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Kaitlyn Watson's first semester of college had been a hell of a thing.  She'd gone to Howland College because Jessie's dad was on the board of Howland, and Jessie and Anne and Kaitlyn had always done everything together, even though Jessie had a mean streak a mile wide.  The problem was, back home in North Carolina, everyone had treated Jessie and Anne and Kaitlyn like minor royalty, and in upstate New York they didn't.  Jessie didn't like that, and she especially didn't like it when a weird nerdy-looking girl started making eyes at Kaitlyn across the cafeteria.  Hard to say whether it was because she didn't like lesbians, or because she didn't like nerds, or because she didn't like anyone staring at Kaitlyn when they could've been staring at her, but either way, Jessie dared Kaitlyn to play a prank on the girl, and Kaitlyn never backed down from dares.
 
   The girl—Wednesday Newland—was definitely a weirdo.  At first, it was kind of fun watching her get all awkward and flustered in between going off on rants about anime and video games.  And Kaitlyn was pretty sure she didn't like girls that way, so she kept telling herself that the only reason she kept going on kinda-sorta dates with Wednesday was because she was really enthusiastic about the plan where Wednesday thought she'd be going to a dance with Kaitlyn, and then Kaitlyn went with a hot guy instead, and Wednesday looked like an idiot.
 
   The closer the dance got, the less Kaitlyn wanted go through with it.  But she did go through with it, with a mixture of encouragement and threats from Jessie and her own stupid stubbornness.  That, and the fact that the guy Jessie had found to take her to the dance was really ridiculously hot.
 
   Only nothing worked out like Jessie had planned.  Kaitlyn's date—Brandon—might have been hot, but he was also a handsy asshole.  A few people laughed at Wednesday, but it didn't get Jessie the sort of respect she'd wanted.  So she started avoiding Kaitlyn, and shacked up with Brandon, and in the meantime Anne had gotten back together with her high school boyfriend and moved out of the dorms too.  So Kaitlyn was alone, and the only person she knew at Howland hated her guts because Kaitlyn had been a jerk to her.
 
   But before Kaitlyn fucked everything up, Wednesday had given her a moonstone necklace that used to belong to her grandmother.  And one day Kaitlyn put it on, and went down to the cafeteria where Wednesday also happened to be, and that was when the weird shit started.  Kaitlyn found herself acting like a crazy psycho ex, and begging for all sorts of kinky sex stuff that she'd never even thought of before.  She'd tried to stop, but she couldn't do anything except what Wednesday was making her do.  Everybody saw her and heard her, but only Kaitlyn heard Wednesday whisper that if Kaitlyn ever dared to put that necklace on again, Wednesday would make her do everything she'd described, and worse.
 
   It was the weirdest thing that had ever happened to Kaitlyn, and the scariest, and nothing had ever turned her on more.  She tried to forget about it, but eventually she put the necklace on again, and Wednesday did everything she'd threatened.  It was great.  Really, really great.
 
   A mind-control necklace wasn't the only magic trick Wednesday had.  She could also—as Kaitlyn found out one memorable time when Wednesday left her trussed up with a dildo in her ass and her panties duct-taped into her mouth two feet from the door while Wednesday dawdled for what seemed like hours paying the pizza guy—keep anyone from coming into her apartment who she wanted out.  And she played Words With Friends on Facebook with her dead grandmother.
 
   Kaitlyn was pretty sure Wednesday wasn't just making that last one up to fuck with her.
 
   The problem was, Kaitlyn had waited until the last month of the semester before she'd put the necklace on, and it'd taken a little while before Wednesday relaxed enough to believe that it wasn't part of some additional prank, and then it was time for finals and papers.  Wednesday was brutal about grades—Kaitlyn had to do well or it'd hurt, and after the first time a B+ paper had meant she had to spend two hours kneeling on split peas, she'd done her best to get As.
 
   Wednesday was more-or-less convinced that it wasn't another prank, but she still wasn't entirely convinced that this was what Kaitlyn actually wanted.
 
   Wednesday was getting straight As while working two jobs, and she had really great ideas about sex, and she was also a big nerd who had huge arguments on the internet about nerd stuff.
 
   But she was also kind of an idiot.
 
   Anyhow, what that meant was that as soon as finals were over, she packed Kaitlyn up into her car, and sent her back down to North Carolina.  Which had been her plan for winter break, but which wasn't as good as her new plan, which was to live in Wednesday's apartment and be her sex slave.  But apparently sex slaves were supposed to obey, and Wednesday really wanted her to go home and think things through.
 
   And also Wednesday had told her that all her rules were in abeyance until after winter break was over.  Then Kaitlyn had had to google 'abeyance'; apparently it meant that she didn't have to keep them.  Also Wednesday wasn't going to talk to her or anything.  Kaitlyn was still allowed to text or email or call, but Wednesday wasn't going to answer unless it was an emergency.
 
   So Kaitlyn thought about things.  She smoothed things over with her parents, who'd been sufficiently impressed with her grades that they weren't that worried about the rumors Jessie had tried spreading.  It seemed like a lot less people were impressed by Jessie than Kaitlyn had thought back when she'd been hanging out with Jessie all the time.
 
   But, whatever.  She texted Wednesday a few times, not too much, and didn't get any answers, until she came up with something that had to be an emergency.  Well, would have to be treated like an emergency?  Anyhow, as soon as New Year's was over, she sent a message that she was coming back up to Howland a week before winter break was over.
 
   "I'm sorry," Wednesday replied, as Kaitlyn was packing.  "But I thought I was clear about what I expected from you?"
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.  "It's just that I told my parents I was moving in with a friend, because Anne and Jessie had both moved out, and they figured I'd need some time to get unpacked and also get everything ready for next semester."
 
   It was a strange way to text, but Wednesday liked complete sentences and punctuation.
 
   "How much do you have to unpack?" said Wednesday.  "You get a space next to the bed, and a closet for when you're not in use."
 
   "Okay yes that's hot," said Kaitlyn.  "And if that's the deal, I'm in.  But I need some clothing to go to school in and you like it when I dress up nice and also I didn't necessity explain all the details about what moving in with a friend meant to my parents."
 
   "Necessarily," said Wednesday.
 
   Then there was nothing for like an hour.
 
   "Fine," she said, and Kaitlyn could start breathing again.  "But we're going to have a talk about meeting expectations, and a talk about your grades, and another talk about trusting autocorrect to know the difference between 'necessity' and 'necessarily'."
 
   Kaitlyn had never fallen for anyone quite as hard as she'd fallen for Wednesday, but that girl could stand to pay less attention to spelling and grammar.  But she'd get a week with her!  And no classes or anything!
 
   It was like Christmas in early January.
 
   She set out from Raleigh at 5:30 in the morning, because it was a hell of a long drive.  Last time she did it, she'd shown up on campus late and exhausted and feeling like she'd done a term in prison.  There were, frankly, too many states, and they were way bigger than they really needed to be.  New Jersey and Virginia, for instance, should've both been reduced by half.
 
   But this time, even though she'd been up since 5:30 and her mouth still tasted like the KFC she'd had for lunch, she bounded out of the car and up to Wednesday's door and knocked.
 
   It was almost five in the afternoon, and not even Wednesday slept that late, but it wasn't like the door was flung open right away anyway.  This was absolutely the last time she was going to wear a short skirt to Wednesday's apartment, at least until it got warmer, because while it did make Wednesday keep looking at her legs, it also was freaking cold.
 
   It opened, and Wednesday blinked at her.
 
   Kaitlyn didn't give her a chance to look at her legs; she just went in for the hug.  "Missed you so much," she said, pressing in as hard as she could.  They'd had so much sex in that last month of the first semester, but Wednesday still hadn't let Kaitlyn see her boobs.  Probably because it was something that Kaitlyn really wanted, and Wednesday liked teasing her.  But she could feel them against her, soft and warm.
 
   "Missed you too," said Wednesday, and then disentangled herself.  "Let's get your car unpacked, because I have plans."
 
   "Fancy dinner tonight?" said Kaitlyn.  "Because I skipped out on watching football with dad, so I could be here for Saturday night, and also there are groceries in the back seat, and—"
 
   "Fancy dinner tonight," said Wednesday.  "But later."
 
   Kaitlyn had turned to go to the car, and grinned at the wobble in Wednesday's voice.  It was really cold, but that skirt made her butt look cute, no question.
 
   There were one or two bags that Kaitlyn had to unpack, not counting the groceries.  They looked like more, lined up on the floor, and Wednesday scowled at them.
 
   "It's mostly clothing?" said Kaitlyn.  "Also some bath products, and. . . ."
 
   "And, frankly, if you're paying half the rent, you get a fair share of the storage space," said Wednesday.  "All the same, that's a lot of stuff.  Right.  Dresser in the sewing room is yours.  There's still a bed there which is for when I have company over or if some form of parents or responsible adult comes for a visit and I have to pretend like you're an actual roommate.  Also there's storage shelves under the bed that you can use.  I've cleared out the closet in my room.  You can put stuff there if you like, but you're probably going to want to leave at least a little space, because that's where you get put when not in use."
 
   Kaitlyn had been thinking about that the whole vacation, but hearing Wednesday say it . . . also, she was wearing fancy underwear, and it was not doing enough to keep moisture from running down her thigh.
 
   "Can I um—"
 
   Wednesday raised an eyebrow.
 
   "Can I . . . I mean, usually when I'm doing stuff around here, you have me take my clothes off, and. . . "  Wednesday was still standing there, arms crossed, not saying anything, even though she clearly knew what Kaitlyn wanted to ask.  "Can I please get undressed?"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "Like I said, I have plans.  So get to work unpacking, and then I will read you every text you sent me over break, and then we're going to go shopping.  And I genuinely have work to do, so try not to bug me while I'm working."
 
   It turned out that the work that Wednesday was doing was sewing, in the sewing room.  She was making a dress with a lot of black and green fabric.  It looked . . . well, it looked okay, maybe?  But more like a costume than like clothing.
 
   There were drawers underneath the bed, and they were actually pretty roomy.  Between that and the dresser, there was enough space for things she could keep folded.  And she knew that she wasn't going to have a ton of space, so she'd left most of the things that needed to be hung up at home, but it wasn't, like, a huge closet.  There were eyebolts on the bottom and on the back, and while Kaitlyn wasn't sure what they were for, they made her shiver and want to throw out everything else so that the closet would be just for her being tied up in.
 
   But that would be hard to explain, and she'd gotten some really nice stuff to wear, so she filled up the clothing rack and then stood there sighing at it.  At least she'd been able to fit her shoes into the drawers under the bed.
 
   When she was done unpacking, Wednesday was still working.  And Kaitlyn had been specifically told not to get undressed.  But she knelt down next to the sewing table, put her head down next to Wednesday's feet, and stuck her ass up into the air.
 
   And then Wednesday reached over and flipped her skirt up, and started playing with her butt.  Kaitlyn moaned—it had been a long time since Wednesday had touched her, but it felt so much like home she was . . . well, she couldn't come from just getting her butt touched, but she was . . .
 
   "Very nice," said Wednesday, after a while.  "Sadly, not exactly your size or I'd have you try it on, but, well, another hundred and fifty bucks in materials, another twenty hours of sewing, and another $450 Lady Loki costume."
 
   Her hand moved from Kaitlyn's ass to her pussy; she moaned again.
 
   "Hm," said Wednesday.  "Been a while?"
 
   "Since the last time you let me," said Kaitlyn.  "You can check the date if you want."
 
   That was another of Wednesday's weird sex things.  Wednesday had made a rule that after Kaitlyn took a bath and shaved her pussy, she had to write the date of the last time she'd been allowed to come, in sharpie just over her pussy.
 
   "You did remember the part about there not being any rules over break, right?"
 
   "I remembered," said Kaitlyn.  "And I . . . I kinda tried to get myself off?  But it's not the same, and I just kinda stopped and.  And I guess if you don't give me orgasms, I don't know if I want them."  And that wasn't something she'd necessarily intended to admit right off the bat, because Wednesday could be really stingy with letting Kaitlyn come.  She'd had to go a week with nothing because she'd gotten that B+, which wasn't fair even a little.
 
   "Oh," said Wednesday, and she was quiet for a little while, just playing with Kaitlyn through her underwear.  "But my point was that you were supposed to go back and try normal for a couple of weeks," she said finally.
 
   "I tried!" said Kaitlyn.  "Normal sucks!"
 
   "Fair enough," said Wednesday.  "Can't argue with that.  But before we head out for shopping, there were your texts that I wanted to read.  Back out to the living room, Kaitlyn.  Better acoustics there."
 
   Kaitlyn's ears burned, as she got up and went back to the living room.  She hadn't texted that much?  Only apparently Wednesday had thought it was—
 
   "I thought you weren't going to answer my emails or anything," said Kaitlyn.  "Unless it was an emergency."
 
   "That didn't mean I didn't read them," said Wednesday.  "And there are some that are . . . okay.  I'm not going to read them all.  Just my favorites."
 
   "Fine," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Tell you what," said Winter.  "You can lie down on the couch and put your head on my lap while I read."
 
   "Okay yeah, sounds good," said Kaitlyn.  And that was the thing.  Wednesday was kind of mean sometimes, but not actually mean, so she was like the opposite of most of the people Kaitlyn knew, who were super nice most of the time, but who could be as mean as anything when someone got in their way.  Jessie was—
 
   "I hate you, I hate you, I hate you," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn buried her head in Wednesday's lap, blushing to her ears.
 
   "Fullmetal alchemist is your faylt—" and she made sure to pronounce the misspelling, even though it was Wednesday's fault that Kaitlyn had turned off autocorrect, because she also made fun when Kaitlyn got words wrong.  "Why didn't ypu warn me about Hughes???"
 
   "What?" said Kaitlyn, not moving her head from Wednesday's lap.  "You should've warned me about Hughes.  And about Shou Tucker.  That fucking—"
 
   "You know," said Wednesday, stroking Kaitlyn's hair.  "Maybe I should've.  But I also don't like spoilers.  At this point, I will tell you that Grave of the Fireflies will make you sad, if that's any help."
 
   Wednesday's fingers in her hair, on her neck.  Kaitlyn was wriggling on the couch, and trying not to be a whining needy mess.  But also, "Shou Tucker," she said, with absolute contempt.
 
   "True enough," said Wednesday.  "But let us move on to the night when you went out with your friends and got drunk."
 
   "I didn't text you then?" she said.  It'd just been a night with Anne and Frank and Robin and . . .
 
   "Oh but you did," said Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn was . . . well, there were things about that night she didn't remember.
 
   "hhhhey wen.  Can't call you M, cause not allowed, but wenenendsstay's has all those ms ad ns and also a d.  haha.  only you don't, becuause gay. getta d I mean."
 
   "I may have had tequila," said Kaitlyn, trying for dignity.  Early on, when they'd been properly dating, Wednesday had said that she should call her Em, because that's what everyone called her.  When they tried again, Kaitlyn wasn't allowed to call her anything but Wednesday.  Which was weird and a little hot, so that fit right.
 
   "Noted," said Wednesday.  "Promblem is tha I reallly like fukking dudes," she continued. "Ykno Trever is an asssssssss, but he's so fukkin hot."
 
   "I didn't have sex with him!" said Kaitlyn.  "Did I?"
 
   "Hush," said Wednesday.  "We're getting to that part.  And no."
 
   "I mean, I cant because Im yours and I dont do what you dont let mr do noot evaaar but how can you nottttt be fukkin dudes thatd be so hotttt wen iff you were doin some guy and i was loked up asaand."
 
   Wednesday had moved the skirt up, and was reaching over to play with with Kaitlyn's butt.  "Sadly, you didn't continue in that vein," she said.  "It seems that you lost your train of thought for some reason, and ceased communication.  But now, let us consider what you said a few hours later."
 
   "Later?" said Kaitlyn.  She didn't remember any of that, but . . . yeah, that would be really hot, actually.
 
   "I miss you, Wednesday," she said.  "It was just, I was having a great time, and now I'm in my room where I grew up, and I just wish you were with me, and hanging out with my friends and that we could be here and I want you to fuck me in this room, over and over and I don't care if I come but we can't and it sucks and mom's been writing these things on facebook about the gays and it never mattered, but it matters and I miss you."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "Like I said, there may have been tequila involved."
 
   "I missed you too," said Wednesday.  "And I was so tempted to break my own stupid rules and reply to that one, and have a long drunken conversation with you about . . . point is, I'm glad you figured out a way to come back sooner, rather than later."
 
   "You are?"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday.  "I mean, you still get a beating for not doing exactly what I said, but good job.  And furthermore, let's go get that present I've been saving up for."
 
   "Present?"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday.  "Also you can stop repeating everything I say."
 
   "Repeating everything you . . . ow!"
 
   She had kind of been hoping that Wednesday would hit her, but not quite that hard.
 
   "Up," said Wednesday.  "You're driving."
 
   "Speaking of which," said Kaitlyn, as they headed outside, which was a place that was way colder than places were supposed to be, and also too cold for a short skirt and extremely wet underwear.  If she stayed out like that, would it freeze on her?  Probably.  Be like licking a lamp-post or something.
 
   Which would maybe be fun?  No!  No, it would not be fun, and Wednesday would—
 
   "Speaking of which?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Sorry.  But, like, I could maybe drive you to work?"  Aside from sewing things, which was apparently something that Wednesday did for money, and aside from Wednesday's work study thing in the library, she had another job, which she bicycled to, and it took like an hour each way, and Kaitlyn could probably drive there in ten minutes.
 
   "Maybe," said Wednesday.  "Only if the weather is really bad, or they haven't plowed the streets wide enough, or something.  If it's nice enough to bike, I'm biking; if it's crappy enough that I have to take the bus, you can be the bus.  If it doesn't interfere with you getting to class or anything."
 
   "But I—"
 
   "But you're planning on moving in and cooking high-calorie meals every day and then not letting me exercise," said Wednesday.
 
   By that time, they were in Kaitlyn's car, which her dad had gotten her for graduation, and which was the best car in the world.  It was a powder-blue classic Mustang which had gotten a complete internal work-over.  It looked awesome, and the first time Wednesday had seein it, it'd taken her breath away almost as hard as a really short skirt.
 
   Wednesday put an address into the GPS, and leaned back.
 
   "I'm not not letting you exercise," said Kaitlyn.  "I just want to be—"
 
   "I like riding my bicycle," said Wednesday.  "It'd be nicer if there weren't any cars on the roads, but it's a time to think about things and get some fresh air.  Would it be easier to understand if I was going over rapids in an inflatable raft to get to work?"
 
   "Well, yes," said Kaitlyn.  "Speaking of which, my family is kind of maybe going to the Grand Canyon this summer, and if you want to—"
 
   "Mean stuff about the gays on Facebook," said Wednesday.
 
   "Yeah, but—"
 
   "Yeah, but if we were in a tent in the middle of nowhere, do you really think I'd be able to avoid beating you with a stick and making you lick me out?"
 
   Kaitlyn realized that the heat in the car was on way too high, and turned it down.
 
   "Also, summers are for internships, and then conventions, and maybe visiting Grandma Eastey."
 
   Grandma Eastey was Wednesday's dead grandmother, who was apparently a ghost who cheated at online Scrabble.  Kaitlyn did kind of want Wednesday to meet her family, but she wasn't at all sure about meeting Wednesday's family.
 
   "So you don't want to see the Grand Canyon?"
 
   "Actually," said Wednesday, "I've never really been much into the hiking and camping stuff, but . . . yeah, I do want to come along on your family trip.  But it's not going to work out this summer.  And no, this is not something that you can try to convince me to do."
 
   Which was yet another of Wednesday's things.  When she didn't want to do something, and it was important for Kaitlyn that Wednesday do it, she was allowed to come up with some sort of sex thing to do in exchange.  Which wasn't too different from how normal people relationships worked, only this was a little more organized?  Also, the sex stuff that Wednesday liked meant that Kaitlyn had to come up with an idea instead of just, 'you get oral.'
 
   Which was fine, but—
 
   "We're here," said Wednesday.
 
   'Here' looked like it used to be a garage, but now had an awning that said 'Adult Wonders' and had mannequins wearing police and nurse uniforms in the windows.
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Don't worry," said Wednesday.  "Looks skeevy, but it's not that bad.  Also, I know a girl who works here.  It'll be fine.  Now come on, and don't say a word to anyone inside unless it's an emergency."
 
   Wednesday was going in, and it was cold outside, so Kaitlyn followed her in, but—
 
   It wasn't so bad inside.  It looked like a store, mostly.  There were a few more mannequins inside, and while she was pretty sure those weren't regulation police uniforms, it wasn't like, hairy penises everywhere and an armpit smell.
 
   The guy behind the counter was built like a truck, and smiled as they came in.  "Hey, Em.  New girl?"
 
   "Hey, Boyd," she said.  "And yes.  Is Dana around?"
 
   "Yeah, she was reorganizing the DVDs."  He turned, looked toward the back.  "Dana?"
 
   "Yeah, hold on!" someone sang out from out back.
 
   "Thanks," said Wednesday.  "Follow."
 
   And then she walked to the back, and Kaitlyn was blushing like crazy.  A place like that, being talked to like that?  They knew exactly what her relationship with Wednesday was, and that was . . .  and that was kinda hot.
 
   "I said hold on, Boyd, jeez, I'm—oh, hi, Em!"
 
   "Hi," said Wednesday.
 
   Dana was almost as tall as Wednesday, and had tattoos all up her arm, blue hair, and three little nose rings.
 
   "We haven't gotten any new orders, but the guy who bought those corsets left a great review," she said.
 
   "Not selling today," said Wednesday.  "Buying; I need a present for my girl."
 
   "Oh," said Dana, and she gave Kaitlyn a long look, top to bottom.  "Very nice, Em.  Does she talk?"
 
   "Not without permission," said Wednesday, which made Kaitlyn have to try to swallow some air, because otherwise she was going to pass out.  "Anyhow, present."
 
   "You can't go wrong with a sybian," said Dana.  "You want to try it out?  Boyd says customers can try it, if they're wearing pants, and—"
 
   "I'm not spending fifteen hundred bucks on an orgasm machine," said Wednesday.  "Why do you keep trying to sell me a sybian?"
 
   "Because I get a fifty-dollar commission if I sell one," said Dana.  "What else?  We've also got some really nice hand-made corsets—I'll get the measurements, and—"
 
   "You're also not going to be able to sell me the corsets that I make for you," said Wednesday.
 
   "Just demonstrating how serious we are about moving your product, Em.  So what do you actually want?"
 
   "Well, she's got a public humiliation kink a mile wide, and I've been rationing her orgasms pretty thoroughly.  Here—check this out."
 
   Then Wednesday pulled Kaitlyn's skirt down a little.  Not like, off, but enough that Dana could see that her pussy was shaved, and that she had a date written in sharpie right over it.
 
   "Hm?"
 
   "Last time I let her come," said Wednesday.  She let go, and the skirt went back up.
 
   Kaitlyn was going to die.  She'd thought it was just a figure of speech, but she was literally going to die of embarrassment.  And from being turned on.  Also, she had a public humiliation kink?  Wednesday was the one who was doing all that stuff—that was what Wednesday wanted, not her, that wasn't—
 
   "Chastity belt?" said Dana.
 
   "Pretty much," said Wednesday.  "But something nice.  And something that's for real, not for show.  I'm going to want her to wear it most days, so it can't be too heavy, or something that'll chafe, or anything like that."
 
   "Right," said Dana.  "Well, I can get you a belt off the rack, but if you want something sized to fit, we can put in an order; it'll get to you in a week or two."
 
   "How much?"
 
   "Couple of options," said Dana.  She led them to another section of the store, where the guy at the desk could see them, and then started taking things out of a case that looked . . . they were steel and rubber and they seemed like serious shit.  Kaitlyn's mouth went dry, and she had to think hard about breathing again.
 
   "See, fixed plugs aren't what I'm looking for," said Wednesday.  "She's going to be wearing this to classes; I can't stop by every few hours to lubricate her butt.  How much is this one?"
 
   "Fully fitted?  Three-fifty.  It's a good model.  I mean, if you want something with a removable plug, I'd go with this one, but—"
 
   "But," said Wednesday,  "she has to wear it all day, and I don't want something that'll either get poop on it, or spread her wide enough to leave bruises.  The models that you can attach a plug to aren't going to work.  Also, this one doesn't close up the back, so I can fuck her ass while she's locked up.  Three-fifty seems right.  Do you want her measurements?"
 
   "Well," said Dana, "I could take them here, just to double check."
 
   "Dana," said Wednesday, "I don't want you molesting my girl."
 
   "Just a little.  Clothing stays on and all."
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "Let's go to a fitting room."
 
   Kaitlyn followed along behind Wednesday, and they went in to one of the fitting rooms.  Which had red walls and a red curtain, and was . . . well, it wasn't actually as skeevy as she expected.  But it was a little crowded with three people.
 
   "Here?" asked Dana, pulling a tape measure around Kaitlyn's waist.
 
   "Little lower," said Wednesday  "No, higher than that.  Definitely higher than that.  Right.  That'll do."
 
   Kaitlyn looked at herself in the mirror, Dana holding onto the tape, Wednesday sitting on the bench with her feet up, and smirking.
 
   "And . . . okay, hike your skirt up?" asked Dana.
 
   Kaitlyn looked at Wednesday, who nodded.  So she did.
 
   Dana held the end of the tape measure a little over the date of Kaitlyn's last orgasm, and then pulled it up between her legs, and then pulled it tight.
 
   And then she measured Kaitlyn's butt, for good measure, and there was definitely a part of that tape measure that was really wet on Kaitlyn's skin.
 
   "She seems nice," said Dana, as they went back out.  "Little excitable."
 
   "You don't know the half of it," said Wednesday.
 
   "Shoes?" asked Dana.
 
   "Mm," said Wednesday.  "Three-fifty is enough for one visit.  And it's not like she needs fetish shoes."
 
   "Nothing over the top," said Dana, as they headed over to the front of the shop.  "Just a nice, spike-heeled pair of black boots.  It'll be spring, soon, and—"
 
   "And maybe we'll get something then.  But not now.  Fill out the order for the belt, let me sign it, and then let me leave without giving you all my money."
 
   "Just doing my job," said Dana.  "That is just part of the sales service we offer.  Now, if you want me to make sure to upsell your products, you could just lend me your girl for the weekend.  I promise that I'd feed her, and let her out to pee three times a day, and—"
 
   "Dana," said Boyd.  "Stop harassing our customers."
 
   "She's a supplier!" said Dana.
 
   "And Dana's just being friendly," said Wednesday.  "I mean, yes, you should take her commission off as a discount on this belt because of her harassment, but—"
 
   "Hey!"
 
   "You get 8% off," said Boyd, "because you are literally the only supplier we have who hasn't tried to fuck us over with an invoicing mistake.  And enjoy your belt, ah—"
 
   "Her name is Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "And we've got a dinner date."
 
   "Kaitlyn," said Boyd, and he gave her a friendly smile.
 
   Kaitlyn smiled back, bobbed her head, and followed Wednesday back out to the car.
 
   "Oh my God, Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "That was. . . God."
 
   "Figured you liked shopping," said Wednesday.  "If a few more people had bought corsets, I'd have been able to buy you a few more toys.  Still—"
 
   "Still, holy crap.  I'm going to wear that to class?"
 
   "Every day," said Wednesday.  "You get a key, because emergencies can happen, but . . . anyhow.  Let's get home, and you'll make dinner and I'll swear at video games.  And then we'll have a little fun."
 
   "Sounds good," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Dinner was steaks.  It wasn't particularly fancy, and cooking steaks was easy, but Kaitlyn's dad had a guy in Omaha who sent them air-dried porterhouse steaks that were basically the best possible beef in the world.
 
   The only possible downside was that Kaitlyn was hoping for sex afterward rather than a food coma, but it was that, or leave the steaks she'd brought with her for another week, and she could not face not eating it for a week.
 
   Steaks, home fries, spinach salad to round it out.  And then she had to get dressed up fancy, because Saturday night dinner in meant dressing up fancy.  And . . . yeah.  When Kaitlyn came out for dinner, dressed in a blue and green cocktail dress, Wednesday was there, wearing something long, black, and sleeveless.  On the table in front of her, she'd laid out a blindfold, chains, and padded leather cuffs.
 
   The cuffs went on first.  There hadn't been much reason for Kaitlyn to wear her heels; she'd be sitting down for dinner and hopefully not wearing anything afterwards.  But the heels matched the cuffs, and looked great with them.  Wednesday took a little longer than was strictly necessary, fastening the cuffs around Kaitlyn's ankles, and from where she was sitting she could see the flush creeping up the back of Wednesday's neck.  So the heels had definitely been the right call.
 
   The chain went between the cuffs and around the chair legs, and then the cuffs around her wrists, and more chains, and then the blindfold and she couldn't see any more.
 
   Wednesday eased Kaitlyn's breasts out of her dress and ran her thumb over Kaitlyn's nipples until they were impossibly stiff.  Then she sat down and they ate.
 
   "So how was your Christmas?" asked Wednesday, giving Kaitlyn a bite of steak, then a little sip of wine.
 
   "It was amazing!" said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I missed you, but everyone was there, and Jerry drove in the whole way from Tulsa, and he was happy.  Sometimes when we all get together everyone's tired and upset and we wind up sniping at each other the whole time, but even after half of us got loaded up on nog, everyone was just happy, and the kids were adorable.  It was great."
 
   "Sounds nice," said Wednesday.  Another bite of steak, some fries, another sip of wine.  It was strange and nice, opening her mouth, and not knowing what she was about to get.  And also the steak was goddamn delicious.
 
   "You?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Dad cooks for Christmas and Thanksgiving," said Wednesday.  "So Mom didn't like that, and tried to convince us to snack on these whole grain . . .things right before we ate.  And then she had like four pounds of goose, because it's great.  And Aunt Gladys doesn't approve of my hair—too short, and not feminine—and she doesn't think Ollie should be in a special school, because he's happy, and she feels like if he's not miserable he's not going to be ready for the world.  So Ollie spiked her drink, and then Dad made him apologize, which didn't go so great.  But other than that, it was pretty good.  Nice to see family, you know?"
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "Mine sounded better, though."
 
   "Little bit," said Wednesday.  Then she pinched Kaitlyn's nipple, hard enough to make her jump.  "Problem is, this is amazing steak.  Like, seriously.  I like steak.  I've spent more money than I should have on steak.  But this is—"
 
   "I may have stolen some of my dad's special order," said Kaitlyn.  "Trick in cooking steak is not to ruin it.  Everything else is in the quality of the meat."
 
   "That's what she said," said Wednesday.  "But while I'll get back to what I was going to say later, I am not entirely happy about you stealing your father's steaks."
 
   Kaitlyn snorted.  "It's fine."  Then Wednesday gave her another bite of steak, which was delicious and which also shut her up; she chewed angrily.  Then less angrily, because it was so tasty.
 
   "I don't want your parents mad at me," said Wednesday.  "And I'd be mad at anyone who stole a steak like this from me."
 
   Kaitlyn swallowed.  "You'd be mad at anyone who gave you a steak like this.  You are mad at someone who gave you a steak like this."
 
   "Yes, well," said Wednesday.  "But that wasn't my point.  My point is that I was going to hurt you as soon as we were done, and I was looking forward to that, and now I'm not looking forward to anything other than more steak."
 
   Kaitlyn would've argued, but there was more wine in her mouth. "This is classy wine," she said.
 
   "It is," said Wednesday.  "Dad gave me something fancy when I told him you were moving in with me."
 
   "You told your parents?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "I . . . my Dad found out," said Wednesday.  "Grandma Eastey likes him a lot, and does not give a shit about manners."
 
   Another swallow of wine.  "You have a weird family," said Kaitlyn.  "Must be nice."
 
   "It is!" said Wednesday.  "Dad's a little scared of you, and you are probably not sufficiently scared of the Easteys."
 
   "Probably."  When they were done eating, Wednesday was going to hurt her, and then they'd probably have sex, and then they'd watch that mystery science show, and then maybe more sex and they'd sleep together, and she was dying for it.
 
   But it was also really, really good steak.  And wine.
 
   So they lingered a bit.  But then they were done, and then Kaitlyn was naked, and Wednesday was wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt with some nerd picture on it, and a mean look.
 
   Kaitlyn's legs were moving against each other, no thought, no control of that.
 
   "Quick question," said Wednesday.  "Feeling like working on not being a stubborn idiot?"
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Aw," said Wednesday.  "You don't have to make it better for me like that.  But here's how it's going to go.  I am going to use some rubber bands on you.  It is going to be amazingly painful.  And I'm going to keep hurting you until you say, 'Please stop, Wednesday.'"
 
   Kaitlyn took a breath, a deep one.  Then she nodded.  "Do you want me to—"
 
   "You can try not to break, hard as you want," said Wednesday.  "But when it gets too much, you are going to let me know."
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn.  It wasn't what she wanted to do, but it was what Wednesday wanted to do, and what she wanted to do was what Wednesday wanted to do.  And also, unlike most of the time when people talked about making her do things for her own good, it felt like Wednesday actually did want to do things for Kaitlyn's own good.
 
   Also, rubber bands didn't sound so bad.  Yeah, it used to sting when someone snapped them at her when she was a kid, but it wasn't like a whip.
 
   On the other hand.  On the other hand, Wednesday was very good at this sort of thing.  And it turned out that it wasn't like, one rubber band.
 
   "When you said you were coming back early," said Wednesday, "I went out and got a fresh bag, and started making you these."
 
   It was a chain of rubber bands, tied together to make one very large rubber band, with a bunch of knots in it.  More than one chain.
 
   Wednesday put the first one around Kaitlyn's shoulders, and pulled it down so that it held her arms at her sides, tight across her hips.  Another couple went around her breasts and her butt, and then smaller chains of rubber bands around her legs, holding them together.
 
   Wednesday pulled the band that was up around Kaitlyn's chest from the back, and then let it snap into her.
 
   It hurt a lot, even though Wednesday hadn't pulled it that far back.   "Pull these things hard enough, they can break the skin," she said.   "Not going to be doing that, but the advantage over a single-tail or something like that is . . . well, it's more a matter of control than anything else."
 
   Wednesday pulled back on one of the bands over Kaitlyn's butt, and pulled it further back than she had the one at her shoulder.  "Like, without a bunch of practice, I wouldn't risk using a singletail this hard here, in case I hit your kidneys or something."
 
   She let it go, and Kaitlyn yelped, and took a shuffling hop forward.  That really hurt.
 
   "You're doing good, though," said Wednesday, and she was suddenly close to Kaitlyn; she could feel her heat at her side.  She kissed the tip of Kaitlyn's ear, and her hand went around to the front, ran lightly up Kaitlyn's pussy.  "And it has been a long time, hasn't it?  Could be you'll have to change the date before you go to sleep tonight."
 
   "Please?" Kaitlyn breathed, without exactly saying it.  Her lips moved, but she wasn't going to say please, not yet.  The point was that she was going to hold out as long as she could, and then she'd break and beg.  That way Wednesday would get the win that she was looking for, and Kaitlyn would show her just how long she could hold out.
 
   Kaitlyn had no idea how long that took.  It was after her legs started trembling as she tried to tough it out, to show Wednesday that she could take more than Wednesday could dish out.   It was also after she started shaking each time one of those bands snapped, like a line of fire, like a whip.  And it was just before she would've started bawling, completely unable to even ask Wednesday to stop.
 
   "Please," she said quietly.
 
   Wednesday had been walking in slow circles around her, pulling at the bands, sometimes letting them snap, sometimes just easing them back into place.
 
   "Please?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Please stop, Wednesday" said Kaitlyn.  "I've had—I can't take—"
 
   "Okay." Wednesday came around to stand in front of Kaitlyn, leaning down as Kaitlyn leaned up.  Then she took Kaitlyn's face in her hands and kissed her.
 
   And it all went away.  Not the pain—the lines were still there, and they still ached.  She was going to be covered in bruises.  But the shaking and the trembling and the need to cry were gone, just like that.
 
   "I missed you," said Wednesday.  "And I'm really impressed by how much you were able to take, and I'm more impressed by how you were able to say that it was too much.  Now, lie down."
 
   The rubber bands still held her arms at her sides, and her legs together.  Wednesday had moved them a little after every hit, so they weren't hitting the same spot every time, and Kaitlyn had lines all over.  Wednesday ran her fingers along them, making little soothing noises.
 
   "Pretty girl." Her fingers drifted over Kaitlyn's pussy, and Kaitlyn arched up to meet the touch.  "And you seem to have enjoyed that a bit."
 
   "A bit," said Kaitlyn.  "Please?"
 
   "Hm," said Wednesday.  "I suppose it is Saturday night, which is when I grant the occasional petition.  What is your request for this week, Kaitlyn?"
 
   She bit her lip.  She wanted to come.  She wanted to see Wednesday naked.  She wanted to come.  She wanted to drag Wednesday with her to go shopping, because that would be a great way to spend a day.  She wanted to come.
 
   "So, um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Oh God, no, what?" said Wednesday.  "That's the um you use when it's something huge."
 
   "Um," repeated Kaitlyn.  "It's just a question?  And you can say no, and—"
 
   Wednesday plucked at one of the rubber bands—just lightly, but Kaitlyn winced and flinched—and let it back down without snapping it.  "I know I can," she said.
 
   "It's just that . . . okay," said Kaitlyn.  Wednesday was looking amused, but she was going to be mad, and it was a terrible idea, but Kaitlyn had to ask, or she'd regret not having asked it.  "I want to tie you up and do things to you."
 
   Wednesday sighed and shook her head.
 
   "Okay, no, it was just an idea, and—"
 
   "And it's okay to ask for things, and the answer is no, and we'll talk about it later."
 
   Kaitlyn nodded and bit her lip.  Wednesday sighed again.  "Look, it's fine.  But we seem to have lost a bit of the mood, so I'm going to hurt you again for a little bit, and you can come up with something else to ask for."
 
   That sounded pretty good, actually. 
 
   Wednesday rolled her over onto her stomach, and then ran her hand over Kaitlyn's ass.
 
   "That's just gorgeous, you know."  She spread Kaitlyn open, ran a finger down the middle of her ass, then let go.  And then hit her, with her hand, hard.
 
   "And those stripes are nice too, but it's even nicer with handprints," Wednesday added, and hit her again.  "My handprints."
 
   It was true that it'd been a long time since Kaitlyn had come, but she wasn't being stimulated at all, not directly.  She couldn't get off from that.  It only felt a bit like she would.
 
   Nine, ten smacks, and then Wednesday rolled Kaitlyn back over, breathing hard.  "Now, was there something else that you wanted to do?"
 
   She wanted to come.  She wanted Wednesday to roll her back over and hit her more and not stop until every inch of her was covered in Wednesday's handprints.  She wanted. . .
 
   "May I please see you naked?" she asked.
 
   A snort from Wednesday.  But not a no.
 
   "And what do you offer me in exchange?" she asked.
 
   Right.  She had to come up with some sex stuff in exchange.  Kaitlyn wasn't the quickest thinker at the best of times, and now her mind was badly fogged with sex.
 
   "I'll, um.  I . . . I'll pick out a sex toy and buy it at that shop tomorrow?"
 
   Wednesday shook her head.  "I have a lot of toys.  Not that much point in wasting money on a duplicate."
 
   Kaitlyn scowled, thinking, looking at Wednesday standing over her, looking at Wednesday's feet.  "I will write you a fanfic about Luna Lovegood having sex with Lucius Malfoy."
 
   Wednesday's eyes widened, and then she laughed, harder and longer than seemed justified.  That was a thing that Wednesday had mentioned that she was into, and she'd said that she'd written stuff like that, and Kaitlyn had googled and tried to find what she'd written.  Hadn't found it, at least, nothing like the story that she'd described, but there'd been interesting stuff that wasn't that, and—
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday, when she was done laughing.  "Okay, you win.  That's great, and that's a million miles from anything that I expected.  So."
 
   She shimmied out of her shorts, and then she pulled her t-shirt up over her head, and Kaitlyn's breath caught in her mouth.
 
   Pale skin, pale pink nipples that were taut and perfect, and her stomach was . . . she was beautiful.
 
   She turned around, once, slowly, and her back was almost as nice as her front, and Kaitlyn wanted to say something but still had no idea what to say.
 
   And then Wednesday put her shirt back on!
 
   Kaitlyn glared at her, and Wednesday grinned back at her.  "What?  You asked to see, and you saw."
 
   She had.  And now she had to write some stupid story, and it had been worth it.  It had been very worth it.
 
   Then Wednesday knelt down beside her, and kissed her breast, and then her stomach, and then. . .  and then her tongue was on Kaitlyn's pussy, light and wet and warm, and her lips, and . . .
 
   Kaitlyn pushed up, her hands clenching, straining against those ropes of rubber bands.
 
   Wednesday pulled back, pushed Kaitlyn's hips back to the floor with her hand.  Which started working on her.
 
   Two minutes, no more than that, and Kaitlyn was gasping for breath, feeling her pulse like she had a fever or something.  "I'm close," she said.
 
   "I know," said Wednesday, moving her hand to hold Kaitlyn's leg in place.  She knelt back down again.  "And you can go ahead," she said, her mouth just over Kaitlyn's pussy.  "Welcome home."
 
   It had been almost a month since her last orgasm, and it had been worth it.  It had been totally worth it.  This one seemed to last forever, and when she was done, she'd snapped two of the rubber-band chains, and there were spots behind her eyes, and she felt like she was floating on air, on the wooden floor.
 
   Wednesday got the rest of the rubber bands off her, and half-carried her over to the couch.  Then she set up an episode of the show that she always watched halfway through their evenings together, where robots made fun of bad movies.
 
   "And the other advantage of you coming back earlier than expected," she said, popping a piece of popcorn into Kaitlyn's mouth, "is that I can finally start rewatching the second season.  There are one or two changes."
 
   She hadn't been watching it without her?  And there were changes?  But it was great—why did there have to be changes?
 
   Turned out, there had to be changes because they changed one of the scientists.  To someone funnier.  So that was nice.
 
   Kaitlyn was still feeling a little rubbery after the show was over.  Then Wednesday used a washcloth to erase the previous date over her pussy, and write a new one—Kaitlyn had to do that every time she showered, but it was better when it was in Wednesday's handwriting—and then she took her to bed.  And tied her hands behind her back, and her ankles together, and then put that gag in which was kind of two cocks, one that went into Kaitlyn's mouth, and another, longer one, that went into Wednesday's pussy.
 
   It wasn't that easy to get the angles right, kneeling in front of Wednesday, making sure to push the dildo in hard, but not too hard.  It strained her neck and her back, and it was pretty great.  Wednesday started off reading a book and occasionally smiling at Kaitlyn, but then she put the book down, and started playing with her clit.
 
   The cock in Kaitlyn's mouth wasn't long, but it was fat and it tasted like rubber.  If she started gagging, Wednesday would stop everything and get it out—she'd done that before, and it had taken like three seconds, maybe—but she was not going to let that happen and ruin the mood, not on her first night back.
 
   And even though it was rubber and didn't feel anything, she wasn't going to bite down on it either.   Kaitlyn hadn't dated that many guys before she'd met Wednesday, but she'd dated enough that she knew that she wasn't supposed to use her teeth when she had a cock in her mouth, and she was going to do what she was supposed to do.
 
   The angle wasn't right, and it made her neck hurt, but she pushed it into Wednesday as deep as she possibly could, keeping pace with Wednesday's fingers until Wednesday seized up, fingers pressed up against her clit, every muscle tensed.
 
   Then she pulled back, smiled at Kaitlyn and ruffled her hair.  Kaitlyn moaned softly, wriggling her hips.  She wasn't going to be allowed to come twice in a night—Wednesday had never let her come twice in a night—but she felt warm and happy and home.   That was the thing.  She'd visited with her parents, and that was where she'd always lived, but it had been a visit, and now she was back from the visit, not the other way around.
 
   "Let's get you tied up," said Wednesday.  "Then we'll talk a little."
 
   Kaitlyn gave a quiet huff, because Wednesday always wanted to talk about everything instead of doing it.  But being tied up sounded nice.
 
   That night, it was her wrists together, attached to a rope that looped around her chest, so that she couldn't get her hands too far away from her mouth, and her legs together.
 
   "Going to be a little difficult to sleep like that," said Wednesday.  "But you've got skills.  And I've got a video game that's seized my mind, so you get to keep me happy between sessions."
 
   Kaitlyn had always been able to sleep, no matter how loud people were being.  Or, apparently, how Wednesday tied her up.  And keeping Wednesday happy sounded like fun.  But first there was going to be a conversation, and she wasn't looking forward to that.
 
   "But about your first request," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn whimpered.  Which meant that she didn't want to talk about it, but Wednesday never seemed to care about that particular objection.  "Here's the thing.  If you want a sub, I can set you up with someone fun, and someone I trust, and it'd be great.  Probably a girl, though—I'm not sure you're ever going to sleep with another guy.  But—"
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  "Please."
 
   "Why not?" asked Wednesday.  "Look, if you want to tie someone up and make them squirm—I'm not mad about that, and I'll do my best to get you what you want.  A lot of times people who are into this sort of thing like trying it from the other side from time to time, and—"
 
   "I don't want to tie someone up and make them squirm.  I want to tie you up, and make you squirm."  The way Kaitlyn was tied up, she was looking at Wednesday's thigh.  It was a very pretty thigh, but it looked like it was judging her.  "I mean. . ." Kaitlyn breathed in.  Wednesday wasn't going to let the conversation end until she understood what Kaitlyn wanted, which meant she had to think through what she wanted.
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "It's like this.  You're a sex genius, and you make me feel things that I never really expected to feel.  And I want to keep doing that, and doing whatever you tell me, almost all the time.  But."
 
   Still no help from Wednesday; she was listening, but she wasn't saying anything.
 
   "But if I can, maybe once in a while.  Once in a long while.  I want to try to make you feel the sort of things you make me feel?  And also. . . I guess it's just that I want you, Wednesday.  I want all of you, so hard, sometimes, and just occasionally, I want to be able to take everything, all of it, all at once.  I don't want someone else—"
 
   "No?" said Wednesday.  "So if I got Dana over, let's say, and tied you up on the guest bed for her to play with, you wouldn't—"
 
   "Oh God please yes, that sounds good," said Kaitlyn.  "But . . . that'd be me serving you, in a way.  I mean, if you tied her to the bed and told me to do stuff to her, I'd do that too, but . . . I mean, it'd be about you, either way.  And if it's not you, being tied up would be better, and with you, being tied up will be better, but I want to do the other way to you, and if that's not something you want that's okay and I won't press it, and why do we have to talk about everything?"
 
   "Because that way I learn things," said Wednesday quietly.  "It works a lot better than trying to guess."
 
   She was quiet for a while, and Kaitlyn leaned forward and kissed her thigh.
 
   "I guess it might be fun," said Wednesday.  "But I . . . it's a dangerous sort of thing, I guess.  And I know what I like, and I don't . . . I—"
 
   "Please?" said Kaitlyn.  "Please don't talk about it—you sound sad, and I don't want to make you sad, and I guess that if you don't trust me like that, that's fair enough, and I'm sorry, and—"
 
   "I don't trust anyone like that," said Wednesday.  "That's the thing; it takes a lot of trust to do what you do, and I have a ton of respect for that.  I've never been able to do it.  But if I'm going to be honest, I'm coming closer to trusting you like that than I ever have with anyone else."
 
   That made Kaitlyn feel like her stomach was falling away, but in a good way.
 
   "So, the answer is no," said Wednesday.  "And don't ask about it again.  If I change my mind on that front, I'll let you know.  And if I do happen to let you know, you're going to want to come up with one hell of a thing to do in exchange.  Seriously.  This is not going to be a picture of your ear or a fanfic."
 
   That sounded like she was considering it.  It sounded like she didn't want to consider it, exactly, but—
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "But now I'm going to play a stupid game on my laptop, and you're going to lie down next to me and go to sleep.  No, the other way around.  Sideways, right there.  Good!  If I get bored, I'll wake you up and have you lick me out.  If I get angry at the game, I'll just start hitting you."
 
   Kaitlyn fell asleep lying crosswise in the middle of the bed, with Wednesday's legs draped over her back, happy.
 
   It wasn't hugely surprising that Wednesday spent a lot more time mad at her game than bored of it.  Wednesday got mad at games a lot.  Also at books, and movies, and TV shows, and clothing, and when things happened in the morning.
 
   But the point was that just when Kaitlyn had drifted off, she woke up because Wednesday was hitting her ass with a hairbrush.  The first few strokes made her jump, and just as soon as she started to get into it, Wednesday lost interest and went back to the game.  Kaitlyn wasn't awake enough keep track of how many times it happened, or how close together they were, but it seemed like a lot.
 
   It would've been awful, if it weren't for the fact that some of the time Wednesday got bored of her game and pulled Kaitlyn over to put her face in her crotch.  She tasted so good, and her hands in Kaitlyn's hair were so strong and gentle and firm, and when Kaitlyn was done licking her out for the third time, Wednesday fell asleep with her hands in Kaitlyn's hair, holding her tight against her thigh.
 
   That was amazing.
 
   Next morning was a little less amazing.  Kaitlyn had been woken up over and over the night before, so she felt a little bleary.  Also Wednesday didn't like waking up early, and she still had her hand in Kaitlyn's hair, and she'd gone to sleep at three in the morning or something.
 
   At first, Kaitlyn just lay there, but it wasn't long before her choices had narrowed to waking Wednesday up by unwinding her fingers from Kaitlyn's hair, or waking Wednesday up because she'd just peed all over her bed.
 
   Wednesday made grumbling noises as Kaitlyn disentangled herself, but she didn't open her eyes.  Kaitlyn got out of bed, went to the bathroom, and started making breakfast as quietly as she could.
 
   It wasn't quietly enough.  As Kaitlyn was working on chopping up the mangoes, she knew that someone was looking at her.  She didn't turn, tried not to turn, felt her ears turning red.  "Sorry.  I tried to be quiet."
 
   Nothing.
 
   "There's coffee, and skillet-fried potatoes with bacon and cheese and also a fruit salad once I'm done with cutting up the fruit?"
 
   "Well," said Wednesday.  "There's no earthly way that I can blame this on anyone but myself.  But despite that, bend over the counter, hands behind your back."
 
   Kaitlyn did.  She had to get up on her tiptoes to be properly bent over the counter, and then Wednesday's hand was on her pussy, one finger pushing into her cunt.  "Looking forward?" she asked.
 
   Kaitlyn gave a quick nod.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  Then she cleaned the spatula that Kaitlyn had used to fry the bacon, went around to the back, and brought it down on Kaitlyn's ass, hard.
 
   Kaitlyn had started breathing hard watching Wednesday get ready, and started breathing harder when Wednesday hit her.  "And the thing is," said Wednesday when she put the spatula aside, "you'd think, looking at that ass, that it didn't need any enhancement.  But it looks so much better when it's red.  Next time, don't let there be an eight o'clock in the morning."
 
   "I'll do my best," said Kaitlyn quietly, and then Wednesday pushed two fingers into her cunt, pulled them out, pushed them back in again.  If she kept that up, Kaitlyn was going to be a puddle on the floor.
 
   "Turn around," said Wednesday.  "On your knees."
 
   Kaitlyn turned and dropped, and Wednesday held her hand out, let Kaitlyn lick her fingers clean.  "Bring coffee," she said.  "Then finish cooking."
 
   Kaitlyn had a cup of coffee ready for Wednesday before Wednesday figured out how chairs worked, and once Wednesday was sitting and holding the coffee, Kaitlyn went back to cutting up mangoes, which was pain because they were all slippery.  But when that was done, she brought out the cheesy bacon taters and the salad, and waited for instructions.
 
   Occasionally, Wednesday would eat breakfast for two and have Kaitlyn eat the scraps, but this time, she filled up a bowl with the potatoes and put it on the floor next to her chair.  Kaitlyn went back down to her hands and knees and started eating.  Wednesday read a newspaper, because she liked doing crazy old person things, and fondled Kaitlyn's ass and thighs and pussy, and left her ready to do nothing but fuck until it was time for school to start.
 
   When Wednesday was done eating, she hand-fed Kaitlyn bits of mango and persimmon—which was fun, but a little messy—and then she gave her a light kick in the chest.  "Bathe," she said.  "And then get dressed.  We're going to finish my registration, and take a look at yours, and maybe alter it a bit."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.  "I suppose I could've . . . I mean, internet registration is a thing, but—"
 
   "Bathe," said Wednesday.  "And then get dressed, and we'll get you registered for classes, because if you aren't registered for classes, you won't go to classes, which is bound to raise some questions, given that tuition to Howland college is $48,000 a year, which seems a lot for what would amount to a gym membership."
 
   "I also get a parking space," said Kaitlyn.  "And there's a library."
 
   "Fair points, well made," said Wednesday.  "Nonetheless, move."
 
   Kaitlyn moved.  She'd been planning on registering on campus, basically for two reasons.  The first was that sometimes it looked like a sale had gone through on a website, or whatever, and it hadn't.  Particularly with Howland's websites, because they let some nerd work-study the website, and their computer science department wasn't great.  The other was so that she could see when Wednesday was in class, and try to schedule around that, so they'd be able to hang out more.
 
   Which was something that Wednesday seemed mostly willing to go along with.   The problem that she had was with the courses that Kaitlyn was registering for.
 
   "What?" she said, as Wednesday frowned at her filled-out form.
 
   "What's your major?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Communications?" replied Kaitlyn.
 
   "What do you want to do?"
 
   "Get a job.  Maybe in HR?  I get along with people, and there are jobs."
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "Fair enough.  Lord knows that people got worried when it looked like I might go into math, where there aren't people or jobs.  But is that what you actually want to do?"
 
   "Well," said Kaitlyn.  "Mom and Dad . . . I guess the assumption was that I'd work for a few years, and then be a housewife."
 
   "And is that what you want to do?"
 
   "Absolutely," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, not . . . I—"
 
   "Yes, thank you," said Wednesday.  "I appreciate the thought, but we've been actually having sex with each other for about a month, of which maybe two weeks were the sort of dating where we liked each other.  So don't rush things.  I mean . . . when you were a kid, did you want to grow up to be a housewife, or someone working in HR, or what?"
 
   "I wanted to be a rodeo clown and a firejumper and an acrobat and a princess," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "And?"
 
   "I don't know!" said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I sort of wanted to be a marine biologist, because I like fish, but that's not . . . you need a lot of school for that, and I'm not good at school."
 
   "Fair enough," said Wendesday.  "Still.  Let's sign you up for Calc 1.  It's hard, and you might wind up hating it, but if you decide to do something a little more ambitious, you'll have the tools you need to give it a shot."
 
   Kaitlyn gave Wednesday a look, then bit her lip.
 
   "You don't want to tell me no, but you don't want to do that," said Wednesday.
 
   "I'm . . . I'm sorry I'm not the sort of person you date, Wed.  I wish I . . ."
 
   "You aren't the sort of person I dated," said Wednesday.  "Don't call me Wed.  You are the sort of person I am dating, and if you don't want to do this, I'm not going to make you do it, but . . . I mean, you got As right down the line."
 
   "That's because you kept hitting me when I didn't!"
 
   They were in the lounge outside the registrar's office, but there weren't a lot of other people there—most of them just used their computer.  So she could be a little loud.
 
   "And this will give me some excuses to hit you some more," said Wednesday.
 
   "I'm not good at math," said Kaitlyn.  "I don't want to look stupid."
 
   Wednesday looked like she was going to argue, but then her shoulders slumped a little, and she gave the form back to Kaitlyn.  "Okay.  What about Bio 1?"
 
   "Why are you doing this?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Because you're in college, and this is your chance to learn anything, on someone else's dime.  Once you're out, if you want to learn calculus, you need to clear time which you don't have, and there won't be anyone around doing it with you, and it won't seem important.   I mean, I'm learning French, for no good reason.  I don't even like France!  But—"
 
   "It's like three hours a week of lectures and probably twice that in homework which I could be spending licking you out."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "But I have two and a half jobs and a full course load, so it's mostly time you'd spend not seeing me."
 
   "Fine," said Kaitlyn.  "Fine!  Both of them!  But I'm going to drop them when I don't do well, and you'll be mad at me."
 
   "Something to look forward to," said Wednesday, who looked at the form.  "It'll be fine."
 
   Kaitlyn had put things off until late, so a few classes she wanted to take had been closed already.  But not calculus or bio.  And she could always just drop them. They weren't required courses, and Wednesday would be mad, but . . . 
 
   But it'd mean quitting, and she never quit.
 
   Kaitlyn's Uncle Bob had once brought home a bass that had tried to swallow a bullfrog, and choked to death.  It'd been thrashing in the weeds near his boat, and then just floated into his net.  Right now Kaitlyn felt pretty much like that bass; like she'd just spotted a frog that was not going to be possible, but she couldn't resist trying.
 
   Then Wednesday went to talk to an advisor about an independent study, and Kaitlyn sat looking at her course schedule and felt mean and angry and stupid.
 
   She'd felt that way a lot when she used to hang out with Jessie, so it almost wasn't a surprise when Jessie came in and sat down next to her.
 
   "Been a while, Katy," she said.
 
   "What do you want, Jessie?" Kaitlyn asked.
 
   Jessie tsked.  She looked like Jessie always looked: expensive, put-together, and mean as hell.
 
   "It's like you've forgotten all your friends, once you got yourself a girlfriend."
 
   "You dumped me, because I was mean to Wednesday, and people didn't think that was as funny as you thought they should."
 
   "You mean," said Jessie, "I set you up with the love of your life, and let her know what sort of sex you loved best, and everything good that happened with you since then has been entirely because of me."
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  "That's not what I mean."
 
   "It's not my fault that you're not bright.  Anyhow.  My point is, I need you to get something for me."
 
   Kaitlyn glared at Jessie, who didn't even glare back.  Just looked at her nails, then looked at Kaitlyn and sighed.
 
   "There's going to be, like, a blue glass bottle on one of your girlfriend's shelves.  I need you to get it for me.  She's not going to notice, and I'll give it back in a day or two."
 
   "What?  No.  Since when are you interested in stuff like that?  No."
 
   "It's not so much me," said Jessie.  "But you remember how you dumped Brandon, and then we started dating?"
 
   Brandon was the guy Jessie had set Kaitlyn up with in order to embarrass Wednesday.  It had been a stupid plan,  and in retrospect, Kaitlyn couldn't even see how it had made sense.  But even though Brandon had been a handsy asshole, she had to admit that he was ridiculously hot.
 
   "I don't think it counts on dumping if we weren't dating," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Point is, he's into that sort of stuff, and he needs that bottle."
 
   "He can go to hell," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah, he's a bit better at this stuff than your girlfriend.  But the point is, she stole it from someone related to him, and he needs it back, so you'll get it back.  Look—I promise that Wednesday isn't even going to notice that it's missing, and that I'm not going to get you in trouble with her.  Unless you screw up, but that's more on you than anything else, and—"
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  "And this isn't a no where it means that I'll do it if you keep bugging me.  I'm not going to steal from my girlfriend because your creepy asshole boyfriend wants me to, okay?  And nothing that you say is going to make me do that."
 
   Instead of saying something in response, Jessie held out her phone and showed Kaitlyn a video of her kneeling next to Wednesday's desk, Wednesday's fingers on her pussy.
 
   It wasn't a great video, and it looked like it was taken through the back window—every so often, the picture would jostle, and then it would unfocus, and focus.   But it was clear enough that Kaitlyn could see what was happening.
 
   "What the hell's your point?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "My point is, you get me that jar, or the internet gets a lot of new videos, and your parents get some links.  Maybe I'll set up a paypal or something."
 
   Kaitlyn breathed in deeply.  This was really, really bad, but.
 
   "No," she said.  She'd been arguing before, but that wasn't really an argument.  It was just a statement.  She wasn't going to do that.
 
   Jessie could see that something had changed, and she frowned thoughtfully.
 
   "Think about it," she said.  "I'll give you a week.  And if you tell that girl about this conversation, they'll be up within the hour.  I swear to God I am not lying about this, and I swear to God that you are going to get me what I want."
 
   Kaitlyn always had.  Ever since they were kids, when Jessie had wanted something, sooner or later, she got it.  And most of the time, it had been Kaitlyn who'd gotten it for her.  But this time she wasn't going to.  There wasn't any point in arguing, and it seemed like Jessie could see that.
 
   For the first time since she'd sat down next to Kaitlyn, it was like something human leaked through—Jessie didn't look like someone who was coldly confident that she was going to get what she wanted.  She looked sad and scared and a little confused.
 
   "He really needs it, though," she said.  "And he promised it's not going to do any harm to anyone, unless Wednesday finds out.  It's a ward, to hurt guys like him, and—"
 
   "Wednesday wouldn't do that."
 
   "What the hell do you know about her?  She's a weirdo, and she barely says five words to you before making you do her chores and cook her meals and lick her out."  Jessie shook her head.  "I'm not trying to break her spell over you—you'd fight that—but how the hell do you know that she's a good guy?  Because she told you?"
 
   "Because she's nice and she's good to me," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm not a genius, maybe.  But I can tell the difference between good and bad.  You're the one who's trying to blackmail people with creepy sex tapes."
 
   "You're going to do it," said Jessie, standing up.  "And if you try to make Wednesday fight me, you are going to regret that for the rest of your life."
 
   Throughout high school, people who crossed Jessie had always regretted it.  Some more than others, but they always regretted it.  They weren't in high school, but Jessie was still richer than anyone that Kaitlyn knew, and meaner than anyone she'd ever met.  That threat was a real one, and a serious one, and something that she hadn't made until then.
 
   Then Jessie stood up, and headed out just as Wednesday came back, looking a little worn out.
 
   "You okay?" she asked.
 
   "Me?  Sure!   Why not.  Everything's fine.  How's your independent study?"
 
   "Still needs a supervisor," said Wednesday.  "And they want me to take more chemistry courses so that I can finish it, which is both fair and a pain in the ass."
 
   Kaitlyn got up, and followed her out.   "So, what are you making?  A death ray?"
 
   "It'll be a while before I get to the death ray," said Wednesday.  "At this point, I just want to do a hydrodynamics thing that'll get me on track to work on a floating farm maybe at some point for a senior thesis, but the guy who normally teaches hydrodynamics is on sabbatical, even though he's not supposed to be."
 
   "Jerks," said Kaitlyn.  "Want to go back home and have sex?"
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "Two things.  First: there's something bothering you.  Let me know when you're ready to talk about it.  Second: I genuinely do want to go home and have sex and play video games until my money runs out.   But then my money will run out, and also I'll have flunked out of school, and they'll kick me out of my apartment, and I will have to shout 'unclean, unclean,' and without the camp shall my habitation be.  So instead of that, I have to get things done.  We can hang out; hanging out is fun.  But no sex until night-time."
 
   Kaitlyn blushed and looked away.  "Sorry."
 
   Then Wednesday kissed her cheek, which wasn't something she did a lot.   "It's fine.  Enthusiasm is fun.  And you know what else is fun?"
 
   ". . . Maybe?"
 
   "Shopping!"
 
   "Yes!" said Kaitlyn.  "Oh my God, there are—"
 
   "For books!"
 
   "Oh."
 
   Wednesday laughed.  "Now, honestly, we're totally going to download most of the textbooks from the internet, because fuck paying two hundred dollars for an edition with slightly different values in the practice questions.  But for books that aren't bullshit, we're going to go to a local bookstore and give them money."
 
   "But, um.  Amazon?"
 
   "Amazon is very nice," said Wednesday.  "But bookstores.  With books in them that I don't know I want, and an obese cat that farts a lot, because bookstores are run by crazy people as a rule, and crazy people like flatulent cats."
 
   "Sounds like fun," said Kaitlyn.  It was going to be spending time with Wednesday, but it didn't necessarily sound like it was going to be that much fun.
 
   "Admittedly," said Wednesday, "The bookstore is in a mall, and I suppose we could go to a few other shops after we get the books we need."
 
   "Deal," said Kaitlyn.  She could definitely try clothing on and see how Wednesday reacted, and maybe convince Wednesday to try clothing on and see how she reacted, and they could get ice cream or whatever at the food court, and. . .
 
   And Jessie.
 
   That was there, at the back of her mind.   Kaitlyn had no idea what Jessie was going to try next to get what she wanted, but she was going to try to do something else.  Creepy voyeuristic blackmail had been her opening bid.  Whatever came next was going to be worse.
 
   As it turned out, the mall with the bookstore that Wednesday liked was half an hour out of town, and wasn't somewhere that Kaitlyn had been, and it wasn't great.  But there was an ice cream shop in the food court, and there was an Abercrombie and Fitch and an American Eagle, and a vintage store which looked promising.
 
   But first came books.  A ton of stuff for the courses that Kaitlyn had registered for, and also things from Wednesday's list, and then a bunch of used sci-fi because it seemed like Wednesday had poor impulse control when it came to used sci-fi.
 
   When they got to the counter, Kaitlyn gave the girl her credit card.  And then Wednesday made sure to sort her stuff out from Kaitlyn's and pay for it herself, which was unnecessary.
 
   "You know," said Kaitlyn, "my dad is not going to check the bill from a bookstore.  You could just let me pay for things, and not have to work so much."
 
   "Probably," said Wednesday.  "But sooner or later, I'm going to have to face him, and I don't want to have stolen money from him when that happens."
 
   "It's not stealing!" said Kaitlyn.  "It's just me buying you something.  That's a thing that normal people do for each other.  I mean, you've bought me things—weird things, but things.  Why can't I—"
 
   "Because it's not your money," said Wednesday.
 
   "It's my money once I spend it," said Kaitlyn.  "Ice cream?  Can I buy you ice cream?"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.
 
   "Boo," said Kaitlyn.  "Can I take your money and go get you ice cream while you sit and read that book you've been looking at instead of looking at me?"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday, and gave her five bucks.  "Butter Pecan."  Then she sat down and started reading her book, because apparently she couldn't wait five minutes before she started reading.
 
   Fine.  Kaitlyn rehearsed her arguments as she went to get the ice cream.
 
   When she came back, Wednesday put her book away, briefly, and took her cone and her change.
 
   "But," said Kaitlyn, "here's the thing about me getting you clothing."
 
   Wednesday raised an eyebrow.
 
   "This is stuff that I'm buying because I want to see you wearing it.  So it's for me.  I'm buying a thing for me."
 
   "I'm not a hundred percent convinced," said Wednesday.
 
   "I've been spending way less on clothing since we started dating," said Kaitlyn, "Just because I haven't had the time for shopping.  So this is seriously not something that you're stealing from anyone.  And I always bought stuff for guys I was dating, and nobody ever complained, and—"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "That's not the part that I'm not convinced about.  It's the part where I let you dress me up."
 
   "Ugh," said Kaitlyn, and started eating her ice-cream.  Cherry-chocolate chocolate chip, which was okay, but she'd made better.  "Please?"
 
   A sigh from Wednesday, but also a smile.  "Okay.  If it turns out that they have something that I like."
 
   It took a while, but they found something that Wednesday liked.  It was a white reefer jacket from the vintage store, and it was a great jacket, with gold buttons and trim.  Kaitlyn had been hoping for, like, short-shorts or a bathing suit or a sheer sundress.  She'd even gotten Wednesday to try on something that showed off a lot of strong and pale leg, but she had to admit that the jacket looked pretty great on her.
 
   And while Wednesday didn't have to admit it, she'd gotten that look in her eyes from some of the jeans that Kaitlyn had tried on, and for a 70s sort of tunic, which was way too short for the middle of the stupid winter.  But it was also really cute, and Wednesday liked it.  And Kaitlyn's mom always liked it when Kaitlyn wore 70s styles, because it made her feel like a kid again, or something?  Point was, a hundred and fifty dollars at the bookstore, two ten at the vintage store, and five dollars for ice cream.  It was a good trip.
 
   In addition to the jacket and the tunic, she'd picked up some bangle bracelets for herself.  Wednesday had insisted on paying for a really vintage snake bracelet that wrapped around her upper arm.  Which looked . . . well, it did make Wednesday look like a weirdo, wearing that with her t-shirt and jeans.  And fair enough, because she was kind of a weirdo.  But it was a nice bracelet, and it'd probably look great with some other outfit.
 
   Which was one of the weird things about Wednesday.  One of the many, many weird things about Wednesday.  She knew what dressing well looked like.  She'd dress up nice for their Saturday night dinners, and she looked awesome when she did.  And she made costumes, and sold them on the internet, which was basically her third job.  But the vast majority of the time, she straight up didn't give a shit.  Jeans and T-shirts, and her morning skin and makeup routine was to wash her face with whatever soap was closest to the sink, and done.
 
   "The thing about buying you jewelry is—"
 
   "Is that you need a job before you buy me things, and since you're taking calculus and biology next semester, you're not getting a job this year."
 
   That wasn't something she wanted to be reminded of.  Just one of them would've expanded her mind enough, seriously.
 
   There was another thing that she didn't really want to be reminded of, but she was, as soon as she got home and started getting undressed.
 
   "Could we, um, close the blinds, maybe?"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.   "Why?"
 
   Kaitlyn looked out the window.  The apartments on the other side were set up that they couldn't see anyone else's windows, so if there was someone watching them, they'd have to be up on the roof, or something.
 
   "It's just that I . . . I have a feeling like someone's watching, sometimes."
 
   "See, normally a feeling like someone's watching is something you're in favor of," said Wednesday.  "And now it clearly isn't.   But don't worry.  Even if someone goes up on the roof across the way, the wards on the apartment mean that they're not going to see what's going on inside."
 
   "But. . . I mean, if you can do this sort of things, there are other people who can.  I mean, you did warn me about vampires—"
 
   "I warned you about draculas," said Wednesday.  "Because that sounds funnier than vampires.  But yes.  There are other people who can do the sort of things that I can do.  But most of them have better things to do with their time than to play peeping toms on rooftops in the middle of the winter."
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn.  And then she gave a defiant look at the window and got undressed.  Fuck it.  If she told Wednesday what was going on, Wednesday would stop it, sure.  And then Jessie would set off a bomb, pretty much, and Kaitlyn would have to get a job or she wouldn't be able to afford to go to school, and Wednesday would be sad, and her parents would be furious and everything would go to hell and it'd be her fault.  So, fuck it.  If Jessie got off on watching Kaitlyn having sex with Wednesday, let her.   She'd see what sex could be like, anyway.
 
   What sex was that night was Kaitlyn tied up on the floor, with a vibrating egg in her cunt and a vibrating plug in her ass, while Wednesday read her new books.
 
   The vibrators switched on and off sort of randomly, and they were set low enough that she couldn't finish, even though she was way turned on.  When Wednesday was finally done reading, there was a definite wet spot on the floor, and not a small one.  A long, satisfied smile from Wednesday, and then she held Kaitlyn's hair back as she licked the floor clean.
 
   She hadn't told Wednesday what was going on earlier—if she did, Jessie would find out, and when Jessie found out, she'd follow through on her threats, because she always followed through on her threats.  But when Wednesday started to undo her jeans, Kaitlyn almost told her.  It was one thing for Jessie to beat off to Kaitlyn being naked and squirming.  She'd known what was going to happen, and did it.  But Wednesday didn't know what was going on, and if she did, she wouldn't be okay with some jerk seeing her naked, or having sex, and—
 
   And she was set up on the couch, so even if Jessie or Brandon or some jackass they hired was up on the roof filming, they wouldn't see much of Wednesday.
 
   After that, it was the robot show, and then it was over to the bedroom, where Wednesday fucked Kaitlyn to sleep, and then stayed up playing video games.
 
   It was nice.  Fuck Jessie.  If she pushed it, Kaitlyn would let it go.  Everything.  She wasn't giving up Wednesday, no matter what anyone said or did, and she wasn't going to do anything to hurt Wednesday.  Never again.
 
   The rest of the week went by way too fast.  Wednesday had her work study in the library, and then commuted out to her other job, where she was a CAD-CAM operator, whatever that was, and spent a lot of the time that was left sewing costumes, and writing angry emails to get the money for her costumes.  And doing things to Kaitlyn.
 
   It wasn't like she never repeated herself.  She liked having Kaitlyn with her head down and ass up next to her desk while she was on the computer, and stuff like that.  But she always seemed to come up with new things.
 
   There was this complicated rig that she'd built in the corner of the apartment.  Most of the time, she used it to keep a toy dinosaur hanging from the ceiling, but some of the time, she used it to keep Kaitlyn attached to the ceiling.  Not hanging from the ceiling—apparently, that needed specialized cuffs and she hadn't been able to test it to her satisfaction and so on.  But certainly up on tiptoes, while doing things to her.
 
   Also, it was out of sight of that window, and that was fine.  Truth was, some of the time, Wednesday kept the shades drawn when they were doing stuff in the living room, even though Kaitlyn hadn't said anything—anything more than she'd said that first time.
 
   Kaitlyn had been sort of hoping for a week with nothing more than sexual service, and while that would've been great, what she got was pretty good too.
 
   Except when Wednesday was doing the sort of work that didn't involve her sitting at her desk and having Kaitlyn lick her feet.  There was a lot of stuff that Kaitlyn did have to do then—textbooks to buy, various things to sign up for and organize—but there wasn't way more time available than she needed to finish doing all that.
 
   Also, she had pornography to write, which was a lot harder than it looked.  She'd read some of it—Wednesday hadn't told her what name she wrote stuff on the internet under, but she had some guesses, and there were a bunch of people who were writing some pretty out-there stuff, even if they weren't all Wednesday.
 
   But actually writing it wasn't . . . "How do you say a guy's nutsack when you're writing porn?" she said when Wednesday came back from her computer-y job.  "Everything sounds gross or weird!"
 
   "A question for the ages," said Wednesday, collapsing back into the couch.  Kaitlyn scurried over and started taking off Wednesday's sneakers, like she was supposed to.  "Honestly, there are a lot of words for cocks, but balls . . . well, either go with balls, or if you're working with a more clinical sort of voice, scrotum.  Other than that, how's the writing going?"
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.  Wednesday laughed.
 
   "If you don't get it done by Saturday, there are going to be consequences."
 
   Kaitlyn shivered a little.  Wednesday kept the thermostat up pretty high—"utilities are included, so fuck being cold"—and she'd more or less gotten used to be naked a lot.  But Wednesday could still make her shiver.
 
   So could Jessie, but in a very different sort of way.
 
   Kaitlyn saw her twice during that week and got the hell away from her.  But when classes started, Jessie showed up in her English Lit II class and sat down right behind her.
 
   First class, it was basically just the professor going through the syllabus, and making sure that everyone knew that they had to read the books on the syllabus, and that there would be quizzes every week, and that she wasn't going to give them extra credit and so on.  So she didn't miss that much while she sat there and bristled at Jessie sitting behind her.  But she wasn't going to be able to get away with that when they actually started talking about those books—it was going to be selections of romantic poetry, but what Kaitlyn had learned in senior year of high school was that 'romantic' poetry was about, like, some dude standing on a hill and being sad, and not about anything interesting, so. . . so she was going to have to face Jessie.
 
   "What?" she said after class was over, and everyone was heading out.
 
   "Nothing," said Jessie.  "I just want to read all sorts of Jane Austen and Jane Eyre and . . . other Jane books.  I mean, I'm not going to do as well as our valedictorian here, but—"
 
   "I'm not going to do it," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Jessie patted Kaitlyn's head.  "Of course you are."
 
   "Jessie," said Kaitlyn, "please stop.  I don't want to fight with you, and I don't want to hurt her."
 
   "Aw," said Jessie.  "Katy's in love."
 
   "Yeah." Kaitlyn didn't want to say it—Jessie had no more right to that than she had to those videos—but . . . yeah.
 
   Jessie didn't say anything for a while.  And then, "I'm sorry," really quietly.  "But he needs it, and you're the only one who can get it."
 
   "I'm not going to screw her over," said Kaitlyn.  "You can put those videos up if you want; that'll be—"
 
   "I've got some pretty good videos of her, too," said Jessie.  "Wanna see?"
 
   "Fuck you!" said Kaitlyn, finally turning around to see Jessie.  She looked tired around the eyes, not like she was having fun pushing someone around.  She really wanted this.
 
   "I'm going to get that for him," said Jessie.  "This isn't going to hurt anyone, unless you force me to.   She's not going to even know.   But she'll know once that website goes up."
 
   "Jessie, don't," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Blue glass bottle, about the size of a  perfume bottle.  Probably be about half full, probably be somewhere like her desk, or a shelf near her bed."
 
   It was the shelf near her bed; Kaitlyn had been keeping an eye out since the first time Jessie mentioned it.  But it didn't matter, because she wasn't going to steal it.
 
   "If you don't have it for me soon, it's going up," said Jessie.
 
   "No it isn't," said Kaitlyn.  "Sure, I don't want those videos to be online.  But if you put those up, we're done.  You're done.  Wednesday will—"
 
   "If I don't get that bottle, I'll do it," said Jessie.  "You're being stubborn.  And stupid.  The sooner you convince me it's not going to happen, the sooner you're going to suffer for it."
 
   "Why not ask her?" said Kaitlyn.  "If he needs it, and she has it, she'll give it to him.  Even if she doesn't like him, or whatever."
 
   Jessie laughed.  "Could be that I'll convince you to get me that bottle.  Not sure about that.  But I'm pretty damn sure that I'm not going to be able to convince you that your magical gay lover is anything other than perfect."
 
   Then she finally left, and Kaitlyn sat there and glowered.  Wednesday was perfect.  Or at least, she was perfectly who she was, and that was good enough for Kaitlyn.  Sooner or later, something was going to crack.  And sooner or later, Wednesday was going to be fucked over because Kaitlyn's friends were terrible.
 
   Kaitlyn decided that she was going to tell Wednesday about it, twice more.  The first time was after a particularly exhausting session after they got back home for the evening.  The way she was set up, her hands were tied behind her and up to that thing on the ceiling, and there was a clip on her tongue that was attached to her ankles, so it hurt one way when she straightened up a bit, and another way when she leaned forward, and her legs started cramping right away and didn't stop.
 
   When Wednesday finally let her collapse down to the floor, she was so exhausted and grateful she almost just blurted everything out—everything she felt about Wednesday, and what was going on with Jessie, and how she didn't know what to do and needed help, but . . . instead she crawled over to Wednesday's feet and kissed them, and cried a little.  Wednesday petted her, brought her right up to the edge of orgasm, and then used her mouth.  It was great.
 
   Then on Saturday evening, dressed up all fancy, eating the perch that Kaitlyn had caught when she went out ice-fishing—Wednesday asked how Kaitlyn's week had gone, and she almost told her.  But then Wednesday pulled on the chain between Kaitlyn's thighs, and the links slid along the length of her pussy, and she lost her train of thought.
 
   The problem was that Jessie always followed through on her threats.  Always.  If she had those videos, she was going to use them.  And there was no way, no way on Earth that Kaitlyn's parents were going to let her stay with Wednesday when Jessie got one of their neighbors to send them a link to those videos.
 
   If Kaitlyn said anything, she was going to lose Wednesday.  And also, bringing up Jessie and her fuckery would only remind Wednesday of how Kaitlyn had gone along with Jessie's fuckery back when she'd first met Wednesday, and had left to go to a dance with a really hot guy when Wednesday had expected to go with her.
 
   The next week, Kaitlyn was braced for more threats in English Lit II.  But Jessie spent the whole class sitting behind her, not saying anything, with that smarmy little grin she got when she was about to win at something.  Kaitlyn hadn't given her the bottle—she hadn't—but somehow, Wednesday was about to wind up screwed over, again, because Kaitlyn couldn't stand up to Jessie, again.
 
   So she went home and waited for Wednesday.  And waited.  It was past the time Wednesday usually came back.  Like, ten minutes past, but still.  What if something had happened, and Kaitlyn was just sitting there like an idiot, and Wednesday was—
 
   The door slammed, followed by Wednesday's colorful and inventive swearing, but she stopped short once she got a good look at Kaitlyn.  "What?" she said.
 
   "You remember how my friend Jessie is a huge asshole right," said Kaitlyn, all in one breath.  "Well, she knows that you've got this blue glass bottle and she's been trying to get me to steal it for her and she has videos of us and she said she'd put them up on the internet—"
 
   Wednesday wasn't listening.  She looked worn out and rumpled from biking back from work, but she could move damn quickly when she wanted to.  She ran to the bedroom fast, leaving Kaitlyn sitting out in the living room, staring at her hands knotted in her lap.
 
   "I didn't touch it," she said softly.  "I swear, Wednesday, I didn't—"
 
   "After your friend mentioned this," Wednesday called from the bedroom, "did she touch you?  Your hair, in particular?"
 
   "No?"  Then Kaitlyn remembered.  "I guess she did like a week after that, but—"
 
   "Lice," said Wednesday.   "Fuck!"
 
   "I'm sorry?" said Kaitlyn.  She wasn't sure what had happened, but she was pretty sure that it was her fault.  And that lice were gross.  Jessie had lice?  Or—
 
   "Okay.  Fine.  I don't know what I'm doing, and I tried to do something, and . . . how long ago was that?"
 
   "She's going to get me kicked out of school," said Kaitlyn.  "I—"
 
   "We'll talk about that later," said Wednesday.   "You'll be fine, one way or another.  How long ago did Jessie touch your hair?"
 
   "A week," said Kaitlyn.  "It was in Lit II, last week, and—"
 
   Wednesday came back to the living room and sat down next to Kaitlyn, put her hand on her thigh.  "Okay.  I've been avoiding talking about this sort of stuff with you, because it's weird and offputting, and we were doing okay.  But I made a mistake, and now I have to do some stuff.  I'm glad you told me about this, I hope that it was soon enough, and I don't blame you for it."
 
   "Oh God," said Kaitlyn.  "What have I done?"
 
   "Someone used you to get something past my defenses," said Wednesday.  "I really don't have time to talk about this.  There's a book with phone numbers next to the computer in the bedroom.  As soon as the sun sets, I want you to call Dr. Backhouse."
 
   "Can I—"
 
   "I don't have a lot of time," said Wednesday.  "Call Dr. Backhouse, tell her that it's an emergency.  And tell her that I give her permission to enter—tell her that on the phone, but not when she comes to the door—when anyone knocks, just open the door and don't say anything.  If they can get in, here's hoping they're someone I want in."
 
   "It's going to be okay?" said Kaitlyn, feeling way more scared than she could ever remember feeling.
 
   "Probably."  Wednesday gave Kaitlyn a grin and tousled her hair.  "Truth is, you could've mentioned this sooner, but you did mention it, and I appreciate that.  But I gotta get to work."
 
   "I . . . please let me help?"
 
   "No," said Wednesday firmly.  "I'm going to need you well, to take care of me after this is done.  Dr. Backhouse will explain."
 
   That sounded encouraging, at least.  Maybe?
 
   Wednesday sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose.  "Fine.  You can be in the room with me while I work.  But don't touch anything, don't say anything, and you have to promise me that you're never ever going to try to do anything like anything you see, no matter how critical the situation seems to be."
 
   "Sure," said Kaitlyn.  "I promise."
 
   "If I'm dying, okay?  If you see me bleeding to death from being shot, or something like that, promise me you're not going to try to do this stuff."
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head.
 
   "Then you don't come in.  I am not going to cause the zombie apocalypse because my girlfriend was feeling needy, okay?"
 
   "I. . ." Kaitlyn wasn't sure what she wanted to say, or if she'd be able to obey, but she wasn't going to let Wednesday go in there alone.  And she wasn't going to promise to let Wednesday bleed to death.  "Blindfold me?"
 
   "Deal," said Wednesday, pulling Kaitlyn into the room behind her.  Her hand in Kaitlyn's felt warm and dry, like it usually did.  Kaitlyn had no idea what was happening, but she wanted it to be over and everything to be fine.
 
   "Sit," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn sat.  Then Wednesday took a bandana out of one of her boxes of toys.  Kaitlyn closed her eyes, felt the whisper of fabric against them, swallowed down the lump in her throat as Wednesday pulled the blindfold tight and tied it off.  Usually that made her feel safe, like Wednesday was in control and wasn't going to let anything bad happen, but now—
 
   "When this is over," said Wednesday, "win or lose, I'm going to be lying in bed passed out.  Dr. Backhouse will deal with it."
 
   "Deal with—"
 
   "No time.  I need you to be quiet from here on in.  Wish I had the time for a gag, but—okay.  When the noise stops, you take the blindfold off, make sure I'm breathing okay, and then you call Dr. Backhouse as soon as the sun goes down.  No more distractions."
 
   "It's going to be alright?" said Kaitlyn, sounding broken even to herself.
 
   "It's going to be fine."  Wednesday didn't 100% sound like she believed it, but it was good to hear.
 
   Wednesday patted Kaitlyn's cheek once, then started moving around, picking things up, putting them down.  There was a scratch like maybe she had lit a match, and the room filled up with a spice-cabinet smell.  And then—a weird crackling noise, which wasn't like anything Kaitlyn had heard before.  It went on, and louder, and she kind of wished she'd been able to say that she wasn't going to do anything stupid with magic so she could've seen what was making it.  But she would definitely have done something stupid with magic.
 
   Something else stupid with magic.
 
   A freezing wind blew through the room, and Kaitlyn wrapped her arms around herself and shivered.  Then it stopped.  It all stopped, and Kaitlyn heard the faint whump of Wednesday falling back onto her bed.
 
   Kaitlyn sat there for a little longer, waiting, just to be sure that nothing else was going to happen, and then she took her blindfold off.
 
   Wednesday was lying on her back, a bit of drool at the corner of her mouth, and she was holding on tight to that blue bottle.  She was breathing okay, probably?  Her chest was going up and down, and she wasn't making choking noises or anything.  Maybe she was snoring a little?  Which was probably okay?
 
   Kaitlyn went to look for the phone book.  And didn't find it, and started panicking.  The internet didn't know about any Dr. Backhouse, and there wasn't a phone book.  The internet did say that there was an hour until sunset and Wednesday was going to die, and Kaitlyn was going to be responsible because she couldn't find a stupid phone book, and . . . and had Wednesday said phone book, exactly?  Book with phone numbers?
 
   There were like five hundred books stacked up in piles on the desk next to the computer.  Most of them were the sort of terrible books which were like Book Some Number of the Made-up-word Chronicles or which looked like someone had gone berserk in the font factory.  She went through all of those, and found, at the bottom of the pile, a little black notebook with a bunch of phone numbers in it.
 
   This was almost certainly another one of the things that she wasn't supposed to mess with.  In addition to numbers for her parents, and for her grandparents—including her Grandma Eastey, who was dead, and who had left Wednesday the necklace which Kaitlyn basically hadn't taken off since they started dating—there were numbers for an archduke, three different baronets, and thirteen different numbers for "suppliers and other," most of which had international dialing prefixes.
 
   And there was one for a Doctor F. Backhouse, with a Vermont area code.
 
   Kaitlyn had been feeling sicker and sicker the longer she'd looked.  When she saw that, she got lightheaded for a second, and then she had to run to the bathroom to puke.
 
   By the time she was done, the sun was already setting.  She waited next to the back window, number entered, and as soon as it had gone past the horizon, she pressed send.
 
   "Yes?" said the voice on the other end.  
 
   "Uh," said Kaitlyn.  "My friend Wednesday told me to call you because something happened with her . . . I mean, she had to do something, because I did something and there was—"
 
   "Thy friend is Wednesday Newland, granddaughter of Hannah Eastey?"
 
   The voice had started out sounding like a normal, bored kind of receptionist voice, but it had shifted into one heck of a weird accent, like someone from a movie or something.
 
   "Yes?" said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, her name is Wednesday, and she had a Grandma Eastey, I think?  And she's passed out and she said it was an emergency and that you'd be able to help, and that I should give you permission to come into her home over the phone, because if I waited until—"
 
   "I come."  And then the connection was dead.
 
   Okay.  She'd done what Wednesday had told her to do.  She went back inside, drew the curtains from the window where the video had been taken from, and then went back to Wednesday's room.
 
   She looked the same as she had after she'd finished with whatever she'd done; basically, she looked like she normally did while she was asleep—like a pile of arms and legs.  And even though her hair wasn't only went down to her shoulders, it went everywhere while she was asleep.
 
   Kaitlyn looked at her and felt like she might have to throw up again.  It had been fun, moving out, and growing up, and being herself, but she didn't know what she was supposed to do.  And yeah, there was someone coming to help, but that someone sounded scary as fuck.
 
   And Wednesday was hurt, and it was her fault for not wanting to talk about things, and everything was—
 
   Wednesday had told Kaitlyn that nobody could get into her apartment unless they had permission.  But she had also said that nobody could take videos and Kaitlyn had seen those.  And there was no way that anyone could get from Vermont to Howland in three minutes.  So when the front door opened, Kaitlyn panicked, and looked for something to grab.
 
   There was like an umbrella basket next to the desk, and there was a handle there.  Kaitlyn grabbed it, and pulled out a sword.  Right.  Sword, because that was what people kept for home defense.  Stupid New York State stupid gun laws.
 
   It wasn't Jessie or Brandon coming in to take that bottle, now that Wednesday couldn't defend it.  It was a tall woman with a pinched face, wearing a big, billowy cloak and a broad-brimmed hat.
 
   "Do not take up the sword an thou knowest no guard," she said.  "Lay the weapon aside, unless thou wishest to take thy chances."
 
   "Who are you?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "The Doctor Flower Backhouse," she said, bowing and removing her hat.
 
   Kaitlyn let her sword drop.  "Really?  How did you—"
 
   "Enough, girl," said Doctor Backhouse.  "What hast thou done with my god-daughter?"
 
   "I—" Kaitlyn blushed, looked away.  It wasn't really how she wanted to meet Wednesday's family.  Also, hast thou?
 
   Flower slapped Kaitlyn, which almost made her bring the sword back up.
 
   "I am not interested in thy perversions, child.  Why is she abed?  Why I am summoned?"
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "Right."  Deep breaths, tell the truth.  "A friend of mine . . . someone I know wanted me to steal that blue bottle that Wednesday's holding.  She threatened me with . . . I didn't tell Wednesday about it, and then Jes— the person I know touched my hair, and when I told Wednesday about that, she did something, and told me to call you, so I called you, and she's going to be okay?"
 
   "I do not know," said Flower.  "I shall see.  Fetch me a basin of clean water, and a sprig of rosemary.  Two sprigs, and a cutting of rue as well."
 
   "Uh," said Kaitlyn.  "I don't know what rue is, and I don't know—"
 
   "Silence.  Water, then, in a glass basin, and the rosemary."
 
   Kaitlyn found the biggest glass bowl they had, filled it with water, and got out the rosemary that she'd bought for the lamb she was planning on for the next weekend.  Dr. Backhouse hadn't mentioned if the water was supposed to be hot, or what, and it was hard to get to Wednesday's room without spilling too much.
 
   "At long last, thou loiter-sack blowen," said Dr. Backhouse, grabbing the bowl from her. She lifted Wednesday's head over the bowl, and considered her reflection.  "Go, and wait thou in the outer chamber; this is not for thy eyes nor thy ears."
 
   "She's going to be okay?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "No thanks to thee," she said.  "And not if I cannot work in peace; get!"
 
   Kaitlyn got.  Assuming that get meant 'get the hell out, before Wednesday's doctor killed her.'  But, oddly, she was feeling more or less okay when she got out of the bedroom.  Dr. Backhouse was scary and unnecessarily rude, but she seemed to know what she was doing, and she'd mostly said that Wednesday was going to be okay?
 
   Also, she'd blamed Kaitlyn for what was happening, and that made her the first person to acknowledge that, which was . . . well, it didn't make her feel great, but at least someone was willing to tell her the truth.
 
   Kaitlyn sat next to the door, waited, and listened.  There was that spice-cabinet smell, and some faint crackling sounds.  Then, after a while, Dr. Backhouse came out, looking grim.  So, no different than she ever looked, as far as Kaitlyn could tell.
 
   "She's—"
 
   "Wednesday Newland is unwell, and shall be so for perhaps a week.  Here is a collection of lies to distribute amongst her associates, both those in this college and for those who employ her for trifling tasks and in roles beneath her rightful station."
 
   Doctor's notes. Kaitlyn looked at the top one, which was addressed to the university.  It seemed that Wednesday had experienced a mild traumatic brain injury.  There were all sorts of color X-rays and stuff which Dr. Backhouse couldn't have possibly taken, but—
 
   "They shall believe that the lady in question fell and bumped her head," said Dr. Backhouse.  "Undignified, perhaps, but the sort of thing that young people do, these days.  She shall be confined to bed for a week, and shall expect a complete recovery after that time has passed.  Should this result fail to materialize, I shall provide additional lies for her associates, and by damn, I shall know whom to blame.  Good evening."
 
   "But . . . what happened?  What should I do?  What—"
 
   "What happened is none of thy concern," said Dr. Backhouse, "though I misdoubt young Newland's discretion in this matter.  She will awake upon the morrow, mazed, blind, and weak, particularly in her left side.  All these difficulties shall disappear in due course; for all her many, many faults she is a healthy young animal.  I have left for her a cane, which she will use as she sees fit.  What thou shalt do is precisely what she tells thee to do.  Good evening."
 
   Kaitlyn didn't want Dr. Backhouse to go without answering a few more questions, but she definitely didn't want to try to keep her from leaving.  And also, she couldn't think of what her questions were.  So she watched Dr. Backhouse leave, and then went back to the bedroom where Wednesday was sleeping, the blue bottle back on the shelf over her bed.  She looked a little weaker than she had, with marks on her temples and wrists.  The bowl of water that Kaitlyn had brought was sitting on the bedstand, and the water had changed to a pale pink.
 
   Nobody had told her what she was supposed to do, so she crawled into bed next to Wednesday and put an arm around her.  Wednesday was taller than Kaitlyn, and normally she was . . . normally she seemed even bigger than that.  But she felt light when Kaitlyn held her, and a little too warm to the touch.
 
   Kaitlyn only meant to stay for a little bit, but she fell asleep like that, holding onto Wednesday all through the night despite all the dreams that rose up around them.
 
   "Why is there hair in my mouth?" said Wednesday, the next morning.  It was probably the next morning?
 
   "Sorry?" said Kaitlyn sleepily.
 
   "Also I can't see."
 
   "Sorry," Kaitlyn repeated.  "Dr. Backhouse said that you were going to be mazed and also blind and weak particularly on your left side, but that you'd get better because you had a lot of faults and that you were a healthy animal."
 
   "Mazed?"
 
   "I have no idea what that means," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Supposed to mean confused and dizzy, more or less," said Wednesday.  "I'm not that confused.  Little dizzy.  And I really have to pee."
 
   "But you're okay?"
 
   There was a long pause.
 
   "I'm blind," said Wednesday softly.  "It feels like I've been hit in the head with a hammer, and like someone cut me open and sewed me back together, which I am pretty sure actually happened."  Another long pause, and then Wednesday sighed.  "Yeah.  You let me know in time.  I'm not okay, but I'm going to be okay.  Apparently."
 
   Kaitlyn tightened her grip on Wednesday, buried her face in her back.  "I'm so sorry.  I'm so sorry, I suck, I—"
 
   "There there," said Wednesday.  "There there.  We'll talk about it soon.  But right now, I've been sleeping for . . . I have no idea.  Long enough that I really have to pee, anyway.  And you get to help me to the bathroom, because I cannot see."
 
   That was easier said than done.  It turned out that 'weak, particularly on her left side' meant that Wednesday's right side was barely functional and her whole left side was completely paralyzed, so Kaitlyn had to half carry her to the bathroom, and also not slam her into doorframes.
 
   Then Kaitlyn got Wednesday out to the couch and brought her a cup of coffee.  She had to hold the cup of coffee for her while she drank; when Wednesday tried to hold it herself, she got her hand up, but she couldn't close her fingers around the cup without shaking.
 
   "So," said Wednesday brightly.  "Anything else you have to tell me?"
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "Jessie's probably already shown those videos to my parents, so I'm going to have to leave as soon as my mom stops crying, only I can't leave you like this, and—"
 
   "You're going to have to back up at least three steps there, Kaitlyn.  What videos?"
 
   So Kaitlyn told her.  Which meant telling her that she had known that someone was taking videos of them and she hadn't stopped them, and that Wednesday was going to get her pictures up on the internet because she was an idiot and. . . and the whole rest of the story.
 
   When she wound down, Wednesday had finished drinking her coffee, and Kaitlyn had helped her put her feet up on the coffee table.
 
   There was a long pause, and then Wednesday patted her thigh.  Kaitlyn put her head down.  She hadn't realized that she was crying, but her cheek was wet against Wednesday's jeans.
 
   "Actually, no," said Wednesday.  "Can't really feel you right now; let's try switching sides."
 
   Couldn't feel her?  How bad was whatever it was that had happened?
 
   They switched sides, which left Wednesday a little short of breath, but this time, she seemed happy with the way they were sitting, and started playing with Kaitlyn's hair with her one working hand.
 
   "First of all," said Wednesday.  "I know that it's important to be friendly with the friends of my SOs; they've been around before me, and people need friends.  But all the same, I'm not entirely sure I like Jessie."
 
   Kaitlyn gave a short, bitter laugh.
 
   "Next, why did you think she'd know if you told me?"
 
   "Because she's always known that sort of thing!" said Kaitlyn.  "I don't know.  I just . . . she's going to do what she said.  She always knows when people do things she doesn't want, and she always gets them back."
 
   "Maybe," said Wednesday.  "Maybe not.  That guy she's with—that was the guy who you went to the dance with instead of me?"
 
   Kaitlyn didn't want to talk about that, but she gave a sad little nod.  Wednesday couldn't see it, but she must have felt it against her leg.
 
   "Just a guess—he assumed that you'd do whatever he wanted you to, and that you wanted to have sex with him, right?"
 
   "Pretty much," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Did you?"
 
   Kaitlyn's shoulders hunched.  It wasn't . . . well, it was fair that Wednesday was asking that, but it wasn't very nice.  "No."
 
   "So, maybe it's just the sort of attitude that someone who looks like that naturally develops," said Wednesday.  "Or it could be that he was an incubus.  I really ought to have considered the possibility, instead of feeling sorry for myself."
 
   "Incubus?"
 
   "Sex demon.  Male version."
 
   "What?"
 
   Wednesday didn't answer right away.  She doubled over coughing, and couldn't stop for like a minute.  "Sex demon," she said, sounding a little weak, once she could to breathe again.  "Looks as good as the best-looking guys, and can gain control of the people who he fucks."
 
   Kaitlyn considered.  So, demons were real.  Sex demons were real.  Well, why not?  She'd accepted that magic was real—she'd had to accept that magic was real, because that's what Wednesday used to mind-control her, but.
 
   "Jessie was pretty much herself, though," she said.
 
   "It's kind of like the necklace," said Wednesday.  "I can use it to make you go to class, but you go to your class—you know which class it is, and you walk without me picking up your feet for you, and so on."
 
   Another pause as she caught her breath, and Kaitlyn considered what she'd said.
 
   "So Jessie . . ."
 
   "So that's why I'm not sure I like her," said Wednesday.  "Because that's her doing her, even if it wasn't her idea in the first place.  Still, now that the incubus is out of the way, could be that she didn't follow through on her threat."
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't sure.  "He's gone?"
 
   "Pretty much," said Wednesday.  "See, that bottle is one of the tricks my Grandma taught me.  Take a little bit of life out when you're not using it, and then soak it back up when you do."
 
   "When you're not using it?"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.  "Like you're tired, but not tired enough to sleep, and just sitting around being bored, you sink a few hours of life into the jar.  Then when it's finals and you need a few extra hours, you've got them.  Thing is, though, it's my life.  There's a link between that and the rest of my life.  So if you'd given her that bottle, he'd have sucked me dry; you'd wake up next to a desiccated corpse."
 
   "Wasn't even tempted," said Kaitlyn, shuddering at the thought.  "Jesus fuck, though."
 
   "What he did, though, was a slower version of that.  Jessie gave you some lice; they jumped off your head and up to the bottle, and started draining the life there, and through that, my life."
 
   That . . . she hadn't just been tempted by that; she'd let that happen.
 
   "Only thing was, there was a link between the lice and the incubus.  And between my life and his.  So I went ahead and poisoned myself, and then he sucked it right out of me and into him."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "You mean—"
 
   "Could've cut the connection, but he'd have kept trying.  Could've used a little less poison, but I needed to be sure.  Whoever it was that was using those lice, he's dead."
 
   "Demons can die?" asked Kaitlyn.  "Also, if demons are real, then hell is real, and Jesus is—"
 
   "Demon is just a name," said Wednesday.  "It's a thing that we call guys who can do that stuff.  It's like becoming a vampire or whatever.  Stupid mean thing to do, and fuck those guys.  One fewer of them, anyway."
 
   Kaitlyn nodded again.
 
   "So it might be that Jessie isn't going to send those videos," said Wednesday.  "No one's going to force her to, anyway.  Only . . . okay.  Sooner or later, your parents are going to find out that we're fucking.  Maybe not . . . maybe not exactly what we do when we fuck, but they're going to find out that we're fucking.  And if that means you have to leave, I'm not going to keep you from leaving.  But you're an adult now, Kaitlyn, and if you don't want to go, you don't have to."
 
   That was true, in a way.  In another way . . . "They're paying for school," said Kaitlyn.  "And my gas, and my food, and I can't—"
 
   "No," said Wednesday, and she sighed.  "You can.  Wouldn't be easy, but you could.  To be honest, it'd mostly be me paying.  I mean, it's not like I have that much money in my bank account, and I'd really hoped to get out of school without being in debt.  But fuck it.  You'll have to buy more beans and rice and less lamb and duck, but you don't take up much space.  It's just a matter of taking out student loans and living with crippling debt for a few years, until the slightly higher average salary that college graduates get kicks in."
 
   "It's like fifty thousand dollars a year, Wednesday," said Kaitlyn, not sure how she felt about what Wednesday was saying.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "But they've already paid for one year, and if you keep your grades up, there're probably some merit-based scholarships we can get for you.  If the car isn't in your name, it'll be a damn shame giving it up, but. . ."
 
   Wednesday trailed off, and Kaitlyn wasn't sure if she was feeling dizzy and needed a break from talking, or if she was trying to think.  Kaitlyn was feeling a little dizzy herself.
 
   "Hell," said Wednesday.  "You're worth it.  Of course, if I'm paying for it, I'm going to be riding your ass like a stolen horse whenever I feel like, but. . ." a choking cough that might not have been a cough.  "But I miss you when you're gone, Kaitlyn."
 
   "Don't be sad right now, Wednesday, you're the best and I cannot take it, not with you—"
 
   "Shush," said Wednesday.  "My point is this.  Sooner or later, your parents are going to find out what's going on.  Could be they'll decide to pull the plug.  If they do, I'll. . .  we can face it, if you want to, and try to go it on our own.  Or back down until you graduate.  It'd be a little tough on you, with no orgasms for the next three years, but you'll manage.  It's an option."
 
   Kaitlyn tried to think, and not to cry too much.  "Thanks, Em," she said, which earned her a pitifully weak smack in the head. 
 
   "You call me Wednesday."
 
   "I know.  But it seemed like. . . I love you, and I'm sorry."
 
   A long pause, and Kaitlyn hoped she hadn't said the wrong thing.  "Love you too, Jam Watson," said Wednesday.  "But you still call me Wednesday."
 
   "Deal.  And I promise that I'll pay you back, every penny, when—"
 
   "If," said Wednesday.  "It's still if.  Speaking of which, get me my phone, and dial Dr. Backhouse for me.  She has to know that the school is going to want things sent directly to them."
 
   That, Kaitlyn could do.  And she could hold the phone up to Wednesday's ear when Dr. Backhouse talked.
 
   And it was mostly Dr. Backhouse talking.  Wednesday started trying to explain that Kaitlyn couldn't have access to her medical records, and that she had to send her note directly to the school, and then Dr. Backhouse spent like half an hour yelling.
 
   Every so often, Wednesday would cut in—"She's not a stinkard, Flora; she smells fine.  And it's not that she—"
 
   And then she'd get drowned out by more angry stuff from the other end of the phone.  Kaitlyn was half-tempted to cut in and hang up on the lady, but there was just the faintest hint of a smile at the edge of Wednesday's mouth—the right side of mouth, the left side still looked loose and strange—so it seemed like she wasn't actually mad about that.
 
   "Yeah, I probably should spend July with Grandma Eastey.  No—"
 
   A lot of yelling.
 
   "You're right about that too, but—"
 
   More angry old fashioned English that Kaitlyn couldn't quite make out.
 
   "Full recovery within a week?  Yeah, that's. . .  okay.  No, I won't.  No.  But it's a nice thought.  Yeah, maybe I am making a mistake.  No, I'm not going to stop.  Okay.  Usual payment, on Midsummer's day.  No, you can't have her.  No, I'm not. . . I'll do my best.  Honest, Flora.  Okay.  You too."
 
   She pushed the phone away, and Kaitlyn hung up.
 
   "You seem to have impressed her," said Wednesday, after a while.
 
   "I . . . I'm pretty sure she called me a loiter-sack.  And also a blowie?"
 
   "Blowen, probably," said Wednesday.  "She meant that you were slow, and also that you're a prostitute.  So, she's not wrong, but she could stand to be a little more polite."
 
   Kaitlyn stuck her tongue out at Wednesday, and then remembered that Wednesday couldn't see that, and was sad.
 
   "But she also said that you took up sword in my defense, poorly, and that you had a fine heart and that I had done well to bespell you, for you were a 'right sweet morsel of a leman.'"
 
   Kaitlyn tried to unpack that.  "Did she call me a whore again?"
 
   "Yes.  Like I said, you impressed her.  Anyhow.  You have classes to get to.  Dr. Backhouse has problems with computers, but I'm pretty sure that she's sent an email to Health Services.  She's usually sufficiently convincing that they won't be bothering me to confirm that for a while, and I'll need your help later to read notes to me, but—"
 
   "But I'm not going to classes today," said Kaitlyn.  "Seriously.  I can miss a day of classes, and—"
 
   "And you can damn well do what you're told.  Calculus is going to be hard enough to you if you show up regularly.  Go, pay attention, and I want you to tell me about the lecture when you come back, and stick an ice cube up your cunt every time you get something wrong."
 
   Kaitlyn could damn well do what she was told.  But this seemed like a bad idea.  "Please?" she said.  "Just—"
 
   "There's a DVD folder in the bookcase next to the computer," said Wednesday.  "It's in alphabetical order.  Find the 'I, Claudius' disk, put it in, and enqueue it in VLC.  Then go away, so I can relax and listen to Livia poison everyone."
 
   "Are you—"
 
   "Do it.  I comes after H and before J."
 
   She did it.  Calculus was hard enough when she showed up to lectures, but it was a lot harder when she was distracted by the fact that Wednesday was lying alone on the couch and blind and weak and she was going to get hurt if she tried to do anything, and.  It was still early enough in the semester that they were supposed to be doing easy things, but the lecture was on something called the squeeze theorem, which wasn't nearly as much fun as it sounded.  Kaitlyn was pretty sure she got the basic idea, but there were a lot of letters and functions and stuff.
 
   When she got back, Wednesday was still where she'd left her.  For a brief moment, Kaitlyn was sure that Wednesday had died on the couch there, but she gave a little wave as Kaitlyn came in.  "Good," she said.  "Strip, and go get a cup full of ice cubes.  We're going to study calculus."
 
   Kaitlyn hadn't stopped being nervous since she'd told Wednesday about what Jessie wanted, but that calmed her down.  "I love you," she said as she started getting undressed.
 
   There was a long pause from Wednesday.  "Yeah, you do," she said, finally.  "But I don't have the energy to explore that fully.  Ice, and calculus, and then you can have a nice cool drink and help me get notes from my friends."
 
   It turned out that Wednesday knew the squeeze theorem pretty well.  Better than Kaitlyn did.  And that whether or not she was mazed and weak and blind, she liked playing with Kaitlyn.
 
   The ice cubes, though, were cold.  The first time she made a mistake, it was like right when they started, so not only was it horrifyingly cold, it was also sharp.
 
   It took a little longer before she screwed up again, where she said it couldn't be used for an infinite interval when it could.  But it was still cold.  And also her cunt was leaking cold water from the melting cube inside her, and she was shivering, but Wednesday pushed the next one in.  And the other two, for her next mistakes.
 
   Whether or not Wednesday was feeling okay, Kaitlyn was going to find some time to study calculus before the next time Wednesday decided to help her, because this was . . . well, it wasn't like she was objecting, but it hurt a lot.
 
   "Come here," said Wednesday, when they'd finished going through her notes.  So Kaitlyn went there, and managed to position herself so that Wednesday could poke her fingers into her cunt without having to move.
 
   It hurt.  It hurt a lot, having the ice in there, and she'd been clenching to keep from leaking water, so a bunch came out when Wednesday's fingers opened her up, which felt weird and awful.
 
   "Nice," said Wednesday, pulling her fingers out and giving Kaitlyn a light slap.  "Now, get those out and into a cup of water, and have yourself a nice drink."
 
   Kaitlyn took a shivery breath.  That was a little more intense than the sort she usually liked, but. . . but Wednesday was going to be okay.  And also she couldn't see or walk or anything because Kaitlyn had been stupid.  So she went to the kitchen, leaking with every step, and got the ice-cubes out, and came back with a cup of water that tasted a little bit of arousal.
 
   "You had another class today, right?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Small Groups Communications," said Kaitlyn.  "I show up, we bullshit for an hour and a half, and done for the day."
 
   "First help me get to the toilet, then back to the couch," said Wednesday.  "Then go thou and bullshit."
 
   It wasn't easy.  Not just because she wasn't a nurse and didn't know what the hell she was doing.  It was just awful seeing Wednesday like that, having to give her toilet paper, wiping a little bit of drool off the side of her face where her lips were loose.
 
   "I could miss a class," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "You could also do what I tell you to do," said Wednesday.  "Just a thought."
 
   Kaitlyn blushed and glared.  Wednesday couldn't see either of those things, but she knew Kaitlyn pretty well.  She smiled crookedly.  "Be good, Kaitlyn.  This sort of course, you get your grade for being active and interested and friendly.  So do that.  I don't want to be disappointed by your grades."
 
   Kaitlyn knelt and kissed Wednesday's feet, then left.  And she was good, or at least, as good as she could manage.  The class was going through case studies, talking about how people could've gotten their groups back on track.  Kaitlyn bullshitted for an hour, and then came back home.
 
   Wednesday wasn't doing well.  She was always pale, but now she was paler than that, and she was shivering a little.
 
   "Can I get you a—"
 
   "Bathroom again," said Wednesday.  "Now."
 
   About halfway through, she also needed a bucket, and threw up a little as she sat there on the toilet, shivering.
 
   "I'm going to call Dr. Backhouse," said Kaitlyn.  "She—"
 
   "She warned me about this," said Wednesday.  "Also you can't call her for another couple of hours, also she'd get mad at you, and you don't want that."
 
   Wednesday paused, coughed, and then the cough turned into throwing up again.  "S'just some organs coming back on-line a little, and not being a hundred percent in sync.  It's fine.  But clean that bucket and get me some mouthwash.  Then I need a bath."
 
   That, Kaitlyn could handle.
 
   She'd never been allowed to look at Wednesday naked, not as much as she wanted.  It was always teasing little glimpses, and the one time Kaitlyn had given her a bath, Wednesday had made her keep her eyes closed.  But this time, she had to get Wednesday's clothing off, and help her into the tub, and run the water.  She was weak and shivering and she couldn't see anything, and that all hurt like hell to see.
 
   She was really pretty, but that didn't matter like it usually did.  She was falling apart a little, and it was Kaitlyn's fault.
 
   "So, when you're better?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Mhm?"
 
   "I know how you've been telling me that everything is fine and that it isn't my fault, but can you do me a favor and act like it was my fault for a week or two?"
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "Not everything has to be an opportunity for you to get a spanking."
 
   "It's not an opportunity," said Kaitlyn, fighting back tears.  "I feel terrible about this, and I'll feel less terrible about it if you punish me."
 
   "Hum," said Wednesday.  "Not a bad idea, actually.  But you'll excuse me if I don't get started right away."
 
   "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "I will excuse you for every single thing you will ever do, in advance."
 
   "Nice," said Wednesday.  "Means I'll be belching a lot more often.  Anyhow.  There's a fluffy bathrobe in my closet, and the purple sweatpants that are falling apart a little.  Go get those after you're done washing me, and we'll put them on me.  And you can get me a cup of red wine; I don't know if it's just Flora being all medievally or what, but she said I should drink that.  And you can rub my left foot to try to work some feeling back into it."
 
   "That sounds . . . can you at least get you something to eat before you start drinking?  It's been a while."
 
   "Toast," said Wednesday.  "And butter.  That's it.  And you can wash my breasts a little more than is strictly necessary, because you've been good."
 
   She had, and she did, and they were soft and firm and whether or not Wednesday was a hundred percent feeling what she was doing, both her nipples perked up a little under Kaitlyn's attentions.
 
   When she went in for a lick, Wednesday leaned back and gave a little moan.  And then she splashed Kaitlyn lightly but precisely, getting the water up her nose, even though she couldn't see or move half her body.
 
   "Look, I'll make you suffer," said Wednesday.  "You don't have to also do things I didn't tell you to do."
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.  "Up?"
 
   "Yeah, the water is getting a little lukewarm," said Wednesday.  "This freaking sucks, you know."
 
   "I know."
 
   "Still, vanquished evil, stayed alive, didn't fall apart when you said that you loved me.  Balanced out, overall."
 
   "I've loved you since—"
 
   "Quiet, you," said Wednesday.  "I mean, obviously.  But it's moving too fast, and it still might be a mistake and it's too much and . . . well, as it turned out, you're great.  Now, get me up and dried off, and then you rub my foot while I listen to a recorded lecture.  For like three hours.  Maybe four."
 
   "That sounds . . . can I have headphones or something?"
 
   "You cannot," said Wednesday.  "You get to hear about microfluidics!"
 
   "Are microfluidics fun?" asked Kaitlyn as she helped Wednesday stand up.  It took a few tries, but she didn't end up giving Wednesday an actual head injury, and eventually she got her into the sweatpants and bathrobe.  It was a kind of ratty bathrobe, and Kaitlyn was going to get her a better one sooner or later, whether or not Wednesday wanted her to.
 
   "They are not fun," said Wednesday.  "They are very complicated.  Now, let's see if I'm capable of understanding a lecture.  Only. . . hm.  Well, let's get to the couch, and then we'll work it out."
 
   They got to the couch, and Wednesday slumped down.  "Right.  Before we get started.  Present came for you, while you were in class."
 
   A present?  But—"You got up?" asked Kaitlyn.  "Wednesday, you could've hurt yourself, or bumped into something and—"
 
   "Wasn't great," said Wednesday.  "But I fucking did it, and have been proud and nauseous of that for hours.  Anyway.  Cardboard box next to the door.  Go get it, and put it on."
 
   There was a cardboard box next to the door.  And there was a cane in the umbrella stand next to the couch; a sort of black wooden one with a carved skull head with ruby eyes.  Because of course.
 
   Kaitlyn had almost forgotten going shopping for that chastity belt.  Other stuff had happened afterward.  Distracting stuff.  But there it was—a little heavy, if she was going to be wearing that full time.  Steel with rubber edges.
 
   "Put it on," said Wednesday from the couch.  "Then toast, then wine and a physics lecture," and then in a grumble, "wasn't wrong about you being a loiter-sack."
 
   "Boo," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm enjoying your lovely present, okay?  Also I've never put on steel underwear before."
 
   Wednesday didn't look like she was listening.  And eventually Kaitlyn figured it out.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday, from the couch.  "You can go look at yourself in a mirror.  But then let's get a move on.  I've got a week off, apparently, and there are ten thousand different things that I have to do before I go back to work."
 
   Kaitlyn didn't exactly run to look at the mirror.  But she did kind of hurry a little.  And it was. . . it was steel.  Unquestionably steel.  A plate in front, a band around her waist, and little chains between the plate and the belt across her butt.
 
   It didn't look cute, exactly.  It looked serious.  Like she was a slave, and she was wearing that to keep her . . . to keep anyone from touching her, her the same as anyone else.  She was pretty sure that she wasn't going to be allowed to come for a while, but this meant it.  Which made her want it, more than she had before.  A lot more.
 
   She went over to the couch and stood next to it, shifting uncomfortably.
 
   "Thanks, Wednesday," she said.  "I . . ."
 
   "You're welcome," said Wednesday.  "There were some padlocks in the box.  Bring them here, and also the gold chain from my jewelry box."
 
   Kaitlyn brought them, feeling small and meek, and feeling smaller and meeker after Wednesday locked the belt on, strung the keys on the gold chain, and wrapped the chain around her wrist.
 
   She'd needed Kaitlyn's help to get that done.  Still, it was Wednesday doing it, and it was going to be Wednesday who took the belt off, if it ever came off.
 
   "In theory," said Wednesday, "I could probably log into my email without your help, though it'd take forever.  But we've reached a point in our relationship.  Gmail password is 'I bent my wookie,' with the first I being a one, and then two question marks.  Log me in and tell me who my emails are from."
 
   "What, with like, spaces?"
 
   "Passwords are bad security, but sentences are better than words.  Frankly, that one is a little too short if anything."
 
   Kaitlyn logged in, and read off a list of names and subject lines, none of which Wednesday needed to her to read or answer.  And then she found the link in one of the other emails to a microfluidics lecture, and turned it on.  Then she brought the toast and the wine and started working on Wednesday's foot.
 
   She had nice feet, only it was different when it was a little cold and limp and it was like she was dead or something.  But then, after the first hour of the completely incomprehensible lecture, Wednesday's foot jerked back.
 
   "Ow," she said.
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "Watson, you notice that my foot is hurting.  Do you think that is good, or bad?"
 
   "Mixed?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "I suppose," said Wednesday.  "Didn't say stop."
 
   She tried again, and Wednesday gave another little yelp.  "Good.  Okay.  Keep doing that until it stops hurting, then move up to the ankle."
 
   It took Kaitlyn three hours and Wednesday was looking a little pale when she was done, but there was sensation back all the way up to her knee.  Kaitlyn felt like she'd finally done something right.
 
   "Not going to use your mouth tonight," said Wednesday.  "Be a little weird, not having sensation on half of it.  But could be that it'll be feeling better by tomorrow."
 
   "Or," said Kaitlyn carefully, "I could try to work sensation back into—"
 
   "No means no, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "You don't get sex, and you do get to sleep in a chastity belt.  Better hope my eyes get better soon, because I'm not sure I'm letting you out until I can see that you're not touching where you aren't supposed to."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.  "Kind of have to pee?"
 
   "So go to the toilet and pee," said Wednesday.  "There's a vent.  And then you can rinse with the showerhead, and air-dry.  It's designed to be worn indefinitely."
 
   Smaller and meeker and needier.
 
   "Still," said Wednesday.  "When you're done with that, you can kiss my feet before you curl up next to the bed.  I may wind up needing you later."
 
   The first week they'd been together, Wednesday had made Kaitlyn sleep on the floor every night.   It had left her back sore, and it had been humiliating and hot at the same time, like a lot of the other stuff Wednesday had done.  So that sounded nice.
 
   She ran off to the bathroom, peed, and wiped as best she could—there was a vent, but it was pretty narrow, so it was tricky getting paper in there and using it.  But she got it done without having to shower.
 
   By the time she was done, Wednesday had fallen asleep sprawled across the bed, her legs dangling off the edge and her robe still half on.  Kaitlyn lifted Wednesday's feet up into the bed, kissed them and tucked her in, and then curled up on the floor.  Her last thought before she fell asleep was that if she'd gone to Wednesday earlier, maybe at some point she'd have taken a week's vacation with her, rather than a week's vacation recovering from what Jessie had . . . what Brandon had done, with Jessie's help.  It was a kind of sucky thought.
 
   Next day was Bio and Lit II, and it was more of the same—Wednesday was going to give her a quiz on what they covered in class, and she was going to regret missing anything.  And Wednesday was doing a little better.  The leg hurt whenever she put her weight on it, and she still couldn't see.  But at least she could walk using that evil demon cane that Dr. Backhouse had given her, and she was making up new swears when she bumped into things, which showed that she was feeling a little more cheerful.  "Pigsticking" and "dickshits" were both pretty good, actually, and while some guy held up the group discussion on Great Expectations to go on and on about his theories about homosexuality, Kaitlyn even got some work in on her Luna Lovegood rape story.  If she told Wednesday it was done, she'd probably make her read it, and that would be . . . well, Kaitlyn wasn't looking forward to it.  But maybe Wednesday would like it?
 
   Only thing was, Jessie was supposed to be in Lit II with her.  She wasn't there at the start of the class, which was fine, but then she showed up, just when Kaitlyn finished her story.
 
   She slammed her computer shut when Jessie sat down, which meant that people noticed, and then noticed later when she had to open it up again to take notes, like two minutes later.  Fuck them.  And pigstick Jessie, for that matter.  Kaitlyn didn't have anything she wanted to say to her.
 
   Jessie had something that she wanted to say to Kaitlyn, though.
 
   "I need to talk to your friend," she said as they headed out.  "Wednesday."
 
   "Go fuck yourself," Kaitlyn replied.
 
   Normally, something like that, Jessie's eyes would narrow, and Kaitlyn would know she was going to regret it.  This time, though, Jessie didn't say anything.  Just kept following her out of the classroom.
 
   "Brandon's gone," she said.  "And it's like he was never really there in the first place.  People aren't even remembering him.  And I can. . . I can remember stuff that I don't believe, and doing things I tried not to do, and shit, Katy.  I don't know what's happening, and your . . . friend might?  I need to talk to her."
 
   "You need to go fuck yourself," Kaitlyn repeated patiently.   "She's been blind for days, and needs a cane to walk because of what you did."
 
   "Oh," said Jessie.  And then, in a small voice she went on, "I'm sorry.  But I need to talk to her.  Ask her?"
 
   Kaitlyn growled and stomped off.  Yeah, maybe Jessie hadn't been responsible for some of that stuff.  But Kaitlyn knew her methods, as Wednesday would say—knew the way Jessie operated, the way she'd find a weak point, and just bring a hammer down on it.  Jessie of the last couple of weeks hadn't been some mind-controlled zombie.  Maybe she hadn't known what she'd been doing, but she'd done it.
 
   And Kaitlyn was going to have to talk to Wednesday about it.  She was still wearing the chastity belt—when she sat down, she could almost forget about it, but when she was walking, she knew it was there.  And it was like Wednesday was there too, making her. . . well, okay, the chastity belt was good.  And yeah, Jessie was an asshole, but she was Kaitlyn's friend.  She'd mention it to Wednesday, and if Wednesday wanted to talk to her, they'd talk.  But not if she didn't, no matter how mind-controlled Jessie was, or what.
 
   After Kaitlyn told Wednesday that she'd finished her story.  And after they reviewed what Kaitlyn had done in school, which was the first thing Wednesday wanted to do as soon as she got back.
 
   "Setup first, though," said Wednesday.  "Strip, and kneel facing the couch, arms out in front of you."
 
   "Right, um," said Kaitlyn, as she was pulling her sweater off.  "Only it's just—you gave me a key for an emergency, but—"
 
   "When I say strip," said Wednesday.  "You can feel free to assume that it does not include things that are locked on you."
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn, kneeling down next to the couch, where Wednesday had assembled a pile of books.
 
   "I'll add a book for you to hold each time you get something wrong," she said.  "And don't drop them."
 
   Howland's gym was almost as good as the one Kaitlyn went to back in Raleigh, and it had a climbing wall, which she used whenever she could.  But she got two books from talking about Great Expectations—she'd forgotten who Mr. Wopsle was, and what he'd done, because nobody in history ever gave a shit about anyone named Mr. Wopsle—and those were enough to make her realize that it wasn't going to be as easy as she'd thought.  And then came biology, which was about ATP and mitochondria.  Even though Kaitlyn had been listening as hard as she could, she got a lot of that stuff wrong.
 
   Fortunately, even though the books were pretty big, they were thin.  It turned out she could manage eight of them without her arms falling off, which was how many she had by the time Wednesday was done explaining the electrochemical proton gradient to her.  And, Wednesday being Wednesday, she kept Kaitlyn there a little longer, holding onto those books, as Wednesday's hand drifted over Kaitlyn's arm and shoulders, feeling her trembling under her touch.  Which was. . . well, she didn't drop the books, anyway.
 
   "So," said Wednesday.  "Enjoying your foray into the STEM field?"
 
   "I don't know what that means," said Kaitlyn.  "But I don't think so."
 
   "It stands for Science, Technology, Engineering, and Mathematics," said Wednesday.  "I'm pretty sure they just added the technology part in to make a cool acronym, because I'm not sure what 'technology' is that isn't science and engineering.  But—"
 
   "But it's like I'm trying to climb up a ladder that keeps disappearing," said Kaitlyn, trying to fight back tears.  Because of the books, not because she wasn't good at something.  That would be stupid.  "It's like, I understand a thing, kind of, but then there's another thing on top of that which means I had to really understand the thing under it, and again and again, and I'm just climbing on nothing, and it all falls apart."
 
   "Do you want to?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Want to what?"
 
   "Understand all the things?  See where that ladder can go?"
 
   It was really hard to concentrate on the question with those books held out in front of her, and her arms falling off, and Wednesday's fingers tracing her neck, and under her chin, and her ears.  But Kaitlyn did her best.
 
   "I don't really care about the math," she said, finally.  "But I guess I do kind of want to learn some of the other stuff on the biology syllabus."
 
   "Unfortunately, if it was the other way around, you could've dropped the biology.  But you're going to need a little college math to keep moving in biology.   And a little chemistry, which you're not going to like either.  But it'll be okay—I'll help.  Now, put the books down, and lie down across my lap.  Start with your head here."
 
   The 'here' in question was Wednesday's left thigh, so Kaitlyn was pretty happy to comply.  And Wednesday started massaging her shoulders.  Not well, because one hand still wasn't working right, and the other one was weak.  But Kaitlyn still melted under her touch.
 
   "Jessie wants to talk to you," she said.  She'd meant to talk about the story first, but since that would probably mean getting up and reading it, she decided to lead with the bad news.
 
   Wednesday's hand stopped moving.
 
   "She was trying to give the impression that she was scared and grateful, but I don't necessarily buy it.  I mean, she should be scared and grateful, but."
 
   "But sooner or later, I'm going to have to face your asshole friends," said Wednesday.  "And may as well do it after she's seen me kill a dude, but before she decides to run me over in some parking lot."
 
   "I don't think she'll try to kill you?" said Kaitlyn.  "But she's going to try to make you . . . she wants people to do what she wants, really."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  She started playing with Kaitlyn's shoulders again.  "Well, so do I.  Set it up when I can see, and we'll see who wins."
 
   "Also I finished that story?  The one about Luna Lovegood and Lucius Malfoy?"
 
   Wednesday slid her hand down from Kaitlyn's shoulders to her butt, and fiddled with the chains of the chastity belt.  "Good girl.  Okay.  I'm going to be giving you an extended beating—my shoulder is starting to move, but the hand still feels like a dead fish, and maybe that'll get the blood moving right.  But let's have a reading first.  Ideally, I'd have you standing and reciting from memory, but . . . well, this time, you can sit on the floor next to the couch and read from your computer."
 
   The only good thing was that Wednesday couldn't read over her shoulder or anything, so she wasn't going to be able to make fun of her spelling and punctuation.  But reading out loud—reading porn out loud would be hard even if it wasn't stuff that she'd written.
 
   And even if it wasn't terrible, which it kind of was.
 
   It hadn't seemed terrible when she was writing it, but as she read it, there were things that just . . . well, Luna wanted Mr. Malfoy to fuck her, so she said that, and it was like, that's how porn went, when people talked in porn.  But 'Ooh, fuck me,' sounded cheesy when she said it out loud, and even though Wednesday was sitting quietly with her eyes closed and not laughing, Kaitlyn knew that she was laughing on the inside.
 
   Kaitlyn had done all sorts of weird and humiliating and upsetting stuff.  She had literally tongued Wednesday's asshole.  But she never in her life blushed as hard as she did reading that.  It was terrible.
 
   When she finished, Wednesday held out a hand, and Kaitlyn buried her cheek in it, and hoped that nobody was ever going to look at her or talk to her, or anything ever.
 
   "So," said Wednesday, after a pause.  Which counted as talking to her.  Kaitlyn tried to hide behind her hair.
 
   "I take it that this is the first time you've tried to write fanfiction.  Or fiction in general?"
 
   "Kind of?" said Kaitlyn.  "Look, I'm sorry it was bad, but—"
 
   "Hush," said Wednesday.  "I'm not going to say it was good, but it was sweet that you wrote that for me, and there were things that I liked."
 
   She wasn't laughing.  At least, not out loud.  But there was a lot of laughter in the way that she said that.
 
   "You're making fun of me," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "I mean, I want to, but I'm not."  Then she didn't say anything for a while.
 
   "If you'd like," said Wednesday, "I can . . . point out areas that need improvement, and ways in which it can be improved, let's say.  Or I can just keep it as it is, and . . ."
 
   "And have me read it out loud to your friends when you have a party."
 
   "Kaitlyn, I don't have the energy to indulge your public humiliation fetish right now," said Wednesday.  "But that's a fun idea.  I mean, I don't want to punish you for doing something sweet, but whether or not you revise the story, we might wind up doing that.  Truth is, I've got an idea that's a bit along those lines.  Oh, and also, you have a nice reciting voice.  Maybe you'll get to memorize some poetry."
 
   "Great," said Kaitlyn, and then Wednesday laughed at the complete lack of enthusiasm there.  And since Wednesday couldn't see, Kaitlyn didn't have to fight back a smile to avoid ruining the effect.
 
   "Point is, I don't want to discourage you.  But you're going to be discouraged if I give you the sort of crit that I give people, because it sounds mean."
 
   "Why do you give crits that sound mean?" said Kaitlyn.  "You're not mean."
 
   "I don't like sentences that don't work," said Wednesday.  "And I don't like poorly organized paragraphs, and I don't like cliches, and I don't like—"
 
   "Maybe I'll wait a little bit on getting your comments," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Fair enough," said Wednesday.  She inched over to the middle of the couch, and then paused.  "I'm going to be hitting you for a while, and I can't read while I'm doing it.  Put on that microfluidics video again, and I'll see if I get a little more out of it this time."
 
   Wednesday couldn't see, so Kaitlyn stuck her tongue out before she did what she'd been told.  It was going to take a long time, maybe, but Wednesday could be paying attention to her rather than the lecture, which boiled down to a guy saying, "science science science" for an hour and a half in an Indian accent.
 
   When Kaitlyn lay down across Wednesday's lap, they couldn't quite find a way to set her up that didn't have the chastity belt pressing in somewhere awkward.  So Wednesday took it off, and that felt weird and free and great.
 
   Wednesday pushed a couple of fingers up into Kaitlyn's cunt. "Man, you liked that.  Nice and slick."
 
   Kaitlyn gave a needy little whine.  "No," said Wednesday.  "You get to come when I can see you come."
 
   That sounded pretty great, actually, but Wednesday wasn't making it any easier.  She probed Kaitlyn's cunt thoroughly, which left her breath short and her pulse fast.  And then, once she was in place, she started hitting Kaitlyn's butt with her left hand, while keeping her right hand on her pussy.
 
   "The thing is," said Wednesday conversationally, "that I'm really not feeling anything with that hand.  It's like slapping you with a dead fish."
 
   "Hot?" said Kaitlyn  The next dead fish hit her a little harder.
 
   "Hush," said Wednesday.  "Let's see if microfluidics makes any more sense the second time around."
 
   Whether or not it did to Wednesday, it didn't make a lick of sense to Kaitlyn.  Well, maybe a little bit more than nothing, to the extent that she sort of maybe understood some of what the questions were, even if she didn't understand anything else.
 
   What she definitely understood was that Wednesday was hitting her pretty hard, and she wasn't stopping, either.  Normally, she'd stop and do something else after a while.  But this was more of a workout than a sex thing.  Her other hand was still on Kaitlyn's pussy, but it was barely moving at all, just enough to keep her going.
 
   Finally the lecture was over, and Wednesday stopped, her breath a little labored.  "That seems to have done the trick.  Great.  Only now I'm tired again.  Get your belt back on, and I'm going to take a nap.  Wake me up for dinner.  Light dinner."
 
   "Biscuits and gravy?"
 
   "Biscuits," said Wednesday.  "Not gravy.  Maybe jam or something.  Not too much.  And nothing that'll get me to overeat and vomit."
 
   "Kay," said Kaitlyn.  It was weird—she'd felt great with the belt off, but there was something neat about having it back on and locked in place.  Only her butt really did hurt.  A lot.
 
   Biscuits with jam wasn't exactly a filling dinner, but she ate what Wednesday ate, and slept on the floor next to her bed, and hoped she'd feel better.
 
   Which she did, mostly, but still couldn't see.
 
   "Nonetheless," said Wednesday, after she finished breakfast.  "Probably time to get over to campus, to talk to some people."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn. 
 
   "What?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Well, I kind of looked at the internet?  And while a bump on the head can require rest for a while, and it can also make people blind, it's not . . . if you're blind a few days after getting hit on the head, people are going to ask questions."
 
   Wednesday was quiet for a while.   "Good call," she said.  "Man, this sucks."
 
   "I know?" said Kaitlyn.  "I could—"
 
   "Eh," said Wednesday.  "Come here and lick me out.  I'll think of something."
 
   She'd think about how great Kaitlyn was at licking her out, was what she'd think about.  Kaitlyn dropped to her knees and got started.  Wednesday tasted good, really good, and she was trembling, her pussy pushing into Kaitlyn's mouth and her fingers knotted in Kaitlyn's hair, and.  And Kaitlyn had missed all that stuff a lot.
 
   "Well," said Wednesday, sitting back down.  "Didn't get my sight back, but that was nice."
 
   "And since we can't do anything else today, we may as well—"
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "Get dressed, Kaitlyn.  I'm feeling well enough to be okay by myself, and there's shopping that needs to be done."
 
   "But—"
 
   "But you'll put some podcasts on the queue, and . . . well, I can't use the phone, but open up a chat window with you.  If I need you, I'll type something."
 
   There was shopping that needed to be done, and Kaitlyn didn't want to leave Wednesday alone for longer than necessary, so she got going as soon as she could, planning on being back as soon as possible.
 
   It wasn't quite soon enough.  As she was loading the groceries into the trunk, she got a chat on her phone.
 
   "Your friend is knocking at my door," it said.  "At least, that's my assumption.  I'm not going to let her in, but I think we're going to have to deal with this sooner, rather than later."
 
   "Sonofabitch," said Kaitlyn, and got back into her car.  Jessie was a pain in the ass, no question.  And Wednesday was good at typing without being able to see a keyboard, but that wasn't a big surprise either.
 
   "I'll get her off your back," said Kaitlyn.  "I'll tell her—"
 
   "You'll tell her we'll meet at the Purple Onion in an hour," said Wednesday.  "Then you'll unpack the groceries, and we'll head out to the Purple Onion."
 
   That was the vegetarian place right off campus, which was kind of hippie, and not very good.  And Wednesday persisted in liking it, despite Kaitlyn's best efforts at showing her what good food was actually like.  "But people will—"
 
   "It's late for lunch," said Wednesday.  "And I'll be able to sit down and eat quietly.  Not many people will see me, and those who do will think that I'm hungover or on painkillers or something.  But I don't want those videos getting out because she's mad at me."
 
   "But—"
 
   "Do it," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn did it.  At least, she made the call, told Jessie where they were going to meet, and then hung up before Jessie could take over and make it seem like she'd won something by looking up an address in a phone book, which she hadn't.
 
   Wednesday managed the walk from the car to the restaurant okay—there was ice on the sidewalk, which made it natural for Kaitlyn to be helping her, given the cane and general weakness, and they got a table not too far from the door, which was fine.
 
   Also some cheese sambouseks from the counter, and a fruit salad, and a loaf of bread with butter.
 
   The bread was good, anyway.  The sambouseks turned out to be sort of like an empanada, but with more cheese and spinach inside.  Not terrible, but Kaitlyn could make better food for less money.
 
   Jessie came in after they'd started eating, got a coke, and came over.  She didn't look thrilled to be there, but it wasn't like there were that many better restaurants near campus.  It was that, or eat at the caf, which was awful.
 
   "We need to talk," she said, sitting down.
 
   "So you've said," said Wednesday.  "Go ahead and talk."
 
   "Brandon is gone; completely gone.  His stuff—"
 
   "You said it," said Wednesday.  "He's gone.  It's your stuff now."
 
   "I don't want his stuff!" said Jessie, sounding venomous.  "What the fuck am I supposed to do with men's pants and cologne and books that look like props in a haunted house?  And what happens when the police come around looking for him, and they find out that I tried to sell his watches or something?  I need—"
 
   "Has a single one of your friends noticed that your boyfriend is gone?" asked Wednesday.
 
   Jessie hesitated.
 
   "Police aren't going to come around," said Wednesday.  "And yeah, maybe there's something that'll fuck you up in the watches or the cufflinks or the books, but frankly, I don't see how that's my problem."
 
   "Look," said Jessie.  "He made me do that, with you—you know he made me do things."
 
   "I know he made you do things," said Wednesday.  "I also know he didn't make you do everything."
 
   "What difference does it make?" said Jessie.  "If I'd tried not to do it, I'd have had to do it anyway.  And I didn't want to hurt Katy; we've been friends for—"
 
   "Didn't mind hurting me," said Wednesday.  "And whether or not you wanted to hurt Kaitlyn, I'm pretty sure you wanted to punish her for not doing what you wanted her to do."
 
   Jessie took a long swallow from her coke.  "Maybe.  Doesn't change the fact that I still have those videos.  And doesn't change the fact that I was the one who set the two of you up."
 
   "Are you shitting me?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Tell me you'd have gotten together with her if I hadn't gotten it started," said Jessie.
 
   "You—"
 
   "What do you want, exactly?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "You come to my apartment and you take everything that Brandon had that might be dangerous out of it.  And you cover for me when the cops or his parents or whoever come looking for him."
 
   "His parents?" said Wednesday.  "Dude was eight hundred years old; odds that his parents are going to be looking for him are not good."
 
   Jessie shook her head, and gave Wednesday her most withering look.  It didn't seem to work, and probably not just because Wednesday was blind.
 
   "He was twenty-three," she said patiently.  "I saw his driver's license."
 
   "Like yours?" asked Kaitlyn.  "The one that says you're twenty-one?"
 
   "Shut up, Katy.  Brandon was—"
 
   "You're willing to believe that I have magical powers," said Wednesday, "and that Brandon had magical powers, and that he could compel you to act against your will, but not that he was a little older than he looked?"
 
   "Look I felt . . . it wasn't any illusion or anything.  He was—"
 
   "Young and firm and thrusting hard," said Wednesday.  "That's sort of his deal.  Fucked women, stole a year or two of life from them, then moved on.  Only he thought he'd found a bigger prize than that, gambled, and lost.  Little more than eight hundred years old, and probably from Baghdad.  Don't worry about his parents.  Or the cops."
 
   "Look, he didn't look—"
 
   "He didn't look eight hundred years old, and he didn't look Middle Eastern.  Established.  Incubuses look like young, healthy men, as close to the local standard of beauty as possible.  The feel real, but they're not really here; it's all lies and illusions.  And once that's gone, it's gone."
 
   "Whatever.  Point is, you're going to get those—"
 
   "Nope," said Wednesday.  "I'm still very weak on the left side of my body, and can't see.  I'm not stumbling around someone's apartment, trying to figure out what's worth taking.  If—"
 
   "If you want me to start reading those books and trying to learn what's in them, fine," said Jessie.  "But my understanding is that things like that seldom work out well."
 
   "Huh," said Wednesday.  "See, I was expecting more threats, and less sense."
 
   "Well, if you want threats, I've got threats," said Jessie.  "But I'm seriously afraid of what's going to happen, and I need—"
 
   "You need to sit tight until I can see again," said Wednesday.  "Sorry about that, but I'm not going to be able to help much, even if I wanted to, until I'm recovered."
 
   "So have Katy do it," said Jessie.  "I am not leaving my apartment because of something you did, and I'm not—"
 
   "Kaitlyn isn't putting herself at risk because you got involved with an incubus, and then tried to kill me.  You'll wait."
 
   "I'll post those fucking videos," said Jessie.  "See if I don't."
 
   "Give me a piece of paper, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "And a pen."
 
   Kaitlyn rooted around in her purse, found an envelope and and a pen.  Wednesday wrote something on it, folded it up, tossed it in Jessie's direction.
 
   Then Kaitlyn tucked her hands into her armpits, and started clucking.  Not something she'd decided to do.  It had been a while since Wednesday had used the necklace like that, but it was always there, and Kaitlyn had always known that it was there.
 
   Jessie gave her a look, and then looked at the piece of paper.
 
   "The necklace," said Jessie, and Kaitlyn stopped clucking.
 
   "Pretty much," said Wednesday.  "But just to make things clear. Kaitlyn.  Take it off."
 
   Kaitlyn did.
 
   "Now, cluck like a chicken."
 
   No problem.  She tucked her hands in, and clucked again.
 
   "What's your point?" asked Jessie.
 
   Wednesday gave a satisfied smile.  "Well, first of all, my point was that Kaitlyn hasn't been trapped by an evil witch and that you need to save her.  Not going to argue the evil witch part, but just wanted to make it clear that saving her wasn't just taking a necklace off.  But that wasn't my main point.  Look at it this way.  Let's say that the necklace is the only thing I have.  Just that.  And let's say that posting those videos does exactly what you want it to do, and you ruin my life.  Fine; it's the sort of thing that you're good at, and I'm bad at.  But I'd have that necklace.  What happens next, Jessie?  What if instead of just being sad and accepting the consequences of not doing what you want, I decide to fuck with your life?"
 
   "What happens then is that you regret it."
 
   "Granted," said Wednesday.  "And how do you feel about it?  You know what Brandon was able to do to you.  Mine works better, and doesn't need sex to make the connection.  Just—say a lady puts on a necklace, and goes and tells the cops that she's missing something.  And say that a judge happens to put on a necklace before a hearing?"
 
   Jessie made a dismissive noise.  "Please.  You're not going to do any of that.  You don't even smoke weed."
 
   "I literally killed your boyfriend like three days ago, Jessie," said Wednesday.  "Might want to take me seriously."
 
   For the first time in her life, Kaitlyn saw Jessie look scared.  It was gone in a second; Wednesday went back to eating her sambousek, not seeing anything, but still.  She'd . . . well, she hadn't won, but.
 
   "Look," said Jessie.  "I need help.  You're. . .  I need you to help me.  Please."
 
   "I'm a decent person, and the only person who can help," said Wednesday.  "Fine.  I'll do it.  When I can see.  Take a couple of days off—you can skip a few classes.  Give Kaitlyn your keys, go take a trip to the city or something.  As soon as I can deal with your apartment, I'll deal with your apartment."
 
   Jessie scowled, then shrugged.  "You know what?  I actually think you will.  And, well, I guess—"
 
   "You're not actually sorry about threatening me," said Wednesday.  "And you'll say that you're going to delete the videos, but you have no actual intention of deleting those videos.  Well, whatever—your choice.  But if you let them get out, and it winds up causing problems for Kaitlyn, I'll—"
 
   "I got it," said Jessie.  "You're a spooky monster, and I should do whatever you say."
 
   "And you're the literal worst, and I should fear you," said Wednesday.  "So long as we're both clear on that."
 
   "Exactly," said Jessie, with a bright smile.  "And do it soon, because that shit is creeping me out."
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.  "No problem."
 
   Kaitlyn watched Jessie leave.  "Huh," she said after a while.
 
   "Huh?"
 
   "I kind of did not expect you to handle her."
 
   "To handle her?" asked Wednesday.  "Seriously, why is everyone acting like, well, sure, she did kill an ancient demon, but she can't possibly handle Jessie—what's her last name?"
 
   "Taylor," said Kaitlyn.  "Maybe it's because you've got feta cheese on your nose?"
 
   Wednesday wiped her nose, and then shook her head.  "Watson, after I take over the world, remind me to publicly snub you."
 
   "Fair," said Kaitlyn.  "Also I guess I'm happy that you kind of got along?"
 
   "I what?"
 
   "I mean, I . . . she is the literal worst, but she's also kind of fun, and you didn't kill her or turn her into a frog, or—"
 
   Wednesday shook her head.  "So you guys are friends again now?"
 
   "Not exactly?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday was quiet.
 
   "Maybe a little.  Not if you don't want me to be friends with her."
 
   "Why?" said Wednesday.  "I mean, I'm not saying you can't be friends with whoever you want, but—"
 
   "But I will 100% respect your wishes if you don't want me to be friends with her, even if it weren't for the attempted murder, which wasn't her fault and which she didn't understand when it was happening," said Kaitlyn.  "But we've known each other forever, and she might be a little bit the worst, but she's also a little bit fun?  And the two of you did get along, at least a little, so—"
 
   "She threatened to post revenge porn of me to the internet, and I kind of implied that I would use magic to send her to prison."
 
   "Right, but other than that, she asked for help, and you said that you'd help her."
 
   Wednesday shook her head sadly.  "I don't understand normal people.  Never have, never will.  Good thing you're a big ol' perv, or this wouldn't be working out at all."
 
   Kaitlyn's ears turned red at that.  "Speaking of which."
 
   "Speaking of which," said Wednesday.  "Kinda shot my wad yelling at your fun friend.  I'm going to have to sit here for a bit, and you're basically going to have to carry me to the car when it's time to go."
 
   Kaitlyn immediately felt terrible.  Wednesday had been good about hiding it, but she wasn't really ready to face this sort of thing, and if Kaitlyn had handled things right, she wouldn't have had to face that sort of thing.
 
   Wednesday kicked her leg.  "You do make a funny chicken, though.  Wasn't sure I had the strength to tap the necklace, but everything's working pretty well there."
 
   Kaitlyn did her best chicken squawk, and Wednesday grinned at her.  "Right," she said.  "Let's go home, and I'll need a nap.  And then you can give me another bath, and lick my asshole while I think about what I'm going to do to punish you for all this."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn, feeling a bit flushed.  "Okay."
 
   Wednesday did need help getting to the car, and looked a little pathetic when she was napping, but by the time she was in the bath, she was seemed more like her usual self—she had Kaitlyn keep her eyes closed while she washed her, and then got mostly dressed before lying down on her stomach, with a little wiggle to her butt.
 
   "Honestly," she said, as Kaitlyn spread her open, "this isn't my favorite.  But it's worth indulging you from time to time.  Go ahead."
 
   They'd been together for long enough that Kaitlyn had discovered that she was way more turned on than she thought she'd be by all sorts of weird things.  But she still blushed like crazy when Wednesday pointed out that she was turned on by all sorts of weird things.
 
   Like, it wasn't that she spent her time thinking about licking Wednesday's asshole.  But when Wednesday acted like licking her asshole was Kaitlyn's fetish, and that the only reason Wednesday was going along with it was to give her a treat. . . well, that kind of was Kaitlyn's fetish, for one reason or another.
 
   And also it was a little gross and demeaning, and it made her feel kind of squirmy, with her legs between Wednesday's, and her tongue probing at her, trying to get inside, to show how good a job she'd do at whatever it was she was given to do.
 
   And it seemed like Wednesday had a lot to think about.  It was like a half-hour of licking her ass before Wednesday had Kaitlyn go brush her teeth and then make dinner.
 
   There was more of that sort of thing for the next few days—Wednesday put clamps on Kaitlyn's nipples and had her do jumping jacks, and spent hours with Kaitlyn lying across her lap, playing with pussy but not letting her come—but while she was getting stronger in most ways, she still couldn't see.
 
   Finally, a week after she'd nearly killed herself fighting the incubus, just after sunset, she had Kaitlyn call up Dr. Backhouse and ask her over,.
 
   Dr. Backhouse wasn't thrilled to take the call.
 
   "What now, thou slatternish beldame?" she shouted, loud enough for Kaitlyn to hear, even though Wednesday didn't have her phone on speaker or anything.
 
   "Been a week," said Wednesday.  "And I still can't see."
 
   A pause, and then something quieter.
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "Not light and dark, no pressure behind the eyes."
 
   Another pause.  "Thank you," said Wednesday.  "I'll take care of that; see you soon."
 
   "She's coming?" asked Kaitlyn, wanting Wednesday to be better, but not 100% sure that she wanted to see Dr. Backhouse again.
 
   "Come on," said Wednesday.  "I've got to go piss in a cup.  You get to help!"
 
   It didn't take long, since Wednesday was mostly better.  Kaitlyn had to get the cup, and wait in the bathroom, and then carry a cup of warm piss back out to the living room.
 
   Where Dr. Backhouse was sitting on the couch, cloak next to the door, walking stick across her lap.
 
   "Well, bring it," she said.  "And sit, Miss Newland."
 
   Kaitlyn took it over to Dr. Backhouse, who sniffed at the cup, then held it up to the light.
 
   And then she looked at Kaitlyn.  "Well?  Gape-jawed and graceless?  Miss Newland deserves better.  Curtsey, and off with you, until you are needed."
 
   "Needed here," said Wednesday, patting the couch next to her.  Kaitlyn sat, despite a sniff from Dr. Backhouse.
 
   "What is it?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Fear," said Dr. Backhouse, "is not becoming one of thy blood, nor one of thy abilities.  It is taking perhaps longer than anticipated, but there is no permanent damage.  It will heal when it is ready to heal."
 
   Kaitlyn could feel Wednesday relaxing a little.  Not all the way, though.
 
   "I don't—"
 
   "I care not a fig for thy imaginings and thy foolishness.  Thou shalt be well, before the day of St Agape of Evoriacum."
 
   "Which is when?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Start of April," said Dr. Backhouse.  "Be not so hurried as—"
 
   "The middle of April?" asked Wednesday.  "I can't—"
 
   "The start of April," said Dr. Backhouse.  "The calendar of Julius Caesar is of sufficient excellence; I will not stand for this foolishness.  Now.  There is the matter of payment."
 
   "As soon as I'm recovered, I'll—"
 
   "That is insufficiently soon," said Dr. Backhouse.  "I will send a child to attend to you whilst you remain bedarkened, and I shall take this chit for the duration; her bones seem well, but she is shockingly ignorant, both of the nature of her position and simple manners.  When I return her, she shall be expert in both."
 
   "No," said Wednesday.
 
   "You deny me?" asked Dr. Backhouse.
 
   "I do," said Wednesday.
 
   "How?  Do you think you can oppose me, in your current state?  You have allowed me through your wards, Wednesday Newland, and you cannot oppose me now in this, or in any other matter."
 
   "I'll go," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, it won't be long, and—"
 
   "You will shut your mouth," said Wednesday, and there was something steel in the way she said that.  She hadn't used the necklace, but Kaitlyn shut her mouth as automatically as if she had.
 
   "If you choose to fight now, you will lose," said Dr. Backhouse.  "Thy scullion is willing enough; I will take her for a short time, and then return her to thy care, all debts paid."
 
   "She will not be yours," said Wednesday.  "Not for an instant.  There are none who will lay their hands upon her, an she does not will it."
 
   "You cannot deny me—"
 
   "By blood and bone, I do," said Wednesday.  "We have been friends since I have known you, but if you lay a hand upon her, you shall burn for it."
 
   Kaitlyn deeply wished that there was a rifle or a shotgun or something in the apartment, because there was no way that Wednesday could do anything—she couldn't see—and if—
 
   Then Dr. Backhouse laughed.  "Good.  The light had gone from thy eyes because thy production of yellow bile had been blocked; now the choler is flowing properly.  It will not be two hours before thou canst again see."
 
   There was a pause, when Wednesday was still mad as hell, but had to recalculate, like she'd missed her exit and Waze was trying to figure out some other way to get where she was going.
 
   "And if I hadn't gotten mad?" she asked.
 
   "Then," said Dr. Backhouse, "I should have taken her, and returned her in a state to arouse thy wrath; it would not have been difficult."
 
   Wednesday shook her head.  "There are times I am not certain about our friendship, Flora."
 
   "That is mete and well," said Dr. Backhouse.  "Thou hast a great measure of talent, but thy training is sadly lacking; thou ought not trust so widely as thou dost."
 
   "Perhaps," said Wednesday.  "I take it that the regular payment will suffice?"
 
   Dr. Backhouse waved a hand.  "A pint or two of the claret, when thou hast them to spare.  And I am desirous of thy assistance in a matter most recondite; whatever daemon it is that captured the souls of thy generation is proving most unruly."
 
   "DNS problems?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "A pox on DNS, and a pox on Comcast, and three different curses upon the head of the Medicaid reimbursement forms 837P and CMS-1500.  When I give o'er this field, for it hath grown rotten, I shall determine who is responsible and I shall take their liver and lights.  By the thunder and the snake, see if I shall not."
 
   "I can help with the DNS," said Wednesday.  "Couple of weeks, maybe?"
 
   "Thou should be better served helping thyself to achieve mastery, child.  But I shall not deny myself the service I require.  Three weeks, to the day, Wednesday Newland."
 
   Then she took her hat and coat, and left.
 
   "So, um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "What?"
 
   "I am yours," she said.  "I—"
 
   "Damn right you are.  Touching my things like that, and not switching to Google's DNS servers when I tell her to, I'll show her what's . . . bedroom, Kaitlyn, and naked.  It's been awhile since I've seen anything, and I know what I want to see when I can see."
 
   Kaitlyn's ears turned red, and she got undressed on the way to the bedroom, making sure not to leave anything where it might trip up Wednesday.
 
   Wednesday came in after a second and had Kaitlyn lie down on her back.  Then she took the chastity belt off, tied her up, and started fucking her with her hand.
 
   "You get one orgasm," said Wednesday.  "You get it exactly when I say that you're going to get it.  After that, you do not come again until I have decided on a course of punishment for you, and you have endured whatever I come up with."
 
   Kaitlyn gave a quick, fevered nod.  Wednesday was pushing her hard, and if she came before she was supposed to, it would—
 
   A smack across her face.  "Do you understand?"
 
   Right.  She still couldn't see.  "Yes, Wednesday.  Please, can you—"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "You will take what you're given, and you will hold it until I tell you that you can come."
 
   That wasn't going to be easy—there were two fingers pushing up into her, and Wednesday's other hand was moving lightly across her clit.  But there had been that same steel in her voice as there had been when she told Kaitlyn to shut up, so she had to take what she was given and hold it until Wednesday said that she could come.
 
   It wasn't long before Wednesday had moved so that she was sitting straddling Kaitlyn's left leg, her sweatpants against Kaitlyn's bare skin, holding Kaitlyn's leg down with her weight, as she thrashed and moaned and begged.
 
   She could've pushed Kaitlyn over, if she'd wanted, no matter how hard she was trying to take what she was given, and Kaitlyn certainly could've gone over the edge if she'd wanted to.  She was close, and it felt really, really good.  But Wednesday kept her there, and Kaitlyn didn't try for more, until, finally, Wednesday said, "Go ahead."'
 
   Kaitlyn did, and Wednesday didn't stop until Kaitlyn was completely wrung out.  Three orgasms, one after the other?  Four?  One really big one?  Whatever it was, she was sweating, and gasping like she'd been underwater the whole time, and utterly done.
 
   "You look nice."  Wednesday leaned forward, lay down on top of Kaitlyn, and kissed her forehead.  "See, I make up my mind to keep you in denial, but you do you look lovely when you come."
 
   Kaitlyn had been utterly wrung out, but there was a shiver at that, one last pulse of her hips.
 
   "Again, nice," said Wednesday.  "We'll take a little nap, and then you can make dinner and we'll watch TV."
 
   That sounded good, but even though Wednesday was passed out a few seconds later, a little bubble of drool pulsing in time with her breath, it took Kaitlyn a little longer to fall asleep.  Part of that had to do with still being tied to the bed, but what Wednesday had done would've been enough to knock her out if she had been tied standing up.
 
   It was just . . . she lay there, watched Wednesday sleep, and found herself tearing up.  Kaitlyn couldn't quite explain why, not even to herself, and tried not to do anything that would wake Wednesday up.
 
   But a sob shook her, and she couldn't quite swallow it, and Wednesday opened her eyes, looking grumpy.  Then she got a better look at Kaitlyn, and her expression softened.  "What?"
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head, still crying, not able to say anything.
 
   "No, seriously, what."
 
   "It's just that you were going to fight for me, and you can see, and I was what you wanted to see first, and I'm—it's—"
 
   She was crying for real now.  Wednesday leaned over and kissed her, long and hard and with tongue and with their teeth clicking against each other's, and her arm around Kaitlyn, and her body pressed up against her.
 
   When Wednesday was done, she leaned back, and Kaitlyn wasn't crying as hard.
 
   "It's just you've had an emotional day," said Wednesday.  "Me too.  But I recall telling you to take a nap.  Do as you're told, Kaitlyn."
 
   She was still crying, but she gave a little nod, and Wednesday smiled at her, snuggled in closer.  "I mean, this is nice too," she said, and closed her eyes, her breath warm against Kaitlyn's side.  And then Kaitlyn did fall asleep.
 
   Not for long.  She was way too tied up for that.  But enough that the next time she woke up, Wednesday was ready to let her go make dinner.  Neither of them was up for anything fancy, so it was mac and cheese, which Wednesday ate at the table, and which Kaitlyn ate from a bowl next to the table, her ass up in the air, while Wednesday played with her.
 
   Kaitlyn was feeling better after the nap—sore, but better, and then a lot better after having eaten.  As it turned out, in addition to the really frightening emotional stuff going on, she had also been hungry.  And then Wednesday's hand felt nice on her butt, and on her pussy, and—
 
   "Well," said Wednesday.  "You seem to have recovered a little.  Getting all wriggly like that."
 
   Kaitlyn blushed at her half-empty bowl of mac and cheese, but didn't stop wriggling.
 
   "And you want just a little more fun before you get locked away, except for cleanings and such," added Wednesday.
 
   "Technically," said Kaitlyn, "it wouldn't even have to be a different date, because—"
 
   Wednesday slapped her pussy, firmly.  "Technically," said Wednesday, "I can do whatever I want to you."
 
   That was entirely true.
 
   Unfortunately, it seemed that what she wanted to do was to lock the chastity belt back on.  But then it was time to watch Mystery Science Theater with Kaitlyn's head on Wednesday's lap, and that was pretty great.
 
   "I think a bath before bed," said Wednesday.  "I mean, for you, stinky."
 
   Kaitlyn scowled at her.  She'd showered when she woke up, like usual, and it wasn't as though—
 
   "And since I don't want you to do any touching, I'm going to have to do the shaving myself," said Wednesday.
 
   Oh.  Well, in that case, a bath didn't sound like such a bad idea, honestly.
 
   Wednesday actually went into the bathroom with her, and sat on the toilet and chatted with her about her classes and such, as she tried to bathe with that belt on.  And then she was done.  "Up," said Wednesday, and took the belt off of Kaitlyn.  And then got out one of those old-fashioned straight razors, and a can of shaving cream.
 
   "Legs apart," she said, kneeling in front of her.  Then she looked up at Kaitlyn, and grinned.  "Trust me?"
 
   Kaitlyn gave a quick nod.
 
   "Then eyes closed," said Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn closed her eyes, tried not to jump when Wednesday sprayed that shaving cream on.  "This is sort of the issue," said Wednesday, as she laid the razor down along Kaitlyn's skin and got to work.  "I mean, you want me to punish you for fucking up.  Again.  But as far as I can see, the only serious mistake you made was not trusting me to handle Jessie."
 
   It wasn't a conversation that Kaitlyn wanted to have at all, let alone with her eyes closed and a straight razor on her bits.  "Sorry?"
 
   "Apparently," said Wednesday.  "And I've got my trust issues as well, I suppose.  We'll work on . . . well, some of them, anyway.  I'm thinking of doing stuff a little harsher than usual, but at the same time, I'm not sure it's a good idea."
 
   "Please?"
 
   "Shut up," said Wednesday amiably.  "See, that's the problem.  I've got stuff planned out, and I know I'm going to enjoy it.  And I'm pretty sure that you're going to enjoy it.  But . . . I like all sorts of stuff, and sooner or later, I'm going to do something that you don't like."
 
   She rinsed Kaitlyn off with a handful of water, then put more shaving cream on.  "Now, if we're doing light sorts of things, I can tell if you don't like it by your squirming and crying.  But if I'm pushing things . . ."
 
   "I'm going to say please again," said Kaitlyn.  "Come on, Wednesday.  I like everything you do."
 
   Wednesday sighed.  "Thus far true, as far as I can tell.  And the truth is, I'm not that interested in some of the more usual squicks.  But . . . but I want to hurt you, Kaitlyn.  You're pretty and friendly and happy, and I just want to take you apart, and make you cry sometimes."
 
   Kaitlyn was breathing hard.  She'd just had the best orgasm she'd ever had, but that was like two hours ago.  "I want—"
 
   "We'll talk about that soon.  But what I need—not want, need—is to know that I can count on you to tell me if I'm pushing you out of your comfort zone.  I . . . okay.  I like thinking too much about things.  It's why I'm so mad about stillsuits."
 
   "Stillsuits?"
 
   "From Dune.  Maybe I'll have you read that soon.  You see, the reason people sweat is to get rid of heat, but if you recycle all the water, how's the heat getting. . . no.  Side issue.  But here's a thing that I can see happening.  You've liked everything I've done.  Great.  But let's say that I start doing something you don't like.  And you don't want to let me know that you can't deal with it, and since I don't know you don't like it, I keep doing it.  And then five years down the road, when you talk about this relationship, you start with, 'Well, the sex started off great, but.'"
 
   Wednesday had stopped shaving her, and Kaitlyn was on the verge of tears again.  She never cried!  But it was like Wednesday had found the switch to turn those on, and now she was like, weepy all the time.
 
   "Won't," she said.
 
   "Sure.  Maybe it'll just be that I'll do a thing that I think we're both enjoying, only you're hating it.  That'd suck, Kaitlyn."  She ran her finger along Kaitlyn's freshly-shaved pussy.  "I mean, I like doing things you hate, from time to time, but I also want you aching for this, not just dreading it."
 
   "So if I say I don't like something, you won't stop?  Because I like it when you make me do things I don't like doing."  That was a sentence that totally made sense.
 
   "More or less," said Wednesday.  "I just . . . I need you to tell me when it's too much.  That's the point, really.  That way I can get a little closer to that line, and there are a lot of fun things right up against it."
 
   Kaitlyn gave a quick little nod.  Then Wednesday put the chastity belt back on her.  "So," said Wednesday.  "You're not going to keep things hidden because you don't trust me to deal with them, and I'm not going to hold back from doing sex stuff to you because I don't think you'll tell me if I've pushed you too far."
 
   "Deal," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  "We'll start the punishment proper tomorrow.  But . . . kneel, face against the bottom of the tub, near the drain.  Little further from the drain—like that."  The water had drained, but the tub was still warm, so it wasn't that bad.
 
   Wednesday didn't do anything to Kaitlyn right away—it sounded like she was brushing her teeth and washing her hands, maybe?  Then she stepped into the tub.  Kaitlyn could see her bare feet, and not much else.  She'd taken the sweatpants off, anyway.
 
   Something trickled onto Kaitlyn's neck, and then her back.  It was hot, whatever it was, and . . . Kaitlyn could see it running down in front of her.  It was pee.  Wendesday was peeing on her.  What had started as a trickle turned into a stream, and it was running right past her face, and it was steaming a little, and it was the grossest thing ever, and it was in her hair.
 
   The stream went back to a trickle, and stopped.
 
   "Sort of tempted to leave you like that," said Wednesday.  "Or maybe start your days like that, so people with a good sense of smell will know that you're damn well owned.  But since you're in my bed, you can rinse off."
 
   Kaitlyn turned around, turned the water on.
 
   And then, not looking at Wednesday, she said, "In case you were wondering, not even close to over the line."
 
   "Bold words," said Wednesday.  "But the point is not that I want to check in with you after every single thing I do.  My point is that I want to be able to do stuff, and then see the way your shoulders sort of cave in a when you feel small, or the way you have a grumpy voice when you're feeling resentful.  Or writhing!  I do like writhing, and you're great at it.  But I also want to know that I haven't gone too far, and the only way that I can be sure of that is if you tell me if and only if I'm going too far."
 
   Kaitlyn still hadn't turned around, but in addition to not having a grumpy voice—she always had a pleasant voice, what was Wednesday talking about—she was getting really turned on, and the fact that she knew that Wednesday wasn't going to do anything about that made her turned on more.
 
   Also she didn't want to talk about things, but if she didn't, Wednesday wouldn't understand, and that was what this whole thing was about, wasn't it?  Fine.
 
   "But, okay," said Kaitlyn.  "When you tell me to do something, and you don't think I can do it, and maybe I don't think that I can do it, but then I do it?  That's the best.  That's, like—that's kind of how Jessie used to make me do the things she wanted me to do, and this is so much better than that, and I don't want to back down because maybe I can do it, and I don't want to lose it."
 
   "Makes sense," said Wednesday after a while.  "But if you can't—if you try, and you can't, let me know.  And I'll keep pushing you.  Speaking of which.  I was thinking of getting some toilet paper, but the fact is, you're here.  Turn around and clean me off."
 
   Kaitlyn swallowed.  The tub was filling up, and she didn't smell quite as badly of piss.  But the smell had been bad, and the taste was going to be. . .
 
   She swallowed again, turned around and faced Wednesday.
 
   Sometimes she forgot how excellent Wednesday's legs were.  I mean, yeah, she always knew they were excellent, but. . . smooth and strong and long and perfectly shaped and.  And there was a little bit of a drop on her inner thigh.
 
   Kaitlyn went up on her knees, and licked it off.  It tasted terrible.  She coughed, swallowed, and then before Wednesday would think she was pushing things too hard, Kaitlyn moved up to Wednesday's pussy, and started licking.
 
   There was piss there.  Not a lot, but some; Wednesday had been making Kaitlyn shave every day, but Wednesday only trimmed her own bush a little.  And there was also the taste of her arousal.  The piss made her gag a little, but the rest of it. . . she could've licked for hours.
 
   "Very nice," said Wednesday, stepping away.  "Rinse off, wash your hair, brush your teeth, and then come to bed.  Lot to do tomorrow."
 
   Tomorrow was bio, and . . . well, Kaitlyn was sure Wednesday had come up with a lot to do.  The thought left Kaitlyn even more aroused, a little frightened, and super curious.
 
   "Love you," she said as Wednesday left the room.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  "And I love oral sex, so finish up in there and come to bed.  I've got a little more thinking to do, and you get to help."
 
   Helping Wednesday think about whatever she was thinking about was really nice.  She let Kaitlyn lick her out for like an hour, her hands in Kaitlyn's hair, pulling her back, slowing her down, making it last.
 
   "Fine," she said, once she'd finally let Kaitlyn finish her off.  "We'll do it.  Tomorrow morning, I need to be out by nine, and I want breakfast ready and you naked at eight-thirty.  You do need to be brought into line, so there are things coming up that you're not going to like.  By which I mean, I love you too."
 
   Another thrill of fear and anticipation.  Then Wednesday rolled her out of the bed to sleep on the floor.  The floor was hard and it wasn't easy to find a way to lie down that didn't push the belt into her uncomfortably, and she'd been given vague and ominous threats.
 
   Kaitlyn couldn't remember being happier.
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Bewitched

‘!;.





