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		Lane's Lover

		

		Lane woke up with a splitting headache and smelling faintly of sick. She groaned, looked at the clock. 10:15? But she had a class at... no. Didn't have a class. Graduated. That was why the party, the night before.

		She sat up quickly enough to make her stomach lurch. Graduated, partied, hung around campus for the week after graduation, hung out at parties after graduation, but she had to be out of the dorm by noon, or they were going to charge her two hundred bucks that she didn't have for staying on for another week, and it was 10:15.

		Okay, shower first. She winced as she went to the shower. Mom had said that she could move back, only then she'd said no, and now she was talking about rent.

		The great thing about staying a week after her roommates had left was that Lane had the shower to herself. The terrible thing was that nobody else was cleaning the shower. Or the room. Or ...but okay. She'd spent four years studying early modern literature, and while she still didn't really understand Robert Browning or Ezra Pound, she'd learned how to bullshit pretty well, and how to do a week's worth in the two hours before a deadline. Well, hour and a half, after she was done with the shower.

		She'd wash her clothes when she got home, so there wasn't really that much point in folding them. Shove 'em into the suitcase hard enough, they took up basically the same amout of space. Maybe there was a bit of mildew on her suitcase, but it was on the outside, so whatever. It'd get her clothes home, and she could throw it out then. Suitcase, hiking backpack, roommate's hiking backpack which she left behind because one of the straps broke, but which could still hold things, cheap-ass dishes into the trash, everything else into the trash.

		There was a knock on the door. 12:08. Son of a bitch, that was the time, but Facilities maintenance was always late. Still, maybe she should've gotten dressed.

		Another knock.

		"Hold on!" she said, pulling on a shirt that smelled clean and didn't have any obvious stains and a skirt that had gotten shoved into the back of her closet after it'd shrunk in the wash. Or after she'd put on a couple of pounds, all of them on her butt. Point was that it covered the tops of her thighs after she yanked it down firmly, so whatever.

		She threw open the door as the knocking started again, and it wasn't one of the Facilities people. Some girl she didn't recognize. "Hey," said the girl.

		"Sorry," said Lane. "Super busy, gotta be out, I just—"

		"Sure," said the girl. "I'll be at the Crapapple. We'll talk then."

		Crabapple Bagels was the bagel place off campus. It wasn't great, which was why everyone called it the Crapapple. But it was cheap, and it was on campus, which was why everybody went there. And apparently she was going to have to go there and deal with yet another damn thing. Because she still had to get things packed, and then when that was done, it turned out that the Faclities people weren't going to come knock on the door and make sure that she was out—instead, she had to go bring her keys there.

		She go there at 2:30, and it was three before they finally told her that they weren't going to give her back her security deposit because three came after twelve, and she was out the two hundred bucks that she'd been planning on using to get back home and pay a couple of week's rent.

		And she hadn't eaten anything, because everything in the mini-fridge had been gross, so she went to the Crapapple. Where that girl was sitting at at a table, doing something on a tablet, and eating a muffin. The muffin looked ... well, she was hungry, so it looked good.

		"That took a while," said the girl when Lane came in.

		Lane wasn't in the mood. "Look, if I'd gotten out a little sooner, they'd have given me my money back. So I really don't—"

		"You were already over the deadline when I knocked," said the girl. "Sit down, eat your bagel, and we'll talk."

		She didn't know who that chick was, and she didn't know what she wanted, but the wrapped up bagel that she pushed at Lane was an everything bagel with cream cheese and lox, and the only other way she was going to get anything else to eat before she got back to Columbus was by putting it on a credit card that already had way too much debt on it already. Lane sat down.

		"I'm Vicky," said the girl.

		"Lane," said Lane, though a full mouth. The bagel was kind of doughy, but the cheese and the smoked salmon were what she needed right then.

		"I know," said Vicky. "I bought you last night."

		Lane tried not to spit out her bagel.

		Vicky shook her head. "That party? Buy a graduate?"

		It had been a sorority thing, probably? Lane hadn't been in any sororities, but Amy had, and she'd dragged Lane along, and if she signed up for a thing, she didn't have to pay for her drinks? Lane's recollections of the previous night were extremely fuzzy.

		"Two hundred and fifty bucks," said Vicky, "so that some girls could continue to get drunk and stupid. Not my favorite charitable cause, but—"

		"I could really use two hundred and fifty bucks," said Lane.

		"I know," said Vicky. "You told us. At length. Which is why I'm still here, even though I wanted to be on the road at noon."

		Lane took a longer look at her. Vicky was shorter than she was by a lot. Dark, with brown hair and brown eyes, wearing jeans and a baggy t-shirt. Lane's fuzzy memories of the night before included who looked a little like that. "We um," said Lane. "We talked about a thing, didn't we?"

		"Yeah," said Vicky. "Hence the donation to the Young Ladies' Vomiting Society. You don't have a job or a plan or anything, but you are extremely decorative. I'm in the market for a decoration." She put her tablet back in its case. "You're kind of interested in BDSM but don't have a lot of experience, which is fun for me, because I'm a sadist and like my partners to be uncomfortable. Bi, again a plus, particularly because you haven't had a lot of experience with girls, but you've had quite a lot of experience with guys, which means that you'll be able to give adequate blow-jobs when I lend you out. Which is important, because if I'm going to paying your student loans, you're definitely going to be fucking whoever I want."

		The only other people in the restaurant were the tired-looking guy behind the counter, who was looking at his phone, and two graduate students arguing about Pokemon, because that's what higher education did to people. But Lane flushed right to her ears.

		"Student loans?" she squeaked.

		Vicky grinned. "See, I told you it wasn't a great idea to negotiate while drunk. But you were very insistent."

		"I ... Jesus. Did you, I mean, did I, last night? Or. Um. I—"

		"I didn't fuck you last night," said Vicky. "Didn't even feel you up. I have a private rule about committing obvious felonies in public. But we talked this through then. You need a job, any job, oh God you need a job. I explained that I'd bought you, and thus I'd have to take on your debts, and make sure you were clothed and fed. Or at least fed. You went red and turned on, and asked if you could kiss me, and I told you no. Then you talked about your qualifications, which are... well, you're decorative. And then you saw someone you thought you knew and tried to go talk to them. You didn't know them, but you then had an appointment with a garbage can that I chose not to interrupt. Then you got asked to leave, so you went home."

		"Oh God." Lane covered her burning face and peered out at Vicky from behind her fingers. Vicky was grinning even wider.

		Then she shook her head. "Anyhow. Stand up, put your hands behind your back. I'm going to let you kiss me now, and you're going to keep your legs together and your hands behind your back. Then you're going to put your bags in my car, and we're going to drive to New York."

		"Vicky?" said Lane. "I don't... I've never. I don't know if this is a good idea?"

		"If it's not, I'll give you bus fare to wherever the hell you want, and you'll be able to tell your Midwestern friends and family about the godless decadence of New York City. If it is, you'll be decorative, and I'll be decadent. We'll both be decadent."

		"How do you know where I'm from!"

		"Say 'carrot cake,' said Vicky.

		"Carrot cake?"

		"There. Kerrit kaek. You're from Ohio. Now, honestly, I realize that an English degree doesn't qualify you to do much, but I think standing up and putting your hands behind your back is something you can manage."

		Lane breathed deep, tried to come up with something devastating to say. Then she stood up and put her hands behind her back. She was trembling and blushing, and she didn't even know this chick, and now she was going to ... this was a mistake. She knew it was a mistake.

		Vicky put her hand on Lane's hip and stood up too. Lane flinched back, just a little, and then, just as involuntarily, leaned forward into the touch.

		"Go ahead," said Vicky.

		Lane had been thinking something light, just a quick peck, but when she closed the distance between them, Vicky bit Lane's lip, holding her in place. And then Vicky's hand went under Lane's shirt, found her breast, and grabbed hard enough to make her gasp.

		There weren't a lot of people at the Crapapple, but that wasn't okay in public.

		"Good enough," said Vicky. "Okay, go get your stuff and wait outside your building. I'll be there when I get there."

		"Uh," said Lane.

		"Fine," said Vicky. "On your hands and knees. Kiss my shoe. Then got get your stuff and wait."

		"I don't... it's public?" said Lane.

		"Yeah," said Vicky. "But there's nothing illegal or even indecent about kissing a sneaker. It's just weird and degrading, like a lot of stuff I'm going to be making you do. You want food and board and loan payments, you work for it. That's what happens when you're done with school."

		"I'm not sure that's what happens in general when people finish school," said Lane.

		"Didn't say it was." Vicky looked at her, intent. "It's what you're going to do, though."

		She did want food and board and loan payments. And also ... fuck it. Lane dropped inelegantly to her hands and knees. Vicky was wearing dark blue sneakers with white rubber toes. They were a little grimy. Lane leaned forward and kissed the tip of the right sneaker, on the black-and-white tile floor of Crabapple Bagels and Appetizing. When she got back to her feet, she was breathing hard and feeling light-headed, and the guy behind the counter wasn't looking at his phone. She didn't look at Vicky when she left, just ran out before she could hear the graduate students arguing about whether public kink was an expression of late capitalist discontent, or whether there should be a pre-evolution of a Munchlax called a Pufflax.

		The question was whether Vicky was going to have room in her car for all Lane's stuff. Or, alternatively, whether the whole damn thing was a prank designed to get her to stand outside of her building, hoping that someone was going to come drive her away, until she was alone and it was night and it started raining and then wolves ate her.

		And also, what the hell was she doing? That was definitely a question.

		Vicky looked ordinary. Maybe mixed race, but probably just on the darker end of white girl. Pleasant enough face, but not anything striking or gorgeous. An ordinary girl who might sit a few rows ahead of Lane in a lecture, or pass her walking across campus. The sort of person that she'd see in a crowd, but not notice, and not have to notice, because she was part of a different life and a different story, and didn't have anything to do with her.

		Pretty good at kissing, though.

		If a guy had tried that—hell, she'd have slapped him and moved on, and fuck that guy. Probably. But...well, this was a terrible idea. Going off with someone who she didn't know who was 100% clear about the fact that she was going to make Lane have uncomfortable sex with her, and with strangers—and with other strangers, because the only thing that she new about Vicky was that she was a giant pervert and completely confident that Lane was going to go be a pervert for her for a few hundred bucks a month and a warm place to stay.

		On the other hand, there was moving back home. Lane had nothing but bad choices. She was just picking the exciting bad choice, rather than the grinding bad choice. Odds were, whichever one she picked, she'd wind up wishing she'd gone with the other one, but she'd be curious about Vicky's offer forever if she didn't take her up on it now.

		Only now Lane was standing on the sidewalk, looking like an idiot. If it was a prank, it had got her pretty good. If it was a prank, she'd never live it down, but then, she'd never have to, because she'd be leaving town in a couple of hours anyway, and—

		Then a car pulled around the corner and stopped in front of her, and Lane's shoulders slumped with relief. It was real, and the car was real, and Vicky was smiling like she'd done something clever, which maybe she had. She popped the trunk open. Didn't make any move to help Lane, and the bags were heavy, but they fit in the trunk. Mostly. With a little bit of squeezing. It took a little work to get the trunk to close, anyway. "So, um?" said Lane as she sat down.

		"That's a complicated question," said Vicky. "I mean, you did keep me waiting for a while, so fair's fair. But mainly I wanted to pick up a few things for the road, and, well, you know. Toy shopping. Anything else you have to take care of here? Missing books from the library, stuff you left in the lockers at the gym which you've just realized that you forgot?"

		Lane shrank a little. It was a little cruel of Vicky to keep her waiting like that, but it seemed like she got off on that. And there was ... "Maybe a little bit of a library fee?" she said. "Sorry. I mean, I don't have any books I owe them or anything, but there are late fees, and I just couldn't—"

		"They don't send you your diploma and transcripts until you settle up with the library," said Vicky. "Okay, let's go and settle that. And then maybe we can get a move on, because, honestly, trip down memory lane was fun, but this place isn't great, and I don't want to be here anymore."

		"Memory lane?" said Lane. "I—"

		"Wasn't a pun on your name. But maybe I'll make you do memory tricks—that'd be funny! But point is, graduated five years ago, came back to talk to the alumni office and check out the kids being sold at the fundraiser."

		Lane tried to find something to say. "That's how you pick up—"

		"Girls who volunteer to be sold to the highest bidder do tend to be into the sort of weird shit that I'm into," said Vicky. "Which is part of why I make sure that thing is a success. Nice to have a venue where it's traditional to find pretty drunks who want someone to own them."

		"I'm not... I just ... my friend Amy told me to come down, and then the drinks were free, and—"

		Vicky sighed. "You put all your worldly belongings into the trunk of my car, and are going to have sex with a near stranger because she told you to. That's what I'm looking for. Now let's settle up your library tab."

		The library tab was three hundred and eighty-seven dollars. Lane had kind of avoided thinking about that, because ...well, she just didn't pay it, and not paying things was kind of easy to do. Vicky paid, though. And then dragged Lane over to student finances to make sure that there wasn't anything else that she owed, and there wasn't. There were her student loans, but that was a whole nother problem. There was a little more paperwork to make sure the loans were set up right, and that paperwork wasn't even due yet! The student finance people didn't even ask Lane about it, but Vicky did, and Lane decided that lying wouldn't be a great idea.

		And Vicky just fixed her with this disappointed-but-not surprised look, and Lane decided that making excuses probably wouldn't be a great idea either.

		"You're wearing underwear," Vicky said.

		Lane shot a brief, panicked look at the door of the student finance office, where they'd just left, and said, "Yes?"

		"Go to the bathroom. Take off your underwear and put it in your mouth. Then you're going to print out those forms, and we're going to fill them out and mail them. And then we're going to finally get moving. We could be home already, you know? But..."

		Lane was looking at Vicky, not sure how to respond.

		"Go!" said Vicky.

		Lane went. She'd gotten a little excited somehow. Which made the underwear a little ... did Vicky really mean that? It was such a weird-ass thing to say, and she could have just been kidding.

		No, though. She wasn't. She meant it. And she'd paid the library fine, which had been looming in the back of Lane's mind for a while, and this was exactly the sort of stuff that she'd thought that she was getting into. And she was also going to look like a goddamn idiot. But okay.

		Lane wadded her panties up and put them in her mouth. She looked like a chipmunk with a bit of elastic sticking out of the corner of its mouth. She shoved it in with a finger so that she looked like a chipmunk without elastic at the corner of her mouth, and went back to where Vicky had spread out the forms on one of the benches in the hallway.

		Lane sat down next to her, feeling like she probably should've done her laundry more often, and like she definitely should've been wearing a longer skirt. Vicky looked up and smiled. "Good girl!" she said. "You look adorable. Now, sign here and write your social security here and there."

		Lane signed and filled things out. The addresses were either the dorm she'd just left or somewhere in Mount Vernon New York. And, okay. Maybe she should've filled it out sooner. She was starting to drool, and she couldn't swallow it.

		When the last page was signed, and Vicky gathered the papers up, and put them into a folder, Lane reached up to take the underwear out of her mouth.

		"No," said Vicky, firmly. "You look nice like that."

		Lane made a mmphing noise that was about 90% irritation. And maybe 10% arousal, though that wasn't a thought that she was prepared to face.

		"And now that we're finally done here, back to the car. Time to get moving."

		The car had a leather interior. So Vicky was bound to—

		There was a brand-new beach blanket in the back seat. Vicky had Lane wait next to the car while she spread that over the passenger seat, and then she motioned for Lane to sit down, with a big gesture like people used to show other people into fancy carriages and shit.

		Lane's mouth was filled with spit and cotton and it seemed like she was going to have to either just go on like that indefinitely, or do something that Vicky didn't want her to do. So she buckled herself in and stared straight ahead. She didn't even know Vicky! Why was it so important to do what that weirdo wanted? It was... well, okay. If she was going to be going through with this, she was going to be doing all sorts of things because Vicky told her to, and it would probably be better if Vicky liked her? Also, well.

		Lane watched Vicky as they drove out to the highway. She still looked like just a normal person, the sort of woman you'd see but wouldn't notice. But she'd gotten everything filled out and organized, and also, she'd managed to pick up a girl because she wanted a girl, and now that girl was drooling down the front of her shirt because Vicky wanted that. She definitely had things more together than most of the people Lane knew.

		Vicky looked over to her and raised an eyebrow. "Got a little bit of waistband sticking out there." She reached over to her with one hand, mostly looking at the road, and pushed the underwear back into Lane's mouth. "Not much longer now. Hold it. That's a girl."

		Lane flushed as a streamer of drool ran down onto her shirt. This was gross and weird, and way too soon for anything like this, and the most humiliating thing she'd ever even heard of anyone doing. Also, it was hot. Like, hot enough that hearing "that's a girl" made her kind of glad there was a towel on her seat, and not because she was drooling on it. At least not from her mouth. So, okay. Maybe she'd seen porn like that, and it'd been hot, but this was way beyond that. And while she wasn't exactly sure why, and while her mouth was filled with saliva and cheap underwear, Lane was both extremely ready for and extremely frightened about what was going to come next.

		What came next was a highway rest stop. "You know," said Vicky as she pulled into a spot, "guys' bathrooms tend to have a lot of phone numbers to call for anonymous gay sex. If it wasn't for all the disease and murders, it'd be cool if we had that too." She looked over at Lane. "Can you keep it in until we get you to a toilet?"

		Lane's top was kind of wet and sticky. She was kind of wet and sticky too. She nodded.

		"Nice." Vicky got out, and opened the door for Lane. It wasn't really summer yet, but if felt sort of summery. And whether or not it made a damn bit of sense, Lane walked with her head held high and her arms swinging. She'd agreed to have sex for money, which wasn't exactly what she'd been hoping for when it came to career choices. But for one reason or another, it felt a lot better than going back home for a place to stay. And Vicky seemed... nice wasn't the word, clearly.

		Interesting, though. And also kind of hot, even though she wasn't obviously pretty. But hot.

		Amused, too. Lane could see it in the way she looked at her as they walked through the tiny, terrible mall area into the bathrooms, which weren't currently full. Vicky breezed into the handicapped stall, which was kind of rude, because what if someone in a wheelchair came in, and then she pulled Lane in after her. "Okay." Vicky held out her hand. "Spit."

		Lane more coughed out the underwear than spit. But it was out, and she could breathe again, sort of.

		"Well," said Vicky. "Go ahead. You're not getting another chance for a while."

		"Um," said Lane.

		"It's not a poop thing, if you were worried. It's a control thing. And maybe a little bit of a piss thing, but not too much." Vicky gave a little shrug at the incredulous look Lane shot her. "I dunno. Poop is gross, is all. Anyhow. Here's your chance to use a toilet. If you don't take it, you're going to have to wait until we get out to Mount Vernon, which is like four hours. And there's going to be hell to pay if you have an accident in my car."

		Lane needed to use the bathroom. But she wasn't sure that she could use it with someone standing there watching her, grinning like she'd won an argument. But she had to. Lane closed her eyes and strained, and finally a little flow of piss started.

		"Easier with your eyes closed, huh?" Vicky chuckled softly.

		Lane was blushing harder than she ever had. The whole thing had been crazy and humiliating, and this was crazier and more humiliating than the rest of it. But at least she got her business done.

		"Wipe up," said Vicky. "Last chance for that before we get your hands taped up." Lane was getting light-headed from how embarrassing it all was. There'd been something hot about the other stuff, even though she wasn't sure what it was. This was just embarrassing, and it seemed like that was the entire point. Which was kind of hot also? Hot because it wasn't hot?

		The most outrageous thing that Lane had done before was that she'd sent a picture of her butthole to a guy who she'd had a couple of dates with, junior year.This was...

		"Wipe a little better than that," said Vicky. "Like I said, not into poop, and I've got stuff I need to take care of there when you're done." Fine. A little more of the scratchy highway rest stop toilet paper. Then Vicky took Lane's wrist, and held it up to the sink, which was low and right next to the toilet, for the handicapped people. She washed Lane's hands for her, which wasn't the weirdest thing that had happened, but still. "Close your hand." Lane did, and Vicky got a roll of black tape out of her purse. "We'll do something a little more elegant when we get home. For now, though, this'll work."

		The tape wasn't sticky, but it stuck to itself. Vicky wrapped up Lane's hand quickly and accurately. There wasn't any way that she was getting loose from that. Then her other hand. When she was done, it looked like Lane was wearing some sort of mittens, and she couldn't really move her fingers much at all.

		"And here's the other toy I got," said Vicky, holding up a pink rubber-looking egg. "You aren't on your period, right?"

		Lane shook her head. "I'm on the implant. I don't really have periods anymore?"

		"Good," said Vicky. "So I get to leave stuff up in there without worrying about TSS. And also I can have all sorts of dudes fuck you, which is going to be fun."

		Lane gave her a wild-eyed look. This was moving pretty fast.

		Vicky pushed up next to her, eyes sparkling. Maybe what was happening wasn't hot, exactly, but Vicky was clearly turned on by it, and Vicky looking turned on made Lane's inside clench and her breath come faster. She gasped as Vicky's fingers stroked along her pussy. Moving fast, only really, it wasn't necessarily that fast? She'd had sex with guys a couple of hours into a date, and she'd had standing up bar bathroom sex a couple of times. But this was moving fast for sober, and moving fast to kinky, which was usually something people maybe kind of brought up after the third time they had sex, and was usually feet.

		This was a large silicone egg being pushed up into her cunt, while they stood in the handicapped bathroom of a highway rest stop. It was the trashiest goddamn thing that she'd ever done, and even though it was pretty big, that egg went inside without much pushing.

		Lane gasped, bit her lip, and Vicky smiled. "See? Knew that you were into this sort of thing. Now let's get your skirt back into place, because I want a burger." She made a twirling motion with her hand. "Turn around, hands against the wall."

		If she didn't do what Vicky wanted... well, Vicky would probably let her out of the tape on her hands. But it was sort of exciting to think about being left in the bathroom stall like that, hands taped up, no underpants, sex toy in her cunt, skirt rucked up around her waist and no way to pull it down. If Vicky decided to do it, all she had to do was walk away. That was... Lane turned around like Vicky had told her to, and leaned against the wall.

		There was a firm slap on her ass, which made her jolt forward while she struggled to keep quiet, and then Vicky grabbed a handful of ass, squeezed. "Gosh, that's nice. Well, we'll get to that sooner or later. Now..." She pulled down Lane's skirt and gave her another slap on the ass. "Now, let's go get me some fast food."

		"Uh," said Lane.

		"You can try hiding your hands in your pockets," said Vicky. "If anyone notices, you'll look like some sort of weirdo, which is embarrassing, but in no way illegal. Unless this is all too intense, and I should back down and take things slower?"

		Lane set her shoulders and tried to find some way to fit her taped-up fists into her pockets, which wasn't a problem that she'd ever had to face before. At least the one clean skirt she'd happened to grab that morning had pockets, even if they were the kind that you could put only your phone into if you didn't mind half of it sticking out and jabbing you in the waist. "Let's go," she said.

		"Attagirl," said Vicky. Then they went and got McDonalds. Or Vicky got McDonalds, and Lane got to sit and watch Vicky eat a burger, and then eat fries from Vicky's fingers. The fries were the best part of McDonalds, anyway. And yeah, they got some odd looks. Maybe because there was no way Lane could hide her hands in her pockets without looking like a goddamn idiot. Maybe because there was a girl feeding another girl french fries.

		Or maybe because whenever Lane's attention seemed to wander, Vicky would flick something on her phone, and the vibrator in Lane's pussy would go on. She was jazzed enough by everything else that'd happened that it wouldn't have taken much to push her over the edge, and Vicky seemed to pick up on that. It was little bursts of vibration, power low enough that it wasn't going to do it. But while everyone else there probably couldn't hear what was happening, Lane could hear that faint buzz, was sure that everyone was staring, and not just because she had taped-up hands in her pockets.

		"So." Vicky took a sip from her soda. "You ever have a public orgasm before?"

		Lane was trembling, unable to form words. Vicky watched her with a sort of innocent curiosity, then touched her phone and the vibrator hummed on deep inside for a second or two, and off again. "Once," Lane gasped, and then the words came tumbling out. "When I was a kid. Thirteen, fourteen? I don't know. It was... I was on a bus. And someone had left a book." Just then, she had a really clear memory of it. The old, worn-out seats on the Greyhound, the yellowing corners of the pages. "I don't know. It was a long haul bus, and then I got into it, and ..." Another little hint of the vibrator, enough to leave her gulping air. "It was some weird stuff. And I got totally into it. There wasn't anyone in the seat next to me, and I just, you know. Hand under my waistband, you know? I don't know if anyone noticed. There was a guy who sitting across the way, and he might have. Didn't say anything to me about it, and, yeah."

		Vicky clicked her tongue, which had turned into her signal for Lane to open her mouth. Lane did, and got another fry. And another burst from the vibrator, this one long enough that she was thought it was going to push her over the edge. But it stopped, just right at the very edge, leaving Lane gasping like a fish out of water.

		"What book?" asked Vicky.

		"I don't—"

		"You do know," said Vicky. "Don't you."

		"Not the title!" said Lane, a little louder than she'd meant to.

		"But."

		"But it was, um. Girl who got raped by pirates, I guess."

		"Tied up and raped by pirates?" Vicky sucked at her straw, which made those empty-cup-with-ice noises. She rattled the cup a little, frowned at it.

		"Yeah," said Lane. "Maybe a little." Vicky still looked just like an ordinary girl, like everyone else. Didn't even have a great complexion or anything. But she was poking her straw around in her cup, watching Lane, thumb hovering over the screen of her phone and a little edge to her smile. She knew more than she was letting on. And also, also, she was pretty.

		The vibrator went on, and this time, it didn't shut off. Lane's hands clenched in her pockets; she wanted to grab the edge of the table, something, to hold on so that she didn't collapse. Her jaw stiffened and she tried to fight it back. It was too much, and it wasn't stopping. She started to convulse, and Vicky turned up the power on the vibrator, again. The waves of pleasure pushed through her, as Lane fought to keep control and couldn't. The vibrator didn't shut off when she was finished, either; it wrung a second set of convulsions out of her, which were probably visible to everyone else there.

		Then it did shut off, and Lane slumped back into her seat and started crying.

		That seemed to shock Vicky. She jumped up out of her chair fast enough to knock over her cup, and an ice cube slid across the table as Vicky stood next to Lane, helping her up. Lane wanted to say she was fine, she could get up by herself, but she only ended up shaking her head, fighting for control and not finding any. She let herself lean on Vicky, wobbling back to the car, and she sobbed quietly as Vicky cut the tape off of her hands. Vicky patted her shoulder awkwardly until Lane snorted back her tears and snot and wiped her eyes.

		"So, um," said Vicky, when she was done. "You okay?"

		"Yeah," said Lane, sniffling, and feeling stupid about sniffling. "I just... sorry."

		"S'okay." Vicky's hands clenched on the driver's wheel, even though they were still parked, and she was looking straight ahead. "If you're not... I could probably talk to someone, get you set up with a real job. You know."

		Lane blinked away her tears, looked at her. "I don't—"

		"It's just... it's fun to be in control, and it's fun knowing that someone—that you need that," said Vicky. "But if this isn't something. I mean, if you don't want to be doing this. It'd be like an office job. File this, go to that meeting, worry about shit."

		Lane took a long, shaky breath, then let it out. She was looking straight forward too, out at the rest stop parking lot. The SUV parked across from them had those family decals, only it was just a woman stick-figure and nine cat stick-figures.

		An office job, like a grown-up office job. She'd have to wear sensible heels and make sure she was asleep at a reasonable time so she could be ready for work the next day. Except on weekends, when she'd be able to have a reasonable amount of fun, but then ugh Mondays, like Garfield. Every single week except for vacations, and except for sick days which she wasn't really supposed to take if she wanted to get that promotion.

		"Maybe in a year or two. Or never," she said softly. "Never might be good."

		"Hm?"

		Lane turned back to Vicky and held her hands up, fists closed. "It was a bit much. I don't know. It felt good, though. Both the orgasm and the crying. I'll try to cry less. But while I like adult activities, I'm not ready to be a real adult. So if you want to tape my hands back up, that's cool."

		Vicky gave a little convulsion. Like maybe she was going to start crying too? Instead she laughed, just a quick bark. "Don't worry," she said. "If you like crying, that's cool. We'll take care of that. Lots of crying for you in the near term. It's just, you know. I like being the predatory older woman, but not like, actually predatory."

		"I-" Lane started, but Vicky put her finger on Lane's lips, and Lane shuddered and fell silent.

		"No talking," said Vicky. She got the tape out of her purse, and got to work on Lane's right hand. "Also, that was the last time you get to come without permission. Here on in, you come without permission, you get a beating. And maybe a stern talking to as well. We'll see which works better."

		Lane wasn't supposed to talk, which was good, because she wasn't sure what she'd say. A few slaps on the ass while having sex were always nice, but actually being strapped down and getting a beating sounded ... well, Vicky wasn't wrong about Lane being more interested in that than she liked admitting. Also, she liked it when Vicky talked to her.

		It wasn't clear how much of that Lane had been able to convey by looking at her. Whatever got through seemed to make Vicky smile, though. She rummaged through her purse and got out another roll of tape. Same black as the stuff that she'd used to tape up Lane's hands. She found a pair of scissors, cut off a length, and pressed it down over Lane's lips. Unlike the other tape, it stuck to her skin.

		"So, this isn't actually a gag," said Vicky. "We'll get to that. But even though you have a very nice speaking voice, you look better like that. And I like being in charge of when you can talk."

		Lane nodded, surprised by her own eagerness, and was rewarded by the vibrating egg turning back on. Vicky changed some of the settings on her phone, plugged it in, and started driving.

		Seemed like the settings that she'd switched it to made it go on and off randomly. Which made it hard for Lane to pay attention to where they were going. It was a couple of hours, probably. Vicky put on some sort of classical music, so it was that, and highways, and constant fantasies about what had happened and what was going to happen.

		When she'd woken up that morning, Lane had been hungover and panicking, not sure where she was going. Now, she had no idea at all where she was going, but she was way more relaxed about it than she ought to have been. Probably because she'd just had a really big orgasm, and another one was getting closer and closer as that vibrator kept flipping on and off inside of her.

		It was tantalizingly out of reach, though. The egg dropped intensity from time to time, and sometimes shut off entirely for long stretches. So, maybe she was making frustrated noises every time that happened. That wasn't her fault, and it wasn't like Vicky had told her not to, and also it made Vicky smile. And also, it made her turn down the vibrator on the app, which wasn't what she'd meant at all, but there wasn't anything she could do about it.

		Could be that was another part of why she was more relaxed than she should've been about being restrained by someone she didn't know, and then being driven out to an undisclosed location. There wasn't anything she could do about it. Well, there was—the tape over her mouth meant that if she started yelling, it would be kind of inarticulate. But she could definitely make noise, and Vicky had given every indication that she'd pay attention if she did. But if she didn't do anything about it, things would happen anyway, and Lane was pretty okay with that.

		Which was part of why she'd gotten up on that stage and let the sorority girls talk about how hot she was while trying to get people to bid money to buy her. She hadn't exactly remembered that, but as her hangover wore off and she'd stopped desperately trying to remember what she'd done, more details were starting to come back to her.

		She'd been disappointed that it hadn't been a table of frat guys who'd bought her. They'd been laughing and joking, and they'd kept raising their bid, and Lane had been about 90% convinced that she was going to be going back to their apartment and getting it from all of them. Which maybe wouldn't have been a great idea, even though it'd seemed like one at the time. And then Vicky had outbid them, and she hadn't been tall and hot and a guy, but she'd listened when Lane talked. And Lane legit couldn't remember what she'd told her. Also, there was that vibrator in, and it kept flicking on and off.

		After a while, the frustration reached the point where Vicky was tempted to just pull it out. Only she couldn't. Her hands were taped up. She couldn't even peel off the tape from her mouth. She could make some noise, but it wasn't like Vicky had to do anything about it.

		She would, but she didn't have to. And Lane could pretend that Vicky wouldn't let her go even if she struggled and fought and tried to get out of it. Because, well, that way it wasn't her fault. Also, it was hot. And the more the egg wound her up without letting her come, the more Lane let herself slip into the fantasy.

		"Here we are," said Vicky. Lane's eyes snapped open. They were at the end of a long driveway, at a nice house. It was probably a Victorian? It was big, anyway, and painted white, with a stone roof. Lane didn't know much about architecture. "And there you go—" Vicky added, unbuckling Lane's seatbelt and going around to the other side of the car to let her out.

		It was kind of astonishing how helpless taping her hands up had made her. Lane was unsteady getting out of the car, and Vicky supported her with her hand under her elbow, then pulled the tape off her mouth. "So, what do you think?" she said.

		"That's ... I mean, that's your place?"

		"Pretty much," said Vicky. "Nice, huh?"

		"You must, like, never get avocado toast," said Lane.

		"And I make my own coffee, rather than going to Starbucks," said Vicky, who was grinning. Which was good, because if she hadn't gotten that reference, that would've been awkward as hell. Lane didn't even know her—there were people whose names she didn't know who she knew better than she knew Vicky, and they'd pretty much just had sex. Well, Lane had pretty much just had sex. And. "So, ready to go in?" Vicky asked.

		"Are you going to carry me over the threshold or something?" asked Lane. Vicky frowned. Okay, that one had been awkward.

		"Yes, you're taller than me," said Vicky. "I've noticed."

		"That's not what—" Vicky put her finger over Lane's lips, and Lane went completely silent, and wasn't just blushing because she was embarrassed. Even though the vibrator hadn't gone on for a while.

		"Tell you what though," said Vicky. "If you want some romance." Then she unbuttoned Lane's shirt.

		It was a long driveway, and there were trees at the edge of the property, and it was getting dark, but if someone else stopped and saw them, it would be... well, whatever. It wasn't going to be anyone Lane knew. And she'd gone home with Vicky, so she'd trust her to know what was okay at her home.

		It was a warm night, though, and the breeze felt nice on her skin when Vicky got her shirt off. And then her bra off. She grabbed a handful Lane's breast, and Lane closed her eyes, and moaned just a little. It had been a long drive, and she'd had a vibrator going off in her pussy for most of it. That touch felt good.

		Then Vicky pinched her, hard, and Lane's eyes popped open as she felt something bite down on her nipple, hard and unyielding and cold. She whimpered and tried to pull back, but it was attached to a chain, and Vicky was holding the other end of it. And then she got hold of Lane's other breast.

		Lane didn't want to tell her not to do that, but also, it hurt, and she wanted to pull away, and she couldn't even pull it off, not with her hands all taped up. She shut her eyes tight, then gasped, as the clamp or whatever it was bit down on her other nipple. And Vicky still wasn't letting go of the chain that ran between the clamps. In fact, she pulled on it, and Lane leaned over so that it would hurt less.

		"Good!" said Vicky. "There you go. We'll have less pinchy clamps for long-term use, but now you don't have to worry about being taller than me."

		It had just been a joke. Not even a good joke. And now Lane's hands were taped up, her breasts out with clamps on the nipples, and Vicky pulling on the chain between them. On second thoughts, maybe it was a more appropriate way of moving in to her new place than the whole bridal carry thing. She followed along, leaning forward, wincing with pain at every tug on the chain.

		It was clean inside, which Lane felt was a personal attack. She'd been in charge of a third of a dorm room, and it had been a disaster zone. Vicky had a house, and it looked like a proper house. Coats on the coat rack, little area rug in front of the door. Even the walls looked clean, with paintings in fancy frames, and one of those big cabinets with china set up for display in the dining room, just displaying china, like people who weren't Lane did..

		"And there you are," said Vicky. "But you look uncomfortable; let's get you into something a little more appropriate."

		Which meant that Vicky took off everything Lane was wearing except the tape on her hands, the clamps on her nipples, and the vibrator in her pussy. Then Vicky stepped back, and took a long look. Well, it's what she was there for. Lane stood up a little straighter, shook her hair back.

		Vicky shook her head. "No. Not proud. Humble. But don't worry, I have tools to help with that."

		Lane hadn't exactly been feeling confident, and had been trying to fake it. So it wasn't hard for her to look a little less confident. Vicky seemed to like that. Her breath caught a little, and a flush rose in her cheeks.

		Lane looked down at the extremely nice hardwood floor until Vicky's sneakers came into view, and then Vicky was right next to her, running her hand over Lane's pussy. Lane closed her eyes and shivered. "Still easier with eyes closed," said Vicky. "Well, maybe we'll do something easier at some point."

		Lane still barely knew Vicky, and she was helpless in her house. She swallowed a moan and started moving against Vicky's hand. She was deeply aware of the pain in her nipples, the vibrator in her cunt, and the tape on her hands, and she wanted... "Please?" she said softly. Vicky didn't say anything. Maybe that was too softly. "Please?" Lane repeated a little louder. "I... can I please come, Vicky?"

		"No," said Vicky. But she didn't take her hand away, and Lane couldn't help herself—she kept moving against it. It felt good. It felt really good, better than a handjob should've felt. Better than thinking. Only if she went over, and came ... well, she'd be punished, but right then, that didn't sound like such a bad thing.

		She was breathing hard, right on the verge, when Vicky's hand went lower, rested on her inner thigh. And then she pinched, hard.

		Lane yelped, twisted away. That had hurt!

		"Back the way you were," said Vicky calmly. "Hands behind your back, legs a little apart."

		Lane opened her eyes, looked at Vicky. Who looked pleased with herself, and who wasn't kidding. Lane forced herself back to where she'd been, and Vicky moved her hand to Lane's pussy again. "If you're not ready for pain during sex, you're in for a rough time. If nothing else, those clamps are going to hurt like a son of a bitch when they come off."

		The pain from the clamps had gone down to a dull ache. That wasn't so bad. But that pinch there, and having to stand still for it? That wasn't going to be easy.

		It didn't take long before Lane's legs were trembling, and the heat was pooling in her lower belly, spreading out. "Please? Please, Vicky, please can I come?"

		"No," said Vicky. Another long stroke. Then she reached up and took one of the clamps off of Lane's nipple.

		"Shit!" Lane stumbled backwards, pawing ineffectually at her breast with a taped-up hand, trying to soothe it. It was a constellation of pain, and the way the loose clamp swung from the chain was making her other nipple hurt more, though nowhere near as much as it was going to hurt when that clamp came off.

		"Back the way you were," said Vicky. "And next time, hold that position until I tell you to do something else."

		Lane took a shaky breath, then stepped forward, flicking the hair out of her face. Or trying to—she'd gotten sweaty, and some of it was sticking to her forehead. Vicky took the errant strand of hair out of Lane's face. She had to stand on her tiptoes to do that, but the advantage of height didn't leave Lane feeling very confident.

		"Good girl!" said Vicky. "I think you'll fit in here just fine." Then her hand was back on Lane's pussy, and Lane shuddered against it, breathing hard. "Nice and wet," said Vicky. "And smooth. Do you wax or—"

		"Electrolysis," Lane gasped.

		Vicky's hand left her pussy, moved down her leg. "And lots of it, apparently. Interesting choice. Too blonde for lasers?"

		Lane nodded. It had just been a few seconds, that last time, but it felt like she'd been closer than she'd realized; her stomach was spasming a little, like she'd run too far, too fast. And also maybe her legs were going to give out.

		"On the other hand," said Vicky, "Your room didn't really imply someone with cash to spare on that sort of thing."

		"It came from the settlement," said Lane, who hadn't planned on explaining.

		Vicky had crouched down to look at Lane's calves. Now she looked back up, raising an eyebrow.

		"My dad," said Lane. "It was... I mean, once a year, I'd get a check, and it was... Mom wanted me to save it or use it for stuff, but I just didn't want that money? I don't know. It's just money, but ... and then I got my chin done, and it worked great, so I ... "

		Vicky was looking a little horrified, so Lane stopped talking. She should've stopped sooner, but. Well, she shouldn't have said anything about it really, just nodded, and begged to come, or just closed her eyes and said nothing and let Vicky do what she wanted. Now she was standing there, on the verge of crying again.

		"So," said Vicky. "You look like someone who could use a bath."

		Lane wasn't sure how to respond to that. She'd showered that morning, even!

		Vicky stood back up, suddenly businesslike. She gave Lane's pussy a pat, which made her shudder all the way through—she was feeling stupid and weepy, and like she didn't know how to have sex without going off on some sort of weird emotional trip every single time. But she was as turned on as she could ever remember being. Also, when she shuddered, it made the clamp that was hanging loose sway, which tugged on the one that was still attached to her nipple, and that hurt, and Lane knew it was going to hurt even more when Vicky took it off.

		Vicky didn't seem to pay any attention to that. "Come along. Leave the clothes there. It'll be a while before clothes are relevant again, anyway."

		Maybe she wasn't planning on kicking Lane out for being a crazy weirdo? If she did, fair enough, but instead she was striding out of the room, and she'd told Lane to come along. So Lane hurried to catch up, which, again, pulled on the chain. Even though the clamp still ached more than it hurt, there were twinges of pain hard enough that she really did want it off.

		Vicky's house didn't just have a nice front room. They passed a big dining room, a kitchen that was the size of Lane's dorm room, and then a bathroom that was almost as big as the kitchen. It had to be, because it had a bunch of stuff that Lane hadn't ever seen in bathrooms before. Or at least versions of things which she hadn't seen before. Because, like, a jacuzzi made sense in a fancy bathroom, but this one had what looked like manacles built into the sides. And the table was somewhere between a massage table and a gyno's table. Only there was also, like, plumbing hooked up to it, and it looked like it could angle or something.

		"Yeah," said Vicky. "Not cheap, but, you know. Anyhow. You're going to have a nice bath soon, but first, a bit of unpleasantness."

		"Okay," said Lane, who was ready for Vicky to be the weird inappropriate one for a while.

		"That's a girl. Up on the table. That's it."

		Lane struggled to pull herself up with her taped-up hands, but she got there. And then Vicky fastened the stirrups around her ankles, and her hands into into things that were a lot like the stirrups, only over her head. It took a little adjusting of various gears and levers before the chair was set up exactly right for her, but when Vicky was done, Lane was pretty comfortable. For someone who couldn't close her legs or move her hands, and who was strapped to an ergonomic torture bathroom chair.

		"So," said Lane, as Vicky went to go do something behind her, which she couldn't see. "It's ... uh. How unpleasant are we talking?"

		"A bit." There was the snap of a medical glove going on. Then another one. "I want to see if that clamp coming off is enough to make you cry. And then ... well, if things get too much, let me know."

		"Okay." Lane tried to take a calming breath and not say anything, but the breath was insufficiently calming. "It's um. I mean, it's like... I don't..."

		"If I was planning on murdering you," said Vicky, "I wouldn't have given the loan office my home address."

		"Right." That made sense. Only.

		"Here's the thing," said Vicky. "If you want, I'll let you down, and we'll talk things through, and maybe we'll start again a little slower. The clamp has to come off soon, because of circulation issues, but we can go slow with the rest of it. Only at some point, you're going to wind up tied up on this thing, and I'm going to do stuff to your butt. It's what I'm into, and it's why I spent so much damn money on the whole setup. Also, it's something that you offered up when you were drunk as hell, so it's something that you're into at times."

		Lane was splayed open and couldn't move any part of her more than an inch in any direction. But that was a little more revealing than the whole setup was. It wasn't fair that she'd gotten totally bombed when they'd met and told Vicky things that she didn't really want people to know.

		Vicky swung a little side table thing, just out of Lane's range of vision, and gave her a cheerful smile. "But, honestly, I really want to do it like this, when you're at a point exactly halfway between scared out of your mind and turned on beyond your ability to deal."

		Lane nodded, and Vicky took the clamp off. There was a moment of relief, and then Lane shouted, pulling hard against the restraints, which didn't let her move at all. That hurt so much that there were spots behind her eyes, and if her hands were free, she'd try to do something, but she couldn't, and she couldn't move, and Vicky was looking at her like a kid who'd just tied a string of firecrackers to a cat and was delighted by the outcome.

		"Ow ow ow, shit, ow, fucking hell, Vicky."

		"Thanks," said Vicky. Then, slowly, deliberately, she reached out and tweaked Lane's nipple, setting of another explosion of pain that made tears spring to Lane's eyes. Vicky gave her nipple a hard twist, and Lane cried out, cringed away, but there wasn't much cringing that she could do. No swears about it either, just whimpers.

		"Gosh, that's great," said Vicky. She put the clamps down on the table, and then squeezed out a gob of clear lube onto the first two fingers of her right hand. "Here, you get a prize." She patted the lube onto Lane's clit and moved her fingers slickly past it on either side. Lane couldn't push against it, because of how tightly she was restrained, but at the same time... it wasn't that she was halfway between anything. She was worried that she'd made a terrible, incredibly dangerous mistake, and she wanted to fuck more than she'd ever wanted to fuck before.

		Vicky laughed. "See?"

		"Mmhm," said Lane, sounding small and soft. "Please?"

		"No," said Vicky. "You're doing great, and if you keep doing great, I'll let you come after your bath."

		Lane sucked in a breath, then nodded. Having to ask, being told that she'd be allowed, being told she was doing well... she wanted to come so badly it felt like she was pulsating with it, but she also wanted to do whatever painful humiliating things Vicky wanted to do to her.

		Which was good, because the next gob of lube went up her butt. Vicky was thorough, spreading it around inside of her with a finger, and Lane bit her lip and struggled a little at every twist and turn. She'd probably told Vicky that she was super into anal when she'd been drunk back at school, a million years ago and a million miles away, but she was feeling tense and exposed, and that made her close up a little. Also, most of the times that she'd actually done anal, she'd been drunk, and that made it a lot easier to relax.

		Vicky didn't seem to mind. She tilted the chair back to get better access, and then, when she was satisfied that Lane's butt was sufficiently slicked up, she pushed something else in. It was stiffer and longer, and it kept going in, going up.

		"There you go," she said. "Going to take a little bit for that to fill up, so let's retrieve that other toy..."

		Fill up? Lane craned her neck as far forward as the chair let her, and she could see an IV bag behind Vicky. Was she... not an IV. An enema. Her stomach felt a little weirdly unsettled, and it was going to get worse. She'd tried that a few times when a guy's DMs had been really focussed on her ass, but she'd been the one who decided how much went in, and she hadn't been hooked up to some weird torture chair, and her fingers hadn't been taped. And even then it hadn't been great.

		Only this time, Vicky was resting her hand on Lane's belly with a delighted and fascinated smile. Which kind of balanced things. After a minute, Vicky put on a pair of fresh gloves and took the vibrating egg out, leaving Lane feel both strangely empty and strangely full at the same time.

		So, okay, it wasn't worse than what she'd done when she'd done to get ready for anal in the past. The water was warm, but it felt weird, and Lane didn't know how much was going in, or if she was going to be able to hold it for long enough for Vicky to unstrap her and get her over to the toilet. There'd been plumbing under the chair, maybe?

		"I'll be honest," said Vicky, running her hand across the bottom of Lane's stomach, which felt good, even as the enema felt weird and not-good. "This isn't something that we're going to be able to do like, every day. Apparently, it's not good for you? And, frankly, little bit gross."

		"But control thing," said Lane, who was trying not to be just a full-time damsel in distress.

		"Exactly," said Vicky. "Much like gagging you would be, only I don't think we're at that level of communication yet."

		She reached up and pinched Lane's nipple, the one which she'd left the clamp on for longer. Lane yelped, because it was sore, and it really, really hurt. "And also I'd miss out on that," said Vicky. "But okay. Since we're waiting for that to proceed, what sort of workout do you do?"

		"I run? I mean, I keep planning on running. Maybe I don't actually run as much as I'm supposed to. And I liked the pool, I guess?"

		"Mhm." Vicky moved her hand back to Lane's belly, which felt full and weird. A sudden cramp knifed through her, and Vicky adjusted a valve or something. Lane's stomach still felt weird and crampy, and there was something up her butt, and she couldn't get loose, so it wasn't a valve that helped things much. "You're going to be doing a bit more of that," Vicky said, and it took Lane a second to figure out—running, she meant running. Or maybe swimming. "Also, squats. I mean, your job is to look good and get fucked, so maybe a bit more ass would be nice."

		Lane made a confused, needy noise. Criticizing her appearance and abdominal cramps weren't at all the sort of thing that turned her on. At least, not the sort of thing that she admitted turned her on when she was sober. Another cramp hit, and the groan she made was less ambiguous. That hurt, and she wanted it to stop.

		Vicky nodded, patted her on the stomach. "Okay. I'll turn that off. You hold it there, though."

		It wasn't like she had another option. The base of the tube up her butt was too wide for her to push it out if she tried, and it wasn't like she could go anywhere, or pull at anything. Lane whined, just a little, at the next cramp. It hurt, and the only way that it would stop hurting was when Vicky decided to make it stop hurting, and that was kind of hot, but...

		Vicky smiled, after doing something with valves or whatever. Then she took off the gloves and put on a fresh pair. And a fresh gob of lube on Lane's clit. She was still cramping, so it wasn't like she was naturally right there. But at the same time, there was something about how helpless she was, and how sure Vicky seemed about everything, and how strange it all was. Lane pushed up towards Vicky's hand with her hips, and Vicky gave her a little bit of pressure. Just a little more was all Lane needed.

		Then next cramp hit, and Lane twisted, feeling like she was about to cry. Again. Because she was so helpless, and it made her kind of mad how hot that was.

		"There you go," Vicky pushed the thing back so that Lane was sitting more or less upright. "Now, when I take this out, I want you to hold it in, just a little longer."

		"Oh god," said Lane. "I don't— I mean, it's going to be—"

		"Do what I tell you to do," said Vicky, and Lane did. It wasn't easy to hold it in, not even for a second, but Vicky had her hold it as she put the tube to the side. "Okay," she said. "Go ahead."

		Letting go of all that liquid inside was as much a relief as anything Lane could remember. And having to do it while strapped to a chair, as Vicky watched with an amused look on her face, was as humiliating as anything Lane could remember doing, drunk or sober. When Vicky cleaned her off afterwards probably topped that, though. But then she flushed it all away and threw out her gloves. It still wasn't normal or okay, but it was a lot normaller than it had been.

		"See," said Vicky, "if I was a real enthusiast, I'd fill you up again. But honestly, there's other stuff that interests me more, so let's get you out of that."

		"Okay," said Lane, who was pretty okay with being gotten out of that.

		"And like I said," added Vicky, as she started to unstrap Lane's legs, "it's not something that we're going to do all the time. So I've got a bidet that does a pretty good job. I'll show you how to use it later."

		"Uh," said Lane. "I mean, it's something I've been doing for myself, in general?"

		"Sure. But that was back when you had full use of your hands all the time, instead of just for special occasions." Vicky got Lane unhooked and helped her down from the chair. Then she attached her to the tub, which was empty and cold.

		The shackles built into the side of the jacuzzi fastened around her wrists and ankles pretty well. Stainless steel, and cold too. Lane lay there shivering, and Vicky turned the water on, started stroking Lane's breast. Slowly, possessively. Like she was petting a cat that she wanted to make friends with.

		Lane didn't quite purr, but she felt like purring. The other stuff had been harsh and weird and kind of great, and this was soft and nice and kind of great, and she wasn't quite sure how to deal with either of them, much less both, one after the other.

		Vicky seemed happy, anyway, and the water was hot. Once the tub was halfway full, Vicky cut the tape off Lane's hands. They'd been taped up for a long time, and it was great to be able to stretch them out and relax.

		Relax in general. Because, yeah, she was in a strange woman's house, and if Vicky decided to murder her once Lane was clean enough for murdering there wasn't much Lane could do to stop her. On the other hand, she was pretty sure that while Vicky had things in mind for her, she wasn't planning on murder. And there weren't any actual bathtubs anywhere on campus, as far as Lane knew. The dorms had showers. The gyms had showers. Maybe there was a bath in a chemistry lab somewhere for people who'd spilled acid on themselves, but that was probably a shower too, and not so relaxing. Vicky's bathtub was bigger and nicer than anything Lane had ever bathed in.

		Her wrists and ankles were fastened to the sides of the tub, and stretched out, so when Vicky started washing her, she couldn't do anything about it one way or another. She just floated, giving herself up to the sensations of Vicky's hands on her, the jets of water from the sides of the bath, the feel of soap and skin.

		"Always a risk trying a new shampoo," said Vicky. "But we'll give this a try. Best of luck to you."

		It was a bit of a risk, but she wasn't in a position to argue. And fingers in her hair felt nice. By the time Vicky let the water out of the tub, Lane was gone. She lay on the cooling porcelain of the tub, breathing evenly and slowly, awake, but only barely.

		Vicky seemed pretty amused by that. She patted Lane's cheek a couple of times and left her there. Which was fine. It was warm, and she was clean and comfortable, and her hair smelled like flowers.

		She left her there just long enough for her to start getting a little nervous again, but no longer than that.

		"There you go," said Vicky. "Now, let's get you into your new gloves, and we'll see how they fit."

		"Gloves?"

		"Well, you know," said Vicky. "Part of keeping a pet is making sure she's not too much of a person, and can't get into person trouble. Now, here are your choices."

		The two gloves that she held out weren't actually gloves. They were more like mittens than gloves, only mittens didn't have a strap that attached to the end of the thumb, and a buckle on the back of the hand, so that they could buckle the thumb into place, folded over.

		One of them had a hole for the index finger, and the other one didn't.

		"See," said Vicky, "I was thinking that it'd be a choice between taking the more restrictive ones, and also getting an orgasm now, or the ones where you can do a little bit, and no orgasm. But actually, let's do it this way: Which one do you want?"

		Lane looked at the gloves. "I ... um. It's just, I mean, I kind of should call my mom, and let her know where I am? So I guess, I'd like the less restrictive ones for a little bit?"

		"I kind of figured you'd've already... well, I guess you were thinking I might have not been coming back. No, definitely. Finger gloves it is. Now, about the orgasm?"

		"Vicky?" Lane started pulling the first glove on, looking up at Vicky. She seemed amused by the whole thing, but Lane found herself wanting to say the right thing, not wanting to disappoint her. "It's okay, though?"

		"Sure. Either way is okay. Just curious about the answer."

		"Oh. I'd like to come, please."

		"Nice." Vicky wrapped the thumb-strap around Lane's hand and buckled it tight, then went around to the other side of the tub. "Honestly, I like the fact that you're not worn out yet—means that when I decide not to let you come for a week or two, you're going to go out of your mind."

		"A week!" said Lane, as Vicky got to work on the other glove. "Or two!"

		"Yup! The thing about denial is that it keeps you horny all the time. And messy. It's great. And when my partner is more... you know, equal, there's a limit to how far I can push it. But with you..." Vicky reached over, put two fingers on Lane's chin, tilting her head across to look her in the eyes. "You're only going to get what I decide to give you, when I decide to give it to you."

		It was getting a little colder in the bathroom now that the water was gone, but that wasn't why Lane shivered.

		"And also," Vicky went on, sounding impossibly cheerful, "I have a feeling that you're going to get all emotional when I decide to push things. So that's going to be a fun trip."

		"I don't. . unnn." Vicky's hand had moved down to Lane's pussy, and she was still chained to the tub, legs apart. And while Lane wasn't sure exactly how she felt about what Lane was describing—two weeks? Without any orgasms?—her pussy had decided that it felt soft and slick and ready about that.

		Vicky buried two fingers in her and started moving her thumb across Lane's clit. Her other hand rested on Lane's stomach just over her pussy, while her fingers found a place inside Lane that was electric when she pushed up there, and down, just a little, with her other hand. Lane twisted, tried to hold things off so that she'd have some bit of control over what was happening.

		It was useless. Those fingers moving inside of her, the thumb on her clit—Vicky would speed up or ease off, and even though Lane could moan and thrust, it was Vicky who decided how long it was going to be, and what was going to happen.

		It was the most thorough hand-job that Lane had ever even imagined. When Vicky finally pushed her over the edge, Lane was flattened against the bottom of the tub, sweating and grunting and completely undone. The orgasm twisted her up and turned her inside out, pleasure so hard it was pain, leaving her as limp as a wrung-out washcloth.

		"There you go," said Vicky. "Clean, but still smelling like sex."

		"Thank you," said Lane, who meant it.

		"Very polite!" said Vicky. "Okay. But let's get you up. and since you're calling family, I think you get a robe. Come on—you can do it."

		It was a little more complicated than that—Vicky had to unfasten the chains holding her in the tub, and it was trickier than Lane would've expected to stand up when she could only use one finger of each hand. Also, she was more tired than she'd ever been, literally ever. But she managed to wobble up out of the bath and into the robe. It was a super nice robe, long and soft and warm and everything. Then back out to the living room.

		There was still a cage in the middle of the room, and since it was pretty clear that it wasn't for a dog or anything, that was definitely ominous. Tall enough that someone in it could sit down, or be up on their hands and knees. But it was still a cage, with thick iron bars and a lock on the door. If she was put in there—when she was put in there—she wasn't getting out until Vicky let her out. Which was the point, obviously, but still. At least there were cushions on the bottom of the cage?

		Also her phone was sitting on top of it.

		"If you want to tell them that you've been hired as a personal assistant," said Vicky, "that'd probably make sense. Come up with half-truths or reasonable lies, and I'll be able to back them up for you."

		"Uh," said Lane, who wasn't used to people suggesting that she lie to her mom, even though that was usually what she wound up doing.

		"Or you can tell her the whole truth and nothing but the truth, if you like," said Vicky. "Same deal, though I've got enough money for lawyers that you're probably not going to be able to get me to go to prison for soliciting a prostitute."

		"I think it'd be more likely going to prison for accessory in making an angry woman's head explode," said Lane. "Which I'm not sure is a crime?"

		"I think it depends on how far the shrapnel goes, and at what speeds. Anyhow, mostly I'm doing stuff with real estate investing, though I'll buy and sell other things as well. You can pretend that you answer phones and file things and whatnot. Now, make the call, because I've got to pick out a gag for you, and I like seeing how they look before deciding."

		"Jesus Christ," muttered Lane. It seemed like Vicky's deal was going to keep getting weirder and weirder, which ... instead of trying to figure out what would be done to her in a month, she fumbled at her phone and dialed her mom. Without access to all of her fingers, she couldn't really pick the phone up, so she put it on speaker instead.

		"Where are you?" Her mother sounded tired and cranky, which wasn't a great start.

		"Mt. Vernon, New York," said Lane, who remembered what Vicky had written on the student loan forms. "I got a job?"

		"No you haven't," said her mother. "You're sleeping on the couch with one of your druggie friends because you aren't ready to face the real world yet, and I don't know when you're going to be able to do that."

		"I'm a personal assistant to a woman who works in real estate." Lane had only half-listened to what Vicky was saying earlier, but now she clung to it like a lifebuoy. "She was back on campus for graduation, and we got to talking. So, it's not paying much, but it'll cover my loans, and I can learn about the field."

		"You don't want to learn about that field, because that's something real adults do. You just want—"

		"Okay, mom. It's just a job. But it pays my bills, and it comes with a place to stay." Why the hell would a personal assistant job need a place to stay? "Vicky—Um, Ms. Stephens likes to get a lot of work done during her morning workout, so I get a room and everything."

		There was a long, long pause, as her mom very loudly didn't believe her without saying anything. "So, anyway," said Lane. "I kind of have to go—I mean, first day on the job and all, so I'm wiped out. But I'll call you on the weekend?"

		"You don't have to do this," said her mother. "You did a stupid degree and you haven't been looking for a job because anything you can get is boring. But you can get a real job and stay here until you're on your feet."

		"For five hundred dollars a month rent," said Vicky. "I know. And I know that if I can't make rent, you'd just hold it over my head for the rest of my life."

		"You need to—"

		"I need to do lots of things," said Lane. "I know. And I don't need to do this. I know. But I'm gonna. Love you."

		A long-suffering sigh. "I love you too."

		Lane ended the call and slumped back onto the couch. What Vicky was doing to her, what Lane had already done and what she'd agreed to do... the whole thing was weird and gross and embarrassing. But it didn't make her feel like garbage the way a three-minute conversation with her mom did. She pulled up her legs and glowered at her phone.

		Vicky looked a little subdued as she came back in. "So, morning workout, huh?"

		"I ... I wasn't sure why you'd have a personal assistant who lived in your house?"

		"Oh. That's so that I can fuck her, and also have my friends fuck her, and also because I like controlling every aspect of her life."

		"I kind of figured that." Lane laughed, and for whatever dumb reason, felt a bit less like garbage. "At the same time, I wasn't sure that was the picture that I wanted to paint for my mom."

		"Fair," said Vicky. "Not the sort of thing that parents need to know about, as a rule. And, to be quite honest, I could stand to do a little more non-sexual physical activity, like a big weirdo. But, well. We'll see about that tomorrow. For now, let's see about gags. Open wide, thank you."

		Lane opened her mouth, and Vicky put some hardware in it. Not a gag, exactly. Like something from a dentist's office. It held her mouth open, and when Vicky cranked it, it held her mouth even more open. Another crank, and Lane could feel the strain in her jaw. Drool started to pool in her mouth, because she couldn't really swallow.

		Vicky seemed pleased with herself, making measurements and poking at Lane's tongue and the inside of her mouth. Just like that, the leftover loneliness and misery, the sense Lane'd had when she hung up that she was making terrible choices, vanished. Some weird metal hardware and fingers all up in her mouth, and everything was fine again.

		"Gonna have to get you to a dentist at some point," said Vicky. "I mean, seriously, kids today. You need to brush your teeth every...well, I'll be taking care of that from here on in, but still."

		Lane made a drooly noise in response, which made Vicky chuckle.

		"Okay. Not going to be starting you on the largest available gags, but with a little practice, I'm sure you'll do just fine." She pushed her forefinger and middle finger into Lane's mouth, and Lane couldn't close it, couldn't move out of the way—her head was trapped against the couch. She didn't start gagging, though, until she tried to breathe in. "And that'll be a nice treat for the gentlemen," said Vicky, pulling her fingers out and wiping them on Lane's breast, which had come out of her robe.

		Five minutes, maybe, from feeling terrible to being ready for sex again. It wasn't what Lane was used to, and it boded poorly for Vicky's plan of not letting her come for weeks at a time.

		"Anyhow," said Vicky. "I think we'll start with a ball gag. I mean, cliche, but at the same time, it looks pretty and gets the job done."

		It took a little adjustment before the dental thing was loose enough to get out of Lane's mouth. Then Vicky ran one finger through the streamer of drool across Lane's chest, the corners of her mouth quirking up. Neither the finger nor the little smile was doing anything for Lane's ability to imagine going a week without an orgasm.

		"Now, why don't you get out of the robe and off of the furniture, which is for people, generally speaking."

		That was tricky with the one-finger gloves. Also, Lane was people.

		Could be that she'd muttered that instead of thinking it. Vicky stopped at the doorway and wiggled her hand back and forth. "In some senses, sure. But stay on your knees until I tell you to do something else."

		The living room carpet was soft, anyway. And if Vicky didn't want drool on her carpets, she probably shouldn't have made Lane dribble onto her chest, and then told her to take the robe off. Because yeah, she could've wiped it, but Vicky hadn't told her to do that either, so.

		Vicky came back with a red ball attached to a whole bunch of straps. It wasn't like Lane hadn't seen porn with those things before, only this one had a lot more straps and buckles than the ones she'd seen in porn, made of good leather, not the cheap stuff. White leather and a bright red ball, which Vicky forced into her mouth. The straps holding it in pressed into her cheeks, but it wasn't too bad.

		"There you go," said Vicky. "Now, let's get your hair done before it's time for me to show you off."

		Thus far, everything had been insane and kind of hot, but the thought of Vicky having her friends fuck Lane made Lane nervous, and she couldn't get that crack about her gag reflex out of her head.

		"Don't worry," said Vicky. "First I want to show off what I've got, and you're nice and clean and smell like sex. And then we'll see. I mean, okay. Obviously, part of the fun in owning someone is letting your friends fuck them, and it's totally amazing, and they know that you can have that whenever you want. You know?"

		Lane wasn't sure that she knew. But, on the other hand, Vicky had started combing her hair, and it felt really nice. Someone else's hands in her hair felt nice regardless of anything else, but also, for one reason or another, Lane found herself responding to Vicky's touch immediately and strongly. Even if it wasn't something she was used to thinking of as sexy.

		"But it's not, like, a condition of your employment. You're going to have to be naked around strangers from time to time, sure. But as it turns out, when someone has sex with someone else and they're not okay with that, there are all sorts of laws and things about how that's not okay, and people are really touchy about that. So, we'll see."

		Lane's hair only barely reached past her shoulders. But even though it wasn't super long, there'd been a lot to do in the weeks before graduation, and she'd been a little depressed, and maybe hair care hadn't really been her top priority. So there were tangles. Like, a lot of tangles. And while it was nice when Vicky touched her, she wasn't particularly gentle about pulling out those tangles. So it hurt, kind of a lot. Lane had a sneaking suspicion that the reason that she liked it when Vicky touched her was because sometimes it hurt kind of a lot, but she wasn't quite ready to admit that.

		Fortunately, she had a gag in her mouth, so she didn't have to admit anything. She was emitting a bit of drool, but that wasn't her fault. She just had to lay there, half draped over Vicky's lap, and let Vicky comb her hair, and wince and groan as she pulled through tangle after tangle. And then brushed her hair, which felt good, even if Lane was a little apprehensive about that hairbrush.

		On the other hand, when Vicky wanted to beat her, she probably had, like, custom-made whips and paddles. Maybe with monograms.

		"Right," said Vicky, when she was done. "We'll see how that looks when it's dry. I'm thinking we'll grow it out for a bit, but we'll see. Now, into your cage, Lane. Things to do."

		Her cage. Well, it wasn't anyone else's cage, and it was clearly what she'd signed up for. She crawled in, helped along by a swat on the butt when Vicky thought she wasn't going fast enough. Then Vicky closed the door and locked it, and she was locked in a cage in a semi-stranger's living room, naked except for an elaborate gag and gloves which let her use a single finger on each hand.

		It wasn't really how she'd expected her day to go.

		The cage was big enough that she could sit up or lie down or crawl around inside, from one side to the other. She wasn't like, fixed in place or anything. But she was locked into that cage, and it wasn't huge.

		It had been a busy day, and Lane was way more fucked-out than she could remember being. She couldn't exactly get to sleep, with the gag and the gloves and with a guest coming. But the cushions on the bottom of the cage were comfortable, and Vicky wasn't even in the room most of the time. So Lane sprawled out in her cage, eyes half closed, waiting for something interesting to happen, trying to figure out what the hell had happened.

		And maybe Lane wasn't exactly asleep, but when there was a knock at the door, she woke up, confused and disoriented. She jerked her head up, and it hit the top of the cage. Nowhere she could go, nothing she could do. She was profoundly trapped, and while it seemed like Vicky was okay—super weird, but okay—there wasn't any saying what sort of people she was going to be bringing in with her.

		Vicky went to the front door, which Lane couldn't see, and she could hear talking but not what was being said. Then Vicky came back with a couple of bags of what smelled like Chinese take-out swinging from her hands, and another woman walking half a step behind her. She was a little taller than Vicky, and looked older. Her black hair was professionally done, and while Vicky was dressed more or less like a student, the other woman was dressed like a grownup: burgundy skirt suit, heels, jewelry.

		They seemed to be friends. The woman helped Vicky unpack the Chinese onto the living-room table while the two of them talked about someone named Marcus, who apparently was someone who they both liked, but who was also kind of a fuck-up, who had apparently fucked something up.

		Whenever the woman looked at her, Lane fought back to the impulse to hide herself, or try to avoid it somehow. She was naked and in a cage—it wasn't like there was anywhere that she could run.

		Once they'd gotten out the fried dumplings and dipping sauce, the woman nodded at Lane. "So, that the new one?"

		"No," said Lane. "No, it's the UPS guy. I decided to kidnap him and keep him in the living room. The new girl is down in the basement."

		The woman laughed. "Your UPS guy shaves his head but not his back, and there's a line above his shirt collar where you can see where he gave up. This one is much prettier."

		"True," said Vicky. "It's almost like that was a stupid question, Rita."

		"It wasn't really a question. I was opening a topic. Anyhow. Can I feed her?"

		Vicky looked over at Lane, who hadn't realized how hungry she'd gotten, but who'd started to realize that. And yeah, she wasn't wild about a strange woman feeding her, at least she didn't think she was, but the food smelled really good.

		"No," said Vicky. "She's a little shy still. Gag stays on. So how are the renovations going?'

		The renovations, it seemed, weren't going very well. There'd been problems with the drywall delivery, so Rita had to pay a bunch of contractors to sit around and drink and play with her dog, and then it turned out that the foundation had settled, and there was something complicated wrong with the septic tank. Or not the tank, but the pipes?

		They talked about that for what seemed like forever, and ate everything that Rita had brought except for some of the rice.

		Vicky seemed amused by Rita's venting. Every so often she'd goad her on by saying things like, "But the estimate—" or "Wouldn't the previous owners have had to disclose—" Rita clearly knew she was being goaded, and still couldn't help but explode at those triggers.

		Owning a home seemed way more complicated than owning an avocado toast. Lane could've used an avocado toast right around then. Or some of the crispy beef Vicky and Rita had eaten all of, or the Kung Pow chicken, or the fried dumplings. Lane was feeling distinctly out of sorts by the time Vicky and Rita had finished eating.

		"On the other hand," said Rita. "We're getting a really good deal on the fifteen acres next door? They've given up on the paintball thing and they're willing to sell out. So, peace and quiet, and also we can start thinking about maybe stables."

		"Nice," said Vicky.

		"And speaking of livestock, let's see what you've picked up."

		"Sure." Vicky unlocked the cage and made a little 'come here' motion with her hand. Lane hung back, uncertain. And when had a cage in a semi-stranger's living room started feeling like the safe option?

		"Shy?" asked Rita.

		"Little bit," said Vicky. "But she is very reward-oriented."

		Rita laughed and patted the coffee table in front of her. "Come here. And you'll get our leftovers."

		Lane crawled out of her cage a little quicker than she'd sort of implied that she wanted to. And yet.

		"If you don't want any more petting," said Vicky, settling back into her chair, "you can go back to your cage. But no leftovers, then."

		Letting herself be groped by a stranger for a box of white rice and maybe a few MSG-flavored vegetables... . Lane had done some questionable stuff in school, but this was the least that she'd gotten in exchange for putting out.

		But it was pretty clear that it wasn't the least that she was going to get for putting out. And also, she wanted someone to touch her, and she also wanted the rice. So it was more of a win-win?

		"That's a girl, sweetie," said Rita as Lane crawled over. Then she scrambled up onto the coffee table, on her hands and knees facing Vicky, with Rita sitting at her side. Vicky definitely looked pleased with herself when Lane trembled at Rita's gentle but somehow clinical touch along her thigh. "She really is a pretty one this time. And such lovely hair." She ran her hand through Lane's hair, and that felt nice. But she sounded a little disapproving.

		Lane turned to look at her, but before she got a good look, Rita turned her head back to facing forward, hand on Lane's chin.

		Vicky sighed. "What?" It seemed like she'd also heard the disapproving note in Rita's voice.

		"It's just... she's really very pretty, you know?"

		"I do know!" said Vicky. "And you think it's a bad idea?"

		"I mean, look." Rita palmed Lane's breast, felt the weight of it, pinched her nipple. "Obviously, if you're getting a girl, you want a pretty one. It's just... I mean, if you're going to meet someone, having a girl as pretty as this one... I don't know."

		"Because she's better looking than I am?" asked Vicky.

		"Well, you know," said Rita. One hand was still on Lane's breast, and the other was moving up and down on her thigh, and they were soft. It was hot, and also that was a compliment, maybe? "Also, your girls do tend to be a lot more easily available than you are."

		"Sure," said Vicky. "And my bookcases can hold more books than I can, and are far more willing to just stand around holding books." She reached over, laid her palm against Lane's cheek, wiped a little bit of drool off Lane's gag with her thumb, and smiled at her. "She'll do fine."

		Rita snorted. She'd moved to pulling at Lane's nipple with one hand, and it was already painfully stiff, and the other hand was on her inner thigh, making it really hard for Lane to keep from wriggling and making noises, which would probably amuse both of them so she wasn't going to. "Well, obviously she will. She's adorable. It's just that, you know, if you're—"

		"You're worried that despite getting a really pretty new girl, deep down, I'm lonely and sad, and I'm never going to be happy until I stop having the sort of fun that I like."

		"No," said Rita. "I just think that you keep jumping from one relationship to another, and that you'd be happier with longer-term partners. I mean, no way I'm going to discourage you from having the sort of fun you like—your fun is the best."

		"Uh-huh," said Vicky. "You literally just tried to discourage me from having the sort of fun that I like, but moving on."

		"Can I put something up her butt?" asked Rita. "She looks like a wriggler."

		Rita's fingernail lightly touched the edge of Lane's asshole. Lane did wriggle at that. Just a little, but Rita still had her other hand on Lane's breast, so she definitely felt it.

		Vicky paused, considering. "No, we're going to hold off on that for a bit."

		Rita sighed, and then gave Lane's ass a hard slap, while pinching down on her nipple with her other hand. Lane wriggled more, and whimpered a little.

		Rita laughed. "Sorry for meddling. But, you know."

		"I do," said Vicky. "Anyway; when she's ready for public display, you're definitely on the list."

		"Thanks!" said Rita. "And if you're still looking at that place in Park Slope, let me know—I think they're ready to come down a hundred thousand, maybe two."

		"They need to come down three before I'm interested," said Vicky. "But if they do, I'm interested."

		"You and everyone who wants a romantic Brooklyn fantasy and has at least one parent trying to buy their love." She shook her head. "There is literally no such thing as a price range where people want to pay what a place is worth."

		"Sure there is," said Vicky. "There's the range where either the buyer or seller are wrong about how much an apartment is worth. And there's the range where they either have to buy or sell fast. Lots of times I pay what a place is worth, or where I get what somewhere is worth."

		Rita sighed, and then pinched Lane's inner thigh hard enough to make her squeak. "That's not what worth means. I could maybe get them down two twenty-five, if it sits for a month or two. But it's not going to, because the market is trending up, not down. It's a good deal, Vicky."

		"It's an okay deal," said Vicky. "Taking it would mean committing almost a million dollars, for most of a year, and maybe getting a five percent return, when everything is done. Get it down the twenty-five thousand, I'll put in an offer."

		"You'll let this go over twenty-five thousand in the asking price?"

		"That twenty-five thousand is my profit margin. I need a cushion for the times when I buy a place with undisclosed bedbugs and dry-rot and an upstairs neighbor who's installed an in-home bowling alley. If I don't walk away from deals without cushions, I don't have the money to buy girls and throw parties."

		"Well, I am looking forward to your next party." Rita's left hand was still kneading Lane's breast, which was feeling really extremely good, and when her right hand started moving up Lane's inner thigh, Lane felt her breathing go funny. If she got just a little closer, Lane could... .

		"You'll talk to the sellers?"

		"I'll let them know that I've got a nibble," said Rita. "But I'm not going to tell them to drop the price, not unless they really need to sell in the next couple of months."

		"There are the condo fees for those months," said Vicky. "But—"

		"But I don't think that they need to drop their asking price two hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars just to avoid paying two months of maintenance."

		"Sure," said Vicky.

		Rita gave Lane's ass three quick swats, hard enough that she flinched at each of them, trying to get loose, just a little. It had been what—five minutes of being pawed by a stranger? And Lane couldn't help making a disappointed little noise when Rita let go of her breast and stood up. Lane knew that she was maybe a bit quick to jump into bed with people, but she hadn't realized just how quick she was.

		Vicky got Rita's coat and walked her out. Lane waited on the coffee table, shuddering faintly. It was cold in the living room. Or maybe it was just that she was naked, and she'd gotten a little sweaty when Rita was handling her. Because of the way Rita had been handling her, like she wasn't there, not really, but at the same time she was way more accessible than a person would be, and... it was hard to put it into words, but that had been way more intense than she'd expected.

		Vicky came back, and stood in the doorway, looking at Lane. Lane blushed and dropped her head. It was like Vicky was looking right through her when she saw her like that. "Good job," said Vicky, after a while. "Let's get the gag out, then back in the cage, and you'll get your leftovers."

		Leftovers. Right. That was why she'd let Rita grope her. It definitely hadn't been the excuse for ... well. Lane was still super hungry, anyway. Her jaw felt a lot better with the gag out, also. She crawled back into the cage. Then Vicky locked it and scraped all the leftovers into a bowl, which she passed through the bars.

		It shouldn't have been exactly appetizing, but it was. Bits of chicken and shrimp and a couple of ends of egg rolls, and rice. Vicky couldn't pick things up wearing the one-finger gloves, and there wasn't enough room in the cage for her to try anything complicated. Hands and knees, with her feet up against the bars of the cage and her face down into a bowl of Chinese take-out.

		Vicky reached through the bars to ruffle her hair, and then went around cleaning up the living room, then straightening up. Lane watched her for a bit, then lay down on her side and watched a little more. She was in a cage and couldn't use her thumbs or most of her fingers, so it wasn't like she had a lot of entertainment options. And it had been a busy day, and she hadn't really been sleeping as much as she should've for the last few days. Weeks. Since high school, really. The cage was too cramped for her to stay asleep, but she'd drift off, and then wake up, and then drift back off.

		Lane had no idea how long that lasted, but finally Vicky unlocked the cage, and motioned for Lane to come. It was a pretty big cage, but once she was out of it, she was astonished how nice it was to be able to stretch out.

		"You look pretty like that," said Vicky. "Let's wash your face off, though, and see if you can crawl to bed."

		Right. Lane had forgotten that she had a smear of sweet-and-sour sauce across her cheek, and a few grains of rice stuck to the end of her nose. Reminded, she scrunched her face up to try to get them off. It wasn't very effective.

		Luckily, Vicky had brought a bowl of warm water and a washcloth, and she washed off Lane's face quickly and efficiently. It was more attention than Lane had spent on personal hygiene for most of senior year, anyway. It felt good. And also, it felt good when Vicky unexpectedly kissed her cheek when she was done washing her.

		"We'll talk more tomorrow," she said. "Not tonight. Heel, Lane."

		Lane wasn't exactly up on dog-training terminology, but she was pretty sure that heel meant that she was supposed to crawl behind Vicky? Which was kind of hard to do, because crawling was slower than walking, and Vicky wasn't walking slowly. Also, stairs were tricky. But she did what she could, and got to the bedroom just a little bit after Vicky.

		"Next time," said Lane, "'heel' means your head stays parallel to my leg, on my left."

		"But—"

		"And no talking tonight." Vicky shook her head. "Gotta start training soon. Now, come here."

		She had a big, comfortable-looking bed. Only instead of gesturing to the bed or something, Vicky pulled out a shelf on the side of the bed, which turned out to be a trundle bed. Which looked less comfortable.

		"It takes a while to adjust to sleeping tied up, but we've got to start somewhere."

		Technically, they didn't really need to start anywhere, but it was what Vicky wanted to do, and she was the one in charge. So Lane crawled over there and let Vicky put cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and then attach those cuffs to the bars at the sides of the trundle bed. Experimentally, Lane tried moving her arms. The fastenings on the cuffs slid along the length of the bars, and with a little wiggling she managed to get her arms from over her head to at her sides. Turning onto her side, on the other hand, wasn't really possible. And her legs were held apart, though she could move them up and down.

		It wasn't too uncomfortable, but it wasn't what Lane would call easy mode. Well, she'd ... well, she wasn't supposed to talk, and there wasn't much else she could do. Lying in in her trundle bed, Lane watched Vicky walk to the bathroom—an en-suite bathroom which was way smaller than the one downstairs. Vicky left the door open as she undressed and got into the shower.

		Vicky was in pretty good shape. Little bit of a curve to her belly, which looked sweet, and a fading bruise on her upper thigh. It was weird, because Vicky seemed way more interested in inflicting bruises than receiving them, so it was probably just from bumping into the furniture or something, but Lane's mind still wandered to all the equipment she'd seen in the house … also, Vicky had nice breasts. Small, but perkier than Lane's, with pale brown nipples, and Lane wanted to touch her. It had probably been the most intense day Lane had ever had, but she'd been almost a spectator for a lot of it, rather than a participant. She wanted to talk and touch and be there, and she couldn't do any of that.

		And the fact that she couldn't was oddly and compellingly hot. Lane couldn't even move her thighs against each other, but she was squirming a little, listening to Vicky showering, and waiting for what Vicky decided to do next.

		She fell asleep like that, mostly. Not a hundred percent asleep, not exactly dreaming, but enough that she lost track of where she was and what was happening around her, and it was a shock to see Vicky suddenly standing over her, wearing a t-shirt and a towel on her hair, and nothing else.

		"So," said Vicky. "Ready to earn your keep?"

		Lane really was. No talking, though—she remembered that. So she nodded. And then she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out just a little. Vicky's smile widened, and she took hold of Lane's tongue, running her thumb over it. Lane squeaked and wriggled, still not able to move very far. It was... okay, she was ready to earn her keep, a hundred percent.

		Vicky straddled her face, smelling clean and a little like vanilla and also turned on. Then she lowered herself down, burying Lane's face between her thighs, and started moving.

		It wasn't the first time that Lane had gone down on a girl, but usually she had more air, for one thing. Vicky was on top of her, not the other way around, and Lane had to move as much as she could, under the circumstances, to avoid suffocating and getting her nose crushed when Vicky's hips moved forward. And as far as she could go meant that she was getting little snatches of air between thrusts of Vicky's hips, and those were filled with her drool and Vicky's wetness and the thickening scent of Vicky's arousal.

		This was different than being on top, controlling the speed and what was happening. This was Vicky using her face to get off, and Lane doing her best to get her tongue and lips where they were needed, because when she didn't, Vicky had started pulling her hair, and that hurt.

		And also, Lane couldn't touch herself, and she really wanted to. She'd had a lot more orgasms that afternoon than she'd expected to, but this was outrageously hot. She wanted... but what Lane wanted didn't matter, and what Vicky wanted did. When Vicky came, she pushed forward and stayed there, hands knotted in Lane's hair, for so long that Lane started to struggle for breath. Then Vicky finally pulled away, and Lane felt flushed and sticky and mellow, like she'd come too, somehow.

		Vicky's smile was different than usual—fond and relaxed. She patted Lane's face as she got up off of her, and then wiped her hand clean on Lane's breast. "Good job," she said. "Now let's get you set up for sleep."

		Lane felt pretty much set up at that point. But it turned out that Vicky meant taking stuff off rather than tying her up more. The cuffs stayed on, but only her right wrist was left attached to the bar of the trundle bed, by a long enough length of line that she could almost reach the other side of the bed. And the one-finger gloves came off, which was good—she hadn't realized that her hands were starting to cramp up, but they were. Also she got a pillow, and a blanket, and she was already mostly asleep by the time Vicky pulled the blanket over her and kissed her cheek, which was still sticky.

		Lane fell asleep pretty quickly, but she didn't exactly sleep well. She wasn't used to sleeping naked, or to the weight of cuffs on her ankles and wrists. Several times, she half-woke and tried to turn over, only to be brought up short by the chain. By the time she'd found a comfortable way to lie, she was all the way awake, and it took her a while to fall asleep again.

		Also, she hadn't had anything alcoholic to drink the whole day, and she'd been drinking pretty hard for the last couple of weeks. First there'd been graduation, and then there'd been parties, and the truth was that a couple tequilas or half-dozen beers made it easier not to think about what she was going to do now that graduation was over. Truth was, senior year, maybe she'd been drinking a bit more than she had been before then. Thinking about it made Lane want a drink, but she was chained to the bed. Which, maybe it was for the best, but there was already gray dawn light coming from behind the curtain by the time she fell asleep properly.

		It was brighter than that when someone pulled her blanket off. Way brighter—even without opening her eyes, the light burned. Lane blindly grabbed for her blanket back, and was brought up short by the chain.

		Right. Because she was chained to a bed. Because a strange woman had bought her at an auction and Lane had agreed to go with her to her weird sex house. That was a thing that had really happened.

		There was a hard slap on her thigh. "Sorry!" said Lane, turning over and getting a little tangled.

		"Yeah, getting used to sleeping tied up is going to take a while. Now, let's get you cleaned up, and we'll talk after breakfast." Vicky laughed and led Lane to the bathroom.

		It wasn't the whole enema thing again, but, as Vicky cheerfully let Lane know, she wasn't allowed to touch her pussy. At all, ever. It made wiping difficult. Vicky did it for her, which was as intensely humiliating as anything else that had happened. The bath was pretty similar to what had happened the other day—cuffs off, but then she was restrained in the bath when Vicky washed her, and when she was done, the cuffs went back on, and then the one-finger gloves.

		There was a lot that Lane wanted to talk about, but that came after breakfast. And breakfast was in the kitchen, where there was a low table next to the regular kitchen table. It was clearly a custom-built piece of furniture, because it had chains built in which Vicky attached with carabiners to the cuffs on Lane's wrists and ankles. Also, the height was exactly the right height for Vicky to play with Lane's breasts as she drank her coffee and read her phone, while Lane tried to eat melon chunks and cherries from a bowl without using her hands.

		The melon was really fresh, and the cherries were firm and sweet. It wasn't that it wasn't good, it was just that Lane wasn't really a bowl of fresh fruit for breakfast type of person. Also, it was awkward trying to eat it without using her hands. Even so, she was finished with it before Vicky was finished getting herself English muffins and making a phone call about the real estate market in Hoboken.

		Lane wasn't even a little bit interested in the real estate market in Hoboken. Vicky's hand, though. It was hard not to compare it to Rita, the night before. Rita had been curious and interested in Lane's reactions, and also she'd been paying attention to her. This was more... it was like Lane was a cat being petted, only cats had the option of walking away, or going psycho ninja on someone petting them. The chains meant that Lane was going to stay where she was, because Vicky enjoyed touching naked girls.

		And yet, for some reason, it was kind of hotter than getting Rita's attention, which had also been hotter than Lane was entirely prepared to admit. She was breathing hard when Vicky got up, smacked her ass, and started unbuckling the carabiners.

		The cuffs didn't come off, but Vicky gave her a robe again, and then went out into the living room. Lane followed, going from the smooth cold tiles of the living room into the heavy pile of the living room carpet.

		"So, I take it you have some questions and comments," said Vicky.

		Lane sat down on the couch. It was a comfortable couch.

		"So, um. I mean, this isn't the first time you've done this," said Lane.

		"True enough," said Vicky. "Honestly, the amount of stuff that I have does imply that, as does the fact that I can get it all to work. Not something that generally happens the first time out."

		"So what happened the other times?"

		Vicky raised an eyebrow. "Worried about shallow graves in the backyard again?"

		"No," said Lane. "I mean, I probably should be, but no. It's just—"

		"It's fun for a while," said Vicky. "But the stuff I'm into is a big ask, and people get bored. So it works for a few months, maybe a little longer, and then it's time for me to go back to the Crapapple and the Tequila Mockingbird, to perv on college kids. Or, like, Tinder."

		"Oh," said Lane. "If you get bored, that's fair enough, but I kinda—"

		"Easy," said Vicky. "It's not me who gets bored. It's just that when it's time for people to move on, it's time. Which sucks, but what are you going to do? Keep them chained up in the basement whether or not they want to leave, and abuse them because you can? It turns out there are laws about that. So they get a reference for working in real estate for a while, and if they need me to make a few calls on their behalf, fair enough."

		Get bored? Of what Vicky was doing? Seemed fake, but okay. "I guess also... is that what I'm doing?"

		"Hm?"

		"Working in real estate, I mean?" Vicky still didn't seem to quite get it, and Lane was biting her lip, trying to figure out how to phrase what she wanted to say that didn't make her sound like she was accusing Vicky of something. "Like, is the point that you have a girl to give to business contacts, so that you'll get better deals?"

		"You mean are you a whore I use to pay off agents and contractors?"

		Lane blushed and nodded. Because, yeah.

		"Li'l bit," said Vicky. "I mean, if I get someone who will legit screw their clients over because I have whores, they'll also screw me over when someone else has whores. So Rita isn't actually going to stop acting in her client's best interest, even if I could really use that twenty five thousand dollars to pay for my lifestyle. But she's definitely going to keep me in mind when something comes on the market which she thinks that I'd be interested in." This time it was Vicky who looked down. "Also, I think it's super hot when I make someone fuck people they don't know. You know?"

		Lane hadn't known, but it turned out that yeah, she could see that. And while she couldn't explain why it was better that this was something that Vicky was into, rather than just something that she did in order to make money, it really did.

		"It's control," said Vicky. "I mean, there's plenty of other stuff that I'm into. You're super pretty, so it's going to be fun to make you cry, and it's going to be fun watching you gagging on a cock while someone fucks your ass. I mean, obviously. But it's the way that you have to do that whether or not you want to do it that really gets me off. And, well. Turns out that it's not necessarily something that people want to do long term, and that's okay. Plenty of girls out there who want to give the lifestyle a try, you know?"

		"I didn't?" said Lane. "I mean, sure, some dirty talk or a slap on the ass or two, but honestly, most people don't seem like they're into that sort of thing."

		"Well," said Vicky. "I didn't say that most girls want to try being a fuckdoll. But more of them do than you'd think. Because even when you're sleeping with someone, it takes a little extra before you're willing to look like a complete psycho. I mean, you're super into this. Ever bring it up to anyone?"

		"Well I, that. I mean. That's. A little?" Okay, so maybe she was super into this. But it wasn't like it was her main thing, and also that was a personal question, and also maybe being able to talk wasn't that great, really. "Like I'd tell a guy I was into rough sex or whatever, and then..."

		"You didn't explain what you were into, and he did stuff that was rough sex but the sort of rough sex you were hoping for." Vicky shrugged. "I'm not going to say that I don't have control issues, but honestly, being willing to express myself means that I get what I'm looking for more often than not. Speaking of which."

		It was still a great robe, warm and fuzzy. Lane shivered anyway.

		"Today's project is going to be making you cry. Which is... well, it's not like it's the only thing that I want from you. We can keep things at a pretty pet level and I'll be okay with that. But let's see if we can get this to work."

		"Okay," said Lane, meek, looking at the carpet. It was a really good carpet.

		Vicky laughed. "As a rule, you only get to talk when you have permission. But this time, we'll make an exception. I'll be asking questions from time to time, and I'm going to want answers as soon as possible. But even when I'm not asking questions, you can say please. Or if things get too intense, and you need me to stop, let me know."

		That was reassuring. Lane nodded. And she didn't need Vicky to tell her to take the robe off and get off the furniture. Time for talking and being a person was over.

		"Good," said Vicky, as Lane folded up the robe and stood waiting for instructions. "Cage."

		Lane went into her cage, and Vicky locked it, brought the robe back to the bathroom, and cleaned up from breakfast. Then she laid out a bunch of stuff on the counter between the dining room and the living room. From inside the cage, Lane couldn't see what it was, and it wasn't like Vicky had solicited her opinion about any of it, but Lane found herself pressing her face up between the bars anyway, holding them hard.

		The cuffs made her more of a prisoner than she had been. And while she couldn't see everything that Vicky was setting up, she could see her walking back and forth, smiling to herself, a spring in her step.

		It'd been a while since Lane had made someone that happy. Which was nice, even if what was coming up wasn't going to be nice, exactly.

		When Vicky was done setting up on the counter, she came to get Lane. "First," she said, opening the cage up, "I'm going to be recording this, because I like watching porn I've made, and because in case things don't go exactly as planned, I like learning from my mistakes. If things don't work out, I'll delete the videos if you want me to. Okay?"

		"Sure," said Lane. It was polite of her to ask, but it wasn't a huge surprise that someone who was into that sort of thing was going to make a sextape. There were probably still a few floating around from guys who she'd gone on dates with, and those were way less interesting than what Vicky was going to be recording.

		"Great. So, getting started. There were a few things you didn't get right yesterday." As Vicky spoke, she fastened a collar around Lane's neck. It was made of parachute cord or something? Not exactly soft on the skin, but it felt really strong. There was an o-ring in the front, and Vicky hooked her finger into that, and pulled Lane out of the cage. "So now I'm going to give you a few corrections, what with talking when you weren't supposed to and all."

		That was fair enough. Vicky put her hand on Lane's back and pushed down, leaning her over her cage. Then she snapped the cuffs and collar to the bars using carabiners. Yeah, it definitely wasn't the first time that Vicky had done this—Lane had been with people who were into bondage a few times, but none of them had been as expert as Vicky. They'd mostly used rope, and the ties tended to slip when things got intense. The carabiners Vicky used were exactly the right size for the bars, and when they clicked on, there was no way Lane could get them off.

		Which meant that when Vicky hit her with a rattan cane, Lane couldn't jump very far. Which was the other thing about the guys and the one girl who'd been into rough sex. A smack on her ass while she was riding a guy was one thing, but this was like a line of fire across the bottom of her ass, and it was still hurting when Vicky put the second stripe down. Hard enough that there were tears in her eyes after four shots, but not so hard that she had to stop it.

		"Brave girl." Vicky gave Lane's cheek a pat, then unhooked her from the cage and led her over to the dining room. "I mean, I want to see you crying, but good job holding up."

		When she was setting up, Vicky had thrown a rope over one of the exposed rafters in the dining room, and now she tied Lane's wrist cuffs to it, pulling them up over her head. Then she sat down on one of her kitchen chairs and looked at Lane.

		Holding her hands up over her head wasn't too uncomfortable. It wasn't like she was dangling from her wrists or anything, and the cuffs took the weight without hurting. But being watched the way Vicky was watching her was kind of uncomfortable. Even though, realistically, there wasn't any of Lane that Vicky hadn't already seen. But just the weight of her gaze... Lane squirmed a bit, not even meaning to, as if she could hide somehow. And by the way the corners of Vicky's mouth quirked up, Lane was pretty sure that little motion had shown Vicky even more.

		"Easier with a blindfold, huh?" Vicky chuckled.

		Lane nodded, looking down. She didn't know why it would be, but it totally would be.

		"Well," said Vicky. "We're not doing easy right now. I want to see what I'm doing. Now, let's get started."

		Lane scrunched her eyes closed, waiting for Vicky to start hitting her, but she didn't. Instead, it was makeup.

		Vicky had to stand up on a chair so that she wasn't doing Lane's face from below, which was kind of funny? When she was done, she showed Lane what she looked like in a mirror, still standing up on the chair.

		She'd done good job, honestly. Not a lot of makeup, but it was the sort of thing that people would put on when they were doing job interviews, or were getting their pictures taken for things that were going back to scholarship funders or whatever. In the mirror, Lane looked grown-up and competent, even though she had her hands dangling over her head attached to the rafter in a crazy woman's dining room.

		Vicky had taken off her shoes when she'd gotten up on the chair, and she put them on again when she was done. They weren't, like, sexy dominatrix shoes, just sneakers. But Lane watched her putting them on and wiggled her own toes, bare as her everything else, and knew who was in charge.

		What came next made it clearer.

		There was a lot of room to swing things, and Vicky swung things. It wasn't that bad at first—she wasn't swinging hard, and the things she was hitting Lane with were pretty soft: the kind of suede flogger that was the "weird sex" thing in a few different people's sex toy drawers, and then a wide-ish denim belt, which stung a little.

		After that, though, she moved to a leather belt, and then something that looked like a car antenna, which hurt like an absolute son of a bitch, even when she didn't hit that hard. And while Vicky had started beating up on Lane's butt, she moved on to hitting her breasts and her thighs too. It wasn't long before Lane's breath was coming in little hiccuping sobs, and she felt tears rolling down her face. Her makeup was probably running. Which might have been the point of the makeup?

		Anyway, Vicky seemed happy about the results. Her eyes got brighter when they met Lane's, and the brighter they got, the harder she swung, humming to herself as she did. The car antenna caught Lane's right nipple, and she forgot to breathe for a second because it hurt so much. She saw spots in front of her eyes and also the flash of Vicky's teeth in a delighted grin.

		Then Vicky set the antenna aside and traced the marks she'd left. Her hands were cool, and her breath was coming quickly. "Having fun?" she asked.

		"I... kind of," Lane snuffled. She wanted to wipe her eyes and her nose,but she couldn't. "It hurts, though."

		"Yeah." Vicky followed a mark across Lane's thigh that burned when she touched it. "Sort of the point."

		Then she pushed her fingers in between Lane's thighs, and up into her pussy. Lane gasped, and pushed down. She was wetter than she would've expected, and she needed—

		There was the weight of the fingers there, the feel of them, and then they were gone.

		"Or at least, that was the point," said Vicky. "Okay. Here's the deal. Rest of the stuff, you want it to stop, you let me know, I make it stop. What's coming up, that won't work."

		Lane made a questioning noise.

		"It's going to hurt, and it's going to keep hurting more over time," said Vicky. "I mean, it's not going to do any permanent damage, and it's definitely going to open up your sinuses. But once it's started, I'm not going to be able to stop it. So, ready?"

		"I ... what are ..."

		Vicky tsked. "Don't want to spoil the surprise. I mean, unless that's a deal breaker."

		Clear out her sinuses? But on the other hand, honestly, things had been pretty good up until then, and she didn't want to ruin it. And she wanted to be a good girl and take it.

		Both of which were things that Lane hadn't really thought that she thought, but they were true. Because ... well, this wasn't exactly what she'd gone to school for, but it was a pretty good gig. And Vicky seemed so damn happy when Lane was doing what she wanted her to do.

		"No," she said. "Not a deal breaker." She took a deep breath, and looked straight ahead. "Okay."

		That big bright smile, heartbreakingly open. Then Vicky snapped on a pair of latex gloves, and Lane couldn't help but close her eyes, not wanting to see what was coming, and not sure if she'd made the right choice in being okay with whatever Vicky was planning. Opening up her sinuses? But also no permanent damage? Lane peeked with one eye, and Vicky had a little palette thing in one hand, with something green on it, and a q-tip in the other hand.

		Lane wasn't even breathing when Vicky dipped the q-tip in the green, swirled it around so that it got a whole bunch of it on the end. And she didn't start when Vicky spread it on the inside of Lane's nose. It was cold and sticky and then there was another wad up Lane's other nostril.

		She hadn't been breathing while Vicky did that, but when Vicky stepped back, Lane breathed in, and that was the worst thing she'd ever done.

		It wasn't that she smelt it. She felt it, and it was wasabi up her nose, and it was like she'd gotten fire wedged up her nose, and she'd inhaled some into the back of her throat, and she couldn't get it out, and she couldn't get it loose, and it was like snorting milk out her nose, only backwards and rawer.

		If she hadn't been tied stand up, she might have collapsed, and if her hands weren't tied she'd have been mashing her nose trying to dislodge it, but she couldn't do any of that. Lane sobbed and twisted and stamped her feet, trying to snort it out, and it wasn't going out. It burned, and it kept burning, through her nose and her mouth and her fucking ears. She wasn't that tied up, but she was tied up that she couldn't get loose, and Vicky was watching her grinning like an idiot and it hurt so much that she was going to die, and there wasn't any way that it was going to end.

		She tried to say please, to ask for something, but it hurt too much. It took forever before Vicky climbed back up on the chair and unclipped Lane's wrists from the rafter. Lane fell in a pile, rubbing her nose as hard as she could.

		Truth was, by the time Vicky had let her loose Lane had gotten so snotty that most of the wasabi was out. But it still hurt like hell, and her head was all streaked, and everywhere that antenna hit her was burning. And also Vicky had gotten her leg in under Lane's head. She was wearing a skirt, so it was just leg and thigh, nice and warm and smooth, and Vicky's hand in her hair.

		Lane lay curled up on the floor until she stopped shuddering. And then she lay there a little longer, feeling like she was floating. Vicky was tapping at her phone, but whatever—that had nothing to do with Lane. It was just nice to lie there with the tiles cool against her heated skin, everywhere she'd been hit. Also it didn't hurt to breathe, and she wasn't burning up nose first. But she had been, and it was like she'd run all day, honestly.

		"So," said Vicky, after however long that was. "Have fun?"

		Lane considered the question. "I don't want to say yes, because if I do, you're going to do it again, and it hurt a lot."

		"And you don't want to say no," said Vicky.

		"Because that wouldn't be entirely true, and also then you might not do it again."

		Vicky started laughing. Which wasn't polite, but there was something open about it. "Well, I had fun," she said, when she was done. "Which is the important thing. Tell you what. You get to spend the rest of the morning out of your cage. But don't stand up, don't talk, and don't use furniture. I've got stuff to do."

		Last week, it'd been getting her last papers written, and getting professors to accept them despite her having blown the deadlines, and then it was opening the model resume that the career planning people had sent out and then closing it without looking at it. Now, crawling around on the floor, and not being allowed to talk. Well, it was easier, anyway.

		Also, it was a lot more boring. Vicky's house was ridiculously big—living room and dining room and also another bigger room with a wooden floor. A ballroom, maybe? Also some other rooms. Bathrooms, probably. Definitely that big torture bathroom that she'd been in the night before, but maybe two or three others. and also probably a garage, and maybe a laundry room? There was definitely a deck, but even though Lane was bored, she wasn't feeling quite courageous enough to go outside—there was a forest out back, but maybe there'd be hikers or something in the forest? Or a gardener, or... honestly, even if there wasn't anyone likely to be there, it would still be a little uncomfortable. She was wearing cuffs and collars and gloves which only let her use one finger at a time.

		Vicky hadn't told her anything about not opening up doors, but the gloves meant that she couldn't even if she wanted to. So after worrying at the handle to what was probably the laundry room for a bit, she decided to go look for Vicky. She was in the living room, working at a desk that looked out over the lawn and the forest out back.

		She gave Lane a distracted smile as she came in, and ruffled her hair when Lane crawled up next to her.

		Well, fine. She hadn't slept that well the night before, and the carpet was nice and thick. Lane curled up and tried to get to sleep. Only she couldn't. The collar was an unfamiliar weight, and even though the carpet was thick, Lane wasn't used to sleeping on a floor. After a while, Vicky pushed one of her feet under Lane's head and rested the other one on top of her shoulder. It was nice and also a little uncomfortable, and didn't make it any easier to sleep.

		Also, she had to pee, and the bathroom doors were closed, and she wasn't supposed to stand up or talk.

		She did have one finger free on each hand. She hadn't managed to get the doors opened when it was idle curiosity, but... she disentangled herself from Vicky's feet, which got her a pat on the butt as she crawled away, but when she looked back, Vicky was looking at the computer. Fine.

		Only it turned out that the handle on the bathroom door was round and slippery and she couldn't get the leverage to open it. And while she'd kind of had to pee earlier, now that she was working on bathrooms, she really did have to pee.

		Back to the living room—Vicky looked up at her, so the first part of her plan was working—and then back to the nearest bathroom. Nothing. Back to the living room. This time, Vicky was already watching when she came in, resting her chin on her hand, one corner of her mouth quirked up. But she didn't get up to let Lane into the bathroom. Lane crawled back to the bathroom door and stared at it, willing it to open.

		Maybe if she made noise? She scratched at the door. If Vicky didn't let her in soon, she was going to be leaving a puddle behind on the floor. And despite all that had been done afterwards, with the antenna and the wasabi, she could still feel the marks that the cane had left on her butt for talking when Vicky didn't want her to.

		There were a lot of things that Lane had been trying not to think about, but right then, she wasn't really bothered by any of them. She just wanted to get to a toilet. She pawed ineffectively at the doorknob, making little whiny noises. That wasn't talking, and she really needed to pee.

		Then Vicky was next to her. "Have to poop?"

		No, she had to pee. Also, she wasn't supposed to talk. Lane looked up at Vicky and shook her head.

		"Well then, you don't need a bathroom. Heel."

		Which side was she supposed to be on? Left, probably. She tried to keep up, but again, it hard to keep up with someone who was walking when she was crawling. Lane got to the deck a few seconds after Vicky, and only hesitated a little before following her out.

		There was a doghouse on the deck, with a sign that said "LANE" in block letters. When had she gotten that done?

		Also, there were food dishes out there?

		But Vicky kept going, down to the yard, and Lane did her best to follow. Stairs were tricky, so Vicky was waiting on the grass, watching Lane make her way down.

		"That does look nice," said Vicky. "Okay. So, if you need snacks and want to run around, there's the yard. And you're going to have to hang out there when the house is being cleaned, of course."

		But the thing was that Lane really needed to pee. She shifted her weight from one side to another, which didn't help much.

		"And if you need to poo," said Vicky, "I'll let you into the bathroom. I've got a bidet, so you're not going to have to get the gloves off to wipe. Otherwise, well. Try not to always pee in the same place; it makes the grass turn yellow."

		Oh. Seriously?

		She hadn't wanted to go outside in the first place. Honestly, it was just straight up weird being naked outside. It was weird wearing cuffs and that collar was going to take getting used to, but... .

		Another plaintive whine, and a look back into the house.

		Vicky shook her head.

		"We'll do other stuff," she said. "But in general, you're a pet, and pets piss on the grass. Unless you need more cage time?"

		There were cushions in that cage, and the living room carpet looked like it was seriously expensive to clean. It wasn't that Lane was worried that Vicky was going to hurt her more—she was already sort of looking forward to the next time Vicky decided to hurt her. It was more that she didn't want to be the first person that Vicky broke up with because she couldn't manage the skills involved being a live-in sex slave.

		Lane squatted on the grass, looking up at Vicky, who looked back, intent and delighted. That didn't make it easier for her to start peeing when someone was watching. Outside, not behind a tree or anything. But she really did have to pee. It was a little squirt at first, which got her a disappointed shake of Vicky's head.

		But then there was more, and then she let go, and it was like she'd spent the whole more morning drinking.

		Then she started crying, full-out sobs, worse than when Vicky had hit her with that damned car antenna. And Lane wasn't even hurt, it was just peeing on the grass, so much that she could smell it... Vicky cupped her chin with her hand, wiped a tear off of Lane's cheek, and tilted her head up to look at her.

		"Good girl," she said. "Don't come in until you're dry. And you need to drink more water—that didn't look very hydrated."

		Wasn't just watching her piss, was also judging her piss. That was... oddly comforting? Vicky smiled down at Lane, drew her hand back, and slapped her. And while Lane was still confused about that, Vicky pulled her up by her collar and kissed her, long and hard, making Lane's toes curl in the dirt and leaving her short of breath when she was done. Then Vicky went back inside, presumably to deal with settling foundations or septic tanks or whatever. Lane could see her sitting at her desk through the sliding deck doors, and she wasn't even looking at Lane.

		The rule was that she wasn't supposed to come back inside until she'd dried off. Which made her acutely aware of the fact that she wasn't dry, because she'd gotten piss on her legs when she'd peed, and there was still some left on her pussy, and it was gross. But either way, Vicky hadn't said she had to stay on the grass, and Lane was hungry and thirsty. She crawled back up to the deck and drank from the bowl, which got her face wet. And she ate the lettuce and cucumbers in the food bowl, which weren't as filling as she'd hoped.

		Also, she was outside, and every single rustling in the trees was probably a hiker or Vicky's neighbors or something. She waited, watching Vicky work, until she was completely sure that she was dry, and hoping that she didn't smell too much like dried piss, and then went back inside.

		At which point, Vicky went to the kitchen and made herself lunch. Lane did her best hopeful faces, but all that got her were a few pats on the head, and some long strokes on her breasts. Which was nice, but which wasn't salmon, and it smelled like Vicky was eating salmon. And when she was done eating, she scraped her leftover into the bowl outside.

		The fact that Lane knew that Vicky was making her eat outside, naked, in order to make her uncomfortable didn't actually make her any less uncomfortable. And she wasn't exactly naked. The cuffs and collars and gloves covered some of her, technically. She was less than naked, and she was scarfing down really good salmon for a bowl on a deck. Not using her hands, because she wasn't allowed to use her hands.

		It was super uncomfortable, and also it was kind of making her wet. When Vicky came out to the deck, Lane didn't stop eating—she was still unreasonably hungry—but she wriggled her butt hopefully, and Vicky's fingers on her pussy made moan into her salmon.

		When Lane had chased down the last bit of Salmon from the bottom of the bowl, Vicky stepped back and gave her a critical once-over. Then she got the garden hose from where it was spooled at the side of the deck. "Gonna be a little cold," she said, and Lane whimpered, but stayed facing her, eyes closed.

		It wasn't a little cold. It was a lot cold, and some of it went up her nose. Lane shook her head and coughed, and when Vicky turned the water off, Lane glared up at her through a fringe of dripping hair. Vicky laughed so hard she had to brace her hands on her knees to keep from overbalancing.

		"You look good," she said. "And... hm. Don't want you getting sunburned or anything, so let's make sure you stay where there's shade."

		Part of the deck was roofed over, and the floor under the roof had screws with o-rings set into it. Carabiner between one of those and Lane's collar meant that she wasn't going to be going very far at all.

		At least the deck wasn't that splintery, because it wasn't like she could even get her head more than a few inches up. But she could look over her shoulder, and catch the way Vicky's gaze lingered on her butt for a minute before she went inside. Then Lane was alone—she couldn't even see Vicky from where she was attached.

		She couldn't undo the carabiner either, not with the gloves on. So she was there until Vicky decided to move her. Which was hot for about fifteen minutes. Then it was boring. And it didn't stop just because she was bored.

		Lane did her best to find a comfortable way to lie on the deck. She was bored, and not exactly tired, but at the same time, she was relaxed. A nagging voice at the back of her head tried to tell her that she was only here because she was incapable of taking care of herself or living in the real world, but for once, Lane didn't pay much attention to it. The truth was, she could. If it weren't for Vicky, she would've gotten some crappy job that let her keep up with the minimum payments on her loans, and she would've ignored the rest of it. She was good at that. In a few years she'd probably have saved enough to move out of her mom's place. Maybe. Eventually. Either way, this was a lot better. Just a little less being bored, and it'd be basically perfect.

		"Right," said Vicky behind her. Lane jumped, and then choked a little because of the collar.

		Vicky sat down on the deck next to Lane, laughing quietly; Lane could feel her laughter going through her hand, and her legs. "Anyhow, we're going into town, and I'm not that interested in making a spectacle of myself. So things are going to have to come off. Which means that you should get up on your hands and knees, so that I can put things on."

		That didn't entirely make sense, but Lane did as she was told.

		First thing that went in was the same vibrator that Vicky had put in her on her on the trip up. Which was to say, the day before. It seemed like a lot longer ago than yesterday, but whatever, the vibrator was great, and way less boring than lying on a deck without a vibrator. Next came a gob of lube on her ass, which wasn't boring exactly, but.

		"Relax," said Vicky, her finger pressed up against Lane's asshole. "Here, I'll help."

		The vibrator switched on, Lane moaned, and Vicky's finger pushed in, and she started spreading the lube inside.

		Lane's moans got a little deeper, and Vicky clicked her tongue. "Come without permission, and you spend a day in the cage. Blindfolded."

		Lane whimpered. The cage was boring after half an hour. All day, blindfolded? But the vibrator felt so good, and... it switched off. Vicky pulled her finger out. Lane tried to keep from tensing when Vicky pushed something else up her butt. She didn't quite manage it, but it hardly mattered—there was a lot of lube. It slid in, uncomfortable, more uncomfortable, more, and then less, as the widest part of the plug pushed in. Still uncomfortable, though.

		"There you go." Vicky took off Lane's cuffs and collars, and then headed back inside and upstairs. "Heel."

		It turned out that crawling up stairs was even slower than crawling in general. Lane got to the top what felt like a whole minute after Vicky, her knees bumped and smarting, her breath coming hard and not because she was turned on. Vicky watched her from a doorway, arms crossed.

		"Hurry up, I'd kind of planned on getting into town before nighttime," she said. Then she disappeared through the doorway, into what turned out to be another bedroom, not the one that they'd slept in the night before. "Stand up, then try to touch your toes."

		Thing about touching her toes was that the ability to do it required more working out than Lane did. She bent over anyway, and stuff inside her shifted uncomfortably, and it felt like the plug might slide out? It didn't, though, and while she didn't quite touch her toes, she was dangling over pretty far, looking down at the carpet and feeling the blood rush to her head.

		Vicky smacked her ass, hard. "We'll start with working out soon. Look into improving speed and flexibility." She hit her again on the other side. "I mean, hard to improve on that butt, but we'll see what happens when we try."

		That was a compliment, but Lane's calves were starting to ache as Vicky kneaded her ass. Vicky's caress turned into a swat, and then another two swats. And then the vibrator switched on, and Lane wasn't sure if she wanted to moan or swear or what.

		"Good job," said Vicky. "Okay, up. Let's see what I've got that fits."

		When Lane straightened up, she could see that her luggage was piled up in the corner, partially unpacked, along with what she'd been wearing the day before. But the solid-colored t-shirts and several pairs of white cotton pairs of shorts laid out on the bed weren't from her luggage. Still, they looked more or less her size, probably?

		Lane tried on a blue shirt. Little bit tight, but it was made of soft cotton and didn't feel like it was coming apart at the seams, which made it better than most of what was in her luggage. When she'd been a graduating senior who was desperately trying to avoid thinking about jobs, she hadn't really had the cash to replace the cheap stuff.

		The shorts were also soft, well-made, and kind of tight. Tight enough that Lane had to do a certain amount of wriggling to get them up over her butt—while Vicky snickered and stared with bright-eyed interest that probably wasn't 100% amusement—and suck in her belly a little to fasten the button. They would've been more comfortable if she'd been wearing underwear, but Vicky hadn't given her any, so that clearly wasn't going to happen.

		Lane looked herself over on the mirrored closet door, and then turned around and looked at her back. Not bad. Honestly, better than not bad. Because yeah, no makeup and there was a zit coming in on her left cheek which could've been covered up, but even with that, she looked better than she'd looked for ... well, for a while. Little bit of stomach visible between shirt and shorts, maybe a little bit of a curve in the stomach? But it looked cute, honestly. And her hair looked pretty good, and more than that, she looked relaxed.

		"Yes, yes," said Vicky, who was sitting on the bed watching her. "Shoes and socks, so we can go, please?"

		She put on a pair of ankle-socks. Then her sneakers, which looked sad and beat up compared to everything else she was wearing, which was all new and clean.

		"Oh, and," said Vicky, as they headed back downstairs. "This is for when you're good, or I want to play with it—" the vibrator went on and made her gasp, "and this is for when you're bad, or when I want to hurt you." Lane's butt plug shocked her in the ass.

		She yelped and grabbed at the seat of her pants. It hurt, probably more because it was entirely unexpected. It wasn't just pain, though. It was a weird feeling, and—"Again please?" she said softly.

		Vicky cocked her head to the side.

		"It's just... I don't... it's new?"

		"Well, okay." Vicky adjusted something on the remote and then pressed a button.

		That time, it hurt more and lasted longer, and Lane caught herself jumping and flailing at her butt. Then it turned off, leaving her gasping.

		"Again?" asked Vicky.

		"No, thank you," said Lane. Vicky shocked her again. Not quite as long as the second one, but it was right afterward, and Lane howled a little.

		"Good to know. So, a three is fun," Vicky said as another shock hit, like the first one, just on the edge between terrible and great. "And more than that is appropriately corrective." Another sharp burst of pain from inside her ass.

		"I... sure."

		Vicky laughed. "Come on. Gotta go to the mechanic to see about the four by four. Got some ruralia to look at at some point in the next couple of weeks. Could be that you'll... well, couple of options."

		"Okay?" said Lane, following cautiously. The thing about sex toys was that generally speaking, she'd used them during sex, or immediately before. Dude tied her up and put a plug up her ass in college, odds were good that he'd be putting his dick up there within the hour. With Vicky... less clear.

		"Probably wouldn't make sense to leave you here at this point," said Vicky. "I mean, might be convenient to have someone near my file cabinet, but honestly, it'd be simpler to manage with what I've got on a cell phone and a laptop. And there are opportunities when out in the fresh air and so on."

		"If, um. I mean, I could probably figure out the files?" Lane was pretty sure she couldn't figure out the files. At least not easily. But she felt like she should try. It'd mean that she was... that she had a job with Vicky, more or less.

		They'd gone down the stairs and out the front door. Vicky turned around and smiled up at Lane, then patted her cheek. "Want to feel useful, huh?"

		"Well, I mean. In... um. In non-sex work ways?"

		"Okay. I mean, we'll see about giving you some secretary training at some point." The vibrator in Lane's pussy went on, strong, and stayed on. "But there's going to be sex work involved in that, one way or another. Sorry."

		"S'okay," Lane panted. "Please? Can I...please?"

		"Nope."

		But the vibrator didn't switch off right away, not until Lane was gasping, her stomach clenching as she tried to fight off the orgasm that was rising up inside her.

		"Good job," said Vicky. "It's not that long a walk into town. So, what was your senior thesis on?"

		"Uh?" Lane wasn't sure where she'd expected things to go from there, but she hadn't been expecting that. Her butt plug shocked her. "It's about Coleridge's influence on early Browning. I made the argument that 'Pauline: The Fragment of a Confession' was intended to imply a complete work, without being written as a complete work, like with 'Kublai Khan.'"

		"So," said Vicky, "is that what you actually think, or were you bullshitting?"

		Nobody'd ever asked her that. Mostly they would change the subject or maybe argue the point about Kublai Khan. Which was a poem that most lit majors knew, anyway.

		Wasn't really a question that she'd considered. "Honestly," she said, and stopped. They walked in silence for a while, next to one of those country roads which hadn't been repaved in a while, so it had little strips and streaks of asphalt patches. It was pretty, and the forest around them was thick enough that the whole shoulder was shady. Also, Lane kept herself braced for a shock from her butt plug that didn't come.

		"Thing about being a lit major," she said finally, "is that the line between things that you really believe and bullshitting isn't that clear. I mean, I do think that Coleridge was making up the whole thing about the person from Porlock, because he was trying to write something that felt like a dream falling apart when you wake up. Also, I had done a lot of research on Browning for other papers, and I was able to recycle a lot of that for the thesis, because fuck it. But if you wanted me to write a paper about how Pauline was entirely from Shelly rather than from Coleridge, I could do that too."

		"Huh," said Vicky.

		"So what did you major in?" asked Lane.

		"Accounting," said Vicky.

		"Oh," said Lane. Then Vicky shocked her ass, and kept shocking it, until Lane was twisting and biting her lip and trying not to cry. "Sorry?" she said when it stopped.

		Vicky giggled. "'Sokay. Used to being boring by now. Just, you know. And while I could pretend we were also taught about how to bullshit, that's not what we did. Also not much point in bullshitting myself."

		They talked a little more about school on their way into town. As far as Lane could tell, she'd had a way better time in college than Vicky. On the other hand, Vicky had gone into college to learn accounting and finance, and when she got out of college, she knew accounting and finance.

		Which might have been in some way related to the fact that Vicky owned a giant house and also other houses, and Lane had a butt-plug in which shocked her when Vicky thought she wasn't being respectful enough. Probably not, though. Seemed like if Vicky had been the lit major, she'd have some sort of internships and publications and been doing what she wanted to do, while Lane would've wound up as an accountant with an electroshock buttplug, if anyone had offered the position. As it were.

		It was maybe a twenty minute walk into town. The weather was nice and springtime-y, and while there were hills, it wasn't too hilly. Town wasn't huge, though. A few stores, houses a little closer together than out where Vicky lived, and the garage had old-timey looking gas pumps which still worked. The guy at the pumps waved to Vicky as they went out back, and the guy who was working there jumped up as soon as he saw her, wiping his hands clean, mostly.

		"What's the damage?" she said.

		"It was the axle," he said. "Like I thought. Had to put in a new one. Jeeps can take a beating, but you gotta be a little gentler with them, Vick. Seven hundred total, parts and labor."

		"Gentler?" said Vicky, getting her wallet out of her purse. "Where's the fun in that?"

		The mechanic laughed. He was a wiry guy, with a tattoo going up the back of his sleeve into his jumpsuit, and another one on the side of his neck, under his collar. Dragon or something. "Speaking of which." He looked Lane up and down. "New toy?"

		"Yup," said Vicky. "Just picked her up yesterday. What do you think?"

		He shook his head, grinning. "You got a real pretty one this time."

		"I know, right?" said Vicky. Lane was a little startled by the direction the conversation had taken, and more startled when Vicky reached over and pulled her shirt up over her breasts.

		There were a bunch of cars around them, and scrubby forest beyond that, but there wasn't like a fence between them and the gas station part of the garage, and they were—

		The mechanic whistled softly. "They real?"

		Vicky cupped one of Lane's breasts, flicking the nipple with her thumb. "Feels like it. What do you think?"

		The guy stood a little closer and squeezed Lane's other breast. Hard, and then twisted a little. Lane gasped, and fought to stand still, fought to breathe normally and not ... something. Wasn't really able to think of what.

		"And here, check this out."

		It wasn't quite as surprising when Vicky undid the button on Lane's shorts and pulled them down. But whether or not it was surprising, Lane was still standing in a parking lot behind a garage, shirt up over her tits, shorts down around her ankles. Just standing there, while a guy who she would be a little frightened of if she saw him on the street was looking at her pussy.

		"Electrolysis," said Vicky. "Eh?"

		He was still kneading her breast, and her other hard, calloused hand went to Lane's pussy. "Smooth." He looked at her and grinned, and then pushed a finger inside of her. "And wet."

		"Well," said Vicky, "that may have something to do with this." The vibrator went on the mechanic's finger pressing down on it, and Lane whimpered. She'd had a workout and a half the day before, but still. If Vicky kept that on, she was going to come all over that mechanic's hand, right out there in the parking lot.

		He felt the vibrations and laughed. "And I thought it was just my winning personality."

		"Well, that," said Vicky. "Also she's getting trained up. But like I said, I just picked her up yesterday, so that's a real work in progress."

		"Using the shocker?"

		"Absolutely," said Vicky. The mechanic let go of Lane, and Vicky turned her around with her hands on Lane's hips, and then pushed the small of her back while holding onto her thigh. Lane took the cue and bent over.

		"Starting with the small, obviously, but it gets the job done."

		The guy pushed against Lane's butt plug with the heel of his hand, his fingers against her pussy. Lane gasped and twitched, bent at the waist, staring at the cracked pavement of the parking lot. She felt a little bit like she was about to come, and a little bit like she was about to start crying. Maybe both.

		"See, level three, that wakes her up a little," said Vicky. Lane bit her lip at the shock. Because yeah, that did feel kind of jolty and good, and that guy probably felt her pussy clenching. "Five and up, that lets her know she's done something wrong."

		Lane tried to brace herself for the shock; breathed in, and closed her eyes, but she still jumped when it hit, and tried not to swear. And tried not to die of embarrassment when the mechanic laughed at the way she jumped.

		"Gotta say," he said. "Nice piece of kit."

		"Well," said Vicky, "I'm going into the city tomorrow; if you want me to pick one up for you, just let me know."

		"Nah," he said. "You're going to have to break a lot more axles before I've got that sort of money to drop on sex toys."

		"I'll do my best," said Vicky. The mechanic pushed a little harder on the butt plug, making Lane squirm, and then he patted her ass and let her go. Lane was going to stand up, but Vicky's hand went on her back, keeping her there. "Actually," said Vicky, and trailed off.

		"Hmm?" said the mechanic.

		"Well, like I said, just picked her up yesterday. But if you want to try something a little cheaper as a sex toy ..."

		"Absolutely," said the guy.

		"It's just... don't know how she's going to perform, you know?"

		"Hey," said the guy. "Sex is like pizza, right? Even if it's not great, it's still pizza."

		"Not exactly my experience," said Vicky. "But okay. What do you think, Lane? Open for business?"

		Lane did not know the answer to that question, and Vicky's hand was still on the small of her back, keeping her bent over, so when she triggered the butt plug, Lane couldn't even jump. "Still a little shy," said Vicky. "Come on, puppet. Got those student loans to pay off, and may as well see where you're at, when it comes to giving head."

		"Okay," said Lane, softly. The vibrator went off, and her knees buckled, as she turned around to kneel facing the mechanic, who was already unzipping his jumpsuit.

		It wasn't a bad cock. Little on the skinny side, but long, and while it wasn't filthy or anything, he'd clearly been working all day and had gotten sweaty. Clean sweat and arousal. Lane reached for it and took it in her mouth, fighting not to gag when he hit the spot at the back of her throat.

		When she looked up at him, the guy was looking down at her with a faint grin. She took him deeper, still looking up at him, and his eyes fluttered closed as his hands closed in her hair.

		Vicky stood off to the side, watching them. She seemed to be enjoying the show. Well, whatever; she was paying it—student loans were something like three hundred dollars a month, and that wasn't counting food and board.

		He thrust hard, and she took it, using her hands and her spit, caressing his balls, and as much of his shaft as she could reach. They were in public. If someone else came looking for their car, they'd see her, shirt still pulled up over her breasts, shorts still down, sucking this guy off.

		Vicky turned the vibrator on again, and Lane moaned. Which seemed to set the guy off— his hands tightened painfully in her hair, and he started thrusting harder. Hard enough that she couldn't use her hands to keep him from getting all the way in, deep enough to make her gag a little.

		Didn't seem to mind that, either. He pulled her in, tight, for the last thrusts, and Lane's legs twisted on the hot asphalt of the parking lot as she tried to breathe, tried to swallow as he came, hard, down the back of her throat, but so much of it that some got out into her mouth and down her chin, hot and sticky and sour.

		He smiled at her as he pulled out, and she coughed, wiped her chin. "Seems like she's doing fine to me," he said.

		Vicky shook her head. "Give it a month or two, and she'll be great. You'll see."

		"Damn right I will." The mechanic zipped up and lit up a cigarette. "You've got the best hobbies, Vick."

		"I know, right?" she said. "You can stand up and get dressed, Lane."

		He patted Lane's cheek as she stood. "And this is for you," he said, and gave her a quarter.

		Lane looked at it, looked back at him, couldn't quite find the words.

		The mechanic cracked up, and so did Vicky. Then Lane's butt shocked her, hard. "Be polite," said Vicky. "Unless you don't want tips."

		Frankly, Lane could do without tips, if that was what she was getting. But her knees hurt and her throat hurt, and she wanted to get away from that guy, who wasn't even looking at her. "Thank you."

		Vicky patted her butt. "Good girl. Next time, you're going to have to run back home, but you've already had that plug in for longer than I like when you're just starting out."

		Lane scrambled up into the jeep before Vicky could change her mind and make her run back to the house. Then Vicky started up the jeep and Lane wondered if it was too late to ask Vicky to change her mind, and maybe she could run back to the house instead? It was a bumpy ride getting out of the parking lot.

		"So, have fun?" asked Vicky.

		"I... kinda," said Lane, gripping the edge of her seat, which didn't really help. Out on the highway, the road had smoothed out, but there were still occasional potholes and Vicky felt each one deep in her ass. "But a quarter? I mean, fuck that guy."

		"No, that's your job. But be happier about that, Lane. I mean, that's the first money you've earned working as an adult, right?"

		"I... ." It was. Actually, it was the first money she'd earned from a job ever—she hadn't wanted to babysit, and her mom had been okay with her spending her summers at the library. And she hadn't done work study because she had loans instead. Still—"There's not a lot that you can do with a quarter, Vicky."

		Her ass got shocked.

		"Money is money," said Vicky. "Enough blowjob quarters, and you might be able to afford an avocado toast of your very own."

		Lane scowled at her, and Vicky laughed. And then shocked her again. "More to the point," said Vicky. "You know how bored you are when you're being pretty for me?"

		"I ... hm. It's not bad?"

		The vibrator buzzed on, and Lane's stomach muscles clenched. "My point is," said Vicky, turning the vibrator down enough that it wasn't quite as insistent, but not enough to let Lane's legs stop twisting, "that maybe if you save enough money, you might be able to buy a book. You'd like that, right?"

		"You have... I mean, unless those are all cardboard mockups of books, realtors like putting those on shelves, right?"

		Another shock, by which Vicky meant—Lane assumed—that Lane was hilarious. "They're books," said Vicky. "And you don't get to touch them. But it's important for pets to have a few toys, you know? If you're good and save up, maybe I'll let you stop at the second hand shop the next time we're in town. I mean, usually it's Dan Brown and so on, but it's something, anyway."

		Dan Brown. Still. "Thank you," Lane said.

		"You're welcome!" said Vicky, and turned the vibrator up. Lane gasped, and gripped her seat until her knuckles turned white.

		"Please?" she said. "Please can I come?"

		"No," said Vicky. "You're going to have at least two cocks inside of you the next time you come, Lane."

		That wasn't something that made it easier to hold things together right then. She'd just sucked off a guy who she didn't know, and what was it going to be next time? Vicky's accountant? A couple of random people she picked up off the street?

		Lane closed her eyes and tried to breathe, and then the vibrator shut off.

		"It's super hot, though," said Vicky dreamily. "I mean, sucking dick, whatever. But the way you looked... and also, just being able to make you do that." She gave her head a little shake and got her concentration back on the road. "Control issues, you know?"

		"Yeah," said Lane. "I noticed."

		"Good! Because I think that for a bit, your mouth is either going to be plugged or in use."

		"Uh—"

		They'd gotten into Vicky's long private road driveway thing, and she pulled over, still in view of the road they'd walked along, and took off her underwear. "Open," she said, and Lane did. Then she got a mouthful of underwear, and a pat on the cheek.

		"You didn't do anything wrong," she said. "It's just... you know."

		Lane did kind of know. Or something. At a minimum, she knew that Vicky had been excited by watching her suck off that mechanic; she'd learned to recognize that taste the night before. And she knew that whether or not they tasted like arousal, having underwear stuck in her mouth was going to make her drool over her front.

		Only since they were back at Vicky's, pretty soon she wasn't wearing any clothing to drool on. Shirt and shorts came off, cuffs and collar went on. Then Vicky locked her in the cage and went to get something.

		When Vicky came back, she slapped a gag down on top of the cage. "That's for if you spend more than ten seconds without the dildo in your mouth," she said, and before Lane could ask any stupid questions about what dildo, Vicky clipped one to the bars of the cage by the flat plate on its base.

		The dildo wasn't that big, but it was unusually realistic, down to the wrinkled skin on the balls and a suction cup. As soon as it was in place, Lane started sucking.

		"Good girl," said Vicky, reaching between the bars to fondle Lane's breast and rub her hair. "We'll work on actually sucking a guy next. But sometimes you're going to be there to provide somewhere warm and wet for him to keep his cock while he's doing other stuff. So, no hands, no back and forth. You can move the tongue a little, but you're not trying to get his attention. You're just being useful."

		At twenty-five cents a blow job, apparently. But okay; Lane's feet twitched when Vicky said that, because it was hard to keep still. It didn't get easier while Vicky took the butt-plug out, cleaned it off, and cleaned Lane off. It had been in long enough that she was starting to get sore, and also it felt a bit weird when it wasn't there.

		That was something that Lane wouldn't have mentioned even if she hadn't specifically been told that her mouth was supposed to be in use or gagged. Because while in the past butt plugs had meant she was getting buttsex in the next ten-fifteen minutes, she had an idea what Vicky would do if she got the impression that Lane needed something in her ass at all times.

		

		

		Once the plug came out, Vicky put a collar around Lane's upper thigh. Then she patted her on the cheek, feeling the dildo through it, and went back to her desktop. And her phone—there was something about buying points at a closing and how much the bank was going to give her for something something something.

		Staying on her hands and knees and keeping a dildo in her mouth made her think about Vicky using her as a wet warm place for someone to keep their cock, and maybe also then have someone else fucking her while she was sucking on that cock, and maybe she'd be allowed to come. It was interesting for about fifteen minutes. After that, well, she tried to figure out what a point was, and how much Vicky was going to have to pay for one. Unless the seller was the one who was going to pay for them?

		Not that she could stop paying attention to what she was doing. It turned out that there was a shock collar on her leg, and Vicky set it off whenever she noticed Lane moving around or trying to clean off some of the slobber dripping down to the bottom of her cage. On the other hand, when she saw that Lane was staying still and being good, she'd flick the vibrator on a bit, which drove her a little bit crazy, and helped distract her from how sore her jaw was getting.

		Vicky finally let her stop working on the dildo maybe ten minutes before Lane strained something permanent in her mouth. Then the gag went on. It wasn't like the one that Vicky had used earlier, with the ball in her mouth; this one fitted a flat padded panel over her mouth, and also had more straps, one of which went under her chin and which kept her mouth closed.

		Probably she could still open it enough to shout into that padded panel, but it didn't seem like she'd be that audible, and also she didn't want something else holding her mouth open. And while she wasn't used to taking naps, there wasn't anything else that she was supposed to be doing, and she hadn't really been getting enough sleep since forever. So she kind of passed out in her cage, listening to Vicky, who'd stopped talking about points, and had gone on to something about timber harvesting, where she wanted someone else to pay for an estimate for timber values for somewhere before she made an offer.

		She was never really a hundred percent asleep. Just mostly asleep, and thinking about what happened, which turned into thinking about what might happen. Which meant that when Vicky reached through the bars of the cage, and ran her fingers along Lane's pussy, she was already wet and ready, her thighs opening up for Vicky.

		Who laughed and pulled her hand away. Lane scooted after it, trying for just a little bit more touch, a little bit more... it wasn't long before she was pushing up against the bars of her cage, groaning as Vicky teased her, alternating slow strokes with her hand and little, cat-like licks from outside the cage.

		Then she slid out the vibrator, which left Lane feeling weak and empty, but followed that up by putting it against Lane's clit and turning it on. Lane gasped and writhed and backed away, because she didn't want to come without permission, and she couldn't ask for permission. But she was in a cage, and she couldn't really get that far away from Vicky. And even though she had been trying to get away from it, it was really disappointing when Vicky took the vibrator away.

		She let her out of the cage, though, and Lane had been locked up for a while, so it was nice to have the room to straighten her back and neck and legs, and to stand up, even if she was a little shaky. Then it was time for dinner, and that was it for standing up and stretching. Vicky strapped Lane to the bench next to the table while she cooked, and when dinner was done, Lane got to eat popcorn chicken and salad from bowls while Vicky fondled her and did stuff on her tablet.

		The gag had come off right before Lane started eating, and went back on right when she was done, before she was unstrapped from the bench. And it stayed on while Vicky put down a towel on her bed and tied Lane up on it. It was a big, fluffy towel, and the bed was soft, but given how thoroughly Lane was tied up, it wasn't really that comfortable. Her legs were tied together, and then to the foot of the bed, and then to the sides of the bed in four different places. Arms to her sides, with coils of rope over and under her breasts. It was snug enough that she could barely move more than a few inches in any direction, but it didn't feel like her arms were going to sleep or anything.

		It was just that she was absolutely completely helpless, and that was the point. Vicky hummed happily to herself as she got out some more sex toys—based on what Lane had seen, Vicky must've spent all of her cash on either real estate or sex toys, and it was hard to say which she was spending more on—and when she went into the shower, she was singing, just barely audible over the water, which was actually pretty cute.

		Vicky came out of the bath naked, and Lane had got a really good look at her for the first time. Nice butt, breasts were on the small side, but they were pretty, and ... well, she was cute, was what it was. Which was a little weird, because she was also more than a sort of standard sort of cute girl. It was weird how normal Vicky looked, whether or not she was wearing clothing, because she wasn't at all normal, and the effect that she had on Lane wasn't normal either.

		She patted Lane's cheek and kissed it, warm and soft and still wet from the shower. "One more gag for today," she said.

		Lane's mouth fell open in lack of surprise, and Vicky slid a metal circle between her teeth, holding her mouth open. Vicky's expert fingers inside Lane's mouth, making sure it fit exactly right, were... well. Lane had almost gotten used to how melty she got when Vicky did stuff to her, but this was worse than average.

		Once it was in, there wasn't any way for her to close her mouth. The way she was tied up, she could open her hands and close them, and wiggle her toes a little, but that was pretty much it. Vicky had arranged herself so that Lane's torso was resting on her lap, which was smooth and warm and clean, and that was nice.

		The dildo that Vicky picked up was a bit more threatening. "See," said Vicky, "cock-warming is a useful skill, and one that you're going to have to work on before you're ready to come with me when I get contracts looked over, but now it's time for you to practice being throat-fucked."

		Lane whimpered. When she'd sucked that guy off, she'd used her hands to keep him from getting all the way down her throat, and now her hands weren't going to be able to help, and she couldn't shut her mouth.

		"Yeah," said Vicky. "I mean, later we'll let you work with fingers as well. For now, try not to throw up."

		That was the challenge. It wasn't like Vicky rammed the thing down her throat and kept it there right away, but still—it was going in and out, as deep as Vicky wanted it to go, and at the speed she wanted it to go. Vicky's other hand, the one she wasn't using to shove the dildo down Lane's throat, drifted over her breasts and stomach. She particularly enjoyed it when Lane gagged; she'd feel the gag in her belly, and it made her smile every time.

		At least, it made her smile every time while Lane could still see her. After about five minutes, her eyes filled with tears, and she couldn't wipe them or even shake her head. It wasn't just because it hurt, it was just that her eyes naturally teared up because there was something in the back of her throat.

		Lane couldn't control any of it, and as soon as she adjusted to the thing inside of her, Vicky would push it deeper. The only pauses were when she was gagging for real; then Vicky would take it out, wait for her to get back in control, and then she'd start pushing that silicone rod back in through the gag. That, and sometimes she'd leave it halfway in and wipe away Lane's tears with a tender look on her face.

		When Vicky finally took the dildo out completely and wiped it clean, Lane felt like she'd run a marathon and also like she'd sucked off a horse. Not that she had a point of comparison for either of those, but it was how she imagined people who'd done one or the other felt afterwards. Maybe one after the other. Her stomach hurt, her throat hurt, her jaw ached, and she couldn't even move unless Vicky moved her. Also she'd coughed up a bucketload of thick saliva from the back of her mouth, which covered her chest and was pooling on her stomach. But now that they were done, Vicky cleaned her off, took out the gag, and lay her back in the bed, supported by pillows. Even though she still hurt, it felt nice and clean and like she was resting after her marathon running and horse fellating.

		"Okay," said Vicky. "Now you can talk."

		"Thank you?" said Lane.

		Vicky looked at her, and Lane was too tied up to shrug.

		"I mean, that was...um. I mean..." Lane puffed out a breath. It was easier when she had a gag in. "Hell of a date, anyway."

		Vicky turned Lane's head and kissed her on the lips, soft and sweet. "You're welcome. It sure was. Now, let's watch some of the highlights before it's time to go to bed."

		They'd already gone to bed, technically. But since Lane still had the shock thing on her leg, she decided not to mention that. Instead, she watched a video of Vicky putting wasabi up her nose. And a little bit of watching Vicky watching a video of her putting wasabi up her nose.

		The first time she played the video, Lane watched it through. Vicky had done a really good job with the makeup. She looked like... hard to say. Maybe a lawyer? A lawyer who was tied up and naked, but like a professional adult who was tied up and naked. Which wasn't how she looked when the video ended.

		"Check it out," said Vicky, going back to the start of the wasabi part of the morning. "There's like three seconds before it really hits, and then it all just falls apart, you know?"

		They watched it again. Vicky was still naked, and she was sitting right next to Lane. Lane could feel her breath getting short, see the flush in her face and the stiffness of her nipples.

		"It's like you're already cracking before there," said Vicky. "And then it all just falls apart."

		She'd been running her hands up and down Lane's side while she watched. Her stand stopped moving at the point where Lane started crying and stamping her feet, trying to get it out, then moved up to Lane's breast, pinching her nipple. "Oh my god," she breathed. "Look at your chin!"

		Rewind, and again. Lane watched her videoed chin crumple up as she started crying. It was like watching a kid wearing adult clothes take them off. It was her, like she felt she was right then, not like the adult college graduate she'd looked like before the beating.

		"Let's um..." Vicky was a little distracted, untying the knots that held Lane in place on the bed so that she could drag Lane's face towards her pussy. Since she was still mostly tied up, Lane couldn't help much. It was just about the first time that Vicky had lost her cool, doing stuff to Lane, and while that was nice, it was also kind of uncomfortable, because Vicky wasn't strong enough to pull Lane exactly where she wanted her to go, and the blanket and towel got a little tangled underneath her.

		Still, in the end, Lane was where Vicky wanted her to be—far enough down the bed that Vicky could straddle her head while she watched the video of herself torturing Lane that morning.

		It was even more intense than the last time Vicky'd had Lane eat her out. Thighs bracketing Lane's head, hips grinding down on Lane's mouth. There wasn't much air getting in, so Lane had to breathe in occasional gasps, timed to the movement of Vicky's hips. Her whole weight pushed down on Lane, and she couldn't do anything to shift it, with her arms still tightly fastened to her sides and her legs tied together. Vicky was only half paying attention to her—Lane could hear her sobs and screams on the video, could feel Vicky reacting to them.

		Once or twice Lane thought that she was going to have to bite down or pass out, but it didn't quite reach that point. Every so often Vicky would lean forward and pinch Lane's nipples, or slap her breasts, before settling back down on her face. When she finally came, she came hard, her thighs squeezing Lane's head, her breath frozen in her throat, her hands squeezing down on Lane's breasts so hard that Lane was screaming into Vicky's spasming pussy and gasping for air when Vicky finally got off her.

		After a long, tender look at Lane, Vicky went through the whole process of getting her untied, getting the vibrator out, rolling Lane onto the trundle bed, and fastening her to it—just the one wrist again, which was good, because Vicky seemed so zonked out that Lane wouldn't have been surprised if she fell asleep halfway through tying her up.

		Even though Lane hadn't come—and she'd really wanted to come, towards the end there—it was satisfying to have had that effect on someone. And while she hadn't come, she'd been used pretty hard. Lane fell asleep on the trundle bed, half looking forward to whatever Vicky had planned for the next day, and half frightened by it.

		

		#

		

		The morning didn't start out that frightening. Vicky was up before Lane, same as the day before, even though she'd slept better on the second night of having her wrist chained to the bed. And after Vicky unchained her from the bed, it was the same routine in the bathroom, with Vicky giving her a bath and wiping her after she used the toilet.

		That was just as awkward and humiliating as it had been the day before, and Lane wasn't sure if it'd ever be any less awkward to have someone in the bathroom with her watching her pee. It was a little worse because she also had to shit, but she had to admit that the bidet was a lot better than using toilet paper to wipe. It was surprising when the water hit, surprising and also cold, but it got her cleaner faster than even the good toilet paper (which the dorm bathrooms never had).

		"And," said Vicky, wiping Lane dry, "this way I can leave you with your hands tied to your collar, and you can clean yourself up without being allowed to touch yourself. That's going to be the next step with sleeping, too—hands to the top of the trundle, and feet to the bottom. Now, hands and knees next to the table there. We're going into town, and I want to do my makeup."

		Lane got down on her hands and knees, and Vicky perched herself on Lane's back. Vicky was wearing yoga pants and a t-shirt, and Lane was naked, and even though Vicky was a lot smaller than Lane, it was still a little heavy when she was sitting on her back.

		"If I get smudged because you're moving," said Vicky, dreamily, "I'm going to hurt you pretty bad before we go."

		Odds were good that she was going to hurt her anyway, but Lane didn't want to be punished again. She wanted to be hurt because Vicky was being turned on by hurting her, not because Vicky was disappointed in her. So she stayed still on her hands and knees as Vicky did her face.

		Then Vicky brushed Lane's teeth—another intrusion, and one that Lane hadn't been prepared for. Vicky's thumb on her tongue as she held her mouth open, and long looks at the inside of her mouth... Lane got a little needy at that. When she was done, though, Vicky just moved her along to her bench next to the table, where Lane ate breakfast from a bowl while Vicky fondled her.

		It had been more than a day since Lane'd had an orgasm, and she found herself chasing every touch, trying to get more, trying to get off. By the time she'd finished her yogurt and granola, she was wet and warm and open, and also she had bits of granola stuck to her face with yogurt. Which got her face washed thoroughly, and then it was time to get dressed and go.

		The cuffs and collar had gone back on after she'd been dried off from the bath. They stayed on when Vicky dressed her in a long, slightly sheer skirt and a blouse that felt like silk. So... technically legal, but not really what she'd want to wear if she was going out on the street. Especially if it rained, because she wasn't wearing anything underneath. And they were headed out to the street. The cuffs on her ankles came off for long enough to put on a pair of sandals, but they went back on afterward.

		The skirt was long enough that the cuffs on her ankles weren't going to be visible unless people looked, but they probably were going to look once they noticed the cuffs on her wrists, and the thick leather collar.

		Lane hesitated when she got to the front door. Vicky turned back and shook her head at her. "Come on, puppet. It's totally legal to be wearing a collar in public. And we're going down to the Village, which has gotten a little gentrified, but which is still not going to be appalled by a pretty girl dressed up for use."

		The village. Greenwich Village? She was going to walk around in New York wearing ... well, probably an expensive blouse and skirt, but also stuff that was going to let Vicky tie her up easily and effectively wherever she wanted?

		Also, the thing about wearing a sheer skirt was that it was going to show when she got wet. And as soon as she got to Vicky's car, Vicky had her bend over the hood and pushed that remote controlled vibrator up into her pussy, along with a shock collar on her thigh, so yeah. Lane was going to get wet. She was already getting wet just having her skirt up around her hips and the breeze on her legs as Vicky did what she wanted, so there wasn't any hope of that not happening.

		"So," said Vicky caressing Lane's butt. "Want to wear something under the skirt?"

		This was a trap. Lane knew that. But, "Yes please? I ... it's ... I mean, I don't... so many people."

		Vicky laughed and slapped Lane's butt. "Okay. Maybe you'll be a little braver for our next trip in."

		Maybe she would. Probably. But she still wanted something under that skirt. Vicky tapped Lane's left leg. She lifted it up, and Vicky put something on. Left leg down, right leg up, and then both legs down and Vicky pulled it up.

		It wasn't something that substantial. Also felt silky and nice, and that was a problem, given how turned on she already was. Lane was used to cotton underwear that probably should've been washed a lot more often than she'd been washing it, not something that felt smooth and soft and... it was possible she'd made a mistake.

		Once they got into the car, Vicky strapped Lane in and turned the vibrator on. And Lane found herself gripping the dashboard, making strangled noises. It was really... she was close, right away.

		The vibrator went down in intensity, but not off, and Vicky clucked her tongue. "You seem excitable."

		"I... it's been a thing, Vicky," said Lane. "I don't know. I haven't, I mean, I can go for two days without an orgasm, honest. But I haven't spent two days thinking about sex quite as much as I have lately, and it's just—"

		Vicky reached over and pinched Lane's nipple through her blouse. It was already stiff and that made it stiffer. "Aww," she said. "Well, I'll do my best to set up a gang-bang for you as soon as possible. It's just tricky to get that many people interested at once. I mean, you are new, so that's going to interest people, but still, it's surprisingly hard to get people to clear a night on their schedules, even when assfucking is on the menu."

		"Oh," said Lane uncomfortably.

		"And I've got to go look at this property tomorrow, which is going to be a pain in the ass. Why is there so much New York state? I mean, okay, the Hudson Valley is nice, and so's Central New York. But it just keeps going, and it's all the same. You know?"

		"I am not sure that I do."

		"Well, it does and it is. And you will. Could be you're going to be caged for the trip, which will help you appreciate just how long it is. So, other than Browning and Coleridge, who do you like?"

		"Elizabeth Barrett Browning is good?" said Lane. "And Elliot and Pound, but you know. Problematic faves."

		"I'll be honest," said Vicky. "I don't even know those names. And are they problematic-problematic, or like, 'of their time' type—"

		"Ezra Pound made propaganda broadcasts for the Italian fascists during World War II, urging American soldiers to desert," said Lane. "Then after the war, his influential rich white friends got him out on a completely bullshit insanity claim."

		"Wow."

		"I know! I'd be happier if I hated him, but, I mean. I don't, and I haven't found anyone not-evil who I like anywhere near as much. Maybe the Brownings? But Robert's got serious issues with women and minorities—not Pound level issues, but there aren't a lot of people short of Hitler who have Pound level issues, and honestly, I don't like Elizabeth Barret Browning as well as I'd like to."

		"What was the other one you mentioned? Eliot?"

		"He, um. He didn't like the Jews. Is the thing. And it's not like an occasional line or two about how he didn't like the Jews; it's where a lot of the energy of his poems come from."

		"Wow. So, Nazis, huh."

		"It's not a selling point!" said Lane. "I would very much prefer not to like poetry by Nazis. But those two in particular... I mean, shit, I don't know. At least I don't make excuses for the Nazi stuff? Also I don't make excuses for Eliot writing the poems they based that Cats musical on."

		Vicky gave a little nod, "I can see that," she said. "So it's pirates yes, Nazis no."

		"Pretty much. I mean, also Maoists no, and so on. But Jacobites yes, in theory. Even if the Maoists are less ideologically fucked up than Jacobites. I mean, pretty fucked up, but divine rights of kings... hard pass."

		Vicky scowled a little bit, as they merged onto the highway. "I'll be honest," she said. "Not a hundred percent up on Jacobites either. They were French?"

		"Scottish, mostly," said Lane. "But France and Scotland were pretty close back then. Divine right of kings, something about the succession, and a scriptural obligation of non-resistance and passive obedience. That was the whole Scottish rebellion thing, with Bonnie Prince Charlie and so on."

		It wasn't really what Lane had expected to be talking about when Vicky had decided to take her on a trip to the city, but it was what she'd spent the last four years learning about, because you couldn't really understand the Romantic poets without the historical context, and also it was interesting. So that was eight credits of European History, which turned into a history minor, which turned into... well, turned into wearing a heavy leather collar when she went into a trip to New York with the sex freak who'd bought her at an auction, apparently.

		"I take it it's not a hard pass when it comes to non-resistance and passive obedience, then," said Vicky.

		Lane groaned, and then yelped, when she got shocked on her leg. That was a bit closer to what she'd been expecting. "No. No, that part's fine. I mean, not as a system of government, but it's fine."

		Vicky grinned. "You're cute when you're being a nerd," she said. "Here, lean back, and you can spend the next while thinking about Jacobites."

		The vibrator flicked on. Low intensity, but there. And it didn't go off. Lane leaned her seat back, like she'd been told, and her eyes fluttered closed as the vibrator started its buzz inside of her. It started off on low, and after a little while, Vicky turned it lower. And Lane was still moaning, holding tight to her seat and to her seatbelt, to keep from just rubbing her clit until she passed out. She was so close she could smell her arousal, and she hadn't been allowed to touch herself at all since she'd gone into Lane's house, not even to wipe... She was supposed to be thinking about Bonnie Dundee fucking her in the ass or whatever, but it dissolved into Vicky sitting and watching while some guy fucked her, or maybe slapping her face or... .

		The vibrator shut off, and Lane twisted in her seatbelt. She was so close that it hurt when it stopped. Almost like period cramps or something. She cursed, tried to untangle her seatbelt and hold her stomach.

		Vicky made soothing noises. "There, there," she said. "It's going to get worse, the longer this goes on. 'Sfunny—guys complain about blue balls, and get really whiny when you don't let them come, but girls legit get stomach cramps. Which are adorable."

		Lane didn't feel adorable. She felt crampy. "Do you also buy guys?"

		"Nah," said Vicky. "I mean, I tried that sort of thing, but it's just... I mean, sex with guys is fine, right? But like, okay. Naked girl having to walk barefoot behind you on a leash? Super hot. Naked guy walking behind you et cetera? It just looks sort of weird and sad. I mean, I'll put guys I'm dating through the wringer now and then, but it's not the same. Except sometimes it is." She shrugged. "It's hard to explain, you know? But you know how it is; when you're dating someone it sort of falls into a pattern."

		"Uh," said Lane.

		Vicky raised her eyebrow, which a thing that she was really good at. "What?"

		"It's nothing—" Vicky's phone was on the dash, pointed away from Lane. She hit something on it, and the shock collar on Lane's leg went off.

		"I ..."

		"What."

		"I haven't had much luck dating, okay?" said Lane. "I mean, yeah, hookups, and first dates. Sometimes third or fourth dates? But not actually anything past that. Except maybe a few booty calls when I got desperate and lonely. So no. I don't know how it is when you're dating someone, because while I've done a lot of sleeping around, I haven't really dated anyone long term."

		She was trembling a little when she said that. More than a little.

		"So I um."

		"So in terms of total hours spent in the company of someone I'm having sex with, this is literally the longest term relationship I've ever had," said Lane, who had figured that she was going to have to let Vicky know about that eventually, but she'd been hoping that maybe not, or maybe a better way to do it, and not... she was crying again, which wasn't something she'd expected. But Vicky had liked it when she was crying.

		"Uh," said Vicky. "Let's uh... hold on." Lane nodded, not able to keep from crying, not able to see where they were going because she was crying. They pulled over somewhere, and the car stopped.

		Vicky patted Lane's thigh. "I'm going to be back in just a second, okay? Just stay there."

		Lane nodded again. She'd been doing so well, with the sex, and even when Vicky had put wasabi up her nose, and now she'd fallen the hell apart because ... it was hard to say why she'd fallen apart. Because she'd been tall and awkward in high school, and then happy and friendly in college and that hadn't worked either, and then just fucking slutty, and that hadn't ...

		Vicky came back, and put something in Lane's hands. "Drink this," she said, and Lane sucked on the straw that she'd been given. It was a sudden shock of sugar and cold and cola, and it was great. Another long swallow, and while she was still emotional, she wasn't quite as far gone as she'd been. But she also knew that if she looked at Vicky, she was going to fall apart again.

		"First of all," said Vicky, "everything is great, and don't worry."

		Sure.

		"Second of all," said Vicky, "sometimes not being allowed to come can make people get more emotional than usual. Boys and girls. Part of why it's so great. Not usually something that happens this fast, or this strong, so maybe it's not that. But that's something that you're going to have to deal with. Because, frankly, if a couple of days of denial messes you up this bad, I'm really looking forward to seeing what happens after a month."

		Lane took another long drink from her slushy. That was unexpectedly reassuring. "Thank you," she said.

		"For... ."

		"Well, I mean, um. That you're not going to let me come just because I'm acting a little weird? A month is way too long for anyone though, but I don't want ... I mean, I do want, but—"

		"You're welcome," said Vicky. Then she sighed. "I mean, if you legitimately can't take it, you legitimately can't take it. And it's going to be a while before I push for that whole month without an orgasm for you. But... I mean, just think about it. Maybe I'll keep you in the basement for the last week or so. Lights out except when I come for a visit so you'll be bored and needy and weepy and won't know how much time has passed so each time I come downstairs, you're going to be hoping that this is your chance to finish and then get affection and sunlight and human contact again."

		Lane swallowed her mouthful of slushy. She was still feeling unreasonably emotional, but at the same time, she was... if Vicky turned the vibrator on, even a little, she'd be right over the edge. She was almost right over the edge right there, with nothing touching her.

		"Okay," she said. "That sounds good."

		Vicky sighed, then leaned over and kissed Lane on her cheek. "I... I like you, Lane, and you're doing pretty good at your first relationship. Kinda wish you'd mentioned... only no. No, this is fine. I mean, you're an adult, you're able to make choices, and while this is a non-standard one, there are way worse first relationships you can have, I guess."

		"Oh, no, it's great, and also you're paying my bills which is a lot better than having to get a job."

		"Hey," said Vicky. "Sucking off guys is a career, and you're doing really well at that."

		Lane scowled, then jumped when the collar shocked her leg. And then she giggled, because it was kind of funny.

		"Good girl!" said Vicky. "Okay. So here's the thing. I set up a couple appointments so that I could show off what I picked up at that auction. But, I mean. Could be that maybe I should cancel those appointments and we can go get pizza and talk about things."

		She was more talking to herself than asking a question, but Lane shook her head anyway. As Vicky pointed out, she did have a job, and she wasn't going to screw it up on the second day just because she'd had another random meltdown.

		Vicky smiled at her, and patted her cheek. Then she moved her thumb into Lane's mouth; Lane sucked on it like it was the straw of her drink, and also licked it inside of her mouth, because she wanted to do her best, and because she liked sucking.

		"Good girl," said Vicky, taking her hand away, despite Lane wanting to suck more. "Now, let's go get some strangers to do some weird and dehumanizing stuff to you, okay?"

		"I... yes." Lane nodded, then slurped down more slushy. It wasn't quite as good as that first hit had been, but it was still cold and sweet and cola, and she hadn't had any junk food at all since she'd left that rest-stop on the highway out of school, and she'd missed it.

		"Good," said Vicky, and she got back onto the highway, as Lane finished up the slushy, and got a little more chatty than she normally would've been, which seemed to amuse Vicky. But also when they were stopped in traffic or at lights, she'd reach over and fiddle with Lane's hair, or touch her thigh, or hold her hand, and Lane wasn't quite prepared to deal with that.

		Or with the fact that she was driving through New York wearing a leather collar and cuffs on her wrists and ankles. It was like an hour to get into Baltimore, and then three hours by train from Baltimore to New York, and just the train tickets cost more than Lane really wanted to spend on trips. She'd been there once with a few other girls, and they'd seen the Statue of Liberty, but New York was still more of a frightening thing from stories than real life.

		Only it was real life, and there was a lot of it. Vicky drove like she knew what she was doing, and they were mostly going past the backs of apartment buildings on highways rather than doing what people in movies did, like driving past the Empire State Building and Yankee Stadium and the library with the lions. But there were people who noticed what she was wearing when they stopped at traffic lights, and that got a few leers, and people snapping pictures with their cell phones.

		They left the highway into a maze of streets that weren't actually that narrow, but which seemed narrower than they were, because of the delivery trucks parked in the bike lanes, and the people on bikes who had to dart into traffic and also go the wrong way. A part of the city where the buildings were like normal building-sized buildings anyway, and there was a parking lot which was charging forty bucks an hour?

		But that wasn't her money. She wasn't responsible for slushies or parking or anything except walking around in fetish gear and doing what she was told. Which wasn't actually as easy a job as all that. There were people on the streets, and they were ... well some of them took pictures of her, but those were the ones who looked like tourists. Most of the people on the streets kept their eyes firmly fixed on their phones or on the middle distance, and they walked about 20% faster than Lane expected people to walk. Maybe more.

		Not that people didn't notice what she was wearing. There were some appreciative noises and low-level harassment from some construction workers, and a woman pushing a baby carriage rolled her eyes at Lane, and made an irritated noise. Only maybe it wasn't at what Lane was wearing, but it was because she'd stopped in the sidewalk to see if the building off in the distance was the Empire State Building, and apparently standing still wasn't, like, legal.

		Vicky didn't seem thrilled about the standing still either. She grabbed hold of the ring on the front of Lane's collar, and pulled her along for half a block; Lane had to lean forward while she was walking, which was super awkward, but she was also weirdly a little sad when Vicky let go and she could walk normal again.

		They finally went down another of those sort of narrow streets, and then they buzzed up into one of the houses. There was a receptionist with a desk and a few chairs in the waiting area. Vicky talked to the receptionist, and then sat down. Lane sat down next to her, and Vicky shook her head and pointed to the floor.

		Lane got back up, flushing, and stood where Vicky had pointed.

		"You can kneel," said Vicky.

		Oh. Well, she'd walked down the street with the cuffs, but ... Vicky was looking at her, so Lane got down on the floor, acutely aware that she looked like an idiot who had never knelt anywhere before. But Vicky smiled at her, and then she turned the vibrator on. "Facing away from me," said Vicky. "So you can keep an eye on things." Lane turned, and started shaking, first her left leg, and then also her arm. It wasn't like she felt close to orgasm; it was like she was having a stroke or something.

		Vicky smiled and patted her on the cheek. Lane reached out with her mouth, got hold of Vicky's thumb, and suckled, eyes closed.

		The door opened, and if Vicky hadn't shut the vibrator off, Lane would've come right there. As it was, she was gasping and flushed and kneeling on the floor in front of Vicky, who patted her head again, as a guy came in leading another guy on a leash. They were both dressed pretty casual, except for the leash, and the guy holding the leash looked like he was maybe twenty years younger than the guy on the leash. They talked to the receptionist, and then they sat down: young guy on his phone, old guy kneeling on the ground in front of him, like it was where he was used to being.

		Vicky seemed to know a lot, but Lane wasn't sure what she meant about guys not being hot when they were barefoot, or whatever. It was kind of amazingly hot, seeing that guy have to kneel, knowing that he probably had to do the same sort of stuff that she had to do.

		The vibrator went back on, and it was back to near-stroke near-orgasm whatever-it-was. Vicky leaned Lane's head on her knee, and that was good. Not entirely comfortable, but good. The vibrator went off—and Lane could breathe for just a little bit. When it went back on again.

		She wasn't sure how long it took, but eventually, someone came out of the office—guy in a suit and a girl with a lot of piercings and collars that looked pretty much the same as Lane's—and Vicky got hold of Lane's hair and wrapped her hand up in it. Then she got up and started walking, and Lane had to follow. But the thing was, she could only stand up as high as Vicky's hand, which was holding her hair at about waist height. So Lane followed, bent in half, trying to keep up, and trying not to collapse in a puddle or cry or anything.

		The room they went to had a tile floor. Lane couldn't see anything else the way Vicky was holding her.

		A woman chuckled. "So this is the new girl, huh?"

		"Yup," said Vicky. "Kind of a handful, but I really like her. And you've got to see her, Hanah."

		"Well, that's why she's here," said Hanah. "Let's get her undressed, and then up on the table."

		Undressed apparently didn't include her shoes. But the blouse and skirt came off, and so did the underwear. Which were wet enough it was like someone had come in them. And Lane hadn't come at all, so it wasn't fair how squishy it was, and the little line of whitish juice in it wasn't...

		"She is a drippy one, isn't she?" asked Hanah. She was an Asian woman with a little bit of a southern accent. Older, maybe fifty or sixty.

		"She came a bunch of times on her way up from Maryland," said Vicky. "And yet, one day of denial, and you have this mess."

		Hanah laughed, and gave Vicky a little metal bowl to put the underwear into.

		"Now up on the table, sweetie, and we'll get you fastened in."

		The table was padded, and had straps and o-rings and so on and so on. The sort of thing that Vicky had in her house everywhere.

		"Hands and knees," said Hannah, as she was putting on a pair of medical gloves. "That's a pretty girl."

		"She is, isn't she?" said Vicky. She was standing next to the table, and she tilted Lane's head back, pulling on her hair. Then she took the wet underwear out of the metal tray, and opened up Lane's mouth. Lane gave her a look, and then let her stuff them into her mouth. Honestly, she should've expected that, when she was allowed underwear.

		Hannah attached carabiners to the cuffs on Lane's wrists and ankles as Vicky held her in position and stroked her head. Then Hannah cupped Lane's breast with a gloved hand, and Lane shuddered. "Absolutely," said Hannah. "Prettiest one yet, and Blush was stunning."

		Vicky sighed. "She was, though."

		"Anyhow." Hannah started pulling on Lane's nipple, and Lane fidgeted under the touch, wanting and humiliated, and sort of not even there, for all that Vicky was holding her and Hannah was playing with her. "What are you looking for?"

		"Chastity belt," said Vicky. "No question she's going to need that, if I ever let her out of my sight. Fitted collars and cuffs. Stainless steel for the belt, and white gold for the jewelry, I think. I do want nipple clamps that I can use to pull her around, but—"

		"But like I've said, if you want something that's going to support more than a light tug, you need to have them pierced."

		Pierced?

		Vicky sighed. "Yeah, but do you seriously think that I can go for months without playing with those? Honestly."

		"Delaying pleasure makes it better," said Hannah. "Just ask this cutie." She let go of Lane's nipple and ran her fingers along the lips of Lane's pussy. Lane moaned, and her leg started spasming again.

		"True," said Vicky. "And that's why she's going to be locked into a chastity belt. But since I don't want anyone telling me what to do, I don't want her nipples pierced. I mean, by the time they're healed, we'll probably be like halfway done, and—"

		"Oh, Vicky," said Hannah, resting her arms on Lane's hips. "If you go in with a bad attitude, you get bad results. Maybe she's found her forever home!"

		"It doesn't work like that," said Vicky, and her voice was flat, even if the way she was stroking Lane's hair hadn't changed. "I go in having learned from experience. Anyhow. As I was saying. White gold collar and cuffs. Sealed clasps, of course. Nipple jewelry to match. I'll want dildos too, sized to fit."

		"Are you going to be using them with a strap-on harness?" asked Hannah.

		"I don't know," said Vicky. "I mean, it's not my favorite, but—"

		"But the pets like it, and it's a good core workout."

		"Yeah, okay," said Vicky.

		"What about the other jewelry? Ear tags, posture collar. Septum piercing? You could probably be gentle with her nose for a month or two, and those are wonderful for controlling how high tall girls hold their heads, once you can pull on them safely."

		"I dunno." Vicky was still stroking Lane's hair, while holding her chin up. "What do you think? Want a nose piercing?"

		If she'd wanted a nose piercing, she would have gotten a nose piercing. If she wanted it wasn't really the question. The question was whether she wanted to be pierced because Vicky wanted it, and that seemed like kind of a big step.

		Lane nodded, once, and tried not to burst into tears. Vicky didn't even want it that badly, but she'd decided to do it, and now Lane was going to go along with that, because that's how it went. Fine.

		"We'll do the piercing," said Vicky.

		"Of course. Okay, I'm going to take some measurements now, sweetie. Some of them might be a little uncomfortable."

		There were more measurements than Lane would've expected. Collar and cuffs, so okay, wrists and ankles and neck. And if she was going to get a chastity belt, it made sense that they'd need her waist measured. But also her legs and arms and shoulders and chest and head and nose and ears, feet and hands and fingers and toes. And more intimate areas. Her labia and her pussy, and her clit—Hannah actually pulled back her clitoral hood, and measured her clit with calipers for whatever reason, and that was cold and pinchy and uncomfortable, and then there was lube being spread across her pussy—'not that she needed it,' apparently, and there was the cold pressure of a speculum.

		"There's not really that much point in measuring the anus, or rectal depth," said Hannah to Vicky, who was still holding Lane's head, stroking her hair and making soothing noises. "The anus is really flexible, if you take the time for training. The same is a bit less true with the vagina. So, let's see about cervical depth."

		The speculum held her open, and then something prodded around deep inside of her. Then it pushed as far as it could go inside, and Lane jerked forward, trying to avoid it; it hurt, and she was way too open, and she was tied down, and Vicky was holding onto her. "And to confirm," said Hannah, and hurt her again, the same way. Not too hard; she wasn't ramming into it. More like she'd found Lane's funny bone, and was hitting it lightly with a hammer. Lane didn't like it, and wasn't used to it, and.

		"Okay; we're looking at about sixteen centimeters. but it may be that it'll be a little smaller when she's less excited. Still, I don't think she'll have problems with any of your play-partners, and it could be that she's going to be able to use some of our more impressive toys."

		The speculum spread out, and spread out some more, and Lane gasped and bit her lip, and looked up to Vicky through her tears. Vicky's hand tightened in Lane's hair, her cheeks flushed and breathing irregular.

		"If you're going to try fisting," said Hannah, "remember to take it slow, use plenty of lube, and back down if she tenses up, okay? But she'll be able to take it. Good stretch and strong Kegels there."

		The speculum popped out, and Vicky shuddered. That had hurt, like a long hard fucking hurt.

		"Okay. Before I send Josh in to take care of the piercing, what name do you want to put on the collar and tag?"

		Another long look from Vicky, who was cradling her head. "I've been thinking about that. I mean, I don't know."

		"Well," said Hannah. Another touch on Lane's pussy, another uncontrollable moan. "She is very excitable. And drippy."

		"What do you think, Lane?" asked Vicky. "Want me to call you Drippy?"

		No. And yet.

		"Puddles?" said Hannah, and Vicky laughed. Lane's ears went red. She was already naked and being prodded by a stranger, but it turned out that she could be more humiliated than that.

		"That did get a response," said Vicky.

		"It did," said Hannah. "Is this one on your usual toilet restrictions?"

		"Absolutely," said Vicky. "You should see how uncomfortable she gets when I have to clean her off when she's done."

		"Yes, well," said Hannah. "But it's not the 70s anymore. If you take her out to pee behind some trash-cans, you're not going have some bikers offering you a kilo of coke and two hundred bucks for your girl—you're getting a $75 ticket for public urination."

		Vicky shrugged.

		"And I really don't approve of involving the criminal justice system in kink, Victoria."

		"You're not wrong," said Vicky.

		Hannah took the metal pan that Lane's underwear had been in, and held it up between her thighs. It was high-walled, and shaped... oh. "Go ahead," said Hannah. "Unless you want to take your chances with the NYPD."

		Lane didn't want to take her chances with the NYPD, but it wasn't that easy to just pee into a pan while she was on her hands and knees. Lot of things weren't easy, but at the same time, worth doing. She closed her eyes, and Vicky chuckled.

		"Oh, blindfolds too," she said. "I think she has object permanence, but a lot of things are easier for her when she can't see them. Something elegant; if that's what I'm going to see when I look at her, I want it to look nice."

		"Obviously," said Hannah, sounding slightly offended. She slapped Lane's butt. "Piss," she said, which was obviously what Lane was trying to do, and which didn't make it easier.

		Finally, she did. A little squirt first, and then a longer one, and then a longer flow, when she finally relaxed.

		Hannah laughed out loud, and while Vicky wasn't laughing, Lane could feel her holding back a laugh as she held her. She was... it felt good to let go, anyway. And there wasn't any reason for her to be more humiliated by that than by anything else they'd done to her. She was, but there wasn't any reason for that.

		"She is a good girl," said Hannah, as she went somewhere behind Lane to rinse out the pan. "Holding that in for you without complaining."

		"Yeah," said Vicky, softly. "She sure is." And then, louder, "and you know how to make a sale, Hannah. I'll take a travel urinal as well."

		"Good," said Hannah. "Okay. And the name?"

		Vicky shook her head. "I don't know. Leave it blank for now, we'll come by later and fill it out."

		"Sure. Now, while I'm working on the rest of the order, Josh is going to come in and take care of the piercing." Hannah patted Lane's butt. "You be good for him, sweetie."

		Lane listened to the tap of Hannah's heels, and then someone else coming in, and unwrapping some stuff.

		"I'm going to need to ask her a few questions?" A rough voice, like he was a smoker or something.

		"Sure," said Vicky, who got the urinal, and had Lane spit out her now extremely soaked underwear into it.

		"So, everything okay, Lane?" asked Josh, coming into view. Big guy, in a black short sleeved shirt. One arm very tattooed, the other one with designs on the back of his hand, but that was it. Pierced eyebrow and lip.

		Lane looked up at Vicky, who nodded. "Yeah," she said. "Everything's fine."

		"Okay," said Josh. "I know that in the community, there are rules and that sort of thing, but I'm going to need to be sure that you understand what I'm going to do, and I need to know that you're okay with it, and not being coerced or anything."

		"Sure," said Lane, with somewhat more confidence. "I mean, it's not something that I'd have done on my own, but it's not like I'm being threatened into it or anything."

		He smiled, and that was great; she'd gotten a little scared of him, with the way he'd come in, and the piercings and tattoos. But he had a sweet, friendly smile, and he wasn't judging her or pitying her or anything. Just a guy who got it.

		"Sounds like you're having fun," he said. "Next part is going to hurt."

		He didn't say whether or not that would be fun, and Lane wasn't sure if it would or not.

		"It'd be a little easier if this wasn't actually going through the septum, but this is going to be a load bearing piercing, so we've got to do it right."

		Josh was in front of her, so Vicky had moved to her side. But she held onto Lane's hand where it was strapped to the table, and her other hand was stroking Lane's back and side. Josh got out his equipment, and Lane closed her eyes. Okay, maybe that was silly. But it was that, or watch him get the needle out, and. Whatever.

		First he cleaned out her nose with a tissue dipped in something a little astringent. As he worked he talked about how the retainer was going to stay in for a month, flipped up into the nose, and that they didn't have to do anything different, just keep it there, be careful not to get it loose when she blew her nose or whatever.

		Lane felt a pressure on both sides of her septum when he found the spot, and then came the needle. Wasn't a small needle either. It hurt, but it went fast—in and through and that was it. The ear was just a second piercing on her earlobe, which was fine. It hurt less than the nose, anyway, which hadn't hurt that much when the needle had gone in, but which was starting to ache a little.

		"Good girl!" said Vicky, when that went in, and she started fingering Lane's pussy as Josh packed up.

		Lane opened up her eyes and looked up at him.

		"She does work for tips," said Vicky.

		"But I see way too many people in the community to be having casual sex," said Josh. "Last thing Hannah wants is a Typhoid Mary piercer. Sorry, puppy." He ruffled Lane's hair. "I'm sure you'll get lots of nickels."

		Nickels. And she hadn't. And.

		He smiled again, and Vicky was still playing with her, and ugh. Ugh! Lane wasn't even sure what she was thinking, as he left, and Hannah came back.

		Vicky moved back to where she had been, and Hannah started putting things on her. Anklets and bracelets, which fit pretty well. The anklet went over the straps of the sandal, just like the heavier cuff, heavy enough that she could feel their weight. They were also smooth, and had a ring set into them. White gold, apparently. Silvery, anyway, and Hannah seemed to be running the sort of shop where she'd give what she'd promised.

		"And no," said Vicky, "Hannah isn't going to be letting you eat her out for spare change either."

		Hannah sighed. "I'm sure it would be lovely. You're a very good girl. But one mistake, and, well. Best to keep business separate. You've been safe with her, Victoria?"

		"Absolutely," said Vicky. "According to some drunken confessions, she had a scare after her last encounter, so she got herself checked out, and I only play with people who I know are safe."

		"Still," said Hannah. "If you're going to be sharing her with multiple partners, you should get her checked regularly. Mistakes happen, and she is an active little thing."

		"Speaking of which," said Vicky.

		"Yes, quite," said Hannah. "Let's get that locked away, so that it doesn't get into any trouble."

		That, huh.

		First Hannah put her gloved finger into Lane's cunt, and hooked out the vibrator, which went into the urinal, together with the underwear she'd had in her mouth. Then a dildo went in. "You can use the rest of the trainers," said Hannah, "but for long-term use, don't put in anything ambitious. If it's too big and she's dry, you can get the sort of chafing which means not being able to play until it heals."

		Wasn't dry at all, and wasn't sure that she'd ever be dry there again, but okay.

		It seemed that the dildo worked with the same app as the vibrator that Vicky had been using, so that was kind of a comfort anyway. Then the belt went on, and the belt had a metal strip down the front and up the back, with a vent in the back. It held the dildo in place, which was good, because it wasn't huge, and Vicky was so wet that it was already slipping out. Then Hannah's fingernail went around the edge of the Lane's asshole, making her flinch away, but obviously, she couldn't get away.

		"There," said Hannah. "It looks properly fit, but if there's any chafing or discomfort, I want you to bring her in and get it adjusted."

		Vicky sighed.

		"No," said Hannah. "Don't be casual about this. Discomfort is well and good when it's intentional and controlled. But I don't want her getting calluses or infections."

		"No, of course not," said Vicky. "Anyhow. Butt plug?"

		"You've got to give her time to adjust to this one as well," said Hannah. "No starting with both plugs in full time again, Victoria."

		"Don't worry," said Vicky. "Honestly, it's like you think that I don't learn from experience."

		"No," said Hannah. "You do. But a reminder doesn't go amiss, and this one is important. Now, let's get her down, and get the chains hung properly."

		Vicky was a little bit unsteady when they helped her down from Hannah's table. But both Vicky and Hannah knew what they were doing. They got her down, and turned her to face the mirror. The retainer from the nose piercing had been flipped up into her nose, so she couldn't see that at all, but the earring wasn't the usual sort of placer—it was a tag, fastened through the new piercing and her previous one. Something was written on it, too small to see, but probably insulting.

		The chastity belt, though, was something pretty obvious. And insulting, and also... it looked kind of good? Metal belt with a silicone rim, and the bit over her pussy had a grate which she was probably supposed to pee through, and it did make her hips look good, and her waist, the way it flowed along the hipline. Also, it made her look like sex. Mainly it made her look like kinky sex. She reached down to touch it, instinctively. Hannah shook her head, and Vicky laughed.

		"Go on," said Vicky. "You can try to touch."

		Lane tried. She breathed in as far as she could, which let her get her fingertips under the plate in front, but not more than that. And there were locks and latches and so on, but she wasn't getting them open, not even if she had a key. It was impossible.

		"Very good," said Vicky. "Apparently, I'm starting a morning running routine, so I want them to be able to stand up to that sort of thing."

		"They will stand up to strain," said Hannah. "The collar?"

		It was on the table behind them. Vicky got it, took a deep breath, as Hannah took the leather collar off of Vicky's neck. Then Vicky reached up to snap the collar on, as Hannah held Lane's hair back. The two of them flanked her, looking at her in the mirror. It was a heavy round band of the same silvery metal as the cuffs. It was thin, but looked strong, and the o-ring on the front and sides of the collars were small, but obviously functional. It looked... Lane trembled a little.

		"Yeah," said Vicky. "Doesn't come off without equipment. Okay. Shirt on, so we can put the chains on."

		So, shirt on, and the chastity belt was sort of like wearing underwear. Then the chains came. Silvery, and going down from the collar to the bracelets. Short enough that Lane couldn't reach down below her waist.

		"There you are," said Hannah. "Secure and lovely."

		She was. Well, secure, anyway. And secured too, but... well.

		Skirt went on, and then a chain went between the anklets. The leather cuffs, and the extremely soaked underwear, and the rest of the things that Lane had bought stayed with Hannah—they were going to be shipped up to Mt. Vernon at no extra charge. Still had a shock collar on her thigh, visible through the skirt, and those chains... "Are we, um. I mean, in the street?"

		"Absolutely," said Vicky. "Thanks so much Hannah, Lane, follow."

		"Thanks," said Lane. "It's really nice jewelry."

		"Aw," said Hannah. "She's such a sweetie, she really is. You be careful with this one, Victoria."

		"If you mean fuck her ass with the largest strap-on you've sent me, I think that can be arranged."

		"Good!" said Hannah. "You know what to do to make girls thrive. And let me know when you want some more equipment, or costume—I think she'd look very nice in a corset. Maybe a burgundy? Or something blue."

		"We'll see," said Vicky with a smile, and then left.

		Normally, when she was walking, Lane didn't really think much about her hands. But they would swing by her sides, probably? Only they couldn't, because they were chained to her neck. Also, there was a chain between her ankles, which meant that she couldn't take normal-sized steps. It turned out, she was only able to take steps exactly as long as Vicky's, without yanking herself into a stumble.

		"It's going to be a little while before you can manage that in heels," said Vicky. "Well, practice makes perfect."

		"Vicky?" said Lane. "It's okay, going like this?"

		"Sure," said Vicky. "It's a lot tamer than the way you were dressed before, and that was fine. Honestly, it looks like a weird high fashion choice. Three years ago, there were guys with giant loopy mustaches everywhere, and nobody stopped to stare at them. I mean, sure, if you were in Dubuque, everyone would stop and stare, and I'd probably have to explain myself, but this is New York. Nobody gives a shit about you, unless you're blocking the sidewalk."

		They weren't blocking the sidewalk. Lane hadn't had any trouble keeping up with Vicky before, but now that she had to take the same sized steps as her, she noticed that Vicky was walking a lot faster than people had walked back in Maryland. Or at least more steps per minute.

		It wasn't strictly true that nobody looked at her. There were a few long looks, and walking past some guys in safety vests and helmets near a hole in the street got a few suggestions about how she'd look chained up in their beds. Lane couldn't help checking Vicky's reaction to that, which was a mildly amused little smile, but not a suggestion that Lane go try it out. Right. Playing with people she knew.

		The pizza place they stopped out had a sign that said 'Tony's' in an old-timey font, but it wasn't like lunch time or anything, and the pizza was just amazing. Lane had been kind of dreading the conversation that they were scheduled to have, but the pizza made her completely forget about that. Crispy and gooey and greasy and so fresh the cheese tasted a little bit like milk, and the tomato sauce was... .

		"This is so good," said Lane, when she could stop eating. "This is—"

		"You know what they say," said Vicky. "Pizza is like sex. So you have to find the precise variety that you like the best, and go to any lengths to get it, because it's worth it."

		"I am not sure that's the way they usually phrase that," said Lane.

		"Maybe not. But it is the correct way of phrasing that." Then Vicky sighed, and Lane was on her guard. "So, given that I just spent sixteen thousand dollars on jewelry for you, it'd be a little odd for me to suggest breaking up."

		"Sixteen thousand dollars!" said Lane, loud enough that she got a couple of looks. "Vicky, no," she said, quieter. "We're not breaking up, and you can't spend that much on me; that's crazy."

		"No?" said Vicky. "Well, first of all, you don't tell me what to do." The shock hit Lane's thigh, which made her jump a little in her seat.

		"Fair," said Lane. "But honestly, Vicky. Do you really have enough money to spend it like that?"

		Vicky shrugged. "Maybe not. But ... oh, come on. It looks great. And it's not going to bankrupt me or anything. Moving on to the next item on the agenda. The problem is that in the past, this has been a fun thing to do for kids who are graduating from school, and who feel like they can't handle taking care of themselves."

		"It's not that I can't take care of myself," said Lane. "It's that it's hard and I don't want to."

		"Good," said Vicky. "But we'll get to that. My point is, I sort of assumed that you were in a different place in your life than you actually are. Because, yeah, I'm taking advantage. Little bit gross, little bit predatory, but whatever. They get some nice jewelry out of it anyway."

		"Wait, wait."

		"Again." Another shock on Lane's leg. She winced, and waited for Vicky to finish.

		"I want to fuck you, Lane," she said. "I want to fuck you a lot, often. But I don't want to fuck you up. You haven't had healthy relationships before. You don't have what to compare this to, and you don't know what normal is."

		There was an element of truth to that, maybe.

		"So maybe we should put this on hold for a couple of years. I could use someone to read listings for me, and keep track of budgets and contractor rates and how much we're spending on fucking tiles. Place to stay would be apartments listed for sale. Maybe also places under construction, which are still livable. It'd be included in salary either way; I could write off rent at near market, and not have to deal with a tenant who doesn't like jackhammers inside at 8:30.. And maybe after you've dated around a little, we could move back to getting you pounded by my friends, acquaintances, and the guy who does my landscaping."

		"Maybe part of the reason why I didn't have serious relationships in college was because I'd been enjoying having casual sex with multiple partners, and I wasn't ready to stop doing that for anyone?" said Lane.

		"And if I decide that you can't fuck anyone but me?" asked Vicky.

		"Oh, well, that's fine," said Lane. "I mean, it'd be hot."

		Vicky looked like she was going to argue, but then, instead, she laughed. "You're adorable," said Vicky. "But here's the thing. You're taller than me and prettier than me and smarter than me—"

		"Smarter? Ow, godammit, that stings." The chain that went between her wrists and her collar was long enough that she could eat her pizza without any problems, but when she tried to grab that collar after it shocked her, she just yanked on her neck, which hurt too.

		"Not smart enough to be quiet when you're supposed to be quiet, but yeah. I mean, smart doesn't pay for custom made kinkware, but you know lots of things and usually have something smart to say. So, relationship-wise, I'm getting a good deal because the seller doesn't realize what they've got on their hands. In my experience, you can get real bargains like that, but there are often real bad feelings long-term, when they figure out that they undersold."

		"So you're saying I should ask for more," said Lane.

		That had been intended as a joke, but Vicky just gave a thoughtful nod. "What else do you want?" she said.

		"What I want," said Lane. "Is to lie in bed reading 19th century and early 20th century poetry and eating candy, and then to sleep in till noon. Then have sex with lots of orgasms, then back to the poetry candy sleep. But, a) it turns out that what I want isn't always what it's a good idea for me to do, and b) it turns out that you've got way better ideas of how to spend a morning."

		"True," said Vicky. "But you do understand that you could have a relationship that has kinky sex in it which is loving and respectful and egalitarian and not one where you get an electrical shock whenever you interrupt me?"

		"Sure," said Lane. "But the thing about egalitarian and respectful and so on is that I have to put in about half the work, instead of just being told what to do and looking pretty doing it."

		Vicky smiled, then reached over and put her hand on Lane's cheek. Lane took it, and moved it so that she could suck on Vicky's thumb. It wasn't a move she'd practiced before or anything, but it seemed right. Vicky seemed to like it, and her thumb tasted like oregano and pepper, which reminded Lane of the pizza they'd just finished, and how great that was. She couldn't help pouting a little when Vicky took her hand away.

		"There, there," said Vicky. "Don't worry. I'm going to drop you off at my lawyer while I look at a few apartments, so you've got two, maybe three hours of a stranger's cock in your mouth ahead of you."

		"So if you're asking what I want, that's up there," said Lane. "No joking."

		"Yeah, that's pretty great. But seriously. Like I said, your negotiating position is good, and if necessary, I could probably move on a few issues."

		Lane looked down at their grease-stained paper plates. "I don't want my negotiating position to be good, okay? I like how you're doing what you want to do, and it's not up to me, and I have to lie there and take it, whatever it is. I like being your thing, Vicky."

		Vicky took a long, shuddering breath. "What I want to do is for you to go to the bathroom, right now. First stall, don't lock the door."

		Lane did that, taking careful steps to avoid tangling her ankle chain, trying not to show how turned on she was. The vibrator went on as soon as she went into the stall. It wasn't as strong as the egg that Vicky had been using before, or it was on a lower setting or something, but it was also longer, and touched her in more places. Then Vicky was in the bathroom stall too, shoving Lane down into the corner and fucking her face, hard and fast. If someone else was in the bathroom... but it didn't take Vicky long at all. Less than a minute, probably, before she was shuddering, pulling Lane into her, and when she let go, Lane could see the tooth marks in Vicky's lower lip, where she'd bit down to keep from screaming.

		"Next time," said Vicky, "start off on the floor near the toilet, not on the toilet."

		Lane whimpered a little, shifting on the floor. That vibrator, and the butt-plug, and the orders... .

		"And make sure not to wipe your face," added Vicky. "You look lovely. And it's time to go."

		Well, sure. With the collars and chains and such, a little sex fluids on her chin wasn't anything out of the ordinary. Only she couldn't do anything about the chains, but she had to remember not to automatically wipe her chin.

		Stuff with Vicky was a lot easier when there were chains there that made sure she did what Vicky wanted, in general.

		"One thing that I wanted to clarify?" said Lane, when they were back in the car, headed out to Brooklyn. "When I talk back, you don't mind?"

		"Talk back?"

		"You know. Sass. Say things I think are funny. Sort of thing that gets me shocked?"

		"Are you saying that stuff in order to get shocked?" asked Vicky.

		"No... . I mean, not exactly. Mostly that's the way I talk, but also it's sort of fun to get a shock as a method of conversation? And I'm not saying that I actively dislike getting shocked, but if you're trying to tell me to— Ow!"

		"Trying to tell you to let me talk, now and then," said Vicky. "Nah, it's cute. Anyhow. Lawyer. His name is Brett. He's trying to be a 'cool lawyer' but mostly he's a 'dickhead lawyer.' But he's my dickhead lawyer, and he got me out of a contract that would've lost me two hundred thousand dollars once, so you do a good job."

		Lane nodded, feeling the butterflies in her stomach, and the ache underneath that chastity belt, which she'd been wearing for less than an hour, and which she already loved and hated. There'd been a lot of nights where she'd gone out looking for that sort of thing, and had wound up in situations that had been a lot sketchier than she'd have looked for if she hadn't been horny. This was... .

		"As far as I'm concerned," said Vicky, "Your butt is open for business, but Brett likes blowjobs, so that's what you're going to get. Just like we practiced; you keep your mouth on him, but you don't start moving until he tells you to."

		Lane didn't trust herself to answer that with words, but she nodded.

		"Little weirder than getting it in a bar bathroom when you're pissed, but a little bit safer," said Vicky. "And if you need to get out, he'll let you out. Dude is trying to be a cool lawyer, not a sex criminal. I'll be in the neighborhood, looking at overpriced apartments, and trying to figure out which buildings have more rats than they should."

		"Honestly," said Lane. "Little weirder than a bar bathroom, little less weird than a pizza shop bathroom in the middle of the day. Also not doing it drunk makes it weird?"

		There'd been a little bit of a hopeful note in that one. It wasn't that she needed a beer, exactly, but it had been a few days, and that had been bugging her.

		"Right, right," said Vicky. "Poets. Drunk all the time."

		"First of all," said Lane. "I'm not a poet, I really am not. I just like reading poetry. Second of all, yeah, maybe poetry students do drink a little, but it's not like we're geologists or something."

		"Geologists?"

		"Yeah, they go out into the middle of nowhere and dig holes for months on end, and there's nothing to do but drink. Every single geology grad student I've met has been a late-stage alcoholic."

		"Well, going out to the middle of nowhere and doing something with holes for a few days is on the agenda," said Vicky. "But alcohol isn't."

		"Control issue," said Lane sadly.

		"Control issue," said Vicky. "Good catch. People tend to assume either I'm a dry drunk or it's a family thing, but no and no. I just don't like losing control like that, and I want to control you, not leave you lurching out of control. So no more drinks."

		"Aw," said Lane. "I like drinks."

		"Well, you probably like orgasms too, but. Anyhow, here we are. Time to make some introductions."

		Matt's office was in an old-fashioned-looking brownstone, the sort of thing that would be the outside shots for a sitcom set in Brooklyn maybe. It was cramped inside, and the guy at the desk outside the office definitely rolled his eyes at Lane. Well, fair enough. But when they were introducing themselves—Matt was a little guy, with a beard and thinning hair, who had a little more energy than he needed to sit and read stuff all day—Lane couldn't help sneaking glances at his crotch.

		It really hadn't been that long since Vicky had let her come. But it was... she wanted his cock in her, however he wanted it, as long as he wanted it. Something.

		Before she left to look at apartments, Vicky made sure that Lane was comfortably settled in under Matt's desk.

		"Tits out," she said, sharply. "They're very pretty, so when you're sucking a guy's dick, give him something to see if he looks at you. Also, since your pussy is locked up, you can play with your nipples when you're bored. And your eyes are nice too. Look at him while you work, no talking unless necessary, and don't touch his dick without permission."

		If she'd wanted that many instructions, she would've gotten a real job. Only, well, in her current position, she got what she was given. In this case, a pillow under her knees, and a cock in her mouth.

		Matt's cock wasn't as long as the mechanic's, but it was full and firm. He flickered a wink at Lane as she pulled her breasts out of her blouse and took him in her mouth, but then he didn't look at her at all.

		On the other side of the desk, Vicky sighed. "She's new. If you have any complaints, I want to hear them. Lane, be good."

		"Lane?" said Matt.

		"It's her name for now," said Vicky. "I'm thinking maybe Puddles? You've got the towel down, right?"

		"I'll take care of it," he said. "Now, the HVAC people who you like? Grigory and Sons, right? They've made a couple of changes in their default contract which I think we should push back on. If—" it went on. Lane didn't pay attention to that. She paid attention to keep her mouth on a cock, and looking up at the bottom of Matt's chin.

		It tasted better than a dildo, anyway. Skin and sweat and a little bit like come, but not much. After Vicky left, Matt pulled out of her mouth, and took his trousers and underwear off completely. And he put a towel down on his office chair before he sat back down.

		At first, Lane wasn't sure why, but it didn't take long before that was clear. Sucking on a cock for ten minutes, whatever, but after an hour, things were getting more than a little saliva-soaked. Also, she had to shift her weight around, despite the pillow, and it was tricky to do that without moving more than she was supposed to.

		He barely looked at her; just a glance when she shifted her weight, and then back to the computer. After a while, Lane was pretty sure she heard him playing Candy Crush. Her jaw started to ache, and the way the drool was going down her front, her breasts were wet, and they were already pretty sensitive. In general; when she was masturbating, she was pretty focused on her pussy, and when she wasn't masturbating, her breasts were just sort of there. But whether or not it was her favorite, it was the only way she was allowed to touch herself, and it felt good, kneading her breasts, pinching at her nipples.

		When Matt was done crushing candy, he went back to computer stuff. Then Lane she started to think that she might have been moaning a little louder than she'd thought, but even when she was quiet, the moaning went on. Dude was watching porn while she sucked his cock. She was right there, and... and she wasn't supposed to move on his cock, or talk without permission, or touch him with her hands. So she closed her eyes and squeezed down on her nipple and felt the drool running down her chin to her chest. Probably ruining her shirt, but what the hell? She hadn't paid for it.

		Matt's cock stiffened in her mouth, pushing back against her throat. Then, finally, he started thrusting. Lane moved with him, and then he grabbed the sides of her head, forcing her forward. Even with her practice the day before, Lane was gagging, her hands twisting just below her mouth, trying not to force him out so that she could she breathe.

		She didn't, and when he pulled back, she was gasping, stomach roiling, hips rocking against nothing, locked away underneath that belt. The first jet of come across her face shocked her. She opened up her eyes, looked up at Matt, whose attention was still focused on his computer. Her mouth was open, because it'd been left that way, and the next pulse caught her across chin and mouth. Lane swallowed, then opened her mouth back up, hoping for more. The next two dribbled across her breast, hot and wet and sticky.

		When he was done, he let out a long breath and looked down at Lane. "Nice," he said. "You look nice."

		Lane smiled back up at him.

		"Wait till it's soft, and then put it back in your mouth," he said. Then it was back to the computer.

		Lane massaged her jaw, watching his cock throb down from its full length. There was a little droplet of come at the tip, which was cute; if she'd been allowed to lick it off, she would've, but she had her instructions, and when it was soft, she carefully wrapped her lips around it again, licking off that last acrid-salty drop.

		And then she waited there, cock in her mouth, as Vicky's lawyer did lawyer stuff, and then the candy crush guy saying things were delicious or tasty or whatever. Then back to lawyer stuff. It was a little weird, having a soft cock in her mouth, and it was degrading in a way that having an erection wasn't—an erection was uncomfortable, but it was there because the dude was getting off on it. He clearly wasn't getting off on this, but she was kneeling on his floor with her tits out and his cock in her mouth, because that was what she was for.

		When it started to stiffen, she was already way into it. That chastity belt was playing tricks on her mind. Then came the cheesy porn sounds, and then the come across her face. This time, when he was done, he got up and got dressed, and Vicky came in while she was doing that.

		"So, anything you're going to make an offer on?" asked Matt.

		"I'm going to try lowballing a couple of these assholes," said Vicky. "But unless Williamsburg is a lot softer than I think it is, they're not going to bite."

		Matt shrugged. "They can't all be winners."

		"Yes, well, it's like some people just want to make money, and don't care about making me money. Speaking of which, time to get out from under the desk, Lane."

		Turned out, having been under the desk like that for as long as she'd been had left Lane's legs cramping badly. She stood up, but not easily—she had to rest her hands on the desk, and it hurt pretty bad. But Vicky looked happy with her.

		"You know," said Vicky, "odds of you getting someone pregnant by coming in her mouth are relatively low, Matt."

		Matt shrugged. "They look better like that."

		"They do," said Vicky, looking directly at Lane. She was covered in come, but it was Vicky's expression that made Lane blush. "They really do." She reached over and ran her fingers along the bottom of one of Lane's breasts, her thumb flicking the nipple, and wiping off a drop of come. "She do okay?"

		"Very well behaved," said Matt. "Tip's on the table."

		Vicky reached up, extending her thumb; Lane leaned forward and sucked it clean. "Fifteen cents," said Vicky, picking up the change. "You'll have yourself a book in no time. Okay, you can pull your shirt up. It's time to go."

		Pull her shirt up, not wipe the ejaculate off of her face. Well, Vicky had made it pretty clear what she liked, and while it wasn't exactly what Lane would've said that she liked, she really really wanted to be allowed to push against anything. Her clit was a knot of yearning, and she couldn't touch it or see it or... Lane wanted to say something clever or something, just to make it clear that was who she was, but all she could manage was a whimpered assent. And a look directly at the back of Vicky's shoes, as she shuffled after her into the elevator, and then down to the car, which was a block and a half away.

		There were more than a couple of stares as she went by. Whether or not those chains looked like a high fashion thing, coupled with the come on her face, and the chastity belt that was visible through her skirt... wasn't like anything that Lane had even imagined before, and she right then, with Vicky's back radiating smug satisfaction, she really, really needed to come, and really really wasn't going to be allowed.

		The trip back up to Mount Vernon was fine, and once they were back, it was the one-finger gloves, and a gag, and then the chastity belt came off.

		The vent that covered her pussy was ridiculously sticky. Some of it had leaked through, but the rest was a little too thick for that. Vicky had put Lane in the chair in her bathroom before she took it off, and she found the whole thing hilarious, which made Lane point out that it was all Vicky's fault, which made Vicky shock Lane's leg. Her other leg, because Vicky had switched which side the collar was on, so that it wouldn't leave burns or anything.

		"Lick it clean," said Vicky, finally. "Completely clean, or it's going back on all night, whether or not that lets you sleep any."

		Honestly, Lane would've licked it clean without any threats or rewards; she was in a state of mind where she was inclined to complain about Vicky's decisions, but also to do whatever she was told without any hesitation or delay. And also she wasn't going to have to wear it all night? She'd been sort of thinking of that belt as something that was going to stay on permanently.

		The belt came off, and Lane breathed in, fully. There were marks on her belly and hips; it had been tight enough to keep her from squeezing her fingers in, which meant that it had been tight. There was the thick scent of her arousal, and Vicky's fingers on her pussy, teasing the sensitive skin, probing inside of her where the dildo had been sitting. She licked, and tried to move against Vicky's hand, but she couldn't move much in the chair.

		"Looks like you're a little sore," said Vicky, giving Lane's pussy a fond slap that made her jump and twist a little in her restraints. "But not too bad. Good! Got some work to catch up on tonight, so after your bath, you can crawl around a little. Don't get yourself into trouble, or it's going to be the cage."

		The bath left Lane limp and all but purring, and also so turned on that it was hard not to immediately find some furniture to start humping as soon as Vicky got the gloves and gag and shock collar on, and gave her a slap on the ass to tell her that she was loose. But that would probably mean the chastity belt, and while Lane had enjoyed the chastity belt, she was also very much enjoying the lack of chastity belt.

		She was allowed to explore, but she honestly wasn't nearly as interested in real estate as Vicky seemed to be. So she just followed at Vicky's heels when she went to the kitchen and got herself a cup of tea. And then, with a little bit of hesitation, out onto the deck, where Vicky drank her tea, looking out over the railing at her back yard.

		"You see that bench there?" she said, gesturing to a corner of the lawn.

		Lane did.

		"When I leave you here with the maintenance workers, you can stay in your cage if you don't want attention most of the time—they'll clean you out, obviously, but they're here to do a job, not play with my toys. So you'll be outside when they're working. It'll get a little cold during the winter, but that's how it goes."

		Outside and naked during the winter? That seemed implausible. On the other hand, Vicky did take care of her, and hadn't pushed things that were actively dangerous? But...

		But Vicky wasn't looking at her. She took a long drink of tea, looking at her backyard. "But I know how you get, so if you really need to be mounted, you can go out there and present on that bench, and if you're patient, someone will come out and attend to you."

		Need to be mounted, huh. That was... Lane was on her hands and knees next to Vicky. She reached over, grabbed one of Vicky's legs, and pulled herself in close, hugging hard. Vicky gave her a smile, ruffled her hair, and took another drink.

		"Obviously, you'll be belted when I'm not there, but when you need it, you need it."

		Lane was terrified. Also turned on. Vicky wasn't watching her at all—she was looking dreamily out into the backyard. Probably picturing Lane being fucked in the ass, naked in a snowy backyard. Which was what Lane was thinking, but she was also thinking about Vicky's leg, which was smooth and strong and pretty and she was holding it like she was likely to be carried off by a flood at any moment.

		Vicky finished her tea, patted Lane on the head, and distentangled herself. Then she went back inside with Lane following. Vicky hadn't told her to heel, but Lane did it the way Vicky'd taught her, head parallel to Vicky's left leg. It was satisfying to get that right even if Vicky wasn't paying attention.

		Only then Vicky was working on the computer, and Lane had that big strappy panel gag on, so it wasn't like she could lick her feet to get attention or anything like that. So she lay at her feet and nuzzled her until Vicky told her no. When she took the gag out, Lane went out to the deck and drank water, and ate the canned tuna and raw vegetables that Vicky put out for her.

		Wasn't what she'd have picked for dinner, but apparently the pizza and the slushies were Lane's treats for the day. When Lane tried to point out that it had been a medium rather than a large slushie, and also that pizza was actually really healthy, her leg got shocked and she was threatened with the gag, because it was out for feeding, not for talking.

		And whether or not she wanted tuna from a can, she was hungry, and that was what she was getting. So she ate that, and the cucumbers and peppers, and then she went further out into the backyard and pissed on the grass. That was weird and uncomfortable, and wasn't going to stop being weird and uncomfortable, but she needed to pee, and that was her option. Once she was done, the piss dripping off her and drying on her inner thigh wasn't great either.

		Moving around helped, and it wasn't like she was allowed back in the house until she was dry, so Lane found herself drifting toward the bench that Vicky had pointed out.

		In theory, it could've just been a bench that Vicky had put in her backyard. It was in a shady spot, overlooking a little stream that ran between Vicky's lawn and the forest beyond, and it looked like a pleasant place to sit. But the top of the bench was wider than most sitting benches were, and the legs of the bench were wider and flatter in the back than they needed to be.

		If she straddled the back of the bench, she'd have one arm and one leg on the seat of the bench, and the other arm and leg resting on those flat places on top of the legs behind the bench. It was just the right height for her ass and mouth to be at crotch height, and just long enough that she'd be hanging off either end.

		Lane checked, and yeah. Little lengths of chain bolted to the bottom of the bench and to the legs of the bench, with carabiners at their ends. Those would clip onto the rings of the cuffs and the collar that Hannah had made for her, and she could be... well, she couldn't do it herself; she could go there, and the cleaning ladies could chain her into place, until someone came to—what was it that Vicky had said? When Lane needed to be mounted, someone would come out and attend to her.

		It wasn't Robert Browning, but Vicky had a way with words.

		Lane had been crawling across the lawn, and around the bench—that had gotten to seem almost normal already. She crouched a few feet back, and looked at it, and imagined waiting there, chained to the bench, waiting for someone she didn't know to come fuck her in the ass. And not because Vicky told her to, or even would be there to be entertained by it. It was a choice that she'd make to be used by some guy, solely because she needed an ass-fucking.

		Slowly, like there were some sort of magnets in the bench and Lane wasn't strong enough to resist them, she crawled over to the bench and climbed up on it. The back of the bench was wide enough to hold her weight, and narrow enough that her breasts hung down on either side of it. It wasn't splintery, but it was a little scratchy, particularly the back of the bench's legs, against her calves and forearms.

		Lane was there because she needed to be mounted, and she was going to wait there until someone came out to attend to her.

		It took a little while before Vicky came out. Lane was wriggling in place, hoping. Hannah had said something about strap-ons, so maybe she would—

		Vicky stood there for a long while, then she sighed, and attached those chains to Lane's cuffs. She wasn't wearing a strap-on, though, when she came around to the front, to attach Lane's collar to the side of the bench. And when she was done fixing Lane in place, she didn't attend to her. Instead, she pulled over a lawn chair, and sat facing Lane.

		There was something about Vicky's expression that made Lane uneasy.

		"The thing is," said Vicky, "you're a clever girl. If you were legit an airhead, I'd go over things slower, with more explanation. But I'm pretty sure that you know the difference between me and the cleaning crew, and I'm also pretty sure that you knew that I meant that you could use this bench when I wasn't here, and they were."

		Lane could look down, but she couldn't actually get away, tied to the bench like that. And when she looked back up, Vicky was still looking at her.

		"Sorry," said Lane. "I ... it wasn't like I'd... I just started looking at it, and."

		"And I did tell you that I was busy, and that you'd get more attention later," said Vicky.

		"Vicky?" said Lane. "I'm really sorry. I know. But I need to be fucked."

		Vicky shook her head. "You want to be fucked. Look, this is important. I am going to make sure that when you need something, you'll get it. But when you want something, it's up to me whether or not you get it. No matter how much you want it."

		Vicky hadn't smiled or laughed or shocked her or anything. Lane tried not to cry, and tried to look at Vicky, and didn't quite manage either of them.

		"I'm half tempted to leave you out here for a couple of hours, as a warning." Vicky frowned and shook her head. "But the fact is, I need you to start getting to sleep sooner. Apparently, I like to work when I'm jogging in the morning. Haven't quite figured out how to do that, but it's going to happen earlier, rather than later. And there are mosquitoes when it gets dark, so that's not a great idea."

		Lane didn't have anything to say to that.

		"So it's going to be a caning." She patted Lane's cheek. "I know that you've got a high enough libido that denial isn't easy on you. But you'll get attention when I want to give you attention, or it's going to be the sort of attention that you don't really want."

		"Sorry," repeated Lane. "It's just—"

		"I know. Denial makes you horny, and horny makes you stupid. It's fun, but it'll get you in trouble. So now you're feeling bad. It's okay. I'll hit you until you're really crying, and you'll feel better afterward."

		It didn't take long for Lane to start crying for real. The cane really hurt, and Vicky wasn't giving her time to recover after hitting her; it was a real beating, and Lane had already been feeling down. It took about two minutes before she was shrieking and crying and shuddering away from the cane. Which was when Vicky stopped hitting her, and sat down next to her to stroke her hair and say that she was pretty. When Lane was let down from the bench, she was feeling a little light-headed, and crazy affectionate, and determined not to get in trouble like that again.

		Whether or not she'd needed to be mounted, she'd been attended to.

		So she stayed close to Vicky as she worked, and when Vicky tied her to the trundle bed and fucked her face, Lane found herself kissing every available surface of Vicky's pussy and thighs whenever she had a chance to breathe. Vicky seemed to appreciate it—she came harder than she had the first night, breath caught in her mouth, every muscle tensed, pushing down on Lane so hard that Lane felt light-headed and saw colored flecks at the edge of her vision.

		It was pretty great, and after Vicky came down, Lane was left to catch her breath as Vicky snuggled in next to her on the trundle, without untying her or anything, and just sort of passed out. Which made Lane feel a little smug. Only a little, because there wasn't any way that she was going to fall asleep tied up like that, with Vicky tucked in with her head on Lane's shoulder, every breath puffing out over Lane's chest. And with the light on and everything.

		There was enough play in the ropes that Lane was able to get a pillow in under her head, so she could look at Vicky sleep. In general, Vicky looked sort of... well, cute, but also a little ordinary? But that was when she was thinking about her like that; it had only been a few days, but she was already Vicky, and looked like Vicky. Cool and calm and amused and also a bit evil. More than a bit. But just then, sweat sticking her hair to her forehead, t-shirt on and pajama bottoms off, she looked... well.

		Vicky was older than Lane. Four years? Six years, maybe? But she looked about eight years younger than that. There was a weird moment where Lane felt like she was about to start crying for no reason, but she'd been doing a lot of that lately, and managed to hold it back. It was nice, lying there like that, being a pillow for Vicky, who'd spent a fortune on jewelry for her, and then had been sort of mean and sort of nice to her, and ... ugh. Hard to figure out.

		But even though Lane's arm was going to sleep because of Vicky's head, and she was tired and couldn't sleep, it was sort of disappointing when Vicky woke up and mostly untied her, and then went up into the big bed.

		Lane didn't say anything, and maybe Vicky misinterpreted her disappointed look. She gave her a long, lingering kiss that Lane rose up to meet and tried to hold when Vicky pulled back, and then she attached the collars on Lane's wrists to each other. "There," she said. "Try that for tonight. Probably won't sleep well, but then... well. Once you can sleep tied up, maybe you can spend a night in the big bed."

		It was difficult to sleep with her wrists attached, it was difficult to sleep with her wrists attached to the trundle bed, and it was super difficult to sleep when she was turned on and thinking about sleeping in the bed next to Vicky, with ropes and blindfolds and so on and so on.

		At least Vicky turned the light out when she went to bed. And at some point, Lane managed to get to sleep. She must have because Vicky woke her up way too early with a slap in the face. It ought to have been upsetting, but either Lane was more into that than she'd thought, or she just hadn't had an orgasm for so long that she was turned on by a slap in the face first thing in the morning.

		So, walk to the backyard to pee, then back inside to shit in the toilet and use the bidet, and then it was time for their workout.

		"So, problem is," said Vicky, "There's not a huge amount of work that I can actually do while outside jogging. So what's going to happen is that I'm going to be on the treadmill, and you're going to be sitting in the computer in front of me, and we're going to look through listings."

		"I... it's just something that I told my mom?" said Lane. "It's not like—"

		"It's not like I gave you more specific instructions," said Vicky. "So that's fine. But what happens if your mom decides that she wants to visit, and make sure that you're okay?"

		It was something that her mom might do at some point, maybe? "I could just put her off?"

		"Indefinitely?" Vicky shook her head. "No. Look. If someone was really committed to getting me into trouble about what I do with my girls wanted to cause trouble, maybe I wouldn't actually wind up in prison, but it would be a bitch and a half to fight, and I'd have to stop having the sort of pizza I like. So we're going to have a morning workout that is healthy for me and which you could theoretically do with your clothing on if it's absolutely necessary. Then you'll do a degrading sort of workout, because if I suffer you have to suffer."

		It seemed like a lot of work for something that wasn't actually necessary. Which seemed to be the theme of the morning.

		While it was possible for Lane to do her part of the job with clothing on and not tied to a chair, that wasn't how they arranged it. Also, it was probably possible for her to do that without a vibrating plug in her butt, but it seemed like Vicky didn't intend to take that risk whether or not her mother was there watching. So Lane sat and her plug vibrated and she leaked onto the chair enough to be embarrassing, and clicked on things, as Vicky looked over her shoulder and had her look stuff up.

		A lot of places, Lane was able to close the window after giving Vicky the address, price, and square feet. Others needed a look at streetview, and also subway maps, and looking through all the pictures on the website, and then a search to see if anyone was complaining about the apartment, or if the tenants had filed any lawsuits.

		Vicky spent an hour on the treadmill, and Lane saved three addresses to a maybe folder. Then came breakfast, which she ate from a bowl, tied to her kitchen bench, with Vicky playing with her excessively sensitive breasts. Probably breakfast would be a little different if her mom showed up for a visit.

		Lane hadn't really considered the possibility of Vicky hiding anything. She hadn't hidden anything from Lane, not since they'd met. And all of Vicky's friends and most of the people who she did business with seemed like either giant pervs, or at least people who were aware that she was a giant perv. But most of the stuff in the house—the cage in the center of the living room could be detached from the floor. And yeah, the giant torture bathroom would be a hard sell, but it was a little out of the way, and there were other bathrooms on the main floor.

		So, yeah, Vicky could pretend like she was a normal person if someone like Lane's mom came for a visit. Lane wasn't sure she liked that. It seemed wrong for Vicky to have to pretend not to be who she was, because who she was was amazing.

		But part of being amazing was being able to do the things she wanted, so since she wanted to be able to look normal, she could look normal. Whereas Lane didn't have a clear idea of what she wanted out of life, which was why her butt was a little sore from being vibrated for an hour, and she was eating berries and yogurt straight from the bowl while a girl kneaded her breasts. Difference between working and achieving, and having everything handed to her for no real reason. Well, no point in rocking the boat on that one.

		If rocking the boat on the workout would've helped, Lane might have been tempted. But she didn't think it would, so she climbed onto the treadmill while Vicky put the new clips on her nipples, with weights dangling down from them that made them pull at her with every step. And then there was the chain between the cuffs on her ankles, to keep her walking with Vicky-sized steps, and Vicky was a small lady.

		Also, Vicky did it with sneakers, and Lane did it barefoot.

		"We'll move to heels once you're comfortable with this," said Vicky. "And you'll keep going until I let you stop."

		Vicky had also shortened the chain between Lane's wrists and her collar until her hands were right up near her chin, which made it hard to walk naturally. But apparently it didn't interfere with Vicky's view of her butt, which seemed to be the central point of the exercise.

		It went on for longer than it should've, with only a couple of breaks where Vicky let her get off the treadmill, kneel at her feet, and drink some water from a bowl. But when it was done, Vicky gave her a bath, which left her limp and relaxed and happy. If she'd had a tub instead of a shower in college... well, she'd have gotten even less done, and trying to get someone who'd tie her up in the tub and bathe her on a daily basis would've been a big ask for a college dating pool.

		"And now some cage time," said Vicky. "We're going upstate after lunch, so I've got to take care of a bunch of stuff first."

		Why that meant that Lane had to go in her cage wasn't clear. Also, unlike the leather cuffs, the bracelets and anklets didn't come off for the bath, and the chains went back on before she was out of the tub. This time, Vicky pulled one of Lane's feet out through the bars, unclipped the chain, and reclipped it to the other ankle after she pulled that out, and then again with the wrists. It left her lying down on the full length of the cage, hands and feet dangling out where Vicky would stop and do things to them when she was on her way from one side of the room to the other.

		Mostly it was light, tickling touches, but sometimes it was sharp smacks; Lane wasn't sure which she wanted, and which she didn't, and it wasn't like she could do anything about it either way. Mostly, though, Vicky did things unrelated to Lane. Washed the dishes, left messages for the cleaners who'd be there when they were gone (which meant that Lane wasn't getting mounted by one of them, which was sort of sad). People to call, directions to download, backpacks to pack.

		Lane wasn't entirely how she felt about that. But she was definitely okay with occasionally having her hands deliberately stepped on or her feet tickled, if it meant that she could lie quietly in a cage while Vicky did as much work in two hours as Lane could've managed in a day.

		"Sadly," said Vicky, "If I stuffed you into a traveling cage in the back of the jeep, someone would notice, and there's a chance there'd be some sort of public nudity troubles whether or not I have you dressed up in something technically legal. So, time to dress up like a person."

		Wasn't something that Lane would've thought of as sad before she'd met Vicky, but yeah, it was kind of sad. Mostly when they were driving on the highway, though; once they left the paved roads, Lane was pretty okay with having a seat to sit in, rather than a cage. Dirt roads were bumpy as hell, and even with the seat and seatbelt, Lane was spending a lot of time bounced up into the air, and then slammed back down onto the seat. Doing that in a cage would...

		"Okay," said Vicky. "And there's the no trespassing posted and patrolled sign which says that you don't have to wear clothing any more."

		They'd passed a few of those. They were bright orange and ominous and warned that hunting and so on would be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

		"Come on," said Vicky. "Out of the car and strip."

		It was true that they'd bumped along a dirt road for a while, since they'd left the highway. But this wasn't Vicky's backyard or anything. If the sign was telling the truth, it was the property of some lunatic who patrolled the backwoods prosecuting trappers to the fullest extent of the law. Seemed unlikely, but.

		At the same time, she had her instructions. Lane got out of the jeep, feeling shaky even though she wasn't being bounced around by the dirt road anymore, and pulled her shirt up over her head. Vicky was getting something out of the back of the jeep, so Lane put her shirt on the passenger side seat, followed by her sneakers, socks, and shorts. Then she stood there, trembling, listening to the wind in the trees, feeling the dirt and rocks under her feet.

		Vicky came up behind her and put her hand between Lane's legs. "Nice," she said, as Lane moaned, her hips rocking a little. "See, that's the thing about denial. Keeps you juicy. Now, legs apart, arms out to the side. Time to get you bug-sprayed."

		Lane hadn't spent a lot of time going on hikes. Not going on hikes always seemed easier and more comfortable, and also it was hard to read when she was on a hike. But even though there'd been occasions when she couldn't avoid going on a hike, she'd never gotten quite so thoroughly bug-sprayed. Also, she'd worn shoes when she was standing on rocky dirt, and she'd worn clothing.

		Lots of differences, really.

		When Vicky was satisfied that she'd rubbed enough bug spray into the back of Lane's knees and behind her ears and, the rope came out. Over her chest and around and looped and back. Didn't restrain her as such, but when Vicky had tied off the ends, Lane was wearing rope on her chest, which went down her back and up between her legs, back through the loops on her chest, and then to the trailer hitch on the back of the jeep.

		"There," said Vicky. "Now, let's get your shoes back on, because it's time for your run."

		She'd been running on the treadmill that morning, and also she'd taken off her shoes because Vicky had told her to, and also... .

		Also she was going to be tied to a jeep and running along an irregular dirt road in the middle of nowhere. The part of rope that went between her legs and up to the jeep's trailer hitch was embarrassingly wet, and not because of bug spray.

		Vicky checked her knots. "It'd be hotter if I tied your hands behind your back. But, you know. Less hot if you fall and break something. We've got a few miles to go before we get to the lake, and you're going to be running until you're exhausted." She tucked a red bandana into one of Lane's wrist cuffs. "Drop this if you need to stop, but otherwise, do your best."

		Then she gave Lane and encouraging slap on the ass, and headed back to the jeep. Lane took a deep breath, rubbed her hands together. Then the jeep started.

		When it moved, the ropes jerked at Lane's crotch, which was almost enough to knock her off her balance. That would've been a hell of a way to demonstrate her ability to get from one place to another. She scrambled, and started off after the jeep.

		Vicky was taking it easy on her. The jeep wasn't going nearly as fast as it had been when they'd both been riding in it, and she didn't keep the rope completely taut the whole time. But she did keep moving, which meant that Lane had to keep running, or she'd be dragged over the rocks by her crotch.

		Running wasn't her favorite, exactly, but there were things about it that she'd always taken for granted. She could stop for a drink when she was thirsty, or to catch her breath. And pavement was nice and smooth and easy to run on. Also, sports bras meant that running was usually less... flappy. The road they were on was lumpy and yeah, maybe Vicky wasn't driving faster than walking speed most of the time, but she was the one setting the pace, so when she sped up, Lane had to follow.

		When the jeep finally stopped, Lane collapsed down to her hands and knees, breathing hard, staring down at the rocks and dirt, her feet aching, her legs aching, dripping sweat everywhere. Vicky came out to stand next to her, and Lane didn't look up; she just saw Vicky's tan leg, and cute hiking boots.

		Acting on impulse, she leaned down further and kissed one of the boots, lingeringly, a naked slave out in the forest, helpless and lost and owned.

		Vicky crouched down in front of her, ran her hand through Lane's hair. Then it tightened, and she forced Lane down into her boot, harder, and kissed the back of her neck so hard and hot Lane thought the kiss was going to leave a brand.

		"Good girl," said Vicky, softly. "Now, you're probably thirsty."

		She was. She really, really was.

		Vicky stood up, and this time Lane watched her as she uncorked a canteen. And spilled the water down her leg.

		Lane licked it, sucked it, tried to get as much water and as much Vicky as she could. Faint taste of sunscreen, but water and Vicky and... and because of the way the rope was tied, squirming felt good. Really good. Good enough that if she kept doing it, she was going to come, and she wasn't supposed to come, but she couldn't stop what she was doing, and—

		And someone cleared their throat.

		Lane froze, and Vicky stopped pouring the water.

		A couple of girls were sitting on a rock, half-hidden from the road. There were big hiking backpacks on the dirt next to them, with bedrolls and shoes hanging from the sides, and those hookah-style water tubes going into the back of the bag.

		One of the girls was a little chubby, with a round, friendly-looking face and a lot of curly black hair; the other was skinnier, with pale red hair coming out from under her narrow-brimmed hat. The hat had a long feather stuck in the hatband that swept back and curled down towards the redhead's chin. She was the one who'd aggressively cleared her throat. The curly-haired girl was looking extremely shocked.

		"Yeah?" said Vicky.

		"I've got a few questions," said the redhead.

		"Okay," said Vicky. "I've got a few answers; hopefully some of them will fit. First, she's a girl I'm dating, and we're into this sort of thing. Second, this is technically speaking private property, so. Third, yeah, she's into public use. Unfortunately, I don't think it's a great idea to play with people who I can't be sure haven't been tested clean recently, because public use can be tricky. Fourth, Robert Browning wrote a poem called Pauline, and Ezra Pound was a Nazi. Fifth, she's got a high libido, and I've been keeping her on orgasm denial, so she's gone a bit weird right now."

		Lane didn't really want to see the girls being weirded out by Lane's weird sex fetishes. And whether or not they'd started out as Lane's fetishes... yeah, it was all upsettingly hot.

		"Okay," said the redhead. "I mean, I was thinking of asking some of those questions, but not all of them. But I'd kind of like to hear it from the lady who's maybe being rape kidnapped?"

		"Yeah this is stuff I'm into," said Lane, quickly. "I mean it would be funny to pretend that I was being held against my will, but that wouldn't be true and it'd get me into trouble. And I guess you could argue that Pound was an Italian fascist, rather than a Nazi, but not much point in splitting hairs?"

		"Why are you talking about Ezra Pound?" asked the brunette, who was still obviously shocked.

		Both Vicky and the redhead rolled their eyes at the same time. "It was just a joke," said Vicky. "So, quick question from my end: I'm here because I'm maybe going to buy this property, and either flip it to a developer, or start hiring contractors and doing my own development. You?"

		"Um," said the redhead. "It's kind of a shortcut between a couple of parks? We haven't had trouble before, but—"

		"Eh," said Vicky. "I mean, in theory, if I wound up buying this place, might not want people wandering through backyards. But it looks like this place has been logged a lot more often than they said, and this is a little out of my comfort zone anyway. So like, looking for somewhere private to camp, no skin off my nose."

		Then she poured a little more water on her leg. Lane hesitated, just for a second. Those girls didn't know her and they didn't know Vicky, and it was... but she wanted to drink and she wanted to lick Vicky's legs, and she was tired and didn't want electrical shocks. So she concentrated on Vicky's legs, and on catching the little dribbles of water, and not on the fact that she was still mostly naked and tied to a jeep's trailer hitch and licking a girl's leg in front of strangers.

		"What if we used gloves?" said the brunette, suddenly.

		"Wait, what?" said the redhead.

		"I know, I know." She flushed, unable to look at the redhead. "She's really pretty, though."

		The redhead was either shocked or pretending to be shocked, and the chubby girl was blushing, but also staring at Lane's ass.

		"She is, though, isn't she?" said Vicky. "Here, stand up Lane, hands behind head, legs apart."

		Lane scrambled up to her feet, took the pose that Vicky demanded. Vicky reached up, hand under one of her breasts.

		"I mean, yeah," said the redhead. "Those boobs are amazing. But, like, this is a long way from maybe theoretically being bi, only not sure about it. Which was where we were at about an hour ago?"

		"Well," said Vicky. "But look how pretty." She dropped her hand to Lane's pussy, and ran her finger over Lane's clit. "Eyes open, Lane," she said, softly. "That's a pretty girl."

		Lane whimpered, and opened her eyes, so that she could see the girls watching her rut against Vicky's fingers, which was something she was doing, whether or not she wanted to. At least, she was trying to get that touch, but Vicky kept moving her fingers away. And while she was trying to rub against them, she was also trying not to, because these people weren't anyone that Vicky knew or anything; she was just being pathetically needy where strangers were watching, wide-eyed, and—

		"Right," said the chubby girl. "But gloves?"

		The redhead laughed, but she was also waiting for an answer.

		"Hm," said Vicky. "Okay, tell you what. Lemme just secure her, and I'll come over and talk about limits and so on."

		"Uh," said the redhead. "Maybe she should come too?"

		"Lane," said Vicky, sounding a little tired, "any objection to having unprotected sadomasochistic sex with strangers?"

		"No," said Lane, and flushed.

		"See? The problem with Lane isn't that her limits are too narrow, it's that they're not narrow enough. That's why I'm in charge. She says stop, you stop. That's what she would come up with, and that's a hard line for anyone without previous negotiation. Whereas I have some other things that I'm going to insist on."

		The chubby girl looked at the redhead, who considered, and nodded. Then Vicky clipped Lane's wrists together behind her back, clipped her ankles together, and then used a short length of chain to clip Lane's collar to the jeep's trailer hitch.

		The rope harness didn't come off, but this was just the anklets and bracelets that Hannah had made for her, and which attached really quickly, and stayed attached. Clip, clip, clip, and Lane had gone from being able to run after a jeep to not being able to move very far at all. Those cuffs and collar ... if she wanted them off, they'd have to go back to Hannah and get them removed. Until then, Vicky could do that to her whenever she wanted; like ten seconds from just standing there to being fully restrained. That was a thought that made her shift her weight and bite her lip and pulse with need.

		That, and the fact that Lane was over there telling a couple of complete strangers how they were going to fuck her.

		It wasn't like Vicky hadn't had sex with near strangers in school. But mostly that was guys and she was drunk and they met at a party where people were showing up because they were looking for that sort of thing. This was probably safer than that, but it was also sluttier, and weirder, and less normal and a whole lot hotter. Back then, it was getting an itch scratched, but this was a whole nother level.

		They laughed at something, and even though Lane's position meant that she could see the dried mud on the jeep's rear bumper and not much else, she immediately knew which of those laughs was Vicky. She whimpered again. She was too fucking turned on to even think straight, and she needed Vicky there to calm her down and get her ready, because there wasn't any way that she could calm herself.

		She couldn't even stand without help. Lane had been running over rough ground being pulled by a jeep, and she wasn't exactly in the best shape in the world before she'd started that run. Maybe if she'd been allowed to stand up straight, but there wasn't any way that she could do that bent in half. And since her wrists were clipped together behind her back, she couldn't even sit down easily. She eventually managed it, but she couldn't avoid sitting on a couple of pointy rocks.

		Vicky did come by, but she just patted Lane's head and got one of the backpacks out of the back of the jeep. Lane gave her a hopeless look. Vicky patted her cheek, and Lane managed to get her lips onto Vicky's thumb. She sucked on it, and Vicky's expression softened. "There, there. Honestly, if I'd known, I'd have brought some dental dams or something. Don't worry. They seem like nice girls, and I'll be here."

		She pulled her thumb away, leaving Lane alone and desperate again. But only for a little while, and when she came back, she let her loose from the trailer hitch, and gave her a length of chain between her ankles, rather than keeping them attached.

		Then she started toward where the girls had been waiting. This time, the chain was short enough that Lane couldn't even take steps as long as Vicky's and Vicky walked fast, so there was a constant jolting pressure on that rope over her pussy.

		If it hadn't been a nice, soft rope, and if Lane hadn't been sweating and otherwise getting that rope wet, it would've been really unpleasant. As it was, it took an act of will on Lane's part not to come, just from that.

		Fortunately, or maybe unfortunately, one of the first things that Vicky did to her once she got over to where the girls were standing was to unhook the chain, and then loop it around a nearby tree, fastening it to itself with the carabiner. Then another chain to her other ankle and another tree, spreading her legs apart. And then she finally untied that rope, which dropped wetly to the forest floor.

		So when the girls started touching her, there wasn't any pressure on Lane's clit, so she didn't have to fight back an orgasm. Which would've been hard, because of what they were doing.

		It turned out that the backpack that Lane was wearing was filled with more sex toys than Lane had ever owned. And also latex gloves, and also lube and other stuff. And while the girls started out a little shy—the chubby girl looked like she was going to throw up or something before she grabbed Lane's breast, and then she had to go sit down for a little bit—they didn't stay shy. There were hands on her breasts and he pussy and her clit, and then one of them stuck a finger up her ass while the other one had reached into her mouth and was stroking her tongue. And Vicky was sitting on a rock watching them, and grinning like a crazy person.

		Whenever a finger even brushed Lane's clit, she moaned and moved against it. She was so very incredibly close, and there were little patches of sunlight through the trees on the dead leaves and ferns, and... it was hard to breathe, and it was hard to see. She looked to Vicky for reassurance, and Vicky had put her hands down her shorts.

		So that was amazing. Also maybe a little insulting, because she was right there? But she had three of the redhead's fingers in her mouth, while the other girl was pulling her hair with one hand, and fucking her ass with at least two fingers, so it wasn't like Lane could've been eating her out without having to interrupt, and this was pretty great. So she watched Vicky rub one out, eyes open until right at the end, and then relax, sitting there, enjoying how much fun the girls were having.

		"I want to fuck her," said the redhead, finally. She'd been the one who'd wanted to talk to Lane and make sure that she was okay with things, and now she wasn't even looking at Lane when she said that. Also, she was putting her fingers down Lane's throat when she said that, so it wasn't like she was not not fucking her, exactly.

		Vicky sighed. "I've never regretted not packing dental dams or things that could be turned into functional dental dams more," she said. "And honestly, I'd stretch a point, but I don't want people who I play with to stretch points. But how do you feel about strap-ons? They're not my favorite, personally, but a really pushy salesman convinced me to pick up a couple. I mean, if you've got one with you, that'd—"

		"Didn't bring one," said the redhead quickly, with a quick, guilty look at Lane. No, not at Lane, and the girl behind Lane.

		Oh. She'd been planning on making the moves on her friend, maybe, and didn't want to admit it because she didn't have to. That was adorable, honestly. And her friend hadn't picked up on it—she hadn't stopped pulling Lane's hair or fingering her ass.

		"Sounds good," she said. "Strap-on, yeah. I want one of those..."

		"Great!" said Lane. "Here, let's get some new gloves for you guys, and you can try them on. I'm pretty sure that they've got built-in vibrators? Anyhow."

		They let go of Lane, giving a last stinging slap on her ass and a pinch on her nipple, and went over to where Vicky was rummaging through her backpack. The redhead got out of her pants quickly, and got the harness on quickly and efficiently. The curly haired girl got a fit of giggles, seeing the redhead's purple cock, and Vicky and the redhead had to help her adjust the straps and tighten things.

		The way her eyes popped open when she tried the vibrator's controls was pretty cute, though.

		Also, honestly, chicks with dicks were hot. At that point, just about anything would've been hot, but seeing those two girls, one with a rainbow cock and the other one with a purple cock... that was pretty close to stuff that Lane had fantasized about, when she was thinking about sex with girls.

		Well, not the fact that the redhead still wearing her shirt and the hat with the long feather in it, and not the way the curly-haired girl was wearing the strap-on over her underwear, and definitely not the fact that she didn't know their names. But two girls, with strap-ons, at the same time? Yeah, that was something she'd spent a while thinking about.

		They'd left her tied with her hands behind her back, and her legs spread apart and tied to two different trees. And before Vicky brought her over to the girls, she put in a gag. One of the o-ring gags that held Lane's mouth open. It was pretty clear why she'd picked that one.

		One of Vicky's fingers through the ring on Lane's collar kept her walking hunched over and humble, and then she pushed her down on her hands and knees on a large, flattish rock between the hikers. Curly-hair squirted like half a tube of lube onto Lane's ass, right away. That girl really seemed into butts, and given how much lube she was using, she was going to be sliding right into another one soon.

		And that rainbow strap-on was the larger of the two. Lane wasn't sure how she felt about that. Turned on, obviously, but also apprehensive. Most of the practice that she'd been doing had been with sucking on things, after all.

		Redhead seemed apprehensive too. "You sure about this, Macy? I mean—"

		"Look, I'm not saying that I would go out and do this if I had to stop and think about it," said ...Macy, apparently? "But if it falls into my lap like this—"

		"As it were," said the redhead,

		"Then yeah, I'm going to tap that ass. I mean, look at it."

		"It is a nice butt," said the redhead.

		"It's amazing," said Macy. And then she pushed the cock in, little faster than Lane would've preferred, if she'd been given the choice.

		Lane winced just a little when the strap-on went into her ass. She'd been punished for saying so the day before, but the fact was, after a couple of days of merciless teasing, Lane needed to be mounted. Even if it was up her butt.

		Then the redhead dangled her strap-on in front of Lane, and Vicky squatted down so that she was eye to eye with Lane. "You know," she said. "When I said that you weren't going to be allowed to come until you had at least two cocks inside of you, I didn't specify whether or not they were real or synthetic."

		The woman behind her was fumbling a little, breathing hard, but she was already fucking Lane's ass hard enough that it took a few seconds for what Vicky said to sink in. Vicky reached out, stroked Lane's breasts—let Lane's breasts stroke her hands as they moved in time with Macy's thrusts.

		Lane whined, inarticulate, trying to get the other strap-on into her mouth, as the vibrations from the one in her ass started to move through her. Not enough to take her over the edge, but enough that she could feel them, that it made the heat in her belly start to twist and spread.

		The red-head laughed, and pulled back, just a little, just to the point where Lane couldn't quite get to her strap-on. Lane tried to get forward, and Macy grabbed hold of her hips, and pulled back, as she thrust all the way into her ass.

		Vicky pinched one of her nipples, and then her hands moved down across Lane's chest and stomach, as Lane kept her focus on the bobbing molded head of the purple strap-on in front of her, the pale skin of the woman's thighs, the pale red of her pubic hair underneath the harness. Lane wanted, she wanted so badly, and the girl was teasing her so badly—she let Lane get her lips on the dildo before pulling it out of range, or just the tip of her tongue, and Vicky was playing with her pussy and her breasts, and Lane was going to explode or collapse or die.

		Probably die. She was going to die of being not allowed to come, and everyone was being mean, and—

		And the redhead pushed her cock into Lane's mouth, all the way, right down the back of her throat, and Lane took it all, wanted more, and then Vicky's fingers were on her clit, full pressure, not easing at all.

		Lane made a noise that might have been a question. If Vicky said no, she'd try not to, but—

		"Go ahead," said Vicky, and Lane did. It was all a haze. The hands on her—the redhead was stroking her hair as she fucked Lane's mouth, and Macy's hands were clutching hard on Lane's hips, and Vicky's fingers were curling up inside of her, pressing hard at just the right point, her thumb giving slick pressure against Lane's clit, and she had permission, and...

		The orgasm seemed to last forever, endless pulsing pleasure, as intense as being electrocuted. And it didn't stop after that; it was kind of a haze, where maybe one of them stopped playing with her for a little bit, but there was always someone fucking her, somehow—Macy was deeply focused on fucking Lane's ass, and definitely came at least twice doing that, but the redhead had fun playing with Lane in all sorts of other ways, while Vicky explained nipple clamps and the shock collar, and so on and so on and so on, until they were finally both done, and Lane was slumped over the rock, one of her sneakers off, the other one still on, her legs on the warm leaf-litter, totally incapable of movement.

		It had only been a few days, but she'd been so turned on for most of those days that she hadn't been able to think straight. And then, maybe five orgasms? Six? One really long one? Honestly, Lane had no idea. She could barely breathe.

		Vicky and the girls were sitting on a log, chatting. They had a camp stove with them, and they'd made some coffee, which they were sharing. Lane just lay there, empty, feeling the sun on her back, and the breeze.

		"So," said Macy. "I mean, if you want to ... I'm just settling into a new place in Kingston, but if you want to stop by for a coffee or something, we'd... " she looked at the redhead, and then looked away. "It'd be nice to see you guys again?"

		Vicky also looked over at the redhead, who bit her lip. Vicky seemed to find the whole thing hilarious, for whatever reason. "Sure," she said. "I mean, you've got my number. Anyhow. Time to get her back to the jeep, I think."

		"Uh," said the redhead. "Kinda looks like you're going to have to carry her?"

		"No, I don't think so," said Vicky. "That's why the shock collar has multiple settings."

		"Not because different breeds of dogs are—"

		"No," said Vicky. "It's in order to move girls who need moving. But lemme give her a little water first."

		Lane wasn't getting up, no matter how hard she was shocked. But when Vicky gave over and gave her a water bottle to suck on, Lane sucked on. That was something that she'd been doing a lot of, since she'd been led over to hang out with those girls, and it seemed that the reflex had lasted.

		Also, she'd been thirsty without realizing it, and Vicky petted her hair and said that she was a good girl while she drank. Then Vicky found the sock they'd taken off—it had gotten up into a tree somehow—and put that on, and the sneaker. There were fifteen cents in the sneaker, so apparently Lane had earned another tip, which was nice. Then the shocking started, which was less nice. It turned out that it did matter how much she was shocked, and once there was enough of that, she was able to drag herself back to the jeep, though Vicky did have to give her a hand up before she actually got into the passenger seat.

		With that done, though, she passed out. Completely out. No idea how long after she'd left Macy and... whatever the other girl's name was before she woke up. In either case, she'd woken up because the jeep had stopped, and the jeep had stopped because there was a big tree lying across the dirt road they'd been on, and Vicky was frowning at it.

		"Wha?" said Lane.

		"So, first of all," said Vicky. "The asshole who convinced me to come up here to look at the property because maybe it'd be a good development property said that it had been logged once or twice in the last twenty years, when his dad needed tax money. Only either his dad had a whole lot more tax bills than he thought, or he was lying, or people have been fucking poaching trees or whatever you call it when you log places without being allowed. Anyhow, now there's a tree. And I was going to go fishing and have a campfire and tie you to some trees."

		"Oh," said Lane, who still wasn't completely there. "I mean, we could still walk?"

		"Yeah," said Vicky. "Only now you're going to have to carry a ton of stuff, and you're still kind of loopy from surprise anonymous buttfucking."

		"And throatfucking!" said Lane. "I definitely remember throatfucking."

		Vicky smiled and patted Lane's cheek. "Sure you do, sweetie. But anyhow. I'm not entirely sure that I want to leave the jeep out where maybe there's going to be more random accidental tourists. Although according to google, it looks like we're not between anywhere interesting and anywhere interesting."

		"So okay," said Lane, who wasn't ready for the adventure to be over. "We go for a walk now?"

		"Well," said Vicky. "Since you're feeling so chipper. But I think you're going to have to get some pants on before we head out, because while checking for ticks is sort of fun, actually having ticks on you, less so, and double less so for either Lyme disease or a course of antibiotics."

		In theory, Lane was happy that she would get to wear pants? Because it was weird and strange when she wasn't wearing anything besides sneakers? But also she'd kind of gotten kind of used to not wearing anything, and also there was the way that Vicky looked like her, and then there was the way a couple of strangers had fucked her into insensibility. Which was a little less likely if she was wearing pants.

		It wasn't her choice, either way. Vicky wanted her to wear pants, and also to tuck her pants into her socks, so Lane wore pants and tucked them into her socks, and there was something comforting about that. As it turned out, Vicky didn't insist that Lane wear a shirt, which meant that she had more fun with the straps of the giant backpack that she put on Lane than the manufacturer intended. Probably. Who knows? Maybe this was some purpose-made girl-tormenting backpack, with a scratchy little strap that ran right under her breasts on purpose, and maybe the little rings in the back were there in order to provide attachment points for wrist cuffs.

		Seemed more likely that it was just a hiking backpack. Lane had seen plenty of them, and they all had way more little rings and straps than they seemed to need. And Vicky only used the wrist cuff attachment points rarely, when they weren't climbing up anything, or when it was time to give Lane a drink. Which involved pouring water on herself and letting Lane try to lick it up, even when doing that tickled sufficiently that Lane got beaten afterwards.

		It wasn't quite as intense as the session with the random girls. And there was a lot more talking about random stuff. Lane had always spent most of her free time in libraries, with parties being a close runner-up. So while she'd heard of poison ivy, and she knew that occasionally people got poison ivy and it was itchy and gross, she wasn't actually sure what it was until Vicky pointed it out and threatened to make her rub it on her pussy, which was... well, it definitely wasn't something that she wanted to do, only the way Vicky described making her do that while she kept her in denial, so that Lane had to decide between not having an orgasm and having to go to a dermatologist and explain what she did... .

		The thing was, after that session with the girls, Lane had felt pretty sure that she was dead. Or at a minimum, that she wasn't capable of ever doing anything again, let alone being interested in sex. But just walking along carrying a load of sex toys and camping gear and so on and only being able to drink by licking her... girlfriend, maybe? Sex employer certainly, but Vicky had said that they were dating when they introduced herself, and Vicky tended to say what she meant.

		Point was, she was distracted by trying to work that out without acting like she was trying to work that out, and also by the way the nylon strap of her backpack was pulled across her nipples, and by the fact that she was turned on again, somehow, despite having been fucked to death maybe a couple of hours earlier.

		Which was part of why Lane didn't notice that what looked like secure footing was actually just some very small branches hanging over a big empty space. Vicky was explaining something about how they'd been getting good cell reception, which wasn't what she'd expected from the ass end of nowhere, and that meant that maybe it'd be worth going all in on development—

		Then Lane stepped on nothing, and there was a sudden surreal moment, as she went forward into air. She tried to catch herself, didn't. The logging road they'd been following was up on a hillside, and Lane got a sudden view of treetops, and a lake in the distance, and she was going—

		Vicky caught her. Both hands, on Lane's leg. There was a sickening moment as she hung there, things that had been tied to the side of her backpack dropping down onto rocks below. She reached out, instinctively, and grabbed hold of a tree root. Vicky was still sliding forward, and then Lane was sideways, pulling as hard as she could. One hand and then the other, and then back up to the crumbling dirt of the dirt road, which was like salvation overhead.

		It wasn't easy, with the weight of the backpack, but she managed to get back up. Vicky had let go at some point after Lane had managed to get hold of the root, but she'd been quiet since then. When Lane got back up to where she could see her, Vicky was sitting at the side of the dirt road, holding her ankle, and crying gasping silent howls.

		Shit. Shit, shit shit.

		She pulled herself up, staggered the two steps over to Vicky, who looked up at her. She'd gotten a cut on her cheek too, and she was muddy, and Lane couldn't quite get the backpack off, because of all those straps and buckles and so on, and she had one arm out when she landed on the dirt next to Vicky, wanting to help, not knowing what to do, or what to say. Vicky had looked younger than usual when she'd been passed out next to Lane. But crying like that, she looked like she was maybe eight. And they were alone in the middle of nowhere, and Vicky didn't know what to do.

		"Phone," said Vicky, shuddering, holding her leg with both hands.

		Phone? Vicky's phone, with the downloaded maps on it. Maybe she'd dropped it, when she'd grabbed her, when Lane had tried to take a header off a cliff? Right, phone. That was something that they needed. Lane got the rest of the backpack off, and went to look for it.

		The dirt near where Lane had gone off the cliff was scuffed and crumbling. There were the tracks that the trucks had made, and she'd been walking at the side of one of those ruts, which had filled with ... shit. There was Vicky's phone, just the corner of it sticking up out of a puddle of orange brown muddy water.

		Lane fished it out. Also, the screen had cracked. "Okay," she said, not looking at Vicky. "Phone's... um. It's going to be okay, though."

		"How is it going to be okay!" snapped Vicky. "I broke my ankle and we're in the middle of nowhere, and you don't know where ..." she started crying again, shoulders shaking as she sobbed.

		"I'll carry you," said Lane. "You know where we're going, and you can figure it out."

		Vicky didn't look up—she just sat in the road, cradling her leg and crying. Quiet little sobs, as she fought for control and didn't get it. Lane wanted to cry too, but someone had to be okay, or they were in worse trouble than they were already in, and they were in trouble.

		"Okay, okay. Maybe I can't carry you the whole way. But you are small, and I know that you're good at knots, and there's probably rope in the backpack? So if it's broken, you can make a splint. And we'll cut you a crutch, and you can lean on me on the other side, and we'll walk out, okay?"

		"And then?" asked Vicky. "Can you even drive?"

		"I'm from Ohio," said Lane. "There's not a lot of public transit and everything is eighteen miles from everything else.I haven't had a car for a while, but I can drive."

		"Stick?"

		"Uh," said Lane. Vicky had hurt her right foot, which meant... but that didn't matter. Driving stick, you had to use both feet anyway? "Look. Lots of people have learned how to drive stick. You'll be with me, and tell me what to do, and we'll be fine."

		"'Snot going to be fine, and it's my fault, and—"

		"Vicky!" snapped Lane. "I am not supposed to yell at you because you just saved my life and also you're the boss, but it's going to be fine! Also I need your help to make sure it's going to be fine!"

		Vicky looked up, face stained with tears. "It's broken."

		"I know," said Lane.

		"I almost killed you."

		"No," said Lane.

		"Yes. I made you carry too much when you were tired, and I wasn't watching out for you, and I'm in charge, and this is all my fault, and we're going to—" Vicky looked like she was about to start crying again.

		Lane made a disgusted noise. "Look, you weren't telling me ... I mean, yeah, you told me to do stuff, but it's not like I had to listen. It's fine, everything is fine. We gotta walk a few miles with one fewer legs than anticipated, but that's okay. We'll do it."

		"There are poles in the backpack. And scissors, for the rope." Vicky took a long, shaky breath. "I'm sorry."

		Lane considered arguing more, but okay. "I'm sorry too," she said, rummaging through the backpack. The strap-ons. A frightening-looking hunting knife, probably mainly to frighten her with. A bunch of different brightly colored ropes, all neatly bundled. There were the scissors, in a first aid kit. Okay, first aid seemed like a good idea. It took Lane a little while to figure out that the poles which Vicky meant had been packed up against the back of the backpack, and had been broken into parts, which locked together, with o-rings on the ends. Also there was some more clothing. A shirt?

		Right. She wasn't wearing a shirt. She'd forgotten.

		Vicky whimpered a little bit when Lane cleaned out her cuts before bandaging them up. It looked like Lane had dragged her a little over the dirt road, so there were bits of gravel in... talk about something else. Right.

		"You're pretty good at packing," said Lane. "I mean, I'm not sure if I'm going to be able to get all this stuff back in, even with—"

		"Just leave it here," said Vicky. "I can get more."

		"Vicky," said Lane. "It is true that those dildos were very disrespectful to me recently. But they are good boys and I'm looking forward to seeing them again soon, okay? It's not like they weigh a ton, and—hold still a second, there, got it—and since Hannah sold them to you, they probably cost like three hundred dollars each."

		"C'nget more," said Vicky.

		"I know," said Lane. "And if it gets too heavy, we'll leave it then. But okay. Maybe I should put the shirt on, in case we meet someone?"

		"Yeah," said Vicky. She did make a disappointed noise, which was sort of reassuring. And then came tying the splint to her ankle. There was a little thing in the first aid kit about how to make a splint, which was also reassuring. Vicky still had a pulse in her foot, and could still feel her toes and wiggle them around. Which was good, probably. The card just said to check that, and then check that again when the split was on, and make sure that it was the same.

		The splint itself was a little complicated. Vicky was good at tying knots, but she wasn't able to actually tie the knots, and she was less good at explaining to Lane exactly what she needed to do. Particularly when Lane jostled her foot, which would make Vicky go all white and teary and trying to fight it back, and which also made Lane feel terrible.

		In the end, she got it. There was an ace bandage in the first aid kit, and the tie that Vicky taught her was one knot, repeated, and once she got it, she got it. It seemed that the poles had been supposed to turn into spreader bars, whatever those were, but the rings that were built into them were helpful in getting the poles held in place, and Vicky had brought along enough rope to pretty much mummify her ankle and shin.

		On the other hand, spreader bars weren't a good choice when it came to improvising canes. Half bars were too short, and when they were connected, the ring at the ends weren't going to work either for holding onto or for getting a grip on the dirt. So Lane had to go hack down a sapling with the hunting knife.

		Her initial plan had been to carry Vicky back to her jeep. Given how tired she was after tying on a splint and cutting a walking stick, it was possible that her initial plan was flawed. And she wasn't going to be carrying back everything that Vicky had packed into that backpack. There was a sweatshirt and a couple of bottles of water, which she kept. And the strap-ons. Also the scissors and the first aid kit. But everything else went—the ludicrous number of clothespins, the matches and candles, the mousetraps? Really, mousetraps? The other stuff that Vicky had loaded Lane down with. She wrapped it up in a towel and left it on the side of the logging road.

		Then it was time to walk. Getting Vicky standing wasn't easy, and hopping was slow work, and sometimes Vicky's leg bumped her crutch, and she'd stagger, all her weight on her arm around Lane's waist, and on Lane's arm under her arm. It was slow and it wasn't easy, and Vicky hadn't stopped crying, exactly. She was quiet, and she was pushing on, but there were just constant tears at the corners of her eyes.

		Maybe talk about something else?

		"So," said Lane. "What do you think about that house in Queens that was a maybe?"

		"I think that public transit mostly isn't accessible," said Vicky, grimly. "And that even if we get back to the jeep and don't die out here, it's going to be months before I can drive and look at properties. So it's either not a good investment, or someone else is going to get it before I can get back to work."

		"Or," said Lane. "I could drive? You to places? I mean, New York seems a little complicated, but there's like, apps."

		Vicky made a little noise, like she'd bumped her foot or something, but she hadn't. "I guess," she said, and she didn't sound thrilled about it. Well, fair enough; she was hopping along in the middle of nowhere, trying to balance on a stick and a scared lady.

		"And, you know. There's other stuff that I can help you with."

		"I don't want you to help me with things!" said Vicky. "I don't want to be helped with things."

		"Control thing, huh."

		"Control thing yes," said Vicky.

		"So, um," said Lane. "I mean, is it really that important? Because, like, I had a broken leg in eighth grade, and that was... there's a lot of stuff you can't do, and I'm going to be around anyway, and I already have to do what you tell me? So it's—"

		"You know those shows?" said Vicky. "The ones on HGTV where some chipper good looking people renovate a house, and tell you how much they made from flipping it?"

		"Uh, yes?" said Lane. She did know those shows; her mom liked watching them for hours on end, when she went home for a visit. But it didn't seem that responsive to what had been said before they got to that point.

		"They're okay, but there's some serious bullshit they get away with. Like, I was watching one where these twins were going to see who would make the most money flipping houses. Only the thing was, they didn't set a budget to buying houses, and they didn't pay attention to market trends. The way to make the most money on a house in six months is to buy the right three million dollar house, do nothing, and sell it six months later for three point four. Not by knocking down the wall between the living room and the kitchen, and saying, 'oh there's so much more space now.' Fuck that shit! Sometimes they want open plan, sometimes you take out the dining room table and put in a bed and a bureau and you've got a four bedroom instead of a three bedroom, and you get six eighty instead of six twenty."

		"Okay!" said Lane. Vicky was hopping grimly along, talking about something else, and when the logging path split, she'd point with her stick at the one they should take. So, she wasn't going to necessarily follow every turn the conversation took at the same time. Fair enough!

		"Only if one of these assholes loses money on a house, they have a fucking TV show to pay their bills. I have no TV shows, and expensive habits. So I need to pay attention to things, and I need to control things, and I don't like trusting people to do things for me."

		"I...yeah," said Lane. Vicky was getting tired; Lane could feel it, in the way her grip was shifting, and she was trembling as she hopped.

		Vicky didn't even say anything when Lane decided to take a break there. Just let herself be maneuvered onto a rock next to the trail. And Lane didn't say anything at Vicky's winces when she lowered herself down to sitting on a slightly mushroom-y tree stump.

		"It's just, you know. I'm not an expert. Maybe it's a bad sprain? But if it's broken, you're going to need to trust some people to help you. And, like, I'm here?"

		"I don't want you to help me do things, and you'd only have to help me do things if we get out of here, which I'm not sure about."

		"We're getting out of here," said Lane, fishing around in the backpack. "We're already like... ten percent out of here. Want a granola bar?"

		"No I don't want a granola bar," snapped Vicky.

		"So why did you bring granola bars?"

		"Because they're a good emergency source of calories if something goes wrong; they're light and long-lasting."

		"Uh," said Lane. "Something went wrong?"

		"I didn't say I wasn't going to eat a granola bar," said Vicky, grabbing it from Lane. "I just said that I didn't want one. They taste terrible." She crunched it angrily, and Lane turned away, so that Vicky wouldn't see her smiling. Yeah, they were going to get out of here.

		"So when you say that you don't want me to help you," said Lane. "Does that mean... I mean, based on your circle of friends, you probably can hire someone, and be like, 'Jeeves, fetch me a glass of tawny port, and the three-quarter inch malacca cane; I wish to imbibe whilst you give the girl a sound thrashing.'"

		"Not if I don't have money coming in from real estate, I don't have friends who'd do that," grumbled Vicky.

		"You can tell me what to do, and I can do stuff," said Lane. "It'll be fine. We'll do better than quirky people who like to demolish walls between kitchens and dining rooms. Are you ready to hop some more?"

		She was. She hopped, and they got up a hill, and then started downhill again. "It is pretty here, though."

		Vicky scowled, looking down at the lake, which was big and blue, and the hills past it were covered in trees.

		"Also, there's a hawk overhead, and—"

		"That's a vulture," said Vicky.

		That wasn't great.

		Vicky gave an irritated shrug. "I don't know. The cell coverage is one thing, and it seems like they mostly didn't take the trees out closer to the lake. We'd have to find a buyer and quick, or I'm going to be sinking all my liquidity into this place. And I can't come back out here to keep an eye on things with the roads being the way they are, and even good contractors, if you can't check up on them, are going to dick you over."

		"Well," said Lane. "I'm pretty sure that your contractors are going to dick me over. And under, and down, and around."

		Vicky gave a grunt that might have been a laugh. Also, she'd said 'we' and Lane didn't want to point that out because she didn't want her to take it back.

		"Honestly," said Lane, as they started down the hill. "I really can do—"

		"Of course you can!" snapped Vicky. "Obviously you can. Most people can, and you're not, like, disabled or stupid or a drunk or whatever. I just liked it better when you didn't think you could, so you let me do what I want to you in exchange for doing shit that you honestly can handle yourself."

		"Well," said Lane. "I mean, I'm pretty sure that I can wipe myself after I pee, even though I haven't been doing that for a while?"

		"You also could get a job and an apartment and maybe a satisfying relationship," said Vicky. "And you can handle the bookkeeping on your college loans and washing the dishes and being an adult. It was going to take you a few months to figure that out, and then maybe another couple of months before you decided to do that, and went off to law school and left me behind, and now that's all going to happen sooner, and I hate it."

		They had to stop for another break, so they did, and Vicky had another angry granola bar, and some water.

		"I don't want to grow up, though," said Lane, as they tried to get through another few hundred feet of logging road. "I mean, I could, but this is great, you know?"

		"I'm holding you back and we both know it."

		They weren't that far from the car, maybe? It was just a lot closer when they could both walk.

		"You're not holding me back," said Lane.

		"I spent thousands of dollars on a setup to make sure you don't take big steps," said Vicky. "That is literally holding you back."

		"That's just a fetish thing," said Lane.

		"Yes it's a fetish thing, and the part where I take care of stuff for you that you could handle, because I like when you're helpless is also a fetish thing. But it's not a random fetish thing, and I'm going to push it too hard, like I always do."

		"What about now?" said Lane.

		"Now?"

		"I'm walking pretty slow right now, and I could be walking faster."

		Vicky looked at her, and she didn't look happy with her. "Sorry," she said, but she pretty clearly didn't mean it.

		"My point is, you need me to walk slow, and I'm walking slow. That's fine, right?"

		"I don't want to have you get fucked by dozens of people, one after another, until you can't remember our names because that will help me walk on a broken ankle," said Vicky.

		"Yeah, but you need it," said Lane, trying to ignore the image. Or the fact that Vicky was probably actually going to set that up. "It's sometimes a bit much, but I want more of this, and I'm going to go through some stuff because of how much fun it is."

		"It's fun for a while," said Vicky, sadly. "But it's also boring and constraining and I know it, and I don't know why it's the smart ones that I like, but it is, and they get bored."

		"I... I've almost earned enough for a book?" said Lane. "That's going to be exciting."

		Vicky didn't answer that.

		"Or, you know, maybe it doesn't have to be all the time," said Lane. "If that's what keeps ruining things? Like, you know. We could do something else for a bit, if this setup isn't working a hundred percent?"

		"I don't want to do something else for a bit!" said Vicky. "I don't want to let you drive me around, and I don't want to grow as a person and learn how to have healthy relationships. I want to stick things up your butt until you cry."

		"Sure," said Lane. "I mean, that's why we're together, right? You like making me uncomfortable, I like being uncomfortable, it's great."

		Vicky stopped, so Lane had to stop. Had she bumped her foot, or—

		"My phone is broken," said Vicky, tightly. "And it would mean falling down and hurting myself more. But if I could, I would put the shock collar on the maximum and keep it there. Don't make fun of me."

		"Fun?" Lane took a long breath. "Okay, so maybe if you had shock collar capacity right now, maybe I wouldn't say this. But you don't, and you need me, so here goes: Maybe I'm better looking than you are."

		"Maybe," said Vicky, bitterly. "I'm average, and you know it. We both do. That's why I—"

		"Vicky, you are also who you are, and I'm smitten, okay? It's not just because of fetish things, and it's barely at all because of taking care of things for me. Or maybe it is, I don't know. But you are one hundred percent the most important person in my life right now, and when you get me turned on and then leave me to my thoughts for fifteen hours, I spend a lot of time thinking about you."

		Vicky didn't seem convinced.

		"You've got a birthmark on your inside left thigh," said Lane. "Your nose crinkles when you're holding back a laugh. You haven't let me lick your breasts, and I want to."

		"I..."

		"They're really cute," said Lane. "I mean, they're small-ish, but they're perky and your nipples get really stiff when you're turned on, and I just ... I want to be as important to you as you are to me, and since you're the one who's in charge, I can't really set things up like that. Although maybe they are set up a little bit like that at this point?"

		Vicky took three angry hops forward, face step. "I hate it," she said.

		"Sorry," said Lane. "But like, your leg is broken, and broken legs suck. So like, you're in charge, but there's all sorts of stuff that you're going to need me to do for you. I mean, I guess you could get like, a nurse to come in or something, just so that you don't have to rely on me, but if you did that, you'd be spending, like, thousands of dollars just in order to make me feel unimportant."

		"And thus," said Vicky, pronouncing each word carefully, through gritted teeth. Lane wasn't sure if it was because she was hurting or because she was irritated.

		"And thus you're either going to need me to help you get to the bathroom and shower and so on, or you're going to spend thousands of dollars in order to make me feel a certain way. Which is what people do when they buy their girlfriends like, flowers or a new car or whatever."

		The hopped silently for a little while, as Vicky considered the possibilities, and Lane tried not to hold her breath. She had wanted that, but she hadn't known that she wanted that until she'd had Vicky's arm around her waist. And now she wanted it pretty bad.

		"A lawyer?" said Lane, to break the silence.

		Vicky looked at her, frowning.

		"You said you think that I'm going to leave and become a lawyer. It doesn't seem like—"

		"Yes a lawyer, obviously," said Vicky. "You think quickly and you like carefully reading incomprehensible nonsense, and writing and bullshitting both sides of an argument, and that's what a lawyer does."

		"Incomprehensible—"

		"I tried to read that Browning thing that you were talking about and it was like having brain damage," said Vicky. "Also it would be nice to have a lawyer on call, but that's—"

		She sighed, and Lane was a little worried that she was about to collapse, but that was maybe the jeep through those trees there?

		"I just don't want everything to move so fast!" said Vicky, finally. "There was all this stuff that I wanted to do first!"

		"Uh?"

		"Maybe I'll meet a guy, and bring him home, and we'd be dating and you'd be available for when he wanted to fuck something without having to pay attention to what she wanted, and we'd make out while watching videos of strangers fucking your ass, and you'd be there and not allowed to talk, and when we broke up, I'd take out all my frustrations on you."

		"Oh," said Lane, a little short of breath. "That's um."

		"And I like going back to school and picking up girls at that auction!" Vicky sounded genuinely upset. "You don't know them, and they're like... they don't know what's going on, and it's like watching baby birds learning to fly, and then you pick one and clip its wings and it's adorable. And they're so pretty, but in different ways? Like jock pretty or bookish girls with sweaters or party girls with sparkly eye makeup and I'm not ready to let that all go."

		"I wasn't asking you not to do any of that?" said Lane. "I just said that I wanted to lick your breasts. That other stuff sounds kind of ... well, I mean. Not exactly good, but also good."

		They were close enough that it was clear that it was the jeep through the trees; it was still a walk to get to it, though.

		"I know," said Vicky. "Not just that, but that. I'm just not ready to grow up and learn about relationships and figure out how to balance your personal and professional goals with what I want from you and it was already moving too fast—that's why I can't commit to having your tag say Puddles, and—"

		"Why not?" said Lane. They were going downhill, but nowhere near fast enough to explain how disoriented she was feeling.

		"I don't know. The thing with those is that when I give a girl a name like that, it means that when we break up, I can go back to using her actual name, and then when I talk to her later, it can be less... you know. Makes it easier to be friends afterward, if they're someone else. But I don't want you to be someone else. I don't..." Vicky trailed off as they got their first view of the jeep that wasn't through the trees. It didn't look like it was stolen or on fire or something, so that was good.

		"So like... what do you want to do?"

		"I want—" Vicky paused, bit her lip. "I want to tie you up and do whatever I want to you. I want to hurt you a lot, and keep you forever."

		"Yeah, okay," said Lane. "I mean, it's possible that this is moving a little fast, but on the other hand, what the hell? We've done a lot of things wrong and it's worked out so far."

		Vicky sighed. "Lane, I have a broken ankle, and next I have to teach you how to drive stick on a bumpy road. Which means that we're going to bump around a lot, and every single time I get my ankle jolted, it hurts so bad I want to throw up. This isn't ideal. Now, help me up into the passenger seat, because I cannot even climb up into a jeep right now."

		It turned out that getting Vicky into the passenger's seat was a little more complicated than anticipated, because while hopping on a more or less level dirt road had been difficult, hopping up a step was difficult in an entirely different way. And also, Lane had gotten a little tired helping Vicky hop on the more or less level dirt road. But in the end, she got her in the seat, and buckled in, and then she went around to the driver's seat.

		"But aside from that," Lane said, once she'd adjusted the seat and checked her mirrors,"things are working out okay. Nice weather, pretty girlfriend, I get to learn how to drive stick, and I don't have to worry about my student loans?" She breathed in, looked around. There was an extra pedal on the floor, in addition to the gas and the brake, and she had a suspicion that was going to complicate things. But even though it wasn't a familiar car, it was a car, and there was a road they were going to take that was going to get them back to civilization. "And maybe if I do a good job with sucking strangers' cocks, I'll have enough money in tips to buy a copy of Sordello, and we can spend a little while figuring out what the hell Browning was talking about."

		"You'll get whatever they have in the Goodwill," said Vicky. "Probably something by Sidney Sheldon. Or Stephen King."

		"Oh," said Lane. "Well, you're the boss."

		"Yeah," said Vicky. "I am. Now, okay. Lots of people know how to drive stick, and many of them are very stupid. So you can do this."
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		The Concubine Chronicles

		

		
			Foreign Exchange
		

		

		Liera—a foreigner in exotic Ralaath—doesn't know what's expected of her when her lover Lady Maash lends her to her friends. Luckily, Lady Jalah is an expert in the art of tormenting young ladies. Liera is decorated and restrained, kept in a constant state of pain and anticipation, as Jalah trains her to serve herself, her husband the Krin, and their friends.

		

		
			Domestication
		

		

		In Ralaath, it's common for a married couple to take a secondary wife, and Andera has her eye on the beautiful, charming Paathi Rais. But once Andera convinces Farren and Paathi to agree to a trial marriage, she's in for a surprise—Paathi has had the documents drawn up so that she will be the primary wife in the marriage, with Andera reduced to a secondary role.

		

		
			Trial by Exposure
		

		

		When Andera Rowe decided she wanted the beautiful, charming Paathi Rais as a third partner in her marriage, she wasn't expecting to become the secondary wife herself, subject to Paathi's every whim. She certainly wasn't expecting to love it. Now she has a choice to make: will she give up her independence forever—or give up Paathi and all the pleasures she's learned at her hands?

		

		
			Tying the Knot
		

		

		Andera Rowe's wedding day is coming up—the day when her position as Paathi Rais' secondary wife, bound to obey her in all things and kept completely at her mercy, will stop being a temporary arrangement. Andera will be put on public display and made available to all of Paathi's friends and servants. Before that, there's a month of torture, as Paathi teases Andera and denies her release.

		

		The College Pet

		

		
			Sold to the Mean Girls
		

		

		Mari is broke and looking at a future of working at Walmart and living at her mom's house, until her friend Larissa makes her an offer: Jenn and Rafaela, the two richest girls from their old high school, want to buy her. Mari will get to live out her most twisted fantasies of humiliation, abuse, and being treated like a puppy.

		

		Collections:

		

		
			The Femdom Collection: 5 Complete Books
		

		

		From a high society of wizards where vice lurks beneath a genteel surface, to a post-apocalyptic wasteland where men with psychic powers are kept as slaves, these are the stories of five powerful women—alchemists, airship mechanics, and warriors—who know how to get what they want from their men.

		

		Standalones:

		

		
			Solstice Spells
		

		

		The summer solstice is a time for wizards to make acquaintances, engage in friendly banter with their peers, measure their skills, perhaps make an occasional wager. Naya isn't happy when her husband Reyal comes home with a red-headed sorceress he won on a bet—especially when she finds out that she's the one who'd have had to pay the price if Reyal had lost.

		

		
			The Sorceress Enslaved
		

		

		Mavalla is a sorceress of Ulliar—powerful, wealthy, respected, and with a tidy little money-making sideline in promising to teach girls magic and then selling them as slaves. Until the day that her latest girl, Taiene, turns the tables on her. Taiene steals Mavalla's amulet, leaving her powerless and at Taiene's mercy. But little mercy is forthcoming as Taiene hunts Mavalla down like an animal.
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