that it was entirely true. And realizing that Farren saw that she'd meant what she said.

		"And as far as I'm concerned, I'm genuinely not that interested in the girls—or the boys—that I'm offered while I'm away. I mean, yes, some of them are incredibly attractive, and they're . . . well, there are people out there who can prepare them as well as Paathi can prepare you. But I don't want them, no matter how attractive and eager they are. I want you."

		Andera swallowed, looked away. Could be that it was a good idea that she had the muzzle on, because even though she was still feeling a little boneless from the orgasm she'd just had, if there was any way Farren wanted her then, she would give it to him.

		"Admittedly," said Farren. "I want you attractive and eager, and I have to say, Paathi's been doing one hell of a job making sure you're at that stage. God, Andera, you're . . ." He gave that awed look. "I hadn't known you could get that turned on."

		"Neither had I," said Andera. She wanted to know, but if the answer wasn't what she wanted, it'd be better if she didn't know. But, hell. She was dressed and wearing a robe and this was her one chance to ask questions rather than saying 'Yes, lady, thank you, lady'. "But also Paathi? Do you. . . I mean, you've slept with her, and if . . ."

		"I want you," said Farren. "But also her. It's just. . . she's very sweet, and she's lovely, and she has this dimple . . ."

		"It is a remarkable dimple," said Andera. "And if you're going to try apologizing for liking having sex with the woman I bullied you into having sex with, I'm going to be quite cross."

		Farren laughed. "Sorry. But it's strange. I mean, I've loved other women before you, but they . . . it faded, with them, and it's gone. But I find myself falling in love with her, Andera, while at the same time falling more deeply in love with you."

		"Good," said Andera, "and—"

		There was a knock at the door. "As soon as you are decent," said Paathi, "dinner shall be served."

		"Thank you," said Farren, as Andera took off the robe and dropped to the floor.

		Her muzzle was unlocked for dinner, and she ate from Paathi's hand, and sucked her water from Paathi's washcloth, and listened as Paathi and Farren worked out the possible implications of a railroad expansion across Ralaath's northern border.

		It was a project that the Dail had been interested in backing, and which Farren had been hesitant about. But Ralaath was establishing itself as a manufacturing center, and a secure rail link would allow them to trade Ralaathi web-embroidered fabrics and other goods to the transmontane regions. It might well make them far richer than they were, but Farren was dubious about both the technical challenges involved, and the politics, both transmontane and Ralaathi.

		There was a good deal of discussion, much of which went over Andera's head, but it seemed that in the end, Farren was convinced that the Dail could manage the politics on the Ralaathi end, and that the major transmontane kingdoms would honor the treaties establishing the safety of the railroads, even if they proved less advantageous than they expected. What remained was the technical side of things, and there Paathi was willing to defer to Farren's expertise, though she did have several engineers she would recommend, and would begin consulting with her friends and relations to see if they knew of any better prospects.

		And then it was time to retire for the evening.

		Eanah had been one of the servants attending at dinner, and after they were done, she followed them to the bedchamber.

		"I thought perhaps taki tonight?" said Paathi. "And Eanah shall prepare Andera, and you may observe the rapport they have established."

		In addition to the ring at the foot of the bed, there was another in the ceiling, over the foot of the bed. Paathi had been . . . well, she'd definitely been making adjustments, only it seemed that Andera hadn't been the only thing she'd been adjusting.

		Eanah tied Andera's wrists together, positioning the knots so that the wrists both faced forward, with a rope there that she could clutch at. And then she passed them through the loop in the ceiling, and secured them.

		"Now you must be very silent," said Eanah. "You do not wish to disturb the Lady Paathi and the Rowe whilst they are at their game."

		Then she gave Andera a wink, and pinched her left nipple, hard. "Perhaps distract them a little. But not disturb them."

		"Eanah," said Paathi, warningly.

		"Yes, Lady Paathi, thank you, Lady Paathi," she said, with a curtsey. She turned back to Andera. Again, that mischievous wink. "This is the tool I shall be using. You may kiss it."

		It was a short length of rope, twisted, coming apart at the end, with a leather handle. Eanah held the rope up to Andera's mouth. She kissed it, and then Eanah whipped her.

		When she first started, it hurt, and Andera twisted to avoid it, whimpering and trying to fight back tears as it played across her breasts and her hips and her ass.

		"Are you certain—" started Farren.

		"We shall examine the butterfly cage when Eanah is done," said Paathi. "I'm sure you will find it enlightening. But all the same—nothing too strenuous this evening, please, Eanah."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah.

		She didn't ease up, not in the slightest, but Andera started to get used to it. And yes, it hurt, particularly when one of those frayed ends of the rope twisted around her leg, or up around her side to catch at a nipple. But it also felt good, almost relaxing; there was the burn of pain where it hit, but it was . . . there was something else, there, too. It could have just been that she'd been beaten up enough in conjunction with sex that she found it sexy, but it didn't feel like that; it felt like something deeper. It just felt great, and also left her panting, and not with pain.

		"Well played," said Paathi, after a while, "and while Andera was wonderfully distracting, I will not say that she was disturbing. The butterfly cage, please, Eanah?"

		She unhooked it, brought it forward, and Andera got to see both Paathi and Farren inspect it. Farren was startled, and even Paathi seemed impressed. "Very nice!" she said. "And to think how lovely she shall be by tomorrow afternoon! Well done, Eanah. Reattach this, please, and unhook her; you are excused for the evening."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah, grabbing Andera's ass considerably more firmly than was required to seat the butterfly cage in place, and leaving with a flip of her hair.

		Then it was time for Andera to lick Paathi's pussy, and suck Farren's cock, and to lie on the floor, ankle chained to the bed, as they had sex. It was . . . well, it wasn't exactly easier. But it was more expected, and there was a moment of genuine delight when Paathi pulled Andera back up into the bed, to use her tongue to catch every drop of semen that Farren had spilled, and to kiss Paathi's pussy when she was done. And then it was back to the floor, to spend the night.

		Whether or not it was what she really wanted, she was getting used to it.

		

		#

		

		The next day, Eanah was somewhat more prompt about taking Andera to the toilet, though she did have to use it fully restrained, and Eanah still wiped her clean, rather than letting her do it herself. And then, after breakfast, Eanah was dismissed to ordinary work in the house, and Paathi took Andera with her to inspect the orchards.

		It was a hot day, and the ground in the orchards had a lot of pebbles and small rocks, and it hurt to crawl around beside Paathi, as she went from tree to tree, noting their condition and apparent age and productivity. Most of them, she merely took note of the statistics—so that they would be able to tell if they were producing properly, or had been afflicted by blight or something of that sort. But some, which had not been particularly fruitful, or which were damaged in one way or another, she marked with red ribbons. Those were to be cut down, and other trees planted in their place.

		It seemed that this was one of the many responsibilities of the lady of the house which Andera had been neglecting. It was embarrassing to consider how much she had been supposed to do, which she hadn't done, and which everyone had been waiting for someone to do. Not that embarrassing, though—there could be very few members of the staff who hadn't heard her yowling like a cat in heat when Farren had fucked her ass. Having neglected her arboreal duties was so much less embarrassing than that it was scarcely worth considering.

		Paathi was wearing a light, wide-brimmed hat, and an equally light tunic, and was drinking from a water bottle she was carrying. Andera was wearing nothing beyond her butterfly cage, manacles, and the jewelry that Paathi had given her. And while occasionally Paathi would give her sips from the water bottle, she was deeply interested in the trees, and often seemed to forget about giving Andera anything to drink.

		It was hot, and she was thirsty, and she wasn't even allowed to ask for anything to drink. Well, she was allowed to ask for something to drink, but it was something very specific, and she wasn't at all sure she wanted it. And it wasn't like she was dying of thirst or anything. She was just thirsty. And bored, and Paathi wasn't paying enough attention to her.

		Just thinking about kissing Paathi on the suckling spot made her conscious of the fact that they were a long way off from the bathroom, and she had to pee herself. So she made a few little whining noises, rubbing her legs together. After a while, Paathi looked down at her, somewhat confused. "Ah," she said, after a while. "How strangely modest, Andera. We are out of doors, and the butterfly cage is designed for use of that sort—you may release your urine whenever you feel the need."

		Then she pulled her along to the next tree. It seemed that while older tree-grapes bore fewer fruit, there were mushrooms that would spring up at the base of certain trees, so while this one was a candidate for the red ribbon, it had to be inspected thoroughly for signs of those mushrooms—they were each, as Paathi explained, worth more than an entire basket of tree-grapes.

		Paathi was doing her best to educate her in the responsibilities of a primary wife, but at that point Andera didn't care. And she wasn't at all used to peeing while on her hands and knees, and she couldn't go somewhere private, or even squat without permission, which didn't seem like it was forthcoming. She squirmed and thought about waiting, but there were acres of orchard left to inspect.

		As it turned out, the stream of urine spattered off the butterfly shield, so she felt the hot wet drops along her thighs and the curves of her belly. Paathi waited until she was finished, with an amused smile, and then pulled her along to the next tree—the previous one was spared, at least until autumn, when they would have to check again to see if the mushrooms were actually present, or if it was an inferior variety.

		And so it went, until Andera craned her neck up, and kissed Paathi at the suckling spot.

		She wasn't sure that she was going to do it right up until she did. But it was hot out, and she was thirsty. She'd reached the point where she regretted that they'd bought more than a few dozen decorative trees, and Paathi wasn't paying any attention to her at all.

		"Oh!" said Paathi. She looked around carefully, making sure that there was nobody watching. "Now this is most improper, Andera, I know—I ought to have given freely, as soon as I was asked, but I am not certain you understand. You are proceeding very well, but it will be several days before I can in good conscience consider you properly broken in. If I give you this now, it shall be the only way you are permitted to drink for the remainder of the breaking-in period."

		Several days? Well, on the one hand, that was terrible and gross. On the other hand, it made the heat twist in Andera's belly like nothing else. She looked up, met Paathi's eyes, and kissed her in that spot again.

		Paathi gave a wide-eyed, open-mouthed look in response. Utterly open, amazed and delighted all at once. "Oh, my goodness, Andera," she said, then she stepped forward, lifting up her tunic. "Oh, but you are coming along well. Now, seat your mouth over my entire vulva, please—yes, make certain you have it all. Good. Oh, had I known I should have taken greater care with my hydration. You will perhaps find this bitter, I am afraid. But be sure to drink it all down."

		Andera closed her eyes, waited. She could feel the muscles loosening in Paathi's crotch, and at first there was just a trickle, but then there was a stream.

		Andera almost pulled away. It didn't taste good at all, and it was a lot warmer than she'd expected. It was the absolute worst thing to drink on a hot day that she could've imagined. But she'd asked for it—this was all she was going to get for the next few days—and she wanted to see that awe and love and pleasure in Paathi's eyes when she was done. So she swallowed, and swallowed. It seemed to take forever before Paathi was done.

		And then she did break away, to catch a breath, and Paathi knelt down next to her, and patted her hair. She didn't say anything; she was so full of emotion that it looked almost like she might cry.

		"Oh, Andera," she said, finally, softly. "Oh, you are so much more than I could've hoped for. But we must finish with these endless trees! Come, just a few more today, and we shall eat lunch, and you will be cleansed and prepared for the Rowe. I must find some way to make him understand what a treasure he has in you."

		When she stood up, Andera took Paathi's foot, and pressed it to the top of her head. And then Paathi did cry, just a little, and lifted Andera's face up to her pussy again, and pushed her back against a tree, and rode her to orgasm.

		When she was able to breathe regularly again, Paathi led Andera back inside for lunch. The remainder of the orchard would have to wait for another day.

		The new chef was still trying his hardest to impress them, but it was difficult for Andera to judge the quality of the food. Paathi had her trussed up on the table in front of her, and spent the meal alternating between eating, and lightly stroking Andera's pussy, or giving her bites to eat. There was a puddle left on the table when she was allowed to sink back to the floor, and she couldn't remember what she'd just eaten. Fish, maybe?

		Whatever it had been, it had been salty, and Paathi had maybe been drinking more water than usual? The fact was, it was all she was getting to drink for the next few days, so Andera found the place between the muscles of Paathi's thigh, and kissed her there, and then waited.

		There was something matter-of-fact to the way Paathi lifted up her tunic, and guided Andera's mouth in, but there was also something deeply satisfied in the look that she gave her when she was done. It wasn't quite so strongly awful a flavor as it had been the first time, but it still tasted terrible. Andera had made her choice, and it had been the right one.

		That afternoon, when she was getting Andera ready to greet Farren on his return, Paathi took extra care with Andera's mouth. She'd brushed her teeth for her, the last two times she had prepared her, but this time, she made sure to rinse with mouthwash and to brush Andera's tongue.

		"It is appropriate for a secondary wife to smell faintly of urine, perhaps," said Paathi. "During the course of breaking-in, and if she is being reminded. But it is not seemly for her to be presented to her husband in this fashion. And this is a good exercise for a girl who has trouble accepting an entire male member into her throat, as well. You see, this is the point where pressure can cause a throat to contract, yes?"

		On that cue, Andera had to fight back the urge to vomit.

		"Yes! Now, while you have suppressed that reflex through an excess of passion, there are ladies who might not be able to manage that feat. So it is possible to train the body not to respond in that fashion. You hold the brush in this position, like so, and keep it there until it is clear that the girl is about to lose control. Then you retract it. On the next occasion, it is to be hoped that it can maintain position a bit longer, until the reflex is defeated."

		Andera coughed and choked; she was going to—but no. It was gone. "You see," said Paathi. "You shall do better tomorrow."

		Naturally. There was something satisfying about that. She had done well as the lady of the house—she had! And yet, she'd always had the sense that things she had missed were catching up to her, or that she'd forgotten something important, or any number of other of things were in the process of going wrong, and they were going to become catastrophes without Andera knowing that anything was wrong.

		Now, she'd done better today than she had yesterday—Paathi had said so—and yesterday had been better than the day before, and tomorrow was going to be better than today. Paathi had said so.

		Farren certainly showed no disappointment at her performance when he returned. She said his name, after he had started thrusting into her ass, and Paathi corrected that. "An admirable thought, but an inappropriate expression," she said. "Tongue, please."

		Andera extended her tongue, and Paathi attached one of the clamps. Which hurt enough to make scream.

		"And I am sure you notice the clenching of her anus, at that stimulus," said Paathi.

		"I. . . yes," said Farren.

		"It is remarkable; not quite as intense as that of orgasm, which I am sure you appreciate. But Andera is a lovely woman and extraordinarily responsive."

		She tried pulling it back up into her mouth, but it was too big, and got caught on teeth, and she just didn't have the attention for it; she let her tongue hang out of her mouth, and a streamer of drool soon followed, to slap against the tiles of the floor.

		"A little longer, if you please?" said Paathi. "I believe I can conjoin the moment of orgasm and the pain of removing the clamp in a most satisfying manner; the longer it has been on, the more intense that pain will be."

		Farren hesitated, and then his thrusting slowed down. "You're very good at this," he said.

		"Thank you, lord," said Paathi. "It is mostly to Andera's credit."

		"Mhm," said Farren, and Andera couldn't hear any more, because she was too close, too lost in sensation.

		As predicted, Paathi was able to conjoin the moment of orgasm with the pain of removing the clamp. Andera had no idea whether or not Farren found it satisfying; she was barely able to remain conscious enough to gasp out a "Thank you, lord, for your attentions," when he pulled away.

		"And now you shall remain here for a short time," said Paathi, with a pat on Andera's ass. "it will be best for you to learn a bit of patience; I shall consult with the Rowe on certain matters, and let you down for your usual conversation with our husband."

		Patience wasn't the problem. It was the fact that her joints had been held in place for too long, and were starting to get sore, and she just needed a touch. Paathi's touch, mainly.

		Whatever she wanted to talk to Farren about, it didn't take too long. And then Paathi let her down, and eased out the knots in her shoulders, and put the muzzle and butterfly cage back where they belonged, and let Andera go and try to explain to Farren exactly why she'd decided that she didn't want to drink anything besides Paathi's urine until she was properly broken in.

		"It's . . ." she shook her head. "It's just that when you begin to fall, it keeps going more rapidly? And it's not so bad, really. And . . ." she looked up at Farren, and smiled through her muzzle. "And wouldn't you suffer a bit, to be allowed to take her in your mouth whenever you wanted?"

		He gave a rueful shake of his head. "Perhaps a little. But not quite as much as you are willing to. Not even close."

		She shrugged. "It's not necessarily something that I understand, but it is wonderful."

		"If you say so," said Farren. "Speaking of which. She has a list of women she wishes to invite for a . . . she wishes to demonstrate your progress, whatever that means, and she wishes to allow them the use of your mouth, as well as your anus, though I'm not entirely sure what they'd be doing with that."

		"Oh," said Andera. "You agreed?"

		"Tentatively. Is it something that you—" he smiled at her. "You will enjoy yourself, then."

		"I hope so," said Andera. "Or I'll suffer."

		There was the knock at the door, and the robe went back into Farren's desk, and Andera went back to the floor.

		"To the extent that there's a difference," she said, mostly to herself, as she followed him down to dinner. Where once again, when she was hungry, Paathi gave her food, and when she was thirsty, she drank Paathi's piss, feeling Farren's eyes burning on her back as she did, and at the same time, being somewhat grateful that the butterfly cage was in place, keeping her from touching where she wasn't supposed to.

		This time, when they retired to the bedroom, Eanah alternated between whipping Andera's pussy and working the handle of the whip in her cunt. It was a short, soft whip with multiple tails, but each hit stung, and made her jump, and even though she was supposed to be quiet, she couldn't help but gasp a little when those tails found particularly sensitive places.

		Eanah had set her up with her hands behind her head, facing the bed, so as she was being whipped, she could watch Farren and Paathi going through a long list of engineers who might be capable of directing the construction of a transmontane railroad. While Farren considered the technical requirements of their more difficult projects and the quality of their education, Paathi filled him in on what she knew of their personalities, and family affiliations, and whether they would overstate or understate their confidence that a project could be completed; for those from more distant provinces, she was able to provide the addresses of friends or relations who would be able to give a similarly detailed evaluation.

		Every so often, while they were working, Paathi or Farren would look up to see Andera writhing under Eanah's whip, and while the glint in Farren's eyes was different than the flush in Paathi's cheeks, they meant the same thing—Andera was being useful, in the way that she was supposed to be useful.

		When they were finally done, and after Eanah got her usual grope in while reattaching the butterfly cage, Andera was allowed to crawl up onto the bed, and lick Paathi and suck Farren until they were ready to have sex with each other. It was comfortable; when she was serving them, with their legs warm at her sides, a hand in her hair, the soft noise of their conversation in the background. And while it wasn't exactly comfortable on the floor, next to the bed, there was something appropriate about that as well.

		After they finished, when she was licking Paathi clean, Paathi reached forward, tipped Andera's face up with a pair of fingers on her chin. Her smile—and her dimple—made Andera moan softly, legs twitching.

		"It is true that I might speed things along," said Paathi, "and declare your breaking-in complete tomorrow, even. It would be a fragile thing, but for the purposes of a trial arrangement, it might well suffice. But I fear that we are both enjoying this too well for me to be hasty. Certainly not tomorrow; perhaps had not the day after either."

		She withdrew her fingers, and Andera bent back down, continued to lap Farren's semen off of her thighs and from inside of her.

		"There are women who extend the breaking-in period indefinitely, you know. For a year, for two years, for seven years, even. It is considered a sign of a perhaps overly-developed libido, and of an artistic temperament without a suitable outlet. I have never thought of myself as a woman of that sort, and I still do not, but at long last, I can understand the temptation. Very well; that shall be sufficient. Go to your place now, Andera, and let us sleep. You have done very well today, and I am certain you will do better tomorrow."

		Andera lay down by the side of the bed, and fell asleep almost as soon as Paathi tied her ankle into place. A day or two extra sounded pretty good. At that point, a year or two extra sounded pretty good, though there was an outside chance she'd come to her senses at some point before they got to seven years of being domesticated.

		The next day was, in a way, normal. Which made it clear to Andera that as long as Paathi wanted to continue like this, there wasn't any way that Andera would come to her senses, and stop it. Because it hadn't taken very long before it was normal to follow a maid to the bathroom in the morning, wriggling, hoping to be allowed to pee, and grateful when she was. It was normal to kiss Paathi in such a way as to indicate that she wanted to drink urine, and to be grateful when she was allowed. It was all just normal, and as it should be, and while it was physically uncomfortable and left her throat raw and tasting of piss, there were ways in which it was more comfortable than what the previous normal had been.

		After breakfast, they finished up in the orchards, and then Paathi returned to the office, with an accounting of the trees that was required by the land registry office, but which Andera had apparently neglected. This time, she demonstrated that the girl hooks could also be used to restrain Andera with her face toward the wall, after a slight adjustment, and that this gave Eanah an opportunity both to whip the buttocks and widen the anus of a girl restrained in that fashion.

		It was an uncomfortable morning, and once again, after lunch, the butterfly cage was absolutely dripping with Andera's juices when Paathi took it off to shave her.

		"I am afraid, though," she said, "that I shall have to have Eanah perform this task for you tomorrow. Which is the normal way of things for secondary wives after the breaking-in period is completed, and which is something you must get used to. It is only that this is so enjoyable that it is difficult to give it up. But there is so much to arrange! Eanah shall bathe and decorate you tomorrow morning, and . . . well, perhaps tonight we will take an additional step or two, to ensure your proper presentation when the guests begin to arrive."

		Exactly what the entailed wasn't made clear, and it wasn't long before every other thought fell away, as Andera was tied to the framework in the hallway, and Paathi's fingers worked her right up to the edge of orgasm, over and over. The only difference was that while in the past, she'd been resentful of the way that Paathi wouldn't let her finish, and would grind back, hoping that Paathi would make a mistake, and she'd go over that edge, now she found it comforting. It meant that she couldn't make a mistake and finish. If she did, everyone would be disappointed, and Eanah would be upset again, and all that. This way, she could feel as much as she could, she could take as much as she was allowed, but there wasn't any chance she'd do anything wrong.

		Farren certainly didn't find anything wrong when he arrived home. He was already stiff and ready, pulling out of his pants and thrusting into her mouth almost without breaking stride. There was some light conversation with Paathi, words she heard but didn't comprehend. What Andera comprehended was the long slick length of Farren's cock, its warmth on her tongue, the way it filled her mouth, and then the way it filled her ass.

		She had a vague recollection of not enjoying that sort of sex, a week ago. A lifetime ago. But it was so wonderful, feeling it filling her, the small pain of it drowned out by the pleasure, by Paathi's fingers pushing into her pussy, by a finger on her clit at just the right moment.

		When her orgasm faded into wet shaking and rubbery legs, she looked up from the floor to thank Farren for his attention, and then she fell half-asleep in Paathi's lap, her fingers in her hair. The servants came by and disassembled the framework, put it into storage, and Andera didn't even flinch at their approving glances. Or the amused ones, or the aroused ones. She felt like she'd just run a long race, and was too wrung-out to care about anything at all.

		And then, after she recovered, it was time to go to the office, to see Farren. This time, he didn't give her the robe. It was a little distressing that he was seeing her like that too, but at the same time, it was right. But mainly, he was just distracted. He'd been pacing up and down before she came in, and just gestured at the chair and kept pacing.

		She wanted to ask what it was that was bothering him, but it was easier to sit and wait until she was spoken to. And sooner or later he would let it out. Or he wouldn't; it was his choice, really.

		"What do you think of this railway project?" he said, finally. "We have. . . Paathi has made me think that it's plausible in a way that I hadn't really thought before. But it would require bridges and tunnels of the sort that are barely possible to build back home. And there are the issues of maintenance. And what if the political balance shifts, and the treaties aren't renewed?"

		"What do we stand to gain?" asked Andera.

		"A fortune." said Farren. "No. More than that. Ten fortunes. If it works perfectly, every royal we'd risk would earn us fifty royals a year."

		"And if it fails?"

		"We lose a fortune," said Farren. "Back to where we were when we arrived, with a pocketful of debts and a reputation for—"

		"For technical excellence and attempting a massive project for the good of Ralaath," she said. "But regardless—things are comfortable here, and I see no particular need to risk that to be richer. Still—"

		She hadn't considered it much; it was something that Paathi and Farren were concerned about—her concerns had been considerably more basic.

		"You are required for engineering expertise and manufacturing?" she said.

		"More or less," said Farren. "It would mainly involve drawing up the plans, and producing the equipment required. There are perhaps a dozen people in Ralaath with the expertise to draw up plans of that sort, but they'd still be ordering Dail and Rowe equipment."

		"We should do it," said Andera.

		Farren looked at her, not entirely convinced.

		"But not on our own. If the Dail wants to bear half the risk, that's his lookout. But ask Paathi; find someone whose judgment she trusts and see how much they'll pay for a ten percent share of the enterprise. If it's as possible as she thinks, and as lucrative as you say, that would cover our losses and more, if it fails."

		Farren strode over, and kissed her on her forehead.

		"Thank you," he said. "Yes, you're right; I had been thinking too much like a businessman, and not enough like a head of a house. No; Paathi will know how to handle this, and this is exactly the right move—to include those of our neighbors whose influence is most—this is your second best idea yet, Andera."

		"Second?"

		"Well," he said. "I have been pretty happy with adding a secondary wife."

		Andera laughed, and then dropped to the floor, crawled over to Farren, and put his foot on top of her head.

		"Oh," he said.

		"My thoughts precisely," said Andera, not moving his foot. "Whatever else happens, I want to see you like this, now and again. It's a good view."

		There was a long silence.

		"Truth is, mine isn't bad either." The he took his foot away, leaned over, and gave the slightest tug on Andera's collar. "Let's go down to dinner, shall we?"

		Paathi was entirely delighted when they came down without prompting, and with Andera trailing along behind Farren the way she was. She had her come up on the table, and spent the meal fondling Andera's breasts as she ate, and as she fed her.

		"They are rather nice, aren't they?" she said, when they were done. "And such a vibrant pink for the nipples. They will excite a great deal of admiration."

		"They always have," said Farren.

		"Indeed," said Paathi. "They may be slightly bruised after we are done, but that will merely add to her attraction. You may come down now, Andera."

		Andera came down, and kissed Paathi's leg, and swallowed down a stream of urine. It was foul, and that was the taste that was left, instead of the dinner, which had been wonderful, but that was what she had chosen.

		"Not too many bruises tonight, please, Eanah," said Paathi, as they set up the taki board. "Perhaps one or two fresh ones, for contrast. Display her bottom, please."

		Eanah turned Andera around, bent her over.

		"Yes, two on the left, please. Not too large. And one on the hollow of her right hip; she bruises very vividly, and that will make it clear how well her domestication is proceeding. Beyond that, you may amuse yourself as you see fit."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah, and there was a definite lightness in that thank you which promised a good deal of discomfort. "I shall return with the tawse, lady, as well as several tools of enjoyment." And then she bounced out of the room, leaving Andera with her wrists attached to the ceiling, facing away from the bed, listening to Farren broach her idea to Paathi, and then Paathi start going through a list of names, explain the advantages and disadvantages of asking each.

		Eanah returned with a thick leather strap, separated at the end. "Have you any preference as far as placement, lady?"

		"No," said Paathi. "Whatever strikes you as most artistic."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady. This will hurt a bit, Lady Andera."

		The first hit hurt more than anything that they'd done to her yet, and then there was another just like it, a few inches below. Andera gasped, fought back tears, tried to keep from screaming or shrinking away. "And now if you'll turn around please, lady Andera?"

		Andera turned and faced the bed. Farren was considering his next move, and Paathi looked up at her, smiled fondly. Andera's breath was strangely ragged, and when the bit of leather bit into the hollow of her thigh, she jerked like a fish on the line, but she didn't break Paathi's gaze, and her breathing didn't change pace.

		Farren made his move, and looked up at her, and there was that same glint in his smile.

		"There!" said Eanah, her fingers probing at the mark the tawse had just left. "That shall color nicely, I think. Now, if you'll come here, and lie across my lap, Lady Andera?"

		Eanah was small and plump, and didn't have much in the way of a lap, and the chair that she had chosen was a narrow one. It was a difficult position to get, and wound up with her head nearly on the floor, and her legs sprawled out behind.

		Then Eanah went to work on Andera's ass. Slaps and pinches and grabs, alternating with the same between her legs. And then she spread Andera's legs apart, and did much the same to her pussy, returning her attentions to her ass when Andera thought she was going to come apart. Not quite as expert as Paathi—she didn't let Andera get quite so close, but there was a breathless enthusiasm to what Eanah was doing that was a bit similar to Paathi's high flush.

		"When you are done with the Lady Andera," said Eanah, "might I have use of her, please?"

		"Not tonight, Eanah," said Paathi. "After her duties here are completed, I do not wish to be disturbed. However, as she is to be available for more general use, it might be best to begin with someone who is already fond of her. You may use her in the morning, when you begin her preparations. But once only! There is so much to be done and so little time in which to do it."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah. "And now let us see if we can achieve a uniform and rosy pinkness, before your services are required."

		It couldn't be uniform, given both the bruises that Andera had collected over the previous days as well as the new ones she'd just been given, but it felt as though there was nowhere on her ass and upper thighs that Eanah hadn't hit repeatedly, and very few places that had not been firmly pinched.

		And it seemed as though Eanah hadn't been the only one to enjoy that; the butterfly cage made wet noises as it was reattached, and neither Paathi nor Farren took very long before they were done with Andera's mouth, and ready to devote their attention to each other.

		When they were done, and Andera was cleaning off Paathi, Paathi's hand lingered on her cheek. "There, there," she said. "You must not be nervous. While I very much doubt that anyone besides Farren will find you quite as delightful as I do, even the most discriminating of women could not helped to be pleased by your naive enthusiasm and desire. That is enough there, thank you, Andera."

		She lay down beside the bed, but this time, she didn't fall asleep right away. Paathi trailed her hand down Andera's back, and gave her the palm to lick. There wasn't any food there, but she'd eaten from Paathi's hand so often that there was something satisfying about just being able to lick it. After a little while, Paathi patted her cheek, and pulled her hand back. And then Andera fell asleep herself; she was a little nervous, but if Paathi was certain that it would be fine, it would be fine.

		The next morning, when Eanah led her to the bathroom, instead of taking the butterfly cage off and letting her use the toilet, she pulled her back up over her lap, and started with her slaps and pinches and grabs again.

		"I am aware that you are anxious to move on with your morning routines, Lady Andera," she said, watching Andera's legs twist with a certain urgency. "And I am sorry, but I simply cannot resist! The bruises show off the clear expanse of skin so well, and it is simply the perfect texture! Oh, the Lady Paathi has truly brought out the best in you. And if I am to indulge myself only once, it will be on the terms I desire."

		After what seemed like forever, she let Andera off her lap, and pushed her onto her knees. Her pussy wasn't nearly as nice as Paathi's—the hair was thicker, and it wasn't as perfectly proportioned, and . . . and Andera really had to pee, and she wasn't being allowed, which made her far more critical than she otherwise would have been. As soon as she was allowed, she pushed in for Eanah's clit, hoping that if she'd finish quickly enough, she'd be able to—

		"Dear me no!" said Eanah, with a hand in her hair. "No, one of the purposes of this session is to see how you will perform for Lady Paathi's guests, and this will not do at all! You shall perform as Lady Paathi has instructed you, please. Begin with the outer labia."

		It was hopeless. Andera held on as long as she could, constantly shifting position, trying not to think about it, which was hopeless, because they were in the bathroom. Then it was just trying to hold it in, clenching her thighs, her hands balled up into fists, everything straining to hold it back. And then, finally, she let it go, her cheek burning against Eanah's thigh as it came out against the butterfly cage so hard that it spattered across her stomach and thighs and legs, hot, and strong-smelling, and—

		"You must learn to ignore these distractions, Lady Andera," said Eanah. "While I cannot say what Lady Paathi's guests will be doing to you, I am sure it shall be more distracting than that. Lips and tongue, if you please."

		So Andera licked her servant out on the bathroom floor, stinking of piss, and slightly dizzy from how content she felt—it was probably just the release, probably just because she'd held it for as long as she could, and then finally let it go.

		It took Eanah a while before she let Andera finish her off, and she was not at all silent when she finished. When her legs were done trembling, she rang a bell, and then moved Andera over to face the wall, restrained her there, and gave her a considerably larger enema than anything that Paathi had ever given her. When Andera looked down, there was a noticeable bulge in her stomach, and she felt a bit like she was about to vomit.

		"Oh, Rennu! Thank goodness; the lady Andera had a bit of an accident this morning; if you would clean it up please? It is to be hoped that she can maintain the enema which I have just administered or I fear your job will become considerably less pleasant."

		Rennu answered, too quietly for Andera to hear.

		Eanah laughed. "No, I'm afraid not; I barely am allowed the use of her myself. But she is quite decorative, is she not? And taken so well in hand by the Lady Paathi."

		Andera's stomach made an uncomfortable rumble, and she whined. "There, there, Lady Andera. Just a few moments more, and you shall have the perfumed water next."

		A few moments stretched to eternity; by the time Eanah led her back to the toilet, the floor was clean, and Rennu was gone. And then came the perfumed water, and then came the bath. Eanah didn't go into the bath with her; she sat by the side, and scrubbed Andera exceedingly thoroughly, using washcloths and sponges and a long-handled brush. And then dried her, equally thoroughly, using a towel that was considerably rougher than necessary. When she was done, Andera was a painful pale pink, all over.

		"How unfortunate that will not last," she said. "But come. Just a bit of rogue, for the nipples, I think, and some light powder for the anus? It will come off soon enough, but will not smear like lip-paint. Oh, and some darkener for around the eyes. Not so much as to make tears repulsive, of course, but enough to accentuate whatever tears happen to fall. Yes, that should do."

		After Andera's eyes and nipples and anus were decorated, the butterfly cage went back on, as did the cuffs. And then Eanah added fine chains that ran from Andera's ankles to the belt around her waist, and from her wrists to her collar; they were long enough that she could crawl, but not long enough to allow her to stand, and they were silver and brilliant green stones, matching the rest of her jewelry; Eanah was quite proud when she led Andera out of the bathroom to a mirror, to see how she looked.

		Andera tried to shrink back, and Eanah pushed her forward, made sure she could see it all clearly. The jewelry was the same as it always was, and the chains made the implications of the jewelry even clearer. The makeup was new, though, and expertly applied. The shading around her eyes made them look greener than usual, darkly feral. And her nipples looked larger and redder than they actually were. It was strange, seeing herself like that, and it was hard to argue that Eanah's pride wasn't justified.

		When they came out to the dining room, Paathi gave her a pleased but somewhat distracted look; the servants were setting out a luncheon, and she was directing. Eanah gave Andera a pat on the butt, so she crawled over to Paathi, who tousled her hair a little. And then, since she hadn't had anything to drink all morning, she kissed Paathi at the suckling spot, then rose up on her knees and took her in her mouth.

		It was the most natural thing—neither of them even paid that much attention to it; it was simply that Andera was thirsty, and this was how she drank. And while there was still an unpleasant tang to it, and her throat revolted against what she was drinking, there wasn't much of it; Paathi must have been drinking a lot of water. And there was a lot of it; enough that it was difficult to swallow it all; she was gasping, eyes watering, when Paathi was done.

		Another tousle of her hair, and then Paathi fitted the muzzle on her. "You will have another opportunity to drink later," she said. "To demonstrate how thoroughly you have been broken in. Now remember, when the guests come, you must not speak unless spoken to. You may greet them by putting your cheek against their hands, if they offer it, or their feet if they do not. The top part of their feet, certainly! They are my guests, not your rightful owners."

		The arrangements were mostly in place; Paathi made her way to the sitting room by the door, and was soon reading quietly, Andera at her feet.

		She looked entirely calm, but she was nervous. Andera had tasted it, and besides, there was the way her heel was twitching. And she was beautiful. Brocade over silk, with Andera's bracelet and ring, and a new necklace, sapphires and emeralds. Andera reached over, and put Paathi's foot on top of her head.

		"Oh!" said Paathi, dropping her book. "Oh, Andera, you are so open, and so delightful. I shall miss this, when . . . but oh, how wonderful it is now. Up on your knees, dearest."

		Andera rose up onto her knees, and Paathi's fingers drifted down her cheek, to the silver of her muzzle, down to her neck, across the top of her breasts.

		"I am half-tempted to commission a portrait of you like this," said Paathi. "And to extend your domestication until the portrait is completed. But that would be indulgent of me, and would not be appropriate for a trial period. But what a fond memory this shall be!"

		There was a knock at the door. Eanah dashed over to open it, bowed. It was Meili, with her secondary wife behind her. Inat? Probably Inat. Meili was tall, her hair shot with gray, and had been one of Andera's first friends when they had moved to the northern provinces. Andera found herself shrinking back next to Paathi. Yes, people were there to see her, but Meili?

		Paathi nudged her with a foot as she stood up to greet Meili, and Andera took a deep breath, steeled herself, and crawled along behind her.

		"Oh, Lady Paathi," said Meili, and they exchanged kisses. "You are looking positively radiant; how wonderfully appropriate a match!"

		She could do it. Meili held out a hand, and Andera took it, put it against her cheek. "And Lady Andera; so pretty. What marvelous breasts you have, and as yet unmarked by teeth? How have you resisted, Paathi?"

		"With some difficulty," she replied. "But they are marvelously soft, you see—and firm?"

		Meili's hand moved down to Andera's breast, weighed it, and then pinched, hard. Andera squirmed, swallowed a yelp.

		"And so marvelously trained. Please, meet our host—Lady Paathi, this is Lady Inat; she is my secondary wife, and I do not believe that you met."

		"Charmed," said Paathi, with a bow.

		"Charmed," replied Inat, with a slightly lower bow.

		"And Andera was at your party—I am sure you recall?"

		"Yes," said Inat, and she extended a hand to Andera, who held it up against her cheek, for a brief moment. She had been at Inat's party, but Inat didn't look at all like she had at that party. For one thing, she was wearing loose trousers, and a brilliant blue jacket, while at the party, she had been wearing a few pieces of jewelry and a look of burning need and adoration.

		She was wearing the same cuff and collar that she had then; from her position on the floor, Andera had a good view of that, and of their feet, as Inat and Meili took off their shoes, and headed to the dining room. Before Paathi could sit back down, there was another visitor; Dirav. "We were together in university," Paathi explained. "Though she was studying engineering whilst I was studying diplomacy."

		Dirav was absolutely effusive in her greetings, and delighted by Andera.

		"Oh how lovely," she said. "Turn around please, Andera, and bring up your bottom? Oh, you are impossibly lucky, Paathi. So smooth and pale—it marks so very well!"

		Dirav's fingers traced the lines of the marks that Eanah had left the night before. "I am," said Paathi, contentedly. "Though it is a trial arrangement. Still, best to enjoy it for what it is, and it is greatly enjoyable."

		"The butterfly cage and muzzle are very artistic, though so sad that they were needed. If—"

		"Lady Andera had a great deal to learn, Dirav," said Paathi sternly. "There were some difficulties early on, but she has come along extremely well. And while I am sure that she will make the occasional mistake in the future—she can hardly help it, because of her upbringing—her attitude is precisely correct, and she would be an ornament for anyone."

		"There, there!" said Dirav. "It was not a criticism of your skills in management. I am certain that anyone in your care will perform splendidly."

		She gave Andera another pat on her bottom, and went on to talk to Inat, who had been a third member of that group.

		"Hmpf," said Paathi, as Dirav left. "As if there was anything to criticize. You look marvelous, Andera. And yes, you may relax your position at this point. Oh! Lady Murit! So good of you to make it!"

		Lady Murit wore a red and blue skirt that looked like nothing that Andera had ever seen in Ralaath, underneath a perfectly ordinary tunic. She looked curiously at Andera, extended a hand, hesitantly.

		Andera took it, pressed it against her cheek.

		"This is Lady Andera; I told you about her. Andera, this is Lady Murit—she is from our neighbors in Dahakot. One of the transmontane kingdoms?"

		Andera looked up at Paathi, wondering if there was something she was supposed to say, or do.

		"And is this, then, the status of secondary wives in Ralaath?" asked Murit.

		"It can be," said Paathi. "But for the most part—come, let us proceed to the dining hall, and I shall introduce you to Meili and Inat. Inat is a secondary wife, and her status is the more usual one. Lady Andera is in the process of breaking-in; when it is clear to both of us that she fully accepts her position in the household, some of these stringencies shall be moderated. But come, I'm sure that a conversation with Meili will clarify some of these questions."

		"Thank you," said Murit. "I am afraid that we lack these subtleties in Dahakot; while one might amuse oneself in this fashion with a servant girl, it is not . . . well. I do think that your system has some advantages, certainly."

		Paathi moved Murit and the others along to the dining room, where a number of small tables had been arranged around the edges of the room, with the center left empty, except for a large iron ring set in the floor. Andera had a suspicion she knew what the ring was for. She looked up at Paathi, then at the ring, then back at Paathi.

		"So eloquent!" said Paathi. "But not yet. First you must meet our guests." She unlocked the muzzle, put it to the side. "The majority will doubtless wish for oral service, which you shall provide. But more than that, this is an opportunity for my friends to see you fully."

		She tapped Andera's hips, and she raised them up. Paathi unlocked the butterfly cage as well, and put it to the side. Then she gave Andera a slap on her hip, and pointed her toward Dirav, who was at the far end of the circle, setting to a plate of fried mushrooms and a bowl of wine.

		"Oh!" she said, as Andera crawled up to her, looked up, on her knees. "Yes, of course. I was distracted by the mushrooms. You have an excellent chef, absolutely excellent. Where you found him, I couldn't begin to guess. Now, let us see what Paathi has gotten for herself."

		Dirav thrust her fingers into Andera's mouth, running along the inside of her cheeks, and her tongue, then she withdrew them, inspected her neck and breasts and sides. "Turn around, and up, please."

		From the other side of the room, Paathi laughed. Possibly at her, possibly at Dirav, possibly at something Murit had said. It didn't matter really. It was just that she was there, and she was happy. Andera turned around, brought her ass up for Dirav to examine again.

		"Eanah, is it?" said Dirav. "Please prepare a ginger root for the Lady Andera? I wish for a certain liveliness, if I am to make use of her mouth."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah, with that giggle in her voice.

		"Paathi was never an enthusiast of the ginger," said Dirav. "She is very expert, but . . . oh, it is unfair that someone who does not enjoy tormenting a lady's bottom has acquired one as fine as yours, Lady Andera. It is so wonderfully proportioned, and so well-marked!"

		Andera found herself blushing at the compliment, as Dirav dipped a finger into her ass. "The correct degree of relaxation, as well, though I am certain that is to Paathi's credit, at least; she is always careful to make certain her girls will provide satisfaction. And now, whilst the ginger is prepared, let us consider her most prized possession."

		Dirav pulled at Andera's inner labia, rubbing them between her fingers, then slapping Andera's pussy. "How quickly you color, and how prettily!" she said. Then her fingers were on Andera's clit, circling gently. Andera stifled a moan, tried to stay still. "And what lovely self-control. Hard to believe that a butterfly cage was ever required. Look here, Inat—she is desperately wet, you can see the dew is thick at the entrance to her vaginal canal—but she nonetheless pulls away from my hand."

		"And what a lovely color," said Inat, moving next to Dirav. "She reminds me of Bern; you remember the girl from Morlaine, who married the Yail's cousin? She was just as slippy, when she was taken into hand, you know."

		"Oh, yes," said Dirav. "Very similar. But twice her height, almost! Bern could be kept beneath a student desk, and there was scarcely enough room under those for a pair of legs. Oh, thank you, Eanah. Has Meili introduced you to the ginger root?"

		There was a pause. "She has," said Inat. "I don't think I like it at all!"

		"Well, it is not really for you to like, while you bear it. But you must appreciate how lively girls who are subjected to it become. Yes, a little bit of oil please? Thank you."

		There was oil on Andera's ass, and then something pushing into it, a little wider than a finger.

		"Turn around please, Andera," said Dirav, and Andera turned, as the ginger in her ass started to burn.

		"The initial excitement is always the most enjoyable," said Dirav, pulling Andera towards her pussy by her chin. "Wouldn't you agree, Meili?"

		"Certainly," said Meili. "Though I tend to reserve for when Inat is exhausted, or in an ill temper; then it can provide a definite second wind, and a clear improvement in her attitude."

		"Oh, but Andera is so sweet-tempered and eager," and that was all Andera heard, as Dirav's thighs clamped down around her head, her skirt settling over her shoulders.

		The progression that Paathi had taught her seemed to make Dirav happy. She tasted subtly different from Paathi, her hips rocked on her chair. The general sounds of the room were muffled by Andera's position—the clink of bowls against the table, silverware, sounds of servants, sounds of conversation. The ginger in her ass was starting to burn. Andera started fidgeting, trying to find somewhere comfortable, but there wasn't anywhere—it was burning, and it was in her, and the more she moved the more it burned, but she couldn't stop moving.

		It wasn't too long before Dirav moved Andera's mouth up to her clit, and it wasn't much longer than that before she gasped, held her tight, and then let her loose.

		"Lovely," she said. "Meili next, please." She'd been happy about Andera before, but there was a warmth in her smile that hadn't been there before then. Andera crawled over to Meili, who gave her a considering look.

		Andera was doing her best not to moan or whine or ask to have the ginger out—that would've been the exact opposite of what Paathi was trying to demonstrate—but it hurt, and it was making her legs twitch and—

		"Actually," said Meili, "here's your chance to appreciate the ginger properly, Inat. You may go and pleasure her, Andera, while I take a look at what Paathi has acquired. She is not to orgasm, certainly, but you may lick her vulva, and penetrate her vagina with your tongue."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Andera, and crawled over to Inat.

		Whose pussy was as bare as Andera's own. Naturally; she was no longer in the process of domestication, but she was still a secondary wife, and—

		"It will torment her a bit, I suppose," said Meili. "But it is only fair. Inat, I fear you have contributed materially to this young lady's present state."

		"She did," said Dirav. "Paathi told me about it; it was after your party that Andera broached the idea for the first time, and according to what the Rowe told Paathi—"

		Andera blushed furiously, and started licking Inat's pussy. Which was really nice! It was actually a lot easier, because she was shaven, so there wasn't hair to get in the way. And also there were a couple of bruises, little ones, but when Andera got a good look at them, it was pretty clear that those were bite marks.

		Paathi hadn't done anything like that, but then, she might, or maybe that was a thing for after the domestication or—

		Inat was giving little gasping moans, and Meili was pulling at her breasts and scratching lightly at them, and the ginger was still making her try to twist away from it somehow, and . . . but she had lovely self control, and she was going to demonstrate that, and when Meili started handling her pussy, she did her absolute best to squirm away from her, rather than against her.

		"Oh, dear me," said Meili. "That's probably enough for Inat, thank you, Andera. You may come here now, please?"

		Inat's hands were clenching and unclenching, and she was breathing heavily. Andera felt a little bit smug about that.

		As Andera knelt and waited for instructions, Inat whispered something in Meili's ear.

		"Here?" answered Meili, with a laugh. "Oh, dear me, Inat—it has been some time since you had devoted service of that sort, hasn't it. No, no, of course not. I am sure that Derevan will be most appreciative of Andera's efforts when he returns home, though, and that you will grip him most tightly when you are allowed your orgasm."

		She turned and gave a short frown to Andera. "Most unfair of you," she said, and then pulled her forward, into her thatch of well-trimmed, graying hair.

		"But a delightful girl, nonetheless," she added. "It is good too see that you have finally found an appropriate place."

		Andera worked at her friend's pussy until she came, and then moved on to Murit, who was sitting talking to Paathi, sipping from a wine-bowl.

		"And you have trained your secondary wife to be responsive to pain?" asked Murit.

		"Yes," said Paathi. "I can scarcely claim that all of her current enthusiasm is due solely to the ginger currently stimulating her anus, but at this point, I would imagine that some of it is. Would you like a demonstration?"

		Murit considered. "Yes, please."

		"Eanah, a stool, please. And the whip."

		Andera's feet twitched as she knelt and waited. And yes, not entirely because of apprehension or trying to get the ginger to sit properly. There was a desperately curious look in Murit's eyes, and a possessive pride in Paathi's.

		"Up on this stool, please, Lady Andera," said Eanah. "On your knees, facing Lady Murit?"

		It was a broad, low stool. Up on her knees, her pussy was at about the right height to—

		"You see, she is lubricating quite well at this point," said Paathi. "But her breath and color indicate that she is far from the verge of orgasm, yes?"

		"I suppose," said Murit. "We do not make so careful a study of this."

		"But it is so rewarding!" said Paathi. "Perhaps. . .but observe. Eanah?"

		It wasn't a light whipping, but it wasn't too bad. It was enough that by the time Eanah was done, Andera was panting, and there were high spots of color on Paathi's cheeks. The Lady Murit seemed deeply intrigued. "And all this in the course of a few days?" she asked.

		"It is a matter of proclivities," said Meiri. "If it was someone who was not naturally suited, perhaps it could be accomplished, if both parties remained unflinchingly devoted to that goal. But a girl as suited for the role of secondary wife as Andera? It would take no time at all."

		"I see," said Murit. "Most interesting."

		"Do you wish for her service, or is there anything else you would wish to do to her, or to see of her?"

		Murit considered. "No, thank you. I am afraid that we are . . . perhaps at some point, in less public circumstances?"

		"Perhaps," said Paathi. "Though it is only a trial marriage. I cannot say whether I will be in charge of Lady Andera's social visits for that much longer."

		If not Murit—Andera turned to Paathi, eager.

		"Oh, dearest," said Paathi. "So charming. I had thought to leave you out on display for the remainder of the meal, but oh, come here now, Andera."

		Andera had just licked out two women she didn't know at all, and a friend whom she had not really seen that way, ever. It had taken long enough that her jaw was feeling a little sore, but what she really wanted to do was to have Paathi in her mouth, but she also wanted to show all of Paathi's friends that she was the perfect secondary wife, and that meant not asking for things. So she curled up at Paathi's feet, and all but purred when Paathi's fingers trailed along her back and took out the ginger, which had been hurting so very much. And there were bites of mushroom and trout and cheese.

		When she was thirsty she turned and kissed Paathi's suckling point, without thinking about what she was doing, and Paathi stood and turned, as though it was the most natural thing, so she tried not to think too hard about everyone else seeing what she was doing as she took Paathi's pussy in her mouth, and braced herself, then drank—it was more than she really wanted, but she wasn't going to spill any, not in front of people, and Paathi would hold back for breaths, so that she could swallow.

		"My goodness," said Meili, when she was done. "There, you see, Inat—it is definitely a thing that is still done these days."

		Inat said something that Andera couldn't hear. "Well," said Meili. "I find it very touching. Perhaps if I determine that you need to have your domestication reinforced, we shall attempt that protocol."

		"Pardon me," said Murit. "Did she just drink your urine?"

		"Yes," said Paathi. "You see, while a woman is being broken in as a secondary wife, she receives all of her food and drink from the primary wife. It binds the two of them together, and this is an intensification of that process. I think Andera has taken to it very well; don't you?"

		Murit considered. "Yes. It is very interesting."

		"Thank you," said Paathi. "I had not known that I would enjoy it so well, but Andera is . . . she is an endless source of pleasure and delight."

		"She is lovely," said Dirav. "And so well taken in hand. Will you be demonstrating?"

		"I think so," said Paathi. "Until now, she has only had her orgasms in the Rowe's company, but I do wish to show you all how wonderfully she responds."

		"And you must think of yourself," said Meili. "The Rowe is obviously entitled to taking his pleasure from both of you, but Andera must learn that it is not just his pleasure that flows through you to her—that she is an object for your pleasure as well."

		Andera had been quite well convinced that she was an object for Paathi's pleasure, but this conversation sounded definitely encouraging.

		"We shall see how she does at identification," said Paathi. "And then I shall decide. A blindfold, please, Eanah."

		As Eanah bowed and went to get one, Paathi pulled Andera up closer. "You will do your best, I'm sure. But remember—failure here will be mocked a little, perhaps, but it is all in good fun. Even if you do not do well at this game, nobody can doubt your devotion."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Andera, trying to keep the nervousness from her voice. Whether or not anyone could doubt her devotion, she wanted to demonstrate it properly.

		Eanah returned and blindfolded her, and then led her to the ring in the center of the floor, where she attached the collar on a short chain.

		"The rules are straightforward, Lady Andera," said Eanah. "You must attempt to recognize the Lady Paathi by her touch alone."

		And then—after a lingering touch on Andera's ass—she was gone, and Andera was alone, naked and blindfolded on the floor, waiting.

		She nearly jumped out of her skin when the first person touched her, running a hand along the side of her breast. There was the faintest hint of a giggle at the way she squirmed away from the tickle. Not Paathi, not unless she was trying to fool her?

		Then the hand moved to her cunt, dipped two fingers into her. No; not Paathi—Paathi's fingers weren't . . . it wasn't her. But she could pretend that she thought it was?

		Andera pulled away from the touch when it felt too good, instinctively, no thought at all.

		"My condolences, Lady Dirav," said Paathi, who was still in her seat. "I am afraid your impersonation was not entirely successful."

		Dirav harumphed, and gave Andera a stinging swat on her ass. She did her best not to grin. There were others, and if she pushed up against them, or away from Paathi, it'd be . . .

		The next touch was more familiar; a finger pushed into her ass, which still hurt from that ginger, and Andera whirled and gave Eanah a bite on her ankle. Not a hard bite, but enough to show that she knew who it was, and that she didn't approve of everything that Eanah had been doing.

		There was a sudden laugh from the other guests, and Eanah stood up, stepped away.

		"I fear that Eanah has been teasing Lady Andera for some time now," said Paathi. "Entirely appropriate, but bound to cause some resentment."

		"Well!" said Eanah. "I certainly never!"

		Andera was going to pay for that, sooner or later, but it had been worth it. She waited, up on her hands and knees, and the next hand that touched her trailed along her face, from her cheeks to her chin.

		The fingers were soft, but it wasn't Paathi. Probably? She didn't know for sure, and she didn't want to make a mistake, but—

		When that hand moved to her pussy, Andera still wasn't sure. It wasn't the way that Paathi played with her when she wanted her to come for Farren, but this was a different situation, and maybe . . . and then when she got close, she pulled away from it, biting her lip, not sure if she'd been right.

		"Well done," said Dirav. "Oh, you are certainly expert at this, Lady Meili."

		"Not quite expert enough," said Meili. "But thank you. She is a very responsive girl, Paathi."

		"Yes," said Paathi, and against Andera waited.

		And then there was the whisper of cloth, and—and Andera lunged forward, took hold of Paathi's foot, and put it on top of her head.

		There was a silence, and then a sudden babble of voices. If she was wrong . . . but she wasn't wrong. She knew that in an instant, and it was confirmed when Paathi knelt next to her, her hand on Andera's back, something wet falling onto Andera's neck. A tear? But she'd only meant to—

		"You are perfect, Andera," said Paathi, "and so lovely. I will have implements for the Lady Andera, Eanah. Three of them, please, and of a girth that will be possible, but only with some straining."

		"And so quickly, Paathi?" asked Meili. "I had known that she admired you, but I hadn't thought it was so deeply felt."

		"I . . . " Andera could feel Paathi trying to settle herself, in the way she breathed, in the hand on her back. "I had some indications, but oh, she is too open with her feelings, sometimes."

		"No," said Inat. "No, that is the true thing, Paathi, and you must not mistake it. I have felt much the same way for Lady Meili—it is an impulse that can only be restrained with effort or with heavy chains."

		"This, then, is an expression of devotion?" asked Murit.

		"Yes," said Inat. "And also of love, and of subjugation, and admiration. And many other things besides. It is a lovely gesture that the Lady Andera has made. Do not mistake it, if a lady—or a gentleman, though that is less common, for women—makes this gesture towards you."

		"I do not believe I shall," said Murit. "Thank you."

		"And now we shall see the Lady Andera's reward for her devotion," said Dirav. "Oh, do start with the hook, Paathi—she has the most wonderful bottom."

		"Very well," said Paathi. She pushed down, lightly, at the center of Andera's back, which caused her ass to arch open. And then Paathi was spreading oil on it, and in it.

		"It is perhaps a trifle wider than our husband, and the metal is not as forgiving as living flesh. But I am certain that you will find the capacity for it."

		Andera gasped as the end pushed in, wide and hard and cold. "Just so," said Paathi. "Oh, you have learned to obey, over these few days. You have learned very well indeed."

		It was too big, and it hurt, and she was sure something was going to tear, but Andera did her best to relax, and let it fill her. She was shivering a little, with how much it hurt, and Paathi saw that, and steadied her. Then she attached the thing in Andera's ass to the belt that usually kept the butterfly cage in place, which made it sit a little more awkwardly, and which made it clear that it wasn't going to be ejected.

		"And now something to suck on," said Paathi. "Open your mouth, please."

		The blindfold was still on, and she couldn't see. When she opened her mouth, Paathi put something in that was long and unforgiving, and Andera was gagging, and had to pull back.

		"But surely the Rowe isn't satisfied with . . . ah," started Dirav.

		"Indeed he is not!" said Paathi, sharply. "But you will observe the change in Andera as her arousal increases."

		She pulled the thing from Andera's mouth; there were some noises, like buckles or snaps, and then she guided Andera's head back down; it was fixed to the floor.

		"There," said Paathi. "You may suck down on it as I proceed with my activities here. I do hope you shall be able to lick the floor, but perhaps that is overly ambitious."

		They were watching her, but at least she couldn't see them. She started bobbing her head on the thing that Paathi had put into her mouth. It tasted like nothing. Maybe stone? Not quite smooth enough to be glass. Certainly shaped like a penis. But—

		It seemed as though it had been forever since she'd had sex with Farren, with his cock in her cunt. Since then, there had been fingers, and that was all. And now suddenly, as Andera tried to take the thing on the floor in her mouth, something pushed into her cunt, wider than two fingers, wider than a penis. At least it wasn't cold. Andera writhed, tried not to pull away or push in. It felt good, mostly, but there was also the hook in her ass, and it felt almost as though the two things were grinding against each other inside her, with only a thin wall of flesh between them.

		It hurt, but it was good. Paathi was working it in her with one hand, the other dancing around the edge of her clit.

		"I believe," said Paathi after a while, "that this blindfold had served its purpose, Eanah. Remove it, please."

		As she was untying Andera's blindfold, Eanah got hold of a few hairs, and gave them a hard pull; despite everything else, Andera winced. Well, she had bitten her, so fair enough. Then she was blinking in the light, able to see everyone watching her. Dirav, looking like she was planning some additional mischief, Meili, who had a sentimental look in her eye, Inat, who was resting her head on Meili's shoulder, and Murit, who was curious and faintly amused.

		"When it comes," said Paathi, "it is permissible for you to orgasm. But hold it off for as long as you can, so as to impress everyone."

		"Yes, lady," said Andera. "Thank you, lady." Then she took the stone phallus on the floor into her mouth; the whole thing, right down to the floor tile.

		The toy that Paathi was using in her cunt wasn't stone or metal or anything like that—it was light, and it flexed a little. But it was very large, and it was firmer than any cock had been, and she was doing her best not to push against it, not to try to come as soon as she possibly could.

		There were only occasional touches on her pussy; she didn't need them—she could've finished in three thrusts, if she wasn't trying to hold it off. But they did make it harder for her to hold back. It wasn't long before her hair was plastered to her by her sweat, and one of her legs was spasming uncontrollably. But she wasn't going to! As long as she could, she wasn't going to.

		The stone phallus she was sucking on was so wide that it was hard to get her tongue out—there was barely any room for it. She tried, and managed to lick the floor tile once. They were all watching, and they had all lost their detachment. They all had that hunger in their eyes. And while Paathi might give her to them to use, she wasn't theirs—she wasn't for them.

		She was for Paathi.

		That thought pushed her over the edge. She tried to hold on, just a little longer, just one more breath, just two—but she couldn't hold it back. It burst through her, straining every single muscle in her body, squeezing tight on the hook in her ass and her fingers and her toes, and everything—she pulled back from the stone in her mouth, and shouted Paathi's name.

		And she did black out then, for just a few seconds.

		When she came to, Paathi was working the hook out of her ass, a dripping, leather-wrapped rod lying on the floor next to Andera's face. Had she really had that in her? It seemed bigger than was plausible, but, well, she had been very stimulated.

		"It has been absolutely delightful," said Meili, coming up to them. "And what a dramatic conclusion! I am sure that Andera will continue to amuse if you wish to maintain her in this state, but I very much doubt that she needs any further breaking in. So very devoted!"

		"Thank you," said Paathi. "Perhaps . . . well, it is a trial period, and . . ."

		"A trial which seems to have gone very well," said Meili. "The only thing standing between Andera and her happiness was her pride, and I believe that has been sufficiently reduced. At some point, I should love to borrow her; if nothing else, to have her prepare Inat for Derevan."

		"Perhaps," said Paathi. "We shall see how things proceed."

		"Oh," said Inat. "Please? She is delightful."

		"As are you, Inat. Always. Andera—you know them all better now; you may kiss their feet before they leave."

		So Andera kissed Meili's feet—she smiled down at her—and then Inat's feet, and she giggled.

		Murit came over as Meili and Inat left. "Thank you very much for inviting me. This has been very instructive."

		"You're welcome," said Paathi. "I am glad that Andera's performance pleased you—she is very eager to please."

		"Yes," said Murit. "So I see."

		She looked faintly surprised when Andera kissed her foot, but didn't move away.

		"Oh, Paathi," said Dirav. "Now that I am nearby, we must devote an afternoon to drinking too much wine and talking about our lives. And Inat is here too! It would be like the university. And we could crumple up balls of paper, and your girl could chase them across the floor, like Inat's cat used to."

		"That would be nice, certainly," said Paathi. "But Meili is planning to have Inat pierced tomorrow, and will need some time to recover. And even once she is well it would be difficult to concentrate on good fellowship, with Inat looking so lush."

		"True!" said Dirav. "She was always so . . . she held back so much. I had no idea! If I had known how delightful she could be, I would have pursued her myself."

		"I suppose that is the way of things," said Paathi. "It is the miner who gains the diamond, the hunter who spots the stag who feasts upon it."

		Dirav sighed. "Well, perhaps I shall spot my own stag soon enough. It was lovely seeing you both, and both so happy."

		"Thank you," said Paathi. Dirav held her foot out for Andera to kiss, and gave a satisfied nod when she did.

		"And there," said Paathi. "You have had your pleasure directly from my hand, devoid of distractions, and you have greatly impressed my friends. Unfortunately, Farren is working from home today, so we will not be greeting him at the door, but perhaps it would be well if we paid him a visit; perhaps you can brighten up his office."

		That sounded nice, but also, as the guests were taking their leave, Eanah had brought over a low table and left nuts, candied sorrel, and lychee. It was very pleasant to lie on the floor, and have Paathi stroke her hair, and talk about how pretty she was, and feed her sweets.

		But it wasn't up to her to make decisions. They sat there for a while, and Andera ate what Paathi fed her, and listened to the nice things she had to say about her, and melted at her touches, and then she crawled after to her when she decided to go; first to the lavatory, where Andera was allowed to use the toilet, and then to Farren's office.

		Farren looked up, and smiled. "I take it that lunch is concluded?"

		"Yes," said Paathi. "It went marvelously well. Andera, go and take the Rowe's member in your mouth please, and suck him to orgasm."

		Farren pushed back from the desk, but did have an eyebrow raised.

		"Unless you would rather not?" said Paathi. "It is the case that Andera has been brought to a climax, and I was hoping to wait until this evening before I allowed her a second opportunity. But I did not want to leave you without the satisfaction to which you've doubtless become accustomed."

		Andera unlaced Farren's trousers, pulled them down. He wasn't entirely at full length, so she could take him fully in her mouth; it wasn't long before he was at full length, and she had to do her best not to gag, and to use her hands to keep him fully stimulated.

		Paathi sat down on the desk behind her, her foot tapping at Andera's butt, and sometimes at her pussy.

		"After she is done, I was thinking of leaving her on display here, if you don't mind? Facing the wall, naturally—if you wish to use her anus at any point, it would be available, and I find her so decorative from that point of view."

		Farren groaned.

		"And then we might discuss the engineers who would be suitable for the railway project. It is a difficult question, and I should like to have a name to give the Fevin, when it comes time for negotiations on his investment."

		It seemed that the Fevin was one of the wealthiest landowners of the district, and he had been chosen as the third partner in the enterprise, though they had only just begun to talk with him to determine if he was interested.

		Farren grunted something, and Paathi gave a soft laugh.

		"My apologies," she said. "I did not intend to distract you from your enjoyment. Please—allow me to stimulate Lady Andera to ensure proper performance."

		Paathi dropped to the floor next to Andera, and one of her hands was on Andera's breast, and the other between her legs. It wasn't long before Andera was taking Farren fully in her mouth, and it wasn't much longer than that before he erupted inside of her.

		By that point, Andera was turned on enough that it almost didn't matter, that the sour, acrid taste of his semen felt . . . well, not good, exactly, but right. Appropriate. She swallowed, and, following the instructions of Paathi's hands, kept her lips fastened around him, sucking gently, until he was entirely done. And then Paathi walked her over to the wall and fastened her on one of the girl hooks, facing the wall, using the shoulder clamps to hold her in place.

		And then they went back to talking about their railroad project. The Dail had, at first, been resistant to the idea of including another partner, but after Paathi had had her accountant put together a complete evaluation of the financial damage a failed attempt to build that railroad could cause, he had changed his mind entirely. He had been the one to suggest including the Fevin, not merely because he could absorb losses that would bankrupt either Farren or the Dail, but also because he had a number of transmontane connections, both through business and marriage.

		And though the Fevin had expressed an interest in working on a project with Dail and Rowe, he wasn't going to commit without a completed proposal. Which left them with sorting through thousands of field engineers and railroad men, looking for someone who could complete the project, and whose name would convince the Fevin to take a third part of the operation.

		Normally, Andera wouldn't pay too much attention to those conversations, because there was usually something else happening to her. But now, she was just supposed to be decorative, and wait. Occasionally, Paathi or Farren would walk over and fondle her, but off-handedly; they were both deeply involved in the discussion.

		What it boiled down to was that there weren't that many experienced railroad men in Ralaath. There were people like Apanis, who worked full-time expanding the Lower Basin Network, or the Lapasha, who was fully engaged in connecting the eastern provinces; they might be won away from their other work, but they were expensive, and rich, and not likely to give up a comfortable office in the LBN's headquarters for a tent in the field and having to get to the site by camel.

		There were a few retired engineers who could direct a project of that magnitude. Lami, who'd given up her post in LBN due to internal politics, or the Aampi, who'd retired, and who was apparently regretting that choice. But while they might be willing to go to the field, they couldn't necessarily endure the work required to push a railroad through hill country that was at best unfriendly and at worst actively inimical.

		And then there were ten thousand engineering graduates, who had diplomas showing that they were prepared to handle the challenges involved, but who could just as easily be utterly incompetent as anything else.

		"Well," said Farren, after a while. "You had an idea about bringing in a third investor, Andera. What are your thoughts on a field director?"

		"Farren!" said Paathi, scandalized.

		"Look, you can beat her for having thoughts later, but right now we need them."

		"Hmpf," said Paathi. "Her domestication is . . . well, perhaps it is unlikely to be damaged by this. But it is most inappropriate. Surely, this can wait until she is completely tamed."

		"Two people," said Andera. Then she added, "Lord," to placate Paathi. "Someone like the Aampi, who would have the experience needed, and someone younger and less well-regarded, who can manage the more demanding parts of work in the field? And the younger partner would be doing their best, because they would be greatly more employable if the work was completed properly."

		Farren laughed. "Greatly more employable indeed. Still, it might work. The Aampi might be able to work from . . . well, not permanent bases, certainly, but in less taxing sorts of camps, assuming that he could trust the junior partner to follow his direction and improvise where necessary."

		Paathi rang the bell to summon Eanah. "It very well might," she said. "And I will note that Dirav is fully qualified, and would, I think, benefit from the association with the Aampi."

		"This is a major project, not an opportunity for matchmaking," said Farren.

		"If not her," said Paathi, "it ought to be someone equally appealing. Convincing the Aampi to take someone under his wing in this fashion would be a good deal easier if they have a well-rounded bottom and breasts."

		"I should think that—"

		"Lady?" asked Eanah.

		"The Lady Andera has already had an orgasm today," said Paathi. "And I fear that this may have distracted her from her function. I should like her mind to be refocused on matters that directly concern her. But nothing too stringent—I want her ready for intense usage this evening, please."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah. "Shall I take her down for direct stimulation?"

		"No," said Paathi. "Leave her on the hook, please. I believe that Andera is sufficiently broken-in that the pain alone will prove sufficiently arousing."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," repeated Eanah, and set to work.

		It was the soft cow-hide whip again, on her back, and her thighs and her ass. And soon Andera lost track of what Paathi and Farren were talking about, the girl hook to got awfully wet.

		Paathi came over and inspected it. "Yes, well done, Eanah. Thank you."

		As Eanah left, Paathi pressed in closer to Andera, and Andera bit back a moan.

		"Your contributions were very helpful," she said. "But you are to concentrate on being decorative. I wish for Farren to preserve some of his vitality for this evening’s entertainment, but it is difficult to resist encouraging him to use you now. Without removing you from the hook, you understand."

		That thought kept Andera squirming, as Paathi and Farren worked on drafting letters; not just to the Aampi and Dirav, but to a number of other possible candidates. She had been ready to just lie down and go to sleep after Paathi's party, but when it was time for dinner, she wanted nothing more than to take Farren in her mouth again.

		And they were both at least a little distracted—there were looks, and after each time Andera took a bite from Paathi's hand, her hand lingered on her chin and her cheek. "Eanah," said Paathi, when they were done eating. "I should like for you to prepare the Lady Andera in the same manner as she was prepared this morning, please."

		"Yes, lady," said Eanah, who had been serving the dessert. "Am I to use her again, then?"

		"No," said Paathi. "This is not a cue for you to abuse your authority. And I do not wish for you to be overly severe with the Lady Andera, either. Not unless you wish to deserve further nips at your heels."

		"Yes, lady," said Eanah. She hooked a finger into Andera's collar. "Come along then, please." She walked off with a certain measure of outraged dignity made clear in her posture.

		However, she did obey instructions. It was the same cleaning that Andera usually endured, and then the same makeup and chains that she'd worn that morning. And then Eanah escorted Andera to the bedroom, where Farren and Paathi waited.

		"Thank you, Eanah," said Paathi. "That will be all for the evening. Tonight, the Rowe and myself will be evaluating just how well her domestication had progressed."

		"Oh, lady!" said Eanah. "She is most—"

		"Yes Eanah. As I said, that will be all."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Eanah, and Paathi pressed a finger to her forehead, and she left.

		Evaluated?

		"Up on the bed, please," said Paathi. "And on your hands and knees."

		Andera followed directions, and then tried to maintain her position as Paathi ran her hands across her body, squeezing and touching, and following every bruise and mark that had been left on her.

		"She has ripened so well in these few days," said Paathi. "Don't you think?"

		"I do," said Farren. "I hadn't . . . but it's not that she's been changed, exactly, it's just. Ripened; that is the word."

		"So much potential, and it has developed so perfectly." Paathi shook her head. "It is almost a shame to let this state lapse. But I suppose it would be foolish to deprive you of her counsel and company. Let us see; if you would not mind penetrating her anus, please? I wish to observe her face while you do."

		Eanah had put the butterfly cage and muzzle on, and Paathi hadn't taken them off. It didn't matter; as Farren pushed in to her ass, Paathi took Andera's chin in her hand, and watched her.

		It seemed that she was satisfied with what she saw. "I think that perhaps she will share the bed with us tonight," said Paathi. "Do not reach complete satisfaction, please, Farren? Or you may, if you wish for Andera to wait for another day before the relationship progresses. Otherwise, when you are done amusing yourself, I shall leave Andera here and accompany you to the baths. And then we shall . . ." She blushed. "Ahem. If you please?"

		"Certainly," said Farren. He pulled out, and gave Andera a fond slap.

		"On your back, please, Andera," said Paathi. "Facing the other way?"

		Andera lay down, and Paathi adjusted her chains, so that Andera's arms were locked to her sides, and her legs fastened together, and then she was attached to both the head and the foot of the bed. And then Farren and Paathi left.

		She lay there, and wriggled uncomfortably. It was strange to be lying on her bed, rather than the floor, and she wanted to be with Paathi and Farren, but they were gone, and she had to do what she was told.

		Andera was a little tired. It had been a long day—it had been a long several days—and the bed was soft, and much nicer than the floor, and she could smell Paathi's scent and a bit of Farren's, and. . .

		The door opened, and Farren and Paathi stood in the doorway for a long moment, looking at her. Andera's feet wriggled against each other, and she didn't moan, or whine, or anything, but she desperately wanted to.

		"Yes," said Paathi, and Andera had no idea what she was answering.

		"I shall unlock you now, Andera, which means that you shall have to restrain yourself while I make love with Farren."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Andera, and Paathi unlocked the butterfly cage and muzzle and set them aside. And then Farren grabbed Paathi by the ankle. She squealed, and he pulled her down and took her. His face was delighted and transfixed, and Paathi was flushed and yielding and beautiful. Andera lay there next to them. At one point, Paathi's head was pillowed on Andera's breast. Later, she was on her hands and knees, and as Farren pushed into her, her lips locked onto Andera's, and she kissed her, long and hard and passionate, as Farren came, and she came.

		Then Andera licked her out, cleaning out Farren's come from inside her, but this time, she wasn't sent to the floor when she was done. Paathi had her lie next to Farren, nestled into his side, feeling his warmth, his skin, the hair on his chest, as Paathi's fingers worked at Andera's pussy.

		There was a lazy, fond smile from Farren; he wasn't quite asleep, but he was more than halfway there.

		Andera pushed back against Paathi's hand, then forward into Farren's thigh. They might—Paathi might?

		"Yes," said Paathi, this time answering the question that Andera was thinking. "You shall be allowed a climax tonight. But from my hand, you understand—Farren will use you whenever he pleases, as is entirely his right. But you will only reach climax from my hand, from my lips, from my body, from now on—that is your role, as secondary wife."

		"Yes, lady thank you, lady," gasped out Andera. And when she came, it was on Paathi's hand, though she was clinging to Farren's shoulder.

		"Lovely," said Paathi. "So very lovely. Tomorrow morning, Eanah will take care of your grooming, and make certain you are properly prepared. And then, I fear, you shall be given clothing to wear."

		Andera didn't say anything, or even make any noise. But Paathi knew her well enough at that point to understand her reaction, and to giggle. "Oh, do not pout, Andera. The function of a trial marriage is to demonstrate what a full marriage will be like; and while I am sure you have found these few days enjoyable, there is a great deal more that you can now enjoy, having been fully domesticated."

		Andera settled down, between Paathi and Farren, comforted, and already falling asleep.

		

	