
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		Tying the Knot

		

		By Vanessa Cardui

		

		Copyright 2017 Vanessa Cardui

		

		Smashwords Edition

		

		The cover image is based on a photo by musikmatty.

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Tying the Knot
		

		

		
			Other titles by Vanessa Cardui
		

		

		
			Connect with Vanessa Cardui
		

		

		

		It wasn't how Andera had ever anticipated getting ready for a wedding. For one thing, she was already married to Farren Rowe, had been married to Farren for years, and was still married to Farren. It was true that after she moved from Bereca to Ralaath and learned about the Ralaathi institution of secondary marriage, she'd decided that getting married a second time wasn't a bad idea--but she had wanted to add a secondary wife to her marriage with Farren, not become the secondary wife of Paathi Rais. Who was about to become the Lady Paathi Rowe. So that had been another adjustment. And finally, and worst of all, the main reason that she had decided to become a secondary wife to Paathi was because of how intensely she felt it when Paathi made love to her.

		It turned out that it was customary in Ralaath for secondary wives to go for an entire month before their wedding without being allowed to come, and because of how intensely she felt the treatment Paathi gave her, it was proving very difficult.

		And really, the difficulty was something Andera should have anticipated. Paathi loved her and cared for her and would never do anything to hurt her. Except that she also loved hurting her. The difference was the way it was done, and the intention, and how desperately turned on Andera was when Paathi hurt her, which made the pain a sort of pleasure.

		For instance, after the first week of the month before Andera's upcoming wedding, Andera stood at the foot of the bed which had once been hers and Farren's, and where now Paathi sometimes permitted Andera to join them. Farren and Paathi were frowning over a game of taki, while Eanah, the lady's maid that Paathi had assigned to Andera, whipped her with a knotted length of cord.

		Taki was a complicated game which Andera wasn't much good at, and whether or not hitting Andera was complicated, Eanah was very good at it. This time, she had lashed Andera's ankles to the foot of the bed, and had attached a blunt pole to the floor, impaling Andera's pussy. There wasn't enough play in her bonds for Andera to move much, and the pole on the floor was inside her deeply enough that she wouldn't be able to get off of it without help.

		So she couldn't move much, and whenever she did move, it twisted the thing inside of her. It was very uncomfortable, and so was the cord which kept striking her back and her butt and her thighs and her breasts.

		It wasn't a duty that Andera would have expected a lady's maid to perform back in Berecca. Not that she was complaining. She was twisting and moaning, and there were tears in her eyes and on her cheeks, but she wasn't complaining. Even after she'd moved to Ralaath and seen how dedicated the Ralaathi were this sort of pleasure, even after she'd decided that she wanted to add another woman to her marriage, she'd never dreamed that she'd enjoy being on the receiving end of a lash. But it hadn't taken long for Paathi to demonstrate that it was exactly the sort of thing that Andera was interested in.

		More importantly, it was the sort of thing that Paathi was interested in. Every so often, she'd look up from her taki board and smile, showing the dimple in her cheek when she looked at Andera.

		It would've made the game unfair, but Farren looked up at her almost as often, with a glint in his eyes that said he was just as distracted as Paathi.

		If only they'd go back to letting her come, it would be perfect. As it was. . . a different sort of perfect. It was almost disappointing when Paathi's final counter was taken from the board.

		"The Lady Andera may begin serving the Rowe," said Andera. "You may clear the taki board, Eanah."

		There was a screw adjustment on the base of the pole impaling Andera. Naturally, rather than retracting it immediately, Eanah reversed it, driving it up even deeper. Andera was forced up onto her tip-toes before Eanah retracted it and let Andera up onto the bed, where she could finally free Farren's cock from his soft cotton trousers.

		Before they had begun their relationship with Paathi, Andera hadn't been shy about taking her husband in her mouth. But she hadn't been nearly as good at it as she was after Paathi had trained her. She took the whole length into her mouth and then extended her tongue, just a little bit further, to lap at his balls.

		It hurt a little, and made her choke a little, but not much. Particularly not when she was feeling aroused.

		After a week without being allowed to come, Andera felt constantly aroused. But what Eanah had done had intensified that. Yes, it still hurt the back of her throat, and yes, her eyes were watering. But that intensified her arousal, rather than taking away from it.

		And Farren tasted so good. Skin and sweat and arousal and the firm, velvety length of him. Andera made soft cooing noises, her hands stroking softly at his balls, at any part of his cock that she could reach, as it slipped in and out of her mouth. All without thinking about it, all completely filled with her desire for him, her desire to do what Paathi wanted her to do, her enjoyment of her husband and her wife.

		"Most enthusiastic," said Paathi. "Bind the Lady Andera's legs, please, Eanah. I would like some wetness from her eyes tonight, so you shall be abusing her feet while she prepares me."

		"Yes lady," said Eanah. And as Andera worked at Farren's cock, Eanah reinserted the pole which had impaled her at the foot of the bed, and quickly and expertly tied Andera's legs to it.

		Andera hadn't previously thought of herself as a woman who whimpered, but she was whimpering, no way to stop it. It felt good and it hurt and hurting felt good, and she had Farren's cock in her mouth, and it was lovely, and he was starting to strain forward when she slid her mouth down its length.

		"Good," said Paathi, when Andera's legs were firmly tied to the pole. "I believe that the Rowe is sufficiently motivated. Adjust the Lady Andera, please, Eanah."

		Andera did need a little help moving across the bed, tied up the way she was. Eanah helped, and then tied her hair back to allow her to service Paathi, as Farren leaned over and gave Paathi a long, lingering kiss.

		During the time the marriage had been a trial arrangement, Paathi had trained Andera in how to pleasure women. And while Andera had been used by other women, and been taught how to adjust her technique to match their preferences, she knew what Paathi liked best of all.

		First the outer labia, Up first one, then the other. Then the inner labia. Mostly licking and sucking, but occasional nips at the outer labia, and occasionally she would push the inner labia against her teeth. Or she would try to lick inside of Paathi. There was a pace to it, and a rhythm, and Andera liked doing it.

		It tasted good, and it made Paathi happy, and while she wasn't going to be allowed to give Paathi an orgasm then--that was to be reserved for Farren--it was. . . it was right.

		It didn't get any less right, though it did get considerably more difficult, when Eanah started whipping Andera's feet with a thin leather strap.

		They weren't particularly hard strokes, but they were focused, and the soles of her feet were sensitive, so every stroke made her pull against the ropes, which made the thing inside her jerk around painfully.

		Painfully, and also, it felt good.

		Since the start of the trial marriage, Paathi had given Andera an orgasm on most days. When she hadn't, it had been just for a day or two, or that one time when Paathi and Farren had been away for a few days. That had been awful, but then it had just been Eanah teasing her to keep her ready for them when they came back, not Farren and Paathi having sex with her, keeping her aroused and burning for them.

		If Andera started moving her legs in a rhythm. . . maybe even if not. No, even if she didn't, if she let herself go with the stimulation that she was experiencing, Andera would be able to come.

		The rules for a secondary wife said that she could only reach orgasm if the primary wife decided to let her reach orgasm. And this was part of the preparations for her wedding, and Paathi would be disappointed if Andera ruined it by having an orgasm when she wasn't supposed to.

		But. But she really wanted to come, and her feet were being hit, and Paathi's pussy was so warm and nice and lovely, and. . . Andera knew that she wasn't supposed to come, so she wasn't going to come. But she really wanted to!

		At some point while she was licking at Paathi's pussy, Paathi noticed what was going on. She pulled Andera's head back by her hair, and gave her a long look. Then she smiled. "What a lovely thing you are, Andera. So well-trained and obedient!"

		Andera whimpered. She wasn't going to come, but she wanted to, really, really badly.

		"You know," said Paathi, "it is traditional for a secondary wife to demonstrate some of her finer qualities. I think. . . well. Perhaps we will discuss this tomorrow. Eanah--make certain that the Lady Andera is properly stimulated whilst the Rowe and I are engaged."

		"Yes, lady," said Eanah with a short bow, and Andera's groan was equal parts delight and frustration.

		Even if Eanah didn't enjoy doing horrible things to Andera, she would have obeyed--servants who didn't do what the Lady Paathi told them were not tolerated. But she did enjoy it, and ladies' maids were allowed to stimulate their charges, as agents of the primary wife.

		So as Farren and Paathi made love, Andera was tied at the foot of the bed, watching them, as Eanah's fingers curled up into her pussy, or slid wetly across her clit, not quite pushing her over into orgasm, but approaching ever closer to that point.

		There were times that Andera's eyes fluttered closed, because the stimulation was just too much for her, but she kept opening them back up. She couldn't look away from Farren and Paathi, watching him bite down where Paathi's neck met her shoulder, watching Paathi's toes tighten against the sheets, watching them love each other.

		It was wonderful and it was agonizing, and Andera wanted it to stop and also to never end.

		If those had been Paathi's hands on her, Andera wouldn't have had to hold anything back. Paathi knew her better than anyone, better even than Farren did, at least when it came to that sort of thing. Andera would never be able to have an orgasm at Paathi's hands unless Paathi wanted her to. But Eanah didn't know her quite that well. If Andera had wanted, she could have come.

		And she did want, she wanted to come more than anything. More than almost anything. Because, yes, she was lost to sensation, lost in the love that she could see between Farren and Paathi, lost in the way they looked at her when they looked at her. And yet, she knew that if she came, it would feel good, and the tension would ease, for just a little bit. But Paathi would be sad, and Eanah would be distraught, and it would spoil the party that they were preparing. So she didn't try to hide how close she was, didn't push harder than Eanah was pushing against her, didn't push herself over the edge.

		When Farren's rhythm sped up, and then sped up again, and then ended with four, five, long, deep thrusts, his breath caught in his throat, Paathi's legs trembling uncontrollably, her face twisting in ecstasy, Eanah pulled away from Andera, her fingers trailing wetly across Andera's inner thighs.

		Andera collapsed in her bonds, breathing hard. She could feel her pulse in her throat, hear it pounding in her ears. And while her desire wasn't as strong as it had been just moments prior, it was still there, an aching emptiness in her lower belly, between her thighs.

		Paathi smiled at her, looking content. "Loose her please, Eanah. And then leave us for the evening, thank you."

		"Yes, lady," said Eanah. The ropes holding Andera in place had looped over her and around her, not giving much room for any of her limbs to move. But they were loosened by tugs at three knots, and fell off her with a fourth knot. The Ralaathi had perfected arts that Andera hadn't even been aware of.

		Once she was untied, Andera crawled across the bed as quickly as she could, buried herself between Paathi's thighs. One of the duties of a secondary wife was to clean the primary wife after she had enjoyed relations with their husband. It wasn't the same as providing oral pleasure to Paathi, not exactly--she was to be gentle, rather than aggressive, soothing, rather than arousing. But then, right then, it was everything that she needed. She tasted the faint sweetness of Paathi beneath the sourness of Farren's come and felt the softness and velvet softness of her skin and Paathi's hand, lazy in Andera's hair.

		Andera could have suckled there all night, but it wasn't long before Paathi's hand in her hair tightened and pulled her away--she had done what she had been required to do. Farren was already asleep, and Paathi was heading there quickly.

		Paathi patted the bed next to her. "Here. Tonight. If it becomes too much, you will have to spend your evenings restrained. But for now, sleep with us."

		Andera snuggled in where Paathi had indicated, behind her. It wasn't quite too much, but it was very difficult to let Paathi sleep, and not to kiss her shoulder, dark and pleasant in the moonlight of the bedchamber, to taste the sweat drying there, to . . . Paathi was as deeply asleep as Farren, and Andera watched them both for a long time, feeling as though her heart might burst, from how much love she had in her for them.

		The next morning, it wasn't her heart that felt like bursting, it was her bladder. And one of the duties of a lady's maid was to oversee her charge's morning, including her visit to the bathroom.

		Andera liked Eanah. More or less. If Eanah was cruel to her, it was because Paathi liked it when people were a little cruel to Andera, and there was never any real malice in it. But Eanah did enjoy making Andera squirm before letting her use the toilet in the morning, and Andera didn't like that nearly as much as Eanah did. It had started when Paathi had first joined Andera and Farren on a trial basis. Andera hadn't even meant anything, when she'd touched herself. One time! Just once, and it had all been so much, and so overwhelming.

		And Eanah had never forgotten that, and had never let Andera forget that she was never ever supposed to take pleasure from any source but her primary wife, and her primary wife's agents. So when Eanah woke Andera up in the morning with a tweak on her toe, Andera knew that it was going to be a little while before she was allowed to use the toilet. And she also remembered, with uncomfortable vividness, that during her torment the night before, Eanah had given her several drinks of water, and Andera hadn't been allowed to go use the toilet.

		Paathi had never ordered Andera to crawl everywhere, but Eanah liked the way that Andera looked crawling. And also, Andera sort of liked that reminder. So as soon as Andra disentangled herself from her wife and her husband, and got off the bed, she dropped to her hands and knees, and followed Eanah out of the bedroom, toward the bathroom.

		Where she really wanted to go. Only one of the other maids was working in that corridor, and Eanah stopped to talk with her.

		"And how is the Lady Andera this morning?" asked Leyh, the other maid.

		"The Lady Paathi is keeping her from satisfaction," said Eanah. "Because of the wedding? And she's been responding remarkably. Here, look and see."

		Eanah made a motion that meant that Andera was supposed to stay still, which wasn't easy, given how badly she wanted to keep crawling toward the bathroom. Then she gently pushed Andera's head down to the tiles of the floor, and nudged her legs apart with her foot. "There, you see?" said Eanah. "That is how slick she wakes up in the morning these days."

		"So," said Leyh. "She is either deeply aroused, or she has not been remaining continent."

		Eanah giggled. "She is half-pregnant with urine, is she not? But here, touch and you will see."

		Andera flinched as Leyh ran her fingers along the inside of Andera's thigh. She hadn't thought of herself as someone who responded to the touch of strangers and near-strangers before she'd taken Paathi into her marriage on a trial basis. Since then, it had been made abundantly clear that was exactly what she was. But it was still a little shocking and embarrassing each time it happened. Andera closed her eyes and fought back a moan as Leyh's finger traced a line on the inside of her thigh, soft and firm.

		"There, you see?" said Eanah. "Urine is not nearly so sticky."

		"No," said Leyh. "It must be marvelous, to be cared for in that fashion."

		"Indeed," said Eanah. "And while the Lady Andera is occasionally appreciative, there are time when she can be quite the spoiled pet."

		"That is her function," said Leyh.

		Eanah sighed. "Nobody appreciates how hard I work, and for how little thanks."

		"It must indeed be difficult." Leyh clicked her tongue. "So much more difficult than polishing silver and mopping floors."

		Eanah gave an irritated huff, took a handful of Andera's hair, and then headed for the bathroom, just quickly enough that Andera couldn't quite keep up, so there was a constant tug on her hair.

		Once they were there, Andera looked over at the toilet and gave a little pitiful whine.

		"There, there, Lady Andera," said Eanah. "You haven't been difficult at all this morning, but I fear. . . well, I am not in the best of tempers."

		That was clear enough.

		"And while your primary function is not to serve as an outlet for my irritations, it is good practice for you to be an outlet for the irritations of whoever is entitled to make use of you."

		Andera needed to pee so badly that she couldn't exactly feel resigned about anything. But she felt a little bit resigned about that.

		Eanah giggled again. "I suppose if you promise to be most grateful. . . " she looked at the toilet, and back to Andera.

		"Oh please," said Andera.

		Eanah lifted Andera's chin with one hand, and slapped her with the other, hard enough to be authoritative, though not impossibly hard. "Lady Andera, it is not proper for you to take that tone with servants. And it is not proper for you to demonstrate gratitude in that fashion. You should always be performing to the best of your abilities, whether or not you have been given treats."

		Andera's head would have sagged, if it wasn't being held in place by Eanah's fingers.

		"And besides," said Eanah, letting go of Andera in order to rearrange her skirts, "if you do disgrace yourself in that fashion, I believe that Leyh will have to clean the bathroom."

		A few short months prior, Andera had never pleasured a woman with her mouth. Since then, she had been given a thorough education. Different women liked different things--Paathi would insist on small nips on her outer labia, which might earn Andera a slap from women who didn't enjoy any contact with teeth at all. Eanah enjoyed harder pressure than Paathi did, and more direct contact with her clit.

		That is, she enjoyed that when she wanted to orgasm. When she wanted to torture Andera, she wanted her to spend more time and attention lower down, at the entrance to her cunt. If Andera was crying or on the verge of tears, she liked to feel the wetness of Andera's face against her thighs.

		When Andera tried to push up against Eanah's clit, she got a correcting flick on her ear. So she moved a little further down, hoping that Eanah would let her move further up soon, and then use the toilet, and knowing that she wouldn't.

		It was Andera's house--at least until the secondary marriage was finalized, it was Andera's house. It was also her toilet, and it wasn't as though there was any reason to be more embarrassed about pissing on the floor than on the toilet. And yet. And yet, it was difficult to let go, to feel the hot piss on her legs, to hear it splashing against the tiles of the bathroom floor. Andera held back as long as she could, her toes clenching and twisting as she licked and kissed and sucked at Eanah's pussy, trying to earn just a little bit of mercy.

		She didn't get it. Eanah was cross with Leyh, and she intended to make the maid clean urine off the bathroom floor. So, finally, when she was sure she wasn't going to be allowed to use a toilet, Andera pissed on the floor. She'd needed to so badly, for so long, that the spatter from the urine went all across her legs and the floor. And while it was humiliating enough that Andera put her cheek on Eanah's thigh, so that her maid could feel her tears, it also felt impossibly good, physically.

		It had been more than a week since she'd been allowed to come. Maybe if she'd been having more orgasms, she would have a better memory of what they felt like. As it was, while she was sure that pissing didn't feel much like an orgasm, the sort of boneless relaxation that she felt after she was done felt a bit like the release of tension after an orgasm. An orgasm where she'd been teased for a while before she was allowed to come.

		As she finished, Eanah's hand clenched in her hair, telling her that it was time for her to move up her pussy, and bring her maid to orgasm.

		It didn't take long. Eanah had been enjoying herself.

		"There," she said. "Now, let us get you cleaned, and then downstairs. You have taken a great deal of time delaying, Lady Andera, so I am not certain that there will be much breakfast remaining for you."

		The bath was. . . well. The thing about being relaxed after an orgasm, after a good orgasm, was that it would last for a while. But while Andera didn't feel like she needed to pee, the warmth in her lower belly was still there, fed by the way Eanah had clenched and shuddered, her pussy wet and hot in Andera's mouth, by the way the soft cloth and the stiff brush felt against her skin, by the way Eanah shaved her pussy, plucking out any hairs that were left after shaving, the feeling of something against her pussy, finally.

		"You are a ready animal, aren't you, Lady Andera?" asked Eanah, wiping a thread of moisture from Andera's cunt, before going back to the tweezers.

		Andera made an inarticulate noise.

		"Very suitable!" said Eanah. "Perhaps we will discuss the need for a butterfly cage with the Lady Paathi. It is true that it has been some time since your last indiscretion, but I fear that by the time of the wedding celebration, you will be half mad with lust. Precautions may well be in order."

		A spark of pain, from where she pulled a hair out, another inarticulate noise from Andera.

		"If all proceeds well, though, I am sure that this shall be a most spectacular ceremony."

		Andera had been to a party after a secondary marriage. At the time, she had been so uncomfortable with the norms of Ralaathi society that she hadn't even indulged when the primary wife had offered her new bride to her guests. Now, the idea of feeling another woman's lips on her pussy, to have orgasms when she wanted them, without Paathi's permission seemed strange and almost obscene, but there were different ways of adapting to new rules and expectations.

		Andera winced again, as Eanah pulled out another hair, this one from right on the edge of her asshole. Those were small pains, in the scheme of things, but they were sharp, and it was very hard not to squirm out of the way.

		If she did, though, she knew perfectly well that Eanah would use the restraints, which would leave her even less dignified when Leyh came in and began mopping up the mess that she'd left. So she lay on the bathroom table and endured, eyes closed, biting her lip, and trying to ignore what Eanah and Leyh were saying.

		When Andera had been invited to the celebration of a secondary marriage, she hadn't used the secondary wife's mouth, which had been a missed opportunity. She also had missed the ceremony itself, only attending the party afterward, which had been another missed opportunity. At a minimum, whatever the ceremony was going to be like, Andera would have liked to know what to expect.

		Probably. Eanah finished her work with the tweezer, and rinsed off Andera's pussy again, then a few drops of tea-oil, which was supposed to soothe irritated skin.

		Maybe it did. But Eanah working oil into the folds of her pussy didn't soothe Andera at all. She couldn't help it--her hips started moving, reaching up for Eanah's fingers, and she could feel the heat building in her lower belly, in her cheeks.

		"And there, you see?" said Eanah. "If it would not mean losing this employment, I should challenge you to manage a lady so eager as this one without causing her to lose continence."

		"You do seem to have problems in keeping her from pissing on the floor, yes," said Leyh.

		Eanah laughed. "But that is a problem for the servants, not for a lady's maid. Now, I believe that you are properly prepared, Lady Andera. If you will come down from the table, and follow, please?"

		Andera couldn't look at Leyh. She crawled along behind Eanah back to the bedroom, where Eanah picked out clothing for her to wear. It wasn't what Andera would have chosen when she had been the one choosing what she wore. Paathi enjoyed Andera's legs, so Andera was often given extremely short or extremely gauzy skirts. That morning, it was something longer, but of green gauze so fine that it was nearly transparent. And a low-cut shirt of the same material, underneath a brocade jacket that was all blues and threads of gold. In some ways, it was more revealing than nothing at all.

		Because she was wearing a skirt, Andera was allowed to walk behind Eanah out to the rear verandah, overlooking the gardens, where Paathi and Farren were taking their breakfast.

		Before they had brought Paathi into their marriage, much of Andera's free time had been spent on those gardens. Now, it was mostly spent on Paathi, but the gardens were still lovely. The spring flowers were coming into bloom, replacing the fading winter flowers, and it seemed that Farren had replaced the pump that circulated the water in the ponds and streams; it was moving better, the fish lining up to face the current, the long streamers of golden and green water grass swaying gently.

		Paathi smiled at her, and Andera forgot about her gardens, and remembered the residual slickness between her thighs, from the tea-oil, and from the. . . from other things.

		"You are looking radiant," said Paathi. "Come, sit beside me and have some breakfast. Eanah, thank you. I will ring for you when you are needed."

		Eanah bowed and left, as Andera slipped into her seat beside Paathi.

		"You know," said Paathi, spearing a piece of fish on her tine-knife, and holding it out for Andera to bite it off. It was remarkably good, fresh and clear; even by the standards of the cook Paathi had hired, the first fish of the season was remarkable. "After the marriage is solemnized, you will be allowed to take food for yourself."

		Andera wasn't sure how she felt about that. She waited, with her mouth open, in the hopes that Paathi would give her another piece of fish, or perhaps some of the sour citrus that the fish was served with.

		"At your discretion?" asked Farren.

		"At our discretion," said Paathi. "Before the ceremony, the relative status of the secondary wife must be reinforced by the primary wife. But after the marriage, the husband has a certain measure of authority over the secondary wife as well. It's even. . . well. Perhaps we can discuss this later? There are matters with which I intend to surprise Andera, and I do not wish to spoil those surprises."

		Farren looked like he might argue, but then he looked at Andera, who was trembling a little as she waited, mouth open.

		He smiled, shook his head. "The Fevin has been talking to the directors of the Lower Basin Line. He expects to have a partnership agreement ready for us to sign before too long."

		"Before the ceremony?"

		"It might well be," he said. "The Upper Raalath lines have largely agreed to transshipment of the parts we're going to be using, and while the Dail was skeptical about our ability to obtain parallel agreements with all the relevant lines, the Fevin has been. . . "

		It was a bite of the sour citrus, and a light touch of Paathi's thumb against the side of Andera's mouth, wiping off a fleck of fish. When they had come to Ralaath, Farren had found a partner in the Dail, and had made a fortune in heavy manufacturing. Dail & Rowe had a reputation for reliable equipment, and for matching their cost estimates almost on the nose; if they had wanted, they could have handed over most of the management of Dail & Rowe to the people they had trained, and lived in luxury thereafter.

		But the Dail loved complicated challenges, and Farren wasn't one to rest on his laurels. So they had gone from talking about the advantages of a transmontane railway, to maps and designs, to serious investment. They had taken a third partner for that enterprise, the Fevin, and hired engineers and crews.

		The Fevin was a local landowner, and richer by far than the Rowe and the Dail combined. They'd included him so that the costs of the project wouldn't bankrupt them, and because he was far more familiar with navigating the structures of Ralaathi society than any of them.

		Andera had met him once. Tall, with thinning hair, and a saber scar running across the side of his face from his military service in his youth. His manners were so formal he was hard to read, and he had an intense energy that Andera found a little frightening.

		No question, though, that the Fevin could get things done. There were two dozen different railway companies in Ralaath, and they were a nest of competition and cooperation that was more complicated than the politics of the nations where Andera and Farren had grown up. The Fevin had managed to get cooperation agreements with all of them, establishing the Intermontane Transit Network as something apart from the Ralaathi railways, which would benefit all of them.

		According to Paathi, the spirit of cooperation wasn't likely to last, assuming that the ITN ever came into operation. It was bound to benefit some of the Ralaathi railways more than the others, and if any of the existing railway cooperatives split, or if new ones were founded, it would be difficult for the ITN to remain neutral in their conflicts.

		And yet. . . well. Another bite of fish, a sip of spiced green tea.

		They had made the decisions that they had made. There wasn't any reason to change them, or to come up with new plans, not until things started to happen. It would be very easy to fret about that constantly, but there wasn't anything that they could actually do.

		Maybe Paathi could see what Andera was thinking just by looking at her, by the way Andera leaned forward to bite her fish and citrus from Paathi's fork. She was very good at understanding Andera, better than anyone except Farren, and maybe just as good as Farren.

		Or maybe she had just decided that Andera had eaten enough breakfast.

		"Here," she said holding her hand out.

		Andera wasn't sure what to do. Hesitantly, she leaned forward and kissed Paathi's hand.

		Paathi laughed. "Most affectionate. But this was not my intention. I was very impressed by the way you held yourself back from enjoying complete pleasure last night, so I have decided to give you a reward."

		Andera still didn't understand.

		"You may pleasure yourself with my hand," said Paathi.

		Oh.

		It was a little awkward. Paathi was still eating, using her tine knife in her other hand, and talking to Farren, who had gone amused and glinty-eyed at Andera's obvious confusion, and equally obvious flush. Andera stood, pulled her skirt aside, and guided Paathi's hand to her pussy.

		Paathi's fingers moved, just a little, but mostly she just held it in place. Andera held her hand over Paathi's, moved it against her pussy, ground down into it. It was soft and strong, and she'd been denied orgasms for long enough that she was already hopelessly wet.

		"It is a measure of trust, you see?" said Paathi. "Were the Lady Andera to climax as a result of this, there would be nothing illicit there. She is taking her pleasure from my hand, as I have told her to do. It's true that I have chosen to prepare her for the wedding by disallowing her to climax, but that is a matter of preference and custom, not a requirement."

		"Andera doesn't want to disappoint you," said Farren.

		"More than that," said Paathi. "She does not want to disappoint herself."

		A little moan escaped from Andera. There was something about the way they were talking about her as though she wasn't there, even though she was standing right next to them, rutting against Paathi's hand.

		"Well," said Farren. "I'm sure both of you will enjoy yourselves. I have to go to the Fevin's to review the documents the LBN will be signing, and then go over our orders for material. We've already purchased most of the rights of way that we require, as well as some that we probably won't need, but I'd like to make sure that everything is ready before we break ground. The last thing we need is for some vest-pocket principality up in the mountains to decide to extort us over a few miles of right of way while we pay our crews to sit in the shade and drink tea."

		"Of course," said Paathi. "The Lady Andera will be prepared for your return. After lunch?"

		Farren stiffened. Andera was breathing hard at Paathi's touch, at the way her wetness had spread to Paathi's fingers, but she wasn't so lost that she missed that. "Yes," said Farren. "The Fevin will want to dine before--"

		"His manners are always impeccable," said Paathi. "Be certain to send our regards?"

		"Always," said Farren. He gave Paathi a kiss that made Andera have to pull away from Paathi's hand. She didn't want to disappoint Paathi, or Farren, and she didn't want to disappoint herself, and if she had any more contact there, she would've.

		Paathi giggled, and then Farren kissed Andera, his lips soft, his beard prickly, and smelling faintly of flowers, in the Ralaathi fashion. If Andera so much as squeezed her legs together, she could come from that alone.

		Paathi giggled again as Farren left. "We ought to make a game of this. But come, I wish to conduct our wedding in the gardens, and I require your assistance in arranging them in such a way as to accommodate our guests, without causing too much damage to the artistry of our gardens or to our flowers. Let us walk, and consider."

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

		Paathi smiled and stood up on her tiptoes to kiss Andera's chin. "So formal, when you are in the grips of your passion. I shall need you to show me which areas of the garden must be shielded from the tread of passerby, and which might be sacrificed for the purposes of a celebration."

		Andera followed. In truth, she had been neglecting her gardens. The servants had been carrying out maintenance the way she had taught them, but there was a difference between caring for things as they were and improving them so that they would be able to grow into something better than they had been.

		The garden wasn't perfectly balanced according to Ralaathi standards. But understanding how the contrast between order and disarray could heighten the effects of both was something that Andera had brought with her from Berecca, and it was something that the Raalathi appreciated. So there were streamers of bellflowers and honeysuckle coming down off a wall by the side of a pond, and there were lines of hedges and flowers broken by weathered stones and the old trees that had been part of the orchard that had been ready for cutting before Andera had appropriated that section of those grounds for her gardens.

		They spent a fair amount of time talking about which flowers would be easy to replace, and which could stand a bit of trampling. The silk-root orchids would have to be preserved, but the mint and the redbottles would grow back without any problems--the difficulty was in keeping redbottle from taking over the whole garden, not in managing to coax it from the earth.

		During their conversation, Andera did her best to get hints about what the celebration, or the ceremony was going to be like. It seemed that Paathi wanted a large clear lawn--was that to be for a meal, or . . . well, or what?

		Some of those questions Paathi answered, when it was relevant to what she wanted Andera to tell her. It seemed that she wanted a view of the ornamental pond, but didn't anticipate actually having anyone out swimming or spearing fish, for instance. But in the rest, she was infuriatingly smug about not giving anything away. She would smile at Andera, her dimple showing, and then she would simply ignore the question Andera had asked.

		It was almost at the point where Andera was going to start begging for answers, when Paathi held out her hand.

		"I. . . what?" asked Andera.

		"You have done well assisting me," said Paathi. "You may rub yourself with my hand."

		"Oh," said Andera, flushing, but grabbing hold of it and pulling it to her pussy.

		With her other hand, Paathi signaled to a passing servant, who came over for a quick conversation--Paathi wanted a cool drink, when she paused to draw up plans, and she wished for a lead. Andera barely heard that, her eyes half closed, glorying in the sensation of Paathi's skin against hers, the warmth of her hand.

		When it was too much, Andera let go of Paathi's hand. Paathi considered it, and the wetness on it. Then she wiped it clean on Andera's cheek, giving her a fond look. "Oh, it shall be a long-remembered party, I think, Lady Andera."

		"I. . . if you say so, Lady," said Andera.

		"I do," said Paathi. "Now, follow."

		Andera trotted along behind Paathi as she went to one of the wrought-iron tables that stood in the shade by the side of the pond. The Dail had been pushing Farren to install some complicated bit of water-works for that pond, but while Andera appreciated fountains, they didn't seem quite right for her pond, in her garden. Quiet water, with the occasional ruffle of breeze. Fish with dull-colored backs, and brilliant bellies, so that you would occasionally see a flash of blue or gold, if you watched closely. And places to sit and work in the shade.

		Paathi had her work to do. The plans of the garden were already there, and Paathi had things to draw upon them.

		"Now, these matters needn't concern you, Andera. And given your anxiousness. . . do you wish to disrobe now?"

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

		"Charming!" said Paathi. "Very well."

		The servant came out bringing the drink that Paathi had requested. And the lead. At the start of their trial marriage, Paathi had fastened a necklace around Andera's neck. It was very pretty, and also very sturdy. The lead clipped to the back of the necklace. It was a gold chain, with emeralds in it, and the gold was cool against Andera's skin. She shivered.

		"Yes," said Paathi, "Very charming. You may kneel beside my chair."

		Andera knelt, and Paathi tousled her hair. "Now, to work. Where shall . . . hm."

		The grass beside the table was long and lush, and there weren't any stones worth noticing. The smells of water and grass mingled with the faint scent of spices and persimmon from Paathi's perfumes and the heavier musk of Andera's arousal. It had just been so long since she'd been allowed to come, and everything that Paathi did to her made her think about sex. It was getting to the point where Andera was feeling everything and anything as intensely as she had once only felt things when in the grips of passion. The dirt and grit under her knees and palms, the cool touch of grass on her thighs and on her breasts. Every riffle of air, every sunbeam that made its way through the leaves. . .

		When Paathi nudged Andera's pussy with her foot, Andera nearly jumped out of her skin. And also made a noise that was more of a yowl than a moan and tried to push back against the foot that was no longer there.

		"Oh my," Paathi laughed. "Well, this will serve for the week before the ceremony, I think. But for now, I shall be needing you to possess somewhat more of your faculties than that. Hm."

		Andera wasn't sure what she was hoping for. If Paathi was going to let her come, that would be wonderful. And disappointing. And, well, she didn't have to think about that, didn't have to choose what she wanted in that regard. Paathi would take care of it.

		"Very well," said Paathi. "You may rub against my foot until you are near the point of orgasm. And then you may have a short breath of air, and then you shall repeat the activity. And when that is concluded a second time, you are to get dressed, and you are to amuse yourself in the house while I work. There is the library, and should you wish to make any special requests of the kitchen, either concerning the menu for the ceremony or otherwise, it would be a fine time to do that."

		Andera whined, but at the same time, Paathi's foot was back at her pussy, and she pushed down against it, until she was lying on her belly on the grass, squirming against the top of Paathi's foot, while Paathi sipped her drink and made her adjustments to the plans for the gardens.

		It didn't take long before Andera was at the point where any further pressure would push her over, whether she wanted to or not. So she stopped, gasping, curled up at Paathi's feet. She didn't want to have to get dressed and go back to reading and talking to people in the kitchen. Paathi had said that she could take a break, and she hadn't exactly specified how long, so the longer Andera stayed there, the less time she would have to spend being a lady of the house, and the more she could spend with her lead in Paathi's hand and her breath on Paathi's feet.

		Paathi kicked her in the stomach. Not too hard, but with the point of her toe, right where Andera's stomach was tenderest, on its downward slope toward her pussy. "A breath of air, I said," said Paathi. "Not an afternoon's nap! I shall. . . hm. Begin again, Andera."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Andera, and once again, she turned herself around, settled backward over Paathi's foot. She tried to make things last for as long as she could, but as long as she could wasn't long. It seemed like mere moments before she was clawing at the dirt and biting down on her forearm to keep control, and not long after that before she had to stop entirely.

		Part of the fun of having to listen to Paathi's instructions was that Andera didn't have to think about what she was going to do, didn't have to make the decisions that she didn't want to make. Part of the difficulty of having to listen to Paaathi's instructions was that sometimes Paathi decided things that Andera would rather she hadn't decided.

		Still, Andera was to be a secondary wife, which meant that she had to do as the primary wife said. She got dressed--the slickness between her thighs was going to be clearly visible, thanks to the sheer fabric and the fit of her skirt--but before she could turn to go back to the house, Paathi yanked on the lead, pulling Andera backward. Paathi laughed, and hugged Andera around the waist. "Kneel, please, precious."

		Andera knelt.

		Paathi unhooked the lead from the collar and kissed the top of Andera's head. "You are too charming," said Paathi. "Especially when you are pouting. Oh, but you tempt me to tease you by threatening to remove treats or. . . but go, please, Lady Andera, before I am utterly distracted."

		Well. Andera still didn't want to go to the house, and she wasn't entirely thrilled by the thought of Paathi teasing her by threatening to remove treats. She was mostly thrilled by that, though. With Farren. . . well, it had been a partnership, and there had been passion on both sides, but at the same time, there hadn't been quite that sort of passionate desire to break her down into a mess that Paathi seemed to have.

		It would be easy to fall into that and never arise. Perhaps it was for the best to go back to the house, and attend to her other interests.

		Much of the library consisted of impossibly dry scientific texts, which Farren either needed for his work, or read for pleasure during his few hours of leisure—which had become fewer lately, and those mostly taken up with entertainments orchestrated by Paathi. Even before Paathi, Andera had never been able to muster up much interest in those books. But with the transmontaine railroad nearly underway, there as a great deal that she ought to know about the customs of the various kingdoms and principalities where the railway was going to be passing through and about the economics of building a railway.

		Farren and the Dail could be relied upon to have the mechanical factors correct. They would know how long it would take to lay each section of track, how much food needed to be sent where, how many laborers they were likely to lose to the threats of the countryside or to the enticements of the mountain kingdoms. And Paathi knew more about the transmontane kingdoms than any of them did. But there were books in the library that held knowledge that Paathi might not know, and which might be useful to them.

		Andera did her best to sit and read about how male succession guided by the matrilineal line worked in three of those kingdoms, which was different than how it worked in two others, and so on. But after what seemed like forever, Paathi was still out on the lawn, studying her gardens and deciding how to abuse them, and Farren still wasn't home. Andera considered bothering some of the servants about some inconsequentiality, but the fact was that, well, more often than not, Eanah would lead her out naked to the bathroom. And there were certainly times when Paathi would have her strapped to a wooden framework in the entry hall, frantically aroused in anticipation of Farren's return after a day's work. Andera was a secondary wife, but she was still a lady of the house, and the servants were never anything but polite to her, and obeyed her whenever she asked them to do things. And yet, it was difficult to give them orders, knowing how they had seen her, and how they would see her. And apparently secondary wives were occasionally used to connect servants with the masters of the house in ways that weren't customary where Andera had grown up.

		But, well. She was supposed to do something with her time, and while she wasn't being told anything about what the ceremony would be like, she was getting married. Again. To Paathi. Obviously, that was going to be something special, but she wanted it to be something personal as well, something that was about her, in addition to being about whatever Paathi was going to make her do.

		The cook was new; one of the things that Paathi had noticed when she had looked through Andera's household books was that the old cook had been stealing from her. And since Paathi had moved in, Andera hadn't had much time to talk to the cook about what he was doing.

		Andera took a deep, steadying breath, and walked into the kitchen.

		It was a large, brightly-lit room, with banks of stovetops and iceboxes, game birds and garlic hanging from the rafters, and with the smokehouse off to the side. The new cook, Entura, was directing three other servants in preparing some sort of sauce.

		"Ah, the Lady Andera," he said with a smile. "Is there something you wish to request for the next meal? I trust everything has been to your satisfaction, until now?"

		"Yes, very much so," said Andera. "To my satisfaction, I mean. But there is. . . for the ceremony?"

		"Yes, of course," said Entura. "That is mostly to the lady Paathi's discretion, of course, but if there is a special tidbit you want, I will certainly ask her if it can be accommodated."

		"It's a wine," said Andera. "From Berecca?"

		"Hum," said Entura. "I do not know foreign wines as well as I should, perhaps. If it is something that will need to be imported, I fear that there is insufficient time."

		"It is a very popular wine there," said Andera. "The Tafransen? It is a Bereccan sweet wine, made with the noble rot?"

		"Noble rot?"

		"It's a fungus that grows on wines," said Andera. "It makes them sweeter, and more intensely flavored."

		"I have not heard of this, but I will look for it, at the importers that I know."

		"Please," said Andera, and hesitated. "I don't wish to spend too much on it. If it's excessive, don't. . . the Lady Paathi will be in charge of the budget, of course."

		"Of course," said Entura. "I will tell her that you asked for this, and she will decide if the price that I find can be justified. For what part of the ceremony do you wish this wine to be used?"

		Andera wasn't sure what to say. "If it can be bought at a reasonable price, perhaps you can taste it, and Paathi can taste it, and then decide where it would be most appropriate?"

		Entura paused, just long enough for Andera to start blushing. He knew that she didn't know what was coming, and he was going to be polite about it. And perhaps tell all the rest of the staff that the Lady Andera didn't know what she was getting herself into.

		Which was true enough, though not complete. Andera didn't know what she was getting herself into, exactly, but she had a good general idea, and she really, really wanted to get herself into more of it as soon as possible.

		Paathi had told her to go somewhere and be less distracting, and she'd done that for as long as she could. And while Andera didn't want to get punished, she did want to see Paathi again. Also, there was something that Paathi had told her that primary wives weren't supposed to refuse their secondary wives.

		It wasn't Andera's favorite thing to do, but Paathi enjoyed it when Andera did it, because it gave an extremely accurate picture of their relationship, and also because Paathi liked when Andera did things that weren't her favorite.

		So Andera went looking for Paathi, and found her sitting in Farren's office, working through some documents.

		Paathi clicked her tongue as Andera entered, and Andera flushed at that, but she came into the office rather than leaving and knelt next to Paathi, kissing her on the thigh at the point which Paathi had taught her was the suckling point. Then she looked up at Paathi, her mouth opened.

		Paathi looked startled, and then her expression softened. "Oh, Andera. You are impossible sometimes."

		But she was smiling when she said that, and she stood up, and swished her skirt off to the side. Andera put her lips to Paathi's pussy and waited, like she had been taught, looking up at the soft curve of Paathi's lower belly.

		There was a pause, and then Paathi pissed into Andera's mouth. That was the suckling point that Andera had been taught, so that when she was thirsty, she would be allowed to drink, and Paathi would never deny her that.

		Andera hadn't exactly been thirsty, and it wasn't as though she liked the acrid taste of piss. It was something, anyway. Something that she was entitled to according to the rules. And Paathi was careful about only allowing enough out at a time, so that she could drink it all, and . . . well, there was a lot of it, and it wasn't the easiest thing, but it helped her feel small and degraded, and also a little proud of how well she was able to take it.

		When Paathi was done, Andera looked up at her with her most pleading face, and with the taste of piss burning in her throat.

		"I see," said Paathi. "And I suppose this is to some degree my own fault, for insisting on your continence in this point. Very well, you may go to the girl hooks."

		Andera rose, as gracefully as she could manage, and went over to the fittings at the side of the room. She and Farren hadn't known what they were before they had invited Paathi into their marriage; since then, Farren had been enjoying them a bit more often than was strictly comfortable.

		"Facing the wall, please," said Paathi. "I will admit that you are entitled to some of my attention, but that does not mean that I need you to watch me whilst I work. That would be even more distracting than is necessary."

		Andera suppressed a pout. Maybe it would be less distracting for Paathi, but it meant that she was going to be watching a wall until Paathi let her down from the hook.

		The girl hooks were bronze, and the servants made sure that they were always polished to a high sheen. But while they were sanitary, they were also cold, and they could reach distressingly deeply into her. This time, Paathi took off Andera's skirt, adjusted the angles on the girl hook so that it went up into her pussy, deep enough to push her up to her toes. Then she gave her a pat on her butt, and went back to Farren's desk. Andera watched the wall, and listening to the shuffling of papers and the scratching of Paathi's pen.

		This was what she wanted. She had to face that fact. She could've been reading, or working in the gardens, or anything. But what she wanted was to be uncomfortable, and to hope that Paathi was enjoying her discomfort.

		At least the hook got warmer after a while. And it wasn't actually in that high, after she got used to it. High enough that she couldn't move much, and she couldn't get off it unless the hook was lowered, but she didn't have to stay up on her toes. In fact, if she rocked up and down a little, she could. . . but no.

		It was because she hadn't been allowed an orgasm for what felt like forever. Normally, she'd want things, maybe. But not badly enough to ask for them like that, not badly enough to feel pouty and needy and fidgety, wanting to do things she knew she wasn't supposed to do.

		Truth was, whether she was sitting on a couch eating cold fruit and reading new books, or on a hook on an office wall, Andera was going to be uncomfortable until the ceremony. Hopefully, Paathi was enjoying it.

		Farren was the sort of person who couldn't see a clock without taking it apart, so he'd had the clocks taken out of his office--as he put it, he couldn't see them without losing time. So there wasn't even a ticking to keep her distracted. Just the noises Paathi made while she worked, the birds outside the window, the rustle of wind in the trees. Once or twice, a servant came in, but whatever they did, or whatever words they exchanged with Paathi, were too quiet for Andera to hear.

		Andera stood there and waited for Paathi to pay attention to her. And maybe she was, every time she paused while she was working. Every time, Andera's breath caught in her throat, hoping that Paathi had put her pen down, and was padding toward her on bare feet, to surprise her with a slap or a squeeze or a long slow touch. But it wasn't Paathi who was the first to touch her. It was Farren. As he came into the office, he patted Andera's ass, on his way over to the desk. Andera heard him come in, heard his footsteps, and her breath caught as she heard him kiss Paathi.

		"Extra decorations today?" he asked.

		"It was necessary," said Paathi.

		"Oh," said Farren. "No complaints, though?"

		"Not at all," said Paathi. "It is the preparations for the wedding ceremony that have been getting to Andera. You see, when a woman is kept aroused, but not allowed completion. . . well, they cannot help it. They become more demanding."

		"Demanding?" Andera could hear the grin in Farren's voice.

		"The nature of the demands depend on the nature of the woman. One of my classmates had a primary wife who suffered an injury of an intimate nature, which prevented her from fully enjoying the act of intercourse for almost two months." Paathi paused, clicked her tongue. "Poor little Enni! Her bottom was bruised darker and darker every day, and there were always these pinpricks on the soles of her feet! It was a very trying month for both of them."

		"And with Andera, it's girl hooks."

		"For now," said Paathi, "it is an occasional afternoon mounted as a decoration. I believe that she will be demanding more intense treatment as the day grows closer."

		"I see," said Farren. "And this isn't about your enjoyment of giving her more intense treatment."

		"Not at all!" said Paathi. She paused. "Well, I do not dislike it, certainly. And it is charming. And she will be so drippy and grateful . . . perhaps you are to some small degree correct, husband."

		"Perhaps," said Farren. "And since we are to have dinner with the Fevin tomorrow night, I would like it if she is not completely exhausted, and capable of joining us?"

		"Tomorrow?" said Paathi. "Well, if it is necessary, I suppose she can go out. But they will know how soon the ceremony is, and I fear that. . . well. Perhaps she will distinguish herself."

		"She always does," said Farren.

		"And if you wish to make use of her now," said Paathi. "By all means. She is clearly aching for it. Only do be cautious about pushing her beyond where she needs to go, please? She is doing her best to maintain control, and I do not wish for her to disgrace herself."

		"Having been to a secondary marriage," said Farren, "I'm not sure that you don't wish for her to disgrace herself."

		"How do you mean?" asked Paathi.

		Farren had come back to Andera, and she shivered in delight as he pulled the hair away from the back of her neck, kissed her, and bit her softly right at the point of her shoulder.

		"It isn't an occasion where the dignity of the woman whose secondary marriage being solemnized is considered a thing worth preserving, say?" said Farren.

		At some point while Andera was on that hook, a servant must have come in and left a jug of oil and other implements on the table beside her. Andera hadn't exactly noticed what they had been doing.

		But Farren found the oil, dribbled it down the middle of Andera's ass, and started working it in with his fingers. He wasn't going to be taking her off of the hook while he used her, it seemed. Andera shivered again.

		"There is as very great difference between the humility appropriate to a secondary wife, and the humiliation that she feels if she fails in her assigned roles," said Paathi severely. "One is entertaining to all, and appropriate. The other hurts them, and I will not be having hurts of that sort."

		"Just," said Farren, stepping back, and picking something up. "Hurts of this sort?"

		It was a thin rod that he'd picked up, and he laid it across Andera's ass hard enough to make her jump. Only she couldn't really jump with that hook in her. She made a helpless little noise, shook her head. If he pushed too hard, she probably would come, whether or not she was trying to hold it back.

		"Hurts of that sort," said Paathi, "are remarkably hard to resist, and you . . . I . . . are you interested in using her in this fashion? You had not previously been, but it is a very compelling thing to see."

		"Well," said Farren. "It's not something that would've occurred to me on my own. But it is. . ."

		The rod came down again, and this time, Andera managed to stay still. It hurt. Farren was very strong, and he was holding back, but maybe he didn't know how much he was hurting her? Not the way Paathi did. Paathi was in complete control of exactly how much pain she caused, always.

		It hurt, and it was exciting, and there would almost certainly be a flush high on Paathi's cheek, and . . . another stroke, and another little whimper from Andera as she tried to stay still and not move in a way that would betray herself. It wasn't easy, none of it was easy, but she'd . . . she couldn't come, she wasn't supposed to come.

		She braced herself for another stroke of the rod, but then it was Farren's hands on her, strong and urgent, and his cock pushing up against her ass, into her. That hurt as well, but it was a good hurt, it was the hurt that Andera had been looking for. If she could have pushed back into it, she would have, but she couldn't--the girl hook held her firmly in place.

		Farren's hand clenched on her hip. He kissed her neck, and the kiss turned into a bite. Andera moaned, feeling full, impossibly full, feeling the movement of his cock in her ass, the tension in him, the melting heat of her arousal.

		"It is always lovely to see people so in love," said Paathi.

		Farren's teeth were still biting down into Andera's neck, and she felt his chuckle, in the bite.

		"If you'd like to take up a position on the next hook," he said, "I can demonstrate another pair who are deeply in love."

		"Farren!" said Paathi. "You are impossible, and I have far too much work to do. I shall scarcely be finished before dinner at this rate."

		He thrust into Andera, and she moaned, writhing in place, feeling his warmth up against her, the strength of his hands, the heat of his breath.

		"If you could be so kind as to finish upon her, rather than within her, though?" said Paathi.

		Farren groaned.

		"I understand that it is not so pleasant a sensation, but it would make her look ever so much prettier."

		Another groan from Farren, and a hard, stiff thrust, like a punch.

		"Oh, dear," said Paathi. "I did not wish to upset you. It's merely that . . . well. Come. Allow me to lend a hand, as it were?"

		Andera didn't know what she wanted, and fortunately, what she wanted didn't matter. Her breath caught, though, as she heard Paathi coming toward them, as Farren kept fucking her, powerfully, and slowly picking up his pace.

		Paathi knelt beside them, and kissed Andera's thigh. Then her hands were on them both, and her mouth, here and there; a light touch, a breath, each placed exactly where it did the most. It didn't take long before Farren pulled out, and Andera felt pulse after pulse of hot come, across her ass, her lower back, and down onto her thighs.

		"There," said Paathi. "Doesn't she look charming now?"

		Farren groaned, a much more tired and less frustrated groan than his previous contributions to the conversation had been.

		Andera was impaled on a hook on the wall of the office, with come dripping down her back and butt, impossibly turned on and unsatisfied. But she still giggled a little at that. Farren was a very articulate man, even when he didn't say anything at all.

		Paathi giggled as well, and gave Andera a fond pat. And then she kissed her shoulder, just at the end of where a spurt of come had landed.

		"We will see you at dinner?" she said.

		"If I'm awake," said Farren, stumbling out.

		Paathi clicked her tongue. "Dear me. Based on previous performance, I believe that the Rowe will be joining us at dinner. But you do take a great deal out of a gentleman, Andera."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Andera, trying to sound contrite.

		Paathi laughed. "And you are a wonderful distraction. But now stay there and be still, until your new decorations have dried, thank you."

		It wasn't as though Andera had a lot of options. Farren's come dried, and it got itchy as it dried. Fortunately, while her new decorations were drying, she remained quite. . . well, not as turned on as she'd been when Farren had been fucking her ass. But turned on enough that when Paathi finally let her off of the hook, it was embarrassingly drippy.

		And then Paathi had her get dressed again and sit at the table for dinner and talk about the specifics of the arrangement with the Fevin. Which it seemed had turned out as well as they had hoped, and a bit better.

		"The Dail had wanted to offer him more," said Farren. "He's much more interested in building that railway than in turning a profit, and he thought that if the Fevin had more to gain, he would make certain that it would be built."

		"Whereas the Fevin," said Andera, "is interested in the profit, rather than building a railway?" The whole trial marriage and proposal of marriage had distracted her from her usual role in seeing to the business of Dail and Rowe.

		"Entirely," said Farren. "There is a great deal of profit to be made, if this thing does get built."

		"And," said Paathi, "you are betwixt and between, wanting both railway and profit."

		"Well," said Farren. "Between can be nice."

		Paathi started to say something, and then started laughing. "Oh, Farren," she said, when she regained her control. "I have often remarked on how well Andera was adjusting to the new state of affairs, that I may have neglected to notice that you've made your own adjustments."

		"I suppose I have had less to adjust to."

		"A bit," said Paathi. "Oh, that reminds me. Andera--see what I have gotten for you?"

		Paathi gestured to one of the servants, who bowed, and trotted off. Andera bit her lip. Paathi's presents were. . . well. None of them were things which she expected, anyway. They were usually somewhere between wonderful and terrible, or both at once. And while Farren may have had less to adjust to, he'd certainly gotten used to the occasional present of that sort, and to Andera's reactions to them; she could tell, by the way he had to readjust his trousers, in anticipation of Paathi's gift.

		This time, it was a little silver bell. That didn't seem that ominous?

		Paathi gave an experimental shake, and the bell rang with a high, clear note. "There," said Paathi. "When I ring this bell, you are to take hold of one of my hands, or of my foot, and pleasure yourself with it, right up until you reach the point of orgasm. But to that point, and no further, Andera."

		Given everything else that Paathi had put her through, Andera hadn't thought that she had any blushes left. But she definitely blushed at that one, anticipating how many extremely awkward situations Paathi was bound to ring the bell for. "Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Andera, looking down at her plate. It had been hard, switching from being a panting thing on a girl hook to being the lady of the house, sharing a meal with her husband and her wife. And that had gone and switched it more than halfway back, just like that.

		Paathi laughed. "Andera? I believe that you've heard the tone of the bell?'

		"Oh!" said Andera. "Sorry . . . I mean. . ."

		"And I am eating," said Paathi. "So I do not have a hand to spare, for your amusement. You shall . . ."

		Andera had already dropped to the floor. Fortunately, Paathi hadn't put her into a long and awkward skirt, so she could just hike it up. Rubbing against Paathi's foot was a little more complicated. The angles weren't easy, and it was hard to get underneath the table without banging her head. In the end, she solved it by getting on her hands and knees, facing away from Paathi, and using one hand to hold Paathi's foot up to her crotch as she rubbed against it.

		If she hadn't been kept in denial for as long as she had. . . well, it still wouldn't have taken her long to be breathing hard, grinding down against Paathi's foot. Paathi had nice feet, and there was something deeply appropriate about her being under the table, grunting and moaning, as Paathi and Farren ate. But she wouldn't have started off quite as wet as she had. That helped. Honestly, Andera could have taken less time, but it felt nice, and she wanted to show that she could do it, and hold it as long as Paathi wanted her to hold it. Finally, she couldn't, and rose back up to the table, flushed and sticky and still unsatisfied.

		"And this is any time that she hears that bell," said Farren.

		"Farren," said Paathi, warningly. "It is any time I choose to ring the bell, please."

		"I see," said Farren. "And you wouldn't ring the bell when she's impaled on a hook, or something of that sort."

		"Indeed not!" said Paathi. "That would be cruel. Giving an order that it is impossible for a girl to keep? What sort of person do you accuse me of being?"

		"Someone who enjoys watching Andera in distress," said Farren.

		"Well, of course I am. Who wouldn't be? She gets wonderfully flustered when she is in distress. But not that sort of distress. There, there, Andera, you mustn't look so disconsolate. And since you have eaten--Eanah, I would have you prepare the Lady Andera for the bedchamber. Shackles tonight, I think. Tomorrow, have them ready a cage for the bedroom. While the Lady Andera is the very exemplar of obedience and patience, I fear that she may lose control whilst she is asleep, and that is not a risk that I choose to take."

		"A cage?" asked Farren.

		"Yes, of course," said Paathi. "We will of course amuse ourselves with her before she is caged for the night, and there shall be nearly complete access, should you wake up and wish to indulge, of an evening. But as the ceremony approaches, I fear that we cannot allow our customary freedoms with the Lady Andera. It would be terribly disappointing for her if she proved unable to complete her month of continence, and I will do everything I can to avoid disappointing the Lady Andera."

		Farren chuckled. "You know? I think that's a very accurate way of putting it. It's not how I've seen things before, but yes. You do your best not to disappoint the Lady Andera."

		Paathi took hold of Farren's chin, and brought him in for a kiss. "Thank you," she said. "Eanah? The Lady Andera is to be prepared?"

		"Yes Lady, thank you, Lady," said Eanah, with a curtsey. She clicked her tongue, and Andera rose to follow her, then sank to her hands and knees and crawled after her, Farren's chuckle ringing in her ears. It was what she wanted to do. That was clear enough. Ad it was clear enough that if she didn't want it, if she would prefer to walk, or prefer not to have to do what Eanah wanted to do to her, she could let Paathi know, and she wouldn't have to. But it was easier to admit that it was what she wanted if it wasn't so clear that she was the one choosing it.

		As they had been walking, Eanah paused to talk to another of the maids. And then she started walking, while talking. Andera had gotten a little lost in her thoughts, and she was jerked out of that by a resounding smack on her rump. She flushed, and hurried after Eanah. It was easier when she didn't have to admit what she wanted, but if she didn't pay attention, she'd get in trouble, and she didn't really want that.

		As usual, Eanah stripped Andera and then applied a little makeup. Something dark for her eyes, something red for her cheeks and nipples. And then she restrained her and alternated between hurting her and caressing her. In the past, sometimes she would lubricate her as well--a handful of oil on her pussy, and a few soft touches, and Andera would be fighting back the urge to beg Eanah to go back to hurting her rather than pushing her into an orgasm that she wasn't allowed.

		She did always fight it back, because she was a lady of the house, and it wasn't appropriate for her to beg the servants. But it had reached the point where any oil on her pussy would be superfluous. She was so turned on all the time that she was permanently damp. There was still oil beside the bed, in case Farren decided to use her ass, but every touch on her skin, anywhere, left her on fire, and every time Eanah touched her pussy, Andera was biting her lip and shaking her head, and having to force herself not to move with it, not to come when her body was ready to come.

		Eanah saw that, and she didn't push Andera past where she could hold it back. Which Andera was grateful for, even if it did mean that Eanah spent more time than usual hurting her. A short-handled whip across her back and ass and thighs, nasty little sharp things in her armpits and on her breasts and on the soles of her feet, which were fixed in position by the heavy shackles that had been waiting in the bedroom when Andera had finally gotten there.

		By the time Paathi and Farren retired for the night, Andera knew that she was a mess. Her left leg was trembling uncontrollably, her makeup was doubtlessly smeared and streaked, and she was breathing hard, covered in sweat. And there was no mistaking the appreciation in Paathi and Farren's eyes when they saw her like that, like some hungry animal, chained to the foot of their bed. "Very good Eanah," said Paathi. "You are dismissed for the evening, thank you."

		Eanah bobbed her head and left, but while Paathi and Farren had come to bed and while they had dismissed Eanah rather than having her remain to keep tormenting their wife, they weren't ready for sleep. They weren't even ready to use Andera as she wanted them to use her. Instead, they brought out their taki board and started setting up the pieces. Andera didn't have the necessary patience for taki, especially not that night, when her back was reddened by the whip, and she was burning up from the inside.

		Paathi looked up at Andera's groan and gave a silvery little giggle. "Oh, don't worry, Andera," she said. "Here, Farren, loosen her chains sufficiently that she can move a bit further up the bed, please?" Then she took the bell out and put it on the table beside the bed. "No, not that much, thank you. Sufficiently that she can reach my foot, but not so loose that she can do it with ease. I would like for her to be straining."

		Farren chuckled, and adjusted the chains holding Andera to the foot of the bed. His hand was strong and hot against her skin, and she gave a little mewing noise. It hadn't been that long since she'd been allowed to come, really. But it felt like it had been forever, and like everything sexual, whatever it was, was going to set her off into an explosion. Only she wasn't allowed to explode. She had to strain.

		Of course, Farren had adjusted things exactly the way that Paathi wanted. While he'd been amused and aroused by the various things that the Raalathi had made for sexual stimulation, he was often more interested in them as pieces of engineering than anything else. So the chains were loose enough that Andera could get her pussy up to Paathi's foot, but only just barely. Which she had to do, because as soon as the chains were fastened, Paathi rang the bell.

		If Andera hadn't been wound quite as tightly as she had was, she might not have been able to get to the point of orgasm, straining against those chains. As it was, it didn't take her very long at all. Paathi gave her a sidelong grin and then went back to playing her boardgame.

		Before long, she rang the bell again. And then again. Whenever Farren was taking too long to decide on his move, or when Paathi lost a piece. And then she moved her foot just a little further up the bed, so no matter how Andera strained, she was only just barely able to get her pussy against the tips of Paathi's toes. It was immensely frustrating, and having to go up to the edge so often, and then stop herself before she came. . . it was hard to do it, and it was hard to do what she was supposed to do, and by the time they were done, Andera felt like she was on the verge of tears.

		As they were playing, some of the other servants came in and set up a cage beside the bed. Rumal, who Paathi had more or less promoted to being major-domo of the household, and a pair of young men. Andera didn't know their names, but she had seen them around, doing some of the heavier jobs. Naturally, Paathi rang the bell while they were there, so they got to see Andera straining forward, moaning softly as Paathi let her push herself against Paathi's foot, the wet noises clearly audible.

		And as Andera brought herself to the edge of orgasm, the men assembled a cage of wood and steel bars, quickly and efficiently. As quickly as they worked, Andera worked herself up even faster, then collapsed back down to the bedsheets, breathing heavily before were done with the cage. Paathi gave it a quick glance and dismissed Rumal with a smile and a thumb in the center of his forehead.

		"Starting tomorrow night," said Paathi, "You are going to have to sequester yourself there, when we are done with our evening activities. I realize that it is more comfortable when you are managed by others, but there is such a wonderful lassitude after we enjoy you, and it is a shame not to slip directly from there to sleep."

		Andera made a lost little noise. It was easier when she was managed by others, and also, she liked sleeping with Farren and Paathi. Sometimes she was even allowed under the blankets with them, though that was the exception rather than the rule--Andera had to sleep naked, and when she was naked, Paathi liked keeping Andera slightly chilled. Apparently, that made her more affectionate, and increased her appreciation of any and every touch.

		Which it did, and which was nice, but under the blankets was also nice. And now there was a cage instead of either of those.

		Andera peeked at it as she waited for Paathi to ring her bell again. It was a long cage, and it didn't look too narrow? Paathi had once bought Andera a wrought-iron cage called a punishment cage, but the cage next to the bed looked a lot more comfortable. It even had padding on the bottom. But at the same time, she was going to have to sleep in it.

		Then Paathi rang the bell again, and Andera had to try to grind against her foot, which was hard to do, especially with the way Paathi kept moving her foot just a little bit further up the bed, making Andera strain harder and harder to do something that was very difficult to do.

		It did seem that Paathi was enjoying it, though. Possibly so much that it interfered with her taki playing. Or maybe Farren won because he was better at taki. Paathi had grown up with the game, but Farren was a very clever man, and he was good at many things.

		This time, Paathi and Farren left Andera tied to the foot of the bed while they made love. They were both so wonderful, and strong, and kind, and Andera watched their fingers tracing lines across each other with the hunger of a starving woman. Before they finished, Paathi unfastened her and allowed her to join them. Andera licked where she was allowed, her lips against Farren's curled hairs, or Paathi's smooth skin, fighting for the taste of her loves, for their touch, for the lazy appreciation in Farren's eyes, and for the darting amusement in Paathi's. She had been so aroused, for so long, she was melting as she touched them.

		When they were done, Paathi unlatched the cage, and Andera crawled into it. It was long and narrow--she could crawl in it, but not sit upright. And when she was in the cage, Paathi showed her how to fasten the latches that would attach her ankles to the sides of the cage. There was some play in the chain that went from her ankles to the sides of the cage--she could adjust her position, but not enough to allow her to turn onto her side, let alone to her stomach.

		The latches couldn't be opened from inside the cage, either.

		"There is the option of keeping your wrists restrained as well," said Paathi with a smile. "For the moment, we will not be using those, though they do make the experience a more intense one. If one of us wishes for a caress, you can deliver it without having to be unfastened. And. . . slide down to the bottom of the cage, please," she said.

		Andera wasn't sure what she meant.

		A tinkling laugh from Paathi. "Should Farren wish to relieve his urges later in the evening, he will want your bottom to be pressed directly against the bars. If you could arrange yourself in that fashion, please."

		She could. Farren did sometimes woke up in the middle of the night, and decided to wake Andera up as well. He'd never done it before they'd met Paathi, but these days, Andera found herself appreciating it when he did. She wriggled down her cage, pulling herself along with the bars, until she was folded up with the cold of the bars against her flesh.

		Paathi reached through the bars and stroked Andera's pussy. "So lovely. I had intended this only to keep you from accidentally stimulating yourself while you slept but. . . well, perhaps even after the ceremony, whenever I feel a need for a change of decor, you will entertain us in this fashion."

		Andera moaned softly. There was a solidity to the bars, a reality to it--other things that Paathi insisted on, Andera was choosing to do what she was told. But with that cage, there wasn't any choice, not really. She was locked into place, to be used as wanted. Entertaining them in that fashion from time to time sounded wonderful. Of course, given how turned on she was, all sorts of things would've sounded wonderful.

		Getting up in the morning wasn't one of them. Sleeping with her ankles chained, on top of being desperately frustrated, didn't make for a very restful night, and then when Eanah unfastened the latches and opened the cage Andera had to crawl backwards out of it with joints grown stiff, without making too much noise and waking up Paathi and Farren. And then they were going to visit the Fevin for dinner, so Eanah spent extra time on making sure that Andera was properly cleaned, dressed, primped--it seemed that her hair had gotten shaggy, so Eanah got out a collection of shears and combs. And then Andera moved her head a little once, so for the rest of the haircut there were also thin cords keeping her firmly attached to the chair while Eanah worked.

		It wasn't quite enough to distract her from the fact that Paathi was busy with planning for the wedding ceremony, and Farren was looking over the draft versions of the agreements with the railways, and neither of them was paying sufficient attention to her. But it certainly helped. And then, before they went, Paathi whipped her while she licked at Eanah's pussy, which was a reversal of the usual way of things.

		"Eanah will be deprived of your company for the evening," explained Paathi. "And the Fevin has a secondary wife, who I may be invited to share. It would not be appropriate for me to come to dinner already satiated. Besides, you have a very lovely posterior, and I do not spend nearly enough time abusing it."

		Andera wasn't sure that she liked the fact that Paathi was not allowing Andera to serve in order to allow the Fevin's secondary wife to serve, but she found herself blushing faintly when Paathi said that her posterior was lovely. She had her face buried in her maid's pussy, and there were already stripes across her ass, so she wouldn't have thought she had many blushes left in her. But there was something about the conviction with which Paathi complimented her. If she didn't like how Andera's bottom looked, Andera was sure that Paathi would've said so, and perhaps given her more or less exercise, or changed her diet. When she said that Andera looked lovely, she meant it, and no matter what else was happening, that made Andera feel shy and trembly.

		Then Paathi brought the cord down across Andera's apparently lovely posterior, which made her yelp and press forward into Eanah, and which distracted her from further thought that wasn't immediately related to what she was doing and what was being done to her.

		The Fevin's estate was out in the countryside, a good two hours from the Rowe's. The roads were good, though, and as Farren went through his columns of figures and his estimates of costs, Paathi sat opposite him, keeping the running tally he wanted with one hand, while pinching Andera's nipples with the other. She wasn't paying particularly close attention to that; it was just something to do, as she concentrated on getting the numbers right.

		Paathi might not have been paying close attention, but Andera was less detached from what Paathi's fingers where doing. Long lingering touches and pinches which hurt enough that she had trouble thinking about anything else. Soon Andera was breathing hard, eyes fluttering closed and jolting open. It was a very different way from going on a trip with Farren than what Paathi was doing, and what Andera used to do. She felt vaguely guilty about that--they had bound up everything in that railroad project, and they needed to make sure that it went well, or all three of them would be facing financial ruin. Ralaathi society didn't allow the rich to escape bankruptcy with even a fraction of their fortune intact.

		But when Andera tried asking a question about Farren's numbers, Paathi patted her cheek and smiled. "There, there. After the ceremony, we shall certainly be looking for your assistance on matters such as these. But for now, you are in no state for careful calculation. You must trust Farren and me to manage our affairs, just for a short while."

		"But I--"

		"You are to acknowledge your instructions, Andera," said Paathi.

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," breathed Andera. Then she gasped as Paathi pinched her nipple, hard. It was more painful that way, but it was also easier. And by the time they stepped from the carriage, Andera's thighs were slick beneath the bright colors of her silk skirt.

		The Fevin's servants greeted them at the door and showed them into the dining hall, where the Fevin, his wife, and his secondary wife waited. The wife's name was Teire, and the secondary's wife was Caia; Teire was as short as Paathi, but plumper, while Caia was nearly as tall as the Fevin, with long, elegant legs, and aristocratic features. They were all extremely polite, but Andera could always see the hint of a giggle at the corner of Teire's mouth, and there was a constrained eagerness in the way Caia looked at her, and looked at the Fevin, which Andera could immediately recognize.

		They sat down together, and Paathi looked at Andera's hands. "Keep them in your lap, please," she said. "Or I shall request a length of rope to fasten them behind you back. Which would be lovely, but--"

		Andera gave her a look, and both Paathi and Teire broke up in giggles. "Oh, Paathi," said Teire. "I am certain we shall we shall be fast friends. And does really need restraints so constantly?"

		"Not yet," said Paathi. "But soon, I think. I have been keep her from orgasm for the month before the ceremony--"

		"Most appropriate," said the Fevin.

		"Yes, thank you," said Paathi. "And while she has been most charming, other functions are becoming more difficult for her. And while she looks very well in restraint, I believe that I shall wait until she is even more prepared."

		Andera flushed, but she kept her hands in her lap, like Paathi had told her. And opened her mouth when it was time for her to eat, which made Caia grin and Teire giggle. The Fevin wasn't quite as frighteningly formal as she'd been on their previous meetings, cracking a smile when Paathi made Andera chase after a noodle, pulling it slightly further away each time Andera bit.

		"Oh, and," said Paathi. She took the bell out of her other sleeve and rang it. Andera flushed bright red, grabbed Paathi's hand, and shoved it underneath her skirt. It was the sort of thing that Ralaathi people did with secondary wives, but Andera wasn't at all sure that she would ever get used to having to do it in front of people she didn't know at all, and who she'd have to face afterwards. Of course, if she did get used to it, it probably wouldn't get her quite so wound up quite so quickly--before Paathi even finished explaining how the bell was used, Andera was already panting and had to let go of Paathi's hand.

		Caia's eyes got very wide as Paathi finished her explanation, and Andera tried to catch her breath. "But she can manage this?" said Caia. "Oh, poor Andera. I would never be able to keep it back, not after even three days of being denied satisfaction, and I would be so very sad."

		"There there," said Teire. "We each have our strengths and our weaknesses. But come, we must amuse ourselves while the gentlemen finish their dessert and discuss business, and you shall be allowed to show Lady Paathi and Lady Andera how skilled you are in oral service."

		"And being beaten, please?" said Caia.

		Teire laughed. "Very well, Caia. Perhaps I shall demonstrate that for our guests as well."

		They retired to the balcony, where the servants had laid out tea and cakes, and a selection of rods and whips on a table. "Your clothing please, Caia," said Teire, and Caia stripped quickly, folding her clothing up on the table next to the implements of pain.

		She was gorgeous. Long and slim and strong, but with softness in the slope of her belly, and her breasts, and her ass. "Lady Paathi?" said Tieri. "Would you care to indulge?"

		"Thank you," said Paathi, taking up one of the teacups and pulling her skirt up and to the side. "Andera, you may help Lady Caia with her hair, and observe her service as closely as possible. You are entirely to my tastes, of course, but it is always possible to learn from others."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Andera, kneeling beside Caia, and stroking her hair up and to the side so that she could serve Paathi.

		She was, as advertised, very good at that. She had big brown eyes and a small pink tongue, and her look up at Paathi was heartbreakingly sweet. Her tongue and lips were also fast and clever, and as she licked, Andera's hand ran through her hair, and down her back, which made her shiver, which made Paathi's teacup rattle when she put it back on the tabletop. Then Teire brought a whip down across the top of Caia's thighs. Caia gasped and lurched forward, tears in her eyes.

		Maybe if it hadn't been so long since Andera had been allowed to come, she wouldn't have been so entranced by watching Caia lick Paathi out. Maybe, but probably not. Caia was so pretty, and she had such a whole-body response to every touch of the whip, and the look in her eyes. . . when Paathi finally spasmed, gripping tight in Caia's hair, desire twisted in Andera so strongly it was almost like being punched in the stomach.

		"There, there," said Teire with a smile. "Oh, when Caia was being prepared for her wedding, she would get so undone, when she was exposed to a climax." She shook her head. "In the last week, she could not stand from it; it would leave her dizzy and nauseated, and she would make the most lovely moans. The Fevin was very wicked about making sure to attend to my needs before her. He is. . . " another shake of her head. "His humor is well hidden behind his formality, but he is delightful."

		"I'm sure," said Paathi. "The Rowe was raised in a foreign culture, so it is difficult to know what to expect from him. In some ways he is absolutely unrestrained, and in others he is astonishingly reticent. And yet, he is a very wonderful man, caring and gentle."

		"Yes," said Teire. "And he has a remarkably large penis, from all reports."

		Paathi looked like she might have something to say to that, but then she collapsed into giggles. "It does take some getting used to. But would you care to indulge? Andera has been very eager lately, of course."

		"Thank you," said Teire.

		Then Caia began unbuttoning Andera's blouse, kneeling in front of her. There were servants on the balcony with them, and Andera could feel them watching her, along with Paathi's fond approval, and Caia's slim hands undoing the string of her skirt. "Oh," said Caia, running her fingers along Andera's inner thighs. "She is so wonderfully wet."

		"Yes," said Paathi. "That is her constant state at this point. We have to change the cushions of her cage every morning because they are so soaked."

		"Mhm," said Teire, fiddling with Andera's hair. "You must make sure that she drinks enough liquids." Then she laughed, and the others laughed as well.

		"I had merely intended to inform her of the suckling point!" said Paathi. "I am not to blame for her enthusiasms."

		"Well," said Caia. "I think that it is lovely."

		"It is. It very much is," said Paathi softly, and then she leaned over to fasten a length of golden chain to Andera's necklace. Andera looked up at her, but Paathi didn't do anything with the lead. She just wanted to hold it, as Andera buried her face between Teire's thighs, and Caia stroked her sides, making soft pleased noises. There was a faint floral scent, over the heavier female smells and tastes of Teire. Perfume, or something like it? Andera wasn't sure she liked it, but there were the people watching, and there were Caia's hands, and there was that length of chain that went up to Paathi, marking her as Paathi's. Teire's orgasm didn't quite knock Andera to the floor, but she did feel weak in the knees as Teire's thighs clenched around her head, and her stomach twisted with need when she caught sight of Paathi's satisfied nod.

		"Very lovely," said Teire, picking up her teacup and taking a sip. "You have a marvelous girl there."

		"I do," said Paathi. "Thank you. Let us bring her up onto the table--I know that you're curious about her."

		"But how do you know?" said Caia. "We were being polite!"

		"Everyone is," said Paathi. "Here, up, Andera. And some rope, please, Caia?"

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady," said Caia, as Andera climbed up onto the tabletop, and then Caia tied her into place, as expertly as Eanah. At some point while Andera had been focused on Teire's pussy, Caia had gotten dressed; so the three of them were dressed, sitting around the table as Andera was fastened to the tabletop, the rope holding her down on her hands and knees, taut around her wrists and knees and elbows and ankles, with loops around her neck and waist to make certain that she was kept exactly where they had put her while they examined her.

		Both Caia and Teire were impressed by the size and the weight of Andera's breasts, measuring them in their hands like they were weighing fruit in the marketplace, and Caia went into a fit of giggles because of how sensitive Andera's nipples were--that was almost entirely because she'd been kept from orgasm for as long as she had, and because of the way the three of them were sipping their tea and nibbling on fruit, only pausing occasionally to prod at her or talk about her as though she couldn't hear them.

		And in order to encourage Caia, Teire started poking Andera with her tine knife. Breast and pussy and inner thighs, and then the back of her knees, and the soles of her feet, and the palms of her hands. Caia went from giggly to intense at that--there was something about the way that Andera had to open up her hands for Teire to torment them, the way she kept doing it when told, even though she was shaking her head and sobbing a little.

		Paathi was very impressed as well. She put her hand on Andera's pussy and rang the bell, and it took perhaps half a dozen thrusts of her hips before Andera had to stop, shivering in the warm night air, on the verge of tears, she was so close to coming.

		Paathi gave her a little bit of fruit to eat, and she let Andera rub her cheek against her hand as she fed it to her. Which got her down from the brink of orgasm, but only made her feel more needy.

		That was the state she was in when the men came out to join them on the balcony. Farren was walking with a spring in his step, which probably meant that the negotiations had gone well, and the Fevin seemed similarly pleased with himself. That Farren and the Dail thought that the railway project was likely to be a success meant that it was possible to overcome the technical challenges. But if the Fevin was happy about having given Farren what he wanted, it seemed like it might actually be something that they could practically achieve.

		But Andera was past caring about all that. What she was interested in was the bulge in Farren's trousers, and the way he looked at her. When they had tied her to the table, they had crossed her arms in front of her, fastening her wrists tightly to its surface. Her hands opened and closed, hoping to touch, and to feel.

		"Well," said Paathi. "I believe that the Lady Andera has been adequately prepared, gentlemen. Now, as the host, which would the Fevin prefer?"

		The Fevin smiled down at Andera. "It is remarkable how effective extended denial of this sort can be."

		By Andera's side, Caia stiffened. Teire laughed. "Oh, but poor Caia!" she said. She patted Caia's stomach. "She would get such terrible cramps after only a few days."

		Caia breathed out. "Of course, it is charming when she is feeling poorly, and is grateful to be attended to," said Teire, and Caia stiffened again. This time the Fevin actually laughed, but Andera was past caring about that. She wanted someone to touch her, she wanted someone inside of her, and once he chose and used her, Farren would touch her, and that would be. . .

		The Fevin gave an approving slap to the side of Andera's ass, and she felt the cool trickle of oil on her asshole. She tensed, breathed in and then slowly out as the Fevin's cock pushed into her ass, hard and strong and just a little bit wider than was comfortable. Good. It felt right when she was filled like that. Then he started pumping, slowly, controlled, and she wriggled in her ropes, moving to meet him with every thrust. Her pussy ached for something to fill it, for anything--but she was grateful that Paathi wasn't tormenting her like that. She needed not to come, not until the wedding.

		Andera's eyes had fluttered closed as the Fevin had started fucking her. They opened with a start when she felt Farren's cock pressed up against her cheek, impossibly warm and velvety smooth. She looked up, saw his smile, and reached for his cock with her mouth. His grin curled up more, and he pulled it away, just out of reach. She strained forward, as the Fevin pulled back, and again, just out of reach. Andera gave an irritated little groan as she pushed backward, to meet the Fevin's thrust, and Teire giggled.

		On the next thrust, though, Farren let her take him into her mouth, and it was wonderful. It wasn't easy--it never was with Farren, who was so large that he filled her mouth, and reached the back of her throat with every thrust, and it was more difficult when she couldn't use her hands to take some of his length--but it was good, it was so very good. It took a little while before the two men found the same rhythm, but then they did, moving Andera back and forth between them like a wave suspended on that table between their cocks. She was lost to the sensations, to the heat of her skin wherever they touched her, to the desire between her thighs.

		The Fevin finished first, with great heaving thrusts that lifted Andera up, so that she was held up by his hands rather than the table. Then Farren finished, hot and warm and with the taste that she'd started off hating, but which had become comforting. It meant that she'd done a good job, and that Paathi and Farren were pleased with her. When he was done, the Fevin had already pulled out, the slickness of his come on Andera's ass slowly rolling down her to mingle with her own juices on her thighs.

		Farren and the Fevin retired to the couch on the side of the balcony to enjoy small glasses of lemon cordial and appreciate the sunset. Paathi and the Fevin's wives kept enjoying Andera for a little longer. Paathi held her hand under Andera's pussy and rang her bell, and both Teire and Caia giggled at how enthusiastically Andera ground against it, and how little time it took before she had to stop moving, panting, to lick Paathi's hand clean.

		Then Caia untied her and let her down from the table as Paathi and Farren made their farewells. Andera reached for her clothing, but Paathi gave her an appraising look and shook her head. "No, I think that you have reached a state where that is no longer appropriate."

		Throughout the whole thing--when the Fevin and Farren had been using her, when Teire had used a flat-sided spoon to scrape Andera's thighs clean and feed her juices to Caia--Paathi had kept hold of the gold chain attached to Andera's collar. She gave that chain a little shake. "I understand that you would prefer to crawl, but there is something delightful about having you walk behind me, as tall as you are, and as easily embarrassed. So, come along then."

		Andera was easily embarrassed. There had been servants on the balcony the entire time. While Paathi and the others had been playing with her, Andera had been able to put them out of her mind. But as she walked through the Fevin's houses, she was conscious of how she looked to his servants. Strangely tall and pale, flushed with arousal, the wetness clearly visible on her thighs. When they got to their carriage, Paathi had Andera put her head across Paathi's lap, and played with her hair as Andera licked at her pussy. Paathi didn't want an orgasm. She was talking to Farren about the details of the arrangement with the Fevin, and whenever Andera got too insistent, she would tweak at Andera's ear, pulling her back. She just wanted to enjoy her wife-to-be, and she did, one hand in Andera's hair, the other one--the one which held Andera's chain--slowly stroking Andera's back and ass, the skin-warm chain caressing Andera with every movement of Paathi's hand.

		As the carriage made its way back to the Rowe estate, Andera fell into a haze, where there was nothing but how turned on she was, how close she was to orgasm, and how hard she had to try to keep from coming. Nothing beyond Paathi's pussy and hands and the length of chain trailing across her skin. That haze didn't leave for the whole trip, not when Paathi had her crawl into their house, and Eanah tortured her as Farren and Paathi made love. Andera was barely aware of what was being done to her, responding completely and instinctively at a nearly animal level.

		When it was done, when she had licked Paathi clean and been locked into her cage, Andera didn't quite feel the nausea that Caia had mentioned. But she was definitely feeling shaky and drained and weak, and her arousal had twisted her stomach into cramping.

		In the days that followed, that haze came down more and more often. Andera was still there, more or less, but she didn't have nearly as much control over what she did, or how she responded. But even when she was lost in lust, she knew what she was supposed to do. When the bell rang, she would rub against Paathi's hand or foot, and when she got close to orgasm, she would stop rubbing, even when it took her no more than three thrusts of her hips before she was close, and even when stopping left her clutching her belly as cramps knifed through her.

		Farren was a little troubled, watching Andera. Andera could see that, and she was grateful to Paathi for explaining it to him and convincing him to go along with it. She'd invested so much in it, gone through so much, it would've been incredibly disappointing if they hadn't followed through. And it wasn't bad, exactly. It was painful and frustrating and Andera was spending so much of her time naked and panting with need that at times she almost forgot that there were other ways that she could be. But there was the glint in Farren's eyes when he saw how needy she was and unlaced his trousers, the way that Paathi dimpled and laughed at Andera's moans and howls and tears.

		As the ceremony drew closer, Paathi started to add ornaments to Andera's nudity--earrings, and bracelets and anklets made of fine golden filigree, and a rouge that Eanah applied to her thighs and breasts. The rouge would darken and run when Andera's juices slicked her thighs, leaving her looking depraved and messy, and Paathi delighted in showing her to people in that state: visitors, including people who were starting to trickle in for the ceremony, her friends and relations. Then she took Andera to the market looking like that, had her rub against Paathi's hand as she negotiated with fruit-mongers and a lady who sold sweets and others who were going to be providing things for the party.

		Andera wound up blushing so hard it left her ears ringing, but there was also that lustful haze, the stomach cramps, and the desire to just give up and orgasm and forget, which she couldn't do, not if it meant disappointing Paathi. It was awful, but at least it helped distract some shopkeepers. Awful, but when they returned to their carriage, Andera's arousal had dampened the rouge all the way down to her ankles.

		It was the cage every night, and then there were more restraints added, and more. Andera's hands were fastened behind her back one morning, and then kept there for days--they were only moved to allow her to caress Paathi or Farren while she serviced them, and then they were refastened. The chain never left her necklace after that visit with the Fevin, and Eanah would use it when she wished Andera to remain somewhere--she'd loop the chain around a balustrade, or fasten it to the side of the tub in the bathroom, and Andera would have to wait there, trying not to make eye contact with any of the servants who happened to be passing by. And they passed by suspiciously often when Andera was restrained.

		They smiled at her when they did, though. Indulgent smiles, lustful smiles, but mainly, they seemed happy to see her in that state. Like she had broken her leg and was starting to walk again, or something like that.

		Well, she hadn't broken her leg, but she could. . . it would be wonderful, once things were solemnized properly, and Paathi wasn't her wife for an extended trial period, wasn't her bride-to-be, but they would all be married.

		And she'd be allowed to come. That was a thought that would bring her to the edge of tears, occasionally. She just . . . she wanted to make Paathi happy, and she liked how impressed people were when they found out about the bell and the way Andera held herself back from orgasm even this late in her preparatory month. But she also wanted to come, to break through that edge, to keep going to where her body wanted to go, to where she couldn't even remember having actually gone, not really.

		When the day of the wedding came, Andera had lost track of how long it had been. Every morning, she hoped that maybe it would be the day. She hoped really hard, because Farren was still busy with his work preparing for the initial construction of the railway, and Paathi was constantly busy with wedding things--there were guests who were staying at the Rowe's estate, and while those guests were often entertained by watching Andera fidgeting in a hallway, her chain tied to a table as Eanah went to steal some cakes from the kitchen or whatever it was that she was doing, most of the hostess duties had fallen to Paathi. And there were purchases to make, and servants to direct, and tradesmen to be extremely firm with.

		When Paathi had time for her, she was lovely, and when she was stressed, she liked to use Andera to relieve those stresses. Andera very much enjoyed relieving those stresses, whether it meant oral service or being tortured until she was bawling in agony. Things that she wouldn't have enjoyed under any other circumstances--little clamps that bit into her pussy and then spread it open so that Paathi could hit it with a little leather strap--managed to be pleasurable as well as the worst thing that had ever happened. So did having to stand beside Paathi with a mouth full of cinnamon candies wound up in a cloth, so that her mouth was on fire, and a river of red drool ran down her belly and puddled on the floor beneath her. But Paathi didn't have enough time to really use Andera the way Andera needed to be used, and it seemed that it wasn't customary for the guests to use the secondary wife to be unless specifically invited by the primary-wife-to-be.

		The Dail and Tiirah were the first of the guests to arrive. They didn't live far from the Rowe estate, but they didn't want to risk missing the wedding for anything. And then, the workers had already been hired, so the Dail had a lot to discuss with Farren, and with the two engineers who had been hired to oversee the field operations, the Barath and Paathi's friend from school, Dirav. Dirav showed up a few days after the Dail and his wife, and the Barath showed up a few days after that. And while the Barath was mostly concerned with the railway, Dirav split her time between taking extensive notes on the work that she was going to have to do, and being delighted by what was happening to Andera. Some of the other guests spent more of their time in the garden, or at the market, or enjoying the company of the other guests, but Dirav made certain to be around whenever Paathi decided to torment Andera.

		"She's so wonderfully lost. And there's something remarkable in the way she looks at you," Dirav explained, after watching Andera trying to swallow Paathi's entire foot, to the giggles of them both, as Eanah laid stripes across her ass with a thin bamboo rod.

		"Thank you," said Paathi, extracting her toes from Andera's mouth and wiping them on the back of her shoulders. "But we must now choose the jewelry for the ceremony. And the clothing; it shall have to be recut. And Farren is of little help at the moment, as he is waiting for you to confirm your plans for inclined chairs on transverse sleepers, I believe?"

		Dirav sighed. "This is a very difficult job that you have given me, Paathi."

		"If you wish for us to interview other candidates--" started Paathi.

		"No," she said quickly. "No, it is an opportunity that I am endlessly grateful for. But oh, I have three superiors, and while Farren and the Dail have such advanced ideas, the Barath prefers a more conservative approach, and while I am never sure that I entirely understand the first, it is very difficult to bridge the gap between the one approach and the other."

		"Well," said Paathi. "That is your chosen profession, is it not? Building bridges?"

		"Whereas your chosen profession is marrying a wealthy woman, and taking everything that she owns from her."

		Paathi laughed. "That is my hobby and my joy. My profession, such as it is, lies in administering the business of Dail and Rowe. Which includes making certain that a junior supervisor attends to her duties, while I attend to my hobby, thank you."

		"And what are you going to do to her now?" asked Dirav, intent.

		"We are going to examine clothing and jewels, as I have said," said Paathi. "And while we do this, you are going to attend a meeting with Farren and the others concerning whether Mount Adar is to be bypassed, tunneled through, or crossed by means of something called a funicular, which seems a very poor idea, but which the Dail finds delightful."

		Dirav sighed. "It isn't a terrible idea, if all we were concerned about was the passenger traffic. But it would mean unloading--"

		"Dirav?" said Paathi. "Have I ever given you any indication of being more expert than the Dail, or the Rowe, or the Barath on matters such as these?"

		"No, but--"

		"Then you must explain yourself to them and not to me. Particularly to the Barath, I think. He is more likely to listen to you than to those with more experience, for reasons which I am sure you will not admit until . . .well."

		"You are an incorrigible matchmaker," said Dirav, "and you are entirely wrong." She stood up, and scraped her nails along the inside of Andera's thighs, which made her squeak and have to fight to hold still. Then she held her fingers up to Andera's mouth, and Ander licked them clean. She was always wet now, all the time, and Dirav was far from the only person who enjoyed making her taste it.

		"But still. I suppose if I am not there, they shall talk about me, and mock the quality of my education. Best of luck with the costuming."

		"Costuming," said Paathi, with a sniff. "The Barath and his wife will have some difficulty with her, I think. But come, Andera. And crawl, please. I desire you to feel abject when we address this task."

		If Andera hadn't been feeling abject before, it wouldn't have taken her long before she was feeling that in spades. Every since they'd started the trial marriage, her clothing and jewelry had been kept locked away. It seemed that all of it was going to have to go, once the ceremony was completed. Paathi had given her some very fine things to wear--the necklace, and the filigree, as well as things like a muzzle made of jewels and precious stones, and a matching "butterfly cage." The muzzle was worn over her mouth, and the butterfly cage of her pussy so that she couldn't be touched there. She hadn't been wearing that since Paathi had decided to torment her with constant arousal. It wasn't Andera's choice which of Paathi's gifts to wear, and she'd never been given anything that she'd owned beforehand.

		"It is difficult," said Paathi, considering a pair of earrings made of long strands of seed pearls and garnets, "to not be allowed to have the things that Farren has given you. I understand that. But it is centrally important that you only take things from my hands, that his gifts come to you by way of me. How did you come by these earrings?"

		"I bought them on graduation from university," said Andera. "To celebrate."

		"I see. The same applies to those things which you bought for yourself. It is not proper for a secondary wife to choose her ornamentation." She put the earrings aside. "But these pearls will fetch a fine price in a Ralaathi market. So exotic! I shall purchase something fitting for you. Perhaps for your nipples? But what of this ring--how was this acquired?"

		It was a rose-gold ring, set with a bright little aquamarine. "Farren bought it for me. It was all he could afford when he was still a student."

		"Ah," said Paathi. "Good. I think that this will serve."

		Then she opened up Andera's closet and started taking out the clothing. Most of it would be given to the servants as part of the wedding celebrations. But Paathi intended to keep a few things, though they would have to be so thoroughly adjusted that it was more that she was going to be using the fabric from some of Andera's clothing to make similar clothing for herself.

		"It is the symbol of the thing," said Paathi. "You will wear what I give you to wear, and nothing else. And I will have everything of yours that I wish to have. You understand?"

		Andera did understand. The aquamarine ring Paathi had chosen, along with some of Andera's lingerie and a necklace of seed pearls, had been set aside on the table next to the bed. Andera felt her eyes filling with tears as she considered them. It wasn't that she didn't want to be married to Paathi, and it wasn't that she didn't want to be treated the way Paathi was treating her. It was just that there was something permanent about it, and she hadn't really considered.

		Paathi looked over at Andera, and her expression softened. "It is difficult, isn't it?"

		Andera nodded.

		"Good," said Paathi. "That is the intention. It is true that I do not intend to use you quite so harshly, but you are giving me the authority to use you as I wish, including in manners more harshly than this. It is well that you consider the implications before you commit to the relationship, as it shall be."

		"I. . ." Andera shook her head. Then she crawled over, kissed Paathi's foot, and placed it on top of her head.

		"Oh. Oh, Andera, I. . . you shall always wear lovely things, and I shall not deny you anything that you truly want." Paathi smiled down at Andera, but her eyes were also wet with tears. Then her dimple showed, and she rang that little silver bell.

		Andera groaned, and then took Paathi's hand as Paathi sat down on the side of the bed. She liked her touch, but she was so sensitized, and emotional, and Paathi was grinning mischievously at her. "I will always deny you things that you wish for me to deny you, of course," said Paathi, taking her hand away when Andera stopped moving. "Now, the shoes are all too large for any of our acquaintance, but I believe that Dirav will enjoy some of those scarves, at least until the Barath and his wife give them away to their friends and servants when they marry her."

		And so it went.

		The next morning, Eanah took extra care with Andera's preparations. After shaving and plucking Andera's pussy, she applied the rouge to Andera's inner thighs. Then she hit her with the weighted cord, which hurt tremendously but didn't leave bruises, until she was satisfied with how the dampened the rogue had become. And then she led her out to the garden, where the servants were setting out chairs and tables, and where they'd cut down the big old flowering cypress.

		Andera had known that the cypress would have to come down. It was old for a flowering cypress, and had started creaking under its own weight. If it had fallen, it would've ripped up a great swath of her garden, and crushed an even larger section. She'd told Paathi that, and wasn't surprised to see it gone. But it had been a lovely tree, and she would miss it.

		As it was, the stump was broad and flat, and an iron ring had been screwed into its center. Paathi was there, talking to one of the servants, and she smiled brilliantly when she saw Andera crawling behind Eanah.

		"Oh, how lovely," she said. "Yes, I believe that a fifty-length of chain would be sufficient. And golden chains for her anklets, Eanah? Not the short chain; I don't wish to constrain access for our guests."

		"Yes, lady," said Eanah, bowing. Paathi pressed her thumb to the center of Eanah's forehead, and Eanah went off to attend to her tasks. And the servant who Paathi had been speaking to got to work with a heavy hammer, attaching the length of chain he held to the ring in the stump, as Paathi fastened the other end to Andera's necklace.

		"Now," said Paathi. "It is traditional for guests who are pleased with you to give you little bites to eat. You are a wonderful girl, Andera, and I expect that you shall be given a surfeit. But do try to show enthusiasm and gratitude for everything you are offered, please? It is a charming little ritual, and everyone enjoys a girl who can show her gratitude."

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

		"Lovely!" said Paathi. "Now, you are to make yourself pleasing to our guests in the manner of their choosing. As part of the ceremony, it is permitted for others to examine your vulva and vaginal canal, and to stimulate them for their amusement. Once the ceremony is completed, they will also be permitted to use it, but that is not what concerns me at the moment. I shall of course be bragging concerning your continence, which may provoke some into testing its limits. I trust that the guests whom I have invited will not be so crass as to force you to a peak that you do not intend to reach, but they may be less than entirely aware of how close you are. So I would suggest being as demonstrative as possible under their attentions, to allow them to know the strain which you are under. You understand."

		"Paathi?" said Andera. "They'll be allowed. . . I mean, after the ceremony? But--"

		"It is a humbling experience, I fear," said Paathi. "But given your proclivities, I hope also a pleasurable one. And, under Farren's advice, we have kept you on your contraceptive dose--it does prevent the monthly messiness, if nothing else. So, while there is the possibility of a festive impregnation, I do not believe that you need spend too much thought on that. Though it would be lovely to see you bred, and a festive impregnation would ease some of the difficulties in child rearing, should we both choose to bear--it would be difficult to avoid the differences in appearance between a child Farren got on you, and one which I carried, and it is not well for children to be able to tell who is born of a secondary wife, and who of a primary."

		Andera tried to digest all of that, and wasn't quite able to. She looked up at Paathi, who smiled down at her, and patted her head. "I'm sorry Andera. I am distracted, and burbling on. Suffice it to say as follows: Once the ceremony is complete, and I enter with Farren into our marital bower, you shall be fully available for the entertainment of our guests. We have not decided to attempt impregnation at this time, but if there is a failure of the contraception, that would be delightful. Do you understand?"

		"Yes, lady," said Andera

		"There there!" said Paathi. "No need to look so disconsolate. Farren will use you before any of the other gentlemen in attendance, and may again use you from time to time once we are properly married. Doesn't that idea delight?"

		"Yes, lady," said Andera. The rule had been that all her pleasure came from Paathi, and she had sort of expected that to remain the case, but Farren. . . that would be. . .

		"There are occasional errors in this regard, and they are excused, but I trust that you will not orgasm, despite the strain."

		Oh.

		"There, you see?" said Paathi. "Your worries have been soothed. Oh, and it is traditional for the servants to indulge after the guests have departed. I fear that we shall be already be asleep when you return to our chambers, but you may curl up at our feet, when you arrive. Now you must excuse me; the guests are beginning to arrive."

		The guests had been arriving since the week prior. But they were starting to show up at the garden. Andera could hear Dirav's laughter, and the Dail and Tiirah talking to Farren.

		"I doubt it will be long before you are given positions to hold, but for now, you may stretch out. But do not stand at all or sit down atop the tree-stump, please--it is best if you remain in more explicit poses. Lying in the grass would be quite charming, though, when you are tired."

		Andera looked up at Paathi, who dimpled. And then rang her bell.

		Andera groaned, took Paathi's hand, and rubbed against it. It had been so long since she'd come, and now everyone was going to fuck her, and she still wasn't going to be allowed to come, and.

		Three strokes against Paathi's hand, and she had to pull away, trembling. Paathi gave a lovely, tinkling laugh. "Oh, Andera. Oh, I am so fortunate with you."

		Andera looked down, breathing hard. This was what she'd chosen, and this was what she wanted, and this wasn't going to be easy.

		It wasn't long before the first of the guests came over to see her. Meili. She had been one of Andera's first friends when they'd moved out to the northern provinces, and she was at least partially responsible for Andera's interest in secondary wives. She'd come with her secondary wife, Inat.

		"How good to see you, Andera!" she said. "And congratulations. You are looking radiant."

		"Thank you," said Andera.

		"You're welcome. Now, up on the stump, please. Inat has been curious about certain matters, and we so seldom have a chance to indulge our curiosity."

		It was a big enough tree stump that Andera could get up on it on her hands and knees, which was clearly what they wanted. She gasped as Inat spread her legs apart and took hold of her inner lips, rubbing them gently between her fingers. "They are very soft," she said.

		"Of course they are," said Meili. "She may be foreign, but she is not that foreign. And look at how flushed she is, just at the touch!"

		Andera groaned, and Inat giggled.

		"Paathi said that she had kept her for the entire month," said Meili. "I would not have believed it, for a woman as sensuous as Andera, but the evidence is clear enough."

		"The evidence is all over my fingertips!" said Inat. "May I beat her, please?"

		Meili cupped Andera's chin in her fingers, and considered Andera's face. "She looks very eager. It would be well improved with tears. Yes, thank you, Inat. That would be most kind."

		One of the servants brought a bundle of twigs. Those stung, and Inat hit hard every single time. It was a strain to remain in position and take what was being done to her, but Meili gave her little bites of pears and candied squab and told her that she looked lovely, all of which was nice, and all of which made it harder when Inat was done beating her, and Meili told her to clean off Andera's thighs. Which she did with her tongue, and not just Andera's thighs. Andera had to remain absolutely stock still, not even breathing, when Inat's lips brushed against her pussy, and then again, when Meili laughed about it.

		"And this is," said someone who Andera didn't recognize, "after only a month of restriction?"

		Inat pulled away, and Andera opened her eyes. Paathi was there, which gave her a sudden thrill--Paathi would have seen how good she had been!--along with a pair of girls in university uniforms.

		"Only?" asked Paathi.

		"A month of continence is not so very much for a lady who is being taught to take her pleasure in the pleasure of others," said the girl. She was dark, with intense eyes. Taller than Paathi, but Andera could recognize a family resemblance.

		"Oh, Sar," said Paathi. "The Lady Andera is to be my wife, and I delight in seeing her in her pleasure."

		"But yours is to be the more important," said Sar.

		"Of course," said Paathi. "I take it that you are considering something else for your friend."

		"Well," said Sar. "I am sure you shall disapprove. I have heard a great deal on this matter from my mother, and from your mother, and from all my other aunties."

		"There, there!" said Paathi. Andera could see her fighting to hold back a smile. "But first introduce us, please, and then allow me to disapprove of your friend on my own time."

		Sar gave Paathi a thunderous look, and then bowed. "Lady Paathi, this is Yarath. She is a wonderful and obedient girl, and she is mine."

		"Pleased to meet you," said Paathi, returning Yarath's embarrassed bow. "I do not disapprove yet. I take it that the reason for this disapproval is that your mother and my mother and so on do not wish to see you making a commitment to a young lady in the absence of a husband."

		"They do not. It is a very old-fashioned and hurtful attitude, and I am not certain that I shall--" Sar shook her head. "But we are making my young lady more uncomfortable than necessary, and your lady insufficiently uncomfortable. Lady Andera, up on your knees, thank you. Yarath, observe how stiff her nipples are in the heat of her arousal. I should like for you to pay close attention to them, so that they are fully engorged, before I whip them."

		"Yes, lady," said Yarath, talking quietly, clearly aroused. "Thank you, lady."

		Andera's eyes fluttered closed as Yarath kissed her breast, her tongue small and wet and soft against her skin.

		"And you are considering limiting your Yarath's pleasures to the extent that a month of denial is an inconsiderable amount of time," said Paathi.

		"I intend to train her to take her pleasure solely in the pleasure of others," said Sar. "It's true that she does look lovely in her pleasure, and I do enjoy the power implicit in bringing her to that point and beyond. I shall have to punish her for depriving me of it. But yes. That is the course I intend."

		Andera felt Yarath's breath hitch against her skin. Yarath had been steadying herself with a hand on Andera's side, and it clenched at Sar's words, just a little. Andera recognized those feelings--arousal coupled with fear, something she wanted and didn't want at all.

		And never orgasming?

		"It's true that I am not quite so old-fashioned as those of a previous generation," said Paathi. "But I am not at all certain about this."

		Sar made an angry noise, looked like she was about to argue.

		"But before I express any opinion, can you tell me why you have chosen this for your girl?"

		"Partially, it is for her own good. It takes her longer to recover her interest in amorous play than I would prefer, if I allow her to achieve completion. This way, she remains ready whenever I wish to make use of her. And while she does generally maintain an appropriate level of enthusiasm for the activities which I enjoy, I believe that there is room for improvement in that area."

		"Partially?"

		"Partially. That should be sufficient, Yarath. Display the Lady Andera's nipples, please."

		Yarath moved to Andera's side, cupping Andera's breasts, squeezing her nipples between thumb and forefinger.

		"There, you see?" said Sar. "They are so stiff that she is in pain merely from arousal, and this is after only a month. Wouldn't it be lovely for you to be in that state constantly?"

		Yarath shivered.

		"And that is the primary reason," said Sar. The servants had laid out a collection of implements on a table beside Andera's stump. Sar picked up a cowhide whip, considered it, and put it back down. Then she chose a thin bamboo rod and smiled when Andera winced. "That shiver. I think that she will cry when I tell her that I have finally decided on denying her all further orgasms, and again, when the reality of my choice becomes clear to her. I . . . she is so pretty when she cries, Paathi."

		"Hm," said Paathi. Then Sar brought the bamboo rod down across Andera's breasts it laid a stripe down that crossed her left nipple, which had been painfully stiff. Andera screamed.

		"There, there," said Sar. "That is lovely, but we are having a conversation. Yarath, keep her silent, please. As you've been taught."

		"Yes, lady," said Yarath softly. "Thank you, lady." She put her finger on Andera's lower lip. Andera was sobbing--that stripe had been impossibly painful. She looked up at Yarath, who smiled at her and slowly pushed her fingers in. Yarath's hand was small—most of it fit into Andera's mouth. The next time Sar hit her, Andera's scream was muffled.

		"So," said Paathi. "Partially to make her a better lover, and partially because it will cause her to suffer."

		"Yes. And now you will tell me that I am a foolish girl, and that I ought not consider such things, not without a husband and a place in society, and why do I not attend more to to my business rather than my schoolgirl whimsies." Sar punctuated that with a series of strokes with the bamboo rod, which left Andera weeping and trying not to bite down on Yarath's hand.

		"No," said Paathi. "It is clear that you have given this a great deal of thought. However, there is some justice to the claim that you have thought about this as an infatuted young woman, rather than someone who has fully accepted the responsibilities of keeping a girl."

		"Cousin Paathi," said Sar stiffly.

		"Cousin Sar," Paathi replied. "Consider this: the course of discipline to which you intend to subject Yarath will cause her to focus her pleasure on giving pleasure to others. It would be very cruel to give her that focus, and then not allow her to give pleasure to others. If you are convinced that you do not need a husband, I shall not argue with you. But if your girl is going to get her pleasure from giving pleasure, she must have opportunities to give pleasure sufficient to her needs."

		Sar frowned, and hit Andera again, hard.

		"It is true that the denial of pleasure is a lovely way to make girls cry," said Paathi. "But that is why they are taught to get their pleasure by giving it to others. There is a physical reaction--they come to associate the climax of another with the feelings that they have lost, and they glory in what they can see but cannot feel. But they also mourn it, every time."

		"Hm," said Sar, considering. She reached out and stroked Andera's breast, smiling at Andera's moan. "I see."

		"If you do not wish to have an intimate relationship with a man, I will not object--it is a modern idea, certainly, but as someone who is involved in the construction of railways, I can scarcely object to modernity. But you must consider--when you have a girl who is trained to be satisfied with the orgasms of others, there will need to be a great many others. And it would be difficult to find others who will be willing to limit their use of a loan merely to those of your preferred gender."

		"And thus?" Sar shook her head. "Of course, she will be expected to serve whomever I choose for her to serve."

		Paathi picked up a stone phallus from the table of implements, and brought it to Andera's mouth. Andera's hips moved as she took its length down her throat, eager. "It is possible to achieve these results solely with object training. But it is considerably easier to see progress when you have the material with which to train close at hand."

		"Humph," said Sar.

		Andera gagged a little on the thing in her throat. It was wide and hard and heavy, and her hands fluttered at her sides, trying not to interfere with what Paathi wanted to do to her. Paathi gave her a sidelong glance, and smirked. "And they are. . . well. I am sure that your mother and all of the rest of our family will give you a sufficiency of ways in which possessing a husband will make your life more pleasant. But let us set that aside. At the moment, I have not chosen to subject the Lady Andera to this training, but it is something that I find fascinating."

		"Oh?"

		"Yes. It is very traditional, really, and I feel that if you commit to it properly, it may soothe some of the objections to your modernity."

		"I see," said Sar. "And what do you recommend?"

		"For one thing," said Paathi. "Once you decide upon that course, I feel you must give up bringing her to orgasm sooner, rather than later." Paathi stood on one side of Andera, and Yarath on the other. Yarath trembled at that. Andera gagged again on the phallus, worse, trying to fight it back, to breathe through her nose, trying to keep from throwing up and embarrassing Paathi.

		"But--"

		"It will be a little time before she will be ready to give them over entirely. But now, while the two of you are engaged in your activities--she is allowed to delight fully in her pleasure. She will need to release the pressure, I think. Once or twice in a month, with the frequency gradually reduced, as time passes. But she must do this on her own, knowing that you would rather that she did not."

		"Ah," said Sar. "I see."

		"Good!" said Paathi. "Also, she does need to be trained to enjoy things that do not run the risk of pushing her over an edge. Here, observe."

		She pulled the phallus out of Andera's mouth; a thick streamer of drool came with it, and Andera leaned forward, coughing, then looked up at Paathi. "You see? So delighted to be allowed to suck."

		"I see," said Sar. She patted Andera's cheek. "It does render her so lovely."

		"Quite," said Paathi. "But there are also forms of direct physical stimulation which she must be taught to prefer. Breasts and thighs, of course, but there is also the anal ring. If she is to be used there exclusively, it must become a locus of pleasure."

		"Naturally," said Sar. "Will one of your maids attend to preparing her? I am sure that your lovely bride will give as much pleasure as she can."

		"Of course," said Paathi. "So you are resolved in this?"

		"No," said Sar. "But it is well for Yarath to believe me to be on the verge of that choice."

		Paathi laughed. Then she rang her bell, and Andera pressed against her hand, rubbing desperately. No orgasms? Ever? But. . . well, maybe, but. . . .

		Eanah came and collected Yarath, Paathi and Sar went off together, and three of the Dail's cousins came and fucked Andera. They were young men, all in their first year of university, and they were tireless, moving fast and hard and ready to start again almost as soon as they'd finished. They gave Andera little bites of fried greens and freshwater shrimp when they weren't using her mouth, and Andera felt like she'd earned every tiny bite.

		Then Eanah brought Yarath back, and it was time for Andera to give as much pleasure as she could. It was Andera's wedding, which apparently meant that it would be rude for other girls to be entirely undressed--that would take some of the attention away from the secondary bride. but Yarath's wrists were tied to her shoulders and her skirt was folded up above her waist.

		"The anal ring is exquisitely sensitive," said Paathi, bending Yarath at the waist, in front of Andera. "It is not a form of stimulation that is widely practiced--I do not prefer it, for instance--and it requires an intense cleaning regimen for it to be sanitary. But Yarath has been intensely cleaned, and I do not wish to stint in your education. Your tongue, please, Andera. Gentle touches, but you may also attempt to penetrate the anus with your tongue. And do not neglect the areas near there; both licks and kisses are appropriate, thank you."

		They moved Yarath back, and Andera licked. It tasted a bit like the rosewater and lavender soap that Eanah used to clean Andera out when it was necessary for her to be cleaned out. That was all. It wasn't easy to get her tongue in there, but she knew what she was supposed to do. And she did it, as one of the other guests passed by, put his drink down on the stump beside Andera, and ran his hand along her inner thigh, and up to her ass.

		Paathi and Sar were tormenting Sar, as Andera licked, and as the man behind her lubricated her ass, and started to push inside of her. They were hitting Yarath's breasts, and pulling her hair, and Yarath was starting to moan a little.

		It went on for a while. Long enough that the man behind her was replaced by a woman who beat the back of Andera's thighs and breasts, but in the end, when Yarath was pulled away from Andera, her hair was plastered against her forehead with sweat, and she was trembling.

		"I see," said Sar, with a considering look. "And I suppose she will respond to manual stimulation as well."

		"Assuming that she is not spoiled by allowing her more pleasurable stimulation," said Paathi.

		Yarath made a sad little whining noise. Neither Paathi nor Sar said anything about it, but they both had the same secret little smile. "Thank you, cousin Paathi," said Sar. "Might you wish to use my Yarath for a little while?"

		"Of course," said Paathi. "She can attend to Andera after the ceremony and fill in for her when my Andera's duties are complete."

		Yarath flinched.

		"There, there," said Sar. "I suppose it is commendable that you are already shrinking from direct vaginal stimulation, but you must do as you are told, Yarath." Sar looked at Paathi and shook her head. "I shall administer a corrective as soon as the ceremony is completed."

		"Naturally. Speaking of which, the time has come, I think." Paathi gestured, and a short man wearing a magistrate's robes came forward.

		"Lady Andera," said Paathi. "The notary will explain to you the meaning of the ceremony, and what your new status will be. Do pay close attention, please."

		"Thank you," said the notary. He smiled at Andera and patted her on the head. "As you are aware, when this marriage is solemnized, the Lady Paathi will be taking your place at the head of the household, along with the Rowe. All of your chattels and possessions will be theirs, rather than yours. You shall wear whatever the Lady Paathi chooses, or does not choose, and you will be legally bound to obey her in all things. If the marriage is dissolved, you will be entitled to a portion of the joint property, but you will not be legally allowed to be in a marriage with either the Rowe or the Lady Paathi, ever again. Do you understand?"

		"Yes," said Andera.

		"Very good!" said the notary, who patted her again. "Very well, you may sign these documents. When you do, all that you own will no longer be yours, and you will not be permitted to sign contracts, endorse agreements, or act in the part of a legal person in any way. All of these matters shall be in the hands of your husband and your wife. Do you understand that?"

		"Yes," repeated Andera.

		"Excellent!" The notary put a stack of papers down in front of Andera, on a bit of slate, and gave her a pen. Paathi sat down on one side of her, and Farren sat on the other, their hands joined on her shoulders, as she read through the documents, and signed each one. If any of them wanted to leave, all the property held in the name of the Rowe would be divided equally between the three of them, and none of them would be permitted to marry any of the others, ever again.

		Andera's marriage with Farren had been a happy one before she had even considered romancing Paathi. And now, with each document that she signed, she was trusting that marriage into Paathi's hand. And she was trusting all her properties and lands and chattels to her. It was right. She had already entrusted her happiness to Paathi's hands, and Paathi had made certain that she was happy.

		Not that it was easy. She enjoyed what Paathi did to her, and what Paathi had other people do to her. But this was giving that a force that a game didn't have; if Andera didn't want to obey Paathi, her only option was divorce, if Paathi pressed the point. Otherwise, there were legal consequences--if Paathi told her to do something, and she didn't obey, she could be jailed, or subjected to public humiliation or community service.

		Which seemed like something Paathi might decide to subject her to for her own amusement.

		But Paathi's hand was on her shoulder, and Farren's hand, and there were the people who had come to the celebration, to watch her give her life over into her lover's hand. Andera signed and signed, until she turned over a paper, and there wasn't another one beneath it.

		Meili was the first one to start applauding, and then the rest of the crowd joined in. Andera looked up, as the notary stepped aside, to see her friends, and Paathi's friends, and Farren's friends, and Paathi's relatives, all smiles, all happy for her.

		"Very good!" said Paathi. "Oh how lovely. You may place my foot upon your head now."

		That was a symbol of devotion, and Andera did it quickly, without thinking. More applause.

		"Now Farren's," said Paathi, and it was a little difficult to arrange it. She was crouched on the ground, her face in the dirt, with Paathi's foot on her cheek. But when she reached out, Farren's foot was there, and she put his shoe on top of her ear, next to Paathi's foot. They both pressed down on her, a little, as they turned to each other. Andera couldn't see them kiss, not like that, but she knew that they were, and she wanted to applaud along with the crowd. It was everything she could've wanted.

		Well, almost everything. When they took their feet off of Andera's head, Paathi smiled down at Andera, and then rang her bell. She reached for Paathi's hand, but Paathi shook her head, and looked down at her foot. Andera turned around, backed into her, and lay down on the dirt, rutting against Paathi's foot, as the crowd cheered and laughed. She'd signed the documents, she'd made the agreement, Paathi had said that she could come after that? And it had been so long, and she really wanted to.

		"Up," said Paathi, when Andera could not keep moving, and was lying trembling on the ground in front of her. "Onto the tree stump, please."

		"Yes, lady," said Andera, crawling up where she was told. "Thank you, lady."

		"How formal you become, when you are properly aroused." Paathi giggled and shook her head. "But you must wait for the Rowe to achieve his satisfaction before you climax, so I suppose that we must give you a moment or two to catch your breath and to regain your composure."

		"Thank you," said Andera, feeling the roughness of the freshly cut wood against her palms and her knees and shins, feeling the cool of the air on her skin, feeling the eyes of everyone there watching her, enjoying her performance, enjoying what Paathi had made of her.

		"We shared the wine from your homeland," whispered Paathi in her ear. "It was very nice, but it is gone now. If you wish for a taste. . . " she smiled at Andera, her dimple showing. "Well, it has not entirely passed through me."

		Andera knew what Paathi meant. And while the people who'd been playing with her had given her the occasional treat, they hadn't really given her enough to drink. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against the silky smooth skin of Paathi's thigh, at the place that she'd been taught was the suckling point. And just like she'd been taught, when she kissed Paathi there, Paathi turned, moved forward, bringing her pussy up to Andera's mouth.

		Andera took it in her mouth, closed her eyes, breathed. She could feel the muscles shifting, and then the sudden hot flow of urine. It was more than Paathi usually did, when she pissed into Andera's mouth, and Andera choked, coughed, trying to swallow it all. The flow eased, she swallowed, and then it started again.

		It tasted like piss, mostly. Which didn't taste great, and which meant that Paathi should've been drinking more water, and there was maybe, distantly, a faint trace of sweetness, a distant echo of the Tafransen vintage? Probably not, but maybe. And there was more than she could swallow; she choked, from time to time, coughed up mouthfuls of piss.

		There was laughter at that, and scattered applause.

		"There," said Paathi when she was done, pulling away. "Oh, Andera. We shall have to return to a world of clothing and approximate equality. But you are so lovely like this, when the hurt and the love mingle in your eyes."

		Andera put her head down on the tree stump, reached for Paathi's foot, and placed it on top of her head.

		There were soft noises from the crowd, and when Paathi put her foot back down on the grass and looked at Andera, there were tears in her eyes. "Oh, Andera," she said. "Oh dear. I. . . oh." She knelt to look Andera in her eyes. "Andera, I love you with all my heart. And I shall never deny you either the suffering or the pleasure that you most crave."

		She looked over Andera's shoulder and nodded, and Andera felt Farren's hands on her hips. Instinctively, she relaxed, so that it wouldn't hurt too much when Farren pushed into her ass--that was how he'd been using her, ever since Paathi had begun taking control of their activities in the bedroom.

		Only instead of sliding into her ass, his cock pushed into her pussy. Andera gasped, and shivered. It felt so good. Too good. Her leg was already shaking uncontrollably, and it was just. . . he was warm and filling her, and it had been so very long.

		Andera was crying, a little. Something between happiness and pain and arousal and everyone there, watching her, watching them, and she couldn't. Paathi slapped her across the face, which shocked her into opening her eyes.

		"Not until I tell you to," she said. "Your climax will be before Farren's, and will trigger Farren's."

		"Yes, lady, thank you, lady."

		Paathi took hold of Andera's nose and pulled her head u, so that she was on her hands and knees, rather than pushed down into the tree stump. Then she stepped back to watch Farren fuck Andera. His hands were warm on his hips, and he felt so very good, moving inside of her.

		"Your breasts are very lovely when you are being taken in this fashion," said Paathi. "The swing so invitingly. I believe that we will have to have them pierced, so that they can be decorated in an appropriate manner, but oh, it shall be difficult not to have them available until they heal."

		Andera moaned, and then moaned again, as Paathi's finger brushed against her lips, and then thrust into her mouth. Andera sucked on Paathi's fingers, eyes fluttering closed. It was as though all there was in the world was Farren behind her, the tree stump under her, and Paathi's fingers in her mouth; there was the taste of her fingers, the smell of the fresh-cut wood . . .

		Paathi patted Andera's cheek and slowly pulled her fingers from her mouth. "Now, let us see about solemnizing this marriage properly. Remain in this position, Andera."

		Andera was pushing back to meet Farren's thrusts, and after Paathi had mentioned it, she couldn't stop being aware of the sway of her breasts with every thrust. But she didn't put her head down or move her hands or anything else. She remained in position as best she could, though she jumped a little when Paathi's fingers, wet from her mouth, drifted lightly across her pussy.

		"Sh," said Paathi. "Not yet. Allow Farren a time to enjoy my touch."

		Andera bit her lip. She had not orgasmed for a month, and it had been difficult for most of that month. But it was especially difficult, when Paathi's hands were on her pussy, pressing down in time with Farren's thrusts, and when she could hear him groaning, as he felt Paathi's touch through Andera.

		Then Paathi's fingers moved to Andera's clit. "Now, please, Andera."

		She didn't fall apart immediately, even though she had permission. It was as though her body had forgotten how. It felt good, it all felt good, it was like her skin was on fire, and her stomach was twisting with pleasure. But she struggled to push herself over the edge.

		"Now," said Paathi, and then Andera did come. She was on her hands and knees, but she couldn't stay there. Her legs gave out, and Farren held her up, clenched her to him, as he came; she could feel him coming in the way his hands clenched, in his deep, irregular thrusts, in everything, in the spreading warmth in her lower belly.

		Farren came, and came hard, and long. Andera had started before him, and she kept coming after he was done, after he had pulled out. It had been a month, and also, Paathi didn't stop. Her hand was slick with Andera's wetness and Farren's come, and she knew exactly where Andera was most sensitive, exactly how to touch her--soft or hard, gentle or firm. It was one orgasm, or ten, or twenty, and it just didn't stop. Andera was screaming, in pleasure, in pain, in both, and she couldn't breathe, and she couldn't. . . she could've pulled away, but she'd been told not to move, so she stayed in place, twisting, gasping, spots swirling behind her eyes.

		When she finally finished, when Paathi finally let her go, she collapsed onto the tree stump, utterly boneless. There were giggles and applause, and Paathi patted her on her hip. "Very lovely. That was very impressive, and surely you can agree it was worth the wait."

		It had hurt, and it still hurt. Andera's stomach muscles were clenching and unclenching, trying to untwist themselves after what had happened. "Yes, lady," she said.

		"And now, one additional demonstration, to show those present how well you love me," said Paathi. She rang her bell.

		Andera pulled herself up, found Paathi's hand, started rubbing against it. It had been. . . she didn't have anything left after what Paathi had done to her, and her clit was so sore that even the lightest touches that she could manage hurt. But she wanted to demonstrate.

		Paathi gave her a wicked little smile. "You are going to have to continue until you come, Andera."

		Andera groaned.

		"I know," said Paathi. "I intentionally made it more difficult for you, by taking every last pleasurable contraction that you had to offer. You thrive on difficulties of this sort. And when you are done, and you have come a second time, I shall return to the house with Farren, as is customary. We shall feed each other a meal, which is silly, but which is a manner in which weddings are celebrated, and we shall talk a bit. There was a second bottle of your sweet wine; the two of us shall share it. And then we shall make love together, in our bed."

		It still hurt, every movement of her hips, every touch against her pussy. But Andera groaned, thinking about Paathi and Farren together.

		"While this is happening, every guest at the wedding shall enjoy the music, and there will be dancing, and foods laid out for them. As you seem to fatigued, you will be restrained in a manner that shall keep you properly raised and available. Once that is taken care of, the men shall enjoy your vaginal canal, in the spirit of the celebration. Every male guest who is of age, at least once. And after they finish, my cousin's charming girl will clean you out with her tongue. She is to be stringently beaten if she fails to bring you to orgasm, but I shall be disappointed if you do not refrain. So there will be further difficulties for you to overcome."

		Andera was sore and tired and hungry, but she was moving with Paathi's touch at that point, looking up to see her wife's smile, then her eyes closing of their own accord, then looking up again.

		"Doubtless, some of the men will wish to use your anal passage as well. Even when the other is available, gentlemen have their preferences. I am sure that you will be properly accommodating. However, while a festive child is a blessing to a bride, it is not so sought after by guests. So your mouth shall be reserved for our lady guests, so as to avoid the transference of sperm from your lips to their vaginal opening. I am sure that they will amuse themselves with your other parts as well."

		Andera moaned faintly as she rubbed against Paathi's hand. It hurt, but at that same time.

		Paathi noticed and laughed. "There, you see? There are times when you doubt your choices, I'm sure. But oh, you respond so well to maltreatment, and with such enthusiasm. Here, I shall push you over the edge. When the guests are gone, the servants shall use you. Or beat you, one after another. Perhaps later this evening I shall come out to the balcony, and see you being taken for the fiftieth or sixtieth time in the day, by a groom or a maid. And then Farren will come up behind me, and watch you as well, and then he will take me back to bed, and we shall make love for a second time."

		As she said that, her fingers slipped past Andera's clit with just the right amount of pressure. Andera gasped, and twisted, and pushed against Paathi's hand. It wasn't the cataclysmic orgasm that she'd had that first time, but she was so worn out that even the smallest convulsions were a mixture of pleasure and pain. Paathi made sure that she was finished, that she'd worn her out entirely, then she pulled her hand back, and held it up to Andera's mouth, so that she could lick it clean, tasting the musky flavor of her own juices and the ammonia bitterness of Farren's come.

		The guests clapped. Andera had gone through so much for those orgasms, had tried so hard for so long to be good, and she had. But now it wasn't their approval she felt most strongly, or Farren's or even Paathi's. It was the admiration they had for Paathi as she left with Farren, who blushed and held her close.

		The Dail was already behind her as the servants brought cushions and tied her down on top of them, so that even without any strength, she would be at the correct height and position to be fucked from behind.

		He was Farren's friend, and he was her friend, and he pushed into her pussy as soon as she was fixed into place. Tiirah came up beside them as he groaned, pushing hard all the way inside of her.

		"And is it as pleasant as you had hoped?" she said.

		"Yes," he said. "Oh, the Rowe is a lucky man."

		Tiirah gave him a teasing poke in his side. "And you are not?" He didn't reply, and she sighed. "Well, I suppose we cannot all be as pretty as a bride on her wedding day. Though I imagine that those who attend to her later in the afternoon will not enjoy quite the same degree of tautness which you are currently enjoying."

		She leaned over next to Andera and spread her fingers out in her hair. Then she tightened them, making a fist, and Andera gasped, her head jerking back.

		"You are a lovely host, but I fear that you are going to suffer some maltreatment from the ladies who disapprove of how thoroughly their men are enjoying you." Tiirah picked up one of the cowhide whips and brought it down across Andera's shoulders. And then across her breasts, giggling. "They do sway so wonderfully, you know."

		When Eanah had been tying her in place, Paathi had made sure that even though Andera was on her hands and knees, her arms were restrained to her sides, so that the guests would be able to hit her breasts without difficulty. It seemed that she knew what her guests wanted.

		And what her guests wanted was Andera. Tiirah tormented Andera the whole time the Dail was using her, not stopping until he finished. And then she started using Andera's mouth, as Yarath licked Andera's pussy. Andera was sore and tired, but she knew that it wasn't going to be easy to do what Paathi wanted, and subject Yarath to whatever it was that Sar would do to her for failing to make Andera come. Her tongue was so soft, and so clever.

		Then the Fevin was behind her, guiding his cock into her pussy while Tiirah rocked her hips insistently against Andera's face and chatted with the Fevin about the party and about the engineers they had hired to supervise laying the tracks for the railroad.

		Andera was. . . an amenity, a gracious touch to a party. Like the musicians playing softly on strings and flutes, like the tables of food or the bottles of wine. When Tiirah was done using that amenity, Teire and Ceir amused themselves with it. Teire, as the primary wife, enjoyed Andera's mouth, as Ceir alternated between stroking Andera's breasts, licking them, slapping and biting. By the time the Fevin came to a forceful climax, Andera had to fight to hold herself still when Yarath started lapping up the semen he had deposited inside her.

		Less than a year earlier, she might have occasionally taken Farren in her mouth, when she was feeling particularly daring. Now she almost found it easier when men used her mouth than women. She'd been so thoroughly used that she scarcely gagged at all when a cock was forced down her throat, and that was mostly what men wanted--they appreciated it when a tongue moved in time with their thrusts, or when she could lick their balls and the base of their cock while they were fucking her throat. But that, and some suction, was enough. Mostly they wanted the feeling of sliding deep down her throat, the warmth and wet softness of it.

		Women wanted more than that; they wanted movement of tongue and lips, they wanted attention to their labia and to the entrance of their cunt, and exactly the right sort of pressure on their clit. And none of them wanted exactly the same thing, and all of the women who Paathi had wanted were very clear on what they wanted, and would hurt Andera until she gave them exactly what they wanted.

		And as Tiirah predicted, the men who enjoyed Andera's pussy later on in the party didn't enjoy quite the tautness that the Dail had. It was a constant pressure there, broken only by by Yarath's increasingly desperate licking and sucking. And while Yarath did swallow as much as she could of what they spent in her, enough escaped that it ran down her thighs, and enough was left inside that it would ooze out of her whenever she shifted her position.

		As the afternoon turned to evening, the crowds started to thin. Not around Andera, though. It seemed that it was customary to pay one's respects at the end of a secondary marriage by making sure to fuck the secondary wife. After they were done whipping her and using her mouth and her pussy, they would give Andera a sweet and tell her to be sure to send their regards to Paathi and Farren. It was a lot to remember, and Andera felt as though her mind was leaking out of her along with the fluids that Yarath licked clean.

		It felt so good, though. So very good. And when she thought about what Paathi and Farren were doing--were they eating dinner yet? Had Farren leaned down to kiss Paathi's neck like he sometimes did, making her start and blush and giggle?

		Yarath noticed the way that Andera was responding to whoever it was that was fucking her, and she moved to Andera's side and started playing with her breasts and nibbling at her neck and her ears. Which was completely unfair, because she was just supposed to clean Andera off after a gentleman had finished, not. . . but it did feel good. So did the cock inside of her, and the man's friendly slap on her ass when he was finished and pulled out. It all felt good, and it all felt right. It also hurt and left her feeling sore, tired, and kind of alone, despite everything.

		As the last guests left, the number of servants at the party seemed to increase. Andera was barely aware of anything, but she noticed that. They were polite to the guests and assisted where they were needed. But there were more of them than there had been, and whenever Andera had some time when she wasn't being used by the guests she could see them watching her from the corners of their eyes.

		After the first time Paathi had insisted that she be naked in front of the staff, Andera had found it difficult to look them in the eye or to give them instructions that weren't requests. It wasn't going to be easy to face them after this. Or maybe it was. They were watching her, but they were smiling when they looked at her. There wasn't any cruelty in it, or at least, not real cruelty. Some of the maids looked like . . . well, she was pretty sure that they were going to leave bruises. But not because they disliked her. The opposite, really.

		There was a break, as the last few guests sat around one of the tables, sharing cups of wine. It was Dirav and the Barath and his wife, and they were talking through something to do with the railroad. Andera wasn't close enough to hear the details, but she heard enough to see that the Barath was insisting on something that Dirav didn't think was necessary, and Dirav was losing the argument.

		Andera didn't know enough about the way relationships worked in Ralaath to know whether Paathi was right when she kept implying that Dirav was going to be a secondary wife to someone, and was trying to arrange it with that engineer. It could be that Paathi was right. But then, she usually was.

		Yarath wasn't licking Andera constantly at that point. Probably she'd noticed it wasn't working. Instead, she was hitting her occasionally, on her ass and thighs, with some of the lighter tools. Enough to hurt, enough to make her make protesting noises and try to escape even though her bonds wouldn't let her. Not hard enough to make her scream and cry, not hard enough to leave marks, but hard enough to leave her turned on and writhing. More turned on than when Yarath licked her, more turned on than when people fucked her.

		It hadn't been easy to accept that. A lot had happened to Andera, and it had been easier to see it as something that was happening to her than something which she had chosen. And maybe. . . it was possible that if things had gone differently, if Paathi had wanted to be their secondary wife rather than their primary wife, Andera might have enjoyed it. But she knew that Paathi was right, that while she would've enjoyed that, she wouldn't have enjoyed it as much as she enjoyed being beaten and teased.

		The last few guests had gone, and one of the servants stepped up behind her. Some engineers had had hands nearly as callused as his, and all sorts of men had used her that night whose thrusts had been just as brutal. But this was someone she'd seen, someone who would see her in the hallways, who would bow and say "Yes, lady" to her when she asked for something. This was. . . it was hard to think.

		Yarath leaned down, tucked a lock of hair that had been hanging down over Andera's face behind her ear, and whispered, her breath hot and tickling against Andera's flushed skin. "I could make you come. I can see what you respond to, even when you wish you would not. I would tell you that if you fail in this, Paathi has promised to lend you to Sar, to clean and cook for her for a few days and to be treated appropriately if you do not succeed at your tasks."

		Andera made an inarticulate noise. That would be horrible. And yet.

		"I could force it from you. When one of the maids makes you beg to suck on her breasts and another whips your ass and your feet, your hips would not obey you when you told them to be still. You have enjoyed too much since your lady forced those orgasms from you for you to hold back if I push."

		Andera looked down, bouncing in the rhythm of the servant's thrusts. He was speeding up, nearing completion. She didn't want Yarath to be right, but she was. Andera wanted to be good for Paathi, but it would be too much. No matter how hard she tried, if Yarath forced her to come, she'd come. And if Paathi was watching from her balcony, with Farren behind her, both of them naked, his arm over her shoulder, his fingers trailing down to her breast. . .

		It was all she could do not to come just then, though there wasn't any pressure on her clit. Just from that image, and from the servant's groans, and how well he filled her, hot and hard and wet.

		Yarath laughed, light and clear. "Still. While it is not the generally done thing to give a secondary wife presents on her wedding day, I suppose this is mine for you: I will push you right up until that point, over and over. And if you choose to step beyond that line, oh, what a long and lovely orgasm you shall have. And then you shall suffer for it. But I shall do my best not to force it from you, if you do not so choose."

		The man who was fucking her buried himself in Andera's cunt, groaning, his hands clenching on Andera's hips. It hurt, and it felt wonderful and Andera had to fight back a screaming orgasm as he pulled out, feeling on final pulse of come landing hot across her ass.

		"Thank you," she said, to both of them.

		The man chuckled, and smacked her ass, hard, letting Yarath wriggle in behind Andera. "You're welcome," she said, before she started licking at her. "You are to be congratulated on so suitable a match."

		Andera looked up, and saw Paathi on the balcony—not naked, but wrapped in a light robe that shimmered and clung to her figure—looking at her, looking at the crowd of servants who had gathered on the lawn. Most of them were sitting at the tables, but the musicians were still playing, and some of them were dancing. Eanah and her boyfriend, who was a groom at a nearby estate, the new chef, others Andera didn't know. And then there were those who were gathered close to Andera, waiting for Yarath to finish her work before the next one took a turn with her.

		Andera managed to keep it together while Yarath was licking at her pussy. They were small, almost tentative licks, with a tongue so soft and small. . . but it was when Yarath licked the streamer of come from off her ass that she felt sure she was breaking. Yarath pressed against her, her small breasts firm on her thighs, her arms around her. Andera didn't come, but she did start crying, happy and terrified and just needing an orgasm in equal measure.

		"There!" said Yarath, when she took up her place again, and another man guided his cock into Andera's cunt. "Just what you need. It is true that Sar will punish me severely for giving you this gift, but those punishments are always more enjoyable than otherwise, and I doubt I shall remain in disgrace long. And then I shall be certain to convince her to borrow her cousin's wife as soon as possible. Oh, she will hurt you so very much!"

		It wasn't how Andera had ever anticipated getting married--being tied to a tree-stump and being fucked by all her friends and all her servants. And being threatened with whatever horrible torments that Paathi's cousin could come up with also wasn't something she would have expected to make her happy. But it did. And she knew, as the man behind her picked up his pace, his hips slapping against her, that Paathi wasn't gonig to sleep, not yet, not really. She had told Andera what was going to happen, and she wanted her wife to enjoy it fully. But Paathi wasn't going to be able to sleep properly until Andera was curled up at the foot of her bed, or in her cage beside it.

		It wasn't the marriage that Andera had anticipated, and it wasn't the life that Andera had anticipated. But she was very much enjoying the one, and very much looking forward to the other.
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