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"The thing is," said Jessie, picking at her salad, "nobody here knows us."
 
   Kaitlyn looked around the cafeteria.  It was their second day on campus, so yeah, there were a lot of people who didn't know them.  "That was sort of the point?  We could've gone in-state, if we wanted people to know us."
 
   "Well," said Anne.  "I think the point was more that Jessie's dad is on the board here, so we didn't have to kill ourselves with college admission stuff senior year."
 
   "My point," said Jessie, cutting across Anne, "is not that I miss all of Katy's hillbilly cousins or the morons on the football team, or Anne's moron fullback ex who was one of Katy's hillbilly cousins."
 
   "I like Frank!" said Anne.
 
   "My point is that people see us as naive lil' country girls," said Jessie, and there was a sudden thick twang there, which she would use to bug her parents.  "They don't . . . people don't respect us, the way they should."
 
   "If you want," said Kaitlyn, "I can get you a T-shirt that says 'My dad's on the board of Howland College, show some respect.'"
 
   Jessie gave Kaitlyn a sour look.  "T-shirts.  Point is, there's some weirdo who's been staring at you like the whole time we've been eating here.  And nobody would do that if they knew us, because they'd know that Frank would beat the shit out of them."
 
   "Frank wouldn't beat up some guy for staring at me," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Guy?" Jessie smirked.  "We're in New York now.  And Frank would definitely beat the shit out of some dyke for looking at you.  I mean, once you explained the concept to him."
 
   "New York State," said Anne.  "Don't know if you noticed the town, but they're hillbillies here too.  Besides, Frank knows all about lesbians.  He's seen movies."
 
   "I was thinking more about the concept of looking at someone.  Directions, in general."
 
   There was a girl staring at her?  Kaitlyn flushed, mad, and . . . no.  Mad.  Nothing but mad.
 
   "Frank wouldn't hurt anybody, either," muttered Anne.  "Frank's nice."
 
   "Course," said Jessie, "we could damn well show them who we are, ourselves."
 
   What Kaitlyn wanted to do was turn around and see what the girl staring at her looked like, but there wasn't any easy way to do that without looking stupid.  So she got out her mirror from her purse, and tried to spot the girl in it.
 
   Three guys at a table together, big guy at a table by himself, two Asian girls and one white guy—
 
   "'The orientation formal is one of Howland College's most beloved traditions,'" Jessie read.  "Since 1884, it's been a chance for incoming freshmen to mingle with each other and with members of the alumni association in a fun, classy setting.  And a chance to put creepy weirdos in their place."
 
   Anne picked at her salmon steak without much conviction.  "I wish it actually said that.  That version doesn't sound like a boring waste of time for kids who had such a fucked-up prom, they want another prom with people they don't know."
 
   There.  Black T-shirt with some sort of complicated symbol on it, blue jeans, sneakers.  Tall, black hair, definitely staring at her.  Trying not to, maybe, but not doing a very good job of it.
 
   "So here's what I'm thinking.  Katy woos that asshole, who definitely had such a fucked-up prom that she wants another prom with a pretty blonde from North Carolina.  And then when the weirdo shows up with a rented tux and a limo that smells like cologne, Katy looks at her like she's crazy, and sweeps away on the arm of the hottest guy I can find for her."
 
   "Jessie," said Anne.  "I'm not sure that dating girls is going to make people know who Katy is."
 
   "I told you, the plan is, hot guy for the dance, and that's what they'll remember."  Jessie shook her head.  The girl in Kaitlyn's mirror looked down at her book—some paperback with dragons on the cover—then looked back up at Kaitlyn.
 
   "They'll remember that I like boys and girls, Jessie."
 
   "I'm not saying fuck her!" said Jessie.  "I'm just saying, lead her on.  Imply that you'll be dying for her to sweep you off your your feet, and then then when she tries, make her look like the fat kid from the internet that she is.  People will remember that she's the awkward creep who was hitting on a straight girl, and screwing up."
 
   She wasn't fat, though.  She had big bony wrists, and she was wearing like, the sort of jeans that farmers wore, so Kaitlyn couldn't really tell what her legs looked like, but she wasn't fat.  Little too skinny, if anything.
 
   "Yeah, no," said Kaitlyn.  "This is a terrible idea."
 
   "Also we're in New York now," said Anne.  "And like half the people I know had rainbow filters on their facebook icons.  Not sure they're going to laugh at her for being gay."
 
   "Then they'll laugh at her for being a hopeless awkward creep."  Jessie shrugged.  "Or they'll laugh at her for being gay, and pretend that it was because she's a hopeless awkward creep."
 
   "How do you even know that she's hopeless?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Sorry," said Jessie.  "Didn't mean to insult your girlfriend.  But if you can't do it, fine."
 
   Whenever Jessie wanted her to do something she didn't want to do, she'd imply that Kaitlyn couldn't manage it.  That was why she'd fucking gone to Howland—'Too scared to go up to New York?' and it was a stupid reason to do things.
 
   Only Kaitlyn had three brothers and two sisters and about a thousand cousins, and she was the one who'd climbed to the top of the cell phone tower, and she was the one who'd taken Uncle Joe's bassboat out at night and gotten a goddamn serious beating for it, because that boat cost more than some people's cars, and—"Fuck you, can't," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "So you think you can?" said Jessie.
 
   "Course I can," said Kaitlyn.  "It's just it's a terrible—"
 
   "Great!" said Jessie.  "I'll get you like a super hot actual date, who knows how to dance and everything, and it'd be a good idea for you to meet the alumni who show up to this bullshit, because they're the ones who'll be giving us jobs in four years, and—"
 
   "And do I also have to go to this shitshow?" asked Anne.
 
   "Yes you also have to go to this shitshow," said Jessie.
 
   Kaitlyn hadn't actually agreed, but she also didn't stop looking at the girl in the mirror.  Short-ish black hair, super pale skin like she'd spent her entire life indoors, angular face, dark eyes.  Looked smart, which wasn't necessarily going to make things any harder.  Not the way she was looking at Kaitlyn.  Which was upsetting, the way she was looking at her.  Definitely, nothing but upsetting.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   After lunch, Kaitlyn waited for a bit, and watched whoever it was leave.  And then followed her to a classroom, where someone had put up a paper sign that said "Anime Club."
 
   If she wanted to get a date for the formal, the thing to do was to go in.  But she also didn't want to see some shrieking schoolgirl get raped by tentacles.  She could just . . . she could just let it go.  Maybe Jessie would make fun of her for a bit, but then she'd let it go too.  And it was mean, and it was high school, and she could just say she couldn't do it.
 
   Couldn't.
 
   Kaitlyn went in, found a seat two rows behind the girl who'd been staring at her, and waited for the rest of the pimple-faced losers to filter in.
 
   And, yeah, there were some of those.  But there were a lot of girls there—like ten girls and four guys, and not all the girls were particularly like . . . well, it wasn't high school, which was for the best, because none of them looked like they'd survive high school.  They all looked, well, soft.  Open.  Even the black kids—they smiled at her when she came in, like they meant it, even though they didn't know her.
 
   Fucking hell.  She couldn't—
 
   Couldn't.
 
   Kaitlyn smiled at the girl who'd been staring at her, and the girl went red, just at the cheekbones, and made a face like she'd swallowed the wrong way or something.  Which was perfect, and also great, and also uncomfortable.
 
   Then a fat girl turned on the projector, and they all settled down.  Mostly.  There were a few sort of stagy groans when it started, and some cheers, for whatever reason, and then Kaitlyn spent the next half hour deeply confused.
 
   There weren't any schoolgirls, for one thing.  And for another thing, it was in Japanese, with subtitles, so she had to read and watch at the same time.  And it was about a wizard, and his brother who was a suit of armor?  And even though there were wizards, there were also a lot of people with guns, but it was still sort of old-timey, and there were like a million characters, one of whom was a big bald guy who didn't wear a shirt and who shot copies of his head?
 
   Kaitlyn had gone there to meet the girl who'd been staring at her, but somehow once the show had started she forgot what she was there for and just watched the show.  Not that it was good.  It was way too weird to be good.  But . . . well, she wanted to be able to talk about it, and there were some funny bits, like with the bald guy and . . . anyway.  
 
   When it was over, everyone started talking, all at once.
 
   "No," said a guy, who was talking to the fat girl who'd turned the projector on.  "I understand that you want a mix, but Fullmetal is dated, and it's for kids, frankly.  We should be doing something that's subverting the tropes, like Kill La Kill—that's the most brilliant—"
 
   "It's just a magical girl shounen," said another guy.  "Fullmetal Alchemist is one of the best.  And it was on the schedule, Gary.  So if you didn't want to see it, why are you even here?"
 
   "Well," said Gary.  "At least it's Brotherhood."
 
   "There's nothing wrong with the original anime," said the girl who'd been staring at Kaitlyn.  And who seemed to have completely forgotten about Kaitlyn, which wasn't acceptable.
 
   "I thought it was pretty good," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Turned out, nobody cared what her opinion was, even though she'd gone to their stupid nerd club and sat through their thing for them.  Gary and the other guy kept arguing about whether Kill La Kill was a brilliant subversion or something, the girl who'd set things up kept messing around with the laptop that she'd plugged into the projector, and everyone else kept talking.  Could be that Jessie was right—nobody really knew who they were yet.
 
   And nobody cared who they were.  Except maybe the girl who she'd come there to meet.
 
   "I'm not saying that Brotherhood is bad," said the girl.  "It's just that I like the original better."
 
   "Original," said Gary, who was apparently willing to listen to her even if he wasn’t willing to listen to Kaitlyn.  "Brotherhood is true to the manga; the first anime just makes stuff up towards the end.  If I—"
 
   "The original manga also made stuff up," said the girl.  "It's all made up.  And I'm not sure why comic books are a more valid medium for making stuff up in than cartoons."
 
   "Comic books," said another guy, with a sniff.
 
   "Sorry," said the girl, turning to face Kaitlyn.  "It's sort of—we're here to meet new people, but somehow we seem to be having the same arguments we've had since middle school.  I'm Wednesday, by the way.  Wednesday Newland, but for reasons that don't need exploring at this juncture, my friends call me Em."
 
   "No problem," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm Kaitlyn—Kaitlyn Watson."
 
   "You've been in Afghanistan, I perceive," said Em.  Then, quickly,  "Sorry. You probably get that a lot."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.  "I guess my cousin was deployed last year?"
 
   "I just . . . Watson?  Like Holmes and Watson?  Anyway.  They're showing Nausicaa next, and it's great, but I don't have time for a whole movie—there's a work-study thing I'm doing at the library, and I've got to be there in like forty minutes so that I can meet my boss and talk about what I'm doing, but would you want to get coffee or something, maybe?"
 
   Em—Wednesday?  What kind of a name was Wednesday?—still seemed flustered, but trying for calm.  It wasn't right, what Jessie had dared Kaitlyn to do.  But Jessie had dared her, and she was in, and why not?
 
   So they went to the Starbucks on campus, and Em bought Kaitlyn a coffee, and Kaitlyn told her about where she was from, and confessed to not having watched much anime before, and by the time they agreed to meet up for lunch the day after next, Kaitlyn had learned a certain amount about Em.  She'd grown up in New York, her parents had moved out to Vermont when she was in high school, and she was bi.
 
   When she said that it was . . . well, she probably wanted Kaitlyn to tell her that she was also bi, or a lesbian, or whatever.  Or that she was straight, maybe, because even though Em was a big awkward weirdo, she wasn't a pushy awkward weirdo.  But Kaitlyn couldn't quite bring herself to lie about being lesbian, and telling the truth about being straight would've ruined everything.  So she let it go without specifying, but added a "really" in front of "looking forward to having lunch, yeah," which would probably be enough.
 
   And then it was back to the dorm with Jessie and Anne, to let them know that Kaitlyn had started doing the thing that they'd thought she couldn't do.  Jessie was suitably impressed, but Anne wasn't nearly as into the whole thing, and yeah, that was fair enough.  Honestly, Kaitlyn wasn't that into the whole thing, only she did want to go out to lunch with Em, and the only reason that made sense was because of what she was doing.
 
   It wasn't a date, exactly—it was just lunch, at this hippie vegetarian place right off campus, and Kaitlyn had to pay for her own food—but it was a bit like a date.  Only Em wasn't nearly as pushy as the guys Kaitlyn dated.  And she was interested in stuff about Kaitlyn, or at least, she did a better job of pretending than most guys who Kaitlyn had been on dates with had.
 
   Growing up in New York and then Vermont was different enough from growing up in North Carolina that there was a lot to talk about there, but when they got to TV, Kaitlyn was on shakier ground.  When Em asked what she watched, Kaitlyn said, "Reality shows, mostly," and got a pained look in return.  She tried to talk about Game of Thrones, but it turned out there were a lot of differences between the show and the books—which she'd seen around, but which were way too thick to even attempt—and Em was mad about some of those changes.  Also she was mad about the Big Bang Theory, which was fine, because even though Kaitlyn had seen a few episodes, she couldn't talk about it convincingly. 
 
   Em was mad about a lot of TV.  And some books.  But when Kaitlyn asked what she was reading, it was like turning on a really boring faucet.  Apparently she was very into something called New Wave, which were nerd books from the 70s, which had the double advantages of being nerd books, and also being old.
 
   But Kaitlyn couldn't help smiling at how enthusiastic Em was about her terrible old books.  And a bunch of dead guys, and one guy who was apparently still alive, but very old and grumpy and who sued everyone for no good reason.
 
   Dare or not, she'd made up her mind to call it quits, and tell Jessie that she'd stopped it because she didn't want to be that horrible.  Only, somehow, when Em made her excuses because she had to get to the library, Kaitlyn agreed to meet her the day after that, after Em was done with her work study thing.
 
   It was probably just because Kaitlyn was going to do the thing that Jessie had suggested.  And because she was kind of curious as to how far she would push it, and how far Em would go, and maybe whether the books she'd been so damn enthusiastic about were any good.
 
   So instead of going right back to meet Jessie and Anne, who were doing a scavenger hunt—or at least, getting some guys to go around with them and pretend to care about the scavenger hunt—Kaitlyn went to Barnes and Noble, and read the book that the guy there suggested when she asked for something New Wave.
 
   It was called Dangerous Visions, and it was awful.
 
   It wasn’t even a real book, just a bunch of short stories, and there were like a thousand introductions about how great the stories were, and the stories were all gross and bad and impossible to read.  One was about how space incest cured cancer or something?
 
   If nothing else, she was going to get back at Em for recommending that piece of crap.
 
   It was mostly orientation activities for the rest of the week.  Running around getting papers signed and books from the bookstore and doing things like hiking and kayaking.  Kaitlyn thought she knew a lot about New York from TV and books and people talking shit about it, but it turned out that Schoharie County didn't have any skyscrapers and subways but did have a lot of trees and hills and places to go kayaking, which was pretty great, honestly.
 
   Although, as far as the shit people talked about New York went, there was at least one godless pervert in Schoharie County.  One and a half, considering the way Kaitlyn was leading her on.  One and quarter.  A tenth.  It was just a dare, and it was just that Em was like a space alien who didn't care about anything important, but cared deeply about everything else, and it was sort of fun to watch.
 
   And she was pretty.  But like, pretty in a different way than most people Kaitlyn knew tried for pretty.  She wore like, maybe a little bit of eyeshadow, but the rest of it was just her being sort of . . . no tan, her lips were a little thin, and she had these giant, goofy smiles that made her look like an idiot, and she was constantly writing notes on the back of her hand, and she had no fingernails at all.
 
   But she was also one of the prettiest girls Kaitlyn had ever seen.  Just how she walked or the intent look she sometimes got, or those goofy smiles, or the back of her head, or her breasts—they weren't huge, but Kaitlyn was pretty sure Wednesday wasn't wearing a bra, and they were like, perfectly shaped, but— no.  That wasn't something she cared about.
 
   She did let it slip, though.
 
   Em had been talking about Natalie Portman—she thought she was a terrible actress, or at least that she tended to fall back on playing the same character in all her roles.  But according to Em, she was the best-looking girl working in movies.
 
   "You look a little bit like her," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Em gave her a stunned look.
 
   "I mean, like with the neck, and shoulders, and eyebrows, and chest—" Kaitlyn's mind caught up with what she was saying, and she blushed, and looked away.  "You are real pretty, though," her mouth finished up, still not listening to her brain.
 
   Which, okay, didn't make a huge amount of sense for her to say, unless she was setting up the whole orientation formal thing that Jessie had wanted her to set up, which was probably it.  When she got up to go, she left the flyer that Jessie had given her behind, and went without giving Em a chance to recover and say anything, because Kaitlyn had no goddamn idea what she'd be saying next.
 
   Next time they met, Em brought up the orientation formal.  What Kaitlyn should've done was said that she wanted to go, and then Em would've asked her, and it'd be set up.  Or she really should've told her that she didn't want to go, forget about it, and that it was all a stupid prank that Jessie had set up and she didn't want to do it anymore.
 
   But Kaitlyn didn't do either of those.  Instead, she talked about how she always wanted some . . . person to make a big romantic gesture, and sweep her off her feet, and formal dances made her feel like a fairy-tale princess, and so on.  Kaitlyn hated herself for saying it as she was saying it, but she couldn't actually tell Em that she'd go with her when she wasn't planning on going with her.  The whole thing was a lie, but she hadn't actually lied.
 
   And then she couldn't tell Em to break things off, because she didn't want to break things off.  It was just . . . leading Em along like that, watching Em stammer when she tried to think of what to say, or the lost look she got looking at Kaitlyn when she thought Kaitlyn wasn't watching—it was  hard to let that go.
 
   Made Jessie happy, anyway.  She'd found a guy who was going to to take Kaitlyn to the dance, and there were at least a dozen people she'd told already, and it was just . . . well, it was set up, so Kaitlyn was going to do it, and do it right.
 
   Anne was less happy, and she got a lot less happy when Kaitlyn found the necklace in her mailbox.
 
   It was in an old-fashioned velvet-lined box, and it was gorgeous.  There was one big translucent stone, and like a dozen diamond accents, and the whole thing was silver, and . . .
 
   Jessie sniffed when Kaitlyn took it out.  "Fifty bucks on eBay."
 
   There was a note.
 
   "This was my grandmother's," it said, in fancy script.  "She would've wanted you to have it."  It was signed with a big flowy M.
 
   Anne made a sour face, and after Jessie went out, headed for the bars, she grabbed Kaitlyn before she could follow.
 
   "You've got to stop this, Katy," she said.
 
   "Don't got to do nothing," said Kaitlyn, gritting her teeth.
 
   "Send back the necklace, tell her someone asked you out, or . . . I mean, just send it back, okay—it's her grandmother's?"
 
   Anne was right.  But Kaitlyn couldn't.  She couldn't send it back because it was lovely, and she couldn't drop it because she was already in too deep to drop it, and she didn't want it to drop.  But then Jessie was going to do the thing, and . . . Kaitlyn got loose, headed out to the bar, and got goddamn wasted, and tried not to think about what was going to happen next.
 
   Which didn't make it not happen.  Jessie'd taken the lead on getting her ready—Anne was out.  Out of goddamn state—it turned out Frank had an interview with someone in some technical school in Boston, and Anne was going along for moral support or something.  Or just to avoid what was coming next.
 
   Which meant that Anne wasn't there when Kaitlyn tried to pull the plug.
 
   "I can't do it, Jess," she said, as Jessie was working on her hair.
 
   Jessie didn't even hesitate.  "Too damn late, Katy, and you know it.  Just show-time nerves, and you'll get over it."
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  "It's not that.  I don't . . . it's going to hurt her, and I don't want to do it."
 
   "There are like thirty people who are waiting for this to go down," said Jessie, "and Brandon is the hottest guy within a hundred-and-fifty-mile radius, and what, you're going to fuck this up for everyone?  Go to the dance with that weirdo?"
 
   "If I have to," said Kaitlyn, grimly.
 
   "And then what happens when I send that video back to your mom?" said Jessie.  "Think your folks are going to do anything other than get you packed up and back home before classes start?"
 
   "That's not fair, Jess!  You set this whole thing up and—"
 
   "And you're not going to ruin it," said Jessie, with a final adjustment to Kaitlyn's hair.  "Don't worry about.  She'll find some fat loser to sympathize with her about how mean the pretty ones are, and you'll be consoled with a six-foot-four beefcake who could seriously be a model and I'm not even kidding."
 
   "Yeah but—"
 
   "Just fucking do what you said you were going to do, and quit whining," said Jess.
 
   So Kaitlyn went downstairs with Jess, dressed formal, and Em was there, wearing a frock coat and carrying a dozen roses.
 
   And the way her face lit up when she saw Kaitlyn, and then the look she got when Brandon came in and offered Kaitlyn his arm . . . Kaitlyn really ought to have shaken Brandon off and gone to Em and to hell with the consequences.  But Jessie was there, laughing like a hyena, and it wasn't just Jessie—there were like thirty people there watching and laughing, and they all had their cell-phones out recording, so she looked away from Em.  Anyway, Brandon kind of knocked the breath out of her.  He was so good-looking it was hard to see anything else.
 
   When she looked back, Em went red and then white and cold, and stalked off, leaving her bouquet in the trash.
 
   Kaitlyn had set it up, and she'd known exactly what was going to happen, but she didn't laugh.  It was just . . . it had been sort of fun going down that particular road with Em, and then it went where she'd known it was going, even though she hadn't really wanted to go there.
 
   The orientation formal was horrible.  Jessie's dad was there, of course, and he thought the whole thing was hilarious, and tried to get Kaitlyn to tell the story to his friends.  To avoid that, she had to pretend she was way more into Brandon than she was, and then he tried to get a hand up her dress, and then she had a screaming fight with him, which didn't help her reputation any.
 
   It wasn't exactly the triumph that Jessie had expected it to be.  In high school, they'd have talked about something like that for years, and Em would never have lived it down, and Jessie would've gotten the respect she wanted.
 
   But it turned out most of the people in Howland didn't give a shit, and most of the people who did give a shit didn't take Jessie's side.  So after a week or two, it changed from Jessie's awesome prank into Kaitlyn's awesome prank, and then to that thing that Kaitlyn did which they didn't really talk about.  The thirty people who'd showed up to watch Em look stupid liked it well enough, but once Jessie was in with them she didn't need the story any more.
 
   Having it all be on Kaitlyn's shoulders fucking sucked, but whatever.  She'd done it, she'd live with it.  And once orientation was over, there were actual classes to take, and it wasn't like she'd be able to get through them because of who she was.  Kaitlyn's dad was a Howland alumnus, but he wasn't on the board or anything.  And it wasn't like high school.  Nothing was like high school.
 
   Except for the nerds, who were still doing basically the same things they’d been doing in high school.  A couple of times Kaitlyn thought about going to the anime club to see how that wizards and guns story turned out.  Then she remembered what she'd done, and also that she didn't care, and that Dangerous Visions had been terrible.
 
   From time to time, though, she'd take out the necklace.  Anne told her one more time to send it back, and then dropped it—if anything, seeing that necklace made Jessie madder than it made Anne, because it reminded her of something she'd done that hadn't worked out the way she'd planned.  If Kaitlyn hadn't locked it in her dresser, Jessie probably would've thrown it out.
 
   It was a genuinely nice necklace, and she really should've sent it back to Em.  She really should've sent it back and apologized, but she didn't want to say that she'd done something wrong, and she didn't want to give it up.  So she'd take it out and look at the stone, which was cloudy and milky white and seemed to change colors when she moved it.
 
   Then one day she put it on.  Why not?  It was hers and it was gorgeous, and maybe she'd been a dick to Em, but that book had been awful and . . . whatever.  She put it on, and didn't think too much about it, until she decided to get lunch at the caf rather than at any of the restaurants, and Em was there.
 
   And then the weirdest goddamn thing happened.  She'd started to get her food, trying not to look at Em, when her body stopped doing what she told it to do.  She put her tray down, half-full, and started walking back away from the counter.  She tried to stop it, tried to get control of her legs, her hands—
 
   She didn't even have control of her face.  She smiled, and didn't intend to, then stopped, looked—no idea how she looked, as she went over to where Em was reading.
 
   "Wednesday?" she said, and it sounded like her, but it wasn't anything that she wanted to say.
 
   Em looked up from her book and raised an eyebrow.
 
   That look in her eye—she knew what was happening.
 
   "Oh, God, please, Wednesday.  I looked for you everywhere, and I just . . . I'm so sorry I didn't tell you about that drug conviction."
 
   She was talking really loud.  She didn't want to be talking, and she certainly didn't want to be talking that loud.  People were turning to stare.
 
   "I just need a second chance!  I won't ever touch myself without permission, or—"
 
   "Pipe down," said Em, while making her do the exact opposite.  "And you've had a second chance, after that formal thing."
 
   "I know," said Kaitlyn.  "I just did that because I wanted you to punish me.  I know I'm into weird stuff, but—"
 
   "It's not that," said Em.  "It's not about kink, Kaitlyn.  It's about honesty.  I can't be with someone who—"
 
   "Please, Wednesday, please!  I didn't mean any of it—I made you look stupid, I know, but please take me back.  You can whip me, or put things up my butt—even the big purple one?"
 
   "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday, warningly.
 
   Kaitlyn did her best to stop talking, to make everything stop, to take back what she was saying as she said it.  But she couldn't; she was a puppet on strings, and she was saying whatever it was that Em wanted her to say.
 
   "I'll fuck your friends if you like, or . . . I—"
 
   "Kaitlyn, no," said Em.  "It's over."
 
   She sobbed, and the tears went on like a switch had been thrown.  "Please, Wednesday—anything you want.  Everything you want!  I'll be your slave forever.  I'll make it up to you if it takes the rest of my life, please just let me kiss your feet, just once, I—"
 
   "No," said Em again.  And then, much quieter, so that Kaitlyn was the only one who could hear.  "But if you put that necklace on again, you will be my slave, and I will make you do all that and more."
 
   Then the strings were cut, and Kaitlyn was herself again.  Everyone in the caf was staring at her.  Either staring at her, or carefully not looking at her, or staring at their phones which were recording her.  And the whispers were already starting.
 
   Kaitlyn turned and ran.  She should've punched Em in her goddamn face, she should've— she ran to the bathroom, and locked herself into a stall.  Then she grabbed the necklace off her neck, sat there and shivered and tried not to vomit.
 
   She thought about dropping the necklace in the toilet and flushing it.  Only, no, because it wouldn't flush, and the the toilet would be jammed.  Then she wouldn’t just be convicted on drug offenses and a pervert and a dumped pervert who was crazy and loud about it, she'd be the psycho druggie pervert who stuffed up the toilets.
 
   She'd only been in college for like two months, but Kaitlyn had a feeling that most of the students would be way more mad about the toilet thing than anything else.  So she jammed the necklace into her bag and tried to pull herself together.
 
   What the hell had Em done?  What the hell was Em?
 
   Kaitlyn didn’t have any context to put that into, so she just sat on the toilet.  Em wasn't pulling her strings anymore, but her body was still responding.  To that?  To what had happened?  To something, anyway.  Her hands were trembling, she was shaking, and . . . and she was hugely turned on.  Which was worse than anything else that Em had done to her, and not something she could cope with.
 
   She sat and breathed and gradually she found she could close her hands and open them, and think, and realize that she was late for Intro to Sociology, and head out.
 
   It didn't take long for news of Kaitlyn's meltdown to spread.  Jessie didn't say a single word to her for three days, and then moved out.  It seemed that the dorms weren't as much fun as she'd hoped, and when her dad heard what Kaitlyn had turned into, he was willing to pay a little extra so she could rent an apartment off campus.
 
   At least, that's the version that Anne gave her.  And Anne wasn't entirely thrilled by what Kaitlyn had done, either.
 
   "If you felt bad, the thing to do was to apologize, Katy," she said, when she finally decided that not talking about it wasn't working.  "This was goddamn stupid."
 
   Kaitlyn wanted to explain that she hadn't been in control, but no way Anne would believe it.  Kaitlyn barely believed it, and she was the one it had happened to.  So she sort of shrugged it off, and did her best to avoid the caf and any social event that Em might possibly be at, and also Jessie and Brandon.  The two of them had basically moved in together, and Jessie had a whole new set of friends.  Kaitlyn tried to concentrate on her classes.
 
   Communications was an easy major, more or less, but it wasn't as easy as high school, and it was that or try to work through the whole psycho druggie pervert thing, so classes it was.  Well, that, or put the necklace on again.
 
   Which was a stupid, crazy thought.  It was like standing at the edge of a cliff and thinking about jumping.  She didn't want any of the things that Em had made her say, or implied, or anything like that.  She didn't even like girls that way!  The thing she should've done was to throw the necklace out.  Or send it back to Em, if she still felt like she owed her anything, which she totally didn't.  But instead she kept it in her drawer and looked at it from time to time, and sometimes she'd think about putting it on when it was late and lonely and she used her vibrator.  But just . . . it was just a thought.
 
   Until late in the semester, when Anne let her know she was moving out too.
 
   "Frank got into that technical school, and he's starting after winter break," she said.
 
   "So you're dropping out?" asked Kaitlyn, incredulous.
 
   "No, obviously not," said Anne.  "But we're moving in together—I mean, for next semester, anyway."
 
   "Boston's like three hours away," said Kaitlyn.  "And no way your mom is going to pay for you to be living with Frank."
 
   "Yeah, well," said Anne.  "We're looking at a few places like halfway between.  Hour and a half commute isn't impossible.  I could listen to lectures or something.  And also my mom kinda thinks that Jessie is a bad influence, and that maybe Frank's a better choice.  He's not the smartest, but he's nice.  Everyone likes Frank."
 
   "If lectures mean phone sex with Frank, I totally believe you.  Also, Jessie’s the bad influence?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Jessie," Anne confirmed.  "Everyone knows how Jessie used to make you do the stupidest shit, so most people back home think that this was some stupid shit she made you do so she could move off campus and look like she was taking the high road or something.  Point is, though, Mom's finally coming around on Frank, and we're going to try for it."
 
   She looked away, then looked back at Kaitlyn.  "I mean, that's the plan?  But if you need me to—"
 
   "Not going to say I'm thrilled about it," said Kaitlyn.  "But I'll be fine.  No way you're going to ruin your life so I won't be lonely."
 
   "Wouldn't ruin my life, not even a little," said Anne.  "We could wait another semester, let Frank get settled in before we try to—"
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  "This is absolutely the best idea you've ever had, Frank is awesome, though I have no idea how he got into a technical anything, and you guys should get married and have a million kids.  I'll be fine."
 
   "They'll find you new roommates for next semester, and you could—"
 
   "It's fine," said Kaitlyn.  "I've got a plan."
 
   And she did.  As soon as Anne was fully soothed, and talking excitedly to Frank—listen to lectures, like hell—Kaitlyn got the necklace out of the drawer.  Then she went out into the hallway, put it on, and waited for Em to whisk her away from everything and do all the things she said she would.
 
   Nothing happened.  Well, fine.  She went to the cafeteria and got lunch, and then sat there and waited until Em showed up, two hours later.
 
   For an instant, just for an instant, Em looked at her the same way that she had before Kaitlyn had stood her up for the formal.  And then her face closed up, and she shook her head.  "What the hell," she said.
 
   Kaitlyn stuck her chin out.  "You said that if I wore this again, you'd . . ."  Nope.  Couldn't finish it.
 
   Another half-startled, half-hopeful look, and then again, closed.
 
   "Another prank?" said Em.  "It's not going to work as well this time, though."
 
   "Not a prank," said Kaitlyn.  "I did some shitty stuff to you.  And I feel bad about it, and like I said, I want to make it up to you, and I'll do anything you want."
 
   "And like I said, no."
 
   "You promised," said Kaitlyn.  "You said that if I wore the necklace again, you'd do those things, and more.  I'm wearing the necklace again."
 
   Closed-up, angry, but there was something leaking through.  "Why?"
 
   "Because I miss the way you used to talk to me," said Kaitlyn.  "Because whatever you did to me leaves me crazy turned on when I think about the stuff you mentioned.  Because I read that stupid fucking book, and I deserve some compensation for that.  Because—"
 
   "What book?"
 
   "The one you were talking about—the New Wave stuff?  I went to Barnes and Noble, and they gave me the worst book in the world, and I read it, and—"
 
   "What book."
 
   "Dangerous Visions, I think," said Kaitlyn.  It had been Dangerous Visions, but she didn't want to act like she'd tried reading it again twice.  "It was fucking awful.  Just like—"
 
   "Yeah, it's not a great anthology," said Em.  "I mean, it's ambitious, but dated.  You read it?"
 
   "Three times!" said Kaitlyn.  "It was so bad.  And you've made me want—."
 
   "The problem is that you're a shithead," said Em.  "Well, one of the problems.  But I don't want to talk about it here.  Wait until after I get something to eat. . . no.  What am I doing?  No."
 
   "You're doing what you said you would," said Kaitlyn.  "Not like me.  Besides; I'm wearing the necklace, so if you don't want—"
 
   Em groaned.  "I have to eat, then I have to go OCR and copy-edit a bunch of old bullshit, and then I have classes."
 
   "Can I please—"
 
   "Shut up.  My address is in the phone book.  Show up there, tonight, and I'll think about it.  Or don't.  I mean, you got me, I got you back, we're done.  You don't have to—"
 
   "Tonight," said Kaitlyn.  "What time?"
 
   "Seven," said Em.  "I mean . . . ah, fuck it.  Seven.  Now go away and let me eat."
 
   And she had to go away and let Em eat; the necklace picked up her feet, and walked her out to her next class, sat her down in the back row, and then the strings were cut again.  Trembling again, massively turned on again, trying to hold things together again.  Only this time, she kept the necklace on, and everything between then and seven o'clock was just wasting time until she was allowed to see Em.
 
   There was a phonebook in the dorm, because apparently that was a thing that still existed.  And yeah, Wednesday Newland had an apartment that was a ten-minute walk off campus.  So she went through her afternoon—classes and staring at piles of books and then more classes—and then ate dinner, took a long shower and went to wait at Em's apartment.
 
   She got there at six-thirty.  She didn't want to knock on the door too early, but it was cold outside, but Em probably wasn't there anyway . . . Kaitlyn waited until seven on the dot, then knocked on the door.
 
   It swung open when she knocked.  It was a small apartment, and it was kind of messy.  Em was sitting with a headset on, swearing at her computer.
 
   "Uh, Em?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   Em held up a hand, but didn't say anything to her.  So Kaitlyn closed the door behind her, cleared off a chair, and waited.
 
   "Jackfucking motherass shitfuckers suck it fucking down!" said Em, clicking her mouse triumphantly.  "Dragons, am I right?"  Then she turned to look at Kaitlyn, and her triumph turned into a frown.
 
   "What?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "This is a terrible idea," said Em.
 
   "Em—"
 
   "Didn't say talk," she said, and Kaitlyn was quiet.  And uncomfortably turned on.  What the hell was the necklace doing to her?
 
   "And it's not Em," she said.  "I told you, my friends call me Em.  You call me Wednesday.   We're not a couple, we're not partners, we aren't even dating.  We aren't friends, Kaitlyn.  And this is a terrible idea, and a mistake, but hell.  You want to be my slave?  Fine.  At least for tonight, fine."
 
   Kaitlyn's hands pulled her shirt off, over her head, unfastened her bra and took it off.  Which was what she'd come to Em for—to Wednesday for—but Kaitlyn hadn't told her hands to do that.  Then her shoes, then her socks, then her skirt, then her panties.
 
   She stood there, naked except for the necklace, shivering slightly as Wednesday looked her up and down.
 
   "If you aren't interested," said Wednesday, "you can always take the necklace off and leave."
 
   There was a sense of pressure easing.  She could take the necklace off, and get her clothes, and just never even think about it again.  Instead, she stood there, shivering worse.  And then the power fell on her again, and she straightened, pushing her chest out, hands firmly at her sides.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "First off, you can scrub the bathroom."
 
   She couldn't control her body; it was still standing at attention.  But she could at least give Wednesday a disgusted look.  "I'm in the middle of something," said Wednesday.  "And also, there are things—shut up.  You want to be my slave?  Fine.  Slaves work."
 
   And then Kaitlyn turned, and marched into the bathroom.  Which needed a cleaning, frankly.  Sink and tub and toilet—it wasn't that they were gross, but they weren't exactly spic and span, either.
 
   Her body knew where the supplies were, even if her head didn't.  She got out the bucket and rubber gloves and started on the sink.
 
   After a little while, Wednesday came in, stood at the doorway, and watched her work.  Kaitlyn couldn't control what she was doing, but she felt a flush rising in her skin.  Wednesday was watching her the way she had that first time, when she'd sat in the cafeteria and stared at her, only this time Kaitlyn was naked and cleaning Wednesday’s sink.
 
   "And since you seemed to find this idea a little boring," said Wednesday, "come here.  I'll give you something to tide you over."
 
   Kaitlyn crawled over to Wednesday, rubber gloves awkward on the bathroom tile, then settled back on her knees, hands behind her head.  None of that was anything that she'd chosen to do.
 
   Wednesday reached out and touched her breast, her hand trembling slightly.  Kaitlyn's nipples were painfully stiff, and she whined a little when Wednesday touched her, back in her throat.
 
   The pressure eased again.  She could take the necklace off.  It didn't last long, and then it was back, and Kaitlyn held still as Wednesday got something out of her pocket, and clipped it on Kaitlyn's nipple.
 
   It was some sort of clamp, and it stung like hell.  Kaitlyn fought back a yell, fought back tears.
 
   "There," said Wednesday.  "Decorative and functional.  It'll hurt worse coming off, so don't take too long."
 
   Not that she had a choice.  Toilet scrubbed, floor scrubbed, tub scrubbed.  And then she started filling the tub.  Maybe she'd get to give Wednesday a bath?  Not that she wanted to, exactly, but the idea of rubbing Wednesday's shoulders, or washing her hair, or—
 
   She put the gloves away, and got into the bath.  It was hotter than she liked, and she couldn't escape it, and it made that clamp start hurting again—it had sort of stopped, but now it was worse.
 
   Like Wednesday thought she hadn't bathed?
 
   Kaitlyn scowled, but there was nobody there to see it.  Scowling or not, she bathed quickly and efficiently.  And then shaved.  She'd already shaved!  But she shaved . . . more than she had before.
 
   When she covered her pussy with shaving cream, Kaitlyn would've freaked out, if she could've.  It was a safety razor, but she could still cut herself, and if Wednesday was controlling Kaitlyn while playing video games and making up new swears she could get it wrong, and. . . 
 
   And Kaitlyn shaved herself as quickly and efficiently as she'd bathed.  Then she rinsed off, shaved again, used a tweezer to get the few recalcitrant hairs that hadn't gotten shaved.  Again, the pressure eased.  Kaitlyn used the momentary freedom to tap her foot impatiently and scowl at the mirror.  If she didn't want to do things, she wouldn't have gone this far.
 
   It seemed Wednesday got the message.  Kaitlyn went back out to the living room, knelt gracefully next to Wednesday's chair, and Wednesday started playing with the clip on Kaitlyn’s nipple.  It hurt like hell, and she couldn't wince or move or duck away or even scream.  Just kept breathing regularly, as Wednesday pulled at it, pinched her where the clamp was holding her.
 
   Then the pressure loosened, and Kaitlyn looked up at Wednesday, who smiled back at her.  "Stay quiet," she said, and took the clamp off.
 
   It hurt worse than the time she'd broken her arm and two bones in her wrist falling out of a tree.  Kaitlyn turned and bit her arm, trying not to yell, but all it did was muffle the yells.  "Chin up, arms at your sides," said Wednesday.  "Now."
 
   Kaitlyn shot her an angry look, and then Wednesday pinched her where the clamp had been, and there were stars flashing behind her eyes, and she was on the verge of getting up and slugging her.
 
   And then the pressure came down, and she knelt forward, head to the floor underneath the desk, ass up in the air.
 
   "That was fun," said Wednesday, caressing her ass lightly.  "But stay until I'm caught up on Twitter."
 
   Great.  The girl who was feeling her up like she was a new stuffed toy was more interested in Twitter than in—
 
   Kaitlyn gasped, as Wednesday's hand moved from Kaitlyn's ass to her pussy.  It felt really strange with no hair there, and Wednesday was touching it like she owned it.  And it was desperately, sopping wet.
 
   Then Wednesday pulled her hand away, and the pressure was lightened again.
 
   "Goddammit, Wednesday!" said Kaitlyn.  "Stop doing that!  I'm fine with this!  Please!  I just can't—"
 
   It was back, and she was silent.
 
   "Deal," said Wednesday.  Then she pushed two fingers into Kaitlyn and curled them up inside of her, her fingertips on the inside walls of Kaitlyn's cunt.
 
   She wanted to beg, she wanted to run away and go home.  All the way home, back to North Carolina, where everything made sense, and it wasn't cold and lonely and strange.
 
   And she really wanted to come.  But she couldn't even move.
 
   Then Wednesday pulled her fingers out, and slapped Kaitlyn's ass, hard.  "Goddamn morons . . . I swear, it's like not liking a thing has to be phrased like you're the fucking pope of people dressing up in costumes and punching crime, and you're casting out the infidels.  Fuck you!"
 
   Another two slaps on Kaitlyn's ass.  "No, I'm not buying your stupid self-published book, no I'm not buying your stupid self-published book either.  Dammit, Twitter, I wanted jokes and friends, not angry people selling me things."
 
   The pressure hadn't eased up at all.  Kaitlyn had to maintain her position, and the loudest noise she could make was a strained whimper.  So she did that.
 
   "Fine!" said Wednesday.  "You talked big about fitting things up your butt.  Let's see how that works out for you."
 
   Not fair, when Wednesday was the one who’d made her say that stuff in the first place.  But she followed, crawling along the floor to Wednesday's room.  Then she got up on the bed, and Wednesday put a pillow underneath her hips.  With a towel on it.  And then she tied Kaitlyn's wrists and ankles to the bedframe.  And then the control from the necklace was gone.
 
   "Look, I—"
 
   "Speak when spoken to," said Wednesday.  "No shouting either; I have neighbors.  Don't worry.  It's not like you're going anywhere."
 
   So Kaitlyn relaxed.  The rough fabric of the towel was kind of uncomfortable on her pussy, but she discovered that her hips were rocking slowly, and her breathing was irregular.
 
   "We'll start with the small one," said Wednesday.  "Maybe you'll get up to two out of five tonight."
 
   It didn't look that small.  It was shaped a bit like a carrot, widening, and then a narrow bit, and then a long flat bit.  And then Wednesday put a condom on it, which was weird, because it wasn't like she was going to get butt-pregnant from a plastic carrot.
 
   And then Wednesday was slopping something cold and wet on Kaitlyn's ass.  "In the future, I'll probably be cleaning you out first.  But for now, this'll do."   She pushed a finger into Kaitlyn's butt, spread the lube around.  And then she started pushing the thing in.
 
   Kaitlyn moaned, tried to squirm away from it, but she couldn't, because of the ropes.
 
   "Have you had anal sex before?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Yes," Kaitlyn gasped out.  Twice, because Travis had been pushy about it, and she'd—
 
   "Enjoy it?"
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  She pushed it in deeper, so that the widest part was stretching Kaitlyn out, then worked it back and forth for a bit, there.
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't enjoying it, exactly, but she nearly came from that.  It was . . . it was all the necklace's fault.  Only possible explanation.
 
   Finally, Wednesday pushed it all the way in, the flat part flush against Kaitlyn's ass.  "Next part is going to hurt," said Wednesday.
 
   The last part had hurt.  The last part was still hurting!  Kaitlyn buried her face in the mattress, and waited.
 
   Wednesday stepped away, came back with a length of thin bamboo.  "After I hit you, count," she said.
 
   A quick nod from Kaitlyn.
 
   Only the first stroke hurt so much she didn't count it.  It was right across the top of her thighs, and she pulled at the ropes and tried to keep her yell in the mattress, because Wednesday had neighbors.  But it hurt!
 
   And then Wednesday hit her again, a little higher up and not quite so hard, and that hurt too, but she managed to get out a "two" between gasps.
 
   "Nope," said Wednesday cheerfully.  "Doesn't count if you didn't count it right.  Start over with one."
 
   She did.  Then two, and three.  Kaitlyn never cried, but she was crying at three.  Not, like, blubbering, but there were tears in her eyes, and she could hear it in her voice.
 
   Maybe Wednesday eased up after that, or else Kaitlyn was just getting used to it, because it got a little easier.  The first ten she was able to count properly were on her ass, the next five were on her upper back, and then Wednesday alternated between upper back, thighs, and ass, until Kaitlyn had counted thirty hits.  The ones that hurt most were either the upper thighs, or the ones that hit the base of the thing she'd put up Kaitlyn's ass.
 
   Then she stopped, and sat down on the bed next to Kaitlyn, and started touching where she'd hit.  Not hard, just following along the lines the bamboo rod had made.  Kaitlyn's skin felt hotter there, and Wednesday's hand was cool and calming, and . . . sort of curious, almost.  Like she hadn't known what to expect, and was interested by what she'd done.
 
   Then her hands twitched along Kaitlyn's pussy, and she gasped, and thrust back as much as the ropes would let her.
 
   "You don't come," said Wednesday.  "Never; not without permission.  Do you understand?"
 
   "Please?" said Kaitlyn.  "I'd—"
 
   "Do you understand?"
 
   "Yes, Wednesday."
 
   A pleased sort of pat on her ass.  "Now, when you get close, tell me, and I'll stop touching you."
 
   Wednesday's fingers traced the length of Kaitlyn's pussy, and danced around Kaitlyn's clit.
 
   "Oh God," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm close; I'm really close, please—"
 
   Wednesday's hand pulled away, and then she pulled the thing halfway out of Kaitlyn's ass, and pushed it back in.
 
   And her fingers were back on Kaitlyn's pussy.  There was blood thrumming in her ears, and she couldn't breathe, and—
 
   "Please!" said Kaitlyn.  "Close; I—"
 
   "Hm," said Wednesday.  Then the pressure came down on Kaitlyn, and she couldn't move.  Wednesday untied her, Kaitlyn turned over, and Wednesday tied her back up.  And then the pressure was gone again.
 
   Wednesday hadn't changed.  She was still wearing men's jeans and a t-shirt that said Miskatonic University Swim Team—maybe she'd transferred?  And she was staring at Kaitlyn's breasts.  Kaitlyn blushed, closed her eyes.  And got a stinging swat on her left breast as a reward, right were the clamp had been.
 
   If she hadn't been firmly tied down, she'd have doubled up in half at that, but she was, so all she did was strain against the ropes.  "Eyes open," said Wednesday.  "You get to see it happening."
 
   Kaitlyn opened her eyes, swallowed.
 
   Wednesday was holding the bamboo rod.
 
   "Oh God, please," said Kaitlyn, and Wednesday looked a little disappointed.  No.  No, she wasn't going to back out of something like that, let Wednesday think she wasn't serious, and a wimp.  But she also couldn't quite bring herself to ask to be hit.
 
   "Please," she said again.  "Can I, um, have like a gag or something?  Because I'm trying not to be loud, but if you hit me with that, there it's . . . I'm going to be loud."
 
   The disappointment was gone in her look, and that felt great.  And then she pinched Kaitlyn's nipple, which didn't feel that great.  "Fine," said Wednesday.  "This time.  But you're going to learn to be quiet when I want you to be quiet."
 
   Kaitlyn felt small and scared at that, which also felt good, but differently good.
 
   Wednesday had one of those red ball gags with the leather straps, because of course she did, and she had to move Kaitlyn's head around to attach it, which would've been nicer if she wasn't mostly pulling it around by her ponytail.
 
   It turned out that getting that red ball into her mouth wasn't as easy as it looked, and that it hurt her jaw to hold it in place like that.  Also, having a rubbery-tasting giant red ball in her mouth didn't actually keep her from making noise.  It just made the noises quieter and less like talking.  But when Wednesday told her to count, Kaitlyn tried to count, even though it was just, like, grunting noises.
 
   And also yells.  Because holy shit did it hurt when Wednesday hit her across her breasts with that thing.  And also the tops of her thighs.  That hurt too.  And a few caught her pussy, which hurt more than the other ones had put together.  Kaitlyn counted out another thirty hits, and she was near her breaking point when Wednesday stopped and put the rod down.
 
   And then it was Wednesday's hands again, tracing the lines that the rod had left.  Some of which went over the top of Kaitlyn's thighs, and some of which hit the edges of her pussy.  "Crrff!" she said, through the gag, and it seemed like Wednesday understood what she meant, because she took her hand away from there and went back to playing with Kaitlyn's breasts.
 
   She hurt all over.  Her back, her front, her jaw, her ass—that thing was pushed all the way in by the way she was lying—everywhere.  And she'd never been this close to an orgasm for so long; it felt almost like a stomach cramp.
 
   Then Lynn took the gag out, dropped it to the side.  "Ever licked out a girl before?"
 
   "Of course n. . . I mean, no," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  She shucked off her jeans and underwear.  Kaitlyn didn't have the best view, but they were nice legs.  Pale as hell, but long and muscular.  That made sense, if she'd been on a college swim team.
 
   She straddled Kaitlyn's head.  "Here's how it goes.  If you're making me happy, I'll do this—" and she started playing with Kaitlyn's breast.  "And if you don't, I'll do this," and she swatted Kaitlyn's pussy, hard enough to make her jump.
 
   And then she lowered herself down, and Kaitlyn started licking, trying not to get too much hair caught between her teeth.  It was a musky, heavy taste, with a bit of sweetness mixed in.  But she didn't know what she was doing, and those slaps on her pussy weren't helping.  Or they kind of were, because it didn't take too long before they were mixed in with light brushes across the top of her breasts, pinches on her nipples, just below her nipples.
 
   She considered doing something that Wednesday didn't want just to get a hand on her pussy, any way she could.  But no, that wasn't what she was there for.  She worked her tongue up into Wednesday, and could feel Wednesday rubbing her clit as she humped Kaitlyn's face, and then Wednesday's thighs clamping around her face.
 
   Wednesday pushed down at the moment of orgasm, held there, hard, and Kaitlyn struggled against the ropes, trying to get a breath, trying to . . . her hips were bucking as wildly as Wednesday's had been, but there was nothing for her to push against.
 
   Then, finally, Wednesday eased off, and there was something almost fond in the way she looked at Kaitlyn.  Only then that faded, and she shook her head.
 
   "Not going to say that wasn't fun," she said.  "But this is still a terrible idea."
 
   "No it isn't," said Kaitlyn.  "This is a great idea."
 
   "Forget . . . well, don't forget what you've done.  But ignoring what you've done.  Even if you'd gone to the formal with me and I brought you flowers and we carefully negotiated everything, it still would be a terrible idea.  We don't have anything in common.  We don't like the same things, we don't know the same people.  The only reason you're here is because you're turned on by BDSM, and you want me to give you orgasms.  You're going to get bored of that, or you're going to find someone who you have things in common with who's into BDSM and can give you orgasms, and you're going to screw me over.  Again."
 
   "Not true," said Kaitlyn.  "Also, you didn't give me an orgasm."
 
   "And you're kind of stupid, and you were cruel, Kaitlyn.  You were impossibly cruel.  There were people with cameras there!  Fucking hell, Kaitlyn, who does that?  And you're also the prettiest girl I have ever seen.  It's like so pretty it's impossible that you're real.  So I'm making a mistake, and I know I'm making a mistake, but if I let you in, even a little, I'll forget that you're stupid and cruel, and when you do screw me over, I'm going to be wrecked."
 
   Kaitlyn hadn't cried, not really, not even when Wednesday had hit her pussy with a bamboo rod.  But she was close then.  Only she couldn't exactly disagree.
 
   "I like you," said Kaitlyn.  "Someone else set it up, and I started doing it because . . . well, it was a dare, kind of.  Which is stupid, I know.  I know I'm stupid like that.  But then I started liking you, and I just . . . I fucked things up.  I was liking hanging out with you, and I didn't know how to make everything stop and also keep hanging out with you, and it was just easier to keep going, and then it went down, and I felt terrible, but I couldn't change what I did.  And also, also, this necklace you gave me is making me stupidly horny about all this Fifty Shades stuff.  Like when you said you could make me do whatever you wanted?  It's just . . . it's not fair to make me turned on by that, and then not do anything about it."
 
   "Grandma Eastey's necklace isn't subtle.  I made you do and say things a couple of times, and confirmed that you don't have any STDs." said Wednesday.  "That's it.  She had some pretty direct ideas about what I should do in college.  If you're aroused by being told what to do, that's not me.  Also, Fifty Shades of Grey?  No."
 
   Kaitlyn was trying to make a case for Wednesday keeping her, but instead, she just lay there staring at her, trying to find what to say.
 
   "Really?" was what she managed to come up with, in the end.  It wasn't great.
 
   "Really," said Wednesday.
 
   If she was lying . . . but there wasn't any reason for her to lie.  If she could do that, she could also convince Kaitlyn of whatever she wanted, and wouldn't have to argue or anything.
 
   "In that case," said Kaitlyn.  "I guess I get turned on by this stuff, and I want more of it."
 
   "And you need a place for next semester, and you figured you could use me for that too," said Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn looked up at her.  "How did you even—"
 
   "Have to register for dorms next week, if you want a space next semester," said Wednesday, with the faintest hint of a smile.  "You know my methods."
 
   "I don't know. . . ." The smile was gone, and Kaitlyn felt miserable about that, too.  "A Sherlock Holmes thing?"
 
   "Good job." Wednesday shook her head.  "Dammit, Kaitlyn.  I had fun just now.  I really want to do it again, and have more fun, but I don't trust you."
 
   "So don't!" said Kaitlyn.  "I'll do what you want; you can make sure I do, with the necklace.  I can't make things right, I guess.  But just use me, then.  I mean, I didn't come, but even so, that was like, the best sex I've ever had in my life."  And then, in a smaller voice, "You think I'm pretty?"
 
   "It's not a question of thinking you're pretty.  It's not being able to think straight because of how pretty you are.  Which makes it a worse mistake."
 
   "But you're going to make that mistake?" asked Kaitlyn, impossibly hopeful.
 
   "I don't know," said Wednesday.  "Tell me that I'm pretty."
 
   "I have never met a prettier woman," said Kaitlyn.  "You're gorgeous."
 
   Wednesday sighed.  Then put the ball gag back in Kaitlyn's mouth.  "You said something like that once before," she said.  "I believed you meant it then, so I'm not believing it now.  But yeah, I'll make that mistake at least once more tonight.  But not the mistake where I let you talk about things; that'll have to wait until tomorrow."
 
   She stood there, next to the bed, thinking about something.  Kaitlyn made her most appealing face, or at least, the most appealing face she could make with the gag distorting her face.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday, and untied her from the bed.  "Come on.  But don't do or say anything."
 
   Kaitlyn followed her back to the living room.  Where she got more rope, and tied Kaitlyn up on the couch, her hands in front of her, and her knees and elbows tied together, so she was curled up in a ball.  And then Wednesday went and put some popcorn in the microwave, and fiddled with her computer until a show started on the screen facing the couch.
 
   Then she put a towel down and sat down on top of it with her bowl of popcorn and a beer, and unpaused the show.  Wednesday still wasn't wearing pants or anything, and she put Kaitlyn's head on her thigh, and fiddled with her hair while she watched.
 
   Kaitlyn had been sort of hoping that it was the wizards and old-timey guns and cars show they'd seen at anime club, but it wasn't that.  It was something way weirder.  It was like, kid's puppet show quality robot puppets—worse than that.  Like kid's birthday party puppet show quality robot puppets, and a really stoner-sounding guy.  And then a terrible movie started playing, and the stoner and the puppets sat and made fun of it.
 
   Thing was, though, they were really funny.  And having the gag in made it hard to laugh, because she wound up like half-choking on her drool—she was drooling a ton—but it was great.  It was almost disappointing when the movie ended and Wednesday untied her.
 
   Almost disappointing.
 
   She'd kept the gag in for however long that show was—-two hours?  And while she hadn't been tied up that uncomfortably, things were starting to get sore.  And Wednesday finally took the thing out of her butt.  And then threw out the condom, which was probably why she'd put it on in the first place, and also that was kind of gross, and also Kaitlyn had to use the toilet.
 
   "Can I, um—"
 
   "Assuming you mean 'go to the bathroom,' yes," said Wednesday.  "Assuming you meant say another word before tomorrow morning, no."
 
   Kaitlyn bit back a reply, blushed, and scurried off to the bathroom.  And when she was done, she went to the bedroom.  Maybe this time, Wednesday would. . . .
 
   What Wednesday did was take off the necklace, and put it by the side of the bed, and then tie Kaitlyn's wrists together, and her ankles together, and push her further down the bed.
 
   "Lick," she said, so Kaitlyn licked.
 
   It was a little different, with Wednesday lying down and Kaitlyn propped up on her elbows, her face in Wednesday's pussy.  She could pull back for breath, and she had more control over what she was doing—she could even use her fingers a bit, or at least, she could until Wednesday told her not to.  But it was . . .
 
   It was nicer than sucking cock, really.  Because it didn't make her gag or anything, but Wednesday had the same shivery reactions guys did when they were being sucked off, and Kaitlyn could tell that Wednesday was enjoying what she was doing, and also she tasted better than come, which tasted like bleach.  When Wednesday came, Kaitlyn felt legit proud of herself.  And then Wednesday gave her a lazy smile, which was even better.
 
   And then she rolled Kaitlyn over, and dumped her on the floor next to the bed, which was worse.
 
   Kaitlyn popped back up on her knees, and Wednesday threw a pillow at her face.  "You sleep there," she said.
 
   Kaitlyn gave her an unhappy look.
 
   "You'll get used to it.  Good for your back."  Then she turned off the light, and that was it.
 
   Kaitlyn’s wrists and ankles weren't tied together tightly—she could probably get out of it with a little wriggling—but even so, it wasn't easy trying to sleep tied up.  Or on the floor, or naked, or with no blanket, or as turned on as Kaitlyn was.  But it wasn't cold, and she'd said she would do anything that Wednesday wanted, so if Wednesday wanted her to sleep on the floor, she had to do that.
 
   She wasn't comfortable, and it took a while before she fell asleep, but she actually did sleep pretty well.  Overall, Kaitlyn hadn't had a clear idea of what was going to happen if she put that necklace on, but it’d gone better than she'd thought it would.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   It was awkward the next morning.  When Kaitlyn woke up, Wednesday was still asleep; snoring and with a little bit of drool on her lower lip.  She looked freaking adorable, but not at all like someone who was going to untie Kaitlyn if she got woken up.  So Kaitlyn put her necklace back on, and then sort of hop-shuffled to the bathroom, and then to the kitchen, where there were like, no clean pans, and not that many ingredients for anything.  Her ankles and wrists weren't tied together tightly, but they were tied together, and that complicated everything.
 
   The rope tying her wrists together got really wet when she was washing dishes, and it wasn't easy flipping pancakes like that, but by the time Wednesday was up, she'd made pancakes and coffee and had started cleaning out some of the more expired food from the fridge.
 
   "Morning!" she said as Wednesday stumbled in.
 
   Wednesday glowered at her.  She was wearing socks and boxer shorts and that swim team shirt, and her hair looked like she'd put it through a wood chipper.
 
   "What?" Kaitlyn asked uncertainly.  "There's pancakes?"
 
   "It's seven thirty?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.  "I made pancakes?"
 
   "You're chipper.  Why are you chipper?  It's seven-thirty."
 
   Kaitlyn blushed, turned away.  "Just thought you'd like pancakes."
 
   Wednesday sighed and sat down at the kitchen table.  Kaitlyn shuffled over with the plate of pancakes.  "I put some jam on, because you didn't have maple syrup.  Or bacon or sausages, and there wasn't any buttermilk, so I couldn't make biscuits, or—"
 
   The power of the necklace came down on her, and she put the plate of pancakes in front of Wednesday and got her a cup of coffee, shuffling back and forth because of the ropes on her ankles.  Then she knelt next to her, putting her face on the floor—a floor that could've used a thorough cleaning—and pushing her ass up so that it was at the right level for Wednesday to play with.
 
   "Sorry," said Wednesday.  "But it's seven-thirty.  That is not grocery list o'clock."
 
   The power of the necklace eased, but Kaitlyn stayed where she was, quiet, Wednesday's hand drifting across her ass, then down to her pussy as she ate.
 
   Then Wednesday put her coffee mug right up against Kaitlyn's butt, and she yelped and flinched out the way.
 
   "Get back here," she said.  "It's not that hot."
 
   It was that hot.  Not, like, burning her hot, but it was hot.  But Kaitlyn went back there, and Wednesday held the cup against her for a bit.  Then took it away, and put it somewhere else on her butt.
 
   And then somewhere else.  And then somewhere else.
 
   Kaitlyn started trembling, and then, hesitantly, she spread her legs open a little, hoping that Wednesday would, and also that she wouldn't.
 
   Wednesday chuckled.  "Say please."
 
   She didn't want to say please for anything because she wasn't asking for anything.  And even if she did want something, she wanted Wednesday to make her do it, not have to act like it was something she wanted.
 
   "Please," she said finally, sounding very different from the way she usually sounded.  "Please put the coffee mug on my pussy."
 
   Wednesday did, and it hurt, and Kaitlyn pushed back against it even though that made it hurt more.  Then just when the hurt was almost too much, it was gone, and she could hear Wednesday taking a long swallow.
 
   When the drinking noises stopped, Kaitlyn braced herself, but it wasn't the coffee cup again.  It was Wednesday's hand, cool and soothing on her pussy.
 
   She moved against it, moaned.  Well, Wednesday had liked it when Kaitlyn said please, so, "Please?" she said.
 
   "Hm?"
 
   "Please can I come?"
 
   "Nope," said Wednesday.  "And quiet.  Quiet time now.  Seven thirty!  Why is there even seven thirty."
 
   She was quiet, but Wednesday didn't stop touching her, so she was moaning, and twitching, and trying to get a little bit more, or maybe a little bit less, and . . . and then Wednesday leaned over, and put the plate of pancakes on the floor in front of her.
 
   Wednesday'd eaten more than half of the pancakes, and taken bites out of most of the rest, and spread the jam over everything.  "No hands," she said.
 
   Fine.  Fine!  Kaitlyn had only cooked them after all, why should she be allowed to sit at the table and eat pancakes.  And of course no hands, because that would make things easy.
 
   Fortunately, Wednesday had taken her hand away, because otherwise Kaitlyn would've come at a touch.  Wednesday walked across the kitchen as Kaitlyn worried at the ends of pancakes and tried to lick up jam.  She came back with a bowl full of coffee, which she put next to the plate of pancakes.  Then she washed the dishes as Kaitlyn ate.
 
   When Kaitlyn finished with the pancakes, and had as much coffee as she wanted, Wednesday was still washing dishes.  So she waited, holding the pose that she'd been given and not saying anything, because apparently it was too early for that.
 
   There was a little pause after Wednesday finished washing dishes.  "That's a nice view," she said.  "But at this point, you can turn around, I guess."
 
   Kaitlyn turned around.  There was that little hitch in Wednesday's breathing, like someone had hit her in the stomach.  "You look . . . point is.  I have to go to work.  You probably should wash your face off, get dressed, and go back to your dorm, or something.  Whatever you do all day."
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't going to cry.  Wednesday had told Kaitlyn she’d be her slave 'at least for tonight', and it wasn't that night any more.  But she'd been good!  And there was the way that Wednesday looked at her, and—
 
   "Fine!" said Wednesday.  "Tomorrow night, six o'clock, you can come visit again."
 
   "Wait, you can read my mind?"
 
   Wednesday gave her a look like she'd said something stupid.  "Jam Watson, it really wasn't that hard to figure out why you looked sad after I told you to go home."
 
   Kaitlyn reached up and wiped off a smear of jam from her cheek.  Which was only there because Wednesday had made her eat without using her hands, so it wasn't fair for Wednesday to make fun of her for that.
 
   "Point is, I'm going to be doing a lot of thinking about this today.  No guarantees I'm going to get to the conclusion that you want.  And I suggest that you do a lot of thinking as well, and maybe consider going somewhere else tonight."
 
   Yeah, like that was going to happen.
 
   "Right," said Wednesday.  "Imma go get dressed.  When I come back out here, you should be gone."
 
   "But?" said Kaitlyn, holding up her wrists.
 
   "What?  You can untie that.  Use your teeth."
 
   "I," said Kaitlyn, and shook her head.  She could untie it, but that wasn’t the point.  "You tied it."
 
   A thoughtful frown.  "Fine," said Wednesday.  "Come here."
 
   Kaitlyn sort of inchwormed her way over, and held up her hands.  Wednesday untied them, then turned her around and untied her ankles, and then gave her a single stinging slap on her ass.  "Out by the time I'm dressed," she said.  "Go."
 
   So Kaitlyn went.  And she went to her classes, and finished a paper she'd been avoiding for more than a week, and had a long shower.  Where she shaved, just like she had the night before.  It was a little trickier without someone mind controlling her to do it right, but it got done.
 
   Anne had sent a text wanting to meet for lunch, but shaving her bits had taken longer than she'd expected, so she was running late when someone bumped into her in the hall.
 
   Tried to bump into her; she tried getting around him, and he interposed himself again.  Vaguely familiar looking guy, with a stupid hat.  Barry?  Gary.  From the anime thing.
 
   "Kaitlyn?" he said.
 
   "Yeah?"
 
   "Listen; you're dating Em, right?"
 
   Was she?  Maybe.  Yes.  Yes!  "How would you know?"
 
   "She didn't show up for Pathfinder last night, because she said she had a date, and you're—look.  Just don't."
 
   She gave him a closer look.  Taller than she was, wearing a T-shirt with a smiley face on it, only the smiley face had a bloodstain on it?  Or maybe a bullet hole?"
 
   "I, um—"
 
   "Look.  Em is a genius, and you're not, and Em is a nerd, and you're not, and it's not going to work."
 
   "Thanks, Dr. Phil," she said.  "We'll see."
 
   "No!  You don't—there are seven hundred students here.  Most of them are your sort of person.  If you want your college bisexual fling, pick one of them, okay?"
 
   Kaitlyn considered.  "No."
 
   He gritted his teeth and looked off to the side.  His beard was . . . was not really a success.
 
   He looked back at her like he expected her to jump out of the way, or something.  "You're not good for her, she's not good for you.  If there's anyone . . . I've been Em's friend for years!  And . . . frankly, there aren't that many girls like her, and everything great about her is wasted on you.  If you don't—"
 
   "If you don't get the hell out of my way," said Kaitlyn, "I'm going to take that stupid hat off of your head and make you eat it."
 
   He gave a contemptuous snort.  "You wouldn't—"
 
   "I damn well will.  In five.  Four.  Three."
 
   Another snort, but he took a step back.  Then two.  Then he left.
 
   She probably wouldn't have been able to.  But if he'd stuck around for another two seconds, she would've tried.
 
   Lunch with Anne was nice, though.  Things had been working out with Frank; he'd found them a place in Pittsfield, which was closer to Howland than to Boston, and he'd gotten a scholarship, to everyone's surprise, and she was doing okay, and they couldn't get married until they both graduated, obviously, but her parents were coming around to the idea that maybe they would get married after school.
 
   Then came Intro to Sociology, and then came the long break between the end of sociology and the time she was supposed to go be Wednesday's sex slave.  Which left Kaitlyn fiddling with her outfit, and thinking too much about things.  Dinner, for instance.  Six was kind of early to have eaten, but if Wednesday wasn't going to feed her, it'd be a good idea to eat before then.  Or maybe she could cook something?  Maybe fried chicken.  There was literally nobody in the world who didn't like fried chicken.
 
   Only if she wasn't supposed to cook, she'd look stupid showing up with buttermilk and flour and a raw chicken.  Well, she was going to look stupid with some plastic thing shoved up her butt and jam on her face, or whatever Wednesday had planned.  But it would make her look more stupid if there was that and also a raw chicken.
 
   The thing to do was text her—she still had her number from that first week on campus, when they'd been sort of dating—but it felt like that was a mistake too.  Like she was supposed to figure out what she was supposed to do, and she hadn't.  But she hadn't been told not to.  So she sent a text, asking, and then spent the next two hours not being able to focus on much besides waiting for a response.
 
   "You're getting leftover pizza," Wednesday finally sent back.  "Also, learn to spell."
 
   Leftover pizza didn't sound great.  Also, Kaitlyn knew how to spell, but texting didn’t work that way, and given that Wednesday was a huge nerd, Kaitlyn would have expected that she'd know how to use phones.
 
   Five-thirty, she was waiting outside Wednesday's apartment.  It was cold, and she was cold, and she could've waited where it was warm before going—it was literally a fifteen minute walk to her dorm.  But she wanted in so bad, and . . . and next time she wasn't going to wear a short skirt for standing out waiting in the cold, even if it did make Wednesday's voice go all wobbly.
 
   When it was finally six, she was goddamn cold, and she was hoping and not hoping that Wednesday would let her stay dressed for a little bit.
 
   "You're sure about this," said Wednesday, who wasn't playing computer games when she knocked, just sitting on the couch with a pile of comic books.
 
   "Absolutely," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Why?" asked Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn hesitated.
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "Look, I know perfectly well why I want you.  And I know perfectly well that it's a terrible choice, and why I'm making it anyway.  But why me?  Why don't you find someone with your preferred combination of gender and genitals, and date them instead?  You're gorgeous; it'd take you like five minutes."
 
   "Not you, too," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Me too?"
 
   "Your friend Gary was really mad that you didn't go pathfind with him last night, and tracked me down to convince me to break up with you."
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "But while 'because Gary said not to' is a valid reason for most things—the guy is an asshole, and he's not my friend, at best he's an acquaintance, and he's the reason why I had to fucking drop out of that D&D group, not you—it's not a sufficient reason for you to be doing this.  You don't even know him.  Why me?"
 
   "Because you said you would!" said Kaitlyn.  "I did everything you told me to do, and—"
 
   "I'm not throwing you out, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "But I want you to answer my question."
 
   "You're nice," she said.
 
   "Nice?" Wednesday looked at her like she'd sprouted another head.  No, Wednesday would probably think that was cool and normal; she looked at her like she was weird.  "Kaitlyn, I've spent the day feeling moderately guilty about using Grandma Eastey's necklace for sex—although, that's totally what she gave me the necklace for—and I didn't let you come, and I have no intention of letting you come tonight either.  That's not . . . there are valid reasons why I'm not being nice to you.  But I'm not being nice to you."
 
   "You are!" said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, give most of the guys I know a reason to hate me and then the power to do whatever they wanted?  They would not be feeling moderately guilty about anything, and they'd have done way worse stuff.  Give control of that necklace to Jessie, and I'd probably stab her ex boyfriends for her.  Also . . . I mean, I really wanted to come last night, and I really want to come tonight.  But, I mean, it's sort of—you care about whether or not I come, and you care more than most guys I've been with.  They wanted me to, but more like, because that way they'd get more sex later.  But mostly what they actually cared about was sticking their cocks in me, and then taking a nap afterward."
 
   She looked up at Wednesday, who seemed a little shocked.  Well, she was bi, so it wasn't like what guys wanted to do was shocking to her.  And she'd asked, so, fine.
 
   "Also, you're really good at this stuff.  Like, I don't—I mean, some guys were better at getting me off than others, right?  But it wasn't like they had sexy ideas or anything?  They just hit the right places hard enough, and kept going long enough.  You have tons of sexy ideas, and it's like . . . if I was with a guy who was good, I'd feel sore and a little dreamy about it.  But I'm really excited and frightened to see what you come up with, and—"
 
   "Got it," said Wednesday.  "So I'm less horrible than your friends, and I'm a sex god.  But while it might pain my ego to admit this, I'm not the nicest person I know, or the one with the best sex imagination.  There's this one girl whose fanfic is . . . point is, you can find someone else who isn't horrible, and who's interested in kinky sex.  And who doesn't have any reason to dislike you.  Then you can go on dates, and not be horrible to them, and have a healthy relationship."
 
   "Also I was mean to you and it was terrible and I want to do what you say to make it up to you."  That was not something that Kaitlyn wanted to admit, but which was true.
 
   "Also not a healthy basis for a relationship."
 
   "Why are you making this so complicated!" said Kaitlyn.  "It was like this yesterday too!  You're doing this awesome stuff, but then you overthink it, and—"
 
   "So," said Wednesday.  "I'm great because I think a lot about sex, and because I'm nice to you.  But you object to me thinking too much about sex, and also resent that I'm too nice to you."
 
   "Yes!" said Kaitlyn.  "What's so hard to understand about that!"
 
   Wednesday laughed, put her comic book down.  "Not that much, really.  How long did you talk to Gary before threatening to hurt him?"
 
   "Like maybe two sentences?"
 
   "Well, his social skills are improving, anyway.  Strip."
 
   Finally.  Kaitlyn had been wearing fancy underwear—red lacy stuff—and like she'd hoped, Wednesday gasped a little when she saw it.  "No, fine," she said, as Kaitlyn started to unhook her bra.  "You can keep that on for a bit.  Hold your hands out in front of you."
 
   She did, and Wednesday tied them together.  "Follow," said Wednesday, and pulled her over next to the couch, where there was a toy dinosaur hanging from the ceiling, wings outstretched.  "Sorry, Sauron," she said.  "Someone else needs your perch."
 
   He didn't look like that eye from Lord of the Rings, but whatever—probably he was a dinosaur in the books or something.  More importantly, the thing it'd been hanging from was way more heavy-duty than it needed to be to attach a toy dinosaur to a ceiling.  There were, like, pulleys.
 
   Wednesday ran the rope that was tied to Kaitlyn's wrists up through a pulley, and pulled it tight enough to keep Kaitlyn's hands up over her head.
 
   A light touch on Kaitlyn's breasts left her shivering, and not because it was cold.  
 
   "Normally," said Wednesday, "we'd have this sort of conversation as we were dating, and it'd be awkward and fun and you'd learn as much about me as I would about you.  But it seems like dating didn't exactly work out."
 
   Kaitlyn looked away, and Wednesday slapped her cheek.  Not that hard, but hard enough that she turned back, jaw dropping.  You didn't slap women like that, not unless—not unless it made them soak their twenty-dollar lace thong panties, apparently.
 
   "So now I get to learn all about you," said Wednesday.  "Do you use drugs?"
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  Little bit of weed in high school, but it wasn't that great, honestly.
 
   "Smoke?"
 
   "No."
 
   "Drink?"
 
   "Not, like every day, but—"
 
   "Yes or no," said Wednesday.
 
   "Yes," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Hm," said Wednesday.  She walked around her, trailed a fingernail up Kaitlyn's thigh, which left her trying to keep her legs from giving out.
 
   "You drive," said Wednesday.
 
   "Yeah, but—"
 
   "Yes or no."
 
   "Yes."
 
   "You have a car?"
 
   "Yes."  A Mustang that she got at graduation, and it was—
 
   "You're going home for winter break?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   Wednesday had come around to the front.  She reached over, ran her finger along the necklace she'd given Kaitlyn, then lower, onto the slope of her breast.  Kaitlyn breathed out—that was it, a breath out, not a moan—and tried to keep control.
 
   "And you were hoping I'd take you in next semester.  But I can't, because I don't have any room for you here, so—"
 
   "What are you talking about?" said Kaitlyn.  "There's two bedrooms.  I can literally see two bedrooms.  Do you have a roommate lined up, or—"
 
   "I have a sewing room," said Wednesday.
 
   "A sewing room is what middle-aged women turn their kid's room into when they're in college so they’ll know not to try moving back in," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "My sewing room is what I call the room where I sew," said Wednesday.  "And also where I keep my stuff.  No.  Not for you; I could spare maybe a closet, but—"
 
   There was a sudden twist of heat in Kaitlyn stomach; she was so turned on it almost hurt.  "Please?" she said, in a much smaller voice.  "That sounds nice."
 
   Wednesday hesitated, her hand trembling.  Had Kaitlyn pushed it too far?  If she had, she'd—
 
   "Fuck it," said Wednesday.  "Fine.  You know what, fine.  But you're putting down your deposit for the dorms for next semester.  Whether or not you like it, you're going to have a place to go if you come to your senses or I dump you over winter break."
 
   "Thank you," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "You're welcome," said Wednesday.  "Hell, it's just a couple hundred bucks for the deposit.  But after the first month, you're paying your share of the rent here.  That'd give me a budget for toys, anyway."
 
   Judging by the three-foot long flying dinosaur on the couch, Wednesday had a big enough budget for toys already.  But paying rent seemed fair.
 
   "Now, personal questions.  You've had sex before."
 
   "Yes."
 
   "How many people?"
 
   "Four," said Kaitlyn.  "Well, five, if you count—"
 
   "All boys?"
 
   "Of course!  I mean, I—"
 
   The pulley was far enough from the wall that Wednesday could walk around Kaitlyn.  And there were occasional little touches—along her sides, at the bottom of her breasts.  Kaitlyn wasn't sure her legs would keep her standing; if they didn't, at least the rope would hold her up.
 
   "Not seeing anyone now," she said.
 
   Kaitlyn hesitated.
 
   "Not seeing anyone else now," said Wednesday with a sigh.
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "How often do you masturbate?"
 
   "I don't know!" said Kaitlyn.  "It's not like I keep a schedule.  Once or twice a week, maybe?"
 
   Suddenly, Wednesday's hand was on Kaitlyn's pussy.  She jumped, squeaked, nearly fell over.  "You don't at all, anymore," she said.
 
   "No, of course not," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, you said I couldn't come, so I—"
 
   "You don't come without permission, and you don't touch without permission.  You want to wipe yourself off, or take a shower—you text me for permission first."
 
   "God," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Inaccurate, but moving on.  You shave every day, and you'll get a beating for every single hair I find.  Did you enjoy having that thing up your ass last night?"
 
   "I . . . if you want a yes or no, I don't—"
 
   "Then use your words."
 
   "It hurt and it didn't turn me on," said Kaitlyn.  "But having it there because you put it there was kind of hot.  I mean, like, if you told me to masturbate, I wouldn't use it like that in a million years.  But—"
 
   "Got it," said Wednesday.  "Can you orgasm from penetration alone?"
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn, trying not to look away.  What the hell was going on?  Why did Wednesday need to know all that?
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  "That'll simplify things.  What are your limits?"
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head.  "I don't . . . what do you mean?"
 
   Wednesday slapped her again, so she stopped looking away.
 
   "What are the things that you won't do?"
 
   "Nothing," said Kaitlyn, and Wednesday made a face like she'd said something wrong.  But that was what she was supposed to say, and it was true, and—
 
   "Which means that there are a million things you won't do, and you'll resent me for making you do some of them," said Wednesday.
 
   "No!" said Kaitlyn.  "I said anything, and I meant—"
 
   "If I took you to a tattoo shop, and told you to ask for 'whore' in big letters across your forehead, you'd do that," said Wednesday, and it wasn't even a question.
 
   "I . . . ." She looked Wednesday right in the eye.  "I'd do it."
 
   Wednesday's eyes widened slightly, then contracted.  "That's kind of worse," she said.  "But, whatever.  Fine.  So I have to have judgment for both of us.  And if I told you to stab an ex boyfriend?"
 
   "You wouldn't," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "If I did?"
 
   She looked away, and Wednesday's fingertips fell away from her chin.  "No," said Kaitlyn.  "Not going to—I mean, you wouldn't?"
 
   Wednesday snorted.  "Of course I fucking wouldn't, you idiot.  I also am not going to make you have a tattoo like that, because . . . look, here's how it goes.  You have labs or studio art or some other evening classes?"
 
   "No."
 
   "Fine.  You show up here at six.  Then I make you do things.  If at any point you want to stop doing that, you tell me you want to stop, and you leave.  You've got a dorm room for the next month, anyway, so you have somewhere you can go.  And somewhere you can keep all your shit.  If there's something you really don't want to do, you can ask me not to do it."
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "In addition," said Wednesday, "you get your homework in on time, and whenever you get less than an A on anything—paper, exam, pop quiz, anything—you let me know, and you get punished.  If you ever want to have another orgasm in your life, you are going to do well in school.  Because I am really not interested in you screwing up and blaming me for wasting your life.  Next place I move might not allow pets, and then where would you be?"
 
   Kaitlyn whined, back in her throat.  She'd never been an A student anywhere ever, and she wanted to have another orgasm at some point in her life.  And yet.
 
   "Okay," she said.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  "Similarly, every time you want an alcoholic beverage, you text me and ask.  I don't want you becoming a drunk, and I also don't want you getting loaded and telling people things about me.  So a little social drinking, maybe, sort of thing you're used to, only when supervised.  And, finally, this," said Wednesday, tapping the necklace with her finger, "stays here."
 
   The drinking, fine.  "But . . ."
 
   "Hm?"
 
   "But you gave it to me," said Kaitlyn.  "It's mine."
 
   "Are you telling me no?" asked Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn's head dropped.  "I'm not."
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "Then it stays here.  I'll bring it out for special occasions."
 
   That wasn't fair at all, but she wasn't the sort of idiot who'd say that she didn't have any limits, then disagree with, like, the third thing that Wednesday said.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  "Could be I'll come up with some more rules later, but that's probably enough for now."
 
   She moved her hand along Kaitlyn's thigh, pulled down the panties, then picked them up, after Kaitlyn stepped out of them.  "Open," she said.
 
   Kaitlyn gave her a confused look.
 
   Wednesday rolled her eyes.  "Open your mouth."
 
   Kaitlyn did, and Wednesday stuffed the panties inside, then sealed them in with a big piece of duct tape over Kaitlyn's mouth.
 
   "Good!" said Wednesday.  "Say thank you."
 
   The words were muffled but distinguishable.  The panties weren't that substantial, even though they'd been super cute and expensive and were probably ruined.
 
   Wednesday stepped back and considered her work.  "It's a start.  You look nice."
 
   Kaitlyn blushed, her legs twisting against each other.
 
   "Don't worry," said Wednesday.  "I'll help.  Stay there."
 
   Like she could go anywhere else.  She watched Wednesday go back to her room—her bedroom, not her sewing room, which was apparently also her room.  She was taller than Kaitlyn.  And she . . . well, she didn't, like, sexy walk, but there was something sexy about the way she walked.  It was precise.
 
   Kaitlyn didn't see her for a while, and then she came back with a bunch of stuff.
 
   "Mechanical engineering is a fun hobby and there are some excellent career opportunities," said Wednesday.  "Great department here.  Highly recommended.  Anyhow."
 
   One thing was a metal pole, which had cranks and stuff for adjusting its height, and a dildo at the end.  That she set up underneath Kaitlyn, and fiddled with the cranks until the dildo was buried deep in her cunt.
 
   "The ropes for the wrists are just to keep you in place," said Wednesday.  "But I brought you something else, to keep you striving upward."
 
   Two of the clamps like the one she'd used the night before, connected with a length of chain.  She brushed Kaitlyn's nipple with her lips, lightly, through the lacy film of her bra, and if it had been hard before, it was harder after.  And then she put the clamp on.  Same on the other side.  And then a rope attached to the middle of the chain between the clamps, which went up to another pulley on the ceiling.  And pulled, and pulled, until Kaitlyn was on her tiptoes, trying to make it hurt less.  Then a little bit of slack.
 
   "Seems right," said Wednesday.  "Now, try to enjoy quietly.  Android's Dungeon had like fifty mid-eighties X-men comics for twenty-five cents a pop, and Chris Claremont appeals to my id."
 
   She’d been told to be quiet, and also she had tape on her mouth and her painties stuffed inside, thick with the taste of her own arousal.  But Kaitlyn had a hard time not muttering about that.  If Wednesday wanted something appealing, Kaitlyn was literally right there.
 
   The thing was, if she wanted to keep the clamps on her nipples from pulling too hard, she had to go up on her tiptoes.  But she couldn’t stay like that for long, and when she came down, her nipples hurt like crazy, so pretty soon she had to go up on her tiptoes again.
 
   So the dildo, which was fixed in place, was going in and out.  Which was nice, but the angle was uncomfortable, and it wasn't like she had enough slack to get that much out of it.  It was just . . . reminding her that it was there, and that Wednesday was fucking her even when she was lying on the couch with a stack of comic books and a toy dinosaur.
 
   At least Wednesday had set Kaitlyn up so that she could watch her reading and petting her toy dinosaur's head.  Wednesday looked good, even though she was just wearing a red-and-black hoodie with jeans and ratty boots.  And every so often she'd look up and give Kaitlyn a wicked look, which made Kaitlyn whimper and shift her position, which made her move on the dildo, which made her whimper and shift her position.
 
   Everything Kaitlyn had said about Wednesday was true, but it was especially true that she was a genius at sex stuff.  The closest anyone else had come to something like this was when Travis had asked her for a beej when he was playing video games.  That had been kinda fun, actually, but this was. . .
 
   "Good old the Shadow King," said Wednesday, putting a comic in a plastic sleeve and then into a big white box.  "So into petplay."  And then she took out her phone and ordered pizza.  With anchovies, because apparently she liked gross old man food.
 
   The way Kaitlyn had been set up started off uncomfortable, and got worse, but at least Wednesday seemed to be enjoying it.  When it got to the point that Kaitlyn's breasts and legs both hurt so much that she was practically jumping up and down trying to find somewhere to stand that wasn't completely agonizing, Wednesday spent almost as much time watching her as she did reading her comic books.
 
   Then the doorbell rang and Kaitlyn froze in place.  Wednesday smiled and got up, lightly trailing her fingers down Kaitlyn’s cheek to her breast as she went to answer the door.
 
   She was going to do it.  Kaitlyn had been set up so that she could see the couch, which meant that she couldn't see the door.  She was pretty sure that she couldn't be seen from the door, but not entirely sure, and Wednesday probably wasn't going to try to pay for her pizza by letting the pizza boy fuck her, but if he came in, she'd—
 
   Wednesday opened the door.  Turned out the pizza was $12.50, and she only had a ten.
 
   "Hang on a sec," she said.  "Wallet's in the other room."
 
   She went back past Kaitlyn, giving her a wink as she passed.
 
   Right.  Fine!  Right.  He was just going to wait outside the apartment, and Wednesday was going to get her wallet, and pay him, and he wasn't going to stick his head in and see a naked girl impaled on a dildo and maybe fuck her ass.  That wasn't going to happen at all.  Because why would he be curious about an apartment?  And where the hell had Wednesday left her wallet?  Mars?
 
   The ropes and pulleys and didn't make that much noise, but they did creak a little when Kaitlyn moved.  Also, she'd been getting a little excited, so there was a kind of wet noise when she moved on the dildo, so she had to keep perfectly still.  Only she'd frozen like halfway up, so her legs were more uncomfortable than if she were fully on her tiptoes, and it wasn't that much easier on her breasts, and. . . 
 
   Wednesday came back out, gave her a fond pat on the ass—too loud!  But it was fond, and that was great—and then gave the delivery guy another five bucks.
 
   Kaitlyn had never been so happy to hear a door being shut then she was when that door finally shut behind the pizza guy.
 
   "You look excited," said Wednesday, after clearing a space for her pizza on the coffee table and putting it down.  "But remember—you get leftovers; this is mostly for me."
 
   Kaitlyn's mouth was taped shut, and there was a wad of fabric in her mouth that had been panties like an hour ago, and Wednesday had told her to be quiet.  So she did her best to make a face that would let Wednesday know how she was feeling.
 
   It seemed that the message didn't exactly get through, because instead of being sympathetic, Wednesday laughed so hard she had to sit down.  Finally, when she was done laughing, she looked up at Kaitlyn.
 
   "Admittedly, Gramma Eastey didn't teach me much," she said.  "But in case you were worried, nobody comes into this apartment unless I want them to.  Anyhow.  You seem to have been enjoying yourself a bit more than intended, so time to take you down."
 
   She walked over to Kaitlyn, flicked at her nipple.  Which hurt so much she half pulled herself up off the floor by pulling on the rope that was tied to her hands.
 
   "Very nice," said Wednesday.  "But down.  No suspension tonight; I don't have the gear.  But don't worry; it's going to hurt tremendously when I take those clips off.  Now remember, neighbors, so you're going to have to be quiet."
 
   It hurt tremendously when she took the clips off.  But, neighbors, so Kaitlyn had to be quiet.  She wasn't completely quiet; nobody could've been, but her wails weren't nearly as loud as they would've been if she hadn't been trying to swallow them.
 
   And this time, Wednesday did look a bit contrite.  And more than a bit turned on.  She ran her fingers across Kaitlyn's breasts, and her eyes seemed to light up as Kaitlyn winced.  "Later," said Wednesday, untying Kaitlyn's hands and easing her off the dildo.  "For now, you get to clean the living room.  But don't stand up; you look better on your knees."
 
   So Kaitlyn blushed and went down on her knees.  And then she got to clean the living room as Wednesday sat and ate pizza and read the internet on her laptop.  After a while, Wednesday called her over, pulled the duct tape off, took out the sodden mass of what had been twenty-dollar panties, and let her beg for pizza crusts and anchovies which Wednesday  picked off her pizza.
 
   She wasn't allowed to say anything when she begged, just make noises, keep her mouth open, give Wednesday hungry looks, and then eat whatever she was given.  Anchovies were so very gross and made her gag, and that made Wednesday give her more anchovies.
 
   But she was hungry, and also, Wednesday got this great look on her face when Kaitlyn was gagging on anchovies, so she kept crawling over to beg for food, which meant that it took longer than she'd expected to to clean the living room.  And then, one of the times when she went over to beg for food, Wednesday sighed, pulled Kaitlyn up onto the couch by her hair, and had her lick her out.
 
   The whole thing with the pizza delivery had left Kaitlyn way turned on, and she hadn't been allowed to orgasm since she'd put that necklace on, but just seeing Wednesday unzipping her fly, the curly black hair and soft pink of her pussy—it made heat coil in Kaitlyn's belly, and her breath catch in her throat.
 
   And it tasted way better than anchovies, that was for sure.
 
   The way she was set up, Kaitlyn was sort of lying on the couch with her face in Wednesday's pussy, and Wednesday had her laptop on the coffee table.  One hand on the mouse on the arm of the couch, and the other one playing with Kaitlyn's hair, as she tried to get in between Wednesday's legs.
 
   Her hair, and her shoulders, and . . . Kaitlyn curled up as close as she could get, and the touch occasionally moved a little lower, to her hips and her waist.  But mostly playing with her hair.
 
   "Ugh," said Wednesday, after a while.  "You have pretty ears!  How are ears pretty?  They're just ears.  But yours are like just the right size and shape and color, and—"
 
   Kaitlyn's legs were moving against each other as she talked, getting a little sensation for her pussy, and also rubbing her a little on the couch.  It was just so . . . 
 
   "None of that," said Wednesday, reaching over to slap her ass.  "You don't come tonight, Kaitlyn."
 
   Kaitlyn nodded as best she could without moving her mouth away from Wednesday.  But it was really nice, what she'd said.  Pretty ears!
 
   After a while, Wednesday's touches got less gentle, and then her hand knotted in Kaitlyn's hair, pushing her down, holding her in place as Wedensday tensed, strained up against her for four, five long breaths, and then relaxed down with a sigh.
 
   "Very nice," she said.  "Best way to read fic, really."
 
   Wednesday got up, and fastened her jeans.  While the popcorn was popping, she tied Kaitlyn up on her side the same way she'd been the night before.  This time, Kaitlyn didn't have a gag in, and while they watched the guy and robots making fun of the movie, Wedensday'd give Kaitlyn an occasional piece of popcorn, or sip of coke.
 
   It was great.  The TV show was pretty good—a little less funny than the previous one had been, but still hilarious.  And there was basically nothing better than lying naked and tied up with her head on Wednesday's thigh, and sometimes taking pieces of popcorn from Wednesday's fingers, or craning her neck up for a drink.
 
   Nothing better, but being allowed to get up and stretch and use the bathroom after the movie was over was pretty great too.  And so was being led into the bedroom, knowing that what was coming up next was going to be just as great.  And also maybe a little frightening, and maybe it was going to hurt a little, and maybe Wednesday would smile at her.
 
   This time, it was another gag, this one shaped kinda like a penis.  Kinda like two penises, actually—a fat little one on the inside of the gag, and a longer one on the outside.  Kaitlyn wouldn't have guessed that Wednesday would be that interested in cocks. . . well, she'd said she was bi, but . . . well, anyhow.  Point was, Kaitlyn was tied down on her back, and then Wednesday rode the cock in her mouth.
 
   Which was a bit like giving a beej, only it tasted worse than an actual penis, but it was smaller, and wasn't going to come, and also if she happened to graze it with her teeth it wasn't going to get all whiny about it.
 
   But even though it made no sense and Wednesday wouldn't even notice, Kaitlyn still did her best to not get her teeth on the fat little cock in her mouth, and to sort of swirl her tongue around it.  And move her head in time with Wednesday's movements, to fuck her with the cock she was wearing.  It was just . . . obviously Wednesday was great in bed, and obviously there wasn't that much that Kaitlyn could do the way she was set up.  But she wanted to do the best she possibly could.
 
   Wednesday had started off facing away from her, but then she turned around, and started pinching Kaitlyn, or slapping her, or just touching her as she fucked the cock coming up from Kaitlyn's gag.  Her hand trembled when she did, and while Kaitlyn couldn't hear that much with Wednesday's thighs around her head, she thought she heard a contented sigh once or twice, and maybe the same annoyed tone she'd heard when Wednesday had complimented her ears.
 
   So that was nice.
 
   And then Wednesday leaned forward and licked Kaitlyn's clit.  Not, like, a lot.  Just a quick little touch with the tip of her tongue, like a cat tasting something.  Kaitlyn gave a full body shudder and tried her hardest not to come.
 
   If she hadn't been as thoroughly tied down as she was, she wouldn't have been able to manage it.  But she couldn't move her thighs together for the little bit of pressure it would give her, couldn't even move her hips freely.
 
   Seemed like her reaction had set Wednesday off.  She leaned back onto the cock in Kaitlyn's mouth, her hands off Kaitlyn and probably on her own clit, or her breasts—she hadn't even seen Wednesday's breasts, which didn't seem fair—and she came like that, and yeah, she did smile at Kaitlyn after she was done, and she patted Kaitlyn's cheek after she took the gag out.
 
   And then she rolled her out of the bed and dropped a pillow on her.  Only this time, she also tied Kaitlyn's ankle to the bedstead before she went out to shower and brush her teeth.  When she came back, she was wearing pajamas, which kind of sucked, but she had Kaitlyn kiss her feet before she took Kaitlyn's necklace off of her and went to sleep.
 
   "Lighter, next time," she said.  "Point is to show our relative positions and for you to demonstrate your gratitude, not to tickle."
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "And you can untie your ankle when you wake up, but be quiet.  Seven thirty!  I will stab seven thirty right in the goddamn face if it shows up here again."
 
   So, yeah, she went to sleep like that, and it was a little easier staying asleep than it had been the first time, even though now her ankle was tied to the bed.  Maybe she was getting used to it?
 
   Next morning, she was as quiet as she could possibly be, but it was a small apartment.  And this time there was buttermilk in the fridge, and bacon, and juice, so she could make breakfast, but the trick was getting the food ready so that it'd be ready when Wednesday got up.  Also, frying bacon without being dressed was kind of tricky.  But . . .
 
   "Eight o'clock," said Wednesday.  She looked . . . well, her hair looked like a haystack, and she looked dazed, like maybe she'd walked into a wall or something, and . . . she looked great, honestly.
 
   "Not seven thirty?" said Kaitlyn.  "Coffee?"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.  "Eight-fifteen is better, but close enough.  Now what the hell is that?"
 
   "It's biscuits and gravy," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "It doesn't look very promising," said Wednesday.
 
   "It's biscuits and gravy and you will eat it and you will like it."
 
   Wednesday gave her a look, and Kaitlyn wanted to melt into the floor.  "No, it's great.  Honest!  Unless you're like a vegetarian or something.  You're not a vegetarian, are you?  Because I could make the—"
 
   "You see, but you do not observe," said Wednesday.  Her face still looked really sleepy, but there was a gleam in her eye.  "The distinction is clear.  For example, you have seen bacon in my refrigerator, and you saw me eating those pancakes yesterday, which you made with milk and eggs.  And what conclusion can you draw from these facts, Jam Watson?"
 
   "I. . . you're probably not a vegetarian," said Kaitlyn.  "Sorry.  It's just—"
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "Hands and knees, under the table.  No talking."
 
   Kaitlyn got on her hands and knees under the table.  And Wednesday ate the biscuits and the gravy, and fondled Kaitlyn while she ate.  And while she may not have said anything, she clearly enjoyed it.  There was like nothing left on the plate for Kaitlyn—half a biscuit, a little puddle of gravy, and a sad slice of bacon.  And there had totally been two portions on that plate when she'd given it to her.  So, light breakfast, but deeply satisfying.
 
   "Right," said Wednesday, heading over to the sink as Kaitlyn tried to lick up the last of the gravy with her hands held behind her back.  "That's. . .  I cannot eat that too often, because now I want to go back to sleep for the rest of my life, and that would interfere with getting to work on time.  But good job.  Now, dressed and gone by the time I'm back out of the bedroom."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.  She didn't get up, but she'd decided to go for it.
 
   "What?"
 
   "I want my necklace," said Kaitlyn.  "It's mine, Wednesday, and I want to wear it."
 
   It was really hard to have an argument when you were on your hands and knees and naked, facing away from the person you were arguing with, with your forehead on the floor and your ass up in the air.  It made it hard to see their reactions.  Especially when they weren't answering.
 
   "And I said that it was staying here," said Wednesday eventually.  "Are you telling me no?"
 
   "I am not telling you no," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm telling you please.  Please can I have my necklace back?  I mean, I just want to wear it, you don't have to do anything with it.  It's. . .  please?  If you say no, then no, but—"
 
   "Come here," said Wednesday.  "Don't stand up, but come here."
 
   Kaitlyn crawled to Wednesday, trying to read her expression.  The angle wasn't great, and the only thing she could get from that expression was sleepy.  Which was a good look, actually, but that wasn't the point.  The point was—
 
   "You can kiss my foot," said Wednesday.  "But don't tickle."
 
   Wednesday had gotten mad about Kaitlyn having pretty ears, but the truth was, Wednesday had really nice feet.  Like, elegant looking feet.  Kaitlyn brushed her lips across the top of Wednesday's left foot, then looked up.  Still looking sleepy, but there was a trace of a smile there.
 
   "Please is acceptable," said Wednesday.  "Bearing in mind that the answer is sometimes going to be no, please is acceptable."
 
   "And this time?"
 
   "Go get your necklace.  Then scram; I have to be at work in an hour, and I don't have time for more games.  Or more biscuits, Jesus.  I feel like I've eaten a truck."
 
   Kaitlyn dashed into the bedroom, put her necklace on, ran back out to the living room and started putting her clothing on.   "Gravy's in a tupperware in the fridge," she said, as Wednesday made her sleep-fogged way to the bedroom.  "Rest of the biscuit dough is separated in the freezer; if you want to—"
 
   "No more biscuits does not mean tell me about more biscuits, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.  Quick look in the mirror showed she looked okay.  No makeup, but she'd take care of that in the dorms.  "And thanks for buying the buttermilk and bacon," she said.  "I can make a better gravy with sausages, but they don't have the right type here."  Then she left before Wednesday could respond.
 
   Maybe Kaitlyn saw but she didn't observe, sometimes.  But she observed some things.  And she'd gotten her necklace back!
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   The problem was that it was Friday.  Normally Kaitlyn had classes to go to, and afterwards she'd be trying to catch up with her work for the classes, and, well, it wasn't like she didn't have papers to finish and finals to study for, but there wasn't anything due until after the weekend.  And saying please had worked for one thing.
 
   So she spent a lot of time in her room staring at her phone.  Or looking at her necklace in the mirror.  It was so damn pretty, and it had been Wednesday's grandmother's, and she'd given it to her, and . . . the question was what she wanted to ask for.  Because there were a thousand things, and while she might possibly get one more, if she asked for everything, Wednesday would lose patience.  Best case, she'd have to wear a gag again, and that hurt her jaw and also meant no popcorn.
 
   Worst case . . . no.  Not thinking about worst case, because things were going well—they were.  Wednesday had totally eaten two helpings of biscuits and gravy, and she'd bought stuff that Kaitlyn wanted, and she thought that Kaitlyn had pretty ears, and. . . no.  No worst case.  But she also wasn't going to ask for a bunch of things.
 
   "hey wanna get lunch?" she typed.  Then winced and deleted it.  Wednesday had been really particular about that sort of thing.  It seemed that "can i wipe," wasn't acceptable, but, "May I please wipe myself off?" was.
 
   
  
 

"Would you like to have lunch with me?"  No, that was wrong the other way.  Because this wasn't wiping herself off.
 
   "Hey.  Would you—"  "Hi!  Can we—"  "Will you please have lunch with me?" "Dearest Wednesday.  My heart grieves—"  No, not quite right for any of those.
 
   "Hi," she texted, and hit send.
 
   And then felt like a goddamn idiot, and tried to work on a paper about Chaucer for an hour, which really didn’t work.  Finally Wednesday replied with, "What?"
 
   "Can we get lunch together?"
 
   "No."
 
   Kaitlyn flushed, angry and embarrassed, and. . . it wasn't like she was asking for anything crazy.  She was going to ask for something crazy at lunch, but it wasn't like Wednesday had any way of knowing that, and besides, it was super rude,  and—
 
   "Please?"
 
   Another pause, not quite as long.
 
   "Look," said Wednesday.  "I've got another three hours of my shift, and then a long bike-ride home.  So even if I wanted to, it's not doable.  And I don't.  See you at six.  You're going to cook dinner."
 
   Oh.  Right.  Wednesday worked.  That was why she kept saying things about how she had to get to work and so on.  Also, she texted in like, paragraphs, because she was such a weirdo.  "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.  "It's just.  I really want to talk to you.  I'll wait until you get back?"
 
   A long, very long pause.
 
   "It's just that I really want to talk to you," replied Wednesday.  Which made Kaitlyn's heart leap, until she realized that Wednesday was correcting her grammar, like an asshole.
 
   "It is just that I really want to talk to you.  I will wait until you get back before I eat lunch.  If that is okay with you?"
 
   "You can use contractions.  I'm not crazy."
 
   Not true, and not an answer.
 
   "Here's the problem: this is something that you really want, but which I'm not that enthusiastic about.  So offer me something."
 
   That was a reply, but it was just as confusing as her grammar lessons had been.  Still, it wasn't a no.
 
   The problem was that anything that Wednesday wanted, she could take.  She'd already taken a bunch of stuff that Kaitlyn hadn't even known that she could give.  Kaitlyn scowled at her phone for a while, trying to come up with something.  Then she held it up to the side of her head and took a picture.  Which was crap, because she couldn't see.  So she tried again.  A little better; she could see most of her ear was poking out from behind her hair.  Hard to say if it was good enough, because like Wednesday had said, what even was a pretty ear?  But she sent the picture and hoped.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday, after a while.  "But I'm already grumpy about this, and I'm going to be taking it out on you tonight."
 
   That sent shivers down Kaitlyn's spine.
 
   "Yay! :) :),"  she replied.
 
   "I am going to hit you repeatedly for each emoticon," said Wednesday.  "Which is not to say that I disapprove of emoticons; it's just that I feel that I am being mocked."
 
   There was a semicolon in Wednesday's text.  Naturally.
 
   "You are not being mocked, I am just happy, also worth it."
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "Three o'clock in the cafeteria.  At some point before then, try to learn what a comma splice is, and why you shouldn't do that."
 
   Man.  Kaitlyn had fallen for the worst texter in the world.
 
   And with that thought, she realized that she'd totally fallen for Wednesday.  Like, way, way too hard, given how little they'd had to do with each other before they'd started having sex.  And also she couldn't let Wednesday know, because it'd scare her off, and she'd sort of been planning on letting Wednesday know, and the wikipedia article on comma splices was confusing.  And also she had to write three more pages about Chaucer by Tuesday, and Chaucer kind of sucked.
 
   But she could read in the cafeteria.  That was normal and reasonable and didn't at all make it more difficult to wait on getting lunch until three, after having had a few bites of biscuit and a slice of bacon for breakfast.
 
   And the fact was, she had to get good grades, or Wednesday would be mad at her, so she sat and typed and didn't spend her whole time making sure that nobody could look over her shoulder and see all the stuff she was trying to look up on the internet.
 
   Some genius had put parental filters on Howland's dorm wifi, so she couldn't find most of what she wanted to find, and she did get another page and a half of the paper written.  And she nearly jumped out of her skin when Wednesday tapped her on the shoulder.
 
   "Right, yes, food, lunch—" said Kaitlyn, and bounced up.  What she should've been doing was rehearsing what she was going to say, but she hadn't, and getting food would give her a little time to think it through.
 
   So she got herself lasagne, and Wednesday got fish and chips, and then they sat back down, and Wednesday gave her a look that meant it was time to explain why she'd demanded that Wednesday not eat before taking a long bike ride.
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "I, um, I want to ask for something, and if you say no, that's okay, but I also want to keep everything the way it was before I asked for it, so if it's no, please just forget about it, and I'll be there at six and cook dinner and it'd—"
 
   "That's not how feelings work, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "If you want me to join a crazy skinhead cult or something, I'm not going to want to keep fucking you."
 
   "I'm not in a crazy skinhead cult!" said Kaitlyn.  Someone else looked up, and she flushed.  She was having another breakdown at Wednesday in the cafeteria, but this time it was entirely her fault.  "It's just I want to date you."
 
   Wednesday didn't say anything.  She just looked at her, and Kaitlyn wasn't sure what she was thinking.
 
   "I fucked it up the last time, I know," said Kaitlyn.  "And I really like what you decided to do instead of going on more dates.  But it's just . . . I mean, I want to have lunch with you, and listen to you complain about books you hate, and maybe go on like hikes and stuff with you—we're going to Bearpen Mountain on Sunday, and it's supposed to be really great, and I want to go with you because maybe you'll be . . . ."
 
   Wednesday still wasn't saying anything, and Kaitlyn wound down.  She really should've rehearsed it.
 
   "I mean, I have never enjoyed sex as much as I enjoy sex with you," said Kaitlyn, talking a little slower and quieter.  "But you're also nice and fun to be around, and I like you, okay?  I mean, I want to be your friend and listen to you talk and be close to you, and I don't want to have to eat lunch by myself when we're on the same campus and you also eat lunch, and we could be together."
 
   "I don't know," said Wednesday.  "I mean, I'm kinda liking things as they are."
 
   "Me too!" said Kaitlyn.  "Things as they are are great things.  But maybe we could also do something else?  So, like—at six o'clock, I'll be . . . I'll do whatever you want, from six until it's time for me to get dressed and scram.  But maybe we can get lunch and stuff between then and six?  I mean, when you're not working?  Or I could drive you to work if you were working, and it could be like regular dating, and—"  She'd meant to stop there, but she couldn't quite  "—and maybe you'd let me call you Em then, and if the hike was as good as it looks, we could get hot cocoa afterwards and you'd kiss me, and I want to shut up, please use the necklace to—"
 
   Wednesday did, and Kaitlyn relaxed as the power came down and silenced her.  But then it eased up again, and it was just—
 
   "Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn.  "Say you're not mad?  And I'm not telling you no, with this, I'm telling you please; if you don't want to, I'll keep showing up at six for as long as you'll have me."
 
   "I'm not mad," said Wednesday.  "But I am thinking.  I realize that you'd say the first thing that popped into your head, and then stick to it in the face of any doubts or second thoughts, but I really have to think about this before responding."
 
   "Okay?" said Kaitlyn.  Answering her question was what she'd expected.  Well, she'd kind of expected Wednesday to either kiss her or yell at her and storm off, so it was better than one and worse than the other.  But it wasn't terrible?  She wasn't saying no right away?  But it also wasn't yes.
 
   "Also," said Wednesday.  "I don't get really mad about books I hate.  Mostly, I stop reading books I hate.  I get mad about books I like.  That's how I fan, basically, just getting mad all the time about things I love.  But that's not the point.  The point is that I have to think about this, and also I am really goddamn hungry right now, and that's your fault, so let me eat and think."
 
   Kaitlyn did her best, but it was really hard to eat the terrible caf lasagne while Wednesday sat and ate her terrible caf fried fish and stared off into space.  Which she did until there wasn't anything left, not even the little cup of pudding.
 
   When she was done, she gave Kaitlyn a long look, and Kaitlyn was too panicky to even blush.
 
   "No," said Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn looked away, and tried not to cry.  "Please?"
 
   "You already said please," said Wednesday.  "Just because you said please doesn't mean that you get everything you want.  Oh, cheer up, Kaitlyn, I'm not done yet."
 
   Kaitlyn was never going to cheer up ever again.
 
   "Because here's the thing.  I tried dating you.  I wasn't very good at it."
 
   "You were great at it!" said Kaitlyn.  "I let you do all sorts of things to me because of how good you were—"
 
   The power of the necklace came down and shut her up, and that wasn't fair at all.  She glared at Wednesday.
 
   "You'll get to talk when I'm done," said Wednesday.  "And fine.  You enjoyed it.  But I was miserable half the time, and then I gave you the necklace and regretted giving you that necklace and . . . point is, just because you like the idea and Gary hates the idea doesn't mean I have to do it.  I don't like dating.  I don't like trying to figure out what you want through clues and hints and then getting it wrong, and I don't want to go through that again."
 
   The power eased, but Kaitlyn's shoulders didn't come back up.  "Yeah, that's fair, I guess," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Thanks," said Wednesday.  "And like I said, what we have now is good, and I like it and I want to keep doing that.  And I might be willing to try doing more of it.  But not, like, where I'm your friend between 8:15 and 6:00 and your dom between 6:00 and 8:15.  We are what we are, Kaitlyn.  All day long."
 
   Okay, maybe she was going to cheer up again at some point in the near future.  But—
 
   "To be honest, I'm going to blame at least some of this on Fifty Shades of Grey.  You liked that, right?"
 
   "Yeah?" said Kaitlyn.  "It was hot?"
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "It wasn't hot, but fine—you're allowed to have wrong opinions.  It's not the hotness of the book that I'm objecting to, anyway.  It's . . . there are a lot of people who are mad about how the relationship is controlling and creepy and abusive, but I spent 6th grade fantasizing about Lucius Malfoy having Luna Lovegood and Ollivander in his basement, and eventually Luna managed to beg him to rape her instead of Ollivander, and that was the basis of their post-canon relationships—both Lucius and Luna and Luna and Ollivander, and . . . point is, I don't mind creepy and controlling and abusive relationships.  I use a mind control necklace on you, and you have to lick me out whenever I want, and you only come when I say so.  My point is this—Fifty Shades is about a guy who likes bondage because of his crack whore mother, and he learns to stop liking bondage through the love of a nice lady."
 
   "That's not . . . well, maybe it is a little, but—"
 
   "We'll talk about the one book you like some other time.  What I'm trying to say is that my mom is a nice lady and isn't a crack whore, contrary to your insinuations."
 
   Usually, when Wednesday was teasing her, Kaitlyn missed it, but she caught that one, and stuck her tongue out at Wednesday.  Who gave the faintest hint of a smile in return.
 
   "And no, my father is also nice, and isn't a crack whore either.  And no matter who I'm sticking it in, I'm still going to like bondage.  You aren't going to teach me how to love, Kaitlyn.  I know how to love, and I love hitting you."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn, and there was heat twisting in her belly.  "I, um.  That sounds fair too."
 
   "Good.  Moving on.  We've more or less established that we have a hobby in common, which we indulge in on a regular basis.  But you also want to date me."
 
   "Yes?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "This is still a terrible idea for reasons previously established, and I'm going to regret this.  But if you want to date—not like, we're totally equal while we're dating and you only defer to me in the bedroom dating—but dating as who we are, yeah, I guess I'll give that a try.  Because that's what I want, Kaitlyn.  And if that's not what you want, that's fine!  I mean, I'd regret it.  This time, you can say no, and it'll be fine, and I'd still hope to see you every night."
 
   She'd regret it?  She'd hope to see her every night?  So, fine, Kaitlyn'd cheered up again, and sooner than expected. 
 
   "And here's how it's going to go:  You call me Wednesday.  You will always call me Wednesday.  Because whether or not we're friends, I like it that you're sort of . . . I don't know.  Deferential and polite.  That's great!  You have to keep doing that."
 
   "I can live with that," said Kaitlyn.  "Miss Newland?"
 
   "Eh," said Wednesday.  "If you push it too far, it'll get silly.  But you know how you do whatever I tell you?  If you want to tell me to do something. . .  I mean, take Sunday.  You want me to go mountain climbing in the freezing cold, and also there are bears."
 
   "It's a hike!" Kaitlyn said.  "There aren't bears!"
 
   "It's called Bearpen.  That's a pen where you keep bears.  And it's also called Mountain, which means that going up it is climbing mountains."
 
   "But that's just a name and . . . well, maybe there are bears, and it's a mountain, but it's, like, a little mountain.  Also it's winter, so all the bears will be asleep, and there are great views and—"
 
   "My point is as follows.  First of all, if you do manage to convince me, this is going to be a whole bunch more reasons for me to be a little mad at you.  Which . . . well, I kind of like having reasons to be a little mad at you, because when I am, I want to torture you, and you are very good at being tortured."
 
   Kaitlyn was half tempted to text a poop emoji to Wednesday, in the hopes that it would give Wednesday a reason to torture her.  But she had a feeling that would be pushing it.
 
   "And second of all, I don't want you to whine and complain and make sad faces and flounce out of rooms saying that I know why you're mad and all that other sort of normal relationship convincing people to do things.  Because, I mean . . . dammit.  Just offer me something, you know?  And not pictures of your ears, though that was adorable.  What I want is something so I can be like, 'well, I am halfway up a goddamn mountain in December, but at least I know that Kaitlyn's going to be fucking herself in the ass with a big dildo when we get back.'"
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "But you can make me do that anyway."
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.  "And that example came to mind because it's what I came up with biking for an hour in December on an empty stomach, so it's probably going to be happening tonight.  But while I'm not exactly running low on ideas of what to do with you, there are bound to be times when you're waiting outside my apartment until it's six, and somewhere in the back of your mind, there's going to be a little bit of, 'I hope she doesn't,' or 'maybe this time she'll,' and whatever pervert stuff you've come up with fills those blanks.  Offer me something sexy, and maybe I'll go along with whatever it is that you're trying to convince me to do."
 
   "Yeah okay that sounds good.  I mean, I could—"
 
   The power of the necklace shut Kaitlyn up again.  "I have got to thank Grandma Eastey for this necklace," said Wednesday.  "So useful with a chatterbox.  But anyhow.  Speaking of the necklace."
 
   "S'mine," said Kaitlyn, defensively, when the power lifted.
 
   "I know," said Wednesday.
 
   "Also, I thought it was something you inherited from your grandmother?"
 
   "It is," said Wednesday.
 
   "But how are you going to thank—"  Wednesday was looking amused, so Kaitlyn stopped.
 
   "Come on, Jam Watson.  You can figure this one out.  I mean, you realized that the necklace made you do things.  Which means that magic is real, which—"
 
   "It's magic?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday looked at her, and Kaitlyn felt stupid.  "You do science!  I thought it was a science thing.  That's what it is in all those internet stories."
 
   "Internet stories?  We'll get to that later.  Point is, I'm an undergraduate who's doing okay in mechanical engineering.  I am not doing Nobel-Prize-caliber work in neuroscience.  Not everything science is the same.  But given that magic is real, and that my grandmother is dead, and that I can still talk to her. . ."
 
   "Your grandmother is, like a vampire or something?"
 
   "You're in the right aisle," said Wednesday, "but a little further along.  She's not a Count Chocula; she's more of a Booberry.  My point is, it's yours; you can wear it.  And whether or not you wear it during the day, I want it on at six—I've gotten used to the way you look with that necklace on.  But if you try to give it away, it's going to find its way back to me, and Grandma Eastey might not be happy."
 
   "You don't have to threaten me with ghost murder!" said Kaitlyn.  "I'm not giving it away."
 
   "More ghost nagging than ghost murder," said Wednesday.  "I'll be honest, mostly it's ghost Words With Friends."
 
   "You play Words With Friends with your dead grandmother," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "She cheats," said Wednesday.  "She's good enough that she doesn't have to, but she does.  I've been trying to convince her not to add you on Facebook, but she's going to, sooner or later."
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head, tried to process that.  And there was something else from earlier in the conversation.  "So you get mad all the time about things you love, huh?"
 
   "I . . . yes?"
 
   "And you get mad about me a lot?"
 
   "Kaitlyn!" said Wednesday, scandalized.  "Universal affirmatives can only be partially converted:  All of Alma Cogan is dead, but only some of the class of dead people are Alma Cogan."
 
   Kaitlyn looked at her.
 
   "I get annoyed at lots of things, Watson.  Some of which I love, and some of which are just annoying."
 
   "Who's Alma Cogan?"
 
   "I dunno.  A singer, I think."
 
   "Still, it's okay.  I lo—"
 
   "Moving on," said Wednesday, firmly.  "The point I was going to make about the necklace is that while I might use it occasionally to get a little peace and quiet, I am not going to be using it too often, because I don't entirely understand it.  It's for special occasions.  And while I may have one or two weird relatives on Facebook, and one or two tricks, don't count on me to magic you a passing grade, or protect you from draculas."
 
   "Draculas?"
 
   "Because I like saying things old-timey like," said Wednesday.  "Consarn it."
 
   For some reason, that was absolutely hilarious.  Kaitlyn started laughing, and couldn't stop laughing, and then she was also crying.
 
   Which was exactly the sort of thing that Wednesday had literally just said that she didn't want to deal with, only she was dealing with it by digging out the last spoonfuls in her little cup of pudding, and giving Kaitlyn a sort of fondly exasperated look, and that was so perfect it made things worse, and. . . 
 
   "I'll probably have to come up with more rules later," said Wednesday.  "But here's the last thing for now.  I wish I could tell you that this is your last chance, and if you do something cruel and stupid like you did ever again, that would be it, and I wouldn't listen to anything you'd say about it.  Only . . . hell, Kaitlyn.  I can't . . . if you do something like that, and you came back trying to convince me to take you back, I'd give you another chance.  I'd give you a million other chances.  But I will be very sad every single time."
 
   Kaitlyn couldn't stop crying, but she grabbed Wednesday's hand, and kissed it, and held it to her face.  "Don't want to make you sad."
 
   "Then don't," said Wednesday.  "As soon as you're ready to give me my hand back, I've got some commissions I have to work on.  Do your homework, and I'll see you at six."
 
   Kaitlyn didn't really want to give Wednesday her hand back.
 
   "Can I try to convince you to go on a hike on Sunday first?"
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "But not too long."
 
   "I will get down on my hands and knees and kiss your feet right now," said Kaitlyn.  "I think it's not so ticklish now when I do that?"
 
   "And as you've noticed, I'm wearing sneakers, because I just biked here from Gaithersberg, and my shoes are not a very ticklish part of my body."
 
   "So I can!  And you'll come on the hike!"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "Look, I'm not going to say that wouldn't be hot.  That'd be really hot.  But the fact is, if you start doing things like that, sooner or later your parents will find out, and sooner or later, they're going to question why they're paying for lesbian sex-slave college, when they thought they were paying for regular college."
 
   Kaitlyn's stomach dropped.  Her parents.  She'd put off thinking about what they were going to . . . "I'd do it, though.  If you told me—"
 
   "Yes, we've established that you want to make terrible life choices and want me to take responsibility for them.  But that's not an inducement.  That's like saying that if I go on your stupid hike, I'll also have to carry all your stuff."
 
   "I will 100% carry all your stuff," said Kaitlyn.  "And the group spreads out a lot on the trail, so you can do stuff to me when we're taking breaks?  And also—"
 
   "Dammit!" said Wednesday.  "I don't want to go climb mountains made of bears.  I want to stay where it's warm and read books and then yell at the books I've just read, and also eat ramen and watch TV."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Well, hell.  But if I get eaten by a bear, I am going to be so mad about that, you will not believe."
 
   Kaitlyn found herself smiling like a loon.  "I am mad about you a lot too."
 
   Wednesday bounced her empty pudding cup off of Kaitlyn's head.  "Show up at six," she said.  "And make something light for dinner.  Three million calories worth of biscuits and gravy, and then lunch in the middle of the afternoon?  I want, like . . . whatever ladies eat, when they're trying to show off how little they eat."
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   At five to six, Kaitlyn was outside Wednesday's apartment with a bag full of groceries.  There were some buildings where there were like, hallways people could wait in when it was cold and they were told to be there at a certain time, but this wasn't one of them.  And Wednesday was inside—Kaitlyn could hear her inside, swearing at her computer—but it wasn't six, so she waited.  And it was snowing.  And next time, next time she was not going to wear a short skirt to Wednesday's house, even though Wednesday spent a lot of time looking at her legs.
 
   When Wednesday let her in, she was wearing a t-shirt and boxer shorts, and the apartment was so warm it kind of hurt how quickly it thawed Kaitlyn out.
 
   She headed towards the kitchen.  "No," said Wednesday.  "First naked, then put away groceries."
 
   That twist of heat in her stomach, the way everything seemed to fall away when Wednesday told her to do sex stuff.
 
   "Better," said Wednesday when she was undressed.  "And come here after you put the groceries away."
 
   The groceries went away pretty fast, and then Kaitlyn knelt down next to Wednesday's chair, her head under the desk.  And Wednesday didn't say anything or correct that, so she'd gotten it right.  Then Wednesday's hand went from her ass to her pussy, and, "I'm close," she said.
 
   Wednesday's hand pulled back.  "Really?"
 
   "Really," said Kaitlyn, breathing hard.  "I've had a really emotional day and I just—"
 
   "You can lick my foot for a bit," said Wednesday.  "And try not to come until I tell you to."
 
   Of course she was going to try not to come until Wednesday told her.  And it wasn't easy getting in under the desk enough to lick at Wednesday's foot, and then when Kaitlyn did, it was hard to lick her foot without tickling her.  Which she could tell by the little jumps that Wednesday's foot made, which were adorable, and also by the way Wednesday would hit her ass with that length of bamboo every time Kaitlyn tickled her, which was less adorable.  But. . . well, honestly, if it had just been that, she'd have kept tickling, because it was so damn cute watching Wednesday's foot jump.  What she really wanted to do was to do a good job, and the bamboo helped keep her focused on that.
 
   Eventually she found a place that wasn't that ticklish, and a pressure that didn't set Wednesday off, and everything, and then there were fewer hits with the cane and more strokes with Wednesday's hand, and Kaitlyn was moaning and quivering at each of them.
 
   Not that she could've come like that, because Wednesday was staying away from her clit, and the touches were light, and Wednesday's hand left when she tried to push back against it, but after a while, when Wednesday pulled her away, there was literally a wet spot on the floor, under where her crotch had been.
 
   Wednesday looked at it, and at her, and Kaitlyn blushed and looked away.
 
   "Come on," said Wednesday.  "You made a mess.  Lick it up."
 
   "Seriously?"
 
   "Seriously," said Wednesday.  "I mean, if you're saying no, then—"
 
   Kaitlyn leaned down and licked.  It mostly tasted like floor, honestly, but what it was and the fact that Wednesday had told her to lick it, and that she had. . .  When she was done, Kaitlyn looked up at Wednesday ready for something else.
 
   And then the power of the necklace came down, and she slapped herself in the face.  She looked up at Wednesday, surprised.  And then she grabbed her own nipple, and started pulling at it.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "Like I said, it's for special occasions.  But we've both had an emotional day, I guess."
 
   If Kaitlyn could've said anything, she would've, and it probably would've been the wrong thing, and so it was pretty good that she couldn't.  And then she lay down on her back and started pushing her fingers into her cunt.
 
   She couldn't control what she was doing, and she couldn't say anything, but by the time she got three in at once, she wasn't breathing too regularly either.  Wednesday had her feet up on her desk, and was watching her, and it was just . . . not quite enough that she was going to come, but so very close.
 
   So then she stopped and went to Wednesday's bedroom, and got out a butt plug and a condom and some lube from one of the bedside drawers.  She put the condom on the plug and slathered it up, her hands doing what they were supposed to, even as her mind was thinking that it looked kind of big, and that she wondered if she might get a chance to kiss Wednesday later—and that . . .
 
   It was kind of big.  And she sat herself down on it, and then started bouncing up and down.  Not too high—more like an excited puppy bouncing.  Which made the plug move in and out quicker than was comfortable.  Which was, apparently, the point.  Ever so often, Wednesday would pat her head, or skritch under her chin, and that was both demeaning and as hot as anything she could've imagined.
 
   After a while, Wednesday went and got a length of cord, and wrapped it around Kaitlyn's chest, and then looped and tied it so that it was sort of squeezing her breasts from the top and the bottom, and also holding her arms close to her sides.
 
   Then the power of the necklace lifted.
 
   "Keep bouncing, though," said Wednesday, going back to her computer.  "That's cute."
 
   Kaitlyn kept bouncing, but maybe not quite as quickly as she had been when she was forced to do it by the necklace, and maybe her smile wasn't quite as bright.  But she was smiling, particularly when Wednesday was patting her head, or skritching her, or just looking sidelong at her, self-satisfied, like she'd gotten a cool new toy and was happy with how it was working.
 
   After what seemed like forever, Wednesday got up and stretched, and then pulled Kaitlyn into the bedroom, without untying her or anything.  Then she sort of tossed her onto the bed, and that took Kaitlyn's breath away.  More cords, and then her legs were tied up with her knees bent and her ankles to her thighs, and then spread apart.
 
   "Now, if you're close," said Wednesday, "say close."
 
   Kaitlyn nodded, and then Wednesday's lips were on her pussy.  "Close!  God so close!"
 
   Wednesday looked up and smiled at her.  "Try not to move.  And hold it as long as you can.  When you can't, say please."
 
   Kaitlyn had never been that close, and she'd never tried to hold back when she was that close, and she really hoped that Wednesday meant 'try not to move your hips' and not, 'keep your head from moving,' because while she was keeping her hips as still as she could—she was trembling a little, and just barely pushing up when Wednesday's mouth pushed down, but she couldn't help that—her head was thrashing around like the rest of her wanted to, but couldn't.
 
   She'd had oral before, but she'd never been that worked up, and it'd never been that good  It was fingers and tongue and lips and—"please," she said, sounding hoarse and also kind of crazy.
 
   "Not yet," said Wednesday, but she didn't stop; her lips were back, pulling away with every movement of Kaitlyn's hips, not giving her what she needed, but it was . . . it was starting, she could feel it starting, and she wasn't going to be able to—
 
   "Please!"
 
   Wednesday pulled away, and Kaitlyn collapsed down to the mattress, her breath coming in strange bursts and gasps, heart pounding, trying to hold it together.
 
   "Sh," said Wednesday.  "Sh.  That's it—keep it together just a little longer.  That's a girl.  You can do it."
 
   She couldn't, but maybe she could, and . . . she looked up at Wednesday, desperate, and Wednesday's look was approving, like she'd done something impressive, and slowly, slowly she got her control back.
 
   "I think," said Wednesday.  "That this time I want to watch you go.  Remember, though, hold it until you have permission."
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't at all certain she could.  Her breathing was almost normal, and she couldn't hear her heartbeat any more, but it still felt like she was about to come, and. . . Wednesday's hand ghosted across her breasts, and her ribs, and she arched up into it, moaning faintly as it traced down her stomach, as she felt the lightest possible touch on her clit, on her pussy.
 
   One finger pushed in, then a second one, and she pushed back against it.  "Oh, please?" she said.
 
   "Soon," said Wednesday.  So Kaitlyn tried to keep from exploding when Wednesday's other hand moved over her clit, warm and slick with her juices, and. . .
 
   "Please!"
 
   "Go ahead," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn came, and came, and came.
 
   It was a good thing she was so thoroughly tied up, or she'd have fallen apart completely.  But the cords held her together, and then Wednesday's hand clamped over her mouth and kept her from shrieking down the walls, and Wednesday didn't let up until she was completely wrung out, feeling like she'd just run ten miles.
 
   "Well," said Wednesday when she was done.  "That was nice."
 
   Kaitlyn made a small noise, trying to signify all of her reactions to that comment, which made Wednesday laugh.  And then she rolled Kaitlyn over onto her belly and started untying some of the ropes.
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn, when she got enough thinking back, and her legs could stretch.  "Nice."
 
   "Glad you liked it," said Wednesday, flipping her back over, and then tying her ankles together.  She did the same thing with the top ropes too—untying Kaitlyn, then tying her wrists together.  Then she patted the bed next to her, and Kaitlyn scooted up there, pressed her face against Wednesday's thigh.
 
   "Since you're already falling asleep," said Wednesday, which made Kaitlyn half wake up, "I suppose we can take a bit of break here.  I'll wake you up when it's time to make dinner."
 
   "Thank you," said Kaitlyn.  She kissed Wednesday's thigh, and snuggled in closer.  Half-awake, half-asleep, feeling dreamy and almost like she was floating.  And maybe she could be a little slow sometimes, but she knew that Wednesday didn't want her to say it.  So instead, she thought it pretty hard.  I love you.
 
   Maybe she should've said it.  Maybe it would've ruined everything.  But she meant it.  Either way, Kaitlyn was asleep pretty quickly after that.
 
   When she woke up, there was a brief panicky moment when she wasn't sure why she was in a bed and whether that was allowed.  But Wednesday's hand was still petting her hair, and Wednesday was still reading her tablet, so, whatever.  She kissed Wednesday's thigh again, and hoped that . . .
 
   "Up, huh?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "Can I um . . . I mean, I got to come, and you didn't, so could I,—"
 
   "Nice to see that hasn't dampened your enthusiasm, but no.  Not right now.  On your back."
 
   Kaitlyn tried to find a way to lie on her back, which was a little awkward with her wrists tied together; in the end, she put them over her head.  Then Wednesday got out a marker, and wrote the date on Kaitlyn, right over her pussy.
 
   Kaitlyn gave her a look.
 
   "Last time I let you come," said Wednesday.  "It's something I want to keep track of.  After you bathe, you'll write it there yourself."
 
   It had been the most intense orgasm of Kaitlyn's life, and it had felt like it had lasted half an hour, and it had left her so drained she didn't even want to think about sex.  A few lines with a marker and two sentences, and Kaitlyn wanted to come again.
 
   "So, like, if you did it again tonight, that'd be . . . I mean, you wouldn't have to change the date, so it'd—"
 
   Wednesday laughed, and slapped Kaitlyn's pussy, which made her jerk her legs up, more in surprise than pain, though she probably should've expected something like that.  "At some point I might see how many I can get out of you in a day, but we'd want to start early for that.  And I think it's late enough that I'm hungry, so you can go make dinner.  Light dinner!  Not fried."
 
   "If it's not fried it's not food," Kaitlyn grumbled.  "Crabcakes are light."
 
   "Some other night," said Wednesday.  "Something actually light."
 
   So Kaitlyn made grilled chicken breasts, which were fine, and also salad with a bit of blue cheese, because light was fine, but she was hungry, and cheese in salad didn't count.
 
   And then Wednesday ate at the table, and Kaitlyn ate under the table, and then she was tied up again for the robot show, which was a pretty good one.  And then it was bedtime, which was something that Kaitlyn was really looking forward to.
 
   This time, Wednesday tied her chest up the same way that she had before, only this time Kaitlyn's hands were tied up front of her.  And then Wednesday put that plug up her butt again, because it was green and it matched Kaitlyn's eyes.  Which . . . whatever.  Wednesday was a weirdo, and it seemed like Kaitlyn had gotten infected with weirdoism as well, because that seemed like a sweet gesture.
 
   And she let Kaitlyn lick her out, and since her hands were tied up in front, she could use them to touch Wednesday, and her pussy was so soft and slick and nice, and there was a second or two after Wednesday came where she was holding Kaitlyn's head up by her hair and smiling at her that was just great.  And then she eased the plug out of Kaitlyn's ass, rolled her out of bed onto the floor, and tossed her a pillow.
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn snuggling in.
 
   "You're welcome," said Wednesday.  "And tomorrow is for sleeping in.  So don't wake me.  Or there will be consequences.  You're already getting beaten for two emoticons, which I think you're going to find sufficient."
 
   "You're the best, Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Quiet, you," said Wednesday, and then they were asleep.
 
   The question was how the hell Wednesday could sleep as much as she slept.  They'd gone to sleep at the same time, but when Kaitlyn woke up, Wednesday was still passed out, arms and legs everywhere, and snoring.  They hadn't been drinking or anything, but it wasn't a question of not waking her up.  Kaitlyn could've driven a truck through that bedroom, and it wouldn't have woken Wednesday up or been louder than her.
 
   So Kaitlyn got up and took a bath, and wrote the previous day's date on herself, and then checked her messages on her phone and confirmed with the outdoor club that she was going to be going to the Bearpen +1.  Then she got some juice for breakfast and thawed the biscuit dough, and washed the dishes and cleaned the sink and organized the kitchen cabinets and washed the floor in the kitchen and checked her phone again and did some readings on the phone and had some more juice, and watched some videos on Youtube.
 
   And then it was almost ten o'clock and Wednesday wasn't up.  And while she kinda wanted to use Wednesday's computer—one of Wednesday's three computers—but that would be . . . well, for one thing, using someone else's computer could be upsetting, and for another, when she accidentally-not-accidentally bumped against the mouse on the desktop, there was a password screen.
 
   So she sat on the couch until Wednesday came out, looking like a grumpy haystack.
 
   "Breakfast?" Kaitlyn asked hopefully.  "Or lunch?"
 
   Wednesday looked at her for a while.  "Breakfast," she said, finally.  "That gravy stuff.  Yeah.  But first bath.  Go fill up the tub, let me know when it's full."
 
   Kaitlyn had already had a bath, but there was a chance that Wednesday meant . . . she ran to the bathroom and filled the bath.  When she came back, Wednesday was sitting on the couch, staring at the internet.
 
   "Bath is ready?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday looked at her like she was from Mars.  "Bath?"
 
   "Yes," said Kaitlyn.  "It's ready."
 
   "Right," said Wednesday.  She got up, stretched, and then headed to the bath.  Kaitlyn waited, not sure what to do, started fiddling with her phone again.  She’d thought maybe Wednesday would want company in the bath, but that probably had been too much to—
 
   "Come on, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday from the bathroom, after a while.  "Get me a cup of coffee."
 
   So she went and made Wednesday a cup of coffee, and then took it to the bathroom, where Wednesday was lying in the tub with her eyes closed.
 
   Kaitlyn deeply regretted having added the bubble stuff to the bath.  Because Wednesday was there, and she was naked, but all she could see was soap bubbles.  It was like network TV porn or something, and she really wanted to see Wednesday.
 
   Wednesday's eyes were closed.  They didn't open, but she did start to smile.  "Coffee?" she said.
 
   "Right!  Um, yes.  Coffee!  Which I got for you, and is here, and you can—"
 
   Wednesday's smile got wider, but she still didn't open her eyes.  She held out her hand, and Kaitlyn gave her the coffee cup.  "Kneel," said Wednesday, pointing at a spot next to the tub.  At least the floor was tile because Kaitlyn was going to be dripping on it, and Wednesday probably was going to make her lick it up if she noticed.
 
   "Eyes closed," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn whined back in her throat, but did what she was told.  It wasn't fair, though!  Wednesday was right there, and Kaitlyn could've just filled a bath without bubble bath, and—
 
   "You've been researching bondage online," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn damn near jumped out of her skin.
 
   "I . . . oh, the network, and you could've—but that's not fair, Wednesday!  I thought—"
 
   The necklace shut her up.
 
   "No, I haven't been spying on your computer and/or phone.  Instead, I figured that someone who doesn't know a lot about a thing, and then discovered that she likes a thing, might want to look at the greatest repository of human knowledge ever assembled, to see if it had more information about that thing."
 
   Kaitlyn flushed.  Yeah, that made sense.
 
   "And you've probably encountered lots of people saying how it should be done, and you may have noticed that a lot of them say that it shouldn't be done the way I've been doing it."
 
   The necklace was letting her talk again.
 
   "Yeah, well, the internet also says a lot of bad stuff about Jews, so, you know.  I don't have to believe it."
 
   "Heh.  I take that you don't want to talk about things."
 
   "Please not?"
 
   "Fine.   But, okay.  Since you insist, you can keep your eyes closed while you wash my hair."
 
   "Thank you!" said Kaitlyn, and Wednesday put the shampoo in her hand, and she started scrubbing it in.
 
   "But we're going to talk a little more about this another time," said Wednesday.  "Whether you want to or not."
 
   For a while, Kaitlyn washed her hair quietly.  "After the hike, please?"
 
   "Why?"
 
   "Because you're probably going to be all grumpy then."
 
   "Well, this trip keeps sounding better and better," said Wednesday.
 
   "It is going to be great, and you're going to love it, but also you're going to be grumpy about it because you are grumpy about things you love.  And also because we're going to climb a mountain that is covered with snow."
 
   There was a pause.  Then Wednesday said, "It's too early for this," and rinsed the shampoo out.
 
   "It's, like, noon," said Kaitlyn quietly, as Wednesday thrashed about and blew bubbles.  And then she gave Kaitlyn some conditioner to work in.  And Kaitlyn totally worked the conditioner in and wasn't just playing with Wednesday's hair, though that was nice too.
 
   "And now you can wash my back," said Wednesday.  "And just the back.  And when that's done, you can go stand in the corner until I'm ready for you."
 
   Aw, man.
 
   But it was more of Wednesday than she'd been allowed to touch until then, and even though she had her eyes closed, the skin was soft and smooth, and Wednesday was warm and wet and . . . dammit.
 
   "The thing is," said Kaitlyn, "that if I said please, you'd probably let me . . . oh, look at you, or wash more than just your back, and all sorts of things."
 
   "Maybe," said Wednesday.
 
   "But the other thing is, you'd rather I just washed your back and went and stood in the corner."
 
   There was a long pause.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.
 
   "When I'm done washing your back," said Kaitlyn, "can I please open my eyes so I can find my way to the corner?"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "It's not that big a bathroom.  You can crawl to the corner with your eyes shut."
 
   "Thank you," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday turned in the bath.  Kaitlyn had her eyes closed, but she could feel her there, knew they were like a few inches apart.  Then Wednesday reached out with one warm, wet, soapy hand, and cupped Kaitlyn's cheek in hers.  "You're welcome," she said.  And then kissed Kaitlyn on the forehead.
 
   "Close?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   The hand went away, and slapped Kaitlyn lightly on the cheek.  "No you're not."
 
   "I guess not?" said Kaitlyn.  "I don't really know what I'm feeling.  But it's pretty great."
 
   Another light slap.  "I was hoping for the feelings of crawling to a corner, and then standing there until I'm done with my bath."
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn.  Then she crawled over to the corner.  Well, then she bumped her head against the toilet, but after that she crawled over to the corner.
 
   She could hear quiet splashes, and the wet noise of something being squeezed out of a bottle.  She really wanted to be watching, or touching, or something.  On the other hand, listening, knowing that she wasn't tied up or compelled, just standing in the corner because Wednesday had told her to stand in the corner . . . that wasn't bad, either.
 
   And then Wednesday traced lines with wet fingers all across her back and her butt and her thighs, and she was nearly as wet as those fingers when Wednesday was done.
 
   "Right," said Wednesday, after a brief pause.  "Eyes open.  Breakfast."
 
   Kaitlyn turned around.  Wednesday had her hair loose and wet around her face, and she had dried herself off and gotten dressed, but it was just a t-shirt and shorts, and she was gorgeous, and looked so happy with Kaitlyn.
 
   "Please?" said Kaitlyn, brokenly, not wanting to have asked for anything.
 
   "Hm?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Can I kiss your foot?"
 
   "Mmm.  Kindly thought, but no."
 
   She gave Wednesday a grateful smile.  She hadn't meant to ask, but then she didn't get a thing by . . . Kaitlyn gave up on trying to unravel what the hell she wanted, and why, and how Wednesday had given her the perfect response.
 
   Instead, she went and put the biscuits in the oven and warmed up the gravy, and then brought the plate of food out to Wednesday, who was fiddling with the computer in the living room.  Only this time, instead of having Kaitlyn go on her hands and knees, and then playing with her butt as she ate, Wednesday fed her bits of food by hand as she ate.
 
   It was amazing, actually, kneeling with her hands behind her back and taking bites of biscuit dipped in gravy when Wednesday gave them to her.  Because a) her biscuits and gravy were goddamn delicious, and b) it was super hot when Wednesday opened her mouth when she wanted Kaitlyn to open her mouth, and so was the satisfied smirk she got when Kaitlyn took food from her hand, and also sometimes she let Kaitlyn lick her palm.
 
   Best breakfast ever.  And when the food was gone, Wednesday had Kaitlyn lick her hands clean, and then she wiped them on Kaitlyn's breasts, and that was hot and humiliating and hot because it was humiliating.
 
   "Right," said Wednesday when that was done.  "Now normally, this is the part where I tell you to get dressed and go home.  But—"
 
   Kaitlyn perked up, hopeful.
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "But as it turns out, today it's the part where I tell you to get dressed and go shopping.  Lunch and dinner tonight, and whatever we need for tomorrow.  Trail mix?  I don't know.  And—"
 
   "Really?" said Kaitlyn.  "I can stay here all day?"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "You have to go shopping.  And also you have to get your computer and books and stuff because assignments are coming due, and you're going to be in deep trouble for any grade you get that's less than an A.  And you can stay here if you can refrain from being distracting, because I have studying to do, because fucking thermodynamics.  Up."
 
   Kaitlyn stood up, and Wednesday spun her around and slapped her ass.  "Off you go.  You'll get your beatings after lunch."
 
   It was already eleven, and they'd just had breakfast, but whatever.  Lunch.  And this time it would be crab cakes, because Wednesday hadn't eaten two people's breakfasts, and because the frozen crab meat at Wegman's was actually pretty good, despite what Nana said about frozen crab, and. . .
 
   "Something fancy for dinner, or. . . ?" asked Kaitlyn, as she was pulling her shoes on.
 
   "Just like . . ."  Wednesday stopped.  "What do you mean fancy?"
 
   "I dunno.  Maybe like duck?  Or I could do a three-course meal, with a soup and then—"
 
   "You have to do your homework and get fucked and be decorative," said Wednesday.  "So there's not that much time for cooking."
 
   "Oh God," said Kaitlyn.  She had literally just put underpants on, and they were already getting wet.
 
   "So, like, nothing too fancy.  But . . .  yeah, duck sounds nice.  There's a twenty for food on the counter.  You can pay up to twice that, but not more."
 
   "I'm not taking your—"
 
   Wednesday frowned.
 
   "Please can I buy dinner?  I mean, it's—"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "If you move in, you're paying rent and half the bills.  Take the money, do the shopping, come back with your computer, get your work done."  She paused, then considered.  "And also bring something nice to wear for dinner.  If we're going to be fancy, we'll be fancy.  Oh, and buy some candles.  Plain white wax unscented candles."
 
   Getting dressed nice for a candlelight dinner sounded like a good deal.  Kaitlyn really didn't want to take the money—she'd been saving like half of her living allowance once Jessie had stopped talking to her and Anne had moved out.  They were her primary shopping enablers.  Forty bucks would. . . well, duckling and rice and . . .
 
   First back to the dorm to pack an overnight bag.  Two bags.  And her school stuff, and then shopping, and then back to Wednesday's.   Hour and a half, total.
 
   When she got back, Wednesday was sitting on the couch watching a lecture on the big monitor.  And she'd oozed forward so that her whole torso was on the seat, and her legs sprawled on the floor.  She didn't look very happy, and also she had a hand puppet, a goggle-eyed guy in a red costume with little antennae coming out of his head.
 
   "Oh," she said out of the corner of her mouth, putting on a squeaky voice.  "Look at Em.  She's such a big smarty.  She did integral and differential calculus in high school!   Why not jump right into thermodynamics, Em?"
 
   "Shut up, Hank," she said in her own voice.
 
   "No, it's fine!  She's so smart, she'll be able to handle it.  It's just Thermodynamics I.  How hard can it be?  There are only four laws!"
 
   "Hank, I'm warning you."
 
   "Smarty, smarty smarty, smarty!"
 
   "So, um, if you want me to beat that Hank guy up for you," said Kaitlyn, "I think I can take him."
 
   "Usually it goes the other way with Hank and ladies," said Wednesday.  "But that's not the point.  What I want to beat up is Thermodynamics I."
 
   "Everything you know about physics is lies!" said the puppet.
 
   "Approximations," said Wednesday.
 
   "That means lies.  What you're learning now is more lies!"
 
   "Probably, Pym, you asshole," said Wednesday.  "Jesus, Kaitlyn, that's a lot of bags for one night.  Put them in the sewing room, get undressed, make lunch.  Hank and me have to watch this devilishly handsome lecturer tell us a bunch of bullshit about isentropic processes, whatever the hell those are."
 
   "Isentropic processes are lies!"
 
   The bald beardo on the monitor kept talking as Kaitlyn took her bags to the sewing room, and got undressed—yesterday's date still written right over her pussy, which was . . . well.
 
   "So, um," she said.  "Would it be okay if I wore an apron?  Just while I was cooking?  Because—"
 
   "First clothing," grumbled Wednesday.  "Next she’s probably going to want to sleep on beds and not have me hurt her all the—"
 
   "Okay no apron it is," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday laughed.  "Damn right it is.  You can make non-fried food if you like."
 
   "No I can't," said Kaitlyn.  "Pretty sure it's illegal.  Anyhow.  Can I, like, wear a towel from the necklace or something?"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.  "That'd look funny."
 
   While there were a lot of advantages to being naked—well, the one where Wednesday could see her, and the way it made her feel to know that Wednesday could see her being the only ones, but those were pretty great—frying crabcakes naked was tricky.
 
   Kaitlyn managed to avoid the worst of the oil spatters, but there were a couple of times when she had to jump out of range, and there were spots that hurt a lot more than they would've if she'd been dressed.  It was almost enough to make her consider the possibility that maybe next time she'd cook something else for lunch, if Wednesday didn't back down on the apron issue.
 
   Which seemed more likely after she had the crabcakes than before.
 
   "These things," said Wednesday, after eating her third one.  "These are great.  I'd say it reminds me of my mom's cooking, but my mom is terrible at cooking.  It reminds me of what I'd think about when trying to eat whatever twigs-and-carob dish my mom had cooked."
 
   "Thank you," said Kaitlyn, absurdly pleased.
 
   "Not getting you out of your beating, though," said Wednesday.  She put the plate on the floor, right in front of her feet, and Kaitlyn crouched down and started eating.
 
   "When you're done, kiss my feet, then go bring me the cane—it's on the bed—and stand in the corner and wait for me."
 
   Kaitlyn didn't exactly rush eating her lunch—for one thing, it wasn't nearly long enough since she'd eaten breakfast, and for another thing, Wednesday was fondling her ass and pussy, and she didn't want to rush through that, but she didn't exactly draw it out, either.  When she was done, she got the cane and brought it to Wednesday, and then went and stood in the corner.
 
   There was a bit more of the lecture—the words were all in English, but they didn't make any sense, and the Hank puppet kept making fun of Wednesday, and Wednesday kept threatening it with harm.
 
   Wednesday was weird as hell.  It was so cute.
 
   When she got up and walked over to Kaitlyn, that was less weird, and more hot.  Kaitlyn shivered, tried to breathe normally and couldn't quite manage it.  Her legs started twisting, pushing her thighs against each other, and—
 
   Wednesday took hold of Kaitlyn’s hips and moved her a little further along the wall and pulled her two steps back.  Then, keeping one hand on Kaitlyn’s hips to hold them in place, Wednesday pushed down on her back so she was leaning forward.  Then she held a penny up against the wall and moved Kaitlyn's head so that her nose was pressed up against it.
 
   "If you can't take it," said Wednesday, "let the penny drop."
 
   Kaitlyn gritted her teeth and pushed up against the penny as Wednesday walked around behind her, and waved the cane in the air fast enough that Kaitlyn heard it whoosh.
 
   "Now, as I've said, I don't have any particular problem with emoticons.  Overuse is a problem, certainly, but that wasn't the issue here.  It was one of deference and due respect."
 
   Her hand was suddenly on Kaitlyn's pussy, and she moaned and bucked.  Then it was gone, and Wednesday stepped back, and the cane hit her butt, and it hurt like hell.  And again, and again, and again.
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't going to cry, and she wasn't going to let that penny fall, and she wasn't . . . but it hurt so much, so whether or not she could help it, she was twitching out of the way in anticipation of each stroke.
 
   It wasn't that she wanted to drop the penny.  She was fine, and she could handle it fine, and, honestly, it wasn't fair that Wednesday was making her do that—she should've just been hitting her—but she was sweating, and one time when she flinched the penny slipped down just a little, and she had to hold it in place with the top of her lip.   But then she breathed out hard because Wednesday had hit her upper thigh rather than her butt, and she dropped it, and dammit.
 
   Her legs were trembling and her butt felt like it was on fire, but it was looking at the penny on the floor that left Kaitlyn at the verge of tears.
 
   "Lovely," said Wednesday, running her hand along Kaitlyn's ass.  She jumped and flinched at the touch.  "Should bruise nicely, too.  You held that—"
 
   "Please?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "What?"
 
   "Please can I try again?  With the penny.  I promise I won't let it go again."
 
   Wednesday was next to her, one hand on Kaitlyn's ass, the other reaching around to the front.  "Nose against the wall."
 
   "It's just—"
 
   "No talking either."
 
   And now she was crying, just a little.
 
   "Listen to me carefully, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "I am impressed with how well you managed, and I was even more impressed that you were able to let that penny go.  Because you have problems being stubborn, and this is how we're going to fix them."
 
   "I didn't, though!" said Kaitlyn.  "I know you wanted me to, and I tried, but I can't say no when you tell me to do things, and then it got away anyway, and—"
 
   Wednesday's slap on her butt hurt so much, because it was raw from that caning.  But she could've taken more.
 
   "Said no talking."
 
   She had, and Kaitlyn had screwed that up too, and Wednesday wouldn't be impressed, and she'd find someone better, and—
 
   "Also, there were two emoticons, so you're going to get another beating later.  I think hands, next.  It'd be feet, because you have got pretty little feet, but we're going for a walk tomorrow.  And it's going to be too much for you, and you're going to let me know."
 
   Wednesday’s hands were moving as she talked, and even though Kaitlyn didn't want to have to ask her to stop doing anything, she was moving with Wednesday's hands, and biting her lips so she wouldn't moan, and hoping that maybe she'd get enough to be allowed to come, and—
 
   "Doing a little better?" asked Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn nodded.  She was.  She'd be doing a lot better if Wednesday let her come, but she was doing a little better.
 
   Then Wednesday let go, which wasn't great, but she picked up the penny and held it up to the wall.  "I was going to let you work for a bit, but that's going to have to wait.  Ass all striped and red like that?  Lights up the room.  So come here, and hold the penny to the wall—just like that, right.  Now, hands on your head.  Good.  Stay there and be pretty while I listen to the nice man tell me lies about thermodynamics, and if you still have the penny there when I come check, you'll get a little prize."
 
   And that took her from a doing a little better to just doing better.  Because she was going to hold the penny there for the rest of the year, if Wednesday wanted to wait that long.  She was going to hold it there forever.
 
   Forever was a long time.  Wednesday's lecture seemed a bit longer than that.  That guy kept talking and talking, and then sometimes Wednesday would pause it and swear at him and throw her notebook or Hank at the monitor, and then go pick Hank up and rewind and listen some more.  But Kaitlyn held the penny there the whole time, and then Wednesday got up and went to the bedroom, leaving Kaitlyn there staring at the stupid wall with that penny pushed up against it so firmly that people were going to be able to see Abe Lincoln on her nose for the rest of the week.
 
   Wednesday took an unforgivably long time in the bedroom, but when she came back and bit Kaitlyn's neck, Kaitlyn was trembling and . . . and if she dropped that penny then, she was going to be so mad at herself, it was not even worth thinking about.
 
   "Good job.  Now, here's the thing," said Wednesday, pushing something into Kaitlyn's cunt.  "This is your prize, but it's still one of my favorite toys."
 
   It was pretty big, but it also went in pretty easy, because Kaitlyn had been staring at the wall for a long time.  And then the whole thing was in, which left her feeling uncomfortably full.
 
   "Admittedly, it's a toy I like using on other people, but my point is you get to hold it for a bit, but you don't get to keep it.  Last time I gave you something you went all crazy possessive, so I figured I'd make that clear."
 
   Then Wednesday started caressing her butt.  "But that was very good behavior, and I'm very impressed.  Now, whenever I look at the wall, I'm going to be thinking how much nicer it looked with your freshly reddened ass there.  Maybe if I have to decorate for parties."
 
   When she said parties, the thing in Kaitlyn's cunt started vibrating.  She started breathing heavy, but she was going to keep the penny there until Wednesday said to let it go.
 
   "Maybe pass the remote around, let everyone . . oh!  Actually, I've got a friend who I don't see nearly enough.  Maybe next time we Skype, we can—
 
   "Close," said Kaitlyn, and the vibe shut off.
 
   "Don't worry about it," said Wednesday, slapping her ass.  "More a thought experiment than anything else."
 
   Then she took the penny away, finally, and Kaitlyn was able to relax, and as soon as she did, her neck hurt like anything.
 
   "Sadly, you need to get to work on . . . whatever it is you have to work on.  And I have to go through some sample problems!  So much fun!  So I'm going to have to give up my favorite decoration for a little bit.  You—" and she got hold of Kaitlyn's nipple, and pulled her along with it, "here."
 
   "Here" was sitting on the floor in front of Wednesday, where she'd set up Kaitlyn's laptop.  There wasn't that much room between the couch and the coffee table, and it was hard to find an angle to sit that didn't hurt her butt, but Wednesday's legs were there and she could rest her head on them, so that was way better than the library.
 
   And then the vibrator went on.  Not for long, just enough to make her jump, and moan, and hope that it'd maybe be on for longer.  And then off again.  And then on.
 
   "Work, not Facebook," said Wednesday, after a while.
 
   "But I—"
 
   "Are you Facebook friends with Chaucer?" asked Wednesday
 
   "Fine, ugh, work," said Kaitlyn, switching back to her paper.  Which was almost done, thankfully.  Two more pages.
 
   "Rassafrassin' no," said Wednesday, half an hour later.  "That is not the answer.  My answer is the . . . dammit."
 
   She switched the vibrator on, and Kaitlyn started twitching.  "Close," she said after a while.
 
   "Hold it," said Wednesday.  "Until I figure out where I went wrong."
 
   Kaitlyn closed her eyes, tried to control her breathing, hoped that Wednesday would get her sciency thing right soon.
 
   "Please?  I'm going to—"
 
   "Don't."
 
   "I can't . . . Wednesday, please, I can't, and I don't want to, and I'm going to—"
 
   It shut off, and Kaitlyn was gasping like a fish, trying to keep the shudders from spreading, trying to fight off the orgasm that had almost started.
 
   "Nice," said Wednesday after Kaitlyn recovered.  Then she tousled Kaitlyn's hair, and went back to work.
 
   And that was how the afternoon went.  Wednesday got the wrong answer for two other practice problems, but she managed to figure them out quicker the other two times.  And then Kaitlyn finished her paper.  She'd kind of expected it to take until two minutes before class on Tuesday, but with Wednesday looking over her shoulder like that, there was basically nothing else to do with her time.
 
   "Good job," said Wednesday.  "Print it out, and you can . . . I have no idea how duck cooking works.  Do some combination of cooking and getting dressed so that after I'm done going over your paper, you'll be dressed pretty and we'll be ready to eat."
 
   The hardest part of that whole set of instructions was printing the paper out, but eventually that worked, and then she got the duck started, and took another bath and shaved again, and then got work on makeup and hair and clothes.  She was going to make Wednesday's head explode with how pretty she was dressed.
 
   And yeah, the reaction was pretty good.  Wednesday had left the paper on the table, covered with red ink, and was reading something on the internet when Kaitlyn came in to let her know that they could eat whenever she wanted.
 
   She looked up, opened her mouth, closed it, swallowed, her eyes wide.  "Nice," she said with a wobble in her voice.  Damn right.  "Set the table and get everything set up.  No wine tonight, though."
 
   Wednesday had like a dozen bottles of wine in the cabinet next to the fridge, which was illegal, but, whatever—underage drinking was probably the normalest thing that Wednesday had ever done.
 
   But there were fancy dishes, anyway, and cloth napkins and candlesticks, and Kaitlyn set the table and made sure that the rice dressing would be ready when the duck came out of the oven, and in general, fussed.
 
   Then Wednesday came out into the kitchen, and it was Kaitlyn's turn to be a little breathless.
 
   The only time that she'd seen Wednesday dressed up was for that formal disaster, and then she'd been wearing a frock coat, which was crazy.  But now she was wearing a long green dress that was low-cut enough that Kaitlyn could see Wednesday's cleavage, finally, and it was gorgeous, and she had these dangly earrings that were. . . she looked great, but she was looking a little uncertain, maybe?
 
   Kaitlyn hadn’t been told to do anything, but she knelt and she kissed Wednesday's foot, and this time it didn't twitch at all, because she did it right, and then she looked up at her.  "Wow," she said.
 
   "Yes, well," said Wednesday.  "I'm getting closer, but I still don't a hundred percent believe you on that one.  Now let's improve your outfit, just a little.  Up."
 
   Improve?  Her outfit was great.  Kaitlyn stood, and Wednesday took out a length of gold cord.
 
   Oh.
 
   Well, her outfit was red and gold, so it'd match.
 
   First thing Wednesday did was ease Kaitlyn's breasts out of her top, which was pretty easy to do, and which made her shiver.  Then she tied them up with the cord, squeezing them and making them stick out, and she also tied Kaitlyn's arms to her sides, so she wasn't going to be able to serve.
 
   Wednesday sat her down, and tied her to the chair, and they had a sort of date night dinner, with the lights off and the candles lit.  Except Kaitlyn's tits were hanging out, and she couldn't get any food herself because her arms were tied to her sides, so she had to wait for Wednesday to give her forkfuls of food and sips of water.
 
   But they talked about things between that.  Wednesday's little brother was in some weirdo hippy school, and he kind of hated it, but he’d be crushed in a regular school, and every single person besides him had figured that out in about two minutes.  And Kaitlyn had gotten an email from her brother Tom, who'd gotten a job in Vegas, but Lisa, his wife, didn’t want to move to Vegas, and they were thinking about maybe a divorce and that was a terrible idea, but maybe they'd work it out?
 
   It was weird and great and weirder than weird.  But it was like . . . it was a bit like that week where they'd been dating had been, except instead of being awkward and confused, Wednesday would sometimes tweak Kaitlyn's nipples or turn on the vibrator.  Kaitlyn was goddamn burning for her, but she was tied up so she couldn't make a move, which meant she didn't have to think about whether or not it would be a good idea to make a move, and it was awesome.
 
   And also Wednesday was wearing these long earrings with lots of little diamonds in them, and they glittered in the candlelight, and she smiled a lot during that conversation.  Then she reached out, took Kaitlyn's breast, and held it from underneath, pulling it away from Kaitlyn's body.
 
   "This is going to hurt a bit," she said, and picked up the candlestick.
 
   Kaitlyn bit her lip, breathed in, and Wednesday dripped hot wax on her.  And it hurt like hell!
 
   "There," said Wednesday, touching the quickly hardening wax with her thumb.  "It hurts more if you use a darker wax, so I figured we'd start with this.  Lot of things you're going to have to work up to."
 
   Another splat of wax, this one touching her nipple.  If Kaitlyn hadn't been tied, she might have jerked away, but the idea of working up to a lot of things. . . Wednesday saw the look in her eye and turned the vibrator on.  Kaitlyn's hips started moving, her mouth open.  Wednesday grinned, put the candlestick down, and put her thumb into Kaitlyn's mouth.
 
   "Close," said Kaitlyn, when it got to be too much.  Wednesday turned the vibrator off, took her thumb out of Kaitlyn's mouth, and got the apple crumble out of the oven.
 
   And then they mostly just ate, because the duck and the salad and the rice dressing had all been good, but the apple crumble was great.
 
   "God." Wednesday pulled back from the table.  "I am going to have to start exercising more if I keep eating like this.  Damn."
 
   "Well, there is this hike we're going on," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday pinched her nipple—the one that wasn't covered in wax—and smiled.  "You know what? A walk is a fine idea.  Up."
 
   Wednesday untied Kaitlyn from her chair, but didn't undo any of the other ropes.  She got a coat for herself, and a sort of cape for Kaitlyn.  It looked nice, mostly, only her arms were still tied to her sides, and her tits were still out, and yeah, maybe the cape covered that, but not if she moved too fast.
 
   "Come on," said Wednesday, going over to the door.  "Unless you want a collar and lead?"
 
   Wednesday’s apartment wasn’t on a busy street or anything.  It was cold, though, and Kaitlyn was wearing heels, and her goddamn tits were out under that cape, and her arms were tied to her sides.  But she followed Wednesday out, and then Wednesday slipped an arm beneath the cape and started playing with Kaitlyn's breast.  Kaitlyn did her best to swallow her yelp, even though there wasn’t anyone to hear it.  Wednesday’s hands were cold!
 
   "This is nice, you know," said Wednesday.  "Little walk after dinner, get some air."
 
   Wednesday was taller than she was, so Kaitlyn had to scurry a little to keep up.  Also, Wednesday had a heavy down coat on, which was not fair.
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "Nice."
 
   Then the vibrator switched on.  Kaitlyn gasped, fought to stay upright.  Wednesday's arm helped, a little, but then a car sped by, and she was . . . . "Close," she said, and the vibrator went off.
 
   "At some point," said Wednesday, "when you say close, I'm going to give you a five second window to orgasm—you come, great, if not, you get punished for exaggerating how close you were."
 
   "Not," Kaitlyn gasped, "exaggerating."
 
   Wednesday was quiet for a little bit.  There were supposed to be flurries, and a few flakes settled in Wednesday's hair.
 
   "Yeah," she said finally, and started walking again.  "Don't suppose you are.  But it'd be a fun game, anyway."
 
   "I think I'm having as fun a game as I can handle right now," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday snaked her arm back in under the cape and played with Kaitlyn's breast again, her fingertip circling the nipple, making Kaitlyn shiver way worse than the cold.
 
   "Yeah, it's been good times.  Maybe we'll do it again next week.  I mean, not necessarily this, but a fancy dinner with fancy clothing and all that."
 
   "Sounds nice," said Kaitlyn, and she tilted her head to lean it on Wednesday's shoulder.  It was an awkward angle, but Wednesday didn't shake it off, or stop playing with Kaitlyn’s breast or anything.
 
   "And since I'm feeling magnanimous," said Wednesday, "what's a thing that you want to do next week?"
 
   "Well, there's the hike on—"
 
   "Not a thing that I've already agreed to do," said Wednesday.  "Something that I haven't done, and which you're interested in doing, even if you're not sure I'm enthusiastic about it.  I don't know, watch one of your 'Say Yes to America's Next Top Bridezilla' shows with you, or go get our nails done, or—"
 
   "Could you please kiss me?" said Kaitlyn.  It just popped out.  Yeah, there were a million other things she wanted to do, but Wednesday looked so great with the snow in her hair and her earrings catching the light from the streetlights.
 
   "Maybe." There was something soft in Wednesday’s smile.  "If you earn it.  Not tonight, though—tonight, you've got another beating, then some oral service, and then I've got a ton of work that I still have to do.  And you've got a bunch of corrections on your paper for you to look at, though maybe that'll wait."
 
   "And also the Mystery Theater show?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "Also the Mystery Theater show.  Which you should call either Mystery Science Theater or em-ess-tee-three-kay, or people will make fun of you."
 
   "Your people," said Kaitlyn, "are going to make fun of me no matter what I call your robot show."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "Maybe a little.  My people are warm and welcoming and tremendous douches."
 
   "Particularly Gary."
 
   "Oh God particularly Gary, except for the warm and welcoming part."
 
   "But they have got some pretty good TV shows," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "Admittedly, not quite as many cars going around in circles as your people, but we do what we can."
 
   Then the vibrator switched on, and Kaitlyn forgot about the fact that Wednesday had just insulted NASCAR like an idiot, and tried to keep from collapsing onto the sidewalk and orgasming for like an hour.
 
   "Close," she said, louder than she meant, and Wednesday turned the vibe off, which was a little disappointing.  Kaitlyn wouldn't have needed the whole five seconds to come.  She could've asked for an orgasm, but . . . well, if she didn't get one that night, that would suck, but it would also be okay, because it would be what Wednesday wanted.
 
   And then they were back inside where it was warm.
 
   "Hands, I think I said," said Wednesday.
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn, and Wednesday raised an eyebrow.  "Could you, um, please stay dressed like that?  When you're hurting me?"
 
   Wednesday gave a thoughtful scowl, then shook her head.  "No, you've been indulged enough today.  Go stand in the corner and wait for me."
 
   Kaitlyn went and stood in the corner.  She was still dressed up like she was going with to the opera or something, only with her breasts pulled out of her top and a few melting flakes of snow in her hair.  Her legs twitched with how turned on she was.
 
   Then Wednesday came back, in shorts and a T-shirt and with a ruler, and Kaitlyn had to turn face her, and keep her hands out.  And also balance a textbook on her head.  It was a heavy textbook.
 
   "So," said Wednesday.  "This'll stop when you move you hands away, or when you drop that thermodynamics textbook which is very expensive, but which needs to learn who's boss."
 
   Right.  Kaitlyn held braced herself, closed her eyes.
 
   "Eyes open," said Wednesday.
 
   Yeah, well, okay.  Admittedly, Wednesday wasn't wearing the dress and earrings, but the curious and faintly amazed look that she got when she was doing things to Kaitlyn was pretty great.  And also, with her hair pulled back, and her arms and legs bare, and physics notes scribbled on the back of her hand. . . yeah, Kaitlyn would see the ruler coming, but eyes open was overall a good idea.
 
   It was a light ruler, so it wasn't, like, a deep hurt, but it stung like a bitch.  Kaitlyn wasn't going to cry, and she wasn't going to flinch out of the way, and she wasn't going to drop Wednesday's stupid textbook, but it was hard not to flinch away when she saw the ruler come up and then land across her palm.
 
   So she was flinching, a little, and the book was heavy, and wobbly, and it stung each time she was hit, and there were tears at the corner of her eyes, and she was going to—
 
   Then Wednesday turned the vibrator on.
 
   Kaitlyn had almost forgotten that it was in there because of the other stuff that was going on, so she jumped and the book fell, but Wednesday caught it before it hit the ground.
 
   "Dammit!" said Kaitlyn.  "Not fair!"
 
   "Nope.  Never said I was fair."  Wednesday shut the vibrator off.  "Kneel."
 
   Kaitlyn knelt, and Wednesday pulled her shorts down and stepped forward.  It seemed like the walk and the beating had turned her on as much as it had turned Kaitlyn on, because she was wet and ready and her legs were already trembling as she pushed against Kaitlyn’s mouth, hands tight in her hair.  So it didn't last as long as Kaitlyn would've liked, but it was great.
 
   Then Wednesday took the vibrator out, which felt weird after it'd been in so long, and got Kaitlyn undressed and tied up.  They watched the robots make fun of a movie that was about cavewoman spacemen, and then they went to bed—well, Wednesday went to bed, and Kaitlyn went next to bed.
 
   "So, um," said Kaitlyn, after they were settled.
 
   "Oh God what now," said Wednesday.
 
   "Well.  It's, um.  Tomorrow?"
 
   Nothing from Wednesday, so Kaitlyn pressed on.  "We kind of have to be out at seven thirty, to be with the group?"
 
   Still nothing from Wednesday, which wasn't great.
 
   "I. . . should I wake you up at seven?"
 
   "Is this something you're doing because you want me to be upset with you, because it makes the sex more fun?"
 
   "No!  No, it's just that's when the hikes . . . I mean, first thing in the morning, you know?  And then—I'm sorry.  If you don't want to, we can stay in tomorrow."
 
   "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "That's always the case.  Eh, fuck it.  Seven o'clock it is, Kaitlyn.  Why not?  Let's explore all of these strange and unpleasant new hours that you seem to come up with."
 
   "Seven o'clock isn't . . . thanks, Wednesday."
 
   "Quiet, you."
 
   Then they went to sleep.
 
   At some point, Kaitlyn woke up because someone was kicking her in the ribs.
 
   She looked up groggily at Wednesday, who looked down at her.  Hard to read her expression, because it was dark.
 
   "What?"
 
   "Can't sleep.  Lick me out."
 
   Kaitlyn was tired and achy from having spent a week sleeping on the floor, but she got up on the bed and pushed in between Wednesday's thighs and licked.  It was nice.  The way Wednesday tasted and twitched, the hand in her hair and the feel of Wednesday’s legs against her sides.  The bed was soft, and Kaitlyn felt like she was doing a good job, and Wednesday wasn't as warmed up as she usually was when she had Kaitlyn lick her out, but it didn't take too long.  And when she was done, she said sleepily, "Foot of the bed.  And if you wake me up at all, we're not trying that again for a while."
 
   So Kaitlyn curled up at Wednesday's feet and went to sleep.  It was great.
 
   Seven o'clock, though, wasn't great.  Kaitlyn got up a little earlier and made pancakes, and she made them quietly enough that she didn't wake Wednesday up.  Which meant that she actually had to do it.
 
   Poking Wednesday in the side didn't seem like a great idea, and while tickling her feet seemed like it might be fun, it also seemed like it might not necessarily lead to Wednesday going up Bearpen mountain with her.
 
   So she stood there for a bit and watched Wednesday sleep.  It was amazing how she managed to get a limited number of legs and arms to go in quite so many directions, and she was sort of snore-muttering to herself.
 
   But she'd taken her shorts off to use Kaitlyn's mouth, and she was lying more or less on her stomach, and she had a really great butt.  Round and firm and not too big, but not like, flat or tiny either.  Basically, it was perfect.  So Kaitlyn leaned over and kissed it.
 
   Wednesday didn't react.  She could—
 
   "Again, lower," said Wednesday.
 
   She did what she was told without thinking about it.  "Put another thing on your list of google search terms," said Wednesday.  "Rimming.  Next time you want me to wake up before eight, that's how you do it."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Is that a no?"
 
   "I . . . we could try that now?"
 
   A faint coughing noise that might have been a laugh.  "Go get dressed, Kaitlyn.  We have to go punch bears."
 
   "Not punch bears!  Climb bears!  I mean, not climb bears, there aren't any bears, and—"
 
   Wednesday remained face down and largely motionless, but one hand went up and pointed to the door, so Kaitlyn went and got dressed.  Jessie was her primary shopping enabler, but it wasn't like Kaitlyn couldn't go shopping without her, and the thing about hiking in the winter was that layers were good, so it was stretch pants under softshell pants and then a pair of waterproof shell pants she'd bring along just in case, and an undershirt and a couple of shirts and a sweater and then a winter jacket.  Which was cute, even if it was a little bulky.
 
   And then maps and water and first aid kit.  All that was already packed, but Kaitlyn did a double-check to make sure.  And then she went to see how far Wednesday had gotten.
 
   She'd gotten a pair of long underwear out of her dresser, and then she'd fallen back asleep.
 
   Kaitlyn hesitated a long second, and then double-checked what "rimming" was.  It turned out that it was what she thought it was, and that one of the first links was a ten point guide to doing it right.
 
   Well, fine.  Kaitlyn breathed in, bent down, and spread Wednesday open.  Looked clean, anyway?  She closed her eyes and licked.  It tasted mostly like skin, really, but it was so . . . it was like the most demeaning thing that she'd ever had to do in her entire life, and if she got her stretch pants too wet, they was going to freeze once they got to the trail.
 
   "Hm," said Wednesday.  "That's a little uncomfortable and weird."
 
   Kaitlyn pulled up, about to apologize or—
 
   "Didn't say stop," said Wednesday, so Kaitlyn went back to it.
 
   "See, that's the thing about kink; every so often, I'll do things I'm not super into, because you're just so enthusiastic about it."
 
   That was completely unfair, and also Kaitlyn was wriggling a little.  And also, this was the first time that Wednesday had let anyone do that?
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday after a while.  "If you're satisfied, I'll get dressed now.  Go get your car."
 
   "You'll be up?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "I'll be up," said Wednesday.
 
   "Right!  There's pancakes in the—"
 
   "No food.  Only Zuul."
 
   "Does Zuul mean coffee?"
 
   Wednesday hesitated.  "Eh, close enough."
 
   "I'll have a thermos in the car.  You know how to—"
 
   "Go."
 
   She went.  If Wednesday wasn't up again, she'd . . . well, apparently, she'd lick Wednesday's asshole, and get turned on by it.  But they did have to get on the road relatively soon.
 
   As it turned out, by the time Kaitlyn brought her car around, Wednesday was up, dressed and standing outside.  She was wearing a big down coat and her usual jeans and snowboots, and she had a nice camera around her neck.  It'd probably be fine?  It'd be fine.
 
   And she looked really impressed by Kaitlyn's car.
 
   "Holy shit, Kaitlyn," she said as she got in.
 
   "Thanks!" said Katilyn.  "I'd been angling for a classic car, and then Dad got this one completely redone with a modern engine and airbags and all that, and you like it?"
 
   "Kaitlyn, there is nobody who would do anything other than like it.  This is a fucking amazing car."
 
   "I know, right?  And it's got—"  Wednesday had a job, and she biked to it, which probably meant that she didn't have the money for something like that.  "Um, all sorts of things.  Anyhow.  Have you got music, or we could listen to—"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday, and she plugged her phone into the dash.  "What sort of music do you like?"
 
   Kaitlyn opened her mouth.
 
   "And if you're going to say 'anything but rap and opera,' I have three hundred hours of polka on this thing."
 
   Kaitlyn closed her mouth.
 
   "Country?" she said.  "At least a little bit?"
 
   "Try again," said Wednesday.
 
   "I'd say we should listen to something you like," said Kaitlyn, "but apparently you have three hundred hours of polkas on your phone."
 
   "And another hundred hours of spoken word poetry," said Wednesday.  "Well, fanmixes it is.  Some of those are sort of pop-oriented."
 
   It wasn't bad, actually.  It wasn't great.  There was a lot more whiny white people music than Kaitlyn normally listened to, and a lot less peppy stuff, but it wasn't nearly as bad as it could've been.  And at least it wasn't loud?  Or polkas?
 
   Wednesday leaned the seat back and drank coffee, but she didn't seem as mad as Kaitlyn had thought she might be.
 
   "So, um," said Kaitlyn after a while.  
 
   Wednesday didn't say anything.  She’d put down the coffee, and her eyes were closed.
 
   "If you're asleep when we get there, it's going to be a little tricky getting my tongue up your butt without people noticing."
 
   Wednesday didn’t open her eyes, but her lips quirked up in a smile.  "You'll manage," she said.  And then nothing.
 
   So Kaitlyn drove slow and watched the road.  She'd gotten used to driving with snow tires, but there was still a lot of ice, and there were some tricky snowdrifts as they got closer to the trailhead.
 
   Wednesday’s eyes were still closed, and she’d slumped deeper in the seat as they drove.  There wasn't any way Kaitlyn would be able to get her out of her pants without everyone noticing, and they'd . . . okay.  Eyes on the road.
 
   Fortunately?  Definitely fortunately, Wednesday was up by the time they got there, even if she didn't seem too happy about it.  She looked like a grumpy owl.
 
   They weren't the first to be there.   Kaitlyn hadn’t expected to be, since they'd headed out as late as they could manage, but it would've been a little nice to . . . well, maybe pretend that Wednesday was asleep, or they could . . . Wednesday would come up with something, probably.  But just about everyone else was already there.
 
   Six cars, and one of them was Anne’s.
 
   “Hey!" said Anne, as Kaitlyn got out of her car and came over for a hug.
 
   Kaitlyn winced, hoping that Wednesday wouldn't be too grumpy-owl ridiculous looking and make a fuss about—
 
   Wednesday unfolded, and looked great.  Calm, caffeinated, smiling politely.
 
   "Yeah, so, Frank wanted to do something outdoors, so we figured we'd head over to take one of those hikes you're always on about . . .  Sorry, I'm Anne?  One of Kaitlyn's friends from back home?"
 
   "Hi," said Wednesday.  "I'm Wednesday; most people call me Em."
 
   "Right," said Anne.  "I kinda . . . um.  Looks like they're about to get started?"
 
   Jeff had the trail maps and was going over them, and Chrissy had just pulled up in that ridiculous jeep, so yeah, ready to go.
 
   There were the usual announcements about problematic cell phone reception and emergency procedures, and then they headed off, Jeff in the lead, and Kaitlyn bringing up the rear.
 
   She'd volunteered for that position for two reasons.  One was so that if Wednesday had trouble with the hike, they wouldn't have to deal with whatever well-meaning guy was supposed to be last and make sure that nobody fell behind them.  The other one was covert makeouts.
 
   Only Frank and Anne were there, and she hadn't seen Frank for months, and she liked Frank.  And Anne was there for some reason also, and whatever it was, it didn't involve them speeding up and hiking fast.
 
   Wednesday was amused rather than annoyed, though, so there was that.  And she seemed to like Frank.  Or at least, after they were introduced, she spent some time talking to Frank.  And she wasn't cruel, so she wasn't going to make fun of him or anything, but . . . well, Kaitlyn did her best to wait them out, as they headed up Bearpen Mountain.
 
   Which was freaking gorgeous, and the day was perfect—cold but not too cold, and clear, and bright, and. . . and then Frank had some difficulty with his gaiters, so they had to stop and wait for him to sort them out.
 
   "Gaiters?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Yeah," said Anne, with a sigh.  "They're a sort of like leg warmers, and Frank thought they'd be a good idea, only . . . ."
 
   "Frank," finished Kaitlyn.
 
   "Right.  So . . . um."  Anne looked at Wednesday, then looked away.
 
   Wednesday waited, still looking amused.
 
   "Right okay so you guys are dating, right?" said Anne.
 
   "More or less," said Wednesday.
 
   "Yes," said Kaitlyn, firmly.
 
   "Right," said Anne.  "Good!  I mean, I don't know.  Probably good?  But here's the thing—what Kaitlyn did wasn't entirely her fault?"
 
   "No?" asked Wednesday, and there was less amusement than before.
 
   "Fine," said Anne.  "Mostly her fault.  But . . . well, it's kinda easy to make Katy do stuff."
 
   "Is it?" asked Wednesday, cocking an eyebrow.  Kaitlyn looked away, and considered walking a little faster to get away from that amused eyebrow.  But she also wanted to hear what Anne had to say.
 
   "Yeah," said Anne.  "Just tell her you don't think she can manage it, and she'll run off a fucking cliff."
 
   "Wasn't a cliff," Kaitlyn muttered.  "It was a roof."
 
   "Hm," said Wednesday.
 
   "And Jessie's real good at getting her to do things.  I mean, you guys are dating, so you probably worked it out, but it's just, you know.  Katy kinda can't help doing what people tell her not to do.  And she tried not to do it.  Katy never backs down after she says she'll do something, but she tried as hard as she could to break away.  I mean, she didn't even hesitate about stealing that bass-boat, and that was felony grand theft."
 
   "It was my uncle's!" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "You stole Pop's boat?" asked Frank, from where he was finishing up with his gaiters.  "He's going to be pissed."
 
   "Five years ago, Frank," said Kaitlyn.  "And we would've brought it back, if—"
 
   "Hold on, think I got it," said Frank.  He stood up, then fell down, because he'd apparently fastened his gaiters to each other.
 
   Wednesday took a picture.
 
   "That's a little mean," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wendesday shrugged.  "It's a perfect illustration of the difference between physicists and engineers," she said.
 
   "Frank's . . . I mean, he's going to a technical school next semester?  But he's not a physicist."
 
   "And I'm not an engineer," said Wednesday.  "Least not yet.  And I'm not sure that MIT is a technical school as such, but—"
 
   "I mean, Jessie is just—" started Anne again.
 
   "Just to be clear," said Wednesday.  "You don't want me to be mad at Kaitlyn for doing something shitty, because Kaitlyn does what everyone tells her to do."
 
   "Well," said Anne.
 
   "But the thing is, maybe if more people got mad at Kaitlyn for doing shitty things, she'd think harder about doing them."
 
   "Yeah but—"
 
   Wednesday smiled at Anne.  "It's okay.  I mean, I've more-or-less reached the conclusion that she didn't think it through, and she's sorry about it, and she's trying not to do stuff like that."
 
   Anne thought about that, and smiled back.  "Thanks.  It's just . . . I kinda worry about Katy.  And if you're setting something up to get her back that'd—"
 
   "Nothing like that is going on," said Wednesday.  "Honestly.  I might wind up hurting her, and she might wind up hurting me, but I swear to you now that I have no malice in my heart when it comes to Kaitlyn Watson.  If you want me to explain exactly why I'm dating her, and exactly what she's been doing to make it up to me, I'll be happy to, but I have a feeling you'd—"
 
   "Right!” said Anne.  “Okay, gaiters sorted, Frank?  Let's see if we can catch up to Chrissy, who I haven't seen in awhile?"
 
   Anne started striding ahead quickly, and Frank got up and loped on after her, with the hint of a wink at Wednesday as they passed.
 
   Like Anne had said, Frank knew all about lesbians.  He'd seen movies.
 
   "Your friends seem nice," said Wednesday.  "Well, not Jessie, but I will do my best to be awkwardly polite to Jessie if the situation requires."
 
   "Thanks, Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "I'll handle Jessie if she . . . anyhow.  Point is, I kinda thought you wouldn't like Anne—I mean, everyone likes Frank, but Anne also kinda went along with what Jessie told her to do, and—"
 
   "And you got the idea that I don't like girls who do what bossy women tell them to do," said Wednesday.
 
   "I . . . you're not going to . . . I mean, I don't think Anne is interested, and also there's Frank, who's a moron, but everyone likes Frank, and he'd be—"
 
   "Easy," said Wednesday.  "No, if I pick up another girl, it'd be someone you don't know.  That'd be kinda fun; I could string both of you up in the closet, then pick out the one I was going to use that night."
 
   Kaitlyn had a sudden clear image: being tied up, her shoulder pushed up against the shoulder of a naked girl who she'd never met, and then the sudden light when Wednesday opened up the door, the amused little quirk of a smile as she pulled the other girl out, left Kaitlyn tied up in the dark, to listen to them having sex.
 
   "Oh God," said Kaitlyn.  "I don't . . . God.  That's—"
 
   Wednesday took a picture.
 
   "Dammit," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "That's part of the reason why I don't just use the camera on my phone," said Wednesday.  "Too many hacks.  These'll stay in my private stash.  For later.  Now, come on, let's find some bears to punch."
 
   So they followed after everyone else.  They didn't catch up with Anne and Frank, but they caught sight of Craig a little while after that.  And then Wednesday slowed down and took something out of her pocket.  Her ball-gag.
 
   "Open up," she said.  "There you go.  Top open.  And other top open, apparently.  Yeah, and that one too.  Now, pull that last one up—perfect.  Next to the tree, smile—"  It wasn't very easy to smile like that, but Kaitlyn did her best.
 
   There were a few more pictures like that, and a few more pictures of just trees and rocks and the views, which were already pretty good.  And then it got a little steeper, and Wednesday decided to let Kaitlyn take pictures while she walked.
 
   She'd also left Kaitlyn with the ball gag in her pocket, and Kaitlyn was honestly curious what would happen if she took it out and told Wednesday to put it on and show her tits.  On the other hand, she had a pretty good idea what would happen, and echoes carried surprisingly far, so she mostly took pictures of snow and trees and the rest of the county, which they could see pretty well, given how high they'd gotten.
 
   Then they caught up with everyone else and cleared off a couple of rocks so they could sit down and have lunch; sandwiches, thermoses of coffee, and that sort of thing.  Kaitlyn had brought along a back-up pair of hiking sticks, because she figured that Wednesday might want them, and she did, and she seemed to be enjoying herself?  But she was kinda quiet, staring off into space for long stretches, so maybe she was super-mad and hiding it.
 
   The she took the camera back and started flipping through the pictures.
 
   "The broad idea here," said Wednesday, "was that I'd have a few pictures to send my mom, to prove I'd been having lots of healthy fun out of doors."
 
   "Right?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "These are like 90% pictures of me," she said.
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "Well, um.  You're out of doors?"
 
   Wednesday looked at her.
 
   "Dammit," said Kaitlyn, quietly.  "It's just that you're pretty, and I like taking pictures of you."
 
   "Oh," said Wednesday, and looked away.
 
   "What?" said Kaitlyn.  It wasn't any more embarrassing than anything else she'd said.
 
   "Nothing," said Wednesday.  "Just believed it that time."
 
   "Oh!" Kaitlyn bounded up, not sure what she was planning.  Only Wednesday was up too, and went to give Frank the camera—what, did she hate her camera?—and asked him to take a picture of them.
 
   Anne intercepted the camera with a disgusted look at Wednesday, and motioned them to stand closer together.  Kaitlyn was smiling too wide to look like anything other than a clown, but Wednesday was right there next to her.  And squeezing her ass hard enough that she jumped, even through all the layers.
 
   Rest of the hike went fine, though Wednesday was looking a bit grim for the last half-hour.  And then after they got back, and said goodbye to everyone, she had Kaitlyn wait in the car for a bit, so they were the last ones leaving the trailhead.
 
   "What?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Turns out," said Wednesday, "that there are some muscles that you don't use while biking, but you do use while hiking.  So my legs hurt.  And my feet hurt, and they're cold, and the rest of me is cold and I'm tired."
 
   "I had a very nice time too," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "I complain about things I like."
 
   "Let's go home and have sex," said Kaitlyn.  "Forever."
 
   Wednesday laughed.  "Probably have enough distance at this point.  Drive a bit, but go slowly."
 
   "There's a place in Windham where we could get hot chocolate and, like cakes and stuff that's pretty good, if you're—"
 
   "Maybe later," said Wednesday.  "Pull in here."
 
   It was just another logging road, and it hadn't been plowed—snow wasn't too deep for Kaitlyn's car, but if she wanted to go very far on that, they'd get stuck, and—
 
   "Good enough," said Wednesday.  "Park.  And strip."
 
   Oh.
 
   Parking was easy enough, but Kaitlyn had a lot of layers on, and there wasn't that much room in the front seat of the car, and with the engine off, the heat was off, and she kept bumping into the stick, or the steering wheel, and . . .
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "Good enough.  Boots back on, then out of the car."
 
   It was cold outside.  It was really, really cold outside.  Wednesday put the ball gag on her again, which kept her quiet, and which kept her teeth from chattering.  And then she took some pictures, and Kaitlyn probably ruined some of them because she was shivering, and it was like—it was so cold that it didn't hit all at once, but then it was cold everywhere, only it was also sunny, so it was hot and cold at the same time, sort of.  But it was so cold!
 
   Then Wednesday took the ball-gag out, and put it in her pocket.  Kaitlyn tried to say something, but she was shivering, and then Wednesday took her, and she was holding her, and she kissed her, hard, Wednesday's tongue on her lips, her mouth was so warm against Kaitlyn, and her coat, and her hand was on Kaitlyn's ass, and—
 
   "Close," she said, into Wednesday's mouth.
 
   Wednesday pulled back, and looked at her, just a bit, one hand wrapped around Kaitlyn's back, the other one still the one warm place on her freezing ass.  The smile started at the corner of her mouth, and then spread.  "Go for it," she said, and then she started kissing Kaitlyn again.
 
   It was so cold, and Wednesday's mouth was so warm, and she was pressed up against her, her whole body, her pussy grinding against the denim of Wednesday's jeans.  Kaitlyn stiffened, gasped, convulsed over and over again, and Wednesday kept kissing her as she melted around her.
 
   Wednesday only broke the kiss once Kaitlyn was all the way done.  "Nice," she said.
 
   "Thank you," said Kaitlyn through chattering teeth. She wrapped her arms around her chest, which didn’t really help.
 
   "Hands at your sides," said Wednesday.  Kaitlyn dropped her arms, shivering.  Then Wednesday put her gloves back on, and picked up a handful of snow.
 
   "Oh God," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "You were the one who wanted to come," said Wednesday.  "Gotta keep the information accurate."
 
   The snow was shockingly cold against Kaitlyn's ski, where Wednesday had written the date of her last orgasm.  And then Wednesday wiped that clean and wrote the current date.  "And now you can go back to the car."
 
   Kaitlyn got in and turned the motor on, but it was still cold.  She sat in her seat and shivered as Wednesday sat down.
 
   "You're probably going to want to get a little more dressed if we're going to get cake and hot chocolate," said Wednesday.
 
   "We could stay here for a bit?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.  "Let's have a nice long talk about how our relationship’s going."
 
   "Dammit," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah, well.  You put it off long enough, and I went on your hike.  So here's the thing.  I've been. . . having a pretty girl tied up in my closet who I use when I want to and put back when I'm done is one of my oldest and best fantasies, and I kinda had to go for it, but—"
 
   Kaitlyn sighed loudly.
 
   "What?" said Wednesday.
 
   "You're making a fun thing less fun," said Kaitlyn.  "You want to do it this way, I want to do it, so why do we have to talk about it?"
 
   "You're pretty mouthy for a girl who wants to be tied up in my closet until I want to use her," said Wednesday.  "We have to talk about it because I want to talk about it.  Same reason as why you're going to have to massage my legs for like three hours after we get home, and then I'm going to put something uncomfortable up your butt."
 
   "Put that way," said Kaitlyn.  "There's this safeword thing that Google thinks I should have?"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.  "Your safeword is 'no', or 'stop.'  That's it.  I don't want to play games where you say 'no' and mean yes.  You can leave whenever you want, Kaitlyn.  I mean, not like now, because I have no idea where the hell we are.  But in general.  You can tell me no, and I'll listen."
 
   "I don't want to tell you no!" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "But you want to tell me 'banana' or something."
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm fine doing whatever you want.  You're the one who wanted to talk about things."
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  She looked at Kaitlyn for a long time, and she was starting to smile a little.  "It's just that I'm not mad at you anymore, I guess, and I thought you should know.  And if you want . . . if you want something more egalitarian, we can try that."
 
   "But you don't want that?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday shrugged.  "I want . . . well, there's a lot of things I want.  But I'm pretty happy when you're naked and uncomfortable."
 
   "Yeah, me too," said Kaitlyn.  "Let's do that."
 
   "Deal," said Wednesday.  "But not right now; now you can get dressed, and we'll go get some cake."
 
   Kaitlyn leaned over and kissed Wednesday on the cheek.  She started away, surprised, and blushing a little.
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "I'm tired and cold and my legs hurt, so I'm hoping that this is damn good cake, and that you don't take too long getting dressed and getting there."
 
   She was cold.  Kaitlyn had just been standing naked out in the snow and . . . underwear on, and then pants, and then her boots and her shirt, and that was good enough.  The Mustang roared to life, and they were on their way.
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