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Before she'd started college, Kaitlyn Watson had expected her life to get more complicated.  She hadn't guessed just how complicated it could get.  Not like, bad complicated—it turned out that dating another girl was a great idea, provided that the other girl was Wednesday Newland, for instance.  But complicated.
 
   Scheduling was particularly complicated.  Kaitlyn's parents were paying her tuition, but Wednesday was more or less paying her own tuition.  Which meant doing a work-study in the library for ten hours a week, working in an engineering firm for another fifteen hours, and spending a lot of her free time making costumes for nerds to wear at nerd conventions.  Between those things, she still had to make time to keep up with her schoolwork, so she could keep her scholarships.  And finally, she spent a lot of time saying swears at the internet, and also a lot of time tying Kaitlyn up and doing things to her.
 
   It was approximately the best thing that had ever happened to Kaitlyn, so she was fine with that.  But eventually, she’d starting itching to know what it would be like to tie Wednesday up and do stuff to her for a change.  And eventually—after a brush with death with an incubus, an awkward but fun kind-of threesome with Wednesday’s ex-girlfriend, and Kaitlyn agreeing to spend July with Wednesday's creepy ghost grandmother while she taught Wednesday magic—Wednesday had decided to give it a try.
 
   Scheduling, though—scheduling was a problem.  Wednesday was willing to give up all her internet time for a weekend, but the jobs and the sewing and the studying weren't something that she could not do.  And then Kaitlyn had her own stuff going on.  There was a group that went hiking every other week, and there were also her friends, and there was her asshole friend Jessie, who . . . well, Jessie was a whole different problem.  Mainly, though, it was the schoolwork.  Because while Wednesday had agreed to to what Kaitlyn wanted to do for a weekend, she was also really strict about Kaitlyn keeping her grades up.  And she'd somehow talked Kaitlyn into taking both Biology and Calculus, even though she didn't need them for her major or anything.
 
   So in the run-up to midterms, Kaitlyn had been spending a lot of time studying.  Some of that time had involved Wednesday helping her by dripping melted wax on Kaitlyn's breasts any time she got a practice question wrong, or tying her up on the couch in such a way that she couldn't do anything except listen to a calculus lecture, over and over, until she got it.  Which was fun, but studying for midterms wasn't the way that Kaitlyn wanted to spend the weekend when things were going to be the other way around.
 
   Then, after midterms, which she'd fucking aced to the surprise of everyone in the world except for Wednesday, it was Spring Break.  And since she had fucking aced her midterms, her parents had agreed to pay for a trip to anywhere.  Only while a weekend with Wednesday in a tropical paradise sounded like a great idea, Wednesday did not like taking money from Kaitlyn's parents.  Unless Kaitlyn told them that she was dating a girl and spending their money on that girl, and that was something that Kaitlyn was nowhere near ready to do.  Which meant that Wednesday wasn't going to be able to afford to go to a tropical paradise.
 
   So instead, Kaitlyn went to Vegas with her friends Frank and Annie, and also with Jessie, who was a bitch on wheels, but who was the sort of bitch on wheels it was fun to be around.  Mainly, Kaitlyn was looking forward to spending time with Frank and Annie, who she barely saw since they'd moved in together, and out to somewhere between Howland and Boston.  And with her brother Tom, who'd gotten a job doing security at a casino in Vegas.  Which was exactly the right job for him—he'd been a bouncer, and then he'd been in the Marines, and while he wasn't exactly a great student, he really understood security stuff.  And he was huge, which meant that he didn't get into many fights, because people just did what he said.
 
   Except Jessie, who'd had a bad scare earlier in the air, and who sometimes was trying to be a better person, but who was mostly an asshole.  So they spent their time having a good time and trying to keep Jessie from getting them arrested, and Wednesday stayed in Howland and worked.  Which made Kaitlyn feel a little terrible, but it wasn't like she could convince Wednesday to come out and have fun, when fun would cost money and working meant earning money.
 
   Another reason why it sucked was that one of Wednesday's rules was that Kaitlyn wasn't allowed to come unless Wednesday said she could, and she didn't give permission nearly as often as Kaitlyn would've liked.  She'd gotten a pretty great orgasm as a prize for doing well on her midterms, but that was it.  Each time she took a bath after that, she had to write the date of the last orgasm in sharpie just over her pussy.  It was annoying that she had to wear one-piece bathing suits, but mostly it was annoying how the date just stayed the same the whole time.  Not that she wanted to rub one out when Wednesday wasn't there.  She really did want to come, though.
 
   The problem was that if Wednesday wasn't going to take a free ticket to Hawaii or something, Kaitlyn would rather just have spent spring break at Wednesday’s apartment hanging out.  But if she’d told her parents that, it would have led to follow-up questions that Kaitlyn wasn’t ready to answer.
 
   Whatever!  It had been a nice vacation in Vegas, anyway.  And unlike during winter break, when Wednesday had made it clear that they weren't dating for the duration, this time, they were still 100% together, so they were able to get some skyping in.  Wednesday looked tired and busy, and Kaitlyn felt a little bad about telling her about having fun with her friends in Vegas.  She wasn't allowed to lose more than fifty bucks a day, so mostly it was the going to concerts and getting drunk and hanging out kind of fun, but still.  Also, sometimes Wednesday would make Kaitlyn hurt herself while Wednesday masturbated, which felt . . . right.  Point was, it wasn't the best spring break ever, but it was okay, and the plan was that Kaitlyn would be in charge of sex for the first weekend back.
 
   Only then Wednesday was on the rag on Kaitlyn's first weekend back.  Kaitlyn was on the sort of birth control that gave her a period every three months, and even though she wasn't having the sort of sex that involved a chance of pregnancy anymore, she'd stuck with that, because not having periods was great.  But it turned out to relate to Wednesday's magic somehow, so she couldn't go on hormonal birth control at all.
 
   Truth was, Wednesday was okay with playing a little when she was on the rag, but she wasn't as enthusiastic as usual, and Kaitlyn wanted her to be super enthusiastic.  Also, she didn't want to get blood everywhere, because that was kind of gross.  So they put it off for the next weekend, only then there was a costume that Wednesday had to get done; some dude was willing to pay her six hundred dollars for a pair of wings that looked real, if she could get them done before a convention, and she really needed the money.  So the whole weekend was spent in the second bedroom, which was more or less Wednesday's sewing room.  Kaitlyn spent some of that helping where she could, and being tied up and blindfolded for the rest of it, mouth open, for whenever Wednesday needed a break.  Which was pretty great, but not what she'd been planning.
 
   Which meant that Kaitlyn was just about out of patience when Jessie invited herself over.
 
   Jessie and Wednesday didn't like each other much.  Jessie had been really mean to Wednesday, and Wednesday was still holding a grudge about that, whereas Jessie didn’t like the way that Wednesday did whatever it was she wanted to do, even when Jessie made it clear that she wanted Wednesday to do something else.  The thing was, though, that after Jessie learned that magic was real, she wanted to learn how to do it.  And Wednesday didn't want her to learn from one of the bad guys out there, because there were some real bad guys out there, and Jessie wasn't exactly starting off as someone who loved every living thing and wanted to help mankind with her powers.
 
   So, even though it was Friday morning, and Kaitlyn had been setting up the stuff for when she was going to be able to start tying up Wednesday and doing things to her, she told Jessie that it was okay for her to come over to their apartment.  Well, not the apartment exactly—they’d meet on the back patio, which was the line that Wednesday had drawn.  "If she winds up going dark," said Wednesday, "she'd cause a lot of problems if she'd previously been invited to cross the threshold."
 
   Which wasn't a comfortable thing to face.  Jessie was mean as hell, but she wasn't a monster.  Yet.
 
   Jessie came over after lunch, looking put-together and steamed.  "It's been two months," she said.  "And your friend promised that she'd be able to find someone who could teach me.  She's not the only one, you know.  I've found out about a guy in Utica who I've found who . . ."
 
   "Who's killed three people in the last two years," said Wednesday, looking a little tired.  "Two women, one man.  I mean, your choice.  Could be it'll work out.  Could be not.  Could be that you'll wind up killing people who bug you, until something bigger comes after you."
 
   Jessie glared at her.
 
   Wednesday just shrugged.  "It happens.  I mean, mostly, you don't want to kill anyone.  But then there's law and tradition and morality and all that.  You start learning, and if you have the wrong sort of teacher—"
 
   "Fuck.  You."
 
   "Think about it," said Wednesday.  "If you could just snuff out anyone who crossed you, just like that, no chance of getting caught.  Why not?"
 
   "Because I played a prank on you, once—"
 
   "You also helped an incubus try to kill me by draining all my power," said Wednesday.  "And there are those videos you used to blackmail Kaitlyn."
 
   Jessie took her time answering.  She was still glaring, but she also looked a little less certain than she usually did.  "And if something bigger finds me before I've had any sort of training?  Don't say it doesn't happen.  It’s already happened."
 
   "It doesn't happen often," said Wednesday.  "But okay.  You're interested, I've talked to people.  Three options."
 
   She fished her phone out of her jacket pocket, unlocked it, and slid it to the middle of the table.  It was open to a picture of Flora Backhouse.  Dr. Flora Backhouse, who had put Wednesday back together after the fight with the incubus.  And who was terrifying; in order to balance Wednesday's humors, Flora had decided to get Wednesday angry by threatening to do bad things to Kaitlyn.  And if Wednesday hadn't gotten sufficiently mad about that, there wasn't any question she would've followed through.
 
   "Option 1," said Wednesday.  "Dr. Flora Backhouse, also known as Flower Backhouse.  Learned her trade in the court of Queen Anne.  She's either a vampire or does a good job convincing people that she's a vampire.  Amoral and powerful, and as a result, will not let you get out of hand, one way or another."
 
   Jessie flicked the picture.  Next one was a pudgy Asian guy, holding a katana.  "Joshua Hunt, who occasionally calls himself Hiro Protagonist.  He's a huge nerd, so you'll probably think that you could wrap him around your finger.  I. . . my guess is that isn't going to work, but Josh is interested.  Not as knowledgeable as Flora, not as powerful, not going to fuck you over nearly as thoroughly as Flora will if you try to drop out, or cross her, or do some sort of petty bullshit to prove that she's not the boss of you."
 
   Jessie flicked again.
 
   It was a group picture.  One of those old-timey pictures, like from the Civil War, of a bunch of people standing over the body of . . . something big.  Might have been an elk, but it was like twice as big as any elk that Kaitlyn had ever seen.  And completely dead white, with horns that didn't look like any elk Kaitlyn had ever seen.  "Second guy from the right," said Wednesday.  "It's my cousin Magog.  He doesn't like taking pictures, so this is the most recent one we have.  He also doesn't like teaching students, but he agreed to do me a favor.  Probably stronger than Flora?  It's hard to tell, because while Flora is interested enough in what's going on in the world to do things, Magog isn't.  So while Flora will do things, Magog largely doesn't."
 
   "Your cousin?" asked Jessie.
 
   Wednesday shrugged.  "Not exactly my cousin.  But close enough.  You want to learn, any of them will teach you.  I'll send you an email with addresses and phone numbers for Hiro and Flora.  I would not advise jerking either of them around too much.  Hiro's a decent guy, but if Flora feels like you're being disrespectful, or otherwise need a lesson, she will give you one, and you're not going to like it.  Magog doesn't have a phone, and he's not someone you visit to talk about maybe studying from him.  If he's your choice, I'll tell you how to get to him."
 
   Jessie looked at the tablet, flipped back to a picture of Dr. Backhouse, then back to Magog.
 
   "Fine," she said.  "Who should I go with?"
 
   "You're welcome," said Wednesday.  "I don't know.  My grandmother taught me, because she was my grandmother.  If I had the choice, I would've spent the time learning math.  Of the three, Hiro is the one who'll give a shit about what you might want to do or learn."
 
   "And your cousin is the strongest?" asked Jessie.
 
   "Maybe," said Wednesday.  "Between him and Flora.  That's what I've got.  And there's Spencer, over in Utica, if that's who you've found out about."
 
   Jessie puffed out her cheeks.  "Look.  Why don't you find me someone better?  I mean, someone who's not a weird—"
 
   "They're all weird," said Wednesday.  "Or they’re horrible; that's the only sort I know.  And I genuinely am not sure there's anyone better than Magog.  If you're not interested, great!  I'll let them know, and I'll go back to not getting involved in your life."
 
   "No," said Jessie.  "No.  Send me that email.  But if this is. . . ."
 
   "If this is me getting you back for what you did," said Wednesday, "there is literally nothing you could do about it.  But here's the thing: if you offend any of them, they can fuck you up, and there's a good chance that they will.  And after that, they're going to be mad at me for making them have to teach you that sort of lesson.  So if you're not interested, do me a favor, and don't call up anyone, okay?"
 
   "Fine," said Jessie.  "Oh, and I went ahead and got my dad to add five thousand dollars a year to your scholarship."
 
   Wednesday glared at her.  Jessie's dad was on the board of Howland, so that was the sort of thing that he could do, probably.  "Your dad was one of the people laughing at the video of me being stood up by Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.
 
   "And now he's the guy who increased the John Morganfield Grant for Excellence in Math and Sciences by five thousand dollars per annum," said Jessie.  "What was that you said, 'you're welcome,' right?"
 
   "Thank you, Jessie," said Wednesday, her back stiff.  "I appreciate your help."
 
   Jessie smiled.  "Good.  Make sure I get that email though, okay?  Thanks."
 
   Then she left.
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.  "Dr. Backhouse is . . . I don't know if that's a great idea."
 
   "None of it is a great idea," said Wednesday.  "I also don't know what I'm going to do about that money."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm sorry about that.  It's just, you know, Jessie likes to be the one who's in control, and that's one way of doing that.  And I know it's important for you to have done this on your own, and—"
 
   "And it's also a threat.  What the Board of Directors gives, the Board of Directors can take away.  I. . . " Wednesday looked down at the patio table.  "It's stupid.  But it is important for me to have done this on my own."
 
   "Look, if you want, I can have her change it back—"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "It's stupid, but five thousand dollars. . . shit.  I can't give it back.  I can't afford to make this stand, not now.  I can cut back hours on costuming, and that'll make it fun again, and . . ."
 
   "Well," said Kaitlyn, "if you need to take out your frustrations, we have cleared our schedule for the weekend.  I mean, I could wait for—"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "Well, maybe a little bit of that, as it's supposed to be from Friday night to Sunday night."  Then she looked up, and quirked a smile at Kaitlyn.  "Actually, no.  Let's go inside, and play video games, and maybe you can watch one of my stupid nerd shows."
 
   "Okay?" said Kaitlyn, slowly.  "I mean, we could—"
 
   "You know how I haven't let you come since Spring Break?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Yes I know how you haven't let me come since Spring Break thanks for mentioning it," said Kaitlyn.  "What's your—"
 
   "Way I figure it, that'll make sure you're enthusiastic about the activities you have planned," said Wednesday.  "So we're just going to hang out and have fun for the afternoon, rather than me doing what I want to do right now.  Because I want to keep you a little frustrated, and also because this'll make sure that I show up for your party with as much enthusiasm as I can muster."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "Okay?"
 
   It had been something that she'd spent a lot of time planning, and she'd bought stuff, and she’d been thinking about it a lot.  But at the same time, it was a little frightening that Wednesday was taking it that seriously.
 
   On the other hand, there wasn't anything wrong with sitting and playing video games with Wednesday and hanging out with her with her clothing on, and no bondage stuff underneath that clothing.
 
   On the other other hand, Wednesday was very good at video games, and Kaitlyn wasn't.  And Wednesday mostly liked the sort of games where their characters would punch each other, until Wednesday's character made Kaitlyn's character die.
 
   But they did that, and afterwards they watched a movie about a guy who died and came back in mime make-up, and then killed a bunch of the dudes who had killed him.  "First really good comic book movie," said Wednesday, before putting it on.  "I mean, except for Howard the Duck, obviously."
 
   Which did not prepare Kaitlyn for the movie, exactly.  The guy was cool, though.  When it was over, they'd eaten all the cheese fries and salad that Kaitlyn had made for lunch, and it was getting on towards evening.  But it wasn't quite early enough for her to get started.  And she was feeling a little anxious about getting started, and . . .
 
   Wednesday bit her lip.  "So, I don't know if you have plans for MST3K?" she said.  That was a show that they'd started watching together back when they'd just started having sex, but before they were actually dating, and which they still watched together most nights, usually with Kaitlyn tied up a little.  They'd even done that when Kaitlyn was in Vegas, though it was kind of silly to tie herself up for the duration of a movie, and trying to watch things simultaneously while also skyping wasn't the easiest thing in the world.
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.  "I guess I kind of had, but there's a lot of stuff I want to do tonight, so if you want to—"
 
   "Thanks," said Wednesday.  "Go get the green rope."
 
   The green rope was pretty great—it was soft, and a little stretchy, but not too stretchy.  Also, Wednesday liked using green things when she tied Kaitlyn up, because they matched Kaitlyn's eyes.  Which . . . well, soon.  No, this was great.
 
   It wasn't exactly the most elaborate bondage ever, and Kaitlyn was still mostly dressed.  Her shoes were off, but her skirt was still on, and so was her shirt.  Just wrists together, and ankles together, and then she lay down on the couch with her head on Wednesday's lap, and ate popcorn, and watched robots making fun of serious 1950s guys in suits with a ridiculous car that was powered by radar.  The main guy had gotten replaced a few episodes back, and while Kaitlyn wasn't yet ready to accept the new guy, he was starting to grow on her.
 
   It was a pretty good episode, and even though Kaitlyn was still a little nervous about what was coming next, lying there and watching their show had really helped calm her down a lot.  It didn't necessarily make a lot of sense, but there was something really relaxing about lying with her head on Wednesday's lap, and watching something funny together.  And also just being tied up, even though she wasn't very tied up, made things seem a little less frightening.
 
   "Thanks," she said afterward, when Wednesday was untying her.  "I kinda needed that."
 
   "Me too," said Wednesday.  "So, um.  Do you want me to get undressed, or—"
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "You know that black opium whatever that you gave me once, which knocked me out for a while?"
 
   "Yeah?"
 
   "Right.  I want you to mix a dose that'll put you out for two hours."
 
   Wednesday swallowed.  "Are you. . .I mean, it's—"
 
   "If it's dangerous or if you don't want to do that, it's okay," said Kaitlyn, who really hoped that it wasn't that dangerous, and that Wednesday would want to do it.  She had a plan, and it was going to be great, but if Wednesday wasn't going to go for that, she could—
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "Sorry.  It's just. . . I mean, you know that my problem is trusting someone enough to let go, right?  And I know that I made a big deal about you trusting me more, and I do trust you, honest.  It's just starting off at the deep end, you know?"
 
   What Kaitlyn wanted to do was to tell Wednesday that it was fine, and they could wait on that if she wanted, but if she was going to do this, she was going to do it right.  "I know," she said.  "So. . . go do that now, Em."
 
   Wednesday bristled a little at that.  For one reason or another, Wednesday had everyone call her Em.  Besides Kaitlyn, who wasn't allowed to call her Em.  Only for the weekend, Kaitlyn was allowed to do anything she wanted.  And instead of arguing or anything, Wednesday dipped her head.  "Okay," she said.  "Two hours."
 
   Kaitlyn gave her an imperious wave of her hand, instead of jumping up and hugging her, but it seemed like Wednesday might have noticed what Kaitlyn wanted to do, because she was smirking a little when she went to her room to do her magic stuff.
 
   Smirking.  Well, Kaitlyn was going to show her.  She was going to show her great.  Or. . . point was, it was going to be great.
 
   It didn't take long before Wednesday came back with a coffee cup that said something about being unsubtle and quick to light people on fire.  It looked like it was full of water.  "So, um," said Wednesday.
 
   "Yeah?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "So the dose will knock me unconscious for two hours.  But I'm not going to wake up immediately when it's done; that's the point when I can be woken up.  Before then, I can't, no matter what you do."
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "And, um.  I guess that unconsciousness was one of the things on that endless checklist of yours, but, I mean, when I'm out, you have to be careful with—"
 
   "Em?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday fell quiet, looked down.
 
   "Give me the cup," said Kaitlyn, and Wednesday passed it over.
 
   "Now kneel," said Kaitlyn.  "Right here, in front of me."
 
   As a rule, when Wednesday was asleep, she turned into a pile of arms and legs that were too long and went at weird angles, but when she was awake, there was an elegance to the way she moved.  Now, though, she was a little awkward, getting down to kneel in front of Kaitlyn.
 
   Kaitlyn put the coffee cup on the table next to them.  Wednesday was still looking down, so Kaitlyn reached over, and pushed Wednesday's head up with two fingers under her chin.  That was something that Wednesday did occasionally, and it kind of sent a thrill through Kaitlyn that made her vision flutter a little at the edges.  Right.  Okay.  In addition to being something that she could do, which Wednesday was going to appreciate, this was actually going to be great.
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "Here's the thing.  I'm new at this, and I might make mistakes.  But, um.  Wait for me to make the mistake, unless it's about to be really bad?  I mean, don't give me advice before I do anything wrong."
 
   "Sorry," said Wednesday, sounding a little miserable.  "It's just—"
 
   Kaitlyn moved her finger up to put it across Wednesday's lips.  "It's okay," she said.  "Here's how it's going to go.  Sometimes I'm going to ask you if everything is okay.  If it is, you say so.  If it's not, you say what's wrong.  And if I push you too far, you can tell me to stop.  But, like, be polite about it.  So 'stop please,' or 'please stop,' or whatever.  Unless you want to stop the whole thing, or have a break from the whole thing, or whatever.  And in emergencies, I'm still wearing the necklace, so you can make me do what you need me to do."
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  That necklace was the first thing that Wednesday had given her, and Kaitlyn wasn't going to take it off for the weekend just because Wednesday could use it to control Kaitlyn's mind.
 
   "Great!" said Kaitlyn.  "Now, turn around and sit here next to me."
 
   Again, a little awkward, but Wednesday sat on the floor where Kaitlyn pointed, right next to her.  Kaitlyn took one of the pillows off the couch and put it next to Wednesday, in case she slumped over on her side like that.  "Now, do you trust me?"
 
   "I. . . yes.  I do."
 
   "Good." Kaitlyn passed Wednesday the cup.  "Bottoms up."
 
   Wednesday was facing away from her, her head against Kaitlyn's thigh.  She turned to look up at her.  Then she swallowed hard, squinched her eyes closed, and drained the cup.
 
   Kaitlyn started running her hand through Wednesday's hair.  She was stiff for just a second or two longer, then she relaxed and kept relaxing.  She didn't fall on her side, but she did sort of slide out from sitting.  Kaitlyn made sure to lower Wednesday's head carefully, so that she didn't bump her head as she sank down to the floor.
 
   Wednesday was very relaxed.  Like, relaxed enough that she couldn't move her hands or anything.  But her eyes were still open, flickering a little.  Not panicking, exactly, but definitely worried.  Kaitlyn knelt down next to her, and kissed her cheek.  "It's going to be fun," she said.  And then Wednesday's eyes did close.
 
   Two hours.  Maybe a little more, if she didn't wake Wednesday up.  Kaitlyn could've asked for more, but she didn't want to waste too much time sitting around before she could wake Wednesday up.  Only now she wasn't sure if she was going to be able to get everything arranged in time.
 
   First things first.  Wednesday hadn't changed out of her work clothing.  A pair of grimy Keds, jeans and a t-shirt.  Kaitlyn pulled the shoes off, and then the socks.
 
   Every so often, Kaitlyn had to spend an hour or so on the floor, kissing Wednesday's feet.  Wednesday taught her how to do that without tickling, and it was fine, because Wednesday had nice feet.  Nicely shaped and strong and they even smelled nice usually.  And now that she could do whatever she wanted she was going to . . .
 
   She was not going to run out the clock staring at Wednesday's feet, though.  That would be stupid.  She'd get everything set up, and then she'd play.  Next off were the jeans.  It was a little tricky getting them off over Wednesday's hips, but she managed.
 
   Turned out, Wednesday was wearing something lacy and black from Victoria's Secret under that.  Huh.  Normally, Wednesday just wore, like, Hanes.
 
   Rather than taking the panties off, she half sat Wednesday up, and pulled off her t-shirt.  And yeah, matching bra.  Huh.  Well.  That was nice, but. . . okay, she'd have Wednesday wear them later.  But there was stuff that she wanted to do while Wednesday was unconscious, and that meant that she had to get her completely undressed.  Before she did, she stood up, looking at Wednesday lying there on the floor.  She was tall, and she was pale, and she was absolutely lovely.  Also her head was on its side, and there was a little streamer of drool going down to the floor.  Wednesday was lovely and adorable, and she was Kaitlyn’s for the weekend.  All Kaitlyn’s.
 
   Right, though.  Underwear off, and then all the laundry went into the hamper.  And then she got out the other stuff that she needed from the bathroom.
 
   Just about the first sex thing that Wednesday had done to Kaitlyn was to make her shave her pussy.  And while Wednesday had a mind control necklace that made sure that Kaitlyn did it right that time without hurting herself, Kaitlyn had gotten pretty good at it since then.  First thing, she knelt next to Wednesday, and used a washcloth and a bowl of water to wash her pussy off.
 
   Kaitlyn had considered making Wednesday take a shower before she started with anything, but in the end, she just wanted to be the one doing it.  Wednesday had a trimmed thatch of springy hair, and since she never went out in the sun if she could avoid it, she didn't have any tan lines.
 
   Wednesday really liked making Kaitlyn give her head, so Kaitlyn had spent a certain amount of time between those thighs.  It was . . . Kaitlyn leaned forward, and gave Wednesday a lick before she got started.  Warm, and it tasted a bit like Wednesday was already getting into it.  That was probably just a side effect of the magical roofie she'd taken, or something.  Anyhow.  Next Kaitlyn washed her, and then made a quick pass with scissors, and then she started with the shaving lotion.
 
   If she wound up giving Wednesday a nick with the razor. . . wasn't going to happen.  It was a little weird doing it on someone else, rather than herself, and it was also a little tricky keeping Wednesday's legs out of the way, but she managed.  It was actually a lot easier to make sure that she got everywhere, and that the shaving lotion had full coverage.
 
   It might be sort of fun to use the tweezers on the last few hairs while Wednesday was awake, but Kaitlyn wanted Wednesday to be completely bare when she woke up.  So even though there wasn't any yelping and twitching that way, she finished the job up, and then she sat back, and considered her handiwork.
 
   Wednesday had looked great before, and she looked great now, but it was different.  At a minimum, Kaitlyn wasn't going to be getting hair in her teeth for a little while.  She hadn't really been able to see it before; the hair had always hidden it a little.  And now it was right there, open.  Kaitlyn ran a finger around the edge, gently.  It didn't make any change in Wednesday's breathing.  It would when she was awake, though.  And there were a thousand things that Kaitlyn had to get done before that happened.
 
   She gave Wednesday a rinse, to get rid of any bits of hair that were still there, then rolled her over onto her stomach, and cleaned up the mess that she'd made on the floor tiles.  The whole thing had taken almost half the time she'd given herself, and there was still all the stuff that she'd bought in Vegas.
 
   She'd been half tempted to drag Anne along on that trip, but that would've been a little awkward for both of them.  And she'd also been a little tempted to do her shopping at the sex toy place where Wednesday knew the people, because at least they'd seemed nice, but Wednesday knew them, and Kaitlyn didn't want to get in trouble for giving anything away, or whatever.  So she'd gone into the bigger, somewhat sleazier sex toy place in Vegas, and spent like twice what it would've cost at the place that was a short drive from Howland.  But they did have a bigger selection?  Anyhow, she'd left that suitcase up on top of the closet in the sewing room, and Wednesday hadn't mentioned anything about it.  So she got it down. 
 
   Collar and cuffs for Wednesday.  Kaitlyn had been a little tempted to get something the same blue as Wednesday's eyes, but . . . well, there were a few things that color, and she'd be using them later.  Black leather and brushed steel, and they looked great around Wednesday's neck and wrists and ankles.  Then it was time for Kaitlyn to get changed, which took a little while.  The boots had a lot of laces, was the thing.  Looked great, but they weren't exactly quick.  And then the gloves had buttons, and the top was fiddly to put on.  The idea was that it was supposed to support rather than cover her boobs, and that wasn't necessarily the easiest thing to get to sit right, rather than lopsided.
 
   Quick check in the mirror.  Yeah, okay.  She wasn't always the quickest-witted, and didn't always make the best decisions.  But she usually looked pretty good.
 
   Right.  Almost show time.  She got the mirror down from the bedroom, carried it out to the living room, and set it up on the floor.  Then she pulled Wednesday up a little, so that she was once again sitting in front of the couch.  This time, she was in front of Kaitlyn, rather than next to her, and this time, she was asleep, rather than nervous, so she kept slumping over, and having way too much arms and legs.  But it was two hours.  Two hours and three minutes.
 
   Kaitlyn hooked one arm underneath Wednesday's shoulders so she could keep her sitting up, and used her other hand to start slapping her cheek.  Not like, super hard, but hard enough.  Wednesday shook her head, grunted, tried to get her head under Kaitlyn's arm, like she was burrowing under blankets.
 
   Kaitlyn slapped her again, and Wednesday's eyes fluttered open.  She looked up at Kaitlyn, looking a little confused.  It was great.  Kaitlyn kissed her forehead.  "Up on your knees," she said.  "Legs apart.  Little more.  Good.  Hands behind your back.  And look at that mirror."
 
   Wednesday gave a little gasp, and a full body tremor.  Kaitlyn could see Wednesday's hands twitching behind her, like she really wanted to feel what Kaitlyn had done to her, but she was also trying to be good.
 
   "I know that it doesn't have any magic power," said Kaitlyn.  "But that collar stays on."
 
   Because the mirror was there, Kaitlyn could sit behind Wednesday, and also watch her face.  She looked great.  Only thing was, she kind of should have set her up more in the middle of the room instead of near the couch.  Right.  Okay.  "Like what you see?" she said.
 
   "Um," said Wednesday.  "I.  Um."
 
   "Answer the question," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "I . . . I don't know.  It's not. . ."
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "You can go take a closer look."
 
   Wednesday made like she was going to stand up.
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  "Crawl over to the mirror."
 
   Wednesday swallowed.  But she did what Kaitlyn told her to do.
 
   "Stop there!" said Kaitlyn, who'd gotten distracted by Wednesday's butt.  "Okay.  Back on your knees.  Hands at your sides, legs apart.  Right.  Now.  You can keep looking at yourself until you can answer the question."
 
   Wednesday trembled a little, made an uncertain noise.
 
   "Everything okay?"
 
   "Yeah.  I mean.  Yeah.  Okay.  Thanks."
 
   "Good.  Now, do you like what you see?"
 
   Wednesday shivered,  looked down.  "I. . . if you want me to say yes, I'll do that, but I—"
 
   "Sh," said Kaitlyn.  She got up, crouched down behind Wednesday, tilted her head up to look at the mirror.  This was a little more complicated than she'd expected it to be.  Wasn't bad, but a little more complicated.  "I want you to try to answer the question.  If you don't, you don't.  But look.  Pretty girl, looking nervous, with a really nice collar and cuffs on.  You like naked pretty girls wearing collars, right?"
 
   "I. . . yes." said Wednesday.  "I mean, I'm not—"
 
   Kaitlyn slapped Wednesday's cheek.  Not hard, but enough to shock her.  "Are you a pretty girl, Wednesday?"
 
   Wednesday blushed, not just the spots of color high on her cheek that she would get when she was turned on, but a genuine blush.  "I guess?" she said.
 
   Kaitlyn moved Wednesday's hair off of her neck, gathered up a big handful with her right hand to make sure that Wednesday stayed looking at the mirror, and trailed her left hand down to Wednesday's shoulders.  "You have a pretty neck and shoulders," she said.
 
   Her hand moved to Wednesday's breast, and Wednesday's breath caught in her throat.  "And these are nice," said Kaitlyn.  "Not huge, but they've got a lovely shape, and they’re soft and smooth, and they're really—" she pinched a nipple, and Wednesday gasped, jerked back.  "Responsive."
 
   Down across her ribs and stomach.  "Little skinny, I'll admit, but overall nice.  And nobody could have any complaints about your legs.  Those are amazing, right?"
 
   "Thank you?" said Wednesday.
 
   A light slap on Wednesday's thigh.  "Not an answer," said Kaitlyn.  "Your legs are amazing, right?"
 
   "I . . . yes," said Wednesday, sounding a lot smaller than usual.
 
   Kaitlyn's hand drifted over to Wednesday's pussy.  It felt different, without the hair there.  Smooth, and hot, and soft, and definitely moist.  That was. . .okay, Kaitlyn hadn't been at all sure if Wednesday had been having fun.  But she was having fun.  Se let out a small, breathy moan when Kaitlyn move her fingers.  "And this is definitely very nice looking," said Kaitlyn.  "So.  Pretty girl, right?"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday, and if it wasn't for Kaitlyn's hand in her hair, she definitely would've looked away from the mirror.
 
   "And you like seeing pretty girls on their knees, looking uncomfortable, right?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yes?" said Wednesday.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, "Like what you see?"
 
   She'd honestly expected Wednesday to say 'yes' the first time, and then move on.  But, whatever.  She'd work with what she got.
 
   "I. . .Kaitlyn, that's not the point," said Wednesday.  "I don't know.  I don't!  It's me, and I don't know how I feel about looking like that."
 
   While Wednesday liked making Kaitlyn give her head, she hadn't been that interested in making Kaitlyn give her hand jobs.  And Kaitlyn hadn't been allowed to touch herself at all, except for like, hygiene, since they'd started dating.  So she was a little rusty, but she'd been wanting to do that for a long time.  So she pushed a finger into Wednesday, and rubbed her thumb against Wednesday's clit.  Wednesday's eyes opened really, really wide, and she gasped.
 
   "You sure you don't know how you feel about looking that way?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "I . . . oh, I . . . God, I—"
 
   Kaitlyn let go.  Didn't want Wednesday to finish until it was way later, and she was surprisingly close.  "I also don't know how I feel about feeling like that, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "I'm sorry.  This is—"
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "Let's try this a different way." She let go of Wednesday's hair, and walked around her, to stand between Wednesday and the mirror.  "Like what you see?" she said.
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday, no hesitation.  She'd started off looking at Kaitlyn's boots, and when she finally finished, looking at Kaitlyn's face . . . once, when Kaitlyn was in high school, she found a kid who'd gotten lost at the mall.  She'd taken him over to security, where his mom was already waiting, freaking the hell out.  But the look in the kid's eyes, when he was lost—that was almost the exactly same look as Wednesday had.
 
   "Oh God yes," said Wednesday.  "No question."
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  "Stay kneeling, face forward."  She walked around Wednesday, once, twice.  Whether or not Wednesday was sure about how she felt about looking like that, Kaitlyn was pretty sure that she knew.  Wednesday was gorgeous, and she was nervous, and she was trying very hard to be good.  It took a lot of willpower to do what she'd come up with, instead of just pushing Wednesday over and doing her for the rest of the night.  But she had a plan, and she was going to stick to it.
 
   Chair over, in front of Wednesday and to the side, so she could sit on it with her boots in front of her, without blocking her view of the mirror.  "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "Kiss the tip of the boot."
 
   Wednesday leaned forward, and kissed the tip of Kaitlyn's boot.  She didn't, like, feel much through the leather.  But the view was pretty good, and so was Wednesday's face in the mirror.  "Now," said Kaitlyn, "like what you see?"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday, softly.
 
   "Up," said Kaitlyn, and when Wednesday was kneeling again, Kaitlyn crouched down in front of her, and kissed her, really hard.  "That's the . . . okay.  When I'm not in the picture?  It's the same as when I am, in a way?"
 
   Kaitlyn was a communications major, which really should have made her better at saying things that she wanted to say.  But Wednesday nodded, looking like she understood what Kaitlyn meant.  So Kaitlyn stepped back, and let Wednesday look at the mirror.  "Like what you see?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday, softly.  Then, "Yes," a little louder.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn, letting herself relax.  That was. . . if Wednesday hadn't gotten into it, that would've sucked.  But now. . .  "Okay."  Kaitlyn had tucked the leash that went with the collar into her belt.  Now she took it out, and hooked it on the ring at the back of the collar.  "Now, you can crawl along behind me.  This next part is going to be a little uncomfortable, but I'm sure you'll do fine."
 
   If she'd asked Wednesday for a potion that'd put her out for longer than two hours, or if she'd used her time a little better, she'd have set things up in the bedroom beforehand.  But she hadn't, and it was a little awkward to try to get stuff done with Wednesday watching, because it was a hundred percent clear that Wednesday would do better at setting things up.  So she had Wednesday stand in the corner, so at a minimum, she wouldn't be tempted to either help or critique.  Also, when Kaitlyn looked up, she could see Wednesday's butt and back, and that was pretty great.
 
   Kaitlyn had practiced knots, but the fact was, the cuffs on Wednesday's ankles and wrists were wide and padded and Kaitlyn had checked with the guy at the sex shop to make sure they'd spread the weight.  So it was a better idea to use those than to go with rope, even if rope was prettier.
 
   Also, most of the equipment was Wednesday's equipment, and there was a lot of that.  Kaitlyn found what she wanted, set it up on the bed.  And then she went and put a blindfold on Wednesday, which she should've done earlier, when she didn't want Wednesday watching her set things up, but whatever!  That was fine.  It was all fine.
 
   The setup that she wanted was Wednesday lying on her stomach, with her feet up over the footboard and fastened into place.  Which was something that Wednesday did to her occasionally, though Kaitlyn also wanted to make sure that Wednesday wasn't going to be able to thrash around too much.  Because while Kaitlyn mostly bit the pillow and whimpered when Wednesday hit her feet, she had a feeling that Wednesday would start getting a little thrashy when Kaitlyn got started with what she was planning.
 
   Also, she didn't want Wednesday's feet to be too tightly fastened.  Tight enough that they couldn't get away, but enough give that they could try to get away.
 
   So, okay.  Toys out, Wednesday face down, arms spread out, with ropes going from the cuffs to the headboard, feet up over the footboard.  Once that was done, Kaitlyn stopped to see what she was done.  And Wednesday was already wriggling a little.
 
   "Okay?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday, sounding a little muffled by the mattress.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn. She sat down at the foot of the bed, and touched the sole of Wednesday's foot.  It jerked against the chain, and Wednesday's whole body jerked a little.  It was like she'd shocked her.  This was going to be great.
 
   "You know, this is sort of the first thing that I really wanted to do to you."
 
   "I. . . um.  Okay?"
 
   "Yes, dear," said Kaitlyn.  "It's okay.  Because remember how you'd punish me for tickling your feet when I was kissing them?"
 
   "Oh god."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  She leaned over, and gave a little lick to the sole of Wednesday's foot.  Exactly the sort of lick that Wednesday didn't like at all.
 
   Wednesday pulled as far away as the chains would let her, which wasn't very far, and made an undignified little noise.  "It's just that it's so cute the way you jump away when you're tickled."  She did it again, and it jumped again.
 
   She was going to have to be careful, because it wasn't like Wednesday was controlling those little jumps, and Kaitlyn didn't want to get kicked in the face.
 
   "Oh God please," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn stopped.
 
   "You okay?" asked Kaitlyn.  She could—
 
   "I.  Yes.  Okay."  Wednesday breathed in, held it, then breathed out again.  "It's just. . . could I like have a gag or something?  I mean, I. . . there are neighbors, and—"
 
   "Oh.  Um.  Sure."
 
   Gags.  Right.  Kaitlyn had gotten a whole list of things to know about gags, and she kind of remembered some of what she'd read.  Only the thing was that most gags weren't great at actually making people stop making noise.  Well.
 
   So, Kaitlyn had been wearing pretty underwear, but there were times when she had to make sacrifices.  She got the panties off, rolled them up, and stuffed them into Wednesday's mouth, making sure that the very, very wet spot at the front went right onto Wednesday's tongue.  "Okay?" she said.
 
   Wednesday made some muffled noises, which didn't sound like anything at all.  That might be a problem.  "Okay," she said.  "If you need to talk to me, you can spit those out."
 
   Wednesday gave a little nod, and then Kaitlyn went back to tickling her.  Starting with the feet, but then up to the back of Wednesday's knees, and then her butt, and her sides, and her armpits, and it was . . . right.  She'd started off wanting to tickle Wednesday's feet, but this was way better than just tickling her feet.  She was twitching and pulling at the ropes and making noises that were clearly shrieks even though there were pretty well muffled.
 
   It was. . . Kaitlyn almost lost track of the fact Wednesday was there, in a way.  It was just the way skin felt under her fingers and tongue, it was just the way she was writhing and pulling, and moaning, and—
 
   "Please," said Wednesday, breathlessly.  "Please just a break, please."
 
   Oh!  Kaitlyn pulled back, not touching Wednesday.  "Right!  Sorry, it's just—"
 
   "It's fine," said Wednesday, "I just. . . break."
 
   "Sure," said Kaitlyn.  "When you're ready to have your gag back in, let me know."
 
   It took a little while, but eventually Wednesday's breathing got a little more regular, and then she nodded.  "Okay."
 
   "Okay what?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Okay, can I have my gag back in, please?"
 
   "Mm-hm," said Kaitlyn, and popped it back in.  Then she got back to work on Wednesday's inner thighs.  Which were pretty ticklish, only when her fingers got high enough, Wednesday's shrieks and twitches turned into moans and more regular movements.  And that was just as good.  Maybe even a little better.  "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  She stopped, and got her panties out.  Maybe they'd be okay after they were washed?  Probably not, it looked like there were bite marks.  Well, whatever.
 
   "Here's how it's going to go," she said.  "You get close, you say 'stop, please', and I start tickling you instead.  Can't deal with that anymore, you say 'stop, please', and I switch back to fingering you.  And so on.  Okay?"
 
   "I . . . um.  Lemme catch my breath first?"
 
   "Ahem," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Right, sorry.  Lemme catch my breath first please?"
 
   Kaitlyn considered.  "Nah," she said, and ran a fingernail along the back of Wednesday's calf, up to the hollow under her knee.
 
   That time Wednesday did shriek, just a little.  That was something Kaitlyn had wanted to do, even though, yeah, there were neighbors.  Then she put her hand on the inside of Wednesday's thigh.  "Also, if you need help keeping quiet, bite the pillow.  Ready to go?"
 
   "Yeah okay," said Wednesday.
 
   So Kaitlyn did.  She'd kind of missed giving handjobs.  It was weird; that wasn't like, a thing that people got all starry-eyed about doing—"Oh, I had the best date last night, he let me jerk his cock off until he came"—but it was nice, even if most people seemed to think it was a "we're not going to have actual sex" consolation prize.  It just felt nice; cocks were stiff and velvet smooth, and when you were giving a handjob, you got to watch every little twitch and movement. Giving a girl a handjob was also nice.  Without the hair there, Wednesday's skin was impossibly smooth, and soft, and the way her inner lips felt was just. . .
 
   "Stop please," said Wednesday, even though Kaitlyn hadn't even touched her clit.
 
   "Huh," said Kaitlyn, moving her hand away.  "Enjoying this a little more than you expected?"
 
   "I . . . if you want a long answer I can—"
 
   "Later," said Kaitlyn, turning around to start tickling Wednesday's feet again.  There was a muffled shriek from the pillow.  And Wednesday was thrashing pretty good.  She bicycled everywhere, so her legs were really strong, so there was a lot of thrashing for her to do.  But she was also starting to sweat, and there were little tremors when Kaitlyn wasn't touching her, and the tendons at the back of her knee stood out stiffly.  It was great.
 
   "Stop!" gasped out Wednesday.  "Please!"
 
   So Kaitlyn switched to fingering her again.  And it wasn't long before she had to stop that, and switch back to tickling.  The plan was that she was going to do that until it was like, three seconds for each, but the fact was, Kaitlyn couldn't manage it for that long.  When she sat straddling Wednesday's back, and felt her squirming under her—it had been like, weeks since Wednesday had let her come, and now there wasn't anything stopping her.  She untied Wednesday’s cuffs from the bed, flipped her over, and then tied her back up.  After a few seconds’ consideration, Kaitlyn took Wednesday's blindfold off too.  She wanted to see Wednesday, and she wanted Wednesday to see her.
 
   Wednesday blinked in the light, and Kaitlyn wasn't sure if she'd ever seen her looking that turned on.  Usually, when Wendnesday was close, she was doing something to Kaitlyn, or Kaitlyn was doing something to her, and it was hard to see her face.  But now she looked . . . blurry around the edges, a bit like someone coming down with a cold.  And a bit like if she wasn't tied up, she'd grab Kaitlyn and pull her down between her legs.
 
   Nice.
 
   The skirt that Kaitlyn was wearing was pretty short, and she didn’t have anything on under it.  She'd spread Wednesday's legs apart when she'd set her up, and now she lay in between them, her pussy hot against Wednesday.  Only while she wanted to grind against it, the angles weren't exactly right to get it to work, and Kaitlyn definitely didn't have the patience to try to work anything out.  She moved over one of Wednesday's legs, and pushed against that.  That was the right shape and place, and it was smooth and strong and warm.
 
   There was an angry-hungry look on Wednesday's face as Kaitlyn humped Wednesday's thigh, the blood thrumming in her neck, feeling like a balloon that was about to pop.  She leaned in close, so that her breath was on Wednesday's face, and Wednesday's breath was on hers, and she bit Wednesday's lip.  Not too hard, but it was definitely a bite, not a kiss.  And that was enough to push Kaitlyn over the edge.  She managed to disengage from Wednesday's lip before she bit it off, and came so hard that it hurt, clasping tight to Wednesday as tremor after tremor ran through her body.   It was the first time that she'd come without Wednesday's explicit permission since they'd started dating.  Which was. . . which was something that she kind of had mixed feelings about.  Overall positive, but mixed.
 
   When she was done, Wednesday clearly wasn't done.  And she'd managed to tear the sheets with her heel.  Whatever.  Worth it.
 
   Kaitlyn rolled off Wednesday, and snuggled up next to her, her head on Wednesday's shoulder.  "So," said Kaitlyn, pulling a sweaty lock of hair off of Wednesday's face, and moving it to the side.  "Long answer?"
 
   Wednesday turned her head to face Kaitlyn, and gave her a look that was mixed angry-hungry, and also a little puzzled.  "You don't usually like talking about relationship stuff."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "You're a bad influence."
 
   She poked Wednesday in the ribs, and since Wednesday was still pretty much tied up, she couldn't get very far away.  "Point is," said Kaitlyn, "long answer."
 
   Wednesday breathed out, looking straight up.  "Okay.  It's not that I didn't expect to enjoy this.  I always thought it would be . . . I mean, fun isn't the word."
 
   "Sure it is."  Kaitlyn poked her again.  "It's fun."
 
   "I . . . yeah," said Wednesday.  "Maybe a little.  But that's not what I was expecting.  What I was expecting was frightening, and also enjoyable.  And it's that."
 
   "Scared of me?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "But . . . I mean . . . scared of not being in charge.  Like there's all sorts of stuff that I want to say, and I can't, now.  I always used to be able to say whatever I wanted to you."
 
   "Ugh," said Kaitlyn.  "You can say whatever you want to me starting Sunday night.  Want a gag?"
 
   "I. . . actually, yeah," said Wednesday.  "Thanks.  I mean, I—"
 
   Kaitlyn put a finger on Wednesday's lips, and went and got the ball gag that she'd bought for Wednesday.  Not that they were lacking in gags; Wednesday had a bunch.  But it had taken a while to find one that was exactly the right blue, and which was also the whiffle-ball sort, rather than the solid ball that worked better for keeping people quiet, but worse for letting them breathe, or for letting the drool out.
 
   Kaitlyn put it in, and then lay back down where she was, moving her hand up and down Wednesday's side.  And then over her hip, to play with her pussy.
 
   "Want to come?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday nodded really enthusiastically.
 
   "Well, maybe before we go to sleep," said Kaitlyn.  "For now, fight it back."
 
   Wednesday made a noise which wasn't entirely pleased, and which wasn't entirely calm, and which was great.
 
   Kaitlyn wasn't going to let her go over, but no reason for Wednesday to know that.
 
   It was interesting to watch her.  Wednesday was pretty squirmy already, and she wasn't exactly breathing steadily.  But it was less regular than that, and when Kaitlyn pushed her, instead of getting squirmier, and rising up to meet Kaitlyn's fingers, she started pushing down into the mattress, away from her.
 
   It'd been ages since she'd come more than once in a day.  Usually, she was lucky if she'd get to come three times in a week.  But while she'd been more interested in entertaining Wednesday when she'd started playing with her, it wasn't long before she reached the point where she was ready for another go.  Something a little more. . .
 
   She untied Wednesday from the bed, then tied her back up again, ankle to ankle, wrist to wrist.  Like she'd expected, the gag had gotten pretty drooly; Kaitlyn dipped a finger in that, as she undid the gag.  "Further down the bed, Em" she said, and gave her a tap.  "You've been good; you get a prize."
 
   Because of the way that Wednesday was tied up, she had to sort of inchworm her way down the bed.  That was cute.  And then she started licking Kaitlyn out, and Kaitlyn lay back, and relaxed.
 
   The whole thing had been fun, but also nerve-wracking.  She’d had stuff that she'd wanted to do, but also, she'd wanted to make sure that she was showing Wednesday a good time.  Not as good a time as Wednesday showed her, when she went for something elaborate—Wednesday knew what she was doing, and seemed to spend most of her free time coming up with incredibly elaborate plans.  But Wednesday had probably known that she was going to spend a while giving head, and while there wasn't anything complicated about that, Kaitlyn was certainly appreciating it.
 
   Not that Wednesday had been shy about licking Kaitlyn out in the past, but usually Kaitlyn had been so worked up that she'd finished after, like, a minute.  And that was when she wasn't trying not to come, or being distracted by something complicated and hurty.
 
   It turned out, Wednesday was really good at giving head.  Not a surprise, but it was nice.  Kaitlyn lay back, and enjoyed, looking up to watch Wednesday working industriously with lips and tongue and fingers.  It didn't take too long before Wednesday pushed her over the edge, and when Kaitlyn was done convulsing, she looked down to see Wednesday looking up at her, looking a little messy, but also a little smug.  Kaitlyn grinned back, then grabbed Wednesday's head, and shoved it back down.  "Good job, but I didn't say stop."
 
   There was a little bit of surprised hesitation, but Wednesday got back to work, just like she'd been told.  Didn't take too long before Kaitlyn peaked again.  And this time, Wednesday didn't stop until Kaitlyn pushed her off.
 
   Truth was, she could probably just fall asleep like that, but they hadn't had dinner, and she hadn't made Wednesday come, and she was looking forward to both of those.
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "Follow."
 
   Wednesday was a little awkward getting off the bed, and then started taking these little shuffling steps behind Kaitlyn as they went to the kitchen.  Which was . . . well, Kaitlyn was more thoroughly satisfied than she'd been for a while.  So it wasn't like she was completely interested?  It was hilarious, though, and even though it wasn't exactly what she'd meant, and she didn't want to stop in the middle and let Wednesday know that Kaitlyn hadn't actually worked out how Wednesday was supposed to follow.  Whatever!
 
   Once they got to the kitchen, though, her plan was to let Wednesday curl up on the floor and watch her while she cooked.  Since dinner was going to be popcorn chicken, which meant frying things, Kaitlyn didn't want to keep her boobs out while she worked.  So she tied Wednesday's leash to the handle of one of the cabinet doors, gave her a kiss on top of her head, and went back to the bedroom to change.  And since there wasn't anything else for Wednesday to look at, Kaitlyn made sure to put as much sway into her hips as she could, without looking ridiculous.  Without looking too ridiculous.
 
   She didn’t get changed completely; those boots were going to take forever to unlace, and now that she'd decided to eat, she was fucking hungry.
 
   But a sweatshirt, and a longer skirt.  Not quite as sexy, maybe, but less likely to get oil spattered on her.  Besides.  Wednesday was naked, so the more that Kaitlyn wore, the bigger the contrast.  Or something like that.  Point was, hungry.
 
   When she came back to the kitchen, she'd kind of expected Wednesday to be a little disappointed.  But if she was, she didn't look it.  She looked a little bit like that lost kid—she pretty much had the whole time, and that hadn't changed—but mainly she looked happy to see Kaitlyn.  So Kaitlyn ruffled Wednesday's hair and got to cooking.
 
   The chicken had been marinating for a while—since before she'd even started anything.  She been planning on something relatively simple and bite-sized, and this was both of those things.  Wouldn't take too long, either.  When she was shaking the cornstarch onto the chicken, though, she nearly jumped out of her skin when something nuzzled against her foot.  She'd gotten into that frame of mind that she sometimes had when she was cooking, and not really thinking about anything besides the food.
 
   When she looked down, Wednesday looked up cautiously.  Like she wasn't sure if she'd been supposed to do that, and didn't want to get into trouble.  Maybe she should have been all 'grr, only do what I tell you,' but Kaitlyn couldn't actually not smile at that.  She leaned over and patted Wednesday's head.
 
   Wednesday got a little bolder after that.  More nuzzling whenever Kaitlyn was close, and even an occasional tentative lick at Kaitlyn's boots.  They were like two-hundred-dollar boots, and they weren't exactly comfortable, so if Wednesday hadn't appreciated them, Kaitlyn would've been pissed, but it was nice to see that she'd guessed right about that.  And that Wednesday would enjoy hanging out with her like that.  Of course she did.  There wasn't anything better than being naked and and a little tied up by your girlfriend.
 
   Well, maybe there were one or two things nicer than that.  Being fed by hand was nice too, so while the chicken was cooling down, Kaitlyn rearranged the way Wednesday's cuffs were fastened.  Instead of holding Wednesday's wrists together and ankles together, she set Wednesday up so that she was kneeling, right ankle fastened to right wrist, left ankle to left wrist.  Mouth open, eyes closed.
 
   While Kaitlyn had thought about alternating giving Wednesday food and having Wednesday lick her, she didn't actually want Wednesday to bite down on her pussy.  So she sat down and alternated between having bites herself and letting Wednesday eat out of her hand.  It was great.  Wednesday had been talking about how hard it was for her to trust someone like that, and whether or not the sex stuff required trust, there couldn't be any mistaking how much trust there was in the way Wednesday kept her mouth open, and ate whatever Kaitlyn gave her.  It wasn't like she was peeking to make sure that Kaitlyn was still there, or anything; she just stayed on her knees and waited with her mouth open, like she was told.
 
   Truth was, Wednesday trusted Kaitlyn's cooking in general—if Kaitlyn had wanted to feed her something gross, she did basically all the cooking anyway.  When Wednesday was really wrapped up in a book, she probably wouldn’t notice if Kaitlyn gave her a bucket of live crabs, not until she was picking bits of carapace from her teeth later.  But it was. . . gosh.  In order to get Wednesday to agree to switch things around for a bit, Kaitlyn had agreed to spend July with Wednesday's grandmother.  Wednesday's grandmother was a ghost, and when they'd gone up to her haunted house, she'd made wasps come out of the vents in Kaitlyn's car, and it was going to be more of that, over and over, for a month.
 
   If she was going to have to agree to something at that level for another chance at this . . . well, maybe.  Probably.  The softness of Wednesday's lips against Kaitlyn's hand, when she took those bites of chicken from her, meant that it was more than just probably.  But whatever it was, she didn't have to do any of that just yet.  She still had the whole night, and as soon as they finished dinner, she could move on to the next thing.
 
   The next thing was sitting on the couch and watching nature videos about diving in the kelp forests off of California.  Mostly, Kaitlyn liked reality shows, but she had to admit that Wednesday's nerd shows were probably better than most of those reality shows.  But the kelp forests were just. . . Kaitlyn had PADI certification—she'd gotten it in high school, and she'd kept it up pretty well.  But it was hard to find time for diving, with everything else, and it wasn't like there were a lot of good places to dive in upstate New York.  And what she really wanted was something more like coral reefs, not low-visibility lakes.
 
   Also, she had Wednesday tied up and gagged and drooling on her skirt while she watched sea-otters doing sea-ottery things, and garibaldi fish, and nudibranchs, and so on.  It was pretty good, actually—something she'd found on youtube.  Not one of the big fancy David Attenborough documentaries, and youtube's video quality wasn't great, but there was stuff that she hadn't known.
 
   Not 100% the same as Wednesday making her watch something like the Prisoner, which was old-fashioned and really incomprehensibly weird.  But, whatever.  That night, they'd watched what Kaitlyn wanted to watch, and she could touch Wednesday whenever she wanted and make her wriggle, and Wednesday couldn't even say anything about it, because she had a gag in her mouth that was the exact same color as her eyes.  Perfect.
 
   While they were watching, Kaitlyn noticed that she hadn't brought the mirror back to the bedroom, and it gave her a plan.
 
   "Right," she said, when it was done.  "You want to come tonight, right?"
 
   Wednesday gave an enthusiastic nod.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  "Let's get you set up."
 
   Not like, right in front of the mirror, but pretty close.  Up on her knees again, with Kaitlyn sitting behind her.  This time, Wednesday wasn’t tied up, she was just positioned the way she was because that was how Kaitlyn wanted her.
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "Let’s see you touch yourself, Em."
 
   Wednesday made a sad, pleading noise, and Kaitlyn steeled herself.  The point was that she was in charge, not Wednesday, and if Wednesday making a sad noise was enough to make Kaitlyn do what Wednesday wanted, that would defeat the whole purpose.
 
   "Sh," she said.  "If you put on a good show, maybe I'll be nice to you later tonight."
 
   Another pleading noise, but Wednesday was already touching herself, her hips rocking into her hand.
 
   "Eyes on the mirror," said Kaitlyn, who couldn't understand how anyone would want to look at anything besides that.  The sweat on the slope of Wednesday's breasts, the look in her eye, the muscles in her stomach, her hipbones and her wrists and her hands.
 
   Kaitlyn had given Wednesday plenty of orgasms, but she hadn't ever been able to watch her like that.  It was hypnotic.
 
   Wednesday's eyes flickered closed, and Kaitlyn slapped her lightly on the cheek.  "Keep watching," she said, to another strangled little noise.  But Wednesday did as she was told.
 
   It didn't take her long before she was close.  Which was when Kaitlyn noticed that even though Wednesday was watching the mirror, she was looking at Kaitlyn in the mirror, rather than herself.  Well, okay.  Kaitlyn nodded, and Wednesday came.  It was great.  Yes, she made stupid faces and grunty noises, but Kaitlyn could see she was lost in the feel of it.  Maybe it wasn't quite as big an orgasm as Wednesday’d had sometimes after spending a while doing stuff to Kaitlyn.  But it looked like it was pretty good, and Wednesday looked pretty boneless when she was done.
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn, and kissed Wednesday on the top of her head.  Wednesday turned up to look at her, and then reached up, and kissed her back.  Not as hard as when she'd been hungry for it, but there wasn't anything half-hearted about that.  Yeah, okay.
 
   "Bed," said Kaitlyn, and the two of them stumbled in there, both having had a lot more of a workout than Kaitlyn could remember.  That was. . . that was more orgasms than she had most weeks.  And while Wednesday had only come once, she'd seemed to enjoy it pretty well.
 
   What she wanted to do was to tie Wednesday up to go to sleep.  Wednesday had been tying Kaitlyn up to sleep since, like, the first time they’d had sex.  But Kaitlyn was really good at falling asleep—which was a problem when there was a video or powerpoint or something in any of her classes that started after lunch—and while Wednesday slept a lot, she didn't sleep that well as a rule.  "If you can't sleep with the collar or the cuffs," said Kaitlyn snuggling in behind Wednesday, "you can take them off.  But I'd rather you slept in them?"
 
   A nod that Kaitlyn could feel, rather than see.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  It felt a little weird not to be moving further down the bed and giving Wednesday head before she went to sleep, like she usually did.  And while she could make Wednesday do that to her, if she wanted, Kaitlyn was actually feeling a little sore and more than a little satisfied.  Instead, after she changed into pajamas—which she hadn't worn at all since she'd moved in with Wednesday—she started using her hands on Wednesday, and it wasn't long before Wednesday was writhing in her arms, making little gasps when Kaitlyn pinched or bit her neck and shoulders.
 
   Wednesday had mostly relaxed into what was happening, but she still got a little twitchy when Kaitlyn touched her back.  So Kaitlyn didn't push in too tight.  Earlier in the night, she might have enjoyed making Wednesday uncomfortable, but now she mostly wanted to show her a good time and then fall asleep.  Especially the falling asleep part—Kaitlyn was about as wrung out as she could remember being.  Luckily, it didn't take too long before Wednesday came apart in her hands, tense and tense and then bonelessly relaxed.  Kaitlyn kissed the back of Wednesday's neck, and that time she didn't twitch about it.  And then Kaitlyn was out. 
 
   The next morning, it was both strange and nice to be wearing something when she woke up.  Wednesday still had her collar on, but the cuffs were on the bedside table.  And she was pretty thoroughly asleep.  Kaitlyn could tell by the little whistling noise at the end of each breath.
 
   She’d had a lot of practice in getting out of bed without waking up Wednesday, so she did that pretty much automatically.  Then she went to the bathroom and brushed her teeth.  And then, instead of taking a shower, shaving, and getting started on breakfast, Kaitlyn went back to bed, and gave Wednesday a hard poke in the ribs.  Which made her nearly jump out of her skin.
 
   "Wakey, wakey," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Buh!" said Wednesday, her hair going five directions at once, and giving Kaitlyn a absurdly irritated look.
 
   "It's my weekend for telling you what to do, remember?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah, but—"
 
   "And I'm telling you to go take a bath, and make sure you clean the tub, because you're going to be giving me a bath later.  Then make breakfast.  Then you can come back here and wake me back up."
 
   There was a look of complete panic on Wednesday's face.
 
   "Oh! right!" said Kaitlyn.  "You can take off the collar while you're taking the bath, but put it on right afterward."
 
   "That's not it," said Wednesday.  "I mean, it is, but. . ."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Make breakfast?" she said.  "What'll I—"
 
   "I don't know.  It doesn't have to be anything too fancy.  Pancakes or something.  Hash browns?"  It had been a hell of a night, and Kaitlyn was already starting to drift off.
 
   "Kaitlyn?" said Wednesday.  "I don't. . . look, I used to live on pop-tarts and breakfast cereal and pizza delivery.  I can't—"
 
   "Sh," said Kaitlyn.  "You're smart, and the internet has lots of instructions for things.  Figure it out."
 
   "But I—"
 
   "Sh," repeated Kaitlyn.  "Kaitlyn is going to sleep now.  Go do your stuff, and wake me up when you're done."  She felt a little bad about how nervous Wednesday sounded.  And also a little pleased with how nervous Wednesday sounded.  But mainly she felt like sleeping.  Also, it'd be fine.  Pancakes weren't hard.
 
   Kaitlyn didn't exactly sleep the whole time that Wednesday was banging around in the kitchen, but she didn't feel like getting up.  The rule was that when Kaitlyn had to wake Wednesday up, she had to do it by tonguing Wednesday's ass.  Kaitlyn wasn't entirely sure that Wednesday was going to actually do that, but she kind of wanted to see if she would.  So she drifted in and out of sleep until she was woken up by Wednesday pulling down her pajama bottoms.  And then hesitating.
 
   Kaitlyn couldn't help wriggling a little, but she kept her eyes closed and tried to make sleepy noises.  Finally, Wednesday's head dipped down, and she felt her hands and tongue on her butt.
 
   Turned out, not Kaitlyn's favorite.  She was impressed that Wednesday was willing to try, but she didn't need her to commit to that, not first time out, and first thing in the morning.  Before Wednesday could push in, Kaitlyn turned over, grabbed her and kissed her.
 
   "Good job," she said.
 
   There was a smudge of flour on Wednesday's cheek, and what looked like maple syrup on her shoulder.  Kaitlyn sat up, and licked at it.  Yup, maple syrup.  "So, pancakes?" she said, getting up.
 
   "Uhm," said Wednesday.  "I. . . ."
 
   "I'm sure it'll be fine.  Now, go stand in the corner while I get dressed."
 
   Wednesday swallowed; there was a definite flush there, under the flour.  Good.  And the fact was, Kaitlyn was going to get a bath soon, so she wasn't going to need to be that dressed up.  Just like, boy-shorts and a t-shirt, and a little bit of makeup, to make sure that Wednesday knew who was who.  "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "You can kiss my feet, and then we'll go eat."
 
   "I don't. . . I'm sorry about—"
 
   "Kiss kiss, Em," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Still awkward when she was kneeling, and it was super tickly when Wednesday kissed her feet.  She'd have to. . .well.  Whatever.  Kaitlyn managed to keep from giggling too much, and gave Wednesday a little pat on the bottom before she went into the kitchen.
 
   It was a little messy.  Not too bad, but a little.
 
   The pancakes, though.  Pancakes weren't hard, honestly.  The pancakes that Wednesday had made. . . were not exactly round, and many of them looked a bit burnt.
 
   "Sorry," said Wednesday, sounding miserable.  "I just. . .the first few were still gooey when I tried to flip them, and then they burnt, and it wasn't—"
 
   "Yeah, well," said Kaitlyn.  "It happens."
 
   Only Wednesday didn't just say some inventive swears and move on, like she usually did when something went wrong.  She legit looked like she was on the verge of a freak-out.
 
   "What?" asked Kaitlyn.  She picked up one of the pancakes.  "They're not even that burnt."
 
   "I. . ." Wednesday hung her head down.  "I don't know."
 
   "Kneel?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday did, but it didn't seem to help as much as it usually helped Kaitlyn when Wednesday told her to do stuff like that.  "You okay with getting a beating for this later?"
 
   Wednesday didn't look up, but she did give a little nod.
 
   "Oh, come on," said Kaitlyn.  "What, you found one thing that I'm legit better than you at, and it's freaking you out?"
 
   "No!" said Wednesday, startled.  "No, it's not that.  Not at all.  I've always known that you're great at cooking.  I mean, most of the time, people are supposed to compare everything to their mom's cooking, but first of all, my dad cooks most of the food that actually tastes good at home, and second of all, every single thing you've ever made is better than any other versions of those things I ever had."
 
   "Then what?"
 
   "Well," said Wednesday.  "Maybe I've discovered something I'm shit at?"
 
   Kaitlyn considered, then smiled.  "Good," she said, and kissed Wednesday's forehead.  "I mean, you're great, but maybe you'll be a bit less rude about me screwing up derivatives, like I always do.  Now, eyes closed and mouth open.  We're going to have our breakfast, so if you've managed to make toxic pancakes, we're both getting some."
 
   "No, I—"
 
   "Eyes closed, mouth open," said Kaitlyn, and Wednesday did what she was told.  Honestly, the pancakes weren't bad.  Well, they weren't that bad.  Okay, some of them were that bad, but they didn't eat those.  The pancakes that they ate, rather than threw out, were just a little burnt, or undercooked, and Wednesday hadn't mixed the batter enough, so there were bits that were a little floury-er than they should've been.  And there was orange juice and fresh local strawberries, and that was fine.  And even if they were a little burnt, or a little raw, the stuff that made pancakes mostly tasted good anyway, so it was okay.
 
   Mostly.  Also, maybe Wednesday would be a little less sarcastic about Kaitlyn getting math stuff wrong?  Or not.  Either way.  But she would appreciate the pancakes that Kaitlyn made just a little more, no question about that.
 
   When they were done, Kaitlyn had Wednesday wash the dishes and put them away, while she watched.  That was nice.  It was just. . . yeah, Wednesday nude.  That was nice all on its own.  But also Wednesday doing what she was told, and also Kaitlyn not having to wash the dishes.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, when that was done.  "Beating first, then bath?"
 
   "Um," said Wednesday.  "Please?  I mean, I—"
 
   "Okay!" said Kaitlyn.  She had no idea what she should use.  She'd been planning on hitting Wednesday a bit at some point, but. . . "Go pick out something for me to hit you with.  Strict, but not too strict."
 
   Wednesday nodded, and hurried off to the bedroom.  Wednesday's butt was kind of muscley, because of all the biking, but it was also nice.  Really nice curve to it.  And Kaitlyn was going to hit it with something.
 
   When she came back, Wednesday was holding a narrow, whippy little stick that Kaitlyn absolutely hated.  Well, hated, but also she'd kind of look forward to Wednesday using it, because it had a deep burning sting that lasted for hours.
 
   And also, also, she was going to have to be a little careful with that, because that stick would leave bruises like a bastard, and she had plans for the afternoon that meant that Wednesday wasn't supposed to be showing obvious signs of domestic abuse.  So, okay.
 
   "Lean forward, please," said Kaitlyn.  "Leaning on the table?  Right.  Like that.  And, um.  Up on your toes?"
 
   Wednesday did what Kaitlyn told her to do.  "Those are really nice legs, you know," said Kaitlyn, more to herself than to Wednesday, but there was a trace of a smirk, as Wednesday dipped her head.  Yeah, well.  Fine.  Kaitlyn brought the stick down across Wednesday's ass.
 
   Wednesday gasped, and jerked forward, and there was a red line right across her butt.  Nice.  Well, maybe a little harder than she'd meant.  Oh, and also.  "Why am I punishing you?" she asked.
 
   That wasn't something that Wednesday did a lot, but after Wednesday had started her on bondage stuff, Kaitlyn had spent some time with internet porn.  And some of it had some pretty good ideas.
 
   "Because I screwed up your breakfast?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Because you screwed up our breakfast," said Kaitlyn, and hit her again, a little less hard.  Another jump, another line across her butt.  "I don't want my girl eating inferior pancakes, Em."
 
   "Sorry," said Wednesday, and there was a trace of that earlier miserable-Wednesday there.
 
   Another hit.  "Okay.  Count ten for me."
 
   That was too many for the lines to stay separate.  It ended up with Wednesday having a reddened butt, with a few stripes above and below the mass of red.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  "Good!"
 
   Wednesday shifted uncomfortably.
 
   "Fine," said Kaitlyn with a put-upon sigh.  "You can go out to the living room and look at your butt.  It's all pretty now, and you've earned a look."
 
   "I. . ." But instead of disagreeing, Wednesday went out to the living room.  Kaitlyn could see her through the kitchen door, in front of the mirror that Kaitlyn had left on the floor, twisting to look at her butt.  Actually, there were better mirrors in the sewing room, but she hadn't thought about that.  "Happy?" asked Kaitlyn, from where she was sitting.
 
   Wednesday said something, but so quietly that Kaitlyn couldn't hear it.  "Speak up, Em," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "I said yes!" said Wednesday, sounding more than a little mad.
 
   "Great!" Kaitlyn shouted, putting on an angry voice herself.  "I'm glad that you are happy!"
 
   "Thank you!" said Wednesday, not easing up on the angry voice thing.  "I appreciate that my happiness is important to you!  And I like that you are making sure that I'm okay!"
 
   "Good!" shouted Kaitlyn.  She didn't have anything else to say, and also she was already laughing too hard to keep it up.  She made a 'come here' motion to Wednesday, who was also laughing, and who came over there, and then hugged her until their giggles stopped.
 
   "Wednesday, I love you," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Love you too, Kaitlyn."
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  "Now,  go fill me a bath."
 
   Wednesday went to the bathroom and started filling the tub, while Kaitlyn went and picked out what she was going to wear.  Whole day plan, goal was to look bitching, but the boots were just too much for being out in public.  Fortunately, she had also gotten a another pair of less elaborate boots, with a high enough heel that she'd be at least the same height as Wednesday.  And then something nice, and a little more revealing than the weather strictly called for, but, well.  Short enough skirt, and Wednesday's eyes would bug out a little.  Hadn't failed yet, wasn't going to fail.
 
   By the time she was done, Wednesday had filled the bath, and was kneeling next to it, looking jittery.
 
   Kaitlyn slipped in.  Hot, but not too hot, and there were bubbles.  She looked at Wednesday, who was looking at Kaitlyn's breasts.  Kaitlyn took a handful of bubbles, and blew them at Wednesday.  "Go ahead," she said.  "Start with my feet."
 
   It was nice.  It was really nice, having Wednesday pay attention to her like that, working over every inch of her skin.  And it was also really nice when she had Wednesday stand up and lean over the tub, so she could play with Wednesday's pussy.
 
   "Nice, isn't it?" she asked, and Wednesday groaned, which was definitely an answer.  "I mean, it feels sort of weird and different, you know?  Like it's all new.  I mean, that goes away after a while, and you forget about it."  She pinched Wednesday's clit, hard enough to make her gasp.  "But right now, it's slipperier than it's ever been, and it's weird, and you want to come, right?"
 
   "Yes, please."
 
   "Ha, well.  Maybe tonight, if you're good."
 
   A sad noise from Wednesday.  "Aw," said Kaitlyn.  "Imagine having a girlfriend who didn't let you come for weeks!  That would be terrible, wouldn't it?"
 
   "I. . ."
 
   "Hush," said Kaitlyn.  "You're fine, everything is fine, you're going to wait until tonight.  Now, do my hair."
 
   So Wednesday did her hair.  And then, when she was done, Kaitlyn had Wednesday kneel on the bathroom tiles and lick her out.  She'd thought it would be difficult to work up the enthusiasm, but it wasn't long before Kaitlyn came, her hands knotted in Wednesday's hair, pulling her close into her.  That wasn't something she'd been allowed to do much of, and though Wednesday came up looking more than a little out of breath, it was great.
 
   "Okay!" said Kaitlyn.  "That's the last action you're getting for a while.  Get dressed.  We're going out."
 
   Wednesday swallowed, and went to the bedroom.  The thing was, it didn't really matter that much what she wore, but Kaitlyn wasn't going to let her know that.  "No underwear though," she said, as Wednesday got to the bathroom door.  "And the collar. . ."
 
   Wednesday stiffened, and now she didn't look nearly as light-hearted as she had a few seconds earlier.  But she'd do it.  If Kaitlyn told her to go out with that collar on, she'd probably do it.  "You can take it off, for now.  But bring a purse, and keep the collar in there.  Could be you'll be putting it on later."
 
   A little relaxed, but not completely.  Good.  That was the goal: a little relaxed, but not completely.
 
   It didn't take long for Wednesday to get dressed.  Jeans and t-shirt, same as always, but tight jeans and a tight t-shirt, which Kaitlyn definitely appreciated, especially given the whole lack of bra thing.  And since it didn't take long, Kaitlyn wasn't completely ready by the time Wednesday was.
 
   "Corner," she said, and Wednesday went to storage like she was told.
 
   This was awesome.  No way that Kaitlyn could keep it up for more than a few days—she was already running out of ideas—but she could see why Wednesday was so into it.  Just seeing her shuffling her feet in the corner, ready but somewhat apprehensive of what was coming up next, made Kaitlyn want to pull her down and fuck her all day.  But no!  Plans!
 
   It was true that Kaitlyn in a short skirt always made Wednesday's eyes bug out a bit, but Wednesday had nearly as much of a hard-on for Kaitlyn's car as she had for Kaitlyn's ass.  Fair enough; both car and ass were amazing.  Only this time, instead of slumping in her seat in a way that made her seem to take up both the front seat of the Mustang and the back seat, and maybe somehow part of the trunk, Wednesday was sitting a little more demurely.  Well, they'd see about that.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn.  "Want to go to the sex shop, and pick out some butt-plugs?"
 
   "Kaitlyn!" said Wednesday.
 
   "I mean, you did make me go there and get mauled by your friend," said Kaitlyn.  "She'd probably be pretty happy to maul you as well, now that—"
 
   "Kailtyn," said Wednesday, more intensely.  "Please."
 
   "So, not ready to admit our forbidden love?" asked Kaitlyn.  "That you are my helpless captive, and will do whatever I say?"
 
   "I. . . honestly, no," said Wednesday.  "I'm sorry.  It's just—"
 
   "Kidding," said Kaitlyn.  "I know.  You're who you are, and this is a break from that.  Also not planning on driving you to your job and making you take your boobs out.  You're safe."
 
   Wednesday let her breath out with a whoosh.
 
   "Also, you don't have to go shopping for butt-plugs," said Kaitlyn.  "There's one for you in the glove compartment!"
 
   Wednesday didn't say anything, just opened up the glove compartment.  And there was absolutely a butt plug there, and a thing of lube.
 
   "There was a really nice glass one," said Kaitlyn, "but I figured it'd be better to start with something more flexible, you know?  Also, you wouldn't believe how long it took to find one that was the right color—I mean, even getting a blue one was tough, but most of them were like, deep blue, and your eyes are more silver blue?  So I had to spend a little extra, which, I know.  But it's . . . what?"
 
   Wednesday was still holding it, and hadn't like, turned to Kaitlyn or anything.
 
   No response.
 
   "You could say thank you," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "I. . .thank you," said Wednesday.  "But Kaitlyn.  I haven't. . . I mean, I've. . . I know it was on the list of things that I was okay with doing, but, I mean."
 
   "It's smaller than a dick," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, not like you've walked around the mall with a dick up your butt, probably, but—"
 
   "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "I've never actually had anything up my butt."
 
   Kaitlyn blinked at her, like five times.  That was not part of the way that she imagined Wednesday.  "Not, like, ever?  But that's basically the first thing that guys want to try, after they start having sex."
 
   "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "The first thing that I did, even before I started having sex with guys, involved tying them up and playing with them.  I haven't really had the sort of relationship with guys where they suggest butt stuff.  Or, well, I have, but it didn't really have much to do with my butt.  Closest I've come with that is you licking me.  And like I said, while I—"
 
   "Got it," said Kaitlyn.  "Well, if it's your first time, I'll help.  Lean the seat all the way back, pull down your pants, and lie down on your stomach."
 
   "Um," said Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn sighed.  "It's early enough on a Sunday that there aren't a lot of people out.  And even if it weren't early, there aren't that many people who can see into our parking spot.  If you want to go back inside, I suppose we can, but it's pretty much unlikely that anyone is going to see anything."
 
   Wednesday leaned the seat back, pulled her jeans down, and tried to find a comfortable way to lie down.  White butt on black leather looked really nice.  It wasn't what she'd been thinking when she'd picked out that option, but it was definitely a point in its favor.  Kaitlyn caressed it, and Wednesday trembled.  "You okay?" she asked.
 
   "Yeah, I . . . yeah, okay."
 
   Kaitlyn uncapped the lube, and Wednesday's breathing went a little irregular as Kaitlyn started working it in.  With her other hand, she started playing a bit with Wednesday's pussy.  Wet, but not like, super enthusiastic about the idea.  That was too bad.  Kaitlyn was super enthusiastic about the idea.
 
   By the standards of what she'd gotten used to, it was a small plug.  But it seemed that Wednesday hadn't gotten used to any standard at all, so it wasn't going to be the easiest thing in the world for her.  Still, enough lube, and it would go in.  Watching Wednesday clenching against it, her hands tightening into fists, the way she spread open at the wide part, and then clenched around the narrow bit—Kaitlyn ran her finger around Wednesday's ring and watched it tense before letting the base slide into place.  The plug had one of the long, narrow bases that almost reached to the bottom of Wednesday's pussy.  An approving slap, and then a bit of hand sanitizer.
 
   "Pull up, turn over, sit up," said Kaitlyn, and while it was a little awkward to do all that in the front seat of a car, Wednesday managed.  Little bit breathing hard, little bit of a flush in her cheek.
 
   "So, how is it?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "It's uncomfortable," said Wednesday.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  "it's going to be worse when I hit speedbumps a little faster than I should."
 
   Wednesday gave a little groan.
 
   "Look at it as practice for letter, when I fuck your ass with a strap-on," said Kaitlyn.
 
   A swallow from Wednesday, and also a flush in her cheek.
 
   "See, that's what so great about doing this with you," said Kaitlyn.  "You're so easy."
 
   Wednesday scowled at her.
 
   "I mean, I'm just threatening something, and it's enough to get you all worked up.  Anyhow."  She leaned over, and kissed Wednesday.  "I'm having a good time, Wednesday."
 
   Wednesday breathed in.  "Yeah, me too.  I mean, it's not—"
 
   "Time for a long talk about relationships," said Kaitlyn, adjusting her rear-view mirror and then pulling out of their spot.  "Time to go to the mall and go shopping!"
 
   "Shopping, yay," said Wednesday, with absolutely no enthusiasm as all.
 
   Kaitlyn giggled a little and made sure not to hit the speed-bumps on the way out too fast.  The Mustang had gotten an overhaul to turn it from something made in 1969 to something that looked like it was made in 1969, but had airbags and so on, and she could've taken them at fifty miles an hour without doing any damage, but Wednesday still winced at every bump.  Well, maybe she'd use the smaller strap-on, at least at first.
 
   First stop wasn't the mall.  First stop was the hair place that Kaitlyn went to.  She'd made the appointment for Wednesday twice, and had to cancel twice, but she always tipped well enough that they didn't mind.
 
   Wednesday, though, wasn't sure about a haircut.  And it wasn't something that they'd cleared beforehand, so they talked it over in the car.
 
   "It's not a buzz-cut, or a dye job or anything.  Not even an undercut, though you'd rock an undercut.  Just something to make your hair look a little fancier, and also weird and unfamiliar for a week or two," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Cosplay was like my main hobby in high school," said Wednesday.  "I've seen myself in anime style giant wigs.  That's not the thing."
 
   "So what's the thing?"
 
   "It's not a wig," said Wednesday.  "It's who I am, I guess."
 
   "It's your hair, Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "And it's going to look a little different, is all."
 
   Wednesday didn't seem convinced.
 
   "Two things," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Okay?"
 
   "First thing, okay.  Say it's who you are.  And I'm going to change that a little.  But that's how these things go, you know?  I mean, unless you want to say that I'm the same as who I was before we started doing stuff?"
 
   "That's. . . that's a pretty good point, Kaitlyn.  Okay."
 
   "And I have the second point too."
 
   "Well, sure but I don't—"
 
   Kaitlyn put her finger on Wednesday's mouth.  "You know how sometimes you do things because I like it when you do them, and sometimes you do things that you want to do, whether or not I want to do them, and it's a little more fun for you if I don't enjoy them too much?"
 
   Wednesday blushed, but didn't interrupt.
 
   "So, some of the stuff I've been doing is because I want to do it and I also think that you'll enjoy it.  But while I'm interested in your opinions in general, right now, I want a doll to dress up.  So first we're going to do your hair all pretty, and then we're going to get your nails done, and then we're going to go to different shops and I'm going to dress you up in lots of different ways.  Unless that's the point which makes you nope out, that's what's happening next."
 
   "Oh," said Wednesday, and there was a definite flush on her cheek.  Which was one of the things about the times when Wednesday decided to do something whether or not Kaitlyn was into it.  It was super hot, honestly.  Which made it a little complicated, as far as wanting and not wanting, and wanting not to want.  Kaitlyn wasn't quite ready to go through the whole thought process.  Whether or not Wednesday was looking forward to a haircut and pretty nails, she was getting them done.
 
   "Now, you've got pretty short hair, so it's not going to take too long," said Kaitlyn.  "So I'm going to want you to keep that plug in for the duration.  As soon as they're done cutting your hair, you can go to the bathroom and take it out.  Make sure you clean it off well, though."
 
   "Yeah okay," said Wednesday, squaring her shoulders.  Jeez.  It was just a haircut, honestly.  Half an hour, tops.
 
   And honestly, that's all it took.  And it wasn't a huge change.  Wednesday's previous style had been "cut everything off that got in her face or rubbed against her shoulders, and leave the rest," which took some work to turn into a bob, but she looked better with a bob.  Kaitlyn had been tempted to threaten her with pigtails or something, but the bob was a good look for her.
 
   And yeah, when she was done getting her hair cut, she took a quick visit to the bathroom, and came out with a bulge in her jeans pocket.
 
   "Nice, nice," said Kaitlyn as they left, patting Wednesday's butt.  "Sore?"
 
   "A little," she said.  "It feels weird.  And so does my hair."
 
   "Excellent," said Kaitlyn.  "Like I'm fucking your ass and your hair!"
 
   Wednesday sighed.
 
   "Next up, manicure and pedicure!"
 
   "Are you, um. . ."
 
   "I was a little bit tempted to ask for, like, dinosaurs or something," said Kaitlyn.  "But honestly, while it'd be fun to hear you bitching about how whatever inaccuracies you can find about the dinosaurs they drew on your fingernails, I don't really have the time or budget for that.  So, pink?"
 
   'I. . ." Wednesday ducked her head.  "If you want."
 
   "Haha," said Kaitlyn.  "Whipped.  But no.  I've got a plan.  Let's go."
 
   Honestly, there were other things she could've done for those two hours.  But it was really nice to sit there while the ladies at the spa did their fingernails and feet, and talk to Wednesday.  And since Wednesday had been particularly good, and had also let Kaitlyn do what she wanted with hair and nails, Kaitlyn got her started with a few innocent questions about the new Star Wars movies, and then Wednesday got to spend the whole time complaining about stuff that she loved.
 
   It moved from Star Wars to the Avengers—Wednesday had seen the most recent movie like four times, but given how she talked about it, it sounded like she'd hated it more each time.  Also she was mad about the comic books the movie was sort of based on.  Something about the X-Men and something.  Wednesday managed to get worked up enough that she didn't notice what Kaitlyn had told them to do about nail color until they were almost done.
 
   In the middle of a rant about Dr. Octopus or something, Wednesday looked down and noticed her hands.  And her fingernails.  "Huh," she said.  "Green?"
 
   "Green," said Kaitlyn.  "Because you're mine."  Then she held up her hand, showing Wednesday her freshly silver-blued fingernails.  "And vice versa."
 
   "Oh," said Wednesday.  And she was real quiet after that, until the Korean ladies were done with their feet.  But on the way out, Wednesday pulled Kaitlyn in and kissed her.  "Thanks," she said.
 
   "Aw," said Kaitlyn.  Then she grabbed Wednesday's new haircut and pulled hard when she kissed her back, getting a little gasp into her mouth.  "You're welcome.  And when we get to the mall, you can put the plug back in.  Gonna be trying on some clothing, and I'm going to like seeing that as part of the process."
 
   "Yeah, okay," said Wednesday.  "It's just . . . I'm not . . . could I pay for this stuff?  I did just get five thousand extra dollars, and—"
 
   "Nope!" said Kaitlyn cheerfully.  "Dress-up dolls don't pay for their accessories.  Anyhow.  First thing to remember is that if you get caught actually having sex in the changing rooms, you can get banned from the Gap, and probably other stores.  This is something that I found out in high school.  And while you might not mind getting banned from shops where you don't want to visit, I do.  So no slobbering on me or anything.  But when I touch my chin, like this?  That means that you should start touching yourself.  You can stop when I stop."
 
   Wednesday swallowed.
 
   "And if you have to come, that's fine, but make sure you do it quietly."
 
   "I . . . you sure about this?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "That depends," said Kaitlyn.  "Do you trust me?"
 
   Wednesday nodded.  "But," she said.
 
   "But trusting me also means trusting my judgement," said Kaitlyn.  "C'mon.  It's going to be fine.  And really, I'm mostly going to be using that if you start getting grumpy and bored.  So long as you’re appropriately enthusiastic about trying on pretty dresses, it's going to be fine."
 
   "So," said Wednesday as they went in.  "Banned from the Gap?"
 
   "Not me.  Another kid in my high school—Sophia.  Wasn't someone I knew well, but she wasn't even upset about that story spreading around the school.  Could be that I was a little jealous of her having a boyfriend like that, but, you know.  Still not planning on embarrassing you in public quite that badly."  Kaitlyn glanced at Wednesday, who still had that look of grim determination.  "I mean, unless you want me to, and ask really nicely."
 
   "Yeah, no," said Wednesday.  "I mean, no.  Not even if it was a thing you were really into.  Things are going okay as far as work and job prospects and so on, but it's not hard to look at employment figures and realize that the ice can get a little thin without—"
 
   "Right but shut up," said Kaitlyn.  "So, first stop, H&M.  They've got some nice options.  And also I know enough people who work there to confirm that the don't have any cameras actually in the dressing rooms.  We're definitely going to get you something sheer enough that people might or might not be able to tell that you're going commando.  And maybe that you're a bit excited, if you stay sitting for too long."
 
   Wednesday was always pale, but she looked a little paler at that.
 
   "Unless you really want to convince me otherwise?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "No, it's a bit much, but it's not too much.  Be okay."
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  Then she reached in and gave Wednesday a kiss.  "You're doing great."
 
   Wednesday blushed and looked down.  "Thanks," she said.  Truth was, Wednesday wasn't necessarily that much for public makeout sessions.  Well, fair enough, most of the time.  But today, Kaitlyn got to do what she wanted.
 
   And what she wanted to do was to put the lube in the other pocket of her jeans.
 
   "Soon as you get your pants off," she whispered in Wednesday's ear.  "Plug goes in.  And stays in until we find you something nice to wear.  I want to be able to see that when I look close."
 
   A swallow from Wednesday.  Before then, Kaitlyn hadn't really seen Wednesday being nervous much.  Turned out, she swallowed a lot when she was nervous.  That was cute.  And it was more than cute that she was doing it because of Kaitlyn.
 
   Being banned from H&M would suck, and getting Wednesday in trouble would suck, especially after Kaitlyn had said that she wouldn't.  So she couldn't possibly make Wednesday go down on her while she tried on clothing.  But after she piled up clothing for Wednesday to try on and got into the changing room, it was kind of hard not to.
 
   "Okay," she said, quietly enough that nobody else could hear.  "Everything off, plug in."
 
   Wednesday did what was told, shivering a little in the air conditioning.  She made some pretty great faces getting the plug in, too; uncomfortable, more uncomfortable, and then a little bit pleased with herself.
 
   Thing was, the changing room doors didn't go all the way down to the floor.  If they were close enough to touch, people would be able to see that their feet were right up against each other.  So Kaitlyn stayed right where she was.  But she did slip her hand under the waistband of her skirt, and Wednesday’s eyes bugged out a little.  "Okay," said Kaitlyn, a bit louder.  "But let's see you pose with that?  Nice.  And turn so you get the back view?  What do you think?"
 
   "It's fine," said Wednesday quietly.
 
   "Speak up a little, eh?" said Kaitlyn, in an old-lady voice.  Then she touched her chin.
 
   "It looks fine," said Wednesday hoarsely, her fingers on her pussy making faint wet noises.
 
   "And in back?" asked Kaitlyn.  "Look okay there?"
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I guess."
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  She took her hand off her chin.  "Now the cream blouse."
 
   The cream blouse looked okay.  Well, it looked more than okay, especially since Wednesday wasn't wearing anything else.  But it wasn't necessarily good enough.  Like Kaitlyn thought, it didn't take long before Wednesday started getting grumpy about having to take things off and put things on, which meant a little more time with a finger on her chin.  And it seemed that despite being grumpy about having to take things off and put things on, Wednesday did seem to get pretty squishy-sounding about having to masturbate in a mall changing room.
 
   In the end, Kaitlyn found about three hundred dollars’ worth of stuff that she wanted Wednesday to wear.  And she got to pay for it, and then they got lunch at Panda Express, which wasn't exactly good, but which did have a lot of salt and MSG, so it tasted like salt and MSG, which wasn't exactly bad.  Then ice cream.
 
   And for once, Kaitlyn was able to pay for a freaking date with her girlfriend, which was something that she'd been looking forward to ever since Wednesday agreed to let Kaitlyn be in charge for a weekend.  Because yeah, Wednesday was being smart and adult about paying her own way, but it was nice that Kaitlyn could get her to rely on her for something, even if it was something small and stupid.
 
   And Wednesday submitted pretty meekly to wearing the silk skirt and the top when they went in for lunch.
 
   "So what's the deal?" asked Kaitlyn.  "I would've thought you'd be fine with dressing up in pretty things.  I mean, you have a third job making pretty things."
 
   "Fourth job," said Wednesday.  "First job is student.  And apparently fifth job is journeyman witch, which isn't as much fun as you'd think."
 
   "Em?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "What?"
 
   "My point was that you like dressing up," she said.  "Not trying to count how hard you work."
 
   "I know," said Wednesday.  "But while I may be your girl for the weekend, if you think that means that I'm going to let terminological inexactitude pass unchallenged, you have another think coming."
 
   "Another thin. . . just answer the question, Em."
 
   Wednesday reached up and touched her hair.  "It's the same deal, you know?  I mean, dressing up is one thing.  But this feels a bit more changing actually me.  And it's one thing to dress up as Turner D. Century, and it's another thing to dress up as a girl who's wearing a nice skirt and a top that's cut a little lower than I'm comfortable with?"
 
   "But you're still okay?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday puffed her breath out.  "It's not exactly the word.  This is super hot, but I also feel like I'm a little off my balance, all the time, and my hands weird me out when I see them, and my hair is wrong."
 
   "Yeah, well," said Kaitlyn.  "You can say no if you like, but if you don't like, we're going to the vintage shop, which doesn't even have cameras in front of the dressing rooms, and I'm going to have you try on some costumes.  Maybe an ultra-mini.  That'd be cool, right?  Really short skirt, no—"
 
   Wednesday was blushing pretty well.  Nice.  And there was a little bit of a wet spot on the skirt, and it was sheer enough that Kaitlyn could see the plug when she was close enough.  Nice, nice.
 
   Like she'd hoped, the vintage shop had things which were fun to dress Wednesday up in.  It was a little bit too much like dressing up in costumes to make Wednesday properly uncomfortable, but she looked really nice as a 1920s flapper, and in a poodle skirt and sweater, and in a definitely seventies boho minidress with a big floral print.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, once she was done playing with her doll.  "Want to wear that one out?"
 
   "No thank you please," said Wednesday.
 
   "Aw," said Kaitlyn.  "So long as you didn't lean over, or—"
 
   "Too much," said Wednesday.
 
   "Fine," said Kaitlyn.  "We'll go with something more mid-thigh, before the last stop."
 
   Mid-thigh was probably a little shorter than Wednesday would've been comfortable with if Kaitlyn hadn't opened with the miniskirt threat.  That was something that her dad had taught her—lead with something way more than you want, and there'll be less argument when you tell them what you actually want.  Worked more often than not.
 
   Next stop wasn't in the mall, and on the way back to the car, Kaitlyn took the opportunity to get a hand under the skirt, and shove the butt plug in a little further.  They were out in the parking lot where nobody could see them, but it made Wednesday jump like a scalded cat.  Fortunately, Kaitlyn hadn't let Wednesday wear either of the pairs of heels that she'd gotten her—those were super hot, but would make Wednesday taller again.  Instead, it was strappy sandals, so she landed okay instead of falling on her face and spilling everything that Kaitlyn had bought and breaking her nose and so on.  Still, if she'd known that Wednesday was going to jump like that, she might not have done it.
 
   "Jeez, Em," said Kaitlyn.  "Calm down.  We're almost done, anyway."
 
   "Oh thank God," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn frowned at her.  They got the stuff into the trunk, but when they sat down, Kaitlyn put her finger very definitely on her chin.  And Wednesday put a hand in her skirt, and got to work.
 
   "Besides," said Kaitlyn, letting go of her chin.  "It's where you normally buy your clothing.  Well, where you normally buy your pants.  We're going to the Salvation Army, not a science fiction convention, so they're not going to have the sort of shirts you like."
 
   "Aw," said Wednesday.  "There's a con up in Buffalo this weekend, I think?  If you want, we can—"
 
   "Okay, so you know how I'm not touching my chin?  You can pretend I'm touching my chin until we get there, okay?"
 
   Wednesday's hand went back.
 
   "We can go to a convention when you're telling me what to do.  When I'm telling you what to do, we're going to buy you something cheap, and then we're going back to your apartment, and I'm going to tie you up, and cut your clothing off.  Maybe also threaten you with the knife?  We'll see."
 
   Wednesday's breathing was a little irregular, and while her hand was still on her pussy, she wasn't moving it much.  "Close, huh?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Mhhm," Wednesday replied.
 
   "Well, hold it in," said Kaitlyn.  "I know that having a plug in can make things a little more intense for some people, and if you want to rub one out in the Salvation Army dressing room, maybe.  But that'll be all for the day, and we still have dinner, and after dinner, and it's going to be great."
 
   As it turned out, Wednesday wasn't that interested in semi-public masturbation.  Or she just wanted to see what else Kaitlyn had planned.  Which Kaitlyn had basically given away.
 
   A cheap shirt and a cheap pair of pants as the Salvation army, underwear from Target, and then back home.
 
   The thing was, Kaitlyn did have a plan, but she wasn't sure that it was going to work the way she wanted.  And it wasn't something that she could set up by herself.  So after Wednesday changed into her thrift-shop outfit, which just looked basically normal, Kaitlyn enlisted her help in clearing as much of the living room floor as possible.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn, when they were done, "you know how you spend all your time working or on the internet, and I go to the gym for an hour every afternoon?"
 
   "I've noticed that," said Wednesday.
 
   "Well, here's the deal.  I'm going to catch you, and tie you up, and have my way with you.  And I want you to try to fight me off for as long as you can."
 
   "Um," said Wednesday.
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn.  "Not fight me off as hard as you can, because I don't want to lose any teeth or get my head cut open on the edge of a table or anything.  So no punching.   No hitting in general.  Just try not to let me tie you up for as long as you can."
 
   "You sure this is a good idea?" asked Wednesday.  "I mean, it's a fun idea, but—"
 
   "But before Tom turned into a giant who could pick me up with one hand, I used to beat him up all the time," said Kaitlyn.  "And the same deal with my cousins, and that lasted right through high school.  Especially Gareth, who's kind of a shrimp.  It'll be fine.  Besides, it's something I'm going to do.  If you want to try talking me out of it, be my guest, but that tends not to work."
 
   Wednesday grinned through her nervousness and nodded.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  While Wednesday had been getting dressed, Kaitlyn had changed into shorts with a belt, and she'd tucked some ropes into her belt and a knife into her back pocket.  This was going to be fun.
 
   Wednesday's hair looked different, and her nails were painted nice for once, but she had the same intense look that she got when she was playing a video game that wasn't going well.  Maybe it wasn't going to be as easy as Kaitlyn expected.
 
   It wasn't quite as easy as Kaitlyn expected.  The thing was, while Wednesday did spend most of her time playing video games or working, she also bicycled a lot, which meant that her legs were pretty strong.  And also she was just strong.  Like Kaitlyn had suspected, she was a little bit stronger than Wednesday, but even once she got on top of her, she couldn’t keep Wednesday's arms pinned long enough to get them properly tied up.  Wednesday was good at twisting out when Kaitlyn thought she had her.
 
   Wednesday was strong, but Kaitlyn was stronger, and she'd spent a while practicing the whole tying-knots thing that Wednesday thought it was important for her to learn.  So eventually she got a loop around one of Wednesday's wrists that she Wednesday couldn’t shake off.  And then another one around her other wrist.  A little more work after that got those two loops tied together behind Wednesday's back.  That took most of the fight out of her.  Sitting on the back of Wednesday's thighs, Kaitlyn tied Wednesday's ankles together.
 
   Then she flipped Wednesday over and drew her knife.  Wednesday's eyes went big at that.  She'd been sort of struggling until that point, but she went real still when Kaitlyn straddled her, knife out.
 
   It was a skinning knife that her dad had given her, and it was great.  It also needed sharpening badly, which meant that it wasn't going to cut unless Kaitlyn pushed pretty hard, but no point in letting Wednesday know that.
 
   Kaitlyn unsheathed it, drew a line with the point along Wednesday's neck, just above her collar.  Not nearly enough pressure to cut, but enough to leave a little line on Wednesday's skin.
 
   "It's a hunting knife," said Kaitlyn.  "A few days after Jerry said that I shouldn't get a license because I wouldn't be able to field dress deer, my dad got me this."
 
   Down to the top button of Wednesday's new shirt.  A quick cut, and the button popped off.  Wednesday's chest was moving up and down pretty hard, which was a little distracting.  So was the flash of skin that showed, and the edge of the sports bra that they'd picked up at Target.  The whole outfit was like fifty dollars, and it wasn't going to be any use once they were done.  Money well-spent, given the look on Wednesday's face.  Kaitlyn took another button.
 
   "I've taken at least a buck a season every year since then," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, we're not exactly rednecks, but venison is great, and if you know what you're doing, it's not even that hard to take enough deer to last a season."
 
   Two more buttons, each one popping off when Kaitlyn cut the threads holding them on.
 
   "Provided that you have a friend with a truck.  That'd be fun, wouldn't it?  Getting you tied up, tossing you in the back of a pickup, and heading out somewhere isolated?"
 
   Last button came off, shirt came open.  A dragging line with the point, up her stomach.
 
   "That's the first cut, dressing a deer," said Kaitlyn.  "Open up the belly, get the guts out."
 
   She’d been sitting on Wednesday's legs.  Now she leaned forward, lying on her, her shirt on Wednesday's skin, her knife next to Wednesday's neck.  "You're going to be very good for me, aren't you?"
 
   An almost panicky little nod, careful not to move too much near the knife.  Awesome.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn, sitting back up, and then sliding the knife in, under the middle of Wednesday's bra.  A twist, and it cut through.  Another cut for the straps, and then Kaitlyn pulled it back, leaned forward to lick at Wednesday's nipple, which was already pretty stiff. Then she bit it lightly.  Wednesday gasped, and her hips jerked up, even though they were locked in place under Kaitlyn's hips.  Way out of proportion to how hard she'd bit, but okay.
 
   Kaitlyn laid the knife along Wednesday’s breast.  Little lines along the skin, circling around the areola, feeling the resistance.  Since Wednesday was a little distracted, Kaitlyn was mostly using the back of the knife.  She could push harder like that without any risk.
 
   "Pretty girl," said Kaitlyn softly.  She moved further down, so she was sitting on Wednesday's legs rather than her hips, and pushed the knife in between Wednesday and the waistband of her pants.  She'd made sure to get something cheap and light.  Even though the knife needed sharpening, it didn't take much effort to cut up through the waistband.  She left the knife on Wednesday's belly, ripped the fabric open, and Wednesday gave another strangled gasp.
 
   Truth was, usually Wednesday wanted sex twice a day.  Which was insane, but whatever.  Kaitlyn was more than okay with it.  Only now Wednesday had been having the sort of weird sex she liked doing to other people for almost twenty-four hours, and she hadn’t been allowed to come since the night before.  So she was pretty excitable.
 
   That was a lot clearer once Kaitlyn could see her panties.  They'd bought a three-pack of bikini briefs with tropical fruit on them.  Nothing fancy, just a little bit cuter than what Wednesday normally wore.  And it seemed like Wednesday had gotten her guava wet.  Wet enough that when Kaitlyn started rubbing it, it made slick little sounds, and Wednesday gave a definite moan.
 
   "Nice," said Kaitlyn.  "Really nice."  She turned her knife around, and pushed the base of the hilt up into Wednesday, pushing the panties in as well.  Another, deeper groan.
 
   "Having a good time?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Mmhm," said Wednesday, nodding.
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  "We'll get these a little more ready, and then I'm going to cut them off, stuff them into your mouth, and fuck you with a strap-on.  Sound like fun?"
 
   That got both a "Mhmm" and a groan, both at the same time.
 
   "Wow," said Kaitlyn.  "You're going to explode when I finally let you finish.  Tomorrow afternoon?"
 
   A deeply heartfelt groan that time.
 
   "Aww," said Kaitlyn.  "It's tough, going a day without coming, isn't it?"
 
   She put the knife to the side, then lay down on top of Wednesday, feeling her writhing underneath her as she kissed her, feeling her skin, the torn bits of cloth from where she'd cut Wednesday's clothing apart.
 
   "Here," she said.  "Let's get you ready."
 
   Wednesday had a large toy dinosaur the she kept hanging from a rig on the ceiling, except when she took it down and used the rig to keep Kaitlyn attached to the ceiling.  "Suspension bondage" was one of the things that Kaitlyn had put on her giant checklist, just to threaten Wednesday a little, and that had gotten a  check in the "would rather not, but okay if necessary" column.  After some internet research, Kaitlyn had decided that she didn't really want to deal with that, but she’d made Wednesday take the dinosaur down anyway when she was cleaning up the room.
 
   The rope going between Wednesday's ankles had been tested against some pretty serious squirming and held up.  So Kaitlyn tied another rope to it, threaded that one through the pulley, and pulleyed.
 
   Not enough to actually hang Wednesday by her ankles.  But enough to pull her legs off the floor, and leave her back a little arched.
 
   "Stay," said Kaitlyn, and she went to the bedroom, to get the strap-on set up.
 
   And yeah, it was going to be Wednesday's butt.  Wednesday hadn't been much for strap-ons in general, but when she'd used them, it had been awesome.  And Kaitlyn didn't want Wednesday coming without permission, and that was one way to make sure it didn't happen.
 
   Also . . . also, she really liked Wednesday's butt.
 
   So.  The little one, though.  Even the medium was a little smaller than most of the guys that Kaitlyn had been with, but if it was Wednesday’s first time, she didn't want to leave her hurt and bleeding and not having fun.  That was one advantage strap-ons had over actual cocks—the size she wanted, when she wanted it.  And also they could be rainbow-colored, which wasn't true of actual cocks, at least in Kaitlyn's experience.
 
   One disadvantage was that they had, like, a lot of straps.  And it took longer than Kaitlyn expected to get them all fastened and tightened and in the right place.  But okay.  Narrow little rainbow cock in place, leather cool on her skin.  Check in the mirror, and she looked . . . well, she wasn't going to take the time to redo her makeup, which had gotten a bit smudged.  And she still had the shirt she'd been wearing on.  Plaid, apparently.  Just needed a cowboy hat, and she'd look . . .
 
   Eh.  She looked great.  And if Wednesday didn't like it, there was still that skinning knife.
 
   She went back in, and from the look in Wednesday's eyes, she liked it.
 
   Kaitlyn picked up the knife again anyway.  "Not quite like a buck that's been strung up to get the blood out," she said.  "But a bit like that."
 
   She flicked the tip of her strap-on, and it bounced.  Condoms, right.  Because sometimes there was poop inside butts, and a condom would be easier than having to clean off her rainbow penis.  There were some in the endtable, though—sometimes Wednesday got ideas about things to put into Kaitlyn when she was tied to that pulley thing, and she didn't like having to go get condoms.  Soon.  First. . .
 
   Kaitlyn knelt down next to where Wednesday was struggling a little, trying to keep the blood flowing in her arms.  Looked okay, no warnings like turning purple or anything.
 
   "Stay still for a bit," said Kaitlyn.  "Wouldn't want to cut too deep here."
 
   Wednesday's eyes went big again, but she stayed still.  And Kaitlyn used the knife to write on her.
 
   Not breaking the skin.  But almost breaking the skin.  A lot easier to make straight lines with the knife than curves, so the "Pretty Girl" and the heart that Kaitlyn put on Wednesday's belly had some carved-looking Ps and Gs.  But, like Kaitlyn had suspected, Wednesday could read upside-down just fine—she looked down at what Kaitlyn had done and went even redder,with that turtle-disappearing-into-its-shell motion of her head that she did when Kaitlyn complimented her and she didn’t know how to handle it.  Honestly, Wednesday deserved a prize for being that cute.
 
   So Kaitlyn rubbed her through her underwear until she was gasping and thrashing like a landed fish.  And then Kaitlyn cut the underwear off and stuffed it into Wednesday's mouth, making sure that the wettest part went first so Wednesday would taste it.
 
   "Probably should've given a spoiler warning about what was going to come next," said Kaitlyn as she got the condom out, put it on, and lubed it up.  "But, well.  I suppose you probably would've figured out why I made you wear that plug for so long the second time anyway.  You're a clever girl, after all."
 
   "Mmphf!" said Wednesday, through her panties.
 
   "Yeah, well," said Kaitlyn.  "If you want to stop me, you have to use the necklace.  I'm not going to be listening to anything you have to say from here on in."
 
   Wasn't going to be listening to what she said, was going to be paying attention to how she moved.
 
   The plug was a little dirty when Kaitlyn took it out, but there were wet-wipes in the endtable for the same reason as there were condoms, so Kaitlyn cleaned it off and threw those out.  Then a bit more lube on Wednesday's asshole.  Wednesday's hips were trembling, and she clenched hard when Kaitlyn put a finger in.
 
   "Sh," said Kaitlyn, giving Wednesday's butt a gentle pat.  "You've got to relax a little."
 
   Didn't feel like she was relaxing, so Kaitlyn left her finger there, feeling Wednesday tight around her, feeling her trembling.  "Look, if you can't handle it, you can't handle it, and I'll stop trying.  But I'm looking forward to being your first and only, okay?"
 
   Wednesday shuddered, breathing out.  Kaitlyn's other hand confirmed that Wednesday was still ridiculously ready.  "Tell you what," said Kaitlyn.  "You take it like a big girl, and I'll give you a little bit of a reach-around.  Maybe you can even get an orgasm like that, huh?  Seems like that might be fun."
 
   A long and shaky breath, but she loosened up just a little.
 
   It wasn't just all the straps that made a strap-on worse than a real cock.  It didn't feel, and even though Kaitlyn was using one of the jelly type didlos in the strap-on, it wasn't going to let her know if Wednesday was letting her in properly, and . . .
 
   Kaitlyn guided the strap on in with her hand, and started fucking her girlfriend.  Slow and gentle.  Wasn't too hard to keep it slow and gentle; there was barely any pressure on her clit from the harness.  No way she was going to come like that.
 
   Could be that Wednesday had a point about strap-ons being less interesting than other sorts of insertables.  Once Kaitlyin was in position, she didn’t have a great view of Wednesday’s asshole, so she couldn’t really see what she was doing or anything.  But on the other hand, she was fucking her girlfriend on the floor of their apartment.
 
   Kaitlyn untied Wednesday's hands and then picked up the knife again, and cut the back of the shirt open.  It was . . . Kaitlyn pulled her own shirt open, and lay down on Wednesday, her skin against Wednesday's, her heat against Wednesday's, their hips moving to the rhythm that Kaitlyn set.
 
   Angles weren't easy, but she got a hand on Wednesday's pussy, which was still shaved, though there was a little bit of a prickle there, from the hair that was just coming in.  "You're doing great," she said, right in Wednesday's ear.  "Go ahead and come for me, that's a girl."
 
   Then she bit Wednesday's ear, and Wednesday was bucking and jerking under her, rhythm gone, all the muscles in her back and legs and everything clenching and spasming, as Wednesday made weird guttural noises into her cut-up panties.
 
   There wasn't nearly enough sensation to get Kaitlyn off, but, well, one of the things that had been happening was that sex was over when Wednesday wanted it to be, and she usually wanted it to be over when she'd had an orgasm.  So even though it was Kaitlyn on top, with her fake cock buried in Wednesday's ass, there was something sort of satisfying about Wednesday having a really big orgasm like that.  Kaitlyn made sure not to stop until Wednesday was completely done.  Then she pulled out, threw the condom out, and turned to Wednesday, who was still lying face down on the floor, breathing shallowly.
 
   Kaitlyn nudged her with a toe.  "You still alive?"
 
   Wednesday started shaking.  Crying?  No, laughing.  Then Wednesday grabbed Kaitlyn's foot, kissed it, and curled herself up around it.  Still laughing at her, but at the same time, there was a lot more than just laughing at her in the way she looked at her.
 
   "So, yes?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Not sure," said Wednesday, when she stopped laughing enough to talk.  "You're pretty good at this stuff, Kaitlyn."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn, not sure how to respond.  "Thanks Wednesday.  I mean, Em.  I mean, Wednesday."
 
   Kaitlyn dropped down to sit on the floor next to Wednesday, who was still holding onto her foot and looking up at her.  "So, strap-ons are pretty good, huh?"
 
   "It's not the strap-on," said Wednesday.  "It's. . . I'm glad that I did this with you, Kaitlyn."
 
   "Good," said Kaitlyn.  "Ready to get up and start making dinner?"
 
   A look of complete panic.
 
   "I mean, ready to get up and help me make dinner?" said Kaitlyn, not ready to lose the previous look on Wednesday's face, even if panic was a little fun.
 
   Another kiss on Kaitlyn's foot, and she noticed that those weren't ticklish at all.  "If you want, I'll do it," said Wednesday.  "Kinda like to rest just a little bit before we do anything else, though?"
 
   "Sure," said Kaitlyn.  Wednesday's hair had gotten a little plastered to her head with sweat, and Kaitlyn picked a lock off her forehead, smoothed it back into place.  Then she had an idea, and after she untied Wednesday's ankles, she ran the rope through the belt-loops on Wednesday's cut-up skirt.  The shirt was a lot worse off, but if she ran the ropes sort of around her chest and shoulders, like one of those harness things the internet seemed to like, it'd keep most of it in place.
 
   Wednesday was pretty easy to move around at that point.  Still a bit like playing with a doll, but a bit more like playing with a ragdoll than with something posable.  Everything sort of flumped down when she wasn't holding it up.
 
   "What?" asked Wednesday after a while.
 
   "You look nicely used, with clothing all in rags like that," said Kaitlyn.  "If you weren't paranoid about taking pictures with phones, that'd be my new lock-screen."
 
   "If you want," said Wednesday, "that's fine."
 
   "Ugh," said Kaitlyn.  "You're not going to be making me the sensible one.  That's a terrible idea for both of us.  Anyhow, if you're awake enough to say stupid things, you're awake enough to get up and help me get the lamb chops coated in breadcrumbs, rosemary, and mustard seeds.  This is something that you can probably handle.  I mean, while being closely supervised.  Because while I like hanging out here with you, I also am fucking hungry right now, and we need to cook food before we can eat food."
 
   "Ugh," replied Wednesday, holding tighter to Kaitlyn's foot.  And when Kaitlyn went to the kitchen, Wednesday crawled along behind.  Kaitlyn hadn't told her to do that, but she wasn't one to interfere with Wednesday's fun.   And it was adorable, and it was just about the nicest thing that Wednesday could've said about how the weekend was going.
 
   With sex out of the way, the next issue was food, and that was a little more complicated.  The recipe for crusted lamb chops looked good, but just about every recipe for lamb chops looked good, because lamb chops were delicious.  So they got to work.  Wednesday had to get up to get to work, but Kaitlyn had been right about the way the cut-up clothing would look on her, because it looked like sex on her.
 
   By the time they got the food in the oven, Kaitlyn was interested enough in sex again that she was tempted to just leave Wednesday in that for the evening.  But no!  Saturday night date night meant dressing up fancy, and Wednesday had new outfits that they'd just bought to try out.
 
   This time, Kaitlyn was told her doll to pick out some clothing she to wear.  Yeah, dressing up Wednesday was fun, but there was always an extra thrill when Wednesday made Kaitlyn feel like she was doing something humiliating to herself, so if Kaitlyn could make Wednesday feel like that—and besides, she needed the time to lace up her boots.  And maybe she'd also be wearing the strap-on, for later?  Because later, Kaitlyn was going to lay Wednesday down on her back, and she was going to fuck her hard.  And then she was going to get head, and—
 
   Kaitlyn had just finished lacing—it took twenty minutes, totally worth it—when Wednesday's phone started playing the theme song to something Japanese.  Kaitlyn hadn't let her spend any time on the internet since she'd given her that cup of knock-out juice, but she wasn't going to stop her from answering a phone.  If it was her parents, or—
 
   "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday, and it wasn't the Wednesday who'd been hanging out with her in the kitchen, learning how to bread things.  "We have to go."
 
   "Go?" said Kaitlyn. "But I—"
 
   "Sorry," said Wednesday.  "But no time."
 
   Wednesday had gotten dressed before Kaitlyn, and had gone to go set the table.  She came back into the bedroom, and tossed Kaitlyn her skinning knife, which was back in its sheath.  And Kaitlyn watched, shocked, as she caught it, unsheathed it, and just cut through the laces of her boots.
 
   "Can Jessie swim?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "I guess?" said Kaitlyn.  "Wednesday—"
 
   "Shit," said Wednesday, face pale, and set.  "Oh, shit.  Come on."
 
   "What is it?" asked Kaitlyn, grabbing shoes without any thought.  Wednesday was using her mind control on her.  Something bad had happened.  Wednesday was already out of the apartment; Kaitlyn pulled her sneakers on, and ran out, full speed, to the car, where Wednesday was waiting.
 
   "You're a better driver than I am," said Wednesday.  "My phone's got the destination."
 
   Wednesday's phone was in the mount.
 
   "What happened?" said Kaitlyn, as the car grumbled to life.
 
   "Jessie decided that Flora was going to teach her magic.  Then she said something that Flora didn't like, so Flora dumped her in her cistern, called me, and told me to pick her up."
 
   Kaitlyn digested that.  Howland was in a flyspeck of a town, so it wasn't long before they were out on 23, headed west.
 
   "So she's going to be cold and wet?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Kaitlyn."  Wednesday wasn’t shouting.  Her voice was even and quiet and tightly-controlled in a way that was somehow worse than shouting.  "Flora Backhouse has an old-style cistern, built to trap rainwater for mystical purposes.  The water will be too deep for someone to stand up inside the cistern, and the walls are plastered smooth.  The question is if your friend Jessie can keep treading water until we come get her, or if she's going to be drowned."
 
   Kaitlyn blinked, twice.  Then she gave the Mustang more gas.  "Okay," she said.  "Okay.  You're a wizard, right?  Or a witch, or something?"
 
   "More or less," said Wednesday.  "What?"
 
   "If we get stopped for speeding, we're not going to get there in time.  And if we're not speeding, we're not going to get there on time.  I've got a radar detector, but it doesn't catch everything.  So I need you to stop cops from coming after me."
 
   There was a long silence.  "You're right," said Wednesday.  "I'll do what I can."
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn, but Wednesday didn't answer.  She was muttering something in some language that Kaitlyn didn't know.  Fucking hell.  It might work, it might not, and there were going to be cameras as well as as just regular cops with radar guns.
 
   Jessie . . . they were going to do this.  She could swim.  Sure, she could swim.  Spent like half her summers lying on beaches near water anyway.  Anyone who spent that much time in bathing suits could swim.  And if she didn't, well, Dr. Backhouse had been scary, but she wasn't going to kill someone just because. . . Wednesday knew Dr. Backhouse a lot better than Kaitlyn did, and she was taking this seriously.
 
   There was a real chance that they were going to go to Wednesday's friend's house, and find out that she'd killed Kaitlyn's friend.
 
   What Kaitlyn wanted to do was to talk to Wednesday, but she was muttering in Greek or something.  What Kaitlyn wanted to do was to make everything go back to the way it had been twenty minutes ago.  What Kaitlyn did was give the car a bit more gas, and make sure she didn't smash into another car or a tree or anything.
 
   They were in New York, and Dr. Backhouse lived in Vermont.  The GPS on Wednesday's phone had said that it was three hours something when they started, and they got there in a bit less than two, and that was because there was traffic on some of the highways.  When they had open road, Kaitlyn had been averaging something like a hundred miles an hour, and it'd gone higher than that when she'd had a clear stretch of road that wasn't too twisty.  For the most part, the Mustang was way more car than she needed, but that night . . . well, she was going to have to get her dad something really nice for Father's Day, anyway.
 
   
  
 

The destination turned out to be one of those Victorian houses with a sign saying that it was a doctor's office, and like a five-spot parking lot out front.  Jessie's Beamer was there, and was a Lexus that Kaitlyn didn't recognize.  As soon as Kaitlyn pulled in, Wednesday jumped out of the car, running around toward the back of the house.
 
   Kaitlyn started to follow her, but then she turned around.  If Jessie was down in a cistern, they might need something to pull her out?  And Kaitlyn had been thinking of taking Wednesday for a ride later and tying her up, so there was rope in the trunk.  Fine.  Only by the time Kaitlyn grabbed it and ran to the backyard, she couldn’t see Wednesday.
 
   It was a quiet night, and fireflies were taking off from the grass as Kaitlyn stood there, blinking on all around her.  There—sounds of a rock scraping behind a hedge.  Kaitlyn ran over and helped Wednesday push a big stone cover off of something.
 
   "Jessie?" Kaitlyn called into the darkness below.
 
   Nothing.
 
   "Jessie!"
 
   Echoes.  And then, so low that she almost missed it: “Help.”
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "We're here.  Hang on."
 
   The only light was moonlight and whatever was coming out of the back windows of the house.  Enough that Wednesday saw the rope and gave a relieved sigh.  "Good idea," she said.  "Jessie?  Can you hold onto a rope?"
 
   "Please help, please I won't tell anyone, please, I'm sorry, please."
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "Okay.  How long is that, Kaitlyn?"
 
   "Ten meters?" said Kaitlyn.  She'd been thinking of cutting off bits when she needed them, and it was easier to keep it rolled up when she wasn't using it.  She thought it was ten meters.  "Maybe fifteen?  I don't know, I'm sorry, what are we going to do, is it enough?"
 
   "Don't panic," said Wednesday.  "Drop down enough to get to her, then hold on.  I'll go anchor the other end."
 
   Kaitlyn let the rope down.  She heard it slap against the water, but nothing else.  No pull.
 
   "Jessie?" she said. "There's a rope there.  Please grab on.  Just for a little bit."
 
   There was a sudden pull, so strong it almost grabbed the rope out of Kaitlyn's hand.
 
   "Okay?" said Kaitlyn.  For the first time since she'd found herself cutting through the laces on her boots, she wasn’t quite as scared as she had been.
 
   "Katy?" said Jessie from inside the cistern.
 
   "Yeah.  Yeah Jessie, I'm here.  Wednesday got us here as soon as she found out.  We'll get you out."
 
   "Oh God, Kay," said Jessie.  "I don't want to die.  I don't want to die."
 
   "Yeah, me neither," said Kaitlyn.  "Just climb up.  We've got you."
 
   Kaitlyn could feel more pull on the rope for just a minute, then it went slack again, with a splash from down below.  Then again, and another splash.
 
   "I can't do it," said Jessie.  "Oh God, I . . . get me out, Katy, please."
 
   "Can you tie it around yourself or something?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "I. . . I don't know how to do that stuff," said Jessie.  "What are we going to do?"
 
   "Hold on," said Kaitlyn.  "Just hold on, we're going to get you out."
 
   Wednesday had just finished tying the rope to the trunk of one of the trees nearby.  "She can't climb up," said Kaitlyn, quietly.  "And she sounds really weak.  What're we going to do, Wednesday?  We've got to get her out.  Can you get a ladder from the house, or—"
 
   "Flora called me up, once," said Wednesday.  "Then she turned her phone off.  I don't think she's going to help us.  Okay.  Jessie?  Can you tread water for a little bit more?  I'll come down and help you."
 
   "How are you going to help her?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "You know how I don't want to take the risk of suspension bondage?" said Wednesday quietly.  "Well, looks like I get to try it in the dark while swimming, on someone who's probably not going to be 100% cooperative.  Climb down, tie a harness on her.  And even if Jessie could climb that rope when she's well-rested, I know that I'm not.  So here's how it's going to go.  You're stronger than I am; you stay up here and haul her out."
 
   Then she moved closer to the hole, and started talking a little louder.  "Okay.  I'm going to come down," she said.  "I'm going to need the rope, though, so when we tell you to let go, you're going to have to let go."
 
   Nothing from below, and no change on the weight on the rope.  "I don't want to die," said Jessie.  "And my legs are real tired."
 
   "I know," said Wednesday.  "I know.  If you'd given up, there wouldn't be anything we could do.  You're almost there.  It won't be for long.  Kaitlyn is going to lower me down, I'll tie the rope to you, she'll pull you up.  Then she'll lower the rope again, and she'll pull me up too.  Nobody is going to die.  Not here, not tonight.  Okay?"
 
   A long pause.  "Don't leave me alone," said Jessie.
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "We're here."  Then she looked at Wednesday.  "Are you sure you can do this?"
 
   "If I call the cops or something," said Wednesday, "Flora will redirect them, and she's going to be madder than she already is.  We're not going to have the time to talk her down.  It's got to be us, and it's got to be soon.  I've practiced the knots often enough, but am I sure I can do this?  No.  Could be Jessie's going to panic and hit me too hard when I'm tying her up.  Could be the knot is going to put too much pressure on the wrong place, or give way at the wrong time."
 
   "You sure I can do this?" asked Kaitlyn.  "This isn't like, the—"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday.  "Absolutely.  Let me get undressed, and we'll get this done."
 
   Undressed made sense.  When Wednesday tied Kaitlyn up, she had to move around her a lot.  To do that underwater, with Jessie trying to tread water at the same time?  Yeah, okay.
 
   Didn't take long, and then Wednesday was standing next to Kaitlyn, pale in the moonlight and nervous as hell.  Well, that made three of them.  "Okay," said Wednesday.  "You have to let go of the rope now, Jessie."
 
   No change in the weight.
 
   "If not," said Kaitlyn, "I'll try to pull you up, again, okay?  Just hold on to the rope, hard as you can."
 
   Wednesday didn't argue.  If it worked, it would save a lot of . . .
 
   The weight on the other end of the rope was really heavy.  Kaitlyn hauled back on it, pulling up.  She'd figured rock-climbing rope would be sturdy enough to hold Wednesday up on that ceiling mount, so before she'd given up on the idea, that was what she'd bought.  She was really happy about that now.  The way the rope was straining against the edge of the cistern’s mouth, something less rugged would've . . . 
 
   The weight on the other end dropped off.  Kaitlyn fell down, and there was a splash from the cistern.
 
   "You okay, Jessie?" asked Wednesday.  Nothing, at least nothing that Kaitlyn could hear.
 
   It wasn't easy for Wednesday to get into the hole while keeping her hands on the rope, but she managed it.  Then she gave a nod to Kaitlyn, who started letting a little bit of rope out, then a little more, and then a little more.
 
   The palms of her hands were going to need to be bandaged or something when this was done.  They hurt like hell.
 
   She lowered Wednesday as slowly as she could, so she wouldn't drop her on Jessie's head or something.
 
   Then there was a splash as Wednesday hit the water, and a sharp breath in, loud enough for Kaitlyn to hear it up over the edge of the cistern.
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday, down below.  "You can let go.  Jessie?  Okay, yeah, it's okay.  But just float for a little bit, okay?  So I can get this on?"
 
   There wasn't any way that Kaitlyn was going to be able to pull them up, not with rope burn on her palms.  She should've. . . Wednesday's clothing.  That skirt was a hundred and fifty dollars, and it was so pretty, and Kaitlyn had already found a seam she could rip, and was wrapping a strip of it around her left hand, then another strip around the right.  Just. . . she was just going to have to pull two people up out of that hole.  How hard could it be?  They were both maybe 110, 120?  130?  Not much more than that, even though Wednesday was like 5'9" and Jessie could've stood to lose a couple of pounds.  No problem.  Wednesday thought she could do it.  It'd be. . .
 
   "Damnit!" said Wednesday, in the water underneath.  "Just calm the fuck down, okay?"
 
   There was some splashing.  Then, "Okay, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "I've got a new plan.  Should've thought of this first.  I need the necklace."
 
   How was she going to get that necklace down?  Jessie was already holding onto the rope pretty tight.
 
   "I'm going to have to climb down," said Kaitlyn.  "Can't drop it, or it'll drop."
 
   "Yeah, sure," said Wednesday.  "Good idea."
 
   It wasn't a good idea, but whatever.  Kaitlyn tightened the strips of Wednesday's skirt around her hands and positioned herself over the hole.  Fuck.  She should've done a lot more rock climbing.  But okay.  Legs around the rope, then one hand off the edge and on to the rope, then the other one.
 
   The air in the cistern was cool and close, and Kaitlyn couldn't see anything in front of her or down, just that little square of light up above and far away.
 
   Down was easier than up was going to be.
 
   First sign that she was close was when her foot stepped on Jessie's head, and Jessie swore brokenly.
 
   Should've taken off her shoes.  This whole thing was a clusterfuck.  "Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn hopelessly.
 
   "Right here," said Wednesday.  "Getting a little cold and tired, but right here."
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm right over Jessie.  Can you, um."
 
   There was a hand on her ankle.
 
   "Good girl," said Wednesday.  "Okay.  Can you get the necklace off, and pass it down to me?"
 
   Maybe.
 
   Kaitlyn clung closer to the rope, then reached behind her neck and undid the clasp.  If she dropped it . . . fuck.  If she dropped it, they were all screwed.  She wasn't going to drop it.  She managed to get it off, and she managed, still holding on to the rope, to lower it down towards Wednesday.  But not all the way to her ankle.  She wasn't a contortionist.
 
   "A little higher?" she said.  "Can you get it?"
 
   Wednesday got it.
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "Excellent.  Climb back up, Kaitlyn."
 
   Jessie was still breathing loudly and raggedly below, and it was dark in the cistern.  Kaitlyn wasn't the best at rope climbing, and her hands hurt like hell, but Wednesday had told her to climb back up, so she did.
 
   When she got to the top her arms felt like jelly, and she had to lie next to the hole breathing for a little bit.  Okay.  Two more people to pull out.  No problem.  She could do it.
 
   There was another loud splash from underneath.
 
   "Dammit," said Wednesday.  "Okay, turns out that whether or not I'm controlling her mind, Jessie isn't climbing out.  We'll get her harness tied, and she'll be pulling herself up to distribute the weight a little better.  But you're still going to have to do most of the work, Kaitlyn."
 
   "Sure," said Kaitlyn.  "But give me a few minutes, okay?  My arms kind of hurt."
 
   There was quiet below.  "Sorry about that," said Wednesday.  "Only I'm not a great swimmer.  So not too many minutes"
 
   "Get her tied up," said Kaitlyn.  "I'll pull her out."
 
   It took longer than Kaitlyn would've liked before Wednesday told her to start pulling Jessie up.  And it wasn't easy.  The rope had gotten wet, and the silk she'd wrapped her hands with was slippery, so there were a couple of times that she got Jessie up a few feet, and then lost those few feet right away.  And it seemed like the cistern was deeper than she remembered.  But eventually she got Jessie's head up over the edge.
 
   "Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn, sounding a little strangled even to herself.  "Make her pull herself up now?"
 
   Or she could've told Jessie that, but Kaitlyn knew which one of them she trusted.  Whoever it was that heard her, Jess grabbed the rim of the cistern and pulled herself up to lie gasping and shivering on the grass.  Kaitlyn let the rope drop.  "Something to hold onto, Wednesday," she said.
 
   "Thanks," said Wednesday, from below.  "I'll set something up here, and let you know when you can pull.  But if you need a break . . ."
 
   "Yeah maybe a little break," said Kaitlyn.  "You'll be okay?"
 
   "I'll be fine," said Wednesday.  "I've got a plan.  You know first aid or anything?"
 
   "Not much," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "You've got like, a flashlight in the car, right?"
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "I don't really know what to do?" said Wednesday, from down at the bottom of the cistern.  "But go get it.  And some blankets or something, if you've got that.  Wrap her up in something warm, make sure her eyes are still focusing?  If her breathing goes weird or something, go to Dr. Backhouse's door and start banging.  She's mad as hell, but she probably won't hurt you."
 
   "That sounds great," said Kaitlyn, even though that definitely didn't sound great.  If they'd gone that far, and risked that much that Jessie was going to die when they'd gotten her out . . . shit.  If anything permanent bad happened to Jessie, that'd . . . no.  Everything was going to be fine.  And she definitely had blankets in the trunk, that had totally been part of her plan for the evening.  So, okay.  "Have her get the wet things off," she said, as she headed for the car.
 
   Flashlight, blankets.  Would've been nice if there was like a full thermos in there, or something, but there wasn't one of those.
 
   When she got back, Jessie had laid out her clothing neatly on the grass.  Kaitlyn wrapped her up in the blankets and shone the flashlight in her eyes. Jessie blinked angrily at the light, but between blinks Kaitlyn could see her pupils contract.  "Looks okay," Kaitlyn called down to Wednesday.  "You can let her act normal now."
 
   No answer from Wednesday, at least not in words.  But where she had been lying limp in the blankets, Jessie suddenly convulsed, pulled them tight around herself, and started shivering like crazy.
 
   "You there, Jessie?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   Jessie was quiet for a long time.  Too long.  But before Kaitlyn's panic made her do something stupid, Jessie said, "Yeah.  Thanks for coming, Kaitlyn."
 
   "It was Wednesday's idea.  I mean, I'd have come, but if it wasn't for Wednesday, I wouldn't have been late and lost."
 
   Quiet for a longer time.  Then.  "Fuck," said Jessie.  "Fine.  She's okay I guess."
 
   Kaitlyn had been scared so long that it was a relief to be mad instead.  "You guess?  Jesus fuck, Jessie.  This is your fault, not hers."
 
   "She gave me that address," said Jessie.
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "And you pissed Dr. Backhouse off."
 
   "She!"  Jessie coughed, and the coughs turned to heaves, and she threw up a little.
 
   "You okay?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah," said Jessie, sounding weaker than she had.  "Yeah, I guess I did.  Fuck."
 
   "Great," said Kaitlyn, who wasn't that angry anymore.  "Jessie.  Look, I know you got away with a lot of shit in high school.  And if you want to give this up, you can go back to getting away with a lot of shit.  But Wednesday Newland is the nearest thing you have to a friend in this world.  Start blaming her for this, and you'll—"
 
   "Yes, Katy, fine," said Jessie.  "It's not her fault, okay."
 
   More coughing, and a bit more throwing up.
 
   This wasn't great, or at least, it didn't sound great.  Kaitlyn's hands hurt like hell, and she'd never been more tired, but she couldn't leave Wednesday down there while Jessie sounded like she was going to puke herself to death.
 
   "Wednesday?" she said.  "I'm going to try to pull you up."
 
   "Great," said Wednesday.  "Go for it."
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "You've got this," said Wednesday, from underground.
 
   Kaitlyn didn't have it.  And there wasn't any way that Jessie was going to help.  But there wasn't anyone else.  Kaitlyn had to do it, or everything would fall apart and it would be her fault.  She started pulling, and lost it, the rope slipping from her fingers.  But then she got up, and did it again.  Rope was wet, hands hurt, back hurt, arms hurt.  Everything.  But every time she lost a little ground, she pulled it back, inch by inch.  When Wednesday grabbed hold of the rim of the cistern, Kaitlyn fell down backwards and lay on the grass and looked up at the stars.
 
   Wednesday talked a little bit to Jessie, just checking how she was.  How she was wasn't great, but Wednesday seemed okay with that.  Then Wednesday started getting dressed.  "My skirt?" she said.
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn, holding her hands up as high as she could get them, which was like, lifting her forearms up off the ground.
 
   Wednesday came over, saw what she'd done, unwrapped the strips of her skirt from Kaitlyn's hands.  Kaitlyn winced at the sudden pain.  Oh.  The rope hadn't gotten wet because of water.  That had been Kaitlyn's blood.  Then Wednesday kissed Kaitlyn's hands, gently.  "And now Flora Backhouse and I are going to have some words," she said.
 
   Jessie uncoiled from her blankets and grabbed Wednesday's ankle.
 
   "Don't," she said.
 
   Wednesday looked down at her.
 
   "Please," said Jessie.  "Don't make her mad.  She'll . . . don't make her mad, we're all alive, let's just go, please."
 
   Wednesday shook her head.  "She can't do this.  And I'm not going to see Kaitlyn's hands messed up because of this.  She's made a mistake, and I am going to make her aware of that."
 
   "She'll kill you," said Jessie.
 
   "She might try," said Wednesday.  "I don't think she will.  If she does, she'll regret it."
 
   "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "She's a lot better at this than you are."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "Didn't say that she couldn't kill me.  But I've got people on my side that she doesn't want to cross."
 
   "Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Kaitlyn?" replied Wednesday, and from the tone, Kaitlyn knew that Wednesday wasn't going to listen to any argument telling her not to go.
 
   "Don't get killed," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Kay," said Wednesday.  "Stay here, I'll be back soon.  And if Flora thinks that she can just pull shit like this.  It's not the fucking nineteenth century.  People will notice."
 
   She was already stalking off.  Jessie just lay there in Kaitlyn's blankets shivering.  Still a quiet night with fireflies blinking as they lifted off from the grass, like they were out on someone's lawn in the spring when the weather was nice, and there wasn't anything in particular going on.  Like there should be a football game on TV or something.
 
   Wednesday knocked on the door.  No answer.  She knocked harder.  Maybe Dr. Backhouse wouldn't answer, and they could just go home?  Or. . . 
 
   The door opened, and Wednesday started yelling, and Flora started yelling.  It was a night in the spring, and she was sitting on a lawn, and there were fireflies all around them.  And maybe Wednesday was going to talk sense into Flora Backhouse, and she'd just go back to being one of Wednesday's friends.  A little more frightening than the aggressive nerd dudes from her nerd things and a lot more dangerous.  Or maybe Jessie had pissed Dr. Backhouse off badly enough that she was going to kill Wednesday.
 
   There wasn't anything Kaitlyn could do about that.  But Wednesday was still supposed to be doing what Kaitlyn told her, and Kaitlyn told her not to die.  So there was that.
 
   Wednesday and Dr. Backhouse were both yelling at the same time, like they both knew that they were supposed to stop and listen occasionally, and neither of them were going to.  Then Flora stopped, and Wednesday went on for a bit.  And then Wednesday stopped too. Then the door closed behind them.
 
   "She'll be fine," said Jessie, a little hoarse.
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn.  She tried not to sound as miserable as she felt, but she didn’t think she did a very good job.
 
   "I. . ." Another bout of coughing.
 
   "How about you?  You okay?"
 
   "Sure.  No problem.  Just. . . well, maybe swallowed a little water."  Jessie reached out and took hold of Kaitlyn's hand, squeezed weakly. Kaitlyn squeezed back, which sent a jolt of pain through her palm and up her arm, but she didn’t let go.  "It was cold, Katy.  Cold and dark."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "You're going to give this up now, right?"
 
   No answer.
 
   "If you don't, it's going to happen again.  You'll push, they'll push back, they'll push harder.  And they don't . . . they don't care that your dad is rich, and they don't care about getting in trouble for anything they do.  Like, not like a guy selling weed don't care.  Like . . . shit, Jessie.  I don't want to go home and try to tell your dad that you fucked stuff up and I don't know where you've gone."
 
   "I made a mistake," said Jessie.  "Won't happen again."
 
   "Jessie," Kaitlyn started.  Only what was the point?  There wasn’t anything she could say that’d make Jessie listen to her—she could hear it in her voice just like she’d heard it in Wednesday’s.  It was supposed to be Kaitlyn’s day in charge, but nobody was doing what she said.  Still, she had to try.  "Why not—"
 
   Whatever Kaitlyn was going to say, it was cut off by Wednesday coming back from the house.  She wasn’t dead, so she’d listened to Kaitlyn about something, anyway.
 
   "You'll be fine, Jessie," said Wednesday.  "At least that's what Flora said.  You've lost heat, so I can transfer some from Kaitlyn to you once she's done inside.  Kaitlyn, go talk to Flora.  She's going to patch up your hands."
 
   Kaitlyn swallowed hard.
 
   "Kaitlyn, do it.  It's that or risk something serious and permanent."
 
   "I. . . can I have my necklace back first?"
 
   A pause.  The sounds of crickets, the lights of the fireflies.  And then Wednesday said, "Sure.  Hang on."
 
   She unfastened the necklace from Jessie’s neck, put it on Kaitlyn, kissed her.  Kaitlyn kissed her back, hungry and frightened.  Then she stood up and went into Dr. Backhouse's office.
 
   It looked like any other small-town doctor's waiting room, with magazines and wood paneling and a fish tank.  Only instead of fish, there were frogs.  Kaitlyn didn't want to make any trouble, but she wasn't sure they'd all started off life as frogs.
 
   "Hands forward, slattern," said Flora.
 
   "My name is Kaitlyn," said Kaitlyn, astonished at herself.  Wednesday hadn't listened, and Jessie wasn't listening, so now Kaitlyn was doing something stupid.
 
   "I beg your pardon?" asked Flora.
 
   "My name is Kaitlyn," she repeated.  "Kaitlyn Watson.  Not slattern."
 
   A long, long look, and Kaitlyn damn near peed herself.  Nobody to blame for this one but herself, and she was blaming that idiot pretty hard.
 
   "Thy name is Kaitlyn," said Flora.  "How nice.  Now, goodwife Watson, kindly put forward thy hands."
 
   Kaitlyn put her hands out.
 
   "If thou had thought matters through, this damage would not have occurred, correct?"
 
   "Yes," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Then it shall hurt, so thy mistakes are not repeated.  Unless it would be more meet to treat you as Ms. Newland's slattern?"
 
   "If I had thought it through, everything would've been better," said Kaitlyn.  "Thank you."
 
   A flicker of a smile crossed Dr. Flora Backhouse's face.  And then she took a bottle of something and dripped it onto Kaitlyn's hands, which started burning.
 
   "Hands forward, Goodwife Watson!" said Flora, and Kaitlyn’s face twisted in agony as her hands burned.  It was. . . she could see the skin closing up over the big, ugly cut in the middle of her palms.  She'd been so scared that she hadn't even noticed doing that, but now it hurt enough for everything.
 
   When it was done, it still burned.
 
   "The wound remains beneath," said Flora.  "This merely ensures that it will heal properly, without scars.  I will now bandage your hands.  Keep the dressings on for five days and five nights; Miss Newland will know what to do after that point."
 
   "Thank you," said Kaitlyn, as Flora began wrapping them.  It hurt less, but it still hurt far more than it had before Flora had started helping.
 
   "Thou art welcome," said Flora.  "Thy friend Jessie is not.  Good evening."
 
   "Good evening," said Kaitlyn, and ran back out, where Wednesday was helping Jessie into the back seat of Kaitlyn's car.
 
   "So, um," said Kaitlyn, holding up her hands.  "I think that you're going to have to drive."
 
   There was a look of pure panic on Wednesday's face.
 
   "Oh, come on," said Kaitlyn.  "You can drive."
 
   "Yeah, sure," said Wednesday.  "Okay.  Let's move over to Jessie's car, and—"
 
   "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "I don't want to leave my car here."
 
   "Yes, well," said Wednesday.  "And I don't want to ding your car or anything, so—"
 
   "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "It's fine.  Anything happens, Jessie will pay for it.  Just do the thing with transferring heat, so we're both cold, and neither of us are too cold, and then let's go home?  Please?"
 
   "Right.  So, the element of heat is the yellow bile, which means that I don't have to open veins or anything.  But, okay."  Wednesday picked up a stone from Dr. Backhouse's driveway—a little round pebble that would probably make a good skipping stone—and scratched something on it.  Then she gave it to Kaitlyn.  "Hold it over your gallbladder."
 
   "Um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Right under your liver," said Wednesday.  "Come on, you've done a section on basic human anatomy in bio."
 
   "Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   Even though it was mostly dark, Kaitlyn still caught the look in Wednesday's eye that she got when she was having fun teasing Kaitlyn.  That was the most reassuring thing that had happened since Wednesday had used the necklace to cut their date night short.  She poked Kaitlyn, up on her stomach, just under her ribs.  "There," she said.
 
   Kaitlyn held the stone over her stomach, and Wednesday counted to five and took the stone away.  It was weird.  It’d felt just like an ordinary rock when she’d taken it, but by the time Wednesday got to five, it felt like she'd pulled it out of a barbecue right before it was too hot to touch.
 
   "Okay, Jessie.  I need you to hold this—"
 
   "Gall-bladder.  Fine."
 
   "No, yellow bile is produced in the liver, and stored in the gallbladder," said Wednesday.  "Higher up."
 
   "Uh, Wednesday?" Kaitlyn interrupted, feeling more than a little queasy.  "I don't feel great."
 
   "I know," said Wednesday.  "It's going to be okay, but that's how it goes.  Can't give her heat without taking some away from you.  It'll be fine, but it's not going to feel great.  Just lean back, and we're going to drive home."
 
   Queasy, and cold.  Cold everywhere.
 
   "You sure you didn't take too much?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yup," said Wednesday.  "It'll be fine.  Trust me."
 
   She did.  She really did.  She felt like shit, and her hands hurt bad, and they were in the middle of nowhere in Vermont.  But it was going to be okay.  "Stop for coffee or something?" she said.  "On the way back."
 
   "Absolutely," said Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn had sat down in the back seat, so that Wednesday could do whatever transfusion thing that she was going to do.  As it turned out, she hadn't actually had to be sitting next to Jessie, but now, she was pretty sure that if she got up to change seats, she was going to hurl and fall down.  So she stayed there.  Wednesday went around to the front, adjusted the seat, and then the rearview mirrors, and then the seat again, and then the rearview mirrors again.  And then she pulled out of the parking lot, and got back on the road.
 
   "You know," said Kaitlyn, feeling like. . .well, like shit.  But also a little drunk, maybe.  "Every time we go to visit Vermont, one of your friends or relatives makes me super glad to be leaving Vermont."
 
   "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "Part of the reason why I went to school in New York.  But speaking of things that my friends and relatives did that made us super glad to leave Vermont, what the hell did you do to make Flora turn on you like that?"
 
   Jessie was quiet.  Long enough that Kaitlyn was actually wondering if she was awake, or . . . well, she was clearly still alive, and looking a lot better than she had before she'd stolen some of Kaitlyn's yellow bile.  But not responsive.
 
   "She . . . you should've warned me what she was going to ask," said Jessie.  "You set this—"
 
   "Jessie," said Wednesday.  She was driving really cautiously.  Which was a little sweet, actually, but Kaitlyn kind of wanted her to be less sweet, and more focused on getting them back home.  "I don't know what she said.  What she told me was that you threatened her, and frankly, I believed her."
 
   "I was supposed to fuck her?" said Jessie, actually mad.  "You didn't know that's what she did to her apprentices?  You're trying to tell me—"
 
   "Dude," said Wednesday.  "I learned magic from my grandmother.  She didn't fuck me.  I have no idea what other people do when they're teaching magic.  But . . . okay.  Are you giving up at this point?"
 
   Nothing.
 
   "Fine, of course you're not.  Wouldn't have expected it.  Not sure what you're plan is, but we'll get to that later.  Here's the thing, though.  Josh is a normal person.  I mean, to the extent that normal people are willing to defend the endings of Neal Stephenson novels, so not very normal.  Bit of a fanboy, bit sensitive about white people acting like he's not really Asian.  Normal.  Flora Backhouse is from an age where apprentices were beaten to death for not working hard enough.  And Magog. . . I have no idea when his ideas of appropriate behavior were set, but it wasn't recently."
 
   "So I have to be available to them, if I want to learn this shit?" said Jessie.
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "You have to be polite to them, if you want to live.  What did you say to Flora Backhouse?"
 
   "I told her that I was going to report her to the AMA for not having a license," said Jessie.  "She doesn't.  It's a fake."
 
   "And then what happened, Jessie?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Then she told me to go," said Jessie, sounding almost dreamy.  "And I went, and I didn't want to, but it was like, it was like going to the store when I was a kid?  Back when we lived out in the sticks.  I knew what I had to get, and I would count the steps when I went there.  I had to pull the cover off, and that hurt my fingers, but I got it off.  Then I stepped in, and I fell."
 
   When Wednesday did that trick with the stone, Jessie had stopped shivering. But she started again.  "When I hit the water, that was all gone, and it was just me, in some pit, out in the middle of nowhere.  When she came, I shouted and I begged, and she pushed the cover back on."
 
   "Right," said Wednesday.  "That's my point, Jessie.  I don't want to learn this stuff, for a bunch of reasons."
 
   "Why?" asked Jessie.  "It's the only way that I didn't die, and—"
 
   "First of all," said Wednesday, "you don't learn anything new.  The best you came hope for is to learn as much as you can of the magic that's already known.  The next thing, and this is important—it gives people that sort of power.  Josh started from normal, so he's less likely to pull that sort of thing, but it doesn't mean he can't.  Flora definitely has it, and Magog has it, and they don't give a shit, Jessie.  You threatened to make a problem for Flora, she solved the problem.  You're lucky that she decided to call me about it.  It wasn't an automatic thing."
 
   "I'm not giving up," said Jessie.
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "That's super smart and responsive to what you've seen thus far, but whatever—your problem, not mine.  And if you'd given up in that hole, you'd be dead now, no question.  So fine.  You haven't given up.  You're planning on going back to Flora, and asking her to take you on?"
 
   "I made a mistake," said Jessie.  "Fuck.  You don't have to rub that in, okay?"
 
   "Are you planning on going back to Flora?" asked Wednesday, and there was ice in her voice; Kaitlyn shivered at it.
 
   "No," said Jessie.  "I guess that Magog guy instead."
 
   "Magog knows Flora," said Wednesday.  "And he's not going to let you avoid looking at things that frighten you, and he's not going to let you think that you can beat everything that you're afraid of.  You try to talk to Magog, he is going to take you to Flora Backhouse, and he's going to let her do what she wants to you.  Which may well mean killing you.  You want to learn magic, you can talk to Josh.  You want—"
 
   "So I'll face it," said Jessie.  "Flora can do that, Magog can do that—fine.  I'll face it."
 
   "Fucking assfuck shithead," said Wednesday.  "You understand that this is going to happen again."
 
   "Sure," said Jessie.  "But like you said, when you went in to talk to Flora—you've got people on your side, who she doesn't want to piss off.  And now I've got some people who're going to face her down for me, if it—"
 
   "No," said Wednesday.
 
   "Yeah," said Jessie.  "You, and Kaitlyn.  Good enough for me."
 
   "Oh, fuck you!  You think that I'm going to face her again, for the next stupid thing you'll do?"
 
   "Yeah," said Jessie.  "Pretty much."
 
   "Well, I won't," said Wednesday.
 
   "Then Kaitlyn will go by herself," said Jessie smugly.
 
   "Kaitlyn isn't going to face down Flora Backhouse," said Wednesday.  "Not even—"
 
   "I, um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "What!"
 
   "Okay, so I'm tired and my hands hurt, and I feel sick," said Kaitlyn.  "So you can shout at me tomorrow, okay?  But I kind of told her not to call me a slattern."
 
   "You. . . Kaitlyn.  I'm not yelling.  I'm just really mad and I am over-enunciating okay?"
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "You knew that she left Jessie to die horribly, right?"
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "So why would you cross her, for the sake of fuck?"
 
   "Because I figured that Jessie deserved it?" said Kaitlyn.  "And besides, I'm very tidy."
 
   "I. . ."  Wednesday didn't say anything.  Instead, she just drove carefully to a 7-11, and parked.  "Stay in the car."
 
   "You figured I deserved it," said Jessie, in that tone that she used when she was deciding what to do to someone who'd crossed her.
 
   "Pretty much," said Kaitlyn.  "My guess was that you tried to pull rank on her or something, and . . . well, you pretty much won high school, because there wasn't anyone there who'd fight harder than you.  So she was going to go past where you were going to go?  So even if you didn't deserve that right at that minute, if you'd both been escalating, you probably would've done something to deserve that eventually."
 
   Jessie was quiet for a while.
 
   "Also, you know how you were saying that you've got me and Wednesday on your side?"
 
   "Katy," said Jessie.
 
   "You're not wrong.  I mean, we came out for you, and it wasn't like we were thinking about whether or not it was a good idea.  And we were both so nervous we nearly fucked things up and wound up with one of us in the bottom of that pit too.  But if you push Wednesday too hard, she's going to start thinking about whether or not it's a good idea."
 
   "Katy?"
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "I might start thinking about it too, Jessie.  This is serious shit, and you're going to jump back in."
 
   "I have to," said Jessie.  "I know.  Fine.  Whatever.  But I'm not letting this go."
 
   "You're going to walk through that door again?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "If I have to," said Jessie.  "Yeah."
 
   "Fucking hell, Jessie," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm the one who does stupid stuff because people tell me that I can't do it."
 
   "Yeah well," said Jessie.  "One of the reasons I like you.  But when I want something, I don't stop until I get it, whether or not there's stupid stuff between me and what I want.  You want to back out. . . well, whatever.  If I have to, I'll do this on my own, Katy."
 
   Wednesday came back to the car.  "This is for you," she said, passing Kaitlyn a cup of hot chocolate, and an instant noodle soup to Jessie.  "Kaitlyn gets the chocolate because I like her better.  You both have to drink those, so that you'll get some heat back, and not die."
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn, holding tight to the cup.  She was freezing cold—she'd been cold after Wednesday had done the trick with the stone, but it felt like it had gotten worse.  Jessie was equally into her cup of ramen.  "And Kaitlyn, while I'm impressed that you knew what the word slattern meant, I would rather you not upset Flora Backhouse.  To the extent that she is a person, she is a very dangerous person, and it's not a good idea to cross her."
 
   Katilyn looked up from her drink as Wednesday sat back down, and adjusted all her mirrors again.
 
   "Figured that letting her call me names was . . . well, not crossing her, but not a great idea?  Like, it's okay if we're friends, but we're not friends."
 
   "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "Fine.  What did she say?"
 
   "She said that the reason my hands hurt was because I'd fucked up, and she'd make it hurt more as part of the healing so that I'd be more careful about fucking up next time," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "That's super great," said Wednesday.  "Great ideas all around."
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "No you're not," said Wednesday.  "And fair enough.  Wasn't a perfect idea, wasn't a bad idea, either.  Next time we have to do something, we'll think a little harder about it, okay?"
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  "When you finish the hot chocolate, you can fall asleep.  But not until then, okay?"
 
   "I'm not tired?" said Kaitlyn.  She hadn't been, but the truth was, while the hot chocolate wasn't great, it was hot and chocolate, and Kaitlyn was super tired.  "Something in it?" she said, struggling a little.
 
   "No," said Wednesday, getting back on the highway.  "Just that you're getting back into balance, and you should probably be tired by this point."
 
   "I'm a little tired too," said Jessie.
 
   "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "If you spill the soup, you are paying to have the car's interior cleaned.  And also don't fall asleep just yet, because I'm not done yelling at you."
 
   Jessie slurped up some noodles, then looked over to Kaitlyn, who was doing her best to finish her hot chocolate before passing out.  "I think I like her," said Jessie.
 
   "That's super great," said Kaitlyn.  "She kind of saved your life, like an hour ago?"
 
   "An hour ago," said Jessie, waving her hand.  "Whatever.  Point is—"
 
   "Point is, I can hear you," said Wednesday.  "Now shush. Kaitlyn needs to sleep, you seriously need to think a little harder about what you're doing."
 
   It sounded like the yelling that Wednesday was going to do wasn't too different from the yelling she'd already done.  And it sounded like it wasn't going to matter much, because Jessie had made up her mind, without knowing what the hell she was getting into, same as usual.  Well, whatever.  Kaitlyn finished her hot chocolate, jammed the cup into the door, and curled up in her blanket.  Wasn't the Saturday night that she'd planned, but they were all alive, and they were going home, and it was going to be fine.
 
   She woke up a little when Wednesday dropped Jessie off, and then a little more when Wednesday parked and half carried her back up to their apartment.  The thing was, technically, she'd asked for a weekend, and the weekend wasn't over, so she could've made Wednesday do stuff for her.  But all she wanted to do was sleep, and the way Wednesday undressed her and lay her down was exactly what Kaitlyn wanted.  And while she'd slept for like the whole ride back from Vermont, Wednesday had been hyper-alert and driving like someone who'd just got her learner's permit and was driving her dad's car or something.  Slow and on the verge of terrified screams every minute.  So Wednesday was asleep almost as soon as she curled in behind Kaitlyn.
 
   The next morning, Kaitlyn woke up because her hands hurt like a son of a bitch.  Wednesday was lying behind her, still wearing the cream blouse and the silk skirt, and the silk skirt was still cut up where Kaitlyn had cut off strips for her hands—too late, but she'd thought of it, and it had helped?  But, point was, not a cheap skirt, kind of ruined, and also she could see Wednesday's legs, and Wednesday had nice legs.  And she had a nice haircut, and her fingernails were chipped and ragged from the climbing last night, but where they still had polish on them, it was the same green as Kaitlyn's eyes.
 
   Kaitlyn eased out of bed, went to the bathroom, and got to work on breakfast.  Her hands did hurt, but they only really hurt when she touched the middle of the palms, so she could cook so long as she was careful about how she held things.
 
   The lamb chops had been out all night, and the last thing Kaitlyn wanted to deal with was everything plus botulism, so she threw it all out—that hurt her soul, but she did it—and made biscuits and gravy.  Biscuits and gravy were delicious, and Kaitlyn was half convinced that the reason that Wednesday had finally decided to date her was because of the first time she'd tasted Kaitlyn's biscuits and gravy.
 
   At some point during the process, Wednesday got up.  Kaitlyn didn't notice until she saw Wednesday standing in the door to the kitchen, watching her cook.
 
   "Hey!" she said, cheerfully.
 
   Wednesday was holding that leather collar that Kaitlyn had given her, fiddling with it.  "Hey," said Wednesday.  "So, um.  Do you want to do a thing?"
 
   "I. . . I mean, I did have more things planned," said Kaitlyn.  "But . . ."
 
   "Rain check?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Rain check," agreed Kaitlyn, enthusiastically.  "But, um."
 
   "What?"
 
   "You know how you have that evil chain that I'm supposed to put on when I want you to be mean to me?" said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Sure?" said Wednesday, who didn't seem to know where Kaitlyn was going with that.
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn.  "I kind of want an opposite chain than that." 
 
   "Do you?" asked Wednesday, and there was an edge of something dangerous there.
 
   "Yes?" said Kaitlyn.  "I hurt everywhere, and I'm still so scared about what happened yesterday that I don't even want to stop moving because I'm just going to start crying, and I want you to be nice to me, but also to do terrible things to me that are nice, and—"
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "S'okay.  Here's what we're going to do.  We're going to eat breakfast, and we're both going to sit at the table this time.  And then we'll give you a bath, and I'll tell you the care instructions that Flora sent me, and we'll talk a little bit."
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  Wednesday liked talking about stuff.
 
   "Yeah, it is okay," said Wednesday.  "You want me to boss you around, you don't get to be all sticking your bottom lip out at me for bossing you around.  And through communication, we will better understand what we want, and what we're going to be doing about the things that we want."
 
   "Ugh," said Kaitlyn, flopping down into her chair.  "I was great last night, though, right?"
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "Yeah, you were great.  Climbing ropes and shit?  It is literally the case that if I didn't have you with me, I wouldn't have been able to get Jessie out, and I might have gotten myself killed.  So, while I am not at all a fan of topping from the bottom, I'm going to be treating you pretty nicely for the next week or so.  After that, I will devolve to my normal level of mean, because—"
 
   "Because your normal level of mean is terrific," said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday flicked the tip of Kaitlyn's nose, which made her wince.  "Nice to you doesn't mean letting you interrupt me."
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn,  trying not to grin too widely.
 
   "And also it doesn't mean me not getting me my breakfast," said Wednesday.  "Biscuits.  Gravy.  Orange Juice.  Et Cetera."
 
   There wasn't that much et cetera, and it still hurt to see the lamb chops in the trash, but okay.  Kaitlyn got Wednesday's breakfast, and they ate.  That was a great thing about Wednesday.  She had a lot to say in general, but when there was food that deserved attention, she'd eat.  Sometimes she'd do stuff to Kaitlyn while eating, but she didn't talk.  Kaitlyn had gone through a difficult enough time that she didn't want to also have to face the choice between saying something with a mouthful of biscuit, or just ignoring Wednesday and eating.
 
   When they were done, Wednesday took her to the bathroom and undressed her, and when Kaitlyn was in the bath, and it was filling up, Wednesday unwrapped the gauze from Kaitlyn's hands.  "The deal is that you have to have a bath once a day, and there has to be rosemary in the water," said Wednesday.  "Don't let anything besides water with rosemary touch the skin on the palms of your hands, at all, at any time, until Thursday night.  If you do, it will hurt like hell, and leave a spreading yellow stain; only way to remove the stain is to go back to Flora's office, and have her fix it."
 
   "Oh God," said Kaitlyn.  "She's not going to be nice about it if I have to go there."
 
   "No," said Wednesday.  "She's not a nice person.  Anyhow."
 
   There were little bits of rosemary floating in the bathtub.  Kaitlyn lowered her hands, and it felt good.  Really good; they'd been aching until then, and that eased it.  Then she lifted her hands up out of the water.  "I just. . . it's risking a lot keeping them where I could touch things?"
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "Let's get those wrapped back up."
 
   "Thanks," said Kaitlyn.  "Your hair looks nice."
 
   Wednesday blushed, which was frankly amazing.  "I'm not going back for another cut next week," she said.  "I mean, maybe for an occasional dress-up, I'll—"
 
   "It'd look better if you grew it out a little," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah, okay," said Wednesday.  After she finished wrapping Kaitlyn's hands back up, she tied her wrists together and pulled the rope up through the reinforced showerhead that she'd put in.
 
   For one reason or another, Kaitlyn's breath was a little short.
 
   "Of course," said Wednesday, soaping up a washcloth, "while incidental moisture is acceptable, actually getting your hands wet isn't on.  So it seems that this—" and she moved the cloth across Kaitlyn's breasts, "is my responsibility."
 
   Definitely short of breath.
 
   "You are going to have to wipe your own butt, though," said Wednesday.  "Fingertips.  And we're going to be getting takeout a few times, because while it's cute watching you try to cook with fingertips, we don't have infinite time."
 
   Kaitlyn's breath had gotten too short to have a conversation.  She just lay in the tub and writhed as Wednesday washed her, from the top of her head down to her toes, with extra concentration on the more interesting parts.  And there was definitely something about the way Wendesday pushed Kaitlyn's head under in order to rinse the shampoo from her hair.
 
   "Of course," said Wednesday, "there is the question of this."  She tapped her sharpie on Kaitlyn, right over her pussy.
 
   "What question?" said Kaitlyn.  "I came, you were okay with it."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "But it wasn't something I gave explicit permission for.  I dunno.  What do you think."
 
   "It counts," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Fair enough," said Wednesday, putting the previous day's date down.  "I mean, you did seem to enjoy yourself."
 
   "Oh God, Wednesday.  You don't—"
 
   "I was there," said Wednesday.  "And that's part of what we're going to be talking about once we're done here.  But okay."
 
   Untied, and up, but just untied from the showerhead, not that her wrists were untied.  Then Wednesday led her out to the living room, dried her off, and then patted the couch next to her.  Kaitlyn curled up, her head on Wednesday's lap.
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "First of all, sorry about ruining your plans last night, but you know."
 
   "Something came up," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Something came up," said Wednesday.  "Fair enough.  We'll pick up where we left off next week?"
 
   Kaitlyn hurt, and her hands hurt, and she was still a little tired.  What she wanted to do was for Wednesday to take care of her, and also hurt her, and also give her an orgasm, but at the same time, she knew that when she was feeling better, there were things that she meant to get to, which she hadn't gotten to.  And she'd been having fun, and—
 
   "If you don't want to," said Kaitlyn, "we don't have to go back to that any time soon."
 
   "Um," said Wednesday.
 
   "What?" said Kaitlyn, pushing in a little closer.
 
   "Well, it's just.  Okay.  I'm. . . a weekend is a long time, and I'm okay with things being back to normal now."  She was stroking Kaitlyn's thigh and hip and side, and it was really comfortable.  And it was really comfortable being naked on the couch when Wednesday wasn't.  "And my crotch still feels weird, and I know it's going to start feeling prickly soon.  Pricklier.  But . . . okay.  So, it's a change, and I don't like change, and it's not me in charge, and I like being in charge.  But you're pretty good at this stuff, and I want to see what else you had planned."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "I. . . thanks, Wednesday."
 
   "I mean, it's not like I was a hundred percent onboard for everything," said Wednesday.  "If you want to wait for a full response until after you're done, okay, but—"
 
   "Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn.  "I'm not sure that I want to have a review of my sex-having at all."
 
   "Yeah, well.  Too bad.  I'm a nerd.  I like talking about things that I like, and I like having sex, so I'm going to like talking about having sex."
 
   "Ugh," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "And I'm not saying you can't do things that I don't like, or you have to do things that I like.  But I figure this way, it won't be quite as much trial and error on your part.  So that will make your life easier?  I mean, if I hated being tickled, and you thought I loved it, you'd—"
 
   "You hate being tickled?"
 
   A pause.  "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "I said if."
 
   "And I said, 'you hate being tickled?' Because I was—ow!"
 
   Wednesday had pinched Kaitlyn's nipple, not that hard, but she was feeling a little sensitive.  "I don't hate being tickled, Kaitlyn.  I mean, I do hate being tickled, but I also don't hate it?  That doesn't make sense, but—"
 
   "Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn.  "I'm not as expert in this stuff as you are.  But you've done like a thousand things to me which I hate but which I also want you to do to me as often as possible.  That is like the one thing in the world that I don't need explained to me.  Ow!"
 
   That pinch wasn't strictly required.
 
   "You're not stupid, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "And you know lots of things.  Anyhow.  Tickling is fine, haircut. . ."  Kaitlyn looked up, and watched Wednesday sort of jiggle her hair.  "I don't know.  Uncomfortable, and it can go from good uncomfortable to bad uncomfortable pretty easily.  But I don't know how to cook, Kaitlyn.  And I don't like it when you call me Em, and I don't like it when you spend your parents’ money on me.  That's not quite a hard line for me, but it's close."
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.  "But I like buying you stuff.  And it's not like I can get a job.  I mean, I could, but—"
 
   "But every stupid college kid job within thirty miles is already filled by a stupid college kid, and what you can get further away probably wouldn't pay the gas money for further away.  And there's no point in earning five hundred bucks over a month and letting your GPA drop half a point."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "So."
 
   "So," said Wednesday.  "Like I said, I'm not making in a hard limit, but try to limit it?  Please?"
 
   Kaitlyn pouted, but okay, fair enough.  "Why can't I call you Em, though.  I mean, you tell everyone to call you Em, and I know that I wasn't allowed for a reason, but we're okay now, so—"
 
   "Started out not letting you call me Em because I was mad at you," said Wednesday.  "But I've gotten used to it.  And I just. . . I don't know.  It's different from what everyone else calls me, and you're different than everyone else.  So, like, if it's important for you, okay.  But I'm just saying, I'd like it better if you called me something else."
 
   "What, like Wednesday?"
 
   "Sure.  But whatever you want?  Just not Em."
 
   "Like Princess Puddlepants?"
 
   A long, long pause.  "Honestly," said Wednesday, "Yeah, I'd mind.  But I think I'd mind less than you calling me Em."
 
   "Or. . ow!"
 
   "Next week," said Wednesday.  "But not now.  Now you can call me Wednesday."
 
   "Kay," said Kaitlyn.  "More stuff that you want to talk about now, or we could do something?"
 
   "I guess one more thing," said Wednesday.  "It's . . . um.  You're okay with how things are going, in general, right?"
 
   "Ugh," said Kaitlyn.  "What was it that you say about seeing and observing and your methods and so on?  Because you are not Sherlocking as well as usual, Sherlock, if you think that I'm not okay with— ow!"
 
   "Yeah, I know," said Wednesday.  "It's just. . . I mean, I like keeping you needy.  I mean, if it wasn't so much fun to make you come, I'd be keeping you in denial for months at a time.  Because after a week, you're like panting at any thought of sex, and you'll do the most hilarious stuff to be allowed any sort of stimulation, and—"
 
   Kaitlyn had been getting redder and redder as Wednesday was talking, and she noticed that her legs were sort of squirming against each other at that point.  "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "If you don't want to let me come for a while, that's fine, and we can put off the whole me doing stuff to you, honestly, it's fine, and that sounds good, okay?"
 
   Wednesday laughed.  "My point was, if you really want to come a little more often, that's fine too.  But it sounds like not."
 
   "Remember that whole hate it and not hate it thing?" said Kaitlyn.  "It's like that."
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "Now, want to watch a movie, or want to watch me play video games?"
 
   Kaitlyn shrugged.  "Whatever.  Your choice."
 
   "Fine," said Wednesday.  "Anime it is."
 
   'Something with tentacles?" asked Kaitlyn, hopefully.  Wednesday usually prefered arty stuff that would have some crashingly sad ending, with all the kids dying at the end, but . . . well.  She was kind of in the mood for one of the porn ones.
 
   "Okay," said Wednesday.  "Something with tentacles."
 
   Kaitlyn curled in tight and watched sexy scientist ladies contact aliens.  And like she’d hoped, she was curled in tight enough that Wednesday started absent-mindedly fingering her while they watched.  That was great.  The anime, was less great, but it got Wednesday worked up enough that when it was done, she rode Kaitlyn's face long and hard.  Then she left Kaitlyn with vibrators in her butt and her cunt and also tied to her clit while they waited for pizza.  All on low, all on timers, nothing strong enough to let her come, but which definitely left her ready to try to eat her pizza out of a dog bowl at Wednesday's feet as Wednesday worked on math homework, and really excited that she got to give Wednesday more oral before it was time for bed.
 
   It'd been a tough day, but by the next morning, Kaitlyn was feeling a little more in balance.  Everyone was willing to believe that she'd hurt her hands while rock climbing, which was a little insulting, but not entirely unfair.  Then Wednesday sent her a text telling her to come home after lunch, instead of go to the gym, which sounded like a great idea.
 
   "As you pointed out," Wednesday explained, "you're stronger than I am, because of your exercise.  And I've decided to enjoy that a bit.  Sewing room."
 
   Seemed that Wednesday had set something up in the sewing room.
 
   It looked a bit like a hurdle from track and field, only it was made out of pipes.  Then came the hardware.  Thick cuffs, a heavy collar that went on under her necklace, and a leather thing that was halfway between a corset and a belt.  Wednesday attached the collar to the hurdle with a chain that gave Kaitlyn a lot of play, but not enough for her to stand up properly.  Ankle cuffs separated by a bar, so she couldn't get her feet together, and same deal with the wrist cuffs.  Only that was set up behind her back, with another bar that attached to the middle of the belt-corset thing.
 
   "Not sure this is a workout," said Kaitlyn once Wednesday was satisfied.
 
   Wednesday patted her cheek.  "Wait."
 
   It didn't take long.  The thing was, there were a lot of ways that she could stand, but none of them were comfortable.  The angles meant that her legs couldn't quite straighten unless she was really arching her neck and back.  If she let her arms relax, the pole pushed into the middle of the belt, which hurt—not like, felt like she was going to damage anything, but hurt.  So Kaitlyn started twisting around, trying to find some way to stand that wasn't agony.
 
   There wasn't one, but there were enough different ways to stand that when her legs hurt too much, she could put some of the strain onto arching her neck and back.  And when that was too much, it was time for her thighs to take the strain.  Then her calves.  And her shoulders and arms were constantly twisting around too.  Kaitlyn noticed that she was sweating when it started dripping off her forehead.  And also her arms, and her legs, and . . . and Wednesday was sitting and working on a paper.  Ever so often she'd look up, and give a little bit of a grin at Kaitlyn.
 
   It wasn't, like, a weight-lifting setup.  Or one of those machines which told her how many calories she was burning.  But, okay.  It was a full-body workout, in a way, and more fun than most of the workouts that Kaitlyn had tried.  And she also knew, like completely knew, that Wednesday was going to push it a little harder than she really needed to push it.  So it was like having one of those personal trainers.  Sexier, and less shouty, but still someone making her work out more than she would have wanted.
 
   By the end, Kaitlyn's hair was completely soaked with sweat, and her legs and arms were trembling with every breath.
 
   "Good," said Wednesday, closing her book with a snap.  "Figured that might help.  I mean, it was that, or not working out, or going to class smelling like you had worked out.  Anyway.  Let's get you unfastened and to the bath.
 
   Kaitlyn was kind of tempted to crawl behind Wednesday to the bath, but she was way too tired for that.  Every part of her felt like rubber.  The bath, though.  Bath was great.  And again, rosemary in the water, which killed the pain in her palms for a bit, and then rewrapped and tied up while Wednesday gave her a bath.
 
   This time, it wasn't just a little bit of extra attention to the more interesting bits.  It was more getting Kaitlyn worked up to almost the point where she was going to come whether or not Wednesday gave her permission.  And then that was it.  Out of the tub, dried off, dressed, and sent to her afternoon classes with a slap on the ass.
 
   Kaitlyn cooked that night with a little bit of help from Wednesday, mostly when it came to cutting things.  And she still didn’t get an orgasm.
 
   As they were settling in for Mystery Science Theater, Kaitlyn decided to ask.
 
   "So, um?"
 
   "Hm?" said Wednesday.  Kaitlyn was already tied up on the couch, and Wednesday was just getting the popcorn from the microwave.
 
   "Is the plan that I don't get to come until I finish up what I finish that thing that got interrupted?"
 
   "Pretty much," said Wednesday.  "I mean, if you don't like the way I'm doing things, you can just ask, and I'll—
 
   "Wednesday!"
 
   "What?"
 
   "That's mean."
 
   "Yeah, a little," said Wednesday.  "You love it."  She sat down, and patted her thigh.  Kaitlyn put her head down, and they watched puppet robots make fun of a terrible movie.  And then came more sex with no orgasms for Kaitlyn, and two for Wednesday.
 
   It was like that for the next few days.  Her hands hurt, but they hurt less, and that was okay.  Probably didn't hurt as much as it would've if she'd gone to a hospital or something.  And Jessie was still coming to classes, even though Kaitlyn had halfway expected her to drop out.
 
   But no.  Bitching about the guy who'd driven her out to pick up her car from Dr. Backhouse, and bitching about Wednesday not letting her talk to Magog yet.  According to Wednesday, Magog was asleep, and would be until who knew when.  June, probably?  Which was a skill that Kaitlyn could appreciate.  She was only good for maybe ten hours at best, and that was when she was really tired.
 
   Wednesday tied Kaitlyn up differently each day was different, but the basic idea was the same.  Wednesday sat and worked on papers or watched recorded lectures or did other schoolwork, and Kaitlyn had to strain every muscle in her body to find something halfway comfortable, which left her a puddle of jelly when it was done.  Then Wednesday gave her a bath, and if she was lucky she got to lick Wednesday out before going back to school.
 
   Wednesday was being nice to her.  Mostly.  Not letting her come wasn't exactly nice.  But that was kind of fair enough.  She wanted Wednesday to hurt her a little, and if she was going to be, like, listening to her opinion about things, this was a way to be a little mean to her.
 
   And it did bring her enthusiasm for the second half of her weekend back up.
 
   Like Flora had promised, the bandages were able to come off on Thursday.  There was a little bit of a scar—a red line that Kaitlyn could see when she looked closely.  But not more than that.
 
   "She could've kept it from scarring," said Wednesday.  "If you want, I could probably fix that."
 
   Kaitlyn considered.  "No," she said.  "I mean, if she made it so that my hands are going to hurt forever, I'd want that fixed, but as a reminder, it's okay.  I mean, you only see it if you're looking for it.  And we did kind of fuck that up, there, with Jessie.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I mean, it's probably as much a reminder for me as it is for you.  So.  What should we have done?"
 
   "You're smart," said Kaitlyn.  "You figure it out."
 
   Wednesday sighed and looked a little sad.
 
   "Fine!" said Kaitlyn.  "You should've used the necklace to make me go down and put the necklace on Jessie.  I mean, you used it to use it to make me, like, clean your bathroom and shave and stuff, and I kind of did it better than I would've if it was me doing it."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I mean, I don't . . . I kind of like using the necklace.  But I'm also a little afraid of it.  There's a lot that can go wrong, honestly."
 
   What she was worried about was if she used the necklace too much, she'd be as big of a dick as Flora Backhouse.  But while Kaitlyn was completely sure that wasn't going to happen, she wasn't going to be able to convince Wednesday of that.
 
   "It would've been you putting it on Jessie, helping Jessie get some cuff ties into the rope, so she'd have something to hold onto, then you climb out, and then the two of us pull her up."  Wednesday shook her head.  "Maybe shred my skirt a little bit before you wreck your hands, too."
 
   "Sorry about your skirt," said Kaitlyn.  "It was nice."
 
   Wednesday shrugged.  "You were the one who paid for it, anyway.  Don't have to apologize to me.  Anyhow.  Let's see if those hands are fully healed.  And maybe I'll practice with Grandma Eastey's necklace a little."
 
   "It's not Grandma Easty's necklace," said Kaitlyn.  "She gave it to you, you gave it to me.  It's my necklace."
 
   Then Kaitlyn slapped herself in the face, which wasn't something that she'd intended to do.  Wednesday was grinning at her.
 
   "Sorry," she said.  "I forgot.  Now."
 
   Wednesday had just finished giving Kaitlyn a bath; her hands were untied, but she was still in the tub.  Kaitlyn got up, dried herself up.  Wednesday was sitting at the side of the tub, watching her.  And then Kaitlyn went over, and lifted Wednesday up.
 
   Not something that she'd ever even tried to do.  Well, except when she'd pulled her up from that cistern.  And it was something that she could do, more or less.
 
   "Little awkward," said Wednesday.
 
   "Little too much pie," grumbled Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday slapped Kaitlyn's face herself, then kissed her.  "Says the person who makes the pies.  Onward!"
 
   Onward was toward the bedroom.  Where Kaitlyn put Wednesday down on the bed, and then put a blindfold on herself.  And then gave Wednesday a massage.
 
   Hands seemed pretty much fully healed.  Didn't hurt, and it was nice to rub Wednesday’s skin.  And the massage oil that had come from somewhere definitely seemed to help.
 
   "Try not to," said Wednesday, sounding a bit dreamy.  Frankly, Kaitlyn gave great massages, and it was nice that Wednesday was appreciating that.
 
   Kaitlyn didn't particularly want to stop.  But she tried.  Nothing.  Her hands kept doing what they were supposed to be doing.
 
   "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Fine, fine," said Wednesday.  "Okay, quiet time now, pumpkin."
 
   Pumpkin?  That was new.  Not her favorite, honestly, but since it was apparently quiet time, there wasn't anything she could say about that.
 
   The massage started at the shoulders, and went down.  It was weird.  Kaitlyn gave pretty good massages, but while she'd offered, Wednesday hadn't been interested.  Now she was, though.  Even though it was basically the exact thing that Kaitlyn would've done.
 
   She wasn't supposed to talk, but there wasn't anything about not kissing Wednesday.  So Kaitlyn did that.
 
   Wednesday had been relaxed, but that stiffened her up a little.  "Huh," she said.
 
   "Sorry?  I just—"
 
   "Quiet time," said Wednesday.  "Three shots with the cane when we're done.  And I'm not mad, I'm interested.  Hm."
 
   Kaitlyn's hands had kept working on Wednesday's back.  "Okay, try that again," said Wednesday.
 
   This time, Kaitlyn did want to do it, but she couldn't.  She could lean pretty close, though.  Close enough that she was breathing on Wednesday's back.  But she couldn't kiss her.  She could move a little further down, though, and lie down sort of pressed on her, with her hands still working out the kinks in Wednesday's shoulders.
 
   "Hm," Wednesday repeated, and Kaitlyn had to move up a little bit, so she wasn't full-on lying on Wednesday.  She was still close enough that her breasts were touching Wednesday now and then, lightly.  That was nice.  A week of denial had left her nipples sensitive.
 
   She’d have liked to just go on like that, but after she was done with Wednesday's back, Kaitlyn sat up and rubbed Wednesday’s legs, starting at her feet, and working up to her butt.  And then between Wednesday's legs.  Wednesday made a happy little relaxed noise when Kaitlyn started.  So, okay.  Kaitlyn hadn't set out to like, show Wednesday what she wanted to do.  But she had wanted to give the occasional hand-job, and it seemed like now she was going to be able to do that.  The massage oil wasn't a bad addition, either.  Because not only was Wednesday soft and clean—little stubbly, but still soft—she was also wet and slick, and the skin was so soft on her fingertips.
 
   The thing was, while she was doing what she wanted to do, Wednesday was controlling the pace.  Kaitlyn would get her close, but then she'd ease off.  Once, she stopped completely, and set an alarm on Wednesday's phone.  Next time, she was able to push Wednesday completely over, two fingers curling up inside her, her other hand on Wednesday's clit.
 
   When she was done, she toweled the oil off of Wednesday's back, and then Wednesday turned over, pulled her in, and went to sleep.
 
   Wednesday was naked too, but there wasn't any question who was in charge.  Kaitlyn kissed the inside of Wednesday's wrist, and was just drifting off when the alarm rang.
 
   That was the real problem with trying to nap in the middle of the day.  Either it wasn't enough, or she woke up feeling weird and gross.
 
   "So, anyway," said Wednesday, getting dressed.  "Looks like the hands are okay, then."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "Pretty good, I'd say."
 
   "Sure," said Wednesday.  "Now, here's the thing.  I was kind of tempted to take the money that Jessie gave me and put it in like a mutual fund or something.  But the fact is, I had been pushing way too hard, and my grades on midterms weren't what they should've been.  So I've cut back my hours at the library."
 
   "Oh yay!" said Kaitlyn.  "So we can keep doing what you've been doing?  Because what you've been doing is great."
 
   "That depends," said Wednesday.  "It's a fun sort of stop-gap, but it's not a complete replacement for an actual workout regimen.  So, if you can handle that in addition to still going to the gym, then yes."
 
   "Deal," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Which raises questions about how much free time you have in your schedule, but skip it.  In terms of what you're going to be working on, in addition to general fitness, lifting seems like it might not be a bad idea.  Also running.  Climbing and swimming too.  In general, I want you to pick up a few non-weapon proficiencies."
 
   "Uh."
 
   "Sorry, sorry.  Keep thinking in terms of second edition, because those were the books that the library had when we moved out to Vermont.  You can call them skills."
 
   "Oh. . . kay?"
 
   Wednesday was back in jeans and a t-shirt, like she usually was.  And wearing a bra, which wasn't ideal, but whatever.  Professional demeanor and all that.  And she'd been touching up her nails, rather than cleaning them off.  How she'd found the same color. . . magic?  Or something.  Looked good, anyway.
 
   "Basically," said Wednesday, "I'm going to do what I can to keep us from fucking things up when it all goes wrong.  And so are you.  Not a hundred percent sure that we're going to come to situations where swimming fast is going to help, but it seems like it's more likely to be directly relevant than being able to do a lot of stomach crunches."
 
   "Right," said Kaitlyn.  "Makes sense."
 
   It did make sense, honestly.  So did cleaning the apartment, which she'd sort of let slide when she wasn't able to use the palms of her hand.  And then she had to get dressed and go to class, and then go shopping.  Easier to drive when she wasn't holding the wheel with her fingertips, too.  In general, yeah.  Feeling pretty good.  And she'd come back around to looking forward to the weekend.  But then, she'd also be looking forward to the weekend if it was going to be Wednesday doing what she wanted to do to Kaitlyn.
 
   Hopefully, this wasn't going to end the same way that the last one had ended.
 
   It wasn't going to start Friday night, but at least Wednesday had a little time off.  Only instead of hanging out, she sent Kaitlyn to go hang out with her friends while she did some sewing.
 
   Which . . . well, Kaitlyn should really have been keeping up more with her friends.  She’d known girls who’d gotten so wrapped up with a boyfriend after they moved in that they’d lost touch with their all their friends by the time they broke up.  Not that Kaitlyn and Wednesday were going to break up ever, but still.
 
   So there were the guys who she went hiking with most Sundays when Wednesday was working, and there were a couple of girls who she'd had classes with, and there were bars nearby, and . . . well, she was in college, and despite everything else going on, it was nice to just be a college kid occasionally.
 
   Kaitlyn had thought that Wednesday was working on another one of those costumes that people paid her to make.  But when she came back, a little bit wobbly, Wednesday was wearing the skirt that Kaitlyn had ripped up on Flora Backhouse's lawn.
 
   She'd cut down the ragged edges, and hemmed them, so now the skirt had like two big slits in it.  Which was. . . well, it was a bit more daring than it had been when Kaitlyn had bought it.  But at the same time, Wednesday had nice legs.  And there was like, a regal quality to it?  Like someone from an ancient Egypt movie or something.
 
   "So," said Wednesday, twirling a little.  "What do you think?"
 
   "Wow," said Kaitlyn.  "Gosh.  I. . . wow."
 
   "Heh," said Wednesday.  "Okay, you've had a little to drink, I've got a crick in my neck—serging isn't that much of a pain, honestly, but it was a little tricky deciding how much to keep, and how much to get rid of, you know?  Normally, it's not worth trying to salvage clothing once it starts to go, because it's usually the fabric giving up. . ."  She trailed off.  "How tired are you?"
 
   Kaitlyn considered.  "Lil' bit," she said.  "Don't want to drive anywhere, don't think I'm going to pass out if we do drive somewhere?  What do you want to do?"
 
   "I don't know," said Wednesday.  "Kind of want to show off my skirt, but that can probably wait.  Definitely don't want to drive your car if I don't have to."
 
   "Aww," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, it's a little much for going out with?"
 
   "It's fine," said Wednesday.  "I mean, it'd be a little much if I wasn't wearing underwear, sure.  But worst case, someone gets a quick flash of my underpants when I turn too fast, and that's fine.  My underpants have Batman on them."
 
   They did.  Not like, just the Batman logo.  They had a collage of comic book panels on them. Kaitlyn wasn't sure if Wednesday had made those or what.  They were a little much, honestly.
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "So let's go.  You got us back from Vermont fine, and you've done a good job with the skirt, it looks great."
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday, flirting her hips a little.  "It's the skirt my girlfriend used to save my life, so that's kind of a new favorite, right there."
 
   "Aw," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, you'd have gotten yourself out if you had to, probably, but aw.  So let's goooo."
 
   Wednesday shook her head.  "No.  I don't like driving ever, because it makes me nervous.  I double don't like driving your car, because that thing is a work of art, and I worry about it when you have to park on the street."
 
   "Fine," said Kaitlyn.  "So we can stay in, or go for a walk, or . . ."
 
   "Or. . . " said Wednesday.
 
   Kaitlyn looked down at her feet, which were twisting against each other.  "Or I could lick you out, please?  You look pretty?"
 
   "Ugh," said Wednesday, taking off her Batman underpants.  "I am way too indulgent with you, sometimes."
 
   "Can I come?"
 
   "No, of course not," said Wednesday.  "Not that indulgent.  Now, hands and knees and come here."
 
   That was easy enough.  Only once she pushed in past Wednesday's skirt, Wednesday took a step back.  And then again, after a single lick.  And again, and again.  Kaitlyn made a little frustrated whine, and wriggled.  That did it.  Wednesday grabbed the back of Kaitlyn's head and held her up against her, hard.  Wednesday was warm and wet and ready, although she was also more than a little prickly, because of having shaved a week ago.  Well, that was Kaitlyn's own fault.  Nothing she could do about that.
 
   No, that was great.  Better than going out.  And, honestly, Kaitlyn could've not gone with tequila shots.  Which was the sort of thing that she usually wound up thinking after tequila.
 
   It made getting up the next morning a little challenging, but she managed it, while Wednesday slept as her usual pile of arms and legs, waking blearily up at around lunchtime and then going online like a bear coming briefly out of hibernation to check its email.  After lunch, there was a lacrosse game.  Howland won, which was nice.  No chance of Wednesday showing up for that unless Kaitlyn made her, and that seemed like kind of a waste.  And when that was over, Kaitlyn went out to do the shopping.  Lamb chops again, ingredients for the crust again.
 
   She'd kind of been ready for Wednesday to take over.  Not before Wednesday had taken over, but afterward.  And for a while, she'd kind of been dreading Saturday night, because after the last one, she just wanted to have a usual Saturday night date, where they both dressed up fancy, and Wednesday did sex stuff to her while they were both dressed up fancy.  And also she'd spend a couple of hours cooking something nice.
 
   Only now. . . well, maybe it was the teasing that Wednesday had been doing all week.  Maybe it was the way that Wednesday's legs had looked in that cut-up skirt.  Whatever it was, she was ready to roll.  She'd had plans for Saturday night and Sunday, and Jessie had cock-blocked her.  But now it was time to go.
 
   Sooner than expected, as it turned out.  When she got home, Wednesday was in the kitchen, washing the dishes, wearing nothing but the cuffs and collar that Kaitlyn had bought her.  Ankle cuffs were on, wrist cuffs were on the table.
 
   "Oh!" said Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday knelt, a little more gracefully that time, and then gave her a shy smile.  "Figured I'd get started on chores?"
 
   "But, I mean, I guess. . . it's like a couple of hours early?"
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday with an uncomfortable wriggle.  "But I guess I kind of had a good time helping you cook last week?  I mean, if you don't—"
 
   Kaitlyn dropped the shopping bags, pushed Wednesday down onto her back, and shimmied out of her underpants.  "Ugh, fine," she said, straddling Wednesday’s face and doing her best Wednesday voice.  "I am way too indulgent with you, some times."
 
   Wednesday was laughing as she was eating her out, and that was kind of weird, but Kailtyn was ready enough that it didn't matter.  If anything, made it better.  She grabbed hold of Wednesday's hair, two big handfuls, and she pulled hard as she came.  Not quite enough to leave Wednesday needing a better haircut and bandages, but there were certainly some winces after Kaitlyn dismounted.
 
   "Nice, nice," said Kaitlyn.  "So, you can start on mixing the breading.  Proportions are clear, and this is the sort of things I know that you have to do in chemistry labs."
 
   "Yeah, pretty much," said Wednesday.  She kissed Kaitlyn's foot before standing up.  Which she didn't have permission to do, but, whatever.  Kaitlyn wasn't going to try to be like, super bossy.  She just wanted Wednesday to hang out and cook and then there were plans.
 
   The cooking went okay.  The problem was that there were a lot of things that Wednesday just straight up didn't know how to do.  So it was like—separating eggs was a challenge, and Wednesday flipped things over way too often when she was trying to fry them, because she didn't want to risk burning the bottom.  Kaitlyn hadn't really thought about it, but there were a lot of things that you had to know, even if the recipe was a pretty simple one.
 
   Working together, they got the lamb chops breaded and in the oven, and the potatoes fried, and the salad done.  And they talked a bit out their weeks, like they'd sometimes do at dinner.  It was great.  Wednesday was great at sex, but she was also great at talking.  Or listening?  Point was, normally, Kaitlyn felt a little stupid and off balance when she was talking to Wednesday.  This time, first of all, Wednesday was being stupid about how to peel potatoes, and second of all, when Kaitlyn felt that Wednesday was teasing her, she'd pinch her.  That worked out great.
 
   "Right," she said, when the food was in.  "Go get dressed fancy.  When the oven beeps, take out the lamb.  It's going to have to cool for like ten minutes, then you can plate it, and the potatoes, and the salad.  And I'll let you pick out a nice wine.  Not a whole cup for me. I'm going to be driving.  But it's going to be like two cups for you.  Chop-chop!  Lamb's got to come out in twelve minutes."
 
   Truth was, Wednesday could generally get dressed pretty fast, even when she was dressing fancy.
 
   So Kaitlyn took her time as Wednesday rushed.  By the time she was back at the kitchen table, Kaitlyn looked fucking awesome.  Slinky red dress, heels, sapphire earrings.  And her necklace, of course, same as always.  Truth was, Wednesday also looked pretty great.  She was wearing the cuffs and collar—no shoes, which was a nice touch—the skirt that she'd spent hours fixing, and also a tight corset.
 
   It wasn’t the sort of corset that covered her boobs.  And she wasn’t wearing any other top, either.  When Kaitlyn flicked her thumb over Wednesday's nipple, Wednesday moaned and gave a full-body shudder.
 
   "Little sluttier than usual there, pet," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Sorry?" said Wednesday.  "There's a jacket too, but I wasn't sure—"
 
   "Didn't say it was bad, just said that it was slutty.  Anyhow.  Set the table for one.  You serve, I eat.  I've been waiting two weeks for those lamb chops, and frankly, I'm a lot more interested in them than I am in you right now."
 
   Wednesday curtseyed—it was adorable—and set the table.  Kaitlyn talked a big game about not being interested in Wednesday, but she was totally lying.  In order to avoid giving the game away by, like, shoving Wednesday up against the table and humping her leg, Kaitlyn left the room—putting a bit of sway into her walk—got the dog-bowls out of that suitcase that she'd brought back from Vegas, and set them up under the table.
 
   Wednesday had set out candlesticks on the table, same as usual—sometimes Wednesday liked to do stuff with the wax.  But they also had pillar candles, and Kaitlyn put one on either side of the dog bowls.  Wednesday looked somewhere between frightened and horny, which was exactly where Kaitlyn wanted her.  "And the wine?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday poured a half-cup for Kaitlyn.  "It's mostly grenache?  From the Rhone valley.  It's—"
 
   "Lovely, I'm sure," said Kaitlyn.  She took the bottle, and poured out a bit more than two cups’ worth into one of the dog bowls.  "Now, hands and knees, pet."
 
   Wednesday obeyed, and Kaitlyn snapped the carabiners closed, attaching her wrist cuffs and ankle cuffs.  Helping of salad and pan-fried potatoes in the other bowl.  No chops though.  "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  Enjoy."
 
   The bowls were set up so that Wednesday was facing away from Kaitlyn.  Kaitlyn lifted the skirt up over Wednesday's hips.  It was a lovely butt in the candlelight, and the way Wednesday arched, Kaitlyn got a nice view of her pussy.  Which was drooling a little, and that was nice.  She patted it, and then started eating.
 
   Every so often, she remembered that Wednesday was there.  In fact, she gave Wednesday a bunch of bones and half-eaten chops fairly early on, because that was what she’d meant to do in the first place.  If she hadn't, she'd have eaten herself into a stupor, and would've had to go to sleep instead of following through on her plans.  The wine was okay—a little more alcoholic than she liked, but it wasn't too red-wine tasting, which was good—and the potatoes were what she expected them to be.  But, as it turned out, a herb and breadcrumb crust for lamb chops definitely didn't ruin them.
 
   When she reached the point of slowing down, she started to play a little more with Wednesday.  That was. . . well, that made Wednesday all twitchy and moany.  And it was great.
 
   Also, Kaitlyn took away the first set of bones, because those looked pretty chewed on, and gave Wednesday the rest of her leftovers.  And another half-cup or so of wine into her bowl.  "When it's clean, we can go," she said.  Then she went to get the plug.  And her strap-on.
 
   It was going to be great.
 
   Wednesday was still licking her wine bowl clean when Kaitlyn worked the plug in.  When she was done, Kaitlyn clipped the lead onto the collar, and then put Wednesday’s jacket on—closed, it more or less covered up her chest, which was okay for going outside.  The lead, though.
 
   Well, it was dark.  And if anyone noticed, it's not like it was against the law to wear a collar and a lead, and to go out to a car like that.  And Wednesday went along with it, which Kaitlyn wasn't sure she was going to do.  So, good.  Okay.
 
   One last thing that she'd brought along, and she'd kind of forgotten about it, but Wednesday would probably give her an opening for it.  Didn't take long, either.  They pulled out of the spot, and Wednesday said, "So, where are we going?"
 
   Kaitlyn took the ring-gag out of her purse and passed it to Wednesday.  She couldn't exactly watch Wednesday's reactions, because she was driving, but there was definitely a little hesitation before Wednesday took it.  When they were stopped at the light, Kaitlyn looked over.  Yeah, Wednesday was wearing it, and yeah, she looked great.  Nervous, too, even though it was hard to see nervous with that gag keeping her mouth all the way open.
 
   "You may as well unbutton the jacket," said Kaitlyn.  "Going to be drooling a little, and you don't want that to ruin your clothing."
 
   She could imply that they were going to be going out in public, and Kaitlyn wanted Wednesday to look her best.  But the fact was, they weren't going anywhere with anyone else, and if she implied that they were, Wednesday might pull the plug on things.
 
   It was a bit of a drive.  Enough that by the time Kaitlyn pulled off the highway onto the dirt road, Wednesday's chest was pretty drool-covered.
 
   "It's going to be a little bumpy," said Kaitlyn.  "If you really need to take the plug out, you can, but see if you can keep it in, okay?"
 
   Quick nod from Wednesday.
 
   Riding down dirt roads at night wasn't easy, but Kaitlyn was good at driving, and liked doing it, unlike some people she could name.  Although Wednesday did have to stop in the middle to get the plug out.  It was good that she'd tried, and it was good that she'd stopped when she couldn't do it any more, rather than leaving her needing medical care or something.  Which was a point that Wednesday had made a lot about Kaitlyn, and which was starting to make a little more sense after Kaitlyn had been in charge for a little bit.
 
   Anyhow.  The place they stopped was a meadow that Kaitlyn had spotted when they'd gone hiking in the forest a few times.  Soft grass, and it was up on a slope, so they got a nice view of the sky.  Clear night, so there were a hell of a lot of stars.
 
   Kaitlyn stopped the car, unbuckled Wednesday, slid the jacket off her shoulders and tossed it back into the car, and led her out to the meadow.  Lights were still on, though, and she went and sat on the hood.
 
   In addition to weird nerd music, Wednesday liked a bit of just about everything.  Except country, because she was a big snob, but she'd gotten okay with a bit of country here and there to.  So, Kaitlyn turned on some of the more dance-y stuff that she'd taken out of Wednesday's playlists and put it on real loud.  Not that there was anyone else to hear, but, okay.
 
   "Go ahead and dance for me," she said.
 
   The light from the headlamps wasn't exactly great, but it was good enough to see Wednesday's shoulders slump a little, and then Wednesday's glower.
 
   Kaitlyn giggled.  "Go on."  She'd been wearing the strap-on harness under her dress; now she moved the dress to the side, and snapped the dildo in.
 
   Wednesday was starting to sway a little.  She was. . . well, Wednesday was very good at a lot of things.  But she wasn't exactly a great dancer.
 
   Still, even though on a scale of Lorde to Shakira, Kaitlyn would've rated Wednesday's dancing as "I hope she doesn't hurt herself," after a while, Wednesday loosened up a bit, and Kaitlyn found herself with a hand wrapped around her fake cock.  The thing was, at least according to part of the internet, she might be able to come because of the pressure of the strap-on on her clit.  That. . . it didn't seem likely that would happen, honestly.  But it felt a bit okay.  And yeah, Wednesday wasn't a great dancer.  But her breasts were pale in the light of the of the headlights, and her feet were bare on the grass, and her eyes on Kaitlyn were hungry and lost.
 
   One song ended, and before the next one could start, Kaitlyn turned it off and headed out to where Wednesday stood, shivering a little.
 
   "Nice," she said, and licked the sweat off of Wednesday’s shoulder.  Then she laid her down on the grass, and plowed her hard.  Face to face, her teeth on Wednesday's neck, her hands on Wednesday's hips, on her breasts, the dildo—the big one this time—inside Wednesday, making her twist and moan and come to a bucking orgasm.  Twice.  And then Kaitlyn took the gag out and the strap-on off and let Wednesday lick her out.  It was so good.  As good as she could've hoped.  Exactly what she'd planned for the week before, before everything had gone crazy.
 
   They didn't go home right away afterwards.  Kaitlyn got the blankets out and laid them down on the hood and windshield of her car, and they lay there together, relaxed, boneless, looking up at all the stars in the sky, their pinky fingers locked together.
 
   "So," said Kaitlyn after a while.  "Having a good time?"
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I mean, you want a full review, I—"
 
   "No," said Kaitlyn.  "That's fine.  Glad to hear that you're enjoying yourself, though.  I mean, I am."
 
   "Good," said Wednesday.  "I mean, you've certainly earned it."
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  She looked up at the stars, and listened to her heart beating, and felt Wednesday's finger locked with hers.
 
   "So, um.  Big plans for tomorrow?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "Kinda," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I had planned on doing a bunch of stuff last week, and now I also have other plans.  But anyhow.  You get to come along for rock-climbing, and then maybe we'll take a boat out, and go fishing.  It's been too long since I've been fishing."
 
   Wednesday didn't say anything.  But Kaitlyn could feel it in the little finger that was locked with hers.  "What?"
 
   "No, it's fine," said Wednesday.  "You get to do what you want.  That's the deal."
 
   Kaitlyn sighed.  "You have to listen to me for a weekend, right?"
 
   "Right!"
 
   "So tell me what's bothering you."
 
   "Nice," said Wednesday.  "Okay.  It's just that work wants to migrate from Rhino to FreeCAD, and FreeCAD has been kicking my ass."
 
   "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "If you need to call it off early, I'm okay with that, honest."
 
   "I. . . I appreciate that, Kaitlyn.  But I'm going to do what I said I was going to do.  It'd just means staying up a little late a few more nights.  It's fine."
 
   "How much time you want for that?"
 
   "Few hours?" said Wednesday.
 
   "Few being four?  Five?"
 
   "Four," said Wednesday.
 
   "Deal," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, you're going to have to wake up a little earlier, but—"
 
   Wednesday gave a heartfelt groan.  Kaitlyn laughed—and then she broke off, pointed to the sky.  "Shooting star!"
 
   "That was a good one," said Wednesday when the shooting star was gone.  "Like, it was greenish and all?"
 
   "So, nerd comment, or strange wizard comment coming up?"
 
   "Sorry," sid Wednesday.  "I mean, if you want me to give an eighth grade awkward class project speech about meteors, I could probably manage it.  It was just pretty, was all."
 
   "And you made a wish."
 
   "And I made a wish," said Wednesday.
 
   "Good."  Kaitlyn settled comfortably, still looking up at the stars.  "So, do you have like, a big telescope at home?"
 
   "Yes," said Wednesday.  "I mean, I'm not saying I'm not an eighth grade awkward nerd, despite not being in eighth grade any more.  I'm just saying, I don't need to inform the world that meteors aren't actually stars, and that stony meteors are the most common types, though that classification doesn't—"
 
   "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "Pretty, though."
 
   "They are," said Wednesday.  "I—"
 
   "I mean you," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Oh," said Wednesday.  Then, in a smaller-sounding voice.  "Thanks."
 
   "You're welcome," said Kaitlyn.  "Go ahead and touch yourself."
 
   Wednesday kept her finger holding onto Kaitlyn's.  And while Kaitlyn was still pretty much satisfied as far as sex went, it was nice hearing Wednesday's breathing get irregular, and it was nice to feel her movement through the hood of the car.
 
   "Don't come," said Kaitlyn.  "And tell me what you're thinking about."
 
   Kaitlyn was pretty sure that the answer was going to be some nerd thing.  Wednesday had like a two hard-drives filled with incredibly nerdy pornography, mostly stories and pictures.
 
   "You," said Wednesday, softly.  "Looking at me."
 
   "Niiiiiiice," said Kaitlyn.  "Makes me wonder a bit about why you stockpile blindfolds, but nice.  Okay, a little more of that, and then it's time to go home."
 
   Wednesday didn't argue, but when she stopped, she pushed up against Kaitlyn's side, and Kaitlyn put her arm around her shoulders.
 
   "In theory," said Kaitlyn, "We could set up the sleeping bags.  But we'd wake up at four in the morning, damp and bleary, and I'd rather not."
 
   Wednesday didn't say anything.  Just lay there, holding onto Kaitlyn.
 
   There was another shooting star.  Not as big as that first one.  Kaitlyn wished pretty hard on it.  Then she drove back home—Wednesday fell asleep as soon as they were off the dirt road, and it wasn't easy keeping her eyes on the road when there was a topless girl sleeping right next to her.  By the time they got back, she was too tired even for sex, so they just got undressed on the way to bed, and fell asleep as soon as they were in it.
 
   Next morning, Kaitlyn made Wednesday clean up the clothing and do the laundry, and make her terrible pancakes.  Then came bouldering and lunch out, but not fishing.  Fishing would have to wait for some other time.
 
   The afternoon was for Wednesday to swear at her computer while trying to draw like, a 3D cup, and Kaitlyn to try to work through her calculus homework.  Calculus was a lot more fun when Wednesday was helping her, but Kaitlyn couldn't figure out an appropriate way to make that happen—plus, the whole point was that Wednesday had to get her 3D cup thing done.  But since it was still Kaitlyn’s weekend to be in charge, Wednesday had to do her yelling at the computer naked except for the leather cuffs and collar, and that every hour on the hour she had to climb up on the coffee table and ask Kaitlyn to play with her pussy.
 
   Which was a lot of fun, and also hilarious, because Wednesday would get a little flustered just saying the word pussy.  And also she was dripping wet after like a minute of that, and Kaitlyn teased her for like, ten minutes every hour.  But, to be fair, she let Wednesday swear at her computer for five hours.  And then it was time.
 
   "Another two-hour dose," said Kaitlyn when Wednesday came over after the fifth hour.
 
   It took her a second to figure out what Kaitlyn was talking about.  But then she just nodded, and trotted over to the bedroom.  That was great.  It was ending, but it was still great, that this time, there wasn't any talk about it, or even fears about it that Wednesday had to fight back.  It was just . . . Wednesday trusted her.
 
   The plan was that Wednesday was going to drink it right away, but Kaitlyn couldn't quite bring herself to do it.  She started kissing Wednesday, and Wednesday kissed back and moved under her touch, so Kaitlyn started kissing a little lower.  And then a little lower than that.  She hadn't made her shave again, but Wednesday had gone ahead and done it when Kaitlyn was out shopping, so she wasn't prickly or anything, and it was . . . Kaitlyn pushed in, mouth and tongue, and Wednesday gasped as Kaitlyn sucked gently at her clit.
 
   Make her come, and then . . . no.  Better idea.
 
   "When you get close," said Kaitlyn, "drink it down."
 
   Wednesday gave a happy little gasp.  Excellent.
 
   Wednesday was sitting on the floor with her back up against the couch and Kaitlyn between her legs.  It didn't take too long before Wednesday's legs got a little fluttery.  Kaitlyn could feel Wednesday fighting it back as hard as she could.  Then Kaitlyn pushed a finger in, and Wednesday gulped down her dose of magic sleepy juice.
 
   Kaitlyn didn't stop licking her out, though.  Wednesday’s gasps and moans got quieter and quieter, and when she tried to push back against Kaitlyn's mouth, her muscles were too slack to quite manage it.  And then she slumped a little more, out.
 
   Kaitlyn laid Wednesday down on the floor, and then got the clothing that she'd gotten ready.  Sneakers and jeans and a pair of those strawberry underpants that she hadn't cut up.  And a vintage Star Wars T-shirt that she'd bought for Wednesday when she was in Vegas, and which she hoped that she'd like?  Probably she would.  If it was a fake, someone had really gone a long way to make something that looked really seventies.  And they'd probably have faked one of the popular characters, rather than the little robed dudes.  Anyway.  It was a little harder to get Wednesday dressed when she was unconscious than it had been to get her undressed when she was unconscious—both because shoes were complicated, and because Kaitlyn kind of liked her better undressed.  But she managed to get Wednesday dressed, then up on the couch.  And then Kaitlyn made cookies and popcorn, and got undressed.  Cookies and popcorn on the coffee table, episode of Mystery Science Theater set up and ready to go, wireless mouse on the end table.
 
   Tying herself up wasn't that easy, but she managed.  She could tie her feet up pretty well, wrists. . . well, she tightened the knots with her teeth, but if she had to, she could probably untie herself.  But it wasn't like she could never get out of things when Wednesday tied her up.  It was the spirit of the thing, and the spirit of the thing was . . . Kaitlyn lay her head down on Wednesday's thigh, and felt herself let go.  Could be that Wednesday was going to sleep all night like that.  Probably wouldn't, because the cookies smelled great and Wednesday was a light sleeper.  But she might.
 
   If so, fine.  That was the thing.  She'd wanted to do something, and she'd done it, and now she wanted to just let Wednesday come up with things to do, and Kaitlyn would do them.  She'd do them great, better than anyone.  It was a little awkward, getting hold of Wednesday's hand, tied up like that, but she did, and draped it over her shoulder.  Perfect.
 
   Two hours passed, and the first indication that Wednesday was awake was when the theme song started.  And then Wednesday's hand moved from Kaitlyn's shoulder to her hair.
 
   "So that was interesting," said Wednesday.
 
   "Sh," said Kaitlyn.  "I like the song.  Ow!"
 
   It seemed that Wednesday got pinchy when Kaitlyn told her to sh.  Fair.  But she did wait for the song to finish before she started talking.
 
   "As I was saying," said Wednesday, pausing the video.  "So that was interesting."
 
   "Mhmhm?"
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I mean, I'm kind of not sure if I came in real life or a dream, which is a unique sort of confusion."
 
   "Want a spoiler?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "Nope," said Wednesday.  "It's a productive ambiguity.  Overall, though. . . ."
 
   Nothing for a little bit.
 
   "Overall great?  Overall spectacular?"
 
   Wednesday laughed, and ruffled Kaitlyn's hair.  "Overall, no regrets," she said.
 
   That was not the nicest possible thing she could've said.  But it wasn't bad.
 
   Another ruffle, and Wednesday said, "Yeah, okay.  Great.  I mean—"
 
   Kaitlyn groaned.
 
   "Beg pardon?" asked Wednesday.
 
   "You're going to do the complete review thing now, aren't you?"
 
   "Maybe," said Wednesday.  "I mean, despite your efforts towards steering me to watching a show that I like watching the way I like watching it, I do get to decide what I want to do."
 
   Kaitlyn curled up a little, defensively.
 
   "It was fun, though," said Wednesday, still playing with Kaitlyn's hair.  "I liked watching stars with you, Kaitlyn."
 
   She uncurled, just a little.  "The tickling I'm not going to say I liked, but . . . okay.  Beating was interesting."
 
   So, Wednesday liked the beating?  Next time, she'd have to. . .  "So, um," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "What?"
 
   "So, if you're giving a review, that's so that I understand better what you liked, and what you didn't?"
 
   "Very good!" said Wednesday.  "You've figured out the point of communication."
 
   "Thank you," said Kaitlyn.  "Only. . . I mean, this is something that I had to bargain for, and, you know, I can't spend a month with your creepy grandma that often."
 
   Wednesday didn't say anything.
 
   "I mean. . . if it's something that you want me to do, I could probably find space in my schedule, now and then, but. . . ow!"
 
   She hadn't told Wednesday to sh, but she had kind of earned that.
 
   "Is it something you want me to to do?" asked Kaitlyn.
 
   "It's something that I'll let you talk me into," said Wednesday.  "I mean, not, like, every day.  But occasionally.  Is it something that you want to do more often?"
 
   Kaitlyn gave a tied-up, sideways shrug.  "Not, like, every day.  Way too much thinking about things."
 
   "Deal," said Wednesday, and she reached over and slapped Kaitlyn's thigh pretty hard.  "Now, let's watch the show, and I'll think about your question."
 
   The next week was a regular week.  Wednesday had extra time free in the afternoons, which she mostly used for studying.  And Kaitlyn had enough free time that in addition to her classes and her regular workouts, she managed to be at home a couple of times when Wednesday was there.  Which led to more awkward position bondage while Wednesday worked.  It was weird, sure.  But at that point, finding out that she liked a new weird sex thing wasn't even a surprise anymore.  And it was a good workout, like planking or wall sits, but not the same thing, and also, being turned on made it a little easier.  And even though Wednesday was working for most of it, she always managed to give Kaitlyn a little attention here and there.
 
   There were one or two changes.  Nothing major.  But while Wednesday hadn't wanted to use the mind control part of the necklace before, she was doing that more often now.  It was lik . . . Kaitlyn would be sitting and studying, and then she'd go get Wednesday a cup of tea.  Or she'd suddenly kneel next to her desk, and finger herself.  Then get back up, and get back to work.
 
   That was kind of amazing, honestly.
 
   "Point is," said Wednesday.  "I mean, still don't entirely trust it, but I need to have practice thinking of it as an option, so that—"
 
   "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "I will listen to you talk about it, provided that you don't talk yourself out of it."
 
   Wednesday was slumped down on the couch, and Kaitlyn was standing next to it, hands behind her back, having just delivered a cup of tea to the end table.  Wednesday grinned and then bit Kaitlyn just above the hip.  Kaitlyn gasped and winced and didn't pull away.
 
   And then she knelt and worked Wednesday's jeans down and started fingering her.  Which was another change.  Wasn't just when Wednesday was practicing with the necklace, either.  Sometimes it was in bed, with Wednesday encouraging her with the riding crop, before she let Kaitlyn lick her out.
 
   So apparently she'd done a good job as far as that went.
 
   Also, Saturday, when Kaitlyn started cooking, instead of staying in the living room, and saying swears into her headset, Wednesday came out to the kitchen and hung out with Kaitlyn, helping with the cooking.  Mostly, Wednesday helping meant sitting on the counter and chatting.  But she liked cutting things, so she’d do that, and also she washed the dishes when Kaitlyn was done with them, which was great, and which sped things up a lot.
 
   So, after the Saturday dinner, and then after Wednesday took her to the park around the corner wearing fancy clothing and ropes underneath her jacket and used a remote-control vibrator to make her come, sitting on the swing-set in the dark and empty playground, Kaitlyn had a chance to ask for what she wanted for next week.  What she wanted was for Wednesday to keep hanging out with her while she was cooking, and as per the usual rules, Kaitlyn had to offer something that Wednesday might want.  So she went with doing position bondage while Wednesday studied, at least four days a week.
 
   "Huh," said Wednesday, brushing the hair out of Kaitlyn's eyes.  "Kind of asking for what I wanted to do anyway, and offering what you want me to do anyway."
 
   "Kind of," said Kaitlyn.  "So yes?"
 
   "So yes," said Wednesday, and kissed her forehead.  Then they went home, and the next day, Wednesday answered Kaitlyn's question when they were set up for watching Mystery Science Theater, but before the show started.  And like she hadn't taken a week to think about it.
 
   "Getting back to what my favorite things about what did were," said Wednesday, "I think that the main one was how into it you were."
 
   Kaitlyn squirmed, half uncomfortable about that, half pleased with herself.
 
   "So, to answer your question, yeah, maybe it's something that I actively want to do again, provided that you're as into it as you were that time.  Which raises another point: how to be sure that you're going to be as enthusiastic."
 
   Kaitlyn groaned.
 
   "Yes, well.  A certain amount of orgasm denial, obviously.  But the way I see it, if you really want to do that, you'll offer me something great for another weekend or whatever."
 
   That was not exactly fair.  Kaitlyn made a noise that indicated that it was not exactly fair.
 
   "Right!" said Wednesday.  "Win-win, for me.  You do something nice for me, in order to be allowed to do something else nice for me."
 
   "Ugh," said Kaitlyn.
 
   "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I mean, also, kinda helps me to get into it, knowing that it's something that I owe you, and have to do.  You know?"
 
   "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "That is kind of part of the foundation of our relationship?"
 
   "Heh, yeah, I guess." said Wednesday.  "So great!  It's settled."
 
   "Wouldn't mind if you came begging for it yourself, maybe once," grumbled Kaitlyn.
 
   Wednesday flicked Kaitlyn's ear.  "Might happen.  But don't count on it.  Oh, and after the show, I made you something that might inspire you a little."
 
   That was interesting.  But then there was popcorn and jokes about terrible movies, and a little bit of wine, because they'd opened a bottle for dinner and hadn't quite finished it.
 
   She'd almost forgotten, when she got to the bedroom, and saw what Wednesday had made for her.
 
   A green leather corset, which looked tight, but also amazing.  And a pair of fingerless green gloves.  They were kind of badly stained, and it took a second for Kaitlyn to realize what they were; those were the strips that she'd torn from Wednesday's skirt when they'd been trying to get Jessie out of the cistern.
 
   "Put them on," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn did.  Then she held her hands up in fists, looking at the mirror.  Yeah, okay.
 
   "Those are pretty bad-ass," she said.
 
   "Yup," said Wednesday.  "I mean, it doesn't look exactly like you looked, when you pulled me out of there after I'd screwed things up.  But close enough to remind me."
 
   "Nice," said Kaitlyn.  It wasn't going to be right away.  Probably wasn't going to be until after the month with Wednesday's creepy dead grandma.  But she was going to come up with something to offer that Wednesday couldn't possibly turn down.
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   Standalones:
 
    
 
   Solstice Spells
 
    
 
   The summer solstice is a time for wizards to make acquaintances, engage in friendly banter with their peers, measure their skills, perhaps make an occasional wager. Naya isn’t happy when her husband Reyal comes home with a red-headed sorceress he won on a bet—especially when she finds out that she’s the one who’d have had to pay the price if Reyal had lost.
 
    
 
   She's With Me
 
    
 
   It's a fact that Izzy likes men. Meeka's rule is never crush on straight friends. But a single fact isn't the whole picture, and sometimes rules get broken. On a night out drinking, the two friends stumble into territory that breaks all the rules, and Izzy learns that 'likes men' doesn't keep her from enjoying the rush of giving Meeka orders—and Meeka will do anything to keep her attention…
 
    
 
   How Beautiful Thy Footsteps
 
    
 
   Reffia is the bane of Mesil's existence: a talented thief, pushy, presumptuous... beautiful and tempting. But Mesil has always managed to resist that temptation—until Reffia insists Mesil make her a special pair of magical shoes that will allow Reffia to reach the beautiful city of Endaious Above.  But such powerful magic commands a powerful price: Reffia would become Mesil’s slave.
 
    
 
   Taking One for the Team
 
    
 
   The barnstorming team is Raven’s chance at the big leagues, and she jumps at it. Only problem is, stormers have traditions. Traditions like, player doesn’t make her target, player gets used by the team.  Over the next season, Raven spends her post-game staked out in the playing field, getting to know her new teammates a lot better—especially a mute giant named Born. Big in more ways than one, but surprisingly gentle, Raven finds ways to communicate with Born that go deeper than words and that leave them well-matched on the field and off.
 
    
 
   The Jewel Thief
 
    
 
   Seren has never been one for playing by the rules—she’s a thief, and a good one. But when the flitter crashes and leaves her stranded far from civilization, a taciturn woodsman named Rain is her only chance for survival. Naked, chained, and collared, Seren learns to play by Rain's rules. Together, they face down the implacable, inhuman Carephalans, and discover the sort of treasures that Seren would never have found on her own.
 
   


  
 

Connect with Vanessa Cardui
 
    
 
   When I was a little girl playing superheroes, I never tried very hard to escape from the clutches of the nefarious villain. Nowadays, I write erotica and erotic romance with a wide-ranging interest in people tying other people up, hurting them, and generally making them submit to their most twisted desires. I also blog at vanessa-cardui.tumblr.com, where you can find more of my writing, information about recent releases, occasional sexblogging, and my thoughts on dirty pictures. If you're just interested in the writing, check out vcardui-erotica.tumblr.com instead.
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