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It was biscuits and gravy for breakfast, and Kaitlyn had them ready at precisely eight thirty. She was kind of hoping that Wednesday would oversleep, because the rule was that if she was going to wake Wednesday up, it had to be with her tongue up Wednesday's ass, and that was kinda fun.
 
   But Wednesday was up, and came into the kitchen looking ready for business, with that little half-stunned look on her face that she sometimes got when she was paying attention to Kaitlyn. Kaitlyn was standing next to the table, wearing nothing but the chastity belt and the necklace, feet together, yesterday's date freshly written over her pussy. Maybe she did push her chest out a little when Wednesday came in, but, to be fair, she had great tits.
 
   "So," said Wednesday. "Here's the deal. I want you to stick this out, and you want to stick this out. But if you can't manage, if it's actually too much, I do not want you to force yourself past that point."
 
   Kaitlyn nodded.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday. "Rules are as follows: Once we start, you don't talk except to answer questions. You don't wear clothing inside the apartment, and you don't stand up inside the apartment unless I tell you to stand up—you need to go somewhere, you crawl."
 
   Kaitlyn's feet were fidgeting a little as Wednesday said that.
 
   "Okay," she said, feeling small.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday. "Now, tell me that you love me and that I'm pretty."
 
   "I love you, and you're beautiful," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Close enough," said Wednesday. "We'll start as soon as you give me your necklace."
 
   That wasn't fair! It was Kaitlyn's necklace. Wednesday had given it to her, and it was the only way that she'd ever have been able to be with Wednesday, and—
 
   "It is yours," said Wednesday. "I gave it to you. And now I'm telling you that you're going to give it to me, until you've earned it again."
 
   Kailtlyn hesitated. She had asked for this, but if Wednesday was going to take away her necklace, maybe. . .
 
   "This is not a question," said Wednesday. "And this isn't me playing along with a fun activity that you suggested. You do need to be punished for not trusting me, and we are going to start when you give me your necklace."
 
   She did need to be punished, didn't she? Wednesday lying on her bed, not responsive, not able to stand, or walk, or see. . . that had been Kaitlyn's fault. And this would make it better. She started to take off her necklace, and then Wednesday waggled a finger. "Unfortunately," she said. "We can't get started right away, because I committed to helping a certain Jessica Taylor with a problem that was largely of her own making. Work doesn't yet know I'm capable of work, so I've got another two days of playing hooky. Whereas you have classes to go to. So. Before we get started, you're going to show me to Jessie's apartment, and I'm going to pack up a collection of oddments and curiosities. And then when you're done with your classes, we'll pack those items into your car, and take them to rural Vermont."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yes, well," said Wednesday. "As you so rightly pointed out, this is largely your fault. So you're going to have to meet Grandma Eastey, and maybe my cousin Magog, if he's awake. They're going to creep you the hell out, but such is life."
 
   "Actually," said Kaitlyn, "I hadn't realized that I was going to be taking them to your dead scrabble grandma. I was more umming about Jessie's apartment. I mean, she moved out kind of after she was done being friends with me?"
 
   Wednesday sighed. "Undead grandparents vs. having to text someone to get their address. And I thought I was the sort of antisocial person who hated phones, and that you—"
 
   "Phones are great," said Kaitlyn, who'd already written her text to Jessie while Wednesday was making fun of her. "I just. . . what kind of name is Magog?"
 
   "Biblical," said Wednesday. "He's not exactly a cousin. Point is, dressed, then take the stack of cardboard boxes from under the bed to the car, then we loot the room, avoid looking for trouble, and pack up some sex demon supplies."
 
   Jessie sent back her address, and it wasn't that far, so once Kaitlyn was dressed, they were pretty much there.
 
   It was nicer than Wednesday's place. Well, bigger, anyway. Kitchen could've been nicer, if Jessie ever bothered to clean anything, and it was definitely messier than Wednesday's place—it was messier than Wednesday's place had been before Kaitlyn moved in, and Wednesday's place had gotten way less messy since then.
 
   "So, what?" asked Wednesday, as they came in. "Is there a room for the weird stuff, or a closet, or what?"
 
   Kaitlyn shrugged, and called up Jessie. Who explained that it was mostly in the bedroom, but also there were a few things she'd shoved into the hall closet, and maybe some stuff in the kitchen cabinets, she didn't know.
 
   "So great," said Wednesday. "A treasure hunt. When do you have to start plumbing the mysteries of biology?"
 
   "In an hour," said Kaitlyn. Maybe in forty-five minutes, but she could be late to a class, once.
 
   Wednesday shook her head. "You do know that there aren't any classes that start fifteen minutes later than every other class?"
 
   "Look, I can—"
 
   "You can help for half an hour, then you can bugger off," said Wednesday. "And in that regard, you can look for things that don't look like Jessie's things, and point them out. But don't touch anything."
 
   So Kaitlyn started pointing. Most of it was just, like, some guy's stuff. Pants and shirts and cologne and an ab workout thing—probably not a haunted ab workout thing, but not something Jessie would've gotten for herself.
 
   And then there was stuff which was creepier than that. A whole row of big, leather-bound books in the bedroom, a super-creepy idol in the hall closet, together with a bunch of other stuff like that, and some knives in the cutlery drawer that definitely weren't for cutting bread. Too . . . evil wizard-y.
 
   And there was something else, which made even less sense, on the coffee table. "I think it's a gift for you," said Wednesday, coming up next to her.
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head.
 
   "It has dolphins on it, and you like fish."
 
   That was true. The wrapping paper, which was inexpertly wrapped, did have dolphins on it, and Kaitlyn did like fish.
 
   "Dolphins aren't fish," said Kaitlyn. "Dolphins are assholes."
 
   Wednesday gave her a look.
 
   "What?" asked Kaitlyn. "Okay. For one thing, they're hella rapey. Particularly the blind river dolphins? Like in the Amazon and the Yangtze?"
 
   "I guess I've heard of those?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Come on, you know everything. My point is that they . . . I mean, they'll chase lady dolphins around, and kill babies so they'll be more ready for fucking, but also, because they're blind, they put their dicks places where dicks shouldn't go?"
 
   "Like people do?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "People," said Kaitlyn, "don't have blowholes."
 
   Wednesday fought back a laugh. "Okay, but those aren't river dolphins."
 
   "Yeah, they're bottlenose dolphins, which are even worse. They'll kill harbor porpoises, and spotted dolphins, and not like because they want to eat them or anything. Just for fun."
 
   "I fear," said Wednesday, "we are straying from the point. If I was going to wrap something up in fish for you, it would either have explicitly pornographic river dolphins or, like, catfish. But I am not entirely convinced that Jessie would make distinctions of that sort."
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head.
 
   "It doesn't look like magic, anyway," said Wednesday. "Open it, get the cardboard boxes up here, and then I can start packing while you go to class."
 
   Kaitlyn opened it. It was a jewelry box, with a pair of tennis bracelets in it. Kind of nice ones? She didn't know diamonds really well, but they were like, two-hundred-dollar bracelets. No note or anything.
 
   "Huh," said Wednesday.
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn. "Huh."
 
   "I guess she's sorry?"
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head. "Jessie is never sorry for anything, and I'm not sure I trust that's being sorry now? But they're nice."
 
   "Tell you what," said Wednesday. "We'll take them with us to Grandma Eastey, and make sure that they aren't some sort of trap or something I don't recognize. But they look fine to me."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn slowly. Then she went and got the boxes upstairs, and then went back to the car, and drove back to campus slowly.
 
   Bio was hard enough that she couldn't really think about anything else during the lecture, and Kaitlyn was still pretty sure she'd misunderstood at least half of it—Wednesday was going to have to help her again, and that was going to hurt—but she texted Jessie a "thanks for the bracelets," and got a smiley back in return.
 
   So it was a gift. And there were two of them, so it was a gift for both of them? That was . . . well, maybe Jessie was a little different than she had been for the rest of her life. Or maybe she was planning something.
 
   Either way, it threw Kaitlyn off her game.
 
   Back in the apartment, Wednesday had packed a bunch of boxes, which Kaitlyn had to take down to the car. She had to take most of them down to the car.
 
   "Shirts and ties and stuff," said Wednesday. "Almost certainly just shirts and ties and stuff, but we'll have either Grandma Eastey or Magog look them over. Those you can take."
 
   And then there were the other boxes. Which looked like normal cardboard boxes that people used for moving—beer and liquor boxes, that sort of thing. Only in addition to the label saying that it was Carlsberg or Johnny Walker or whatever, there were also symbols written across and over the boxes. Some of it was in Wednesday's handwriting—Kaitlyn knew that from the date written over her pussy, if nothing else—and some of it was clearly in someone else's handwriting.
 
   "These," said Wednesday, "these I should probably take. And while the other stuff can go in the back seat, you probably should leave some room in the trunk for these."
 
   "Okay?"
 
   "And also we're going to bungee cord the trunk closed."
 
   "My car's trunk is fine," said Kaitlyn. "It's—"
 
   "It's not a normal bungee," said Wednesday. "Now, get packing—I'd rather get to Grandma Eastey's before dark, if that's okay?"
 
   "I. . . okay."
 
   It seemed like winter in New York lasted forever, so Kaitlyn hardly ever pulled the top down, which meant that there was even more room in the trunk than usual. She got everything she was allowed to carry into the trunk with plenty of room to spare, while Wednesday spent like ten minutes on every box from her set, and another half-hour just wrapping that idol up and bringing it downstairs.
 
   Then it was time for Kaitlyn's Small Group Communications class, but rather than either going home, or letting her skip it, Wednesday parked herself in the passenger seat of the car, and started reading her kindle.
 
   "You could—"
 
   "I could do a lot of things," said Wednesday. "But Jessie wasn't wrong. Best that someone stays nearby, and keeps an eye on this stuff."
 
   The bungee cords holding the trunk closed made her car look stupid, and with the engine off, it was going to get cold in there, but Wednesday had her coat on, and wasn't looking inclined towards listening to arguments, so Kaitlyn went to class. Which was easier than biology in a way, and in a way not—in biology, nobody gave a shit about what Kaitlyn was feeling, or anything like that, but when she was talking to people, she had to be, like, normal. Which wasn't as easy as usual, given the circumstances.
 
   Finally, it was over, and Wednesday was doing her grumpy owl impression, half-buried in a giant coat and scowling at science fiction.
 
   "Ready to go?" asked Kaitlyn, which transferred the scowl from the science fiction to her.
 
   "Address is in your email."
 
   It was.  And it was in rural Vermont, like Wednesday had said. Three hours, almost, and the directions at the end of the route looked a lot sketchier than Kaitlyn liked to see.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn. "Music?"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday, and put on another of her fan mixes; this one was heavy on 80s and 90s pop, which wasn't that bad. Also some weird stuff, but that was only to be expected.
 
   "So," said Wednesday. "Ready to review some biology?"
 
   Kaitlyn took a deep breath. "If you say so, I'll try. But I am driving a large and valuable car on roads which are still a little icy, and I'm really kind of nervous about meeting your creepy dead relatives?"
 
   "Magog isn't dead," said Wednesday. "But fair enough. Have any other interesting facts about dolphins?"
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't sure if Wednesday was making fun of her, but then, she usually wasn't sure if Wednesday was making fun of her, so no change there.
 
   "Sorry," she said.
 
   "For what, knowing things? No. I mean, I'm not necessarily that interested in marine mammal rape, but it's always good to learn something new."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn. "I . . . um. It's not like I know about fish like you know about comic book ladies. It's just . . . my brother Tom?"
 
   "The one in Tulsa?" asked Wednesday. Kaitlyn had mentioned Tom basically once, so it was sweet that Wednesday had remembered him.
 
   "Right."
 
   "And just to be clear on something that's been bothering me—your parents named one of your brothers Tom, and the other one Jerry?"
 
   "Also right," said Kaitlyn. "Dad thought it was funny."
 
   "I . . . okay," said Wednesday, who clearly wasn't as convinced. Whatever—it was only a joke when the two of them were together, and as one was in Tulsa and the other in Vegas, it basically wasn't a joke ever, unless they wanted it to be.
 
   "Point is, Tom watched a lot of nature videos as a kid, and he pretty much moved out when I was six, so I got a lot of his stuff. And I guess I liked fish. But it's not like I've been . . . I mean, I still watch nature videos sometimes when I'm sick or something, but it's not like I know more than the videos."
 
   "Fair enough," said Wednesday. "I mean, you'll probably pick up a little more, if you want to, but nothing wrong with that. And since I haven't watched the videos, you can tell me all about fish. I'm curious."
 
   Kaitlyn looked away from the road, just for a little bit. Wednesday was curled up in her seat the way she usually was. She looked great, but that wasn't really the point. She also looked like she was interested, and not making fun of Kaitlyn.
 
   "There's a lot of fish," said Kaitlyn. "And I'm . . . it's sort of . . . I guess I'm also interested in fish because I like fishing, but even, like, sunnies are cool. I mean, the boy sunnies—bluegills, I don't know about all the others—they sort of build a nest, and then chase others away? So if you're near a pond with them the right time of year, you'll see these circles. And you can tell where the biggest fish are, if you want, but I feel sort of bad catching fish that are doing that."
 
   And so on. And it wasn't just Wednesday humoring her—she asked questions, and then believed Kaitlyn when she answered them, and. . . it was not the way Kaitlyn talking about fish usually went. Or the way that Kaitlyn talking to Wednesday usually went, but that was fair enough—she was driving, so it'd cause problems if Wednesday tied her up and fucked her.
 
   Only then they left the highway for a local road, and then they left the local road for a dirt road. It was still winter, so the dirt road was kind of a snow road, and the snow road hadn't been plowed at all. And. . . well, maybe it was just the wind, or whatever, but it was clear enough to be drivable.
 
   "Maybe this is just because I'm from the south, where things are warm, but this is like . . . this is a super creepy forest, Wednesday."
 
   "It's not you," said Wednesday. "Sorry. It's just that . . . I mean, I'm not driving your car, because it's worth more than everything I've ever owned put together, and I couldn't get my own, and—"
 
   "And this is kind of my fault in the first place," said Kaitlyn, tightening her grip on the steering wheel.
 
   "And it looks like Magog is asleep, which figures," said Wednesday. "We drive up, empty the car, maybe I have to have a cup of tea with my grandma, and then we go back to where things are less creepy."
 
   Kaitlyn nodded.
 
   "If you want, you can stay in the car, but—"
 
   "But?"
 
   "But Grandma Eastey might think that was rude."
 
   "Shit," said Kaitlyn, in a really small voice. It was just a forest, in winter. That was it! Just some tree branches and maybe it looked like it was dead and they were in hell, but that was. . . Kaitlyn saw Grandma Eastey's house at the end of the road.
 
   It was one of those abandoned farm houses that you sometimes saw when you went on hikes in the forest. Like, abandoned for a hundred years or something, with no glass in the windows, and little strips of paint left on the wood, and wooden shutters that were hanging on their hinges.
 
   "Shit," repeated Kaitlyn, a little quieter. "Rude?"
 
   "Maybe," said Wednesday. "Well, a little, but I could explain it, only. . . ."
 
   "What?"
 
   Wednesday didn't want to tell her.
 
   "What?" repeated Kaitlyn.
 
   "It'll be fine," said Wednesday. "You can stay in the car. I'll just tell her you were freaked out, and she'll accept that, and—"
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn. "So my choices are that I'm either rude or a coward. Or I go in."
 
   Wednesday winced. "It's a bit much. I mean, this isn't normal, and she knows that. And—"
 
   "And I love you, and I want to be with you for a long time, which means letting your grandma know that I'm not a coward."
 
   It was possibly the stupidest thing that Kaitlyn had ever talked herself into. But she parked, got out, and picked up one of the boxes—not one of the evil magic boxes, she wasn't that stupid—and headed toward the door. Wednesday took another box and tried to catch up, but Kaitlyn got there first.
 
   The porch creaked under her weight, and the door swung open. Despite the windows with no glass and wooden shutters, it was pitch black inside.
 
   Kaitlyn didn't swear, just in case Wednesday's creepy ghost grandmother didn't like swearing. But she thought a swear really hard.
 
   "Jeez, Grandma," said Wednesday, coming in behind her. "What, are you saving on your electric bill?"
 
   She flipped on the light switch, but honestly, that didn't help much. One light bulb swinging over an empty room, with wide gaps between the floorboards, and a lot of dust. Empty fireplace, and a picture over the fireplace of an old lady sitting in a garden, facing away from them.
 
   "So, um. Flora probably told you about the incubus?"
 
   There wasn't any answer—just noises in the floor that were probably rats or something, and a creak of one of those window shutters. From some other room? At least there was a little light from the door, and from that light bulb.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday, after a little bit. "Point is, I went through his stuff. Most of it looks like just stuff, but I figured that I'd be better off leaving it all here, until I can sort through it?"
 
   Another pause, and more rat noises.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday. "I need your help, grandma. Because I spent all my time learning things that didn't matter, instead of what you wanted to teach me. Now can you show me where to stack up this stuff, or should I just leave it in your parlor?"
 
   They were in a creepy empty room, not a parlor.
 
   And maybe Wednesday had made up the whole ghost grandmother thing? Because it was creepy, but there wasn't . . . one of the doors swung open, and Wednesday shrugged, and headed there. A dining room, with a scrabble board set up on the table, and all the chairs but one tucked in under the table.
 
   "Great," said Wednesday. "I'll start with things that might be a problem, and Kaitlyn's going to haul the stuff that I brought along just in case."
 
   There were some tiles on the scrabble board. Kaitlyn looked over, and they said "HIKAITLYN," across the middle of the board.
 
   Kaitlyn gave a frightened squeak, hated herself for having done that, and looked over at Wednesday. Who looked amused.
 
   "Hi, Mrs. Eastey?" said Kaitlyn. "I . . . um."
 
   "She knows who you are," said Wednesday. "And she's being a little mean."
 
   Couldn't be coincidence, not hardly, but it might have been something that Wednesday had set up, for some reason, maybe? She wouldn't, but maybe it would make more sense than . . .
 
   They put the boxes down in a corner, and headed back out. The lady in the painting wasn't there any more, so not something Wednesday had set up in advance, unless she was straight-up mental. Which she wasn't, so . . .
 
   Well, Wednesday had a necklace that controlled people's minds, and had gone blind killing an incubus, so it wasn't like Kaitlyn had any reason to doubt the existence of ghosts. Or to be so damned creeped out about it. Maybe because it was so cold? And because there were rats, and it was like a Halloween house of horrors, or something?
 
   Point was, Kaitlyn was shivering a little when she got back to the car, and not just because it was too damn cold.
 
   But Wednesday just got one of her evil magic boxes out of the trunk, so Kaitlyn started hauling the boxes full of junk. Sooner they finished, sooner she could have another three-hour car ride with Wednesday, and then get home, and then maybe Wednesday could start that punishment she'd promised.
 
   The tiles on the scrabble board had moved, probably, but Kaitlyn did her best not to look at them. She just hauled boxes of stuff to that corner, stacking them next to Wednesday's scarier boxes until they were all out of her car, and—
 
   And there was a cup of tea next to the scrabble board. Just one cup, though.
 
   "So, um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Sorry," said Wednesday. "Have to have a conversation with my grandma. Go ahead and wait in the car; I'll be there in a few minutes."
 
   Kaitlyn lifted her chin, gave the room a defiant look. "I can wait in the parlor."
 
   "Go to the car, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn went.
 
   It was still spooky, out of the decaying house. The sun was going down, which was going to make finding the road a little complicated.
 
   And the car didn't start. Not like when it needed a jump or something like that—it wasn't turning over without catching. Just nothing happened when she turned the key.
 
   Hell. It was not going to be easy to get triple A to come out to a haunted house in the middle of a forest, and unless. . .
 
   Also, there were wasps crawling out of the vents.
 
   "Oh, shit," said Kaitlyn, not moving, hoping that she didn't wind up peeing herself, because it was cold and it'd freeze.
 
   The first wasp climbed up onto the dash, cleaned its antennae, and then started up the windshield. The rest of them followed. Kaitlyn hadn't thought there were any wasps in her car's engine, but there were a lot more than no wasps coming out of those vents. Enough that the windshield was like, mostly covered in wasps.
 
   "Oh, Jesusfuck dickshits," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Suddenly, all the wasps stood still, instead of being a crawling, horrible mass of stinging. And then they moved in unison. It took a few seconds for Kaitlyn to realize that they were spelling something. "See you in July," they said, and then they all flew out the window—which Kaitlyn hadn't left open, what the hell—and back to Grandma Eastey's house.
 
   Kaitlyn sat there, and then, hesitantly, tried turning the key in the ignition. The car started fine, no problems, lights and music and everything.
 
   She felt a bit like a balloon, after all the air had been let out. That had been . . . Kaitlyn didn't like dolphins, but wasps were worse than dolphins. And they'd spelled something? That she was going to see them in July? Oh, fuck that. She was going to be going to the Grand Canyon in June, and . . . seriously, fuck that. She'd spend July somewhere with no wasps, no question.
 
   Kaitlyn nearly jumped out of her skin when Wednesday opened up the car door.
 
   "Well," said Wednesday. "Grandma Eastey thought you were kind of funny, anyway."
 
   "Can we go?"
 
   "Yeah."
 
   They went. Kaitlyn didn't want to drive into a tree or something, so she kept it slow and careful, and she was pretty sure she didn't breathe out until they got to a highway.
 
   "So," said Wednesday, once they were back in normal land, "have fun?"
 
   "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn. "That was terrifying."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday. "Grandma Eastey was laying it on a little thick, because she was pissed at me, because I scared her with that stunt with the incubus. And while I put a box or two of stuff that I understand and which is reasonably harmless back in the trunk, she's not going to do anything with the rest for me. Could be, I'll have to come up here in July and work it out, which is going to put a bit of a crimp in the budget."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn. "There was a message about that for you, maybe?"
 
   "Message?"
 
   "There were wasps. They crawled out of the vents, and spelled 'see you in July,' and I didn't pee my pants, which is about the bravest I've ever been. Then they flew back to the house."
 
   "Wasps?" Wednesday shook her head. "Grandma . . . okay. That wasn't for me, but I'm going to talk to her. You are not going to be spending a month up here while I study potions and transfigurations."
 
   She wasn't. "So, um. Like, if you could be going to creepy ghost Hogwarts, why aren't you doing that? I mean, you can learn magic."
 
   "Yeah, but," said Wednesday. "I can also learn science. And science has cured diseases and put cute robots on Mars. Magic . . . well, it's cool, and it's one way to live a long time, or keep bugging people after you stop living, but it's like—if I get to do what I want to do with engineering, I could build floating farms, or laser-launch systems for spaceships. If I spend the same sort of effort on magic, I could maybe cast a murrain on someone's cattle."
 
   "If you say so," said Kaitlyn. "Floating farms do sound cool."
 
   "I know! And the thing is. . . okay. There are a bunch of things, and this is basically my senior thesis, which I'm trying to assemble bits of in every class I'm taking, but it's not more than a senior thesis—it's going to be some feasibility things. But there are all sorts of issues it'll solve. For one thing, right, they could float where there's sun, and it'd avoid the problem with hypersaline water near desalinization. And you could follow currents, and time the crops so they'd be ready when the farms were near port."
 
   "Like Portuguese Man-o-Wars. Mans-o-War? Men-o-Wars?"
 
   "Man-o-Wars, I think," said Wednesday. "Also, what?"
 
   "They have this sail, and they raise it or lower it by pumping gas into it. Also, they're actually like a bunch of different animals that attach to each other, so there's like a sail creature, and a sting creature, and a stomach creature?"
 
   "Huh," said Wednesday. "I think that was a Sheckley story. 'The Pusher', maybe? No. 'Specialist?' Something like that. Also, that's awesome. How do those animals find each other?"
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head. "I'll be honest. The show didn't go into much depth."
 
   "It's cool, though," said Wednesday. "You should find out more about them. Mainly the sail thing—it'd complicate things, but maybe I could add something like that to my farms? That'd be . . . well, it'd mean more hydrofluidics, but I can't see how adding gas pump sails to those farms would possibly complicate anything."
 
   The rest of the ride back was great. Just hanging out with Wednesday, talking about nerd stuff, and then about school, and then about just what the hell Jessie might have meant with those bracelets.
 
   It was like Kaitlyn had gotten really cold when they were visiting Wednesday's ghost grandmother, and hadn't realized it. But on the ride back, she'd warmed back up. So it was almost easy when they got back for her to take off her necklace, give it to Wednesday, and drop to her hands and knees.
 
   "Good girl!" said Wednesday, and ruffled Kaitlyn's hair. "Now, when you're in the house, unless you have another task, I want you to be within three feet of me at all times. If you need something, you can kiss my foot, and try to tell me about it. But no words."
 
   Then Wednesday headed to the living room, and Kaitlyn had to crawl as quickly as she could to keep up. Then it was hands and knees in front of the couch as Wednesday set up her laptop on the coffee table and put her feet up on Kaitlyn's back, which was how she liked to watch videos sometimes.
 
   This time, it wasn't a video. It was skype.
 
   Kaitlyn stiffened. They probably wouldn't be able to see her with the way the camera was angled, but she was there, in front of that camera, naked, no necklace on.
 
   "Hey Pixel," said Wednesday.
 
   "Hey Em," replied a girl. "What's up? Still captivated by your lovely new girlfriend?"
 
   "About that," said Wednesday.
 
   There was a gasp from the other end. "Oh, no! You were so happy with her, and—"
 
   "And she can hear you," said Wednesday. "But she's been bad, and I was wondering if you wanted to come up and do a scene for the weekend."
 
   If Kaitlyn stiffened more. Come up and do a scene for the weekend? But that would— but she would—
 
   "I thought she'd been bad," said Pixel. "And you said that she was way into that sort of thing, and you weren't sure—"
 
   "As it turns out," said Wednesday, firmly, "I am even more possessive about her than I thought I was. If you're here, the two of you are not going to be having sex. I'll be having sex with you, and she will be learning a valuable lesson."
 
   "No sex with her," said Pixel. "Do I get to be mean to her?"
 
   "Absolutely," said Wednesday.
 
   "I mean, obviously, yes," said Pixel. "It's not something that I can afford to do often, but—"
 
   "Oh, don't worry about that," said Wednesday. "She'll be paying for it."
 
   "Ha! Nice. Which is why it's obviously yes, Em; you've got the best ideas. But why not Ian?"
 
   There was a short pause. "I'll be honest," said Wednesday. "Ian is great, and would be . . . yeah. But it's at least partially because I don't know if I want her near heterosexual sex."
 
   A pause from the other end.
 
   "I mean, it's also that I trust you, and that you've got nice legs."
 
   Still, nothing from Pixel. Maybe she wouldn't, and . . . and Kaitlyn wasn't sure about how she felt about wouldn't.
 
   "What?" said Wednesday. And then, "Quit laughing, jerk."
 
   "Sorry," said Pixel, and now Kaitlyn could hear that she was laughing, mostly quietly, but so hard that she was having trouble breathing. "Sorry."
 
   "Super-jerk," said Wednesday. "It's just that she's pretty straight! I'm literally the first girl she's even held hands with in that way. And while I'm definitely an exception to the straight, I don't . . . shut up."
 
   "I wish that I kept a copy of your lecture to me about biphobia," said Pixel. "I remember that there was something in there about colonialism."
 
   "I said shut up."
 
   "And I recall saying something like how there's so much going on that encourages people to be straight that it made sense to worry that you'd break up with me for some guy."
 
   "Whereas what happened was that you broke up with me because you got into John Hopkins. And Kaitlyn isn't going to be paying for a plane ticket. You're going to take the train."
 
   "Pff," said Pixel.
 
   "The slow train that leaves really early in the morning. The bus. And I'm going to do things to your feet."
 
   "Sorry," said Pixel. "It's just funny."
 
   "Your mom is just funny."
 
   "I know, right? She's got a stand-up set up in Plattsburg next month; you should go."
 
   "Your mom should go."
 
   "Yes. That is what she contractually obligated to do, and something that she has been looking forward to doing. Agreed. So, I'm going to get to play with your girlfriend, but not have sex with her. How are we going to work this?"
 
   "Well," said Wednesday. "Lemme finish buying the train tickets, and we'll meet in Albany. Get some coffee, talk a little, set things up, make sure everyone's on the same page. After that I have plans."
 
   "Okay, first of all, I'll buy those tickets—this is going to be great, if I can find something reasonable."
 
   "Not the Acela," said Wednesday. "Kaitlyn needs to be punished, but no need to be wasteful."
 
   "Ugh," said Pixel. "Fine. But I've got a morning class on Thursday, so it'll be in the afternoon."
 
   "Deal," said Wednesday.
 
   "And I'm staying until Monday, because the Sunday trains are full."
 
   "Again, deal."
 
   Nobody said anything for a while, because they were buying train tickets or whatever. It gave Kaitlyn a chance to think about what was going to happen. She didn't really want to do that, but also she really wanted to do that, while masturbating, only she had the belt on, and . . .
 
   "Two hundred something okay?" asked Pixel.
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.
 
   "Done," said Pixel. "Okay, this is going to be great. Now, how about, instead of being civilized, and going through everyone's limits and safewords and stuff, you send your girl to pick me up at the train station and drive me back, and I just straight up abuse her from word one?"
 
   "How about, instead of you trying to top, we do what I want."
 
   Kaitlyn couldn't see the screen, but she could almost hear Pixel pouting.
 
   "Come on," said Pixel. "It would be a lot hotter this way, and I promise that I won't push her particularly hard. Just check her out, make a little fun of her, and then we drive back."
 
   Wednesday sighed. "It would be hotter that way," she said. "But that doesn't actually make it a good idea."
 
   "And you need to learn to let go a little," said Pixel.
 
   "You know what?" said Wednesday. "Here's how it's going to go down. You'll show up, she'll be there, and you'll have your phone on. I'll hear what's being said, and if I object or have instructions, you will obey."
 
   "Always," said Pixel.
 
   "And don't be too mean to her. She's nice."
 
   "Never."
 
   "And if you drop the signal, you will spend the weekend in the sewing room, and we'll go see a movie as a group, and that's it."
 
   "I wasn't planning on any misbehavior."
 
   "You're always planning every misbehavior! You have a tattoo!"
 
   "Maybe a little," said Pixel. "But not about this. You're one of my best friends, and I like making trouble for you, but she's . . . this is special to you, and I'm not going to mess it up."
 
   "Thanks," said Wednesday. "So, want to inspect the goods?"
 
   "When I get there," said Pixel. "I have an idea. Oh, and I'll bring a present. This is going to be great. I've never been happier to be someone's second-choice booty call."
 
   "I owe you one," said Wednesday. "Oh, and since you're going to ask—Kaitlyn is being punished because she didn't trust me enough, which caused me to get hurt. That's all you're getting."
 
   "I can work with that," said Pixel. "See you tomorrow."
 
   "Great," said Wednesday, closing the connection. Then she headed to the bedroom, and Kaitlyn tried to keep up.
 
   There must have been something about the way she was crawling, because halfway there Wednesday stopped and knelt in front of Kaitlyn. She cupped Kaitlyn's chin with her hand, held her face up to look at her.
 
   "Okay," she said. "I was dating Pixel during senior year of high-school, and we both . . . she's one of the nicest people I know, and while she's going to be mean to you for fun, I am completely sure that she won't do anything with the intent of actually causing you harm. And I'm going to be there throughout."
 
   Kaitlyn gave a little bit of a nod, but Wednesday didn't let her go.
 
   "I know that this is a little fun and a little frightening. But it's going to be okay, and when we're done making sure that you understand the importance of trusting me, we'll have some fun that's less frightening. Okay?"
 
   Another nod, this one a little more confident, maybe?
 
   "Good," said Wednesday. "Now crawl into the bedroom, get up on the bed. Head down, ass up, and hold your ass-cheeks spread open. I'm going to hit your asshole with a leather strap."
 
   That also sounded fun and frightening, and definitely like something that she was going to do. She went, and spread herself open, and when Wednesday hit her it hurt so bad that she half bit through the pillow that Wednesday had left to muffle her yells.
 
   So that was pretty great.
 
   Calculus on Thursday wasn't as great. It was more of that feeling like she'd been thrown into the deep end, and while she kind of knew how to swim, she also kind of didn't, and nobody was slowing down to make sure she caught up.
 
   In a way, it felt like a college course the way none of her other classes did. Not that there were three hundred kids in a lecture hall, like the classes she'd seen when she did a senior visit to NC State. It was more that—with Lit and Sociology and so on, it felt like they were going at her speed. But with Calculus, Dr. Sklar would just keep going, even if people were a little confused.
 
   Of course, Kaitlyn did have Wednesday's help. Which was the least comfortable way she'd ever learned math, but also the most fun. This time, she'd set up a white board on the wall, and had Kaitlyn work on practice problems on it. Which was almost normal, except that Kaitlyn had her arms tied behind her back, the marker in her mouth, and she'd get hit if she got things wrong or wrote too slow.
 
   Could be that she'd get it, sooner or later. Or she'd have fun trying. Either way.
 
   But studying took long enough that as soon as it was done it was time for her to get dressed and drive to Albany to pick up Pixel.
 
   She was wearing the chastity belt under her clothing, and Wednesday had picked up one of her more see-through skirts for her to wear. So, yeah, it was a long skirt, but looking in the mirror, it was pretty clear what she was wearing under it. Well, mostly clear, if you knew what it was—could be that it'd pass for dark panties, if they didn't? But Pixel would know exactly what it was. 
 
   Albany was like forty-five minutes away, but Kaitlyn's car was not a car for driving slow in, so she got there in thirty-five, which left her with like an hour before the train got there, because Wednesday had sent her early so that there wasn't any chance that Pixel would have to wait.
 
   Which meant that Kaitlyn had to wait, which made it pretty clear whose time was more important.
 
   Just as she got in to Albany, Wednesday called.
 
   "Made a few things clear with Pixel when you were out," she said. "She's allowed to do what she wants to you, and you should answer her questions and do what she says. Be polite and respectful; I want you to make a good impression. Give her the money for her train ticket when she asks for it, not before."
 
   "Yes, Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday. "Make me proud."
 
   And then she hung up, leaving Kaitlyn to get an overpriced cup of coffee, and then wait by the platform, and do her best to make Wednesday proud.
 
   When the train pulled in, a lot of people got out. Some of them were just leaving the train for a quick smoke, before they went on to Canada or wherever, but there were enough who were leaving that it took Kaitlyn a little while to figure out who Pixel was.
 
   She looked a little Latina, maybe? Dark hair, dark skin, and skinny. She had a weird haircut, too—undercut, and with the hair all over to one side, with blue and purple streaks. Little shorter than Kaitlyn, and dressed . . . frayed jeans, band T-shirt, cool boots.
 
   It seemed that she'd figured out who Kaitlyn was at about the same time as Kaitlyn figured out who she was. Pixel gave her a mischievous smile, and her eyes lit up.
 
   Kaitlyn hadn't been sure if she was going to like Pixel, and she still wasn't sure. She was pretty, and maybe she'd have liked it better if she was a little less pretty. Or confident. A little less confident might have been good.
 
   She didn't actually say anything when she came over. Just twirled her finger in the air. So Kaitlyn did a little spin around, and when she turned back, there was that same mischievous grin.
 
   "Not bad," she said. "I mean, nobody could live up to Wednesday's descriptions, but nice. Tits are a little on the heavy side—those are going to slump a bit in a few years, but the butt is pretty good. Anyhow."
 
   Pixel dropped her bag.  "Pick that up."
 
   Kaitlyn did.
 
   "Good girl! Now, give me two hundred and twenty dollars."
 
   Kaitlyn did that too. There were one or two odd looks from passerby, and one of the guys smoking was definitely staring at them. If Pixel had been a little less confident, that would definitely have been good.
 
   "Now, why are you giving me this money?" she asked.
 
   "Because I'm paying for your train fare," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "And why are you doing that?"
 
   "Because I need to learn a lesson," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yes," said Pixel. "And because you are so turned on by paying someone else to fuck your girlfriend that you're paying more than two hundred dollars for the privilege."
 
   Kaitlyn flushed, then scowled. It would have been less offensive if it were less true, but. . . well.
 
   "Well, let's go to the car. It's been months since I did a scene with Wednesday, and I really would rather not put that off."
 
   Kaitlyn turned to go, and Pixel slapped her ass. "Nice," she said. "Oh, and you'll get your present when we get to the car."
 
   Wednesday had wanted them to meet for coffee or something and talk about what they were going to do, and make sure that everyone was on the same page. That might have made things a little less awkward and frightening, but it would've been less fun.
 
   Admittedly, her present was a bit more on the awkward and frightening side of things than on the fun side. Pixel got it from her bag when they reached the car.
 
   It was a gag. Yet another type of gag—Wednesday had made sure that Kaitlyn knew all there was to know about both the usual red ball thing, and the penis thing that she used when she wanted something up inside of her. This one was a metal ring with some sort of silicon or plastic coating.
 
   When Pixel took it out, Kaitlyn bent her neck, and moved her hair out of the way.
 
   "Heh," said Pixel, pulling it into position. "Well, nobody ever said that Em was bad at training subs. Okay, open up, just like you're about to suck on a nice, fat cock. Little more—"
 
   Kaitlyn's mouth was as open as it could go. Or at least, it felt like that, but it turned out there was a little more, which allowed the ring to go in, and get twisted into position, which held her open, though not quite impossibly open.
 
   Then Pixel pulled it tighter than Wednesday usually tightened her gags, and gave Kaitlyn a critical look. "Yeah, I guess she's not wrong. Right accessories, and you're a pretty girl."
 
   There wasn't any way that Kaitlyn could scowl with that in her mouth, so she did her best to scowl with her eyebrows.
 
   It didn't seem to have exactly the desired effect. Pixel laughed, then put her arm around Kaitlyn and held her phone up.
 
   "Keep exactly that expression," she said, and took a selfie. She showed it to Kaitlyn—Pixel had pulled a silly face, and had her fingers up to make bunny ears behind Kaitlyn.
 
   "And there you go," she said, sending it. "Want the phone on for the whole car ride, or what?"
 
   "You'll be good?" asked Wednesday, sounding distant and tinny, because she was on speaker. Right. She'd told Pixel to keep the line open, and Pixel had, so that's who she was talking to. Wednesday had been there the whole time, in a way.
 
   "I'll be good," said Pixel. "No pauses for road head, and she's going to be drooling the whole way back, so—"
 
   "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday. "As soon as you get in the car, drive home—don't listen to Pixel if she tells you to stop for a snack or whatever. Pixel, before she gets behind the wheel you can feel her up a little, but not too much. Then no touching until I tell you to. See you guys soon."
 
   "Nice," said Pixel, hanging up. "Okay, Katy, where do you want me to touch you?"
 
   Katy? That was what her friends called her, not Wednesday's bossy jerk friends. And she didn't want Pixel touching her anywhere. Or, at least, she wasn't going to admit to wanting Pixel to touch her anywhere. Another eyebrow frown, and Kaitlyn stood there, and waited for Pixel to give up.
 
   "Tsk, tsk," said Pixel. "As soon as Em gets off the phone, you start misbehaving? She's going to be disappointed if I tell her you were bad."
 
   If Kaitlyn had been able to talk, she would have made some very irritated noises. It wasn't fair. None of it was fair. She felt her shoulders slump as she pointed to her breasts.
 
   "Good girl!" said Pixel. Then she put her hand under Kaitlyn's shirt, which wasn't what she'd meant. They were in the parking lot, and there wasn't, like, anyone around, but it wasn't like they were invisible or anything, and. . . and Pixel's hand was warm, but the air coming in was cold, and she was running her thumb over Kaitlyn's nipple, and it felt really good, and she did make a little moan, through that gag, which was already starting to leak drool.
 
   Then Pixel slipped her other hand into Kaitlyn's skirt, feeling around her hips, tapping against the metal plate of the chastity belt, and reaching around to grab her ass, firmly. "Yeah," said Pixel, when she let go. "Could be that Wednesday upgraded by finding you, which is a blow to the ol' ego, but what are you going to do?"
 
   She stepped back, looked at Kaitlyn, and then put a finger into Kaitlyn's mouth. She jerked back, and Pixel shook her head. So Kaitlyn blushed, and leaned forward, to let her explore.
 
   It felt really weird.  Two fingers on her teeth, on her tongue, on the inside of her cheeks. "Very open," said Pixel. "Truth is, Wednesday has started off being super possessive, but we'll see. And enough dilly-dallying; I have to get fucked, and you have to watch me getting fucked."
 
   Instead of sitting in the seat next to her, Pixel sat in the back, and she put some sort of hideous metal on the stereo, so Kaitlyn drove a little faster than usual to try to get away from it. Not that fast, because there were speed-traps on the thruway, and also lasers, and she really didn't want to have to talk to a state trooper with that gag in her mouth. But when she let it go, the Mustang could move, and they got back to Wednesday's apartment in like a half hour.
 
   Which was still long enough to leave her shirt completely soaked with drool, and since Kaitlyn hadn't been given a bra to wear, that made her a bit more visible through her shirt than she should've been.
 
   Since Jessie had taken those videos, Kaitlyn had been a little less interested in doing stuff where people might see her, but Pixel didn't have any problem with doing that, and it wasn't as though Kaitlyn could argue. So she took the bag and headed over to Wednesday's, with Pixel following behind.
 
   Wednesday looked up and smiled at them as they came in. And Kaitlyn just sort of stood there in the doorway, mouth a little drier than was justified by having had that stupid gag in for a half hour.
 
   Wednesday was wearing a leather corset, long gloves, a blue flowy skirt, and spike-heeled boots.
 
   Kaitlyn had never seen her dressed up like that, and she looked . . . wow. Swallowing wasn't possible with the gag in, and Kaitlyn was intensely aware that a long streamer of drool chose that moment to fall out of her mouth, onto her already wet shirt. Wednesday gave Kaitlyn the faintest hint of a smile, a little lift of her eyebrow that said that she was amused by these goings-on, and that everything was fine. And then she was back to forbidding ice-queen.
 
   "You," said Wednesday, pointing to Kaitlyn, who had dropped down to her knees, "stay. And you—" pointing at Pixel— "get undressed, and then here."
 
   She pointed down at her left boot. Pixel took like three seconds to get naked, and then crawled over. It wasn't a bad view, honestly. She was skinny, but her butt was still pretty good, and she arched her back when she got to Wednesday and kissed her foot, so that Kaitlyn got a pretty good view of her pussy and asshole.
 
   Which was nice, but what Kaitlyn really wanted to do was kiss Wednesday's foot herself. But it seemed that the theme was that she didn't get to do what she really wanted to do.
 
   "Up," said Wednesday, and Pixel stood, hands behind her back, looking smaller than she was next to Wednesday in those heels.
 
   "How was the trip?" she asked.
 
   "Good," said Pixel. "Your girl was very well-behaved."
 
   "Good," said Wednesday. She looked over at Kaitlyn. "And while that's a nice gag, I'm going to want her mouth to work again at some point. Pixel, take it off. When that's done, Kaitlyn, bathe her, and bring her out. Then you can make us dinner."
 
   Kaitlyn bowed her head to let Pixel unfasten the gag. Then, once it was off, she swallowed like five times and rubbed her jaw. Everyone was looking at her like she'd said something funny. Well, whatever. Kaitlyn gave a nod towards the bathroom, and Pixel headed there, looking a little less confident.
 
   Well, she'd wanted a little less confident, and now she had it. Only Kaitlyn also wasn't too happy about that. She was Wednesday's girl, not Pixel, and she was the one who was supposed to be feeling small and . . . well, it was a punishment, after all.
 
   Kaitlyn got a better look at Pixel as they went in for the bath. Small tits, but she had, like, a six-pack, and her shoulders were pretty much on point, and she had two tattoos on her left thigh. One was a silver rose, with a banner saying, "I am the soul of honor, kindness, mercy and goodness. Trust me in all things," and another one, a little underneath it, which said, "I solemnly swear that I am up to no good," in the Harry Potter letters.
 
   Her pussy was as shaved as Kaitlyn's, and it looked pretty cute too; just a little bit of lips visible, but. . . but the thing was, Pixel was cute, but it wasn't like looking at Wednesday, which made Kaitlyn's knees go weak and her breath catch.
 
   Wasn't anyone else who looked like that.
 
   Truth was, though, that while Kaitlyn basically thought she was straight except for Wednesday, it was kind of nice washing Pixel off. Her skin was soft, and smooth, and she was definitely thinking about sex—her nipples were hard, and there was that look in her eyes, and even though her tits were small, they were soft and Pixel's breath got a little short when Kaitlyn was paying attention to them.
 
   So, yeah, maybe she wasn't completely straight except for Wednesday. Not that it mattered, really—she'd have sex with whoever Wednesday wanted her to have sex with, and she wouldn't have sex with anyone unless Wednesday wanted it.
 
   When they were done, and Kaitlyn brought Pixel back out to the living room, Wednesday made Pixel kneel, and put a heavy leather collar around her neck.
 
   Then she gave Kaitlyn a look, and Kaitlyn went to the kitchen, and got to somewhat resentful work on dinner.
 
   She didn't get a collar. She didn't get to take her shirt off, which had gotten drool on it, and then bath water, and her skirt was also wet, and she had that belt on, and nobody cared about her.
 
   Well, that wasn't true, but it sort of felt like it was. As she was cooking, there were occasional slaps and moans from the living room, as Wednesday took Pixel apart, and that. . . it was what Kaitlyn had been expecting, but at the same time, it was genuinely a little upsetting.
 
   Dinner was mushroom focaccia, a Jerusalem artichoke risotto, and pan-roasted striped bass, because if that's all she was going to do, she was going to do it goddamn right. Only it took a little while, and by the time she was done, Pixel was wearing a bathrobe, and Wednesday was back in her sweats, and they both looked pretty . . . well, relaxed and happy. And satisfied, which was not necessarily what Kaitlyn wanted to see.
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't entirely sure how she was supposed to serve food without being allowed to stand. Maybe, like, load up a plate and try to balance it on her back before crawling in to serve? Or something?
 
   But it looked like that wasn't the plan. In the corner, next to the couch, Wednesday had a complicated pulley apparatus that she usually used to keep a giant toy dinosaur attached to the ceiling, and which she sometimes used to keep Kaitlyn attached to the ceiling.
 
   And the dinosaur was off its perch, and there was a bunch of stuff piled up next to there.
 
   "Quite right, Watson," said Wednesday. "You know my methods. Come here, and let's get you set up."
 
   It was briefly a relief to be allowed to stand, but Kaitlyn did know Wednesday's methods, so she didn't expect much in the way of comfort.
 
   She didn't get it. First she got the ring gag back in, and then Wednesday tied her arms behind her back, and her shoulders to the attachment point on the ceiling. That wasn't that bad, but that was basically just to get started. The whole time that Wednesday was working, Pixel sat on the floor and watched, eyes getting wide.
 
   Next came duct tape with thumb tacks on it. Wednesday wrapped it around the arches of Kaitlyn's feet, so she had to stay up on her toes if she didn't want to stand on thumbtacks, which she didn't. And then a complicated thing with a steel hook that went up her butt, and clamps that attached to her nipples, and a weight on a string. Whenever that weight moved, it would pull at the clamps and the hook, and whenever Kaitlyn moved, the weight moved.
 
   "Gosh," said Pixel, when Wednesday was done. "That's great."
 
   "I know," said Wednesday. "It'll be better when she starts getting tired. Go get dressed, and I'll set up dinner."
 
   Wednesday hadn't taken off any of Kaitlyn's clothing before setting her up, so that the skirt was hiked up around the hook, and her shirt was pulled down around her breasts, to make sure the clamps were right on her nipples.
 
   It all hurt, and the shirt was still wet, because Kaitlyn had been drooling constantly while she was wearing the gag, and she started drooling again almost as soon as Wednesday had put it back in. But Wednesday still had that amazed look she got whenever she looked at Kaitlyn in one of her impossible rigs or whatever, so that was pretty good.
 
   Pixel didn't look at her quite like that when she came back out of the bedroom—she looked a bit impressed, maybe? But more, she wasn't that interested.
 
   And she was wearing a pair of Kaitlyn's shorts, which were too big on her, and one of Kaitlyn's blouses—a nice one—and she was carrying Kaitlyn's necklace.
 
   "So," she said. "This is the mind control thing?"
 
   "Yup," said Wednesday. "If you believe in that sort of thing."
 
   Pixel snorted. "Yeah, like skepticism is a rational response to the stuff you do. Anyhow, does it have to be around my neck for it to work?"
 
   "Pretty much," said Wednesday.
 
   "Good," said Pixel, and then she looped it twice around her ankle so that the moonstone pendant was resting on top of her foot. "There. No mind powers, right?"
 
   "Right," said Wednesday. "Now, if you're ready to eat? It looks great."
 
   Damn right it looked great. Would've been a little better if she'd been able to serve things when they were done, and that foccacia was kind of an experimental recipe, but. . .
 
   "Oh my God," said Pixel, after starting in on the risotto. "This is like. . . this is why you should be less greedy and monogamous. Someone like that would be perfect for a big household."
 
   "Yeah well," said Wednesday. "This is why you're not the boss of me. She's fine for this size household."
 
   Kaitlyn was twitching a little, which was making the weight shift, and that was making the clamps pull at her nipples, and moving the thing around in her ass. And yes, they were saying nice things about her, but there was also her necklace on Pixel's foot, and that was not okay.
 
   Also, in retrospect, she should've made less dinner. Because, yes, it was great, but it was the sort of great that took them a long time to finish, and her legs had started trembling like five minutes in, and by the time they were done, she was like, half standing on thumbtacks, and pretty sure that her nipples were about to be torn off. Also her butt hurt.
 
   "There's pecan pie in the fridge," said Wednesday.
 
   Pixel gave a little groan. "Too full," she said.
 
   "That's why you have to pace yourself," said Wednesday. "Go get some. Thin slices, though. That was really good fish."
 
   "Yeah, okay," said Pixel, getting up. "Always room for pie."
 
   Wednesday scraped the remains of the food onto the serving plate, and then let Kaitlyn down.
 
   Taking the hook out and the gag off was fine, but getting those clamps off hurt like hell. Wednesday had put a finger to her lips before she started, which meant that Kaitlyn had to scream quietly, which wasn't easy.
 
   Then Wednesday put the serving plate on the floor, and let her crawl over and eat.
 
   At which point Pixel sat down, and put her foot on top of Kaitlyn's dinner.
 
   "Eat around it," she said. "And make sure I'm clean when you're done."
 
   It was the foot with Kaitlyn's necklace on it, and Kaitlyn had to stop and breathe hard for a few seconds to stop herself for biting Pixel's ankle and not letting go until Wednesday made her.
 
   But she'd asked for Wednesday to punish her, so . . . well, it made sense that she was having things like that happen to her. And she could take it. So she stayed on the floor, and mixed eating Wednesday and Pixel's leftovers with licking Pixel's foot.
 
   Kaitlyn's clothing was filthy, and the foccacia was not improved by having had fish and risotto dumped on it, and Pixel's foot wasn't nearly as nice as Wednesday's, but she did what they wanted her to do, as they talked about how school was going, and people that Kaitlyn didn't know, and then about books.
 
   Because it turned out that despite liking metal and having cool hair and tattoos, Pixel was just as big a nerd as Wednesday. She'd read literally everything that Wednesday was enthusiastic about, and she had like a thousand other recommendations.
 
   It was a little disturbing to realize that Wednesday wasn't the only person to like that sort of stuff, just because she was the only person that Kaitlyn knew who liked that sort of stuff. And while they disagreed about some things, they agreed on way more things, and . . . and Pixel wasn't even paying attention when Kaitlyn licked her foot clean, which seemed like the polite thing to do. She didn't seem to be even a little bit ticklish, either, which was one of the cute things about Wednesday. It left Kaitlyn feeling a little grumpy when the conversation turned back to magic.
 
   "So," said Pixel. "Have you got any new tricks?"
 
   Wednesday hesitated. "There were some things I picked up. I had to get rid of most of them, at least for a little while, but . . . well, I did pick up a bottle of black poppy juice recently."
 
   "I have no idea what that does," said Pixel. "Because you never let me play with magic."
 
   "Poppies," said Wednesday with a weird fake laugh. "Poppies will put them to sleep."
 
   Probably a reference. One that Pixel got, because she laughed too, a real one. "Okay, but how seriously?"
 
   "If someone took the whole bottle, seventy years, plus minus. One part in ten thousand for a couple of hours."
 
   "Oh, cool; you gonna roofie her?"
 
   There was a pause, and Kaitlyn wasn't at all sure what answer she wanted.
 
   "Truth is," said Wednesday. "That's pretty much what it had been used for—there was an incubus, and once they've had sex with a girl, they can more or less mind control them. Knocking them out first would've made that first one easier, but . . . well, he's not a problem anymore, and that could be fun. And this way I can take care of hygiene and maintenance without her feeling like she's been let out of her cage. Heel, Kaitlyn; we're going for a walk."
 
   Kaitlyn stuck close to Wednesday's heel as they headed to the bedroom. Pixel walked next to her, and when they were like that, it was clear just how much nicer Wednesday looked. Particularly because she hadn't stolen Kaitlyn's necklace and wrapped it around her ankle.
 
   As Wednesday measured out the roofie stuff, they set Kaitlyn up sitting on the floor near Pixel, who was at the edge of the bed, and who'd started playing with Kaitlyn's tits.
 
   "There, there," said Wednesday. "We'll have plenty of time for that when she's knocked out."
 
   "And stuff up her holes?"
 
   "And stuff up her holes," said Wednesday. "But I'm going to be the one putting that stuff there. Like I said, I'm feeling irrationally possessive about Kaitlyn, so I'm the one who has sex with her."
 
   "That is barely having sex," said Pixel. "Maybe just like a butt plug?"
 
   "Maybe," said Wednesday. "Probably not, but maybe."
 
   She gave Kaitlyn a glass of water. "Drink up," she said.
 
   "Yes, Wednesday," said Kaitlyn, and took the water.
 
   It tasted completely fine; just like a glass of water. And she hadn't had anything to drink with dinner. Maybe there'd been a mistake, or. . . .
 
   Pixel was still playing with her breasts, and she could feel that, but it felt strangely distant. And there were . . .
 
   Kaitlyn tried to stand up, but couldn't. It was like she was drunk, like the sleepy part of being drunk, but without the edge to it. She slumped forward, feeling hands on her, seeing Wednesday's satisfied smirk.
 
   "Is she out?" asked Pixel.
 
   "Not completely," said Wednesday. "Let's get her undressed, and then up on the bed. You've got to see her pussy. It's great."
 
   "Absolutely," said Pixel, working on Kaitlyn's shirt.
 
   Kaitlyn looked at her legs, tried to move them, but there was nothing happening. She looked up at Wednesday, who gave her an approving nod. And that was the last thing she remembered.
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
   There was someone slapping Kaitlyn's face.
 
   She shook her head; she felt . . . she felt like she'd been woken up in the middle of the night after a bender, and she really just wanted to keep sleeping.
 
   Kaitlyn shook her head, but someone kept slapping her. And also she was naked, except for that chastity belt, and she wasn't even lying down? She was sitting on tiles?
 
   She opened her eyes, and Wednesday gave another approving nod, just like when she'd gone under.
 
   "Sleeps like a log," she said, "But the juice worked right."
 
   "Gruh?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   Pixel laughed.
 
   "It's been a couple of hours," said Wednesday, which seemed plausible? Kaitlyn certainly felt sore. Mainly her butt felt sore, and not because she'd been sitting on tiles. Also she felt like she'd been shaved, maybe? Smooth, rather than prickly, anyway.
 
   "You know," said Pixel, "if you just went for laser hair removal, you wouldn't have to shave her every day."
 
   "She's blonde," said Wednesday. "It'd have to be electrolysis. But in any case, I'm not doing anything permanent to her. This way, she can always change her mind."
 
   "The hell she can," said Pixel. "I've seen her looking at you. Anyway. Point is, you said there was something you wanted to do before we went to bed?"
 
   "In the tub, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday. "Face near the drain, not too close. You know the drill."
 
   She was going to do that, with Pixel there?
 
   Kaitlyn went into the tub, knelt, no hesitation. If that was what it was going to be, she could handle it.
 
   It was what it was going to be. Wednesday stepped into the tub in front of her, and Kaitlyn stared at her feet, and flinched at the hot spray of piss on her hair and neck and shoulders, watched it run down into the drain.
 
   "Hot," said Pixel.
 
   "I know, right?" said Wednesday. "I particularly like the way she doesn't like it. And clean it off, Kaitlyn. Start with my feet and work your way up."
 
   "You know," said Pixel. "You really should hydrate better—you want straw-colored pee, at the darkest."
 
   "Yes, thank you," said Wednesday.
 
   "And it would make her gag less," added Pixel.
 
   "Not necessarily an inducement."
 
   Kaitlyn coughed, fought back the urge to vomit, and kept licking.
 
   "And I go next, right?" said Pixel.
 
   "If you want," said Wednesday. "But you have to use toilet paper—she is not having sex with you, and anything which involves her lips on your pussy counts as sex."
 
   "Aw, man," said Pixel. "That's not—"
 
   "Or the next time I'm arranging a scene where I've got you and a guy, I could have you lick his cock clean, because that's not sex, really."
 
   "Not even close to the same," said Pixel. "For reasons that I'll come up with at some point."
 
   At least Wednesday's pussy tasted like something other than piss. Well, something in addition to piss, anyway. And if Wednesday counted it as sex. . . Kaitlyn pushed in a little harder, moved up toward Wednesday's clit, hoping that—
 
   Wednesday pushed her back down. "No. I went to all the trouble of importing a girl from Baltimore for my amusement, so I'm going to be using her. On the floor of the tub."
 
   Kaitlyn suppressed a snarl, and went back to the floor of the tub, to watch Wednesday's feet leaving, and Pixel's feet replacing hers. Still not as nice as Wednesday's, still wearing her necklace around her ankle.
 
   And pissing on her head, because that was what everyone thought was appropriate.
 
   Pixel was better hydrated, or whatever, so it tasted less like piss, though it still tasted like piss. And, honestly, Kaitlyn would've much rather been licking off Wednesday's legs and thighs, no matter how little water Wednesday had to drink.
 
   But she got through it, and then Pixel and Wednesday left. "Quick shower," said Wednesday. "Use the toilet. Make sure you brush your teeth. Then come to the bedroom."
 
   In theory, that would sound hopeful, but there was the imported girl from Baltimore, so it would probably be more of the same. Still, Kaitlyn showered, brushed her teeth, and crawled to the bedroom as quickly as she could.
 
   Pixel was naked and tied to the bed, grinning down at Kaitlyn. And Wednesday was wearing a corset and stockings, but her breasts were out of the corset, and they were. . . Kaitlyn stared at them, which made Pixel snicker.
 
   "Exactly," said Wednesday. "Come here."
 
   She went there, only there turned out to be the closet. The shoes and stuff that had been on the floor of the closet were stacked up next to it, and there was an eyebolt in the wall.
 
   "And since your neck looks weird without something on it, here you go."
 
   It wasn't nearly as nice as her necklace. A twisted black chain, with a lock in the middle. Wednesday put the chain around Kaitlyn's neck, and clicked the lock closed. "This will literally never come off unless I personally unlock it," she said. Then she clipped a carabiner to the lock, and used a bit of chain to attach Kaitlyn to that eyebolt on the wall of the closet, near the floor. "Sleep well. And don't make too much noise; I'm entertaining company."
 
   Kaitlyn curled up at the bottom of the closet, and listened to Wednesday and Pixel having sex. They seemed to be having a certain amount of fun—she could hear the low sounds of Wednesday talking, then higher-pitched little noises from Pixel as Wednesday hurt her, and then moans as she went from hurting her to doing other things to her.
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't entirely sure that she'd be able to fall asleep like that, but she did, strangely comfortable on the floor of the closet. It was . . . well, it was a punishment, and she trusted Wednesday, and she was starting to feel a little better already.
 
   In the middle of the night, the closet door opened, and Kaitlyn had a sudden panic, trying to figure out where she was, and why she couldn't move her head very far.
 
   "Sh," said Wednesday, and she knelt down next to Kaitlyn, unhooked her from the eyebolt. "Couldn't sleep," she said. "Lick."
 
   Absolutely no problem there. Kaitlyn was up on her knees, and Wednesday was there, and she was warm and soft and wet, and Wednesday's hand was in her hair. It was really nice, and it didn't last nearly as long as Kaitlyn wanted.
 
   When Wednesday was done, she chained Kaitlyn back up and closed the closet door. Kaitlyn lay there in the dark, and listened to the faint creaks of the floor as Wednesday made her way back to the bed. It took a little longer for her to fall back asleep, in the silence of the closet, imagining Wednesday's breath and Pixel's, imaged the two of them together in the bed, sleeping, Pixel in Wednesday's arms.
 
   Not the worst image to fall asleep to, actually.
 
   The next morning, they didn't let Kaitlyn out of the closet right away. They were talking, and getting dressed, and Kaitlyn could see that the lights were on from the crack under the closet door, and she really had to pee, but she also wasn't supposed to make too much noise.
 
   Finally, Wednesday let her out, and Pixel found her fast-crawling to the bathroom to be hilarious. And then she had to make breakfast for everyone, which she had to eat the same way she ate dinner the night before, and then Pixel wanted to whip her.
 
   Wednesday wasn't entirely convinced.
 
   "Come on!" she said. "I brought a single-tail all the way from Baltimore! And I'm good at this, honest. I have never once maimed any of my sexual partners."
 
   "First of all," said Wednesday, "I don't know how many sexual partners you've had that you've been allowed to top."
 
   "Not you," grumbled Pixel.
 
   "And second of all, you brought everything all the way from Baltimore. There's a strap-on that you're not going to get to use, and an expired bus pass that you're probably not going to—"
 
   "Please? She's got such a nice butt, and also you said that she really likes proving that she can do things, so why don't you let her prove she can stand still and take it."
 
   Kaitlyn still didn't entirely like Pixel, but she had to admit that was a pretty good argument. She'd finished the bits of pancake that they'd left her, and was down to just licking Pixel's foot and waiting for more instructions, but she gave her an extra nice lick for that.
 
   "It'd be fun," said Pixel.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday. "Fine. But if you damage my property, I'll—"
 
   "I know," said Pixel. "I know. Relax, it'll be fine. And there was that other thing you wanted to set up, so we're going to be moving furniture anyway, and—"
 
   "Stand up, bend over the table," said Wednesday, and Pixel did that. Her foot was still on the plate they'd put down with Kaitlyn's breakfast, but she'd shifted so that she was up on the balls of her feet, which gave Kaitlyn a chance to lick Pixel's sole clean.
 
   How was someone that not-ticklish? She didn't even flinch or anything when Kaitlyn licked her there. Was she even human?
 
   She did do a convincing human imitation, though, as Wednesday got to work on her ass. That made her flinch, even if Kaitlyn couldn't.
 
   And made her . . . well, not flinch, when Wednesday shifted from smacking her to playing with her. Very convincing human imitation, in both cases.
 
   "I said fine," said Wednesday. "Now go set up the living room while I wash the dishes."
 
   "Oh, she can do that," said Pixel. "And if you want to move the couch, I—"
 
   "I don't want to move the couch," said Wednesday. "Couch stays where it is, TV stays where it is, and if you so much as touch my desk, I swear that you will be standing the whole way back to Baltimore, because there will not be a square inch of your ass that will not be aching for a week. You can move the coffee table, the bean-bag chair, the desk chair, and the lamp."
 
   "But—"
 
   "Go, Pixel."
 
   Pixel went, and Kaitlyn stayed close to Wednesday as she washed the dishes, not having had any instructions to the contrary, and wanting to stay close to Wednesday.
 
   When the dishes were done, the living room had been rearranged, more or less. The desk chair and bean-bag chair were gone, pulled into the bedroom, and the coffee table was right up near the desk. Pixel led Kaitlyn there and arranged her so that she was standing bent over, hands on the coffee table.
 
   "So," said Pixel. "Hands leave the table, I stop hitting you. Try to hold out as long as you can."
 
   Wednesday sat down on the table next to her, cross-legged, looking a little proud, but also a little concerned.
 
   Kaitlyn bit her lip, looked straight ahead. She could take it. Probably? No, definitely. She could take it.
 
   Pixel moved around behind her. A whistle-thwack, and Kaitlyn nearly pulled her hands off the table to grab at her butt. It wasn't that it hurt more than stuff that Wednesday had done to her, but it hurt differently. It was like Pixel had slapped her with the business end of a razor—she felt like there should be blood dripping down her butt.
 
   But she didn't let go, so Pixel hit her again. And it hurt just as much. More, where the two lines crossed.
 
   Wednesday was cross-legged on the table, watching Kaitlyn with a proud smile, which was super great. And then she took Kaitlyn's chin with her fingers, turned to watch her when Pixel hit her a third time.
 
   Kaitlyn winced and flinched, and there was a hitch to her breathing that had nothing to do with pain.
 
   "No more than twenty with the single-tail," said Wednesday. "Then switch to the paddle. Neighbors are gone for the weekend, so you can be moderately loud, Kaitlyn."
 
   Twenty? Moderately loud?
 
   Kaitlyn's chin was still being held by Wednesday's fingers, so it wasn't like she could look away. She bit her lip, and then gave Wednesday a little bit of a nod. Wednesday smiled, nodded back. Then the whip hit again, and Kaitlyn lurched forward, eyes brimming with tears, against her will.
 
   It hurt, but also Wednesday was there, and Kaitlyn was totally going to be able to take it. She was going to be able to take anything. Although another seventeen with the whip seemed like a heck of a lot.
 
   It was a heck of a lot, but Kaitlyn didn't really start sobbing until Pixel started with the paddle. That was something that Wednesday had used, but not when her butt was already on fire because it had been whipped.
 
   Pixel paused. "Are you sure, Em? I mean, the skin hasn't broken, but—"
 
   "But I trust Kaitlyn to let us know when she's had too much," said Wednesday. "She's got a super-high threshold for too much, so you still have to be careful about damage. But she's had a bad scare, and feels responsible, and her hands are still on the table. Keep going."
 
   Kaitlyn had gotten a big scare, and did feel responsible, so she kept her hands on the table, even though she was crying for really real, hard enough that her nose was getting snotty, and she probably looked a wreck, and . . . and Wednesday's hands were cool on her face, wiping away her tears, and when Kaitlyn looked up at her, Wednesday had an approving smile, and also that intent look that she got when Kaitlyn was doing something that turned her on.
 
   Finally, though, it was too much, and she pulled her hand up. Just one hand, but Pixel stopped anyway, the instant it left the coffee table.
 
   "Wow," said Pixel. "And it's not that she's a leather-butt. I mean, she was responsive from the first shot, but—"
 
   "But she's a good girl," said Wednesday. "And we're being mean to her, poor thing. Headphones on, and then let's set her up; I want to watch videos and fuck something."
 
   She was a good girl? Yes. She absolutely was. Despite—because of?—how much her butt hurt, that left her turned on, her pussy pulsing under the steel of her chastity belt, heat coiling in her stomach.
 
   Turned out, the bean-bag chair hadn't been taken to the bedroom—it had been stuffed underneath the desk, so that when Kaitlyn was set up across the coffee table that was next to the desk, her hips and stomach were on the table, and her head and torso were under the desk, on top of the bean-bag chair. It was a little tight, but not too uncomfortable.
 
   And also there was a water bottle—like the kind they had in hamster cages—attached to the back of the desk, next to the bundle of cables going down to the floor. Which was . . . well, she was thirsty, and it took a little bit to figure out how the thing worked. There was a steel ball in it, and if she pushed that with her tongue, she got a dribble of water. The most humiliating dribble of water that she'd ever had.
 
   Then the headphones started making noise. They were pretty good headphones, actually. Big and comfortable, and they had that noise-canceling thing going on. Why Pixel needed headphones like that to hear Norwegians yelling about death was her problem—Wednesday was talking.
 
   "Doing pretty good, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday, through the headphones. "You're going to be here for a while. If you need to pee, you can start kicking your left foot; anything else, ask for help. And now, since I don't want you listening to either my videos or my conversation, some other audio."
 
   The other audio was Wednesday and Pixel having sex. It took a few seconds for Kaitlyn to figure that out, but she'd heard it through the closet door the night before, and there was a rhythm that Wednesday got when she was turned on and also using that rattan cane that Kaitlyn had gotten pretty good at recognizing.
 
   So there was that, for about ten minutes.
 
   Kaitlyn hadn't needed to pee before they'd tied her up like that, but she was sort of considering it, given that Wednesday had mentioned it, and there wasn't anything else for her to think about. But before she did, there was a pause in Pixel's gasping, and Wednesday's low instructions, and Wednesday started talking through the headphones again.
 
   "So, this isn't necessarily my favorite, but Pixel loves it, and also loves to watch, and she's been a big help. Besides, you've earned a little treat. Point is, it's me, and relax. You've done this sort of thing before, and hopefully you won't enjoy it too much."
 
   This sort of thing?
 
   The sound went back to Pixel and Wednesday having sex, and then there was something wet and slimy being worked into Kaitlyn's ass. Well, obviously Wednesday liked pushing stuff up Kaitlyn's asshole; that wasn't anything new. But then her legs were pulled apart, tied apart to spread her open, and she could feel Wednesday's jeans against the skin of her inner thighs, and something laid down along the length of her ass that felt a bit like a cock.
 
   Oh. Oh, God, she was absolutely going to enjoy this too much, even though her pussy was still locked up in that stupid belt, and . . . and Wednesday pushed the fake cock into Kaitlyn's ass just as, in the recording, Pixel started making these high-pitched squeaks that meant that she was getting something similar.
 
   In a way, it wasn't that different than when Wednesday was using a plug on her or something; it wasn't warm the way an actual cock would be, and Wednesday wasn't feeling it, the way a guy would be. But it was still Wednesday's hands steering Kaitlyn's hips where she wanted them to go, it was still Wednesday's movement pumping into Kaitlyn, it was . . . 
 
   Kaitlyn moaned quietly into the little space they'd made for her, between the bean-bag chair and the top of the desk, not even able to hear herself because of the headphones, and the recording of Wednesday and Pixel having a good time.
 
   There was a lot not to like about the way they were treating her. But with each thrust of that fake cock into her butt, Kaitlyn rose up to meet it, pushing back. It hurt, of course. It hurt because her ass was sore from whatever they'd done to her while she was unconscious the night before, and because there was a fake cock in it, and because Pixel had just finished beating her, so it was like the whole thing was on fire.
 
   Only it wasn't just her ass that felt like it was on fire, it was her whole body. She could feel the flush rising in her chest, her whole body melting with every thrust and touch.
 
   She moaned, soft and helpless, as Wednesday pulled out, gave Kaitlyn a little slap on her butt, and went to do something else. That was unfair and horrible and also great, the way that she was just using her when she wanted, and leaving when she was done.
 
   Wednesday was a bit like that normally—that was part of their whole deal, that Wednesday did what she wanted, and Kaitlyn took it. But there were usually smiles and sometimes kisses, and now it was just . . . well.  No, the other way was better, overall, but there were times that this was what she needed.
 
   Although this way did get a little boring. No way of knowing how long she'd been left like that, after Wednesday was done fucking her ass. Half an hour? Two hours? Two million years? In any case, the recording of Wednesday and Pixel having sex ended, and then a recording of Kaitlyn getting whipped by Pixel started.
 
   There'd been part of Kaitlyn that hadn't liked listening to Wednesday having sex with someone who wasn't her, but mostly it had really turned her on. This time it was the other way around. They'd set Kaitlyn up on her stomach, wedged her into a dark corner underneath the desk and tied her hands behind her back. So it wasn't like anyone could see her face—but if she'd been able to move her hands she would've covered it up anyway. Listening to any recording of her voice was embarrassing. Listening to her breathing hard and yelping because some girl she barely knew was whipping her was beyond embarrassing.
 
   Also hot, but mainly beyond embarrassing.
 
   Kaitlyn nearly jumped out of her skin when she felt a light touch on her butt. Wednesday? Pixel? No idea. Whoever it was rubbed something cool and a little tingly onto her butt, and Kaitlyn found herself moving to that touch. At some point, they'd put a little pillow or something under her hips, and she was pushing the metal plate of the chastity belt against that. No relief, not even stimulation, but she couldn't stop.
 
   And she didn't want anything cool and tingly, either. She wanted something hot and hard and painful, but then, nobody was even asking what she wanted.
 
   Except in terms of one thing. Well, two things—if she couldn't take what they were doing, she could always ask them to stop, but that wasn't happening. At least not yet. She had stopped the beating, and still felt a little bad about that, despite the fact that the recording had gotten to the part where she was sobbing all out, and clearly couldn't take more.
 
   But she could signal that she had to pee, and it was getting to the point where she was going to have to do that. She'd been thirsty, and once she'd gotten used to drinking from the hamster bottle, she'd kind of enjoyed it—how Wednesday had figured out a way to make giving Kaitlyn a drink of water humiliating and sexy was beyond her, but she had—but maybe she should've had a bit less to drink.
 
   Kaitlyn didn't start kicking her left leg right away. Maybe they'd get bored with what they were doing, and they'd want to let Kaitlyn out for something, and she'd have a chance to run to the bathroom.
 
   But then, if they'd gotten bored with what they were doing, maybe they'd started making out on the couch, or talking about their stupid books, or . . . or they could've gone out for a walk. There were supposed to be flurries, so maybe they were out in the snow, with flakes catching in Wednesday's hair, and then she'd tip Pixel's head up to kiss her, and maybe Pixel would have nipple clips on under her shirt, and Wednesday would pull at them, and Pixel would wriggle and make little noises as they were kissing. If they were out, when Kaitlyn tried kicking, there wouldn't be anyone to let her go to the bathroom, so they'd find her with her hips on a soaking wet pillow, with a pool of piss on the floor, and. . .
 
   Okay, no. That was an interesting set of images—particularly Wednesday and Pixel kissing in the snow. Wednesday was good at kissing, and unlike Raleigh, where it only snowed like twice a year, it had been snowing in Howland like every week since Kaitlyn and Wednesday had started dating, and it was pretty.
 
   But the fact was, if Wednesday had said that she could kick her leg to signal that she needed to pee, that meant that someone was there watching her. Wednesday played all sorts of games with Kaitlyn, but not things like that.
 
   And Kaitlyn had to pee, so she kicked her left leg, like she was supposed to.
 
   Nothing happened right away, and Kaitlyn could pretend that she was alone, and Wednesday and Pixel were out kissing in the snow and were going to come back to a puddle of urine and all that. Then Wednesday's hands were on her, unbuckling her chastity belt.
 
   "It's true that there's a vent," she said, through the headphones, "but I don't necessarily want you spraying all over the living room. Try to hold it a little longer."
 
   Kaitlyn flet the cool air of the room on her pussy, and heard a choked laugh from Wednesday. "Hey, c'mere, Pixel. You've got to see this."
 
   Pixel didn't have a microphone, so Kaitlyn couldn't hear her response over the sounds of the beating she'd gotten earlier in the day. Still, Kaitlyn found her legs twisting as she blushed furiously at the bottom of Wednesday's desk. What did Pixel have to see that was so funny it wasn't fair that Wednesday was—
 
   There was the sound of someone's hand being slapped, mostly through the headphones, but also a little bit that she could hear just because they were in the same room.
 
   "No touching," said Wednesday. "Mine."
 
   "Sorry," said Pixel, sounding a little further from the mic. "But it's so gooey!"
 
   "I know, right? Wouldn't necessarily say that she's been enjoying everything, but it seems that someone hasn't been having an altogether unpleasant time."
 
   Not fair, not even a little. She'd just done what everyone told her, and Wednesday had fucked her in the ass, and it had—
 
   "Point is. . . go get me a spoon, Pix," said Wednesday.  And then, "Just hold on, Kaitlyn. Gotta take care of this first."
 
   She really had to pee super badly, but there wasn't any way that Wednesday could to know that, so it felt like she was being treated like a baby, and that wasn't. . .
 
   There was metal being scraped along her pussy, and Pixel's soft giggle in the background. Dammit, not fair. Kaitlyn actually considered asking Wednesday to knock it off, but she knew that if she did, Wednesday would, and she didn't necessarily want that to happen.
 
   Wednesday's hand snaked in over Kaitlyn's shoulder to deposit the metal plate from her belt right in front of her. It was a little sticky. Maybe. Nothing to laugh about.
 
   "If that's nice and clean before it's time for the next activity, I may give you another ride with the strap-on," she said.
 
   "Do it!" added Pixel, from somewhere behind her. "It was amazing, last time, and Wednesday let me take some video, though we're going to have to—"
 
   "Shut up, Pixel. Do it, Jam."
 
   Kaitlyn couldn't really see that well underneath the desk. She reached out with her tongue, hesitantly, and licked. Okay, more than a little bit sticky. But still not anything to laugh about.
 
   Only then Wednesday lifted up her hips, and took the pillow away, and Pixel put something in its place. Like, a bowl, maybe?
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday. "Go ahead and pee."
 
   What, in the living room, with Pixel giggling about it, and into a . . . something?
 
   "Limited-time offer," said Wednesday. "It's that, or another hour before it's time to do something else."
 
   If she tried to wait another hour, she'd be peeing on the floor anyway, and this way, well, if she splashed, it'd be nobody's fault but Wednesday's, and maybe she'd make Pixel clean it up? Which didn't make it easy to actually pee in front of people like that, but eventually she was able to let go.
 
   And it was almost a bit like an orgasm, or some other feeling of complete release. There had been a lot of pee, and she hadn't been willing to let anyone know until the last possible minute.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday when Kaitlyn was done. "You keep licking, and you can take this—"
 
   The microphone went off, so it was nothing but the recording of Wednesday and Pixel having sex the night before.
 
   The whole process left Kaitlyn feeling badly oppressed, but not quite oppressed enough to miss the fact that the way the pillow was set up, Pixel would be able to see her pussy, and notice that it was starting to get a little gooey again.
 
   But there wasn't anything she could do about that! And also she'd been tied up for a long time, and was starting to get sore, and it was hard to lick that whole thing clean, because she couldn't use her hands to move it, and while she could move a little, she couldn't move as much as she needed to. Still, by the time Wednesday leaned over her to get it—which was great, just by itself, because Wednesday was practically lying on top of her, and she was naked and exposed and Wednesday was dressed and in control of things—it was clean enough? Probably? Maybe?
 
   Whatever it was, Wednesday didn't put it back on right away. Instead, she stood there, and pushed Kaitlyn's legs further apart with her legs, and Kaitlyn's breathing was already ragged.
 
   She didn't fuck her as long as she had the first time, and she used maybe a little less lube? But it was so damn good that Kaitlyn was almost crying when Wednesday pulled out. And then untied her and dragged her out from under the desk to blink helplessly at the lights in the living room.
 
   Pixel was on the couch with a bright smile and a pile of Wednesday's comic books.  She was still wearing Kaitlyn's necklace on her ankle and also she was wearing Kaitlyn's clothes, but Kaitlyn couldn't even spend enough time looking at her to get mad, because there was Wednesday. She wore black jeans, and a black corset that might have been made of denim? And also a flowy white shirt, and the fake cock was sticking out of the fly of the jeans, and Kaitlyn just wanted to suck it, or even just kneel there and be naked next to Wednesday when she was dressed like that.
 
   So, of course, Wednesday pulled it back in and zipped up.
 
   Everyone was always so mean to Kaitlyn.
 
   "Stretch out a bit," said Wednesday. "Been tied up for a while, and the next thing is going to be a little strenuous. And then comes cooking dinner."
 
   Right. Dinner. It was Saturday night, and they'd dress up fancy for dinner, and Kaitlyn would make something nice, and then she'd get a chance to ask for something that she didn't normally get. No way of knowing how dinner was going to go this week—could be she'd be trying to eat around Pixel's foot again, or whatever—but it was going to be good. Chicken-fried steak, only she'd gotten some decent sirloin rather than like, cube steak, and there'd been early rhubarb in Wegman's, and she was going to make a cobbler.
 
   And she definitely needed to stretch, because her shoulders and legs hurt, and also because sometimes when she was stretching, Wednesday watched her and her eyes would bug out a little. But this time, Wednesday just headed to the bedroom. At least Pixel seemed appreciative, though she was pretending to read her comics? Well, anyway, Kaitlyn wasn't locked up in that belt for a few minutes, so that was nice. Only there was almost certainly a reason for that, and there were a bunch of cords hanging down from the thing on the ceiling that Wednesday used to hold her toy dinosaur, so the reason seemed likely to be a frightening one.
 
   Wednesday came back without the bulge in her jeans. "Okay," she said. "In the corner, and lie down on your back."
 
   That was simple enough, but it got complicated fast. The next step was bending her knees, so that her feet were flat on the floor, and then lifting up her hips, so that her pussy was right near the end of those cords, each of which had a clothespin on it.
 
   Even though Wednesday hadn't done anything yet, Kaitlyn was already trembling a little. Wednesday smiled and started pinning the clothespins on her pussy.
 
   "Jeez, Em," said Pixel, watching over the edge of the couch. "Where do you even get these ideas?"
 
   "In this case? A gifset on tumblr," said Wednesday, adjusting the tension in one of the cords so it wasn't pulling quite so hard. "Admittedly, in that case, the girl was also up on her arms, so there were clips on her breasts and tongue that'd get pulled off when she collapsed. But I want something that'll last a little longer before Kaitlyn has to give up."
 
   "Oh, she'd be fine," said Pixel.
 
   Kaitlyn both did and didn't like Pixel.
 
   "She's great," said Wednesday. "But this is what we're doing."
 
   In addition to a few clothespins on her inner thighs and the bottom of her belly, there were eight clothespins on Kaitlyn's labia—three on each outer, and one on each inner, and there was one left, which looked a little less stringent than the others? Kaitlyn knew exactly where it was going, and moaned a little as Wednesday stroked her clit. It felt good, but it was going to hurt, and—and yeah, that's where that last clothespin went.
 
   "There," said Wednesday. "I think you can figure out what happens when your hips drop, Jam."
 
   Kaitlyn gave her a dirty look, then said, "Yes, Wednesday," in a small voice. What was going to happen was that all of those clips were going to pull off, and it was going to hurt really badly. The longer she put it off, the worse it was going to hurt, but at the same time, she wasn't going to be able to drop her hips deliberately, and not just because that would spoil Wednesday's fun.
 
   "Tell you what, though," said Wednesday, sitting down on the floor next to her. "I'll take one off every five minutes."
 
   Every five minutes? Kaitlyn was going to be able to last maybe ten minutes like this. Maybe. It was like one of those stupid plank exercises, and she hated those stupid plank exercises. And how was she even going to be able to cook dinner with her legs as worn out as they were going to be?
 
   But Wednesday was there, reading a comic book, and also stroking Kaitlyn's leg as she fidgeted and tried to keep her hips up so that the clothespins didn't pull off.
 
   "Here, check this out," said Wednesday after a while.
 
   "Hmm?" asked Pixel.
 
   "Feel here."
 
   Here was the outside of Kaitlyn's leg, where Wednesday had been touching her.
 
   Pixel felt there. "Wow. That's really tense."
 
   "I know, right? Maybe I should have her do this every morning, to keep her in shape."
 
   "You're going to have to do something sooner or later," said Pixel, "assuming that you ever let her eat the food she cooks."
 
   "Yeah, I know," said Wednesday. "But for now, youthful metabolism. Anyhow, keep your hand there. I'm going to pull off that first clothespin."
 
   It was one of the ones on her inner lips, which was . . . it hurt a lot coming off, but not nearly as much as if it had been pulled off, and . . . and five minutes had taken forever, and there was no way that she was going to last another five minutes, and it was going to hurt so much.
 
   Pixel didn't seem inclined to get up and do something else, and Wednesday had started playing with Kaitlyn's breasts, running her hand along the one closer to her, tweaking at the nipple, and then doing it again, and that felt really good.
 
   But all the clothespins that were on ached, and the place where Wednesday had taken one off burned.  And the clothespin on its string was just hanging loose, so that when Kaitlyn moved, it would sometimes bump against the other strings, which she felt in the clothespins.
 
   Her leg was starting to tremble, and Pixel was going to be able to feel that, and know that Kaitlyn was going to fail. Kaitlyn looked up at Wednesday, who was watching her with that intent look that she got when she was turned on. What Kaitlyn wanted to do was kiss her, but she was being punished, and that wasn't allowed.
 
   And it could be that Wednesday saw what Kaitlyn was wanting, because she patted her hair, as Pixel held on to her thigh, and felt her falling apart.
 
   "It's going to hurt like hell when you let go," said Wednesday, leaning forward to whisper into Kaitlyn's ear. "Gotta admit; I'm looking forward."
 
   Well, she was there to entertain Wednesday. Kaitlyn nodded.
 
   "Hold on until the second clip is off, at least," said Wednesday. "You've got a minute-thirty."
 
   Million years-thirty, more like. But Kaitlyn held herself up, sweating buckets, until Wednesday pinched the other clothespin on Kaitlyn's inner lip off, which stung like hell.
 
   "Next one will be the—" started Wednesday, but it didn't matter. Kaitlyn's hips dropped, and every single clothespin was pulled off at once, including the one that was on her clit. Kaitlyn wailed, and Wednesday clamped her hand over her mouth, which muffled it a little, but Kaitlyn was crying. It was like her whole crotch and thighs had gotten ripped open, and her legs were spasming, and it hurt, and it hurt.
 
   "Wow," said Pixel, after a while.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday. "Hard to stay mad at her after that.  She's a good girl. But next she'll make us supper, and I'm sure I'll be able to come up with something fun to do after that."
 
   Not for a little bit, though. This was okay, lying with her head on Wednesday's lap, and Pixel holding onto her leg, though Kaitlyn had to keep those legs far apart, because her pussy was . . . okay, no skin had ripped off. But it felt like it had, and her clit was aching, and everything hurt, and Wednesday's fingers were in her hair, and she was wiping Kaitlyn's tears away.
 
   It took like an hour, but eventually Kaitlyn was able to get to work in the kitchen. She was allowed to stand up when she was cooking, but not walk, so she had to crawl to the fridge and back, which was a pain and slowed things down.
 
   And also Wednesday and Pixel were in the living room, playing one of those fighting games that Wednesday was good at. It turned out Pixel was also good at it. They were both swearing appallingly and having a good time, which was not necessarily what happened when Kaitlyn played that sort of game with Wednesday. So that wasn't great. And the rhubarb was a little earlier than it should've been, so it was even tarter than usual, so that wasn't great.
 
   And then, when she went to let them know that dinner was going to be ready soon, Wednesday told Kaitlyn to go stand in the corner while she ate with Pixel.
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn. She had to fight back the urge to cover her mouth, or take it back, or something, but she'd said it. Wednesday was looking at her, and so was Pixel.
 
   "No?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "You told me to tell you when it was too much," said Kaitlyn. "It's too much. If you want me to eat scraps from the floor or off of Pixel's foot, or whatever, that's okay, but . . . but eating dinner with you on Saturday night is important to me, and I don't want to stand in the corner while you eat."
 
   She'd done it. She hadn't even meant to, but she had, and if Wednesday wasn't going to—
 
   Wednesday was sitting on the couch, and Pixel was on the floor next to the couch. They were both looking at her, but then Wednesday turned to Pixel and took Kaitlyn's necklace off of her foot.
 
   If she was going to give that necklace to Pixel or throw it out or something. . . Kaitlyn was on the verge of tears already, when Wednesday came over. She took the chain off of Kaitlyn's neck, and put the necklace back on.
 
   "Good job," she said. "Thank you."
 
   Then Kaitlyn did cry. Not pain crying, like she'd done when Pixel had beaten her, or when she'd let her hips drop and all those clothespins had pulled off at once. But big, blubbery tears that made her all snotty, and must have been ruining her face.
 
   At some point, Wednesday pulled her down to the couch, and Wednesday was holding her.  She looked worried and a little happy, and it was terrible and it was great.
 
   "Good job," she said again. "Kinda expected it to be the clothespins that pushed you over the edge, but—"
 
   "That's just pain," said Kaitlyn, through her tears. "This is—"
 
   "Go get undressed and set the table, Pixel," said Wednesday. "Looks like it's your turn."
 
   "Can—"
 
   "Go."
 
   Pixel stripped and ran. She was cute, but—
 
   "And she had my necklace on her foot, and you guys like all the same things and she's so much better at being your girlfriend and it was—"
 
   "Sh," said Wednesday. "You are literally the best."
 
   Like she believed that. "And you dress up for her and you don't dress up for me, and then the two of you are—"
 
   "Actually," said Wednesday. "Let's watch a video for a little bit. Food'll keep for ten minutes?"
 
   Kaitlyn gave a helpless, blubbery nod. It'd be better if they ate sooner, so the cobbler would be ready at the right time, but it'd be okay? But a video, while her heart was breaking, and . . . well, at least Wednesday could fiddle with the wireless mouse, so she didn't have to get up.
 
   And also it was a video of her.
 
   First there was Wednesday and Pixel talking about giving her roofies, and then she was drinking the stuff, as Pixel mauled her breasts. They had a camera on her? That was. . .
 
   Once she was out, Pixel let go, and looked at Wednesday. "Oh, my God, Em," she said.
 
   "I know, right?"
 
   "She's gorgeous!"
 
   "I know, right?"
 
   "No, but you said that she was pretty, and I thought you meant, like, pretty. But . . . okay, look." She held up Kaitlyn's hand, which was limp, and sort of posed her hand next to it. "Living as a woman in Western society, I naturally have body image issues. But until now, I've never had anxieties about having insufficiently pretty knuckles. But look at this!"
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday. "By comparison, yours are gross and bumpy."
 
   "Thanks!" said Pixel.
 
   "Also your breasts aren't nearly as nice."
 
   "Oh my God, they are so soft and firm. How do you do anything besides play with them?"
 
   "Getting work done has been a bit of a challenge," said Wednesday. "Anyhow, help me get her up onto the bed, and naked."
 
   Kaitlyn was out cold, flopping around as they dragged her up onto the bed, and got her clothing off. And it was a little embarrassing, but also hot, and the way that Wednesday and Pixel were looking at her. . . sitting on the couch, Kaitlyn blushed, but she wasn't crying anymore.
 
   Then Wednesday unlocked the chastity belt, and took it off, and Pixel reached out.
 
   Wednesday slapped her hand away. "No. Mine."
 
   "Yeah," said Pixel. "She really is. Maybe someday I'll get someone to look at me like that, but—"
 
   "Excuse me," said Wednesday. "You had someone who looked at you like that, and you dumped her to move to Baltimore."
 
   "No," said Pixel. She'd started playing with Kaitlyn's breasts again, and Kaitlyn could see that in the video, her nipples were stiffening under Pixel's touch. "I had someone who wanted to see me like that, and who would have totally lived the rest of her life pretending that she was that into me. But no. You've got something I've never had, and are you sure you want to keep doing this? It's a little risky."
 
   Wednesday gave a firm nod of her head. "It is a little risky. But I. . . the truth is, even though she was the one asking to be punished, I was a little bugged about what happened, and this'll pay it off, and it'll just be part of a fond memory. And also I think that Kaitlyn can handle this, and I need to know if she can."
 
   Wednesday patted Kaitlyn's pussy, and then stuck a finger in. "Besides, she seems to be having fun."
 
   "Kaitlyn is having a lot of fun," said Pixel. "So responsive, and so into your games."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday, rooting around in the bedside table for one of her plugs. "She's great."
 
   "And she writes fanfic!"
 
   Wednesday gave Pixel a look. "Don't."
 
   "Oh, come on. I want to hear her read it."
 
   "If you make her feel the least bit bad about having tried to do something for me, I swear to God, Pixel, there is a Ramada in town, and I will book you a room, and you will stay there until Monday and find your own way home."
 
   "But—"
 
   "I'm not joking."
 
   Pixel put her hands up. "Okay! Sorry. Is it okay if I point out that she's got an impossibly cute pussy?"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday.
 
   "And is it okay if I mention that I'm not sure we should be doing this, with her passed out like that?"
 
   "Well, you're wrong, but it's okay."
 
   "It just feels a little . . . unsavory."
 
   Wednesday sighed. "You know that necklace you're teasing her with?"
 
   "Was that too much? I could—"
 
   "No, it was a great idea. She gets so hilariously grumpy every time she looks at it. But my point is, being made to do something without having any control over it is just about her favorite thing. This is more of that, and it's genuinely fine. I'd be more worried about whether wearing her necklace on your ankle was okay—"
 
   Pixel opened her mouth and Wednesday held up her hand. Pixel shut it.
 
   "But this is absolutely fine. And you're just here to pass me things. Speaking of which, the lube, if you please?"
 
   It was the green plug—the one that Wednesday had got because she thought it matched Kaitlyn's eyes, so even though it was a little uncomfortable, it was kind of Kaitlyn's favorite—and then a matching dildo.
 
   As Wednesday worked those in, Pixel had Kaitlyn's head up on her lap, and was brushing Kaitlyn's hair with her fingers. "She has pretty great hair."
 
   "I know! And also her eyebrows."
 
   "Right? It's like that girl on Daredevil. You should do a cosplay."
 
   "Karen Page dresses like a normal person. So Kaitlyn's costume would be . . . slightly less wavy hair?"
 
   "Shut up."
 
   "And exactly who would I be going as? Electra?"
 
   "Shut up. I was thinking Leland, actually. You look like a cranky old man, and—"
 
   "Point is," said Wednesday, "how've you been?"
 
   "I've been good, Em," said Pixel. "Orgo is impossible, but—"
 
   Then Wednesday paused the video. "Answer a few questions?"
 
   Kaitlyn didn't necessarily want to answer, so she burrowed in tighter to Wednesday's side.
 
   "And to answer one that doesn't get addressed in the video," said Wednesday, "the thing about getting dressed up in fancy costumes is that I started doing that with Pixel because I was trying to impress her, whenever we did a scene. And it's become a thing. But with you, we didn't start that way, and also . . . I mean, sex with Pixel is a thing that I do. Sex with you is just how I live, you know?"
 
   A lot of times, Kaitlyn didn't entirely understand what Wednesday was talking about. But that time, even though she wasn't speaking entirely clearly, she was pretty sure she got it. Kaitlyn craned her neck up, and kissed Wednesday on the cheek.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday. "But anyhow. Steak is getting cold, Pixel's probably getting nervous. Quick shower, then get dressed for Saturday dinner."
 
   Kaitlyn dropped to her knees, and started crawling to the bathroom.
 
   "You can walk at this point, if you want to," said Wednesday. "But that's nice too."
 
   It wasn't easy to sexy-crawl, while at the same time move quickly, but Kaitlyn did her best. That was a pretty good video that Wednesday had showed her, and at some point, she'd probably get to watch the rest of it.
 
   Saturday night dinner was for dressing up fancy, and by the time Kaitlyn was out of the shower, Wednesday was already wearing something slinky and really dark purple, almost black. And as Kaitlyn might possibly have bought like half-a-dozen formal outfits exclusively for those Saturday night meals, she had a certain amount to choose from. She went with a low-cut white silk dress and a green jacket. And no underwear, because. . . well, because. The two of them looked great together. Pixel went with the leather collar around her neck, a nervous slook, and nothing else. Okay, the three of them looked great together.
 
   As usual, Wednesday tied Kaitlyn to her chair, and then fed her by hand. And Pixel did waiter sorts of things—bringing out the food when it was ready, pouring wine, and grinding pepper. And not eating anything.
 
   "You can feed her later," said Wednesday, with a look at Pixel. "So, how was your day?"
 
   Kaitlyn tried not to snort wine out of her nose. "It was a bit intense. And I didn't have much to eat."
 
   Wednesday gave a thoughtful nod. "You should have more wine; it's good."
 
   Kaitlyn had never really liked wine, in general, but it was apparently a thing that Wednesday's dad liked, so it was a thing that Wednesday liked, so it was a thing that Kaitlyn was trying to like. Tasted classy, anyway, and it definitely got her buzzed quicker than beer.
 
   There was also a little frown that Wednesday got when she was feeding Kaitlyn something, and a half-smile when Kaitlyn took it properly. The steak was amazing, like always. The cobbler could have been better, but it wasn't worse than anchovies, which were the grossest thing that people ate.  And once Wednesday had fed Kaitlyn anchovies, and Kaitlyn had liked it, so.
 
   When they were done with their food, Wednesday scraped everything left onto a plate, and put it on the floor. And Kaitlyn put her foot on top of it just before Pixel started eating. Fair was fair, after all.
 
   Only it turned out that ticklish was ticklish, so when Pixel started licking Kaitlyn's foot, it was a real struggle not to kick her in the face, or start screaming.
 
   Which seemed to amuse Wednesday. "Not everything is for everyone. Want some more wine?"
 
   "Are you getting me drunk?" asked Kaitlyn. "I could have more of that black poppy stuff, if you want? Those were pretty good dreams."
 
   They'd been pretty sexy dreams, anyway.
 
   "No," said Wednesday. "I mean, you came into college liking a bit to drink now and then, and I have no intention of interfering with that. But you are not going to be leaving with a taste for opium. Not even magic sexy date-rape opium."
 
   "Aww," said Kaitlyn. "Okay, yes, more wine please."
 
   The wine with dinner had been one of those red-wine tasting red wines, but now Wednesday opened a thin bottle of white wine, and she gave Kaitlyn like a shot of that, rather than a whole drink.
 
   It was really sweet, but also alcoholic, and also a sort of complex sweet?
 
   "Okay, yes, this," said Kaitlyn. "This is great."
 
   "If what you mean is that you want to know what it is, so that when it is legal for you to acquire wine on your own, you might buy some, it's a Kruger-Rumpf Riesling Nahe Munsterer Pittersberg Icewine. If what you mean is that it is delicious and that you want more, you're not getting any. A little tipsy is fine, but I don't want you drunk for what happens next."
 
   Truth was, Kaitlyn probably should've put on some panties, if merely to keep from staining her dress. But, whatever. The silk felt nice. Kaitlyn gave Pixel a little kick in the face, which made her butt twitch, which was really nice. "Hurry up," she said. "I want to see what happens next."
 
   Then Pixel licked the sole of Kaitlyn's foot, which ought to have made her convulse, but it just felt mildly pleasant.
 
   "Like I said," said Wednesdy. "A little tipsy is fine. Makes you relaxed. Though it's not as important for you to be relaxed as it is for Pixel to be relaxed."
 
   Kaitlyn giggled. "Want to pour some wine down her throat?" she asked. "That could be fun."
 
   "No," said Wednesday. "That relationship is not currently at that point. You're the only one I'm going to have tipsy sex with."
 
   "Aw," said Kaitlyn. "But you are going to fuck her? And I can watch?"
 
   Wednesday just smiled. "You'll find out when you find out."
 
   Then she poured a little bit of the Reisling, and sipped at it herself. "That is quite nice, though," she said.
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "And the dinner was very nice too," said Wednesday. "I always thought that chicken fried steak was supposed to be . . . like, worse? But made good by the batter."
 
   "It mostly is," said Kaitlyn. "But it doesn't have to be."
 
   "Clearly," said Wednesday. Then she gave Pixel a kick. "That's probably enough for you. Finish cleaning off Kaitlyn's foot, then go to the bedroom."
 
   Even though she was a bit tipsy, and thus, relaxed, that tickled. So Kaitlyn laughed, but not like, normally tickling laughed, which was also trying to make it stop. Just happy.
 
   "Enjoying not being punished?" asked Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn caught her breath, shook her head. "Enjoying having been punished. And looking forward to what happens next."
 
   Apparently her foot was sufficiently clean, because Pixel got up, and went to the bedroom.
 
   "She is pretty," said Kaitlyn, reflectively.
 
   "If that's my cue to say that you're prettier," said Wednesday, "I'm not playing that game."
 
   Kaitlyn gave a little pout, but she wasn't very serious about it. "No, it's just . . . I mean, she's nice and she's pretty, and I don't get why you broke up with her."
 
   "I broke up with her!" said Pixel, from the bedroom. "It was—"
 
   "Quiet," said Wednesday, and Pixel was quiet.
 
   "It was partially because she wanted to go to John Hopkins, so she'd have a better chance of getting into the medical school there, and Baltimore is full of too hot and murder. But it was mainly because even if someone is nice and pretty and has similar interests, it's not quite enough."
 
   Kaitlyn found herself going still.
 
   "I assume that the only reason you've broken up with people is because they were horrible," said Wednesday.
 
   "Well . . . yeah?" said Kaitlyn. "Mostly they were cheating. But I guess if you're doing this group sex thing, cheating isn't an issue?"
 
   Wednesday shook her head. "Setting aside the whole Polyamory 101 discussion that we definitely need to have, I'll leave it as, 'It's only not cheating if we both know about it, and we're both okay with it.'"
 
   "But it's totally okay if you sleep around, Wednesday," said Kaitlyn. "I'm fine with all of—"
 
   "Setting the fact that it's not okay aside," said Wednesday. "My point is, I am happy with you, and I will always be happy with you. But if you're not happy with me, then—"
 
   "Please don't," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday raised an eyebrow.
 
   "Please don't even talk about something like that. I'm great, you're great, we're happy, let's go fuck your ex."
 
   Wednesday laughed. "Deal," she said, and she untied Wednesday from her chair.  Then she led her to the bedroom, where she got her undressed, and tied her up, ankles to a short bar, which kept her legs spread little bit apart, arms to her sides. Mostly undressed—she left the jacket on, and also Kaitlyn's earrings. And her necklace, which was back where it was supposed to be.
 
   And then she tied Pixel up more or less the same way. They were both on their stomachs, next to each other, and there was enough play in the ropes that held their arms to their sides that Pixel could reach out and grab Kaitlyn's hand.
 
   Pixel squeezed, and Kaitlyn squeezed back, as Wednesday changed into a t-shirt, and then put that strap-on cock back on. It looked great, a little bit of hair peeking out from under the harness, the cock all rainbow-colored.
 
   And then she put a condom on it, and started working some lube into Pixel's butt.
 
   Pixel closed her eyes.  Her breath was a little fluttery, and she was holding onto Kaitlyn's hand tight.
 
   "Been a while, Pixie?" asked Wednesday.
 
   Pixel gave a frightened little nod.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday. "Better when you're tight."
 
   Then she adjusted the strap-on, lubed it up again, and slowly pushed it in.
 
   Pixel squirmed under that, then under Wednesday's weight as she lay down on top of her, moving slightly against the bedsheets.
 
   Wednesday winked at Kaitlyn, turned and bit Pixel's neck, and then she started fucking her.
 
   Kaitlyn ached, tied up on the bed, watching them. Pixel was biting her lower lip, eyes closed—she was enjoying it, and it was hurting, and Kaitlyn wanted to feel both those things, and harder than Pixel was getting them. Kaitlyn could feel the movement of Wednesday's hips through the bed, and in Pixel's hand, and the way she breathed.
 
   Before too long, Wednesday pulled out of Pixel, took the condom off the strap-on, put a clean one on, and then turned Kaitlyn over.
 
   Once again, Pixel grabbed her hand. Only this time, Wednesday was looking over Kaitlyn. Wednesday was wearing a t-shirt with a whale fighting a squid, because apparently that was sexy? Because apparently that was how she lived, and that thought was enough to send a wave of heat through Kaitlyn's belly.
 
   Then Wednesday smiled at her, and put the tip of the strap-on up against the opening to her cunt. Kaitlyn's breath caught in her throat, and she could hear her pulse in her ears, and she'd been so turned on for so long, and now—
 
   "Please?" she said, sounding small and broken, even to herself.
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday, and she pushed in, slowly, and Kaitlyn's eyes fluttered closed, because it felt so good, and then she forced them open, so that she could see Wednesday, see that look that Wednesday got when she was doing something intense to Kaitlyn.
 
   Pixel's hand was squeezing Kaitlyn's and the ropes held her in place, so she couldn't do anything wrong.  Wednesday started thrusting, slowly, and Kaitlyn gasped. "I'm pretty close," she said.
 
   "I know," said Wednesday. "And I also know that while you can come like this, it's not as easy as if I were rubbing your clit. But you can go ahead and try. Now be quiet, and be good."
 
   Not easy. She wanted to grab Wednesday, and hug her, and just. . . but because she was tied up, it was going to go exactly the way Wednesday wanted it to go, and that was better.  But she also wanted to moan and shout and cry, and Wednesday knew that she did, and liked watching her fight to keep control.
 
   She fought as best as she could, but it wasn't long before she was moaning, her hips clenching, Wednesday's thighs against hers, Wednesday's mouth on her neck, on her breast, Wednesday pushed against her, the feel of her body underneath the shirt, the warmth of her, the movement of their hips together.
 
   The orgasm caught and twisted her, like someone twisting a towel tight to wring the water out of it. She could barely breathe and she couldn't see and it felt so good, with Wednesday against her, with Wednesday's hands on her cheeks, with Wednesday's lips on her forehead.
 
   It had been a big one, and she winced when Wednesday pulled out, sore and achey, even if it was good sore and good achey. And then she noticed that Pixel was still there, still holding her hand, watching her quietly, her eyes big and round.
 
   "And that's how it's done," said Wednesday, taking off the strap-on. She shifted Kaitlyn around so that she was lying across the top of the bed, and wrote the date in sharpie over hey pussy, with the decisive handwriting she used when she was pleased with herself. Then she lay down with her head on Kaitlyn's chest.
 
   "And since you're going to be spending the night in the closet, you can go ahead and lick me out, Pixel."
 
   "Haven't been in the closet since I was twelve," Pixel grumbled, but she squirmed her way around to start licking at Wednesday. Wednesday's eyes fluttered closed and she relaxed into Kaitlyn with a happy little noise.
 
   She'd been working pretty hard, really, keeping both of them entertained. And then Kaitlyn had been all blubbery on her, and Wednesday hated that sort of relationship stuff, but she'd been great about it. She'd made Kaitlyn go from crazy and weird to content and happy, which she wouldn't have been able to do on her own. Wednesday entirely deserved to have a nice orgasm while lying on her girlfriend. The angles were a little hard, but Kaitlyn managed to lean forward and kiss Wednesday's cheek.
 
   Wendesday looked over. Then she untied one of Kaitlyn's hands, and went back to where she'd been, with her eyes closed.
 
   With that free hand, Kaitlyn petted Wednesday's hair for a bit, and then . . . she couldn't exactly hug her, but she got her arm around her, and coincidentally, also got her hand on her breast.
 
   That was a bit of a risk—if that wasn't what Wednesday wanted, she might tie Kaitlyn back up. But it seemed like it was okay, because while Wednesday gave one of her indulgent smiles, she didn't shrug Kaitlyn's hand off, or open her eyes, or anything.
 
   Actively mauling her would definitely be pushing things, but Kaitlyn ran her thumb across Wednesday's nipple softly, feeling the tension underneath her shirt, the softness of her breast, her warmth.
 
   It took a little while before Kaitlyn saw a spot of color high on Wednesday's cheek, and her jaw clenched and her muscles tensed, and then all of that left with a soft sigh.  They'd been having sex for a while, and Kaitlyn had given Wednesday plenty of orgasms, but it was really nice to watch her come for once.
 
   Kaitlyn felt wrung out and tired, and still a little nervous and crazy, but mainly she felt soppily and stupidly in love. Like there should be little hearts in her eyes as she watched Wednesday lead Pixel over to the closet, and give her a pillow—Kaitlyn hadn't gotten a pillow, but then, Pixel wasn't being punished, and also Kaitlyn hadn't needed a pillow.
 
   Wednesday said something to Pixel, who nodded, kissed Wednesday's hand, and then curled up in the closet. "Lot to do, tomorrow," said Wednesday, coming to bed. "Let's get you tied up so we can sleep."
 
   "Deal," said Kaitlyn, holding her wrist out.
 
   Wednesday untied everything else, and set Kaitlyn up on her side, wrist attached to the headboard, feet tied to the foot of the bed. "When you wake up tomorrow," she said, after she'd gotten her pyjama bottoms on, and lay down behind Kaitlyn, her arm around Kaitlyn's chest, "you get Pixel up and out quietly. She'll help you with your chores if you want, and she'll help you with homework, or calculus, or whatever. Otherwise, you can make her stand naked in a corner. I'll be up when I'm up."
 
   That sounded interesting.
 
   "Lot to do," mumbled Wednesday, into Kaitlyn's neck, already mostly asleep.
 
   "I love you," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Well of course you do," said Wednesday. "I'm great."
 
   That seemed pretty much right. Wednesday was already asleep as soon as she finished talking, and Kaitlyn fell asleep right afterward. It had been a long day. Fun, but long.
 
   When Wednesday was working, or busy with a video game or something, she didn't sleep enough. But when she wasn't, she could sleep for like a week at a time if Kaitlyn didn't wake her up.
 
   If Kaitlyn did wake her up, she got all grumpy. So the next morning, Kaitlyn had to sort of escape artist herself out of the ropes and Wednesday's arms and legs.
 
   The ropes were the easy part. They hadn't been tied tightly, and Kaitlyn could undo them without even looking at them at that point. Arms and legs were trickier, because while Wednesday had the normal number of them while she was awake, they seemed to multiply when she was asleep, and spread just about everywhere.
 
   Fortunately, she was like, double asleep the next morning, so Kaitlyn extricated herself without even making Wednesday twitch. Then she Pixel out of the closet.
 
   Pixel followed her docilely out to the living room and waited for instructions. "Um," said Kaitlyn, who didn't have instructions. "I guess you can go pee and brush your teeth? But don't take too long, because I have to go. And do it quietly, because I don't want to wake up Wednesday."
 
   Pixel shrugged and did what Kaitlyn told her. And then Kaitlyn used the bathroom and took a shower.  She had to re-write the date, which wasn't quite as good as when it was in Wednesday's handwriting.
 
   "So?" said Pixel, when she came out.
 
   "Shower, I guess?" said Kaitlyn. "I'll be honest, I don't a hundred percent care what you do?"
 
   Pixel gave a rueful scowl. "Yeah, I figured. You're kind of Wednesdaysexual at this point."
 
   "That's right," said Kaitlyn. "One orgasm a week."
 
   Pixel started, then laughed. "Still, I'm supposed to either do what you tell me or stand naked in a corner, and Em is going to sleep till noon, which is a long time to stand naked in a corner."
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn. "So, shower. And then you can do all the dishes, and clean the sink and the countertops and the stovetop, and then you can come out to the living room and eat?"
 
   Pixel saluted and headed to the bathroom.
 
   "And take the collar off for the shower, but put it on afterward and get dressed afterward too," Kaitlyn called after her. Because Pixel was cute, but the fact was, Kaitlyn didn't necessarily care about that. And it'd be fun to watch Wednesday undress her.
 
   There were a fair number of dishes, so Kaitlyn dried and put them away while Pixel washed, and then she made pancakes while Pixel cleaned the countertop, and then she sat on the couch and ate pancakes while Pixel cleaned the stovetop.
 
   Not that it was gross or even particularly dirty, but the thing about frying things, particularly if she was frying things without wearing much, was that it spattered a bit, so there was plenty of work for Pixel to do.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, when Pixel was done and had eaten some pancakes. "You're pre-med?"
 
   "Well, I'm a bio major, but pretty much; goal is an MD/PhD, which is crazy and stupid but whatever. It'll be fine."
 
   "Great," said Kaitlyn. "Sounds. . . great. Anyhow, I've got to do some shopping, so I guess you can get undressed and go stand in a corner until I come back."
 
   "I could—"
 
   "Point is," said Kaitlyn, "this way, you'll be in the right frame of mind to help with courses that you probably did in junior high. Go on, strip."
 
   "You know," said Pixel, pulling off her shirt, "you don't actually have to—"
 
   "I know," said Kaitlyn. "But it makes me feel better about being stupid."
 
   There was a little bit of a thrill to it, too. Not like, a ton, but it was nice that Pixel had to do what she said, and also that while Pixel did look nice, she didn't look quite as nice as Kaitlyn. Kaitlyn watched her head over to the corner, then she turned the thermostat down a few degrees and headed out to buy groceries.
 
   It wasn't a ton of shopping, but there was some stuff that they needed—she'd been shopping for two, more or less, so the fact that there were three people eating meant that they were running short on a few things.
 
   They didn't actually need Kaitlyn to get a Chestnut Praline Latte at Starbucks, and then for her to sit in Starbucks and drink it knowing that Pixel would be shivering in a corner waiting for her to come back, but she did that anyway.
 
   They were going to be taking it off the menu soon, anyway, and she liked it.
 
   Still, she didn't linger over her drink too long, or order another one. And Pixel seemed happy to see her when she came back. Then came preparing for the bio test next week, which wasn't going to be fun. And also the practice questions in calculus, which weren't fun. And the work for the classes that Kaitlyn actually needed, which wasn't that much fun, but which she honestly didn't need any help with.
 
   "The thing is," said Pixel, after a while, "is that bio is just basically a big pile of facts. You learn them, and you remember them, and maybe they come up again and maybe they don't. But if you don't understand what a derivative is, you're going to get in trouble over and over again, because math keeps building on things."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "The problem is that I barely understand what a number is."
 
   Pixel smiled at her. Not a condescending smile, either. "Most people don't. But most of them don't realize that they don't. It'll be fine."
 
   That 'it'll be fine' was a little condescending, though. Kaitlyn considered having Pixel do something stupid for that—maybe try to stand on her head? But before she could decide, Wednesday stuck her head out of the bedroom.
 
   "Oh, sorry," said Kaitlyn. "Too loud? We were—"
 
   Wednesday waved her off. "Just too much to do. Go make breakfast—"
 
   "Lunch," said Kaitlyn to herself, quietly. It was almost eleven. That was way too late for breakfast.
 
   "And I have things to discuss with Pixel, here. Go on, off you go."
 
   Kaitlyn went off. She had her necklace on, and Wednesday had said that everything was fine, so there wasn't any reason to mind if Wednesday wanted to talk with her friend for a bit. Or stick things up her holes, if that would amuse her. Although if she was going to do that, Kaitlyn wanted to see, because it'd be fun.
 
   And there was still about half the pancake batter, and there were fresh oranges for juice, and also sausages, so it didn't take too long before she had a breakfast type meal ready that was pretty much lunch.
 
   Which everyone ate. Wednesday and Kaitlyn got the couch, and Pixel got the floor next to the couch, which was appropriate. Also Wednesday played a bit with Kaitlyn's neck, which was super nice.
 
   "Done with your homework?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Pretty much," said Kaitlyn, which was what she would've said even if she hadn't been, but she totally was.
 
   "Good." Then she nudged Pixel with her toe. "Bedroom," she said, and watched Pixel crawl off, with an amused smile. Then she looked at Kaitlyn. "And when you're done cleaning up lunch, you can come too."
 
   Kaitlyn'd been right about it being lunch, anyway. And she definitely didn't take too long cleaning up after whatever meal it was.
 
   When she got to the bedroom, Pixel was naked and blindfolded, kneeling on the bed with her arms out in front of her.
 
   "We're going to start with some basic ties," said Wednesday. "First up is a single limb cuff. Point of this one is something that goes around a wrist or ankle, stays secure, but doesn't tighten when it gets pulled on."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday sighed. "What?"
 
   "It's just . . . I mean, if you want me to work her over, I'll totally work her over. But it's not like I need to—"
 
   "What I want is for you to know how to do some basic stuff safely," said Wednesday. "I mean, it's not like I've got decades of practice or a degree in anything, but I've read a lot of guides, and experimented a certain amount. And there are risks, some of which you might not be aware of, so I figured this way I can demonstrate on a willing . . ." Pixel gave a sort of twitch, "semi-willing. Sufficiently willing subject, who will behave and suffer a little because she was mean to you."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn. "But like I said, I'm not really interested in doing this to anyone except to you, and you don't want—"
 
   Wednesday sighed again. "I've apparently been too oblique. Listen carefully, Jam Watson. It seems likely that you're going to convince me to let you do this stuff to me. And while I don't want to either tell you what to do to me, or get any spoilers about what you want to do to me, I do want to make sure you know how to do this stuff safely."
 
   Pixel's jaw had dropped at that. She was literally kneeling there with her mouth open.
 
   Kaitlyn felt kind of the same way. "But?" she said, softly.
 
   "But you're definitely going to have to offer me something amazing," said Wednesday. "But also, turns out, I trust you. Now. Single limb cuff."
 
   The knots weren't too bad—Kaitlyn had learned some of them for fishing, and the others weren't that hard either, but then when Wednesday went into different sorts of things to hit people with, it got a little complicated.
 
   There were places that shouldn't be hit at all—the neck, or the lower back, or the spine in general—and there were places where you could use some sorts of pain, but not other sorts. Like, hands or feet. Those had lots of bones, so if you hit too hard, there, you could mess things up. So, like, stuff which stung, rather than hit hard were okay?
 
   In one way, it was a bit like studying for bio: just a pile of facts that she had to learn and remember. So it was a little boring, and a little stressful, because what if she didn't remember them? But then there was Pixel, startling and moaning and twitching as Wednesday demonstrated everything. That was pretty great, honestly. The way Pixel reacted, and the control that Wednesday had over her.
 
   For the first time, Kaitlyn was seeing the amount of thought and effort Wednesday put into the stuff she did. It wasn't just, 'it'd be fun to put clips on Kaitlyn's nipples and then put the chain in her mouth while I hit her butt,' it was all that plus, 'and I can't leave those clips on for more than fifteen minutes or so at a time, and I have to choose what I'm hitting her butt with so that I can make sure I'm hitting her butt and not her kidneys' and so on and so on.
 
   Kaitlyn found it kind of sweet, actually. Which meant that it was remotely possible that when Wednesday called Kaitlyn a giant perv, she wasn't completely wrong. But, whatever.
 
   Also, Kaitlyn had to do the stuff that Wednesday demonstrated, so that she could make sure she'd done it right at least once. Which was fine, when it came to tying Pixel up and then untying her, and also hitting her—they used the single-tail on some pillows, which demonstrated how much damage it could cause, and how hard it was to control it. Which was frightening, and also impressive that Pixel had managed to hit Kaitlyn exactly where she wanted, and as hard as she wanted.
 
   Also, they needed to get some new pillows.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, after an instructive session with hitting Pixel's breasts with various implements. "How about a lesson on how to give a hand job?"
 
   Wednesday raised an eyebrow.
 
   "Or oral," said Kaitlyn. "I mean, you've done it to me, but I haven't really had a proper lesson."
 
   "You aren't having sex with Pixel," said Wedensday.
 
   Kaitlyn huffed. "Obviously. You're all possessive. But my point is, that it's cute when you're an expert at things, and I like watching you take her apart."
 
   Wednesday laughed, and Pixel groaned, muffled against the gag in her mouth. They'd been working on gags earlier, so Pixel had a mouth full of that big rubber ball, which meant that they couldn't keep her on her back, so she wouldn't get too much saliva down the wrong pipe.
 
   "And also you can make her come like a dozen times, and it doesn't matter, because she's going back to Baltimore tomorrow, so, whatever."
 
   Wednesday laughed again, louder, and patted Pixel's thigh. "There, you see? You're disposable. Okay. Fact is, I'm just trying to make sure things are safe, and give you a sense of what things might go wrong. But it's not that there's a right way to stick your fingers up a girl, and there's relatively few ways that you can cause injuries by licking pussy. Still, we can spend a little while putting things into her. One or two ways that you can wrong with that, anyway."
 
   The putting things into Pixel part was more interesting than making sure that she didn't use silicone-based lubricants with silicone sex toys, and learning that she was supposed to use what seemed like too much lube when sticking things up people's butts.
 
   It was just the way Wednesday's eyes lit up when pushing it in, just past the point where Pixel was comfortable with it. And the way that Pixel writhed when she was just past the point where she was comfortable. That was pretty good.
 
   And there was the thing about vibrators.
 
   "People are different, in terms of what'll push them over the edge," said Wednesday. "There are things that'll push some people over, which are just weird and uncomfortable for others. I mean, a vibrator up the butt generally isn't enough, for most people, but if Pixel hasn't been getting it for a while, and if it's on high, that'll be enough."
 
   "She can come from buttsex?" asked Kaitlyn, not entirely ready to believe that.
 
   "Yeah. It was a little disappointing, when I was trying to keep her on edge for a month. Day fourteen, and then completely satisfied."
 
   Wednesday shook her head.
 
   A month where she was having sex, and not allowed to come at all? That seemed a little intense. But not intense enough to come from her butt.
 
   "It makes sense, when you think of it," said Wednesday. "I mean, here—"
 
   She put Kaitlyn's hand on Pixel, just over her pussy. The exact spot where on Kaitlyn she had the date of her last orgasm written.
 
   Then Wednesday turned on the vibrator that in Pixel's butt. Pixel gave a little moan through her gag, and Kaitlyn could feel the whirring where her hand was on Pixel.
 
   "If you can feel it there," said Wednesday, "she can feel it . . . in other places. Most people, even if it's a strong vibe, that's not going to be enough, but if Pixel's stimulated enough, one way or another, that can push her over."
 
   "What about you?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday startled. "Haven't tried." 
 
   "Aw, come on. Not at all? I mean—"
 
   "No," said Wednesday, and there was that spot of color up on her cheek. She had a vibrator up another girl's butt, and another dildo up that girl's cunt, and Kaitlyn's hand was on the girl's mound, and she was blushing at talking about ever having had anal sex?
 
   Wednesday was amazing.
 
   "Well," said Kaitlyn. "Maybe we'll—"
 
   "Anyhow," said Wednesday, firmly. "If we're done with this."
 
   "Can you please make her come?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Hm," said Wednesday.
 
   "No, it's great, watching you do that sort of thing. You're just so good at it!"
 
   "Most complimentary. And yet, I feel a need to regain control of this situation. Let's switch in things more suitable to long-term insertion, and then you can tie her up with a setup that's going to last a few hours. And then we'll leave her here while I catch up on the internet, and play with you for a bit."
 
   "Okay, that's good too," said Kaitlyn quickly.
 
   The knots weren't that complicated, and since they were both awake and nearby, they could go with a setup that Pixel genuinely couldn't get out of without help. And it was also a little fun leaving her unsatisfied, with a gag that didn't stretch her jaw too far, but which did make her drool.
 
   It turned out that playing with Kaitlyn for a bit was just Wednesday's normal hanging out on the computer, with Kaitlyn next to her with her ass up and head on the floor. Every so often, Wednesday needed to type something, but most of the time, it was one hand on the mouse, and the other hand on Kaitlyn's ass or pussy.
 
   And yeah, Wednesday was wearing sweat pants and a T-shirt, and wasn't making the slightest effort to look good or, like, impress Kaitlyn in any way. It was just how they lived, apparently, and it left Kaitlyn as needy as Pixel, who was tied up by herself with remote-controlled vibrators in her ass and pussy.
 
   Dinner was leftovers from Saturday, which was pretty normal—the thing about making an elaborate meal for two was that it was basically just as easy to make it for four, and then have more the next night. Or, in this case, for six, which wasn't quite as easy, but which wasn't nearly as hard as making two different dinners.
 
   Point was, they ate together, Kaitlyn wearing her chastity belt underneath her sweats, and sitting on the floor next to Wednesday, occasionally getting bites from Wednesday's food, in addition to what she had on her plate.
 
   When they were done eating, Wednesday sat there for a bit, playing with Kaitlyn's hair.
 
   "You know," she said idly. "After school is over, maybe we'll get ourselves a house-girl. Probably not Pixel, because she'll be down in Baltimore wearing a lab coat and having an educational montage, but someone."
 
   "Sounds good," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday. "She'd help you with things like keeping the house clean, and so on. Be a big responsibility, though. You'd have to walk her, and feed her, and take her to the vet, and get her ready for me when I wanted to use her."
 
   "That sounds good too," said Kaitlyn, picturing it. "You mean I should get Pixel ready for you?"
 
   "More or less," said Wednesday. "More or less. You see, I've never really felt this way before, but I just don't want you fingering her, or even taking those vibes out. Your cunt is mine. Your lips are mine. Even your touch is mine; I don't. . . it's weird and upsetting and I'm going to try to work past this."
 
   "Don't," said Kaitlyn. "It's sweet."
 
   "Not the boss of me," said Wednesday. "I'll try to do what I want to try to do. Point is, at some point, I have a feeling that I'll let you play with other girls. With your belt on, of course. I mean, no need to go crazy."
 
   Kaitlyn gave a little nod, and Wednesday ruffled her hair. "Not that I don't trust you with guys, it's just that it's something you want, and something I'll enjoy not giving you, ever. I mean, it was that or orgasms, and I figure that no sex with guys is probably easier to arrange. Point is, I'll go get those plugs out, and then you can get her ready."
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't entirely sure she understood. She looked up at Wednesday, who laughed.
 
   "Sorry, Jam," she said. "To make things clear. You can touch her breasts, but not her pussy. Same applies the other way around. I want you to take her to the bathroom, give her dinner, give her a bath, and get her aroused without any physical contact with her genitals. Tell her sexy things, if you like. Or beat her. We've gone over how to do that safely, so she's okay with you trying that out. Meanwhile, I am going to play League of Legends for a bit, until I get too mad at that, and then I shall play Hearthstone, until I get mad at that as well. When I'm done, let's say in an hour and a half? She should be clean and fed and eager and tied to my bed. Got it?"
 
   "I say!" said Kaitlyn. "Is that a clue?"
 
   Wednesday gave her a mildly astonished look. "That's not a clue, Watson, that's a detailed set of instructions."
 
   "Instructions!" said Kaitlyn, and then headed off to the bedroom to untie Pixel, as Wednesday laughed. Okay, yes, maybe she hadn't read every weirdo comic strip on the internet, but she could google.
 
   Wednesday followed, took the things out of Pixel, threw out the condoms, and then took out the trash, which was nice of her, and which gave Kaitlyn a chance to lead Pixel to the kitchen, and put some food in a bowl for her.
 
   It was a little weird, being the one in the chair, watching the naked girl on the floor, and if it were up to her, she'd be checking her phone or something. But she was supposed to make Pixel eager, which shouldn't be that tough—the girl had come up from Baltimore for sex purposes, after all.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, after a while. "Want to eat out my ass?"
 
   Pixel looked up, a little frightened. "I . . . it's just that Wednesday is taking that no sex between us thing really seriously, and—"
 
   Kaitlyn sighed. "I'm not going to let you, either way. Just answer the question."
 
   Pixel stopped talking, and actually blushed a little. "I . . . it's not something that I've done," she said, quietly. Same sort of voice that Kaitlyn sometimes got, when Wednesday had been pushing her a little.
 
   "Still not answering my question."
 
   "I . . . yes," said Pixel. "You're gorgeous."
 
   "That's amazing," Kaitlyn laughed. "I wonder what it would be like, though. Not the ass-licking, but having a girl like you around. Because, like, here's the thing. I don't really have any interest in fucking you?"
 
   Pixel was looking back at her feed-bowl, but she hadn't started eating again. Just kneeling there, looking turned on and uncomfortable.
 
   "But it's kind of funny how much you want to fuck me. Be a hell of a thing for you, wouldn't it? Being in a relationship like that?"
 
   Pixel gave a sort of little whimper.
 
   "Stay," said Kaitlyn, and went off to the bedroom, making sure to put plenty of sway in her hips for as long as Pixel could see her. Wednesday wanted her to get Pixel ready? Pixel was going to be ready.
 
   When she came back, Pixel hadn't moved. Kaitlyn bent forward, making sure to give her a really good view of her chest when she did. And yeah, Pixel's eyes did sort of go big. Still had it.
 
   "Want to lick?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   Pixel nodded.
 
   "Well, let's see you earn it." She gave Pixel the dildo she'd gotten out of Wednesday's nightstand. "Start sucking."
 
   Apparently, Pixel was like, super gay. But she wasn't bad at sucking fake cock. That was cute; Kaitlyn pulled Pixel's hair back, so it wouldn't get in the way.
 
   "You're good at that," she said. Kaitlyn wasn't allowed to fuck Pixel, or let Pixel fuck her, but . . . she moved from pulling Pixel's hair back to getting a big handful in the back, and then used her other hand to take the dildo from Pixel.
 
   "Hands at your sides," said Kaitlyn. And then she fucked Pixel's face with the dildo. It was great, the way she made those little choking noises, and her stomach tensed like she was going to gag. Yeah, that was a thing that was worth considering.
 
   Finally, she pulled it out, and pulled her top off.
 
   "Lick," she said Pixel did. And then bit at Kaitlyn's nipple, lightly, which . . . well, maybe it turned her on a little. Maybe a little more than Wednesday wanted her to be turned on. So Kaitlyn stood up, and put her top back on. "Heel," she said, and Pixel crawled along behind her to the bathroom.
 
   Pixel had gotten laser hair removal done, so she didn't have to shave or anything, so it didn't take her that long to bathe. Kaitlyn sat on the edge of the tub, watching her. Maybe it would be fun to have a house-girl. She could dress her up however she wanted, and teach her tricks.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, when Pixel was done. "Want me to piss on your head?"
 
   Pixel swallowed, looked a little nervous. And looking at her pussy, no question that she was still turned on.
 
   "I don't . . . I mean . . ."
 
   "Yes or no," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yes, please," said Pixel, looking down at the tub.
 
   "Haha, gross," said Kaitlyn.  "You guys are so weird. Okay, lets get some collars back on, and I'm going to hit your breasts with a ruler for a little bit. And if Wednesday's not done by the time I'm bored with that, we'll come up with some other stuff to do."
 
   Wednesday had a lot of rulers, mostly for doing sciencey stuff with, but also for fun. There was a bamboo one, which was loud and slappy, and also a rosewood one, which was on the heavy end of things that Wendesday thought would be a good idea for hitting tits with. And some plastic rulers which weren't that much, and a stainless steel one with a cork bottom, which was somewhere between the rosewood and the bamboo.
 
   Kaitlyn started on Pixel's tits, with the stainless steel ruler and once those were nicely pink, she moved to her feet. Which Pixel hated, so Kaitlyn had to tie her up, which was moderately fun. And then her ass, and she was still working on that when Wednesday came in. She stood at the door watching for a bit, and Kaitlyn did her best to do everything right, and give Pixel's butt her sexiest mean faces.
 
   "That'll do," said Wednesday, finally, and Kaitlyn stepped back. Wednesday pushed her hand in between Pixel's thighs, and seemed satisfied by what she found there, and then ran it across her butt, leaving a few little wet marks.
 
   And then Wednesday got a pillow, and put it underneath Pixel's hips.
 
   "This is going to be a little tough for her," she said. "You can keep her company."
 
   So Kaitlyn sat back down on the bed, near Pixel's head, and played with her hair, and made soothing noises as Wednesday put stuff up her butt.
 
   It wasn't the strap-on; it was various plugs and dildos. And while Pixel wasn't nearly as good as Kaitlyn at taking it, she was making all sorts of little noises, and squirming, and in general, seemed to be having a good time.
 
   So was Wednesday. She had an intent look, and a little bit of flush in her cheeks, and even though she was fully dressed, and barely even touching Pixel's skin, she was clearly enjoying herself. It was a bit like a science thing, maybe? Where Wednesday was basically not touched, but Pixel was being taken completely apart?
 
   Should've been Kaitlyn being taken apart, but this was good too.
 
   And then, when she finally got one of the bigger vibrating plugs in, Wednesday untied Pixel, and retied her, and then Wednesday made Pixel lick her out.
 
   Kaitlyn hadn't moved, so now she was int he right position to fool around with Wednesday's hair and watch her face as she relaxed into getting some oral. And it could be that Pixel was good at oral—it certainly didn't take Wednesday long before she was ready to go.
 
   It was cute how possessive Wednesday was being, but there'd be an upside if she relaxed a little about that.
 
   When Wednesday was done, the butt-plug was still in, and still on, and Pixel was making all kinds of noises.
 
   Kaitlyn had expected Wednesday to be done at that point, but she wasn't. Instead, she set up Pixel on her knees with her hands free, at the foot of the bed. Then Wednesday pulled Kaitlyn's head onto her lap, and nodded to Pixel.
 
   "Go ahead," she said. "Put on a show. The plug isn't going off or coming out until you come, so if you can't manage it, it's going to be an uncomfortable night."
 
   Wednesday had just explained how it was a bad idea to leave plugs in for too long, so that wasn't a convincing threat, but it seemed to get Pixel going.
 
   It was nice, lying there and watching Pixel touch herself, as Wednesday's hand drifted across Kaitlyn's shoulder and then breast, pulling at her nipple.
 
   And it seemed like Pixel was feeling bashful. Her eyes were lowered, and she was a little flushed, and maybe not all of that was arousal. She had totally done sex stuff with a near-total stranger, but it seemed like rubbing one out in front of that near-total stranger made her all blushy.
 
   So that was cute. Also the way her muscles tensed so tight that Kaitlyn could see a vein bluging on her lower belly, and the quivering of her thigh.
 
   Kaitlyn hadn't actually masturbated since she'd started dating Wednesday. They'd had a bit of a break early on, during winter break, and Kaitlyn had tried, more because it was something she thought that Wednesday wanted her to do than because she wanted to come. She hadn't been able to finish by herself.
 
   Which was weird, honestly. Now she had the chastity belt on, so she couldn't even try, no matter how turned on she was, and that was kind of comforting. Which was weirder, honestly.
 
   "Stop," said Wednesday, suddenly, and Pixel stopped, breathing hard. Not for long, just enough to break the rhythm, so that it took her a few minutes to get close once Wendnesday let her start again.
 
   Three more of those, and then Wednesday let her come to a breathless, gasping conclusion. It was sort of sweet, watching her open up like that as she came, nothing hidden.
 
   Then Kaitlyn had to take Pixel to the sewing room and tie her ankle to the bed for the night.
 
   It wasn't much of a tie, honestly—just that single-limb cuff that had been the first thing that Wednesday had shown her—but it seemed that Pixel couldn't really sleep tied up. Or on the floor, which was why she was getting the bed.
 
   Which did leave Kaitlyn feeling more than a little superior. Because she could take it, and be up in time to take Pixel to the train, and do fine in classes.
 
   She could take all sorts of stuff. Which started by being undressed and blindfolded and tied up for the night, with Wednesday tucked in behind her.
 
   "Pixel has to be in Albany at like 8:30," said Kaitlyn. "So I've got to—"
 
   "Be quiet when you leave," said Wednesday.
 
   "Can I give her a present?" asked Kaitlyn. "I mean, she got me that gag, and I didn't get a chance to—"
 
   "What?"
 
   "A sex toy," said Kaitlyn. "A cheap one. I'll replace it when I have a chance?"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday. "Now shut up."
 
   Kaitlyn shut up, and then Wednesday fell asleep, and then Kaitlyn fell asleep. Not exactly comfortable, what with the ropes and the blindfold and all, but also she was in bed, and Wednesday's arm was over her shoulder, and it had been a busy weekend.
 
   Getting out without waking Wednesday up was a challenge, but Kaitlyn managed it. And then waking Pixel up was a different challenge, and one that allowed a bit more scope for creativity. She went with a riding crop to the sole of Pixel's foot, which got her up no problem, but which was a little louder than she'd intended?
 
   But she was up, and got dressed quickly enough that they had time for coffee at Dunkin' Donuts. And also donuts. And then came the drive down to Albany.
 
   This time, Pixel sat up in the front, and was willing to listen to Little Big Town, which wasn't even that country.
 
   It was still awkward, despite everything else.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, after a while. "It was nice meeting you?"
 
   Pixel laughed. Kaitlyn was relieved to hear that she sounded at least a little nervous—it wasn't just Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah," said Pixel. "And, oh my God. Wednesday has been talking about you for months, and you're. . . I mean, she's really lucky, you know?"
 
   "If you say so," said Kaitlyn. She'd meant to keep things light, but that didn't sound as light as she meant it.
 
   Pixel caught it. "No, seriously. You're seriously the best partner she's ever had, and—"
 
   "And I may not play the same games or read the same books or understand what you guys are talking about half the time, but I sure am pretty."
 
   "You sure are," said Pixel. "But I would be saying the exact same thing even if you were ugly."
 
   That was an odd thing for Pixel to say, and it was odder that she sounded like she meant it. Kaitlyn gave a dismissive snort.
 
   "No, but seriously. Okay. I mean, yes, you're pretty enough that if that was your only thing, it'd be a hell of a thing. But it's not like you're not stupid, and—"
 
   Another dismissive snort.
 
   "No, seriously. You're not. I mean, there's a lot of stuff you don't know, but that's not the same thing."
 
   "You're going to do an M.D./Ph.D., Wednesday is working three jobs and pulling straight As in the hardest major in school, and everyone else she knows seems to be some sort of genius at whatever they're doing. So maybe I'm not stupid by normal people standards, but I'm usually the stupidest person in the room."
 
   Pixel was quiet for a bit. "Maybe. And if it's important for you to be the smartest person in the room, could be that you'd do better than dating Em. But just because we're smart, it doesn't mean you're stupid."
 
   "You've seen me trying to learn math."
 
   "Yes," said Pixel. "And you're not stupid. Believe me, I've done tutoring to pay the bills, and I've seen stupid. You just don't know things, but that's sort of charming. Also, that's not the point."
 
   "What's not the point?"
 
   "Point is, yeah, Wednesday is super-smart. But she's also a crabby introverted weirdo who hates doing things."
 
   "Wednesday isn't," started Kaitlyn, defensively. But then she had to pause. "Crabby. Most of the time. Some of the time."
 
   "Yes, well," said Pixel. "But that's the thing. You're friendly and enthusiastic and charming, and Em has gone from not being able to sleep with anyone else in the same bed as her to having problems falling asleep when you're not there."
 
   "Wait, what?"
 
   "Not supposed to talk about that, so I didn't mention it. But you are great for her—I mean, also sex-wise, but mainly not even sex-wise. It's—"
 
   "In terms of sex, it's basically just her doing things and those things being great," said Kaitlyn. "I mean, you were there. You know it's like that."
 
   Pixel nodded. "Okay, yes. Wednesday is an amazing top. But not everyone necessarily wants that, or necessarily wants to play along with whatever crazy stuff that she's come up with. When we were dating, there was stuff that she wanted to try, and I wasn't entirely sold on it, so we didn't. But you'll jump in headfirst to whatever she wants you to do, and you'll have a good time doing it. And you'll let her know when you need to stop, so she can go in just as fearlessly. It's frankly amazing to watch the two of you. But that's not my point. My point is that in her natural state, Em is sitting in her room at midnight swearing at reddit. And instead you guys go hiking and eat—I mean, like seriously restaurant quality food, good lord—and do things. No. You're perfect."
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn, not entirely convinced, but feeling a little cheerier. Wednesday had problems falling asleep when Kaitlyn wasn't there? Still . . . "But what happens when she meets someone who's not an angry shut-in, but who also likes comic books?"
 
   This time, Pixel did laugh at her. She hadn't before, which had been polite, but, well, what would happen?
 
   "First of all," said Pixel, when she finally calmed down. "If someone isn't an angry shut-in before they start reading comic books, they'll turn into one before too long, because first they'll read some Frank Miller, and get mad at him, and then they'll want to stay indoors to avoid meeting Frank Miller, and they'll get mad at that. Second of all, for like the last two months, Em has been trying to be less crazy about worrying what happens when you meet someone who's not a douchecanoe, but who is a guy."
 
   Wednesday did have a bit of thing about that. But it was—
 
   "And I'll tell you what I've been telling her, only now, with more data. She loves you, you love her, and while I don't know about you, I can tell you that Em is super, crazy loyal. So rather than spending your time worrying about what set of circumstance might break you up, you should really focus on the fact that for the first time in her life Em is going to let someone else top her, and come up with some great stuff to do."
 
   "Oh, God," said Kaitlyn. "First time?"
 
   "So much first time," said Pixel. "She's way into this stuff, as you might have noticed, but part of what she's been interested in is the way she can't imagine herself subbing. But I guess she's started imagining it."
 
   "Huh," said Kaitlyn. "I mean, it's not like I want this to be a regular thing, it's just that . . ." she sort of drifted off at that point, and Pixel didn't say anything, though she did look tense when Kaitlyn let the Mustang go a little faster than she would've if she was paying full attention.
 
   She slowed back down. Wouldn't do to miss Pixel's train because she got pulled over for a speeding ticket. "Sorry," said Kaitlyn. "Just a few things that I want to do with her, at least once. And while Wednesday's lectures covered a lot of ground, there's still some stuff I'll probably have to figure out from the internet, only the internet—"
 
   Pixel fished out a card from her wallet, and tucked it into the glove compartment. "I'm not quite as into it as Em, but I've been moving into a more top-ish sort of role recently? It's just . . . I guess I get impatient with what everyone else is coming up with. I top because I'm bored, which is as good a reason as any. Point is, if you need advice, or whatever, send me an email? Promise I won't tell Em anything about what you're planning, but I can give you safety tips, maybe?"
 
   "And jerk off about what I'm going to be doing," said Kaitlyn, and Pixel straight up blushed.
 
   "Maybe a little," she said.
 
   "Also, you have business cards? What the hell?"
 
   "I do tutoring," she said. "Talking about being the stupidest person in the room—I'm planning on being in school for another decade, and racking up an enormous debt, while medical salaries are in free-fall. Point is, I am not going to teach you math or science unless Em makes me, which she won't, because she's having too much fun teaching you herself. But you're fun, and if you want to skype or whatever, that'd be great."
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn. "And here's your stop."
 
   They pulled into the train station's parking lot, and Kaitlyn parked further away than she could've.
 
   "So, um, thanks?" said Pixel, and Kaitlyn gave her a hug. Pixel smelled a little bit like Wednesday. Maybe she'd used her shampoo? Whatever—it was nice.
 
   "And also I have a present for you!" said Kaitlyn, and she got the butt-plug out of her purse. "It's really cheap, so it seemed appropriate!"
 
   Pixel gave her a sour look. Also, maybe a little turned on? She took the plug, anyway.
 
   "I'm not allowed to put it in myself, so—pants down, open wide."
 
   Another sour look.
 
   "Fine!" said Kaitlyn, and took out the thing of lube she'd brought along. "If you hurry up, you can have some of this."
 
   And Pixel actually did pull down her jeans, and hold out her hand. Awesome. Kaitlyn gave her a squirt of lube, then watched her face as she worked the plug in. It was one of the cheaper plugs, that had come free with some other thing that Wednesday had wanted, and it wasn't that big. But it was still a bit of a struggle for Pixel to get it in.
 
   "Come on," said Kaitlyn. "If you take too long, sooner or later someone is bound to notice."
 
   Pixel bit her lip, and pushed, and then opened her eyes, with a self-satisfied little smile.
 
   "Good girl!" said Kaitlyn. "Turn around, bend over."
 
   Pixel turned around, and Kaitlyn pushed down on her back until Pixel was sort of leaning down on the seat of the car, ass up in the air. Then Kaitlyn took a selfie next to Pixel's plugged-up butt, making a goofy face, and giving a thumbs up. And sent that to Wednesday.
 
   "There," said Kaitlyn. "Been meaning to do that for a while."
 
   "Thanks," said Pixel, not sounding entirely thankful.
 
   "You're welcome," said Kaitlyn, cheerfully. "Try to keep that in until you're back in Baltimore. You know—to remember the weekend. You can take it out and relube it every few hours, if you've got the lube."
 
   Pixel looked like she was going to argue, and then looked down, as she got her jeans back up, a little bit of a flush in her cheeks. "Thanks," she said again, sounding a little more grateful. "Not sure how you got her to agree, but I'm sure that you'll do fine with Wednesday."
 
   "Yeah, things are good," said Kaitlyn. Then she hugged Pixel again, and kissed her cheek. "Maybe we'll see you again soon?"
 
   "Maybe," said Pixel. "It'd be nice."
 
   The thing about taking trains was that they left whether or not you were ready for them to leave, so Kaitlyn had to let Pixel go—she stood there for a while in the parking lot, watching Pixel's somewhat more awkward butt making its way to the station. Then she turned around and drove back to Howland.
 
   It turned out that Pixel's actual name was Phyllis Goldstand, and that the card was mainly for high school students having trouble with math, and that there was an email address there. And maybe Kaitlyn would ask her about a few things, assuming that she got Wednesday to agree to let Kaitlyn tie her up for a weekend.
 
   By the time Kaitlyn had got home, Wednesday was at work, and then Kaitlyn had classes, and then Wednesday had classes, and Mondays were terrible. The plan was that they'd meet back at the apartment for lunch, only as soon as Kaitlyn got out of Lit, there was a text from Wednesday.
 
   "Purple Onion," she said. "Apparently, Jessie wants to talk. Again."
 
   It had been a pretty intense weekend, and the days running up to the weekend had been kind of intense too, and Kaitlyn had almost forgotten that Jessie's boyfriend had been a sex demon who tried to kill Wednesday. Which was a weird thing to forget about, or even almost forget. Kaitlyn had been able to remember the squeeze theorem for that long, but . . . well, she wanted to remember the squeeze theorem, because she wanted to do well at calculus, even though that was impossible.
 
   And she'd kind of wanted to forget about Jessie, because there were all sorts of complicated things going on there, and she didn't want to deal.
 
   But it was that or leave Wednesday to talk to Jessie by herself, and that wasn't fair or a good idea, so Kaitlyn went to the veggie place that was like, the only decent sit-down restaurant in Howland, where Wednesday was already at a table, reading one of her gigantic paperbacks with dragons on the cover.
 
   "So, um," she said, sitting down. "Jessie?"
 
   "Supposed to be here now," said Wednesday. "Didn't necessarily say what she wanted to talk about. And apparently didn't invite you?"
 
   "Oh! Did you want me to—"
 
   "Go get some food and sit down," said Wednesday. It was buffet-style for lunch on Mondays, so Kaitlyn got a cheese-intensive salad, and some roasted eggplant, and by the time she was back at the table, Jessie was there, with a diet Pepsi.
 
   She gave Kaitlyn the sort of friendly smile that meant that she wasn't necessarily thrilled that she was there, and turned back to Wednesday.
 
   "First of all," she said, "is there a reason why we have to be here instead of Starbucks?"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday. "It is because before lunch I have class, and after lunch I have to work in the library for three hours. And since I need food to live, I have decided to spend lunch somewhere I can get food. And by food I don't mean five bucks for a goddamn peanut butter sandwich."
 
   Jessie shook her head. "Whatever. Anyway—so, how long is it going to be before you've sorted through Brandon's stuff, and can give me back everything that's not dangerous?"
 
   Wednesday looked at her. Didn't say anything, just looked. Jessie looked back. This wasn't going to work—the two of them would just keep doing that until Wednesday had to go work at the library, scanning local history stuff, or whatever it was that she did.
 
   "If you want it back," said Kaitlyn, "I'll go get it all, and bring it back. If you don't want it back, it's gone."
 
   There. Stand taken, and they could get on with it.
 
   "There's like, thousands of dollars in suits in there," said Jessie. "And they're not going to fit either of you."
 
   "Or you," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Sure. But what are you going to do with it?"
 
   "Sell some of it on craigslist, or ebay," said Wednesday. "Give the rest to Goodwill."
 
   "That's my money," said Jessie. Then she shrugged. "Whatever. Just give me the Goodwill receipt, so my dad can get a tax rebate."
 
   Wednesday shook her head. "What do you actually want, Jessie?"
 
   Jessie didn't look happy about being asked that. But she didn't blow them off.
 
   "Two things," she said. "One, I want in. With this magic stuff. I don't want anyone to be able to do that to me again, so I want to learn what you know."
 
   "And two?"
 
   Another pause. Jessie really wasn't used to people not letting her talk about things the way she wanted to talk about them. She probably meant to argue about one for a while, before getting to two.
 
   "Two is that I kinda want to be hanging out with Kaitlyn more. I mean . . . it's been a rough year for me, and Annie's gone—she's still here for classes, but she's transferring to B.U. after finals, so, she's out the door, and Kaitlyn's all I got left from back home."
 
   "Which is why you didn't invite her."
 
   "Which is why I didn't invite her," said Jessie. "Because I wanted to talk to you about it before pushing, because if I pushed and you pushed back, I'd be out in the cold."
 
   That was true, and that was a hard thing for Jessie to admit—Kaitlyn could see that—but at the same time, it was something that would work better than any other threat that Jessie could've come up with.
 
   "If you're planning on making Kaitlyn play more pranks, I'm pushing back," said Wednesday. "Pushing back hard."
 
   Jessie shrugged. "Nothing like that. Just, like, shopping once a week—I'll talk about boys, she'll talk about you, we'll buy you something nice."
 
   Wednesday looked like she was going to argue, and then shrugged. "It's her life. But if you start making her into a worse person, I'm going to point that out."
 
   "Sure. And about one?"
 
   "No," said Wednesay.
 
   "Of course," said Jessie. "Well, now that I know that it's out there, I'll have to start looking myself—there are probably people who're less judgey."
 
   "If you're trying to threaten me by implying that you're going to take up black magic," said Wednesday, "it doesn't work like that. Magic is about who you are, not about what technique you use. There's no spell that can't be good, there's no spell that can't be evil. And I haven't seen a lot to indicate that you're going to be using them for good."
 
   "Dammit," said Jessie. "Look, it was one trick! It wasn't even that mean, and it worked out fine—you're—"
 
   "It was the sort of trick you play when you don't think that other people are real," said Wednesday. "Which is exactly the sort of thing that'd turn you into a vampire or a succubus, or some other horror."
 
   Nobody talked to Jessie like that, and Kaitlyn could see her eyes narrowing, got ready for her to go on the attack. Only she didn't; she looked away.
 
   "What?" said Kaitlyn, sort of shocked at herself.
 
   "What," said Jessie, softly, "is that I got trapped in someone else's version of people not being real. "So, fine. But I got you those bracelets and everything."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn. "Those were nice?"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.
 
   "It's one for each of you," said Jessie. "And . . .look, can you not play games on your phone right now? This isn't the easiest thing, and—"
 
   "It's with her grandma," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "That's sweet, but—"
 
   "But while she's more optimistic about this than I am," said Wednesday, "she's not taking on students. And you two would not get along."
 
   "Oh. Sorry—" Jessie caught herself. Kaitlyn looked at her. Was she? Like, actually?
 
   "I know," said Wednesday. "And you also want something. Tell you what. I'll think about it."
 
   "That's not . . ." then Jessie shrugged again and got up. "Thanks."
 
   "Huh," said Kaitlyn, as Jessie left.
 
   "Huh indeed," said Wednesday. "She's a mean little asshole, isn't she?"
 
   "Sometimes," said Kaitlyn. "And she usually gets what she wants. But."
 
   "But she's lonely and frightened and doesn't like that there are people who can do stuff she can't. Well, fair enough. Nobody does. I'll think about it. But right now, I have to eat fast, so I can get to work on time."
 
   So they ate quickly, and then Wednesday went off to work at the library, and Kaitlyn went to classes. And then there was a study group for calculus, and then Wednesday had a chemistry lab, which lasted until late. So Kaitlyn went back to the apartment, and got to work.
 
   When Wednesday finally came back in, looking exhausted, Kaitlyn was standing near the door, floor swept, dinner in the oven, and she had her hands behind her back and her feet together. It wasn't something that Wednesday had told her to do, but it always got a good reaction.
 
   This time, it got a slow smile, as Wednesday dropped her bag on the floor, and then that smile kept getting bigger.
 
   "What I meant to say, before that Jessie interruption, was that you really shouldn't use your phone for porn stuff," said Wednesday, still smiling.
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "I know. And also, I seem to recall that you didn't quite get a chance to ask me for anything this week."
 
   During her ride back up from Albany, Kaitlyn had figured out what to offer Wednesday in exchange for taking a turn as the one in control. But . . . well, there wasn't any rush.
 
   "Missed chance, I guess," she said.
 
   "Oh?"
 
   "Well, it's just . . . I mean, I do feel like I've been sufficiently punished and all, but I'm happy that everything is fine, and the weekend was . . . I just kind of want to do whatever you want to do, for a while?"
 
   "Good, because that's what going to happen. But I have a feeling that I know what you're going to ask for, and I have another feeling that you've come up with something to offer in exchange, and I'd kind of like to talk about this now, rather than having it over my head. So out with it."
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn, and took a deep breath. "So, I guess it's okay for me to ask to be the one tying you up for a weekend, right?"
 
   "For a weekend!" Wednesday looked like she was going to argue, but then her shoulders slumped. "Yeah, it's okay. And what's your offer?"
 
   "Oh. Right. It's spending July with you and Grandma Eastey."
 
   "What? No. That's not happening."
 
   "It's fine—we're doing the Grand Canyon in June, and then there's the barbeque for the 4th, but after that, Dad's back at work, and Mom's going to be getting on my case about getting a job or something, and I could tell them that was I going to hang out with a friend who was helping her grandmother, which is kind of true, and—"
 
   "And here's why it's not happening," said Wednesday. "You see, my grandmother has decided that the reason why I haven't prospered in my studies of the magical arts is because I am insufficiently motivated. So her plan is to have you come along for the summer, and motivate me by having me rescue you from horrible things. And since this is not okay, you're not going."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  Then she squared her shoulders. "Could be okay, though."
 
   "No it couldn't!"
 
   "I mean, she's not going to actually hurt me, right?"
 
   "She is definitely going to actually hurt you," said Wednesday. "Grandma Eastey does not fuck around."
 
   "Yeah, but not like, permanent hurt."
 
   Wednesday hesitated.
 
   "And also, Jessie was kind of right, a little."
 
   "What? No. Never."
 
   "This stuff isn't going to leave us alone, even if that's what you want. So maybe it'd be better if we do it together, when your grandma's around and can help us out, if things go wrong?"
 
   Wednesday was quiet.
 
   "If you tell me this is a bad idea, I'll listen," said Kaitlyn. "But it's not, is it? Which is why your dead great-grandmother threaten-vited me."
 
   "Dammit," said Wednesday, softly.
 
   "It'll be fine, and we'll be able to have as much sex as we want, and you'll learn magic, and—"
 
   "And a whole weekend?" asked Wednesday. "I do stuff on the weekend."
 
   "You'll be doing lots of stuff that weekend," said Kaitlyn, once she managed to shift gears. "It'll be fun! Just two days? Friday night to Sunday night?"
 
   Wednesday gave a lost sort of look, which was amazingly cute. "Why?"
 
   Kaitlyn had tried explaining before, but it didn't seem to have been entirely convincing. "One, you're adorable, and I sometimes want to do things to you. But also . . . I mean, it's fun what we do, right?"
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday, slowly. "I mean, for me."
 
   "And for me!" said Kaitlyn. "Which is part of the point. But the other part is that. . . I mean, I don't know. It's like switching it up for a day would make it more like we're doing it because that's what we're good at? And not that, like, I'm less than you?"
 
   Wednesday reached over, and pulled Kaitlyn tight. "Okay. You're not less than me, and you never will be. It's a deal. Eventually. After we talk about this, like, a lot. And you can say that you're helping with my family, because sooner or later, I'm going to meet your family, and they're going to find out that my grandma is dead. And has been for some time."
 
   "Uh. Helping deal with your grandmother's stuff?"
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday. "Now, speaking of you being less than me." She took out that chain that she'd put around Kaitlyn's neck, while Pixel had been wearing Kaitlyn's necklace on her stupid ugly foot. "I did enjoy punishing you, and you seemed to enjoy being punished. But I don't want to have to go through you doing bad things to get to that point. So when you want me to take a firmer line and act a bit more like you're less than I am, you can put on this instead of your necklace, and I'll take it under advisement."
 
   Kaitlyn looked at the chain like it was a live snake. Because. . . well, Wednesday when she wasn't taking a firmer line was generally pretty firm. And she'd had to bail on Wednesday when she was taking a firmer line. But at the same time . . . .
 
   "Doesn't mean I'll listen," said Wednesday. "And it's not going to be too often, because things are fine the way they are. But, you know. Better that than deliberate misbehavior."
 
   Kaitlyn nodded. She would never! But then, Wednesday knew that, and had come up with something so Kaitlyn wouldn't even be tempted.
 
   "Alright. Let's eat, and when we're done, you can get on your hands and knees next to the computer. I've got like a million things to catch up on, and I need somewhere warm to rest my fingers when I'm not upcatching."
 
   That sounded nice.
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