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 Wednesday was waiting at the baggage claim. Kaitlyn was more than a little tired—she'd been camping with her family for three weeks, and even though she loved them, three weeks was too long to spend in tents with her family. And also, there weren't direct flights from Vegas to Albany, so she'd been on airplanes and in airports for more than eight hours, and there hadn't been wifi on the flight from Minneapolis. 
 
    But every last bit of tents and airports was gone when she saw Wednesday, standing there watching her with the faintly surprised look that she sometimes got when she thought Kaitlyn was looking particularly hot, or when she thought Kaitlyn wasn't watching her. 
 
    Kaitlyn dropped her bag and all but tackled Wednesday. 
 
    "Easy," said Wednesday, grinning, patting her head awkwardly. "Down, girl. Down!" 
 
    It was also the case that being in tents with her family for three weeks meant that there had been like, no chance of even having phone sex with Wednesday, so Kaitlyn was needing it pretty bad. Just hearing that made her a little weak in the knees. She let go, put her hands behind her back, and looked down. Then she looked back up and hugged Wednesday again. 
 
    "Said down," said Wednesday, and the way she said it made Kaitlyn more than a little bit weak in the knees. 
 
    "Yes'm," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "So," said Wednesday. "I take it you missed me." 
 
    "Oh God," said Kaitlyn. "Can we like, go to the bathroom for a few minutes please so you could hit me or I could lick you? I need—" 
 
    "No," said Wednesday. "Moving on.  How was your trip?" 
 
    "Oh, my God!" said Kaitlyn.  After disentangling herself from Kaitlyn, Wednesday picked up her bag and headed to the luggage carousel.  "So, it was two weeks white water rafting.  I mean, first it was a week in Yellowstone, but that was just me and mom and Rain and Bobby, but Dad got the whole two weeks off, and holy shit, Wednesday!  Whitewater rafting is so much fun!  Also I missed you and I was really sad about that.  But we have pictures!  Mainly I'm wearing a helmet in a lot of the pictures.  Also I haven't had like a proper bath type bath for a while, and . . . sorry about that, but I guess I'm a little prickly right now." 
 
    "Also smelly," said Wednesday. 
 
    "Also smelly," said Kaitlyn.  "Looking forward to—" 
 
    "Yeah, me too," said Wednesday. 
 
    "Oh, right!  How was your vacation?" 
 
    "It was the sort of vacation where I worked ten hours a day every day," said Wednesday.  "Because a, my usual distraction was getting prickly and smelly, and b, we've got to do this thing with my grandmother next month, and the thing about a lot of jobs that college students get is that they really expect you to work during the summer, because you're in college when it's not the summer.  So I've been learning a whole bunch of software, and then using that software to make prototypes of things." 
 
    "Sorry," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Nah," said Wednesday.  "It was okay.  I mean, I . . . you know how I think that I like to stay at home and scream at the internet fulltime?" 
 
    "Maybe a little," said Kaitlyn.   
 
    "So, in addition to being irritated that you weren't around for me to use when I needed to take out my irritations, I also found myself annoyed that I wasn't going and doing the sort of things you are constantly nagging me to go and do." 
 
    "Yay!" said Kaitlyn.  She spotted her bag on the luggage carousel—it was the hiking backpack whose seams were strained by how full it was of extremely filthy laundry. "And—" 
 
    "And you are going to have to face the consequences of making me face who I am, and how I have changed," said Wednesday. 
 
    "Seems fair," said Kaitlyn, grabbing her backpack. "Can we start now?" 
 
    "Heh," said Wednesday. "Let's go home, Kaitlyn." 
 
    Talking about facing consequences turned her on, more than a little. But just that—just the way she said that, that turned Kaitlyn on way, way more. 
 
    "Home," she said softly. 
 
    "Yes, Jam," said Wednesday. "Home.  Where our beds and TV . . . is." 
 
    That was an odd pause and improper grammar.  So, probably a reference to something that Kaitlyn didn't know.  God, but she'd missed Wednesday. 
 
    "Sounds good," said Kaitlyn, following Wednesday out to the parking lot. And there was her car. That was why she'd flown into Albany instead of Newark. Because while it was only an extra couple of hours' drive, Wednesday didn't like driving much. And she extra didn't like driving Kaitlyn's car, because Kaitlyn's car was a work of art. Honestly, Kaitlyn would've been okay with Wednesday driving it to a demolition derby—actually, that'd be a little hot. But Wednesday took it seriously, and drove like an old lady with anxiety problems when she was behind the wheel of Kaitlyn's car. 
 
    So she hadn't wanted to make Wednesday have to drive two and a half hours plus extra, in order to pick her up in Newark. 
 
    Wednesday popped the trunk, and Kaitlyn tossed her bag in, and Wednesday put in the carry-on. Only then, instead of giving Kaitlyn the keys, Wednesday looked at the trunk. 
 
    "Um, Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "It's a big trunk, you know?" said Wednesday. 
 
    "I. . . guess?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "And you've spent the last few hours cramped up in a tiny plane," said Wednesday. "Looking forward to stretching out." 
 
    "Uh?" 
 
    "Get in the trunk, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday. 
 
    Kaitlyn swallowed, blood throbbing in her ears. There weren't a lot of people in the parking lot, but, they might notice? Only Wednesday had told her to do something, and even though Wednesday wasn't using Kaitlyn's necklace to mind control her, Kaitlyn did what Wednesday told her. She got into the trunk. 
 
    Wednesday took some zipties out of her pocket. Ankles, and wrists. She unzipped Kaitlyn's windbreaker and pushed her shirt up, unhooked her bra, and pinched her nipple, hard enough to make Kaitlyn moan.  Then Wednesday patted her cheek. "Be good," she said, and then closed the trunk. 
 
    It was a big trunk for a car, but it wasn't exactly a huge trunk. And also there was her backpack, and her carry-on, and Wednesday was driving safe, so it was going to be a while before they got back to the apartment near Howland college. 
 
    It would have been nice to spend the drive chattering at Wednesday, but this . . . this was kind of nicer. It was dark in the car trunk, and since she had a rebuilt old muscle car, it didn't have the emergency hatch thing that glowed in the dark. She was locked in the trunk, and she'd stay locked in the trunk, her ankles and wrists zip-tied together, tits out, until Wednesday let her out. 
 
    Wasn't necessarily the sort of thing that she'd thought was hot a year ago, but she had to admit. It was hot. 
 
    There also wasn't any seatbelt in the trunk, so she bumped and rattled around with every bump and rattle that the car took. By the time Wednesday pulled to a stop, Kaitlyn was pretty much ready for whatever Wednesday had planned. 
 
    When Wednesday popped the trunk, Kaitlyn was halfway between disappointed and delighted that they were back at their apartment near Howland.  She blinked up at Wednesday, who grinned down at her, took out a pair of scissors, and cut the cable ties.  "Was halfway tempted to bring you out the whole way to Grandma Eastey's, but the fact is, it's like ten miles from there to the nearest laundromat, and you smell like you need laundry done." 
 
    "Sorry?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Well, that, and I don't want to drive for three hours and not talk to you.  Anyway.  Keep the shirt the way I left it, and zip up the windbreaker." 
 
    Kaitlyn did what she was told, the nylon of the windbreaker stiff against her skin.  This time, Wednesday didn't pick up either bag, but let Kaitlyn follow behind, holding both of them. 
 
    There were magical wards on the apartment, and ever since Kaitlyn's friend Jessie had gotten someone to spy on them, Wednesday had worked on setting the wards up so that people couldn't see through them either.  Which meant that as soon as they were through the door, Wednesday had Kaitlyn flat on her face on the floor, her jeans pulled down off her hips.  Kaitlyn was wriggling as Wednesday tied her wrists together and ankles to a spreader bar.  Wednesday wasn't as interested in doing outdoors-type stuff as Kaitlyn was, but she was pretty good at tying knots.  Well, she was pretty good at lots of things, really.  Tying knots was just part of that. 
 
    Then she slid her fingers between Kaitlyn's legs, which made her whimper.  "You are kind of fuzzy there, aren't you?" said Wednesday. 
 
    "I—" 
 
    "Hush," said Wednesday.  Then she bit Kaitlyn's ass.  Hard.  Kaitlyn squeaked, and tried to wriggle away, but there wasn't any getting away.  And that hurt, like, for real.  Which didn't make Kaitlyn any less enthusiastic about the idea.  Wednesday flipped her over, and stretched her out, attaching her wrists to the couch, and the spreader bar to the desk.  Sometimes Wednesday would do a really complicated setup—this wasn't one of those, but the way she tightened those ropes, Kaitlyn didn't have much room to move.  She could turn her head from side to side, or, like, wriggle her toes.  But the rest of her was pretty taut.  "Pretty sure that was a hard enough bite to leave a pretty bruise," said Wednesday.  "So that's one mark.  And where should the next one go?"  Her hand moved along Kaitlyn's breast, flicking at her nipple.  "Here?" 
 
    Kaitlyn gasped.  "Oh, please?" 
 
    "Hush," repeated Wednesday, and this time, it had the force of Kaitlyn's necklace behind it.  She had to be quiet, whether or not she wanted. 
 
    Wednesday's other hand went up to Kaitlyn's collarbone, and then her neck.  "Or here, maybe?  We'll mostly be by ourselves for the next month or so—don't have to worry about what people will see." 
 
    And then her other hand grabbed Kaitlyn's crotch.  "Or here," she said, growling in Kaitlyn's ear.  "Leave you bruised and sensitive for a bit, hm?" 
 
    Kaitlyn couldn't talk, but it seemed that she could make needy noises.  Certainly couldn't stop making needy noises, when she tried. 
 
    "Tell you what," said Wednesday.  "Been a while since I've really challenged you.  You seem happy to see me, right?" 
 
    Happy noise. 
 
    "Good.  Don't come." 
 
    And then she went down on Kaitlyn. 
 
    The thing was, with the necklace keeping her from talking, she couldn't exactly tell Wednesday how close she was, or how hard it was not to just explode at the first touch of her lips.  And the way she was tied, it wasn't like she could get away, either.  At least she couldn't rock her hips as much as they wanted to, because holding them back . . . just holding back was really, really hard.  Kaitlyn bit her lip, trying not to go over the edge.  They hadn't been apart for that long—three weeks, only.  But it seemed like Wednesday had missed her pretty bad.  Her lips were hungry on Kaitlyn's pussy, and there was the warmth of her tongue, the pressure of her hands on Kaitlyn's hips, the occasional little satisfied noises that she was making. 
 
    So it seemed like Wednesday had gone back to something she'd done a bit more early on: give Kaitlyn something impossible to do, and then watch her do it. 
 
    Fine.  Fine.  She could. . . 
 
    She couldn't.  She was going to. . . 
 
    Wednesday pulled away, at the very last moment.  Kaitlyn's whole body was shuddering with every breath, and it felt like she was on fire.  "Good job," said Wednesday, lying down next to her and kissing her cheek.  Then she ran a finger along Kaitlyn's lip, which hurt a bit more than she'd anticipated.  "And it looks like we found the second mark, anyway." 
 
    "But that's not your mark—" said Kaitlyn, who hadn't realized that she was going to be able to talk. 
 
    "Oh?" said Wednesday.  "Who made it?" 
 
    "I did!" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Right," said Wednesday.  "And who owns you?" 
 
    "Guh," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Very close, Jam," said Wednesday. "Try just a little harder." 
 
    "You do," said Kaitlyn in a small voice. 
 
    "Exactly," said Wednesday.  "So it's as much me putting my mark on you, as if I'd done it with my walking stick." 
 
    Flora Backhouse, one of Wednesday's creepiest friends, had given her a super-creepy walking stick.  Things between Flora and Wednesday had been a little cool ever since Flora had nearly killed them, but she still used the walking stick to beat up Kaitlyn occasionally.  That thing hurt like hell, even if Wednesday wasn't hitting particularly hard with it. 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Right," said Wednesday.  She kissed Kaitlyn's cheek again, then slapped it.  "And since you've been good, you get a prize." 
 
    Kaitlyn looked over at Wednesday, impossibly eager as Wednesday took off her shoes, jeans and underwear, and lowered herself down onto Kaitlyn's face. 
 
    With her arms tied up over her head like that, the angle wasn't Kaitlyn's favorite.  It was hard to get enough air, and it wasn't like she could touch Wednesday or anything.  But it had been a long time, and she . . . it was just . . . it had been a long time, and it seemed that Wednesday had been thinking about her, too.  Kaitlyn could feel Wednesday trying to hold back, to pull off, but it wasn't too long before she was grinding down hard on Kaitlyn's face, and it wasn't much longer before she came, with drawn-out 'hnnnngh' sound, and every muscle in her body tensed.  And when she got up, and got her jeans back on, Kaitlyn's face was pretty wet. 
 
    "Hard to tell someone looking that pretty to go take a bath," said Wednesday, untying Kaitlyn's wrists.  She hadn't been tied up for that long, but she'd been tied up pretty tight, so her hands started tingling a bit when the pressure eased.  "But you need to take a bath.  And get your laundry done, and then get dinner cooked—Saturday night, you know?" 
 
    Of course she knew.  Like she'd forget Saturday night dinner.  But it wasn't like they had that much time to get the shopping done, and— 
 
    Wednesday untied Kaitlyn's feet, and she stood up, a little shaky. 
 
    "God you look good," said Wednesday.  "I mean, seriously.  You are filthy and hairy and the only makeup you have on is sex and saliva.  But you are absolutely the prettiest thing that I have ever seen." 
 
    Kaitlyn blushed, and then did a curtsey with an imaginary skirt.  "You look pretty good yourself," she said.  "I mean, you'd look better without clothing on, but—" 
 
    "Thank you," said Wednesday.  "Bath.  And when you're clean, and when the laundry is being laundered, you can give me a bath." 
 
    "Um," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Um what?" said Wednesday. 
 
    "It's just that if you want me to make something nice, I kind of need ingredients?  And—" 
 
    "There's some stuff in the fridge," said Wednesday.  "And we don't really. . . I mean, we kind of have to be on the road early tomorrow.  So—" 
 
    "It'll be fine," said Kaitlyn.  Fancy meals on Saturday were a thing, but it wasn't like she could've gotten to Vegas any earlier, and it was . . . she'd rather spend her time giving Wednesday a bath than shopping, any day of the week.  "I'm sure you bought very nice groceries." 
 
    "Good," said Wednesday.  "Now please cleanse yourself, stinkbeast?" 
 
    Kaitlyn stuck her tongue out at Wednesday, and then cleansed herself, and shaved herself, and also wrote the date that Wednesday had last given her an orgasm right over her pussy.  Which was another thing that she hadn't really been able to do regularly while they were camping, and which she had gotten absurdly upset about, and which she'd done every time she could.  Three weeks and a day ago, the morning before she'd left.  And maybe she was going to get another one soon?  Because Wednesday was definitely being pretty nice to her, with the possible exception of calling her a stinkbeast. 
 
    Anyhow.  Laundry had gone in before she'd gone into the bath.  Kaitlyn put it into the dryer, and then it was time for Wednesday to have her bath. 
 
    That was something that they'd do occasionally, when Wednesday was feeling particularly worn out, or felt like giving Kaitlyn a particular treat.  Because while it was fun, it did take longer than a shower, and given that Wednesday was working on a really hard major and also two jobs, she didn't always have time for long baths.  But when she did, it was Kaitlyn's skin on Wednesday's skin, her fingers on Wednesday's back and thighs and running through her hair, and it was like all the tension and everything just evaporated.  It seemed that while she'd been whitewater rafting through the Grand Canyon, Wednesday had been doing some home improvements, so now there was a little shelf over on the side of the bathtub, and Wednesday had a cup of tea while Kaitlyn washed her off.  It was quiet—if Kaitlyn had been allowed to talk, she wouldn't have shut up, so when Wednesday got into the bath, she stuffed her underwear into Kaitlyn's mouth—and it was relaxing.  Kaitlyn could almost see the strain of driving back and forth to the airport, and of the whole three weeks apart, washing off Wednesday as Kaitlyn kneaded her shoulders. 
 
    Then she made a little gesture, and had Kaitlyn get up and lean forward over the bath.  First on her knees, which left her breasts hanging down over Wednesday, who spent like five minutes biting and playing with them.  Just at the point when Wednesday had driven Kaitlyn crazy enough with teasing that Kaitlyn almost bit through the panties in her mouth, Wednesday had her stand up.  Which left Kaitlyn at the right height for Wednesday to play with her pussy.  It was . . . 
 
    Kaitlyn wasn't supposed to come without permission, but it was really hard to keep things together like that.  Wednesday was leaning back in the tub, eyes closed, occasionally taking sips from her cup of tea, and her hands were warm and wet and soapy, and they were absolutely knowledgeable about every single fold of Kaitlyn's pussy.  Which wasn't something that Kaitlyn had even imagined was possible in a relationship before they'd met. 
 
    "Please?" she said, or at least, she tried to say.  It came out closer to "Peaf? (streamer of drool)." 
 
    Wednesday's eyes didn't even open, but the corner of her mouth quirked up in a smile.  "Not yet.  Hold it." 
 
    Kaitlyn moaned and twisted, and tried not to move because she didn't want to be bad on her first day back, but at the same time. . . "Pleaf!" 
 
    "Still no," said Wednesday.  "Keep on holding on." 
 
    Angry moan, plaintive moan, really plaintive moan.  "Peaf!" 
 
    "Go ahead," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn fucking fell apart.  It was like she'd gotten electrocuted or something.  She'd come hard before, thanks to Wednesday's games, but it had been almost a whole month, and she'd been . . . by the time she was done, she was on her knees again, panting like she'd just run five miles or something. 
 
    "Oh, God," she said weakly, when she was done. 
 
    "Inaccurate.  But appreciated."  Wednesday's eyes were open, and she was grinning.  She tapped Kaitlyn on the nose.  "You have a minute.  Then up, and you get to help me out of the bath.  And then you get to get started on dinner." 
 
    So Kaitlyn spent a minute lying on the bathroom tiles, trying to learn how to breathe again and how to make her legs work. 
 
    But when the minute was up, she got to dry Wednesday off and help her into a big fluffy bathrobe, which was new, and then they went to the kitchen together. 
 
    In the past, Wednesday had basically let Kaitlyn have the kitchen entirely to herself.  But as a result of spending a weekend where Wednesday had to do what Kaitlyn wanted, she'd started hanging out more while they were cooking, and helping a little. 
 
    Which was great, though it meant that if Wednesday hadn't been smart about buying groceries, Kaitlyn was going to have work hard at pretending that everything was fine.  It was a bit of a moment, when she opened the fridge. 
 
    Vegetables looked okay.  The rule was that once a week, Kaitlyn could try to talk Wednesday into doing something that she didn't normally do, if she could come up with a sex thing to offer, that Wednesday was interested in doing.  In exchange for getting Wednesday to eat some vegetables when she was gone, instead of her usual plan of half a box of breakfast cereal, no milk, and then three or four instant soups, Kaitlyn had gone on a 5k run with a big plug up her butt.  Which . . . well, next time, it'd be 3k.  Or fewer k than that.  But anyway, there were fresh peppers, and carrots, and— 
 
    "Onions don't technically have to go in the fridge," said Kaitlyn, moving them to the pantry. 
 
    "Right," said Wednesday.   "Onions aren't vegetables." 
 
    "Not exactly," said Kaitlyn.  "Point is, also, were you eating whole raw onions?" 
 
    "No!  I figured you might want them for cooking when you came back."  Wednesday paused.  "I may have tried a raw potato, though." 
 
    "Um," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yeah, fine," said Wendnesday.  "I was a depressed aardvark that day.  Point is, that—" 
 
    'That' was the crisper drawer, which had ice in it, and also some fish. 
 
    "Um," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "So, well, I mentioned to my dad that you liked doing outdoor things?" said Wednesday.  "Anyhow.  He's trying to learn how to go fishing, so he doesn't look stupid if we want to do that together at some point?" 
 
    "Oh, gosh," said Kaitlyn.  It was nine sunnies, a largemouth bass that might have been the legal size if she used a generous tape measure, and a couple of perch that looked okay. 
 
    "What?" said Wednesday.  "Are those the wrong sort of fish?  Because he was pretty sure that they were okay.  And also I read somewhere that you should thaw fish like that, so the cell walls would—Kaitlyn?  You okay?" 
 
    "No!" said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, yes!  These are fine.  I'm fine!  Everything is fine!" 
 
    Wednesday sighed.  "But seriously." 
 
    "But . . . I mean, when I was talking about you with my family, you were my friend who I'd moved in with, and maybe I implied that Jessie was jealous that I'd started hanging out with you, which was why she might have been telling lies.  Only the lies would've been true, and I was lying, and your dad is trying to teach himself how to go fishing because, I—" 
 
    "Sh," said Wednesday, and the necklace shut Kaitlyn up mid-sentence.  Kaitlyn wasn't sure that Wednesday should be using the mind-control necklace to calm her down when she was starting to freak out, because it seemed like that probably wasn't healthy.  But, on the other hand, it did work pretty well when she was starting to lose it. 
 
    "It's okay," said Wednesday.  "I did a certain amount of coming out drama in high school.  So my mom wants to make sure I know that she a hundred percent supports me dating girls, but I think deep down she's still convinced that sooner or later I'll find a nice boy and settle down.  My dad . . . well, he more or less ignored my high school relationships, though he did make supportive noises when there was drama.  But he's also pretty good at paying attention to me.  So he's doing his best to dad things up, just in case." 
 
    "Yeah, but—" 
 
    "You'll find your time to come out," said Wednesday.  "And there's a chance it's going to go poorly, so may as well put it off as long as we can." 
 
    "I am really not sure that my dad is going to learn about weird science fiction shows or sub reddits," said Kaitlyn, "even if you were a dude." 
 
    "Fair enough," said Wednesday.  "This isn't transactional, Jam.  My father is a little nervous.  He's doesn't know you, and wants to make a good impression.  This isn't a demand that your father copy him, or do something better, or anything like that.  It's a nice gesture, and what you're going to do about that nice gesture is make me something tasty to eat, and then I will eat it, and if you're good, I'll let you have some.  Okay?" 
 
    "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "It sucks, though.  I mean, that I can't take you to meet my parents, or anything like that." 
 
    "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "They're paying for a car to take me around places, and they're paying for my girlfriend's tuition.  And the thing is?  Okay, I have great parents, and I love them.  If your parents turn out to be great, that'd be super.  If they turn out to be less than great, boo.  But . . . I mean, I'm not dating your parents.  I'm dating you, and you are supposed to be making me a fancy dinner." 
 
    "Right!" said Kaitlyn.  Her parents were great.  But they were also not necessarily going to be a hundred percent on board with Kaitlyn being gay.  Or bi, or whatever.  Point was, fish. 
 
    Other point was that she didn't have a scaler-degutter.  So, okay.  Degutting could be done with a kitchen knife.  So could scaling, but it'd be simpler to go with a salt crust, probably?  Which was also the sort of stunt cooking that looked impressive.  Also, Wednesday hadn't really bought her fruits and vegetables with a clear idea of what she was doing.  But she had been working her magic, because even though Wednesday thought science was better than magic, various weird relatives, including her dead grandmother, had made the point that she needed magic too.  Which meant that she had a lot of herbs available, and more than enough salt to cover the bigger fish. 
 
    The sunnies, Kaitlyn pan-fried.  Because yeah, Saturday night was for fancy dinner, and yeah, maybe Kaitlyn wanted to show off and remind Wednesday how much better it was when Kaitlyn was around, but at the same time, sunnies were supposed to be pan-fried. 
 
    Wasn't necessarily the best meal she'd ever made, but it was good.  And Wednesday's dad had also sent along a bottle of fancy wine, which was cool of him.  It was one of those white wines which actually tasted a little bit like grapes, but it was still dry and tasted like white wine, in general.  It was pretty good. 
 
    Saturday night, they'd both get dressed up fancy, and then Wednesday would set Kaitlyn up.  This time, it was tied to her chair, with her legs apart and the right distance away for Wednesday's shoes to poke her in her pussy, which was still a little sore after that orgasm.  And Wednesday was wearing heels, which were pretty pokey.  While Wednesday usually wore t-shirts and jeans and sneakers and, it wasn't like she didn't know how to dress up fancy.  Well, it was a little bit like she didn't know how to dress up fancy—she'd sometimes wear things like top hats or frock coats, or just, like, an evening gown with Doc Martens or something.  But the way she was then, with a slinky gown and heels and sparkly earrings?  Yeah, Kaitlyn's pussy was a little sore.  But she pushed back against the point of Wednesday's heel as hard as the ropes holding her let her push. 
 
    Sunnies had a lot of bones in them, and since Kaitlyn's hands were tied behind her chair, Wednesday mostly ate the sunnies and fed the other fish to Kaitlyn, one forkful at a time.  It was pretty good.  They were fresh, and the thing about cooking with salt like that was that, yeah, it used a lot of salt, but it wasn't like the fish wound up tasting particularly salty.  And the fries and onion rings were fries and onion rings.  Nobody could dislike that. 
 
    As usual, Wednesday was the one who decided how much wine Kaitlyn drank, and as usual, it was enough to leave her a little wobbly, but not more than that.  One time Wednesday's dad had given them a dessert wine, which was great, but Kaitlyn had reached the point where she didn't need wine to be sweet for her to like it. 
 
    "And next," said Wednesday, "before I torture you for a bit and then go to sleep, was there something that you wanted to try to convince me to do?" 
 
    "Kind of a million things," said Kaitlyn.  "But, well.  Mainly two.  And I've kind of been trying to come up with some way to phrase it so that one of them would pay for the other, because you kind of might like both?  But the fact is, I really want both, so—" 
 
    Wednesday sighed.  "Tempted to tell you to pick one, but what the hell?  It's been a while.  Let's hear what you want, and we can come up with some way for you to pay them off." 
 
    "Okay.  So, you know how you gave me that chain that I can wear if I want you to treat me a little rougher than usual?" 
 
    "Yes," said Wednesday.  "I can, generally speaking, be assumed to know the details of our relationship." 
 
    "Right.  Um.  Can I bring that along on this trip to your grandma's?  I mean, I don't know if we're going to have time to ourselves, and I'm not sure I want your dead grandma watching us, but—" 
 
    "But?" 
 
    "Well, I missed you a lot," said Kaitlyn.  "And if we do have a little privacy, I really . . . I want it to hurt, Wednesday." 
 
    "Nice," said Wednesday.  "Not a hundred percent sure that you'd have been able to play that off as something that I wanted and hadn't thought of asking for, but okay.  The other?" 
 
    "So, after we're done," said Kaitlyn.  "Would it be okay if we went and visited your parents, maybe?" 
 
    Wednesday was quiet. 
 
    "Sorry," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Don't apologize, Jam," said Wednesday.  "It's a big step, though?" 
 
    "I guess," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I know.  And I'm still not going to introduce you to my parents as anything other than a friend.  But at the same time, I guess. . . you know?" 
 
    "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I do know.  Not sure how you'd play that off as a thing that was what you were offering me, either." 
 
    "Well," said Kaitlyn.  "I did have a really great weekend in exchange for spending a month with one of your relatives.  Maybe this was more of the same?" 
 
    "Yeah, maybe.  And then, maybe not.  So, okay, two things.  What do you have to offer in exchange?" 
 
    "Two things?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Okay?" said Wednesday. 
 
    "The first is that on my phone, I have a short video of me at the Grand Canyon, pinching myself until it hurt.  Now, the password is—" 
 
    "Wednesday," said Wednesday. 
 
    "No!" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Wednesday Newland, one word, the Es are all 3s." 
 
    "No," said Kaitlyn.  Wednesday looked at her, and Kaitlyn looked down at Wednesday's foot that was on her chair, the heel right up against her pussy.  "Okay, yes.  But it's still my phone." 
 
    "Wasn't threatening to hack it," said Wednesday.  "Though I'd be more comfortable if you had better password security." 
 
    "There's also a pattern lock screen?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Uh-huh.  But here's the thing; your tits are right here."  Wednesday reached across the table and pinched Kaitlyn's nipple through her top, hard enough to make her wince, and also gasp, and strain against her bonds to try to push up against Wednesday's shoe.  "So it's not like I really need that particular video." 
 
    "Wasn't just pinching there," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "But the rest of you is here too." 
 
    "Fine," said Kaitlyn.  "I guess I can just delete that video, if you're not interested." 
 
    "Wasn't saying that," said Wednesday, quickly, and Kaitlyn grinned.  Yeah she wasn't saying that, and they both knew it. 
 
    "What I was saying was that it wasn't sufficient for both requests.  What else have you got?" 
 
    "Well," said Kaitlyn.  "There wasn't wifi on the plane, and they didn't even have seat-back videos or anything, so it was a little boring?" 
 
    "A fascinating anecdote," said Wednesday.  "But I'm not sure it's directly relevant to the situation at hand." 
 
    "I'm getting to it!" said Kaitlyn.  "Anyhow.  So you know when you did that thing with rubber bands, and it hurt like hell?" 
 
    "Yes," said Wednesday.  "In addition to knowing about our relationship, I have a certain amount of knowledge about things that I've done." 
 
    "So I made a thing," said Kaitlyn.  "I also tried it on, in the airplane bathroom?  Which was a little tricky, because those things are small." 
 
    "What did you make?" asked Wednesday. 
 
    "Like, a thong?" said Kaitlyn.  "I got a package of rubber bands before the flight, kind of thick ones?  Anyhow.  There's one strap that goes around my waist, and another one that goes between my legs, to connect.  And you could snap that part?" 
 
    "Nice," said Wednesday.  "That'll sting like hell." 
 
    "So, yes and yes?" 
 
    Wednesday sighed.  "I'm not good at saying no to you." 
 
    Kaitlyn gave her a look.  "Hey Wednesday.  Can I have another orgasm tonight?" 
 
    "No, of course not," said Wednesday.  "Don't be absurd.  My point is, okay.  I've been talking with Grandma Eastey a bit.  Between moves." 
 
    That Wednesday played Words With Friends with her dead wizard grandmother was something that Kaitlyn had more or less gotten used to, as a thing that was normal.  Only every so often she'd notice that it was weird that she'd gotten used to that sort of thing. 
 
    "Anyhow.  Looks like we're going to have until lunchtime to ourselves.  Grandma promised no spying, and while she lies, it's not like she can't spy on us here and now, if she wanted.  So, whatever—we can do weird sex stuff every morning for a month.  Only. . . ."  Wednesday trailed off, and looked maybe a little sad? 
 
    "What?" asked Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Well, I mean . . . I'm not as good at this stuff as I am at other things," she said.  "So I'm going to need to do readings a bunch of times, and I'm going to need to study in general.  And I'm kind of going to need a friend there?  Maybe?  Because while it's fun to take a harder line with you, from time to time, it's also a little . . . I mean, it's not like it's work, but I do have to—" 
 
    "Oh, God," said Kaitlyn.  "No, I'm sorry it's just—" 
 
    "Tell you what," said Wednesday.  "You can take the chain collar with you.  Could be that things will go fine, and I'll let you wear it from time to time.  But until I'm sure that I'm on an even keel, and the part where Grandma makes me use you as a test subject isn't too bad, I'll do my best to make it hurt without using that collar." 
 
    It wasn't exactly what Kaitlyn wanted, but at the same time, the one time that she'd tried to be the one in charge, it was really hard to figure out fun things to do all the time, and it was also sort of putting on an attitude and stuff.  So, yeah, maybe she'd been asking a little more than she should've with that.  And also Wednesday wanted a friend, and she was Wednesday's friend, and also weird pervert sex stuff every morning?  Wasn't the answer that she'd been hoping for, but she had to admit that it was a pretty good answer. 
 
    "And as far as the other thing goes," said Wednesday.  "So, first of all.  You know that the reason why I haven't invited you out before isn't because I'm ashamed of you, or because I'm ashamed of them, or anything like that, right?" 
 
    "Right," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, mostly, right." 
 
    "Sure," said Wednesday.  "It's going to be a little awkward, obviously.  I mean, whatever.  Point is, I feel a little bad that I'm going to be making you put your rubber thong on, and will be snapping it a dozen or so times in exchange for that.  And then I'm going to watch you hurt yourself at the Grand Canyon, while you lick me out, so that'll cancel out you bringing something along that I'm not sure I'm going to let you use." 
 
    "Sounds fair," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "I know," said Wednesday.  "So, want to go before the trip to Grandma's, or after?  Or do you want to take a break for. . . what about the fourth?" 
 
    "Fourth of July?" 
 
    "Yes, Jam," said Wednesday.  "We are going to be at my Grandma Eastey's house for July.  We could take a break for the fourth of July, and go visit my parents, who will have a barbeque, and who may watch fireworks." 
 
    "That sounds good?" said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, you're sure your Grandma will go for that?  She didn't seem big on things like breaks." 
 
    "She sent a bunch of wasps to scare you," said Wednesday.  "I mean, so, you're not wrong.  But I think I'm going to put my foot down on that one.  She'll let us out for a day, we'll eat a hot dog, and I'll argue with my mom about whether or not gluten-free hot dog buns are a thing that is fit for human consumption.  Not fishing with my dad, because it's a little too soon for that.  Deal.  Now, let me untie you, so you can show me your new accessory." 
 
    Being untied wasn't her favorite, and like Wednesday said, that rubber band thing was going to sting like hell. Still, that was what she'd offered.  So she put it on, and then Wednesday had her lie down on her back, legs apart.  "Going to have you count for me," said Wednesday. 
 
    Kaitlyn nodded, as Wednesday's finger looped in underneath the rubber band.  Then, "Ow, goddammmit, ow, ow, one." 
 
    "Nice," said Wednesday.  "If you get to six, you can ask to be tied up." 
 
    Kaitlyn whimpered a little.  It hurt so much it almost hadn't hurt at first.  And it wasn't even on her clit—it had hit a little off to the side.  The next one hit right on her clit, and that made her convulse and twist and bite her hand to keep from shouting, before she managed to get out, "Two." 
 
    Next two were a lot softer, and then there were two that were medium hard, but which hit one after the other just as soon as she go the numbers out. 
 
    "Can I . . um.  Can you please tie me up?  It's really hard to keep opening up my legs for this, Wednesday." 
 
    "It sure looks like that," said Wednesday.  "But. . . no.  No, the look on your face when you open up isn't something I'm ready to pass up on.  Six more shots, and you get a chance at awkward conversation, overcooked burgers, and fireworks, which are like a late 90s screensaver, only louder and further away." 
 
    Kaitlyn whimpered, but pulled her legs apart.  The next time Wednesday snapped the rubber band, though, it hit exactly where a previous one had hit, so she had to stuff her fist into her mouth and bite down to keep from howling. 
 
    Wednesday was grinning at her.  "I mean, if you can't take it, that's fine—you tried hard, and—" 
 
    Kaitlyn glared at Wednesday and pushed her legs apart, even though they didn't really want to go back apart.  Wednesday pulled the rubber band back.  "As I recall," she said, before letting it snap, "someone said that she wanted it to hurt." 
 
    It wasn't actually possible to disagree with that, because it was completely true.  Also she'd also made the whole rubber band thong by herself, hoping that Wednesday would use it, and then she'd asked Wednesday to use it.  Only. . . Wednesday snapped the band again, and Kaitlyn howled into her fist again, and then forced herself to get back into position, even though her legs were trembling. 
 
    Kaitlyn had no idea how she'd managed to get up to twelve like that, but she did.  And then Wednesday took the thing off, and told her that she was brave, and fun, and that she'd done a good job.  "And," said Wednesday, "since you were so interested in another orgasm tonight, you can give me one while I watch this video that you said you made." 
 
    That sounded really nice, actually.  They had to get the video onto Wednesday's computer, and then Wednesday sat on the couch and watched the porn that Kaitlyn had made her, while Kaitlyn tried to find some way to sit so that she wasn't putting any pressure on her extremely sore pussy, and kept her tongue working on Wednesday. 
 
    It was basically everything she'd wanted about coming back home to Wednesday.  It might have been a little better if she was tied up, but then, it was also hard to find some way to sit that didn't hurt too much, so maybe not. 
 
    Just having Wednesday's hand in her hair, and the way her hips ground up against her, and also knowing what was on the screen without being able to see it, and, and.  Kaitlyn was a little teary-eyed when Wednesday was done.  Kaitlyn hadn't been able to see what was going on, but she'd been able to hear it, and she could remember the way she'd been pulling on the binder clips on her nipples when she'd made those little yipping noises.  Which had made Wednesday come pretty hard, so, whatever—it'd been great.  And since they'd both had wine, and they'd both had a lot of activity that day, and since Wednesday had just come, they sort of stumbled to bed together, and even though Kaitlyn had her hands tied up, she slept better than she had the whole time they'd been apart. 
 
    The next morning, Kaitlyn got up before Wednesday.  Then she went and did some shopping, and cleaned the bathroom—it wasn't like Wednesday had left it filthy, but it wasn't up to standards.  Then she went to the gym for an hour and a half—it was nice to be able to write a new date over her pussy after her shower, and since she was still a little sore from where that rubber band had hit, a long hot shower really hit the spot.  Then, back home to make lunch, check her email, check in with various family members who'd all gotten back safely.  And then it was time to wake up Wednesday. 
 
    It seemed that while Kaitlyn had been hiking, Wednesday had kind of regressed to staying up late swearing at video games, and had a certain amount of sleep to catch up on.  She was still a pile of arms and legs on the bed, snoring a little. 
 
    The rule was that if she was going to wake Wednesday up, it was with her tongue in Wednesday's butt.  Which wasn't even something that Wednesday liked that much, but Wednesday acted like it was something Kaitlyn liked doing, so she'd allow it, and Kaitlyn couldn't exactly deny that she liked doing it.  Because, well, she didn't actually like doing it, but she did like how it was degrading to have to do it?  And, honestly, Wednesday did have a nice butt.  Came from bicycling everywhere, which was partially because Wednesday liked bicycling, and partially because she was too poor to have a car.  Anyway.  Whatever.  Point was, ease Wednesday's shorts off her butt, and then try to get her tongue in there.  Wednesday's hips started rocking when Kaitlyn got into it.  So, a little while of that, and then Wednesday looked back over her shoulder.  "Why up?" she said. 
 
    "Because we're supposed to move in with your grandma today?" said Kaitlyn.  "Figured you might want an early start?" 
 
    Wednesday groaned. 
 
    "There's coffee on the endtable," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Coffee?" said Wednesday. 
 
    "Yes," said Kaitlyn.  "On the endtable." 
 
    Wednesday shifted position so she could reach.  A long, long drink.  "Didn't say stop, though." 
 
    She hadn't said stop, but she'd also asked questions, which were hard to answer while tonguing an asshole.  But whatever—Kaitlyn went back to work.  At least Wednesday was good about hygiene?  "Okay," said Wednesday, after a while.  "Now I'm saying stop.  What's for breakfast?" 
 
    "It's one-thirty," said Kaitlyn, sitting up.  "I'm not sure it's breakfast.  It's barely still lunch." 
 
    "Back-sass," said Wednesday.  "Ugh.  First good night of sleep in. . . fine.  What's for lunch?  Back-sass?  Because I don't really like back-sass." 
 
    "It's eggs and sausage, on sourdough," said Kaitlyn.  "Also corn on the cob." 
 
    "That sounds better than back-sass," said Wednesday.  "Okay, you can go ahead, set me a place at the table, and a bowl for you on the floor.  Not a hundred percent sure how much corn you're going to be able to eat with your hands tied behind your back, but it'll be fun to watch." 
 
    "Yeah okay," said Kaitlyn quickly.  "Just . . . can I um, like, rinse my mouth out first, or—" 
 
    Wednesday waved lazily, and Kaitlyn went.  Wednesday was good about hygiene, and it mostly tasted like skin, but at the same time, she wanted something between licking butt and trying to eat corn on the cob, whether or not it involved her hands tied behind her back. 
 
    As it turned out, trying to eat corn with her hands tied behind her back was really difficult.  It kept rolling away, and in addition to her hands tied behind her back, Wednesday looped a rope around her neck, and didn't let her get too far.  So she had to also keep the corn from rolling too far. 
 
    And also Wednesday would rub her foot against Kaitlyn's pussy while she was eating, so it wasn't that easy to concentrate.  But, on the other hand, while the trip to the Grand Canyon had been great, and while New York State produce wasn't necessarily what she was used to, the fact was, the corn was amazing, and she was hungry as hell. 
 
    After Wednesday finished her lunch, she held onto a piece, and let Kaitlyn gnaw at that.  And then she washed her face off with a washcloth and soap.  And then it was time to pack for a trip. 
 
    "Now," said Wednesday.  "I am aware that Saturday evening dinner is important for you.  But there's not . . . we're going to be living in a barn for a month.  So don't bring clothing that you don't want in a barn." 
 
    That was a solid piece of advice.  "Also," said Wednesday.  "We'll probably have a chance to put together proper kitchen stuff.  But you might want to start with some of your camping gear, right off the bat.  We're not going to want to rely on my grandmother's cooking." 
 
    "Right," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, she's a ghost, and—" 
 
    "And she's a terrible cook," said Wednesday.  ""She really liked the fifties, I guess, so everything is like jello salads and bananas wrapped in slices of ham." 
 
    "That does not sound good, Wednesday." 
 
    "No," said Wednesday.  "Growing up, it was carob coated ricecakes at home, or melted cheese over the bananas and ham at Grandma Eastey's.  I got electricity set up there on a past visit, so there's a fridge, and a microwave, which was sufficient to my needs in the past—ramen and the occasional vegetable.  But—" 
 
    "Well, okay," said Kaitlyn.  "We'll see what's there, and then I'll go buy some stuff." 
 
    "Reasonable," said Wednesday.  "Okay; we've wasted enough of the day with this lollygagging.  Time to get packing." 
 
    So, camping stuff, some of which could've used a more serious washing than Kaitlyn had time to give it, and then some clothing—not like, too much, because there was supposed to be room for sex toys, and they were also going to be living in a barn for a month.  But all the same, it wasn't like Kaitlyn wanted to spend a month wearing the same thing over and over.  So, two suitcases, and also the hiking backpack.  Whatever—her car had a big trunk. 
 
    Wednesday went with two suitcases—a little one for clothing, and a big one for sex toys.  The sex toy one was heavier than the clothing one, and when Kaitlyn took it out to the car, it clanked.  Which made her breath catch a little.  The whole deal with Wednesday studying magic from her dead grandma was weird and frightening, but the sort of sex that Wednesday was planning was also weird and frightening, which was great.  It'd be fine?  Unless there were too many wasps, which wouldn't be fine. 
 
    The trip out was fine.  This time, Wednesday let Kaitlyn try to convince her that country music was good, which was not a 100% success, but there were a few songs that Wednesday liked.  Bluegrass . . . well, Wednesday liked that okay, but even though Kaitlyn was from North Carolina, she wasn't from places where they listened to stuff like that.  And then they mostly just talked about Kaitlyn's trip, and the classes they'd signed up for next year—Wednesday was taking a studio art course, in keeping with her plan to use her time in college to study things that might be interesting, and while Kaitlyn was going to be working on communications and business courses mostly, she was going to be doing at least one more semester of calculus, which was impossible, and which Wednesday thought she should try.  And also a zoology elective, which was going to be awesome, and which she wouldn't have been able to take if Wednesday hadn't bullied her into doing the prerequisites. 
 
    Then they left the highway, and got on the local roads, and then they left the local roads, and got on a dirt road. 
 
    It seemed like being a dead lady in a haunted house would've been sufficient for most people, but the dirt road out to Wednesday grandma's place also went through a super-creepy forest, and GPS basically shut off as soon as they left the local roads, so Kaitlyn was already more than a little creeped out by the time they pulled up in front of the house. 
 
    "Wait in the car," said Wednesday.  "I'll go check with Grandma Eastey about where we should put our stuff." 
 
    "I could—" 
 
    "You'll wait in the car," said Wednesday.  "There's a conversation that Grandma's been putting off that I am going to have to have.  And. . . look, just stay in the car." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Wednesday leaned over and kissed her.  Then slapped her.  Not hard, but hard enough.  "You don't have to joke about it, either.  Just—" 
 
    "Stay in the car," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Do as you're told, in general." 
 
    "Yeah okay," said Kaitlyn, looking down at her lap. 
 
    "Nice," said Wednesday.  "Won't be long." 
 
    It was a hot day, and with the car's motor off, there was nothing but a cicada whine, and a few birds chirping in the trees.  It didn't seem likely that they were going to have air conditioning over the summer?  There was wifi, though.  So even though she didn't have any bars on her phone, she could still crush candy.  Only when she started that, there was an invite from Nancy Eastey, to play a game of Words with Friends. 
 
    Well, if she was going to be living in the ghost lady's barn, made sense to play scrabble with her.  Nancy Eastey had already spelled the first word.  "Incites," which got the bonus points for a seven letter word. 
 
    Kaitlyn's letters weren't great.  Honestly, starting that far behind didn't make the game seem like it was going to be that much fun, but, okay.  She put down "Cattle," which seemed like a long word.  There was a chat function, so whatever.  Kaitlyn was friendly.  She was good at making friends.  Everyone knew that. 
 
    "Hi!" she said.  "I'm sorry that I'm not too good at games like this, but it seems like fun!" 
 
    There was a pause. 
 
    Then came a response.  "That is anticipated," said Wednesday's dead grandmother.  "It is well that you are here." 
 
    "thanks?" 
 
    "I will not say if you are welcome, until that is established.  But it is to be hoped that your presence will influence Ms. Newland to make the most of her abilities, before it is too late." 
 
    And then there was another move.  Nancy Eastey played "Zincites" which Kaitlyn was pretty sure wasn't a word, and also "Grazing" and since that was a seven letter word, and since the Z was on a double word score, that was a whole lot of points for Nancy Eastey.  Wednesday had said that her grandmother cheated at online scrabble.  Kaitlyn hadn't entirely believed her at the time, but she was starting to. 
 
    "I'm going to have to think about my next move," said Kaitlyn.  Most of what she had was vowels.  "Would it be okay if I asked Wednesday for a little help?  I mean, I'm not sure what counts as cheating here." 
 
    "You can find what help you need," said Grandma Eastey.  "For the good it shall do you." 
 
    "Okay, thanks!" said Kaitlyn, and then closed the app. 
 
    It was true that Grandma Eastey was dead, and had also sent a whole bunch of wasps after Kaitlyn.  But it was possible that she would've had difficulty making friends with her if she was alive and didn't have an army of wasps.  Well, okay.  Worth a try, anyway? 
 
    After a while, Wednesday came back out, sat down next to Kaitlyn, and did a long, slow exhale. 
 
    "So," said Kaitlyn.  "How did that conversation go?" 
 
    "She's not thrilled about my taking off on the Fourth of July.  And she told me to urge you to fortify yourself for the demands that she intends to make of you.  Also, all the stuff that we brought from that incubus is waiting for me to deal with, because that is part of my education, as well as being my responsibility.  Also, also, she's done something to mess up the pump that I installed two years ago, so I have to fix that.  And, apparently, I have to drink and bathe in nothing but well-water, pumped by hand, because . . . well, either because of something magical, or because Grandma Eastey is lying to me, and wants me to figure out what's lies and what's truth.  So . . . yeah.  We've got work to do." 
 
    "I'd say 'sounds fun,' because I like being optimistic about things.  But I'm not a hundred percent sure it sounds fun." 
 
    Wednesday wiggled a hand.  "Some of it can be fun.  There's a yoke for you, to get the water up from the well.  We'll park by the barn, I'll show you the pump, and while you work on getting me something to drink, I'll get started on clearing us somewhere to live." 
 
    "A yoke?" 
 
    "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "It'll be great.  I mean, for the moment, I'm going to let you wear clothing, because Magog is around, and also because I don't have a good charm against ticks.  But once that's clear, you can get me water every morning." 
 
    "I'm guessing there's, like, an outhouse or something?" 
 
    "Until I get the electricity working, pretty much.  But that shouldn't be a problem.  It's all pretty simple stuff.  Turn here—yeah, up that way." 
 
    The barn looked like the house.  A little falling down, with paint peeling off the boards.  "And I'm guessing that it doesn't have any of those Amish curse things on it." 
 
    "Ugh!" said Wednesday.  "Okay, first of all, the Amish and Mennonites are the Pennsylvania Dutch who don't use hex marks.  And second of all, I've been doing this stuff enough that they fucking burn to look at, which isn't great.  Don't make one of those, Kaitlyn." 
 
    "I wasn't planning on it," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I—" 
 
    "Grandma Eastey doesn't fuck around," said Wednesday.  "Or, I mean, she does, but not when she thinks someone is threatening her or hers.  Don't even think about those." 
 
    Kaitlyn had seen Flora Backhouse get steamed, and she didn't want to see anyone else with power like that get upset.  "Okay, Wednesday.  I promise.  No curse things." 
 
    "Good," said Wednesday.  "Let's go see what things look like inside." 
 
    It wasn't as bad as Kaitlyn had expected.  The barn had a floor, which barns sometimes didn't have, and while the boards were worn, they weren't too splintery or too badly warped. 
 
    There was a desk with papers, an inkpot and a feather pen.  A heavy, old-fashioned wardrobe and four-poster bed.  The mattress didn't look super thick and comfortable, but the bed was a big one.  Also, there was a burlap sack spread on the floor next to the bed, with a heavy-looking iron chain and collar that went from the foot of the bed to the sack. 
 
    "Looks like Grandma has your number," said Wednesday. 
 
    "You told her about?  I mean, she—" 
 
    "Didn't tell her," said Wednesday, "but she's a reasonable good judge of character.  Not sure it's something I'm going to be doing every night, but it's not like she's wrong.  Anyhow.  Incubus stuff is far enough from where we're sleeping that I can leave it be for now.  Let's find that yoke, so that . . . there we go." 
 
    The yoke was a big wooden thing that went over Kaitlyn's shoulders.  Wooden buckets hung down from the ends of the yoke.  Presumably, she was supposed to fill them both up?  Whatever it was, Wednesday definitely liked the way Kaitlyn looked wearing it—she had that look in her eye.  So Kaitlyn straightened her back and pushed her chest out a little, because she liked that look in Wednesday's eye. 
 
    "Yeah okay," said Wednesday.  "But naked . . . anyhow.  Soon.  First off, well.  Follow, Kaitlyn." 
 
    Kaitlyn followed docilely.  There was a field full of thistles and tall grass and which was almost certainly full of ticks—they had to make sure to pull their socks over their pants, because lyme disease was a thing, and also ticks were gross.  But there were some blueberry bushes too, and those looked like they were ripe, and the thicket of blackberries that they went past was definitely ripe. 
 
    On the other hand, they did have to kind of push past the blackberry bushes, and trying to do that without clothing wasn't an idea that seemed like it was 100% a good idea. 
 
    "So, um," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Wednesday sighed.  "What part of this horrible setup is striking you as horrible first?" 
 
    "Well, for one thing, I didn't see a lot of outlets," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yeah, we'll see if the generator is working, because it should totally be working," said Wednesday.  "If nothing else, you can drive to town, get a hotel room, and just fill all the outlets with things which need charging.  But that's not what's actually bothering you, is it?" 
 
    "I'm not saying it's not bothering me," said Kaitlyn.  "But . . . like, it's really weird that your grandmother had a chain on the floor for me?  Like, creepy weird?" 
 
    "Grandma Eastey is all kinds of creepy weird," said Wednesday.  "It seems that you found one that you didn't expect.  But you know, like, interfering, nosy old ladies, right?" 
 
    "One or two," said Kaitlyn, cautiously. 
 
    "So Grandma Eastey is like that, but she also has clairvoyance, and can pass through walls, and can't be seen, and has a sense of right and wrong that is shockingly out of kilter with normative Western standards." 
 
    Kaitlyn considered that, and what the interfering old ladies that she knew would be like if they could do that sort of thing.  "Your Grandma Eastey seems like a great person, who is really good at word games!" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Wednesday laughed hard enough that she had to stop walking for a bit.  Then she smiled back at Kaitlyn.  "Actually," she said, "Grandma Eastey has promised that she's not going to spy on us, and she usually does what she promises.  But it's like . . . okay.  First of all, even before I knew that I was kinky, she invited me over and sat me down and told me that what I was was fine, but I had to be careful about things, particularly when it came to my mom finding out, because she doesn't think that my mom is good at handling things appropriately.  Then she told me more than I really wanted to know about things that you can do with things you can reach inside guy's butts." 
 
    "Wow," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yeah, it was super awkward, and then when I tried doing those things, I couldn't shake the fact that I was using a sex tip from my grandma.  At least this was back when she was alive, unlike when she told me that I was probably queer, and that I should use a love charm on Pixel.  Which I did not do, because Pixel was entitled to have her own life, and not be a part of the harem that my grandma thought I should have." 
 
    "Jesus," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yes, well, she didn't give me any tips on either putting nails through people's hands or the chest compression crucifixion is supposed to cause.  But she had other, very explicit ideas about things that I should try with men.  And with women.  Which is more or less why she made me that necklace you like so much." 
 
    "I. . . My Grandma Watson smokes too much, I guess?  And Grandad Josephs is kind of racist." 
 
    "Thanks," said Wednesday.  "Pretty much the same thing, right?  And it's okay to get a little creeped out by the dead lady who is way more aware of your sex life than you'd want a live lady to be." 
 
    "Right, but—" 
 
    "But," said Wednesday.  "Well, well, well." 
 
    Kaitlyn stopped walking and cocked her head at her. 
 
    "Over there." Wednesday pointed at an iron thing.  "Actually, it's just one well, but it seemed like something that bore repeating." 
 
    "I. . . guess?" 
 
    "Anyway," said Wednesday.  "It's a reciprocating pump, so you don't have to prime it.  Push the handle up and down, and eventually water will come out.  It's going to be rusty at first—when the water stops being orange, put a bucket under the pump and fill it up.  Then the other one.  Can you find the way back?" 
 
    "Probably," said Kaitlyn.  "But—" 
 
    "But creepy dead people and so on, and you'd rather I stuck with you." 
 
    "Please?" said Kaitlyn. "I mean, I know that you want to get to work on the generator, because flush toilets are a thing we all want, but—" 
 
    "But it's fine," said Wednesday. "At least for the first trip. Can't keep walking back and forth with you, because I have to get the generator and the pump working, and then I have to see what I can do about quarantining the worst of the garbage that incubus assembled, because some of those things will sneak into your dreams at night." 
 
    "But Jessie was with him for months," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yeah," said Wednesday. "Not saying that she had pleasant dreams for the duration. Also not saying that she didn't deserve it, but much like Gandalf, I don't a hundred percent know who deserves what, so okay." 
 
    "First trip?" asked Kaitlyn. "How thirsty are you?" 
 
    "Heh," said Wednesday. She'd found a rock near the well to perch on while Kaitlyn worked. Had to put a certain amount of force into the pump handle, but after a while, the water started flowing clear. It was neat.  She'd never used an old-timey well like that. "Before I get started on actually casting magic, I'm going to need to cleanse my stinking flesh, which is literally the reason why people take baths, only phrased a little grosser and old-timeyer. And it's going to have to be well water, drawn by hand. So what you're going to be doing is filling a barrel up in the barn. And rather than having you draw a whole bathtub's worth as soon as Grandma is ready to start teaching, I figure five or six trips now, and then again when you've rested up a bit." 
 
    "That. . . does kind of make sense?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Also, you're going to want to set up a tent for tonight," said Wednesday. "Grandma thinks that bedbugs build character. Specifically, the character that hates bedbugs, and will do the work needed to get rid of them. Fooled me once with that trick, not going to fool me again." 
 
    "This is a fun place and it's going to be a good month," said Kaitlyn, resolutely. 
 
    "Yeah, maybe a little," said Wednesday. "When I was a kid, I spent summers here. Blueberries and blackberries and raspberries and also there were fairies in the fields." 
 
    "Fairies?" said Kaitlyn, "for real?" 
 
    "Yup," said Wednesday. "I had to wear a string tied around my wrist that went back to the house, to keep them from stealing me away. They moved on after Grandma died, but they were fun. Even if they did keep trying to get me to untie that string." 
 
    "Huh," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "And if nothing else, you're going to get lots of healthy exercise out of doors. I've got some plans about that. And also there's an ice cream place back in town. The arcade closed, though." 
 
    "Great," said Kaitlyn. Truth was, it did sound pretty good. Except for the whole bedbugs thing. "Also, your Grandma cheats at Words with Friends." 
 
    "Probably." 
 
    "How do you zincite someone?" said Kaitlyn. "I'm pretty sure that's not a word." 
 
    "Could be that it wasn't," said Wednesday. "I mean, I'm not sure if it's possible to do that, but ever so often she'll put something down that I'm sure isn't a word. Then I'll look it up, and the dictionaries will act like it was always a word, and have citations back to the fifteenth century or whatever. I mean, swiples? Seriously? But in this case, I'm pretty sure that zincite is a zinc ore. The cheating that she'll do more often is set things up that require a specific letter or combination of letters, and then she'll just happen to get them." 
 
    Kaitlyn considered. "She did leave the double word score right in front of incites. And then she got that z." 
 
    "There you go," said Wednesday. 
 
    "She also said that I could have all the help I needed, though it'd. . . avail me nought, or something like that." 
 
    "Okay," said Wednesday. "Gimme your phone, and I'll see what I can come up with." 
 
    Kaitlyn passed Wednesday her phone, and went back to filling up her buckets. Then she heard that video she'd taken at the Grand Canyon. "I thought you were going to be helping me with scrabble?" she said. 
 
    "I thought so too," said Wednesday. "We all make mistakes." 
 
    Kaitlyn sighed. The buckets were full, anyway. Only it wasn't exactly easy to lift that yoke, now that there were full buckets attached. "Can I have a hand here?" she said. 
 
    "Soon," said Wednesday. "I want to get to the part where you put those binder clips on your labia, and then you regret doing that." 
 
    Kaitlyn flushed, and then waited, looking down at the dirt near the well. 
 
    There was Kaitlyn's gasp and swallowed swear from back at the Grand Canyon. And then Wednesday came and took the buckets off, and put them on after Kaitlyn had the yoke set up comfortably. 
 
    "Next time," said Wednesday, "you should put those buckets on the rock, and hook them with the yoke. Also, don't fill them so full; you're going to lose some of that to sloshing." 
 
    "Thanks," said Kaitlyn.  "You know, technically, you could have told me that before I filled them up too much." 
 
    "Sorry," said Wednesday.  "I got distracted.  But I tell you what—I'll help." 
 
    "Help?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Sure," said Wednesday.  "You look nice.  Now, stand still, and try not to spill anything." 
 
    Kaitlyn stood still, and Wednesday came down off that rock she was sitting on, and came over to her.  "Once I get the protection spells right," she said, coming around behind her, "you're going to be doing this naked." 
 
    One of Wednesday's hands drifted across Kaitlyn's breast, and down along her side.  The other hand was firmly on her hip.  Kaitlyn gasped, and she couldn't help it—she bucked a little, so there was little tsking noise in her ear.  "Said try not to spill," said Wednesday. 
 
    "But—" 
 
    "Also try not to talk," said Wednesday. 
 
    "But your cousin!" 
 
    "He's around," said Wednesday.  "But he's got enough sense not to intrude if he sees something private."  She bit Kaitlyn's earlobe, lightly, and Kaitlyn made a needy little noise.  But at the same time, Wednesday's cousin? 
 
    "Besides," said Wednesday.  "I mean, you're fully dressed."  Her hand went back to Kaitlyn's breast, and she started pinching at her nipple.  Not hard, not exactly, but hard enough to leave it uncomfortably stiff, pushing against her bra.  And to get a little more water to slosh out of those buckets.  "Just me being a little handsy.  Not like when we have privacy, and you're going to be tied to a tree for your whipping, or—" 
 
    The hand on Kaitlyn's hip moved under the waistband of her pants, and that got a gasp and even more water out of the buckets.  Then it found Kaitlyn's clit, and started moving.  She was supposed to try to keep from spilling anything, but . . . well.  She spilled a little more at that. 
 
    "There," said Wednesday.  "I helped." 
 
    "Helped?" 
 
    "Sure," said Wednesday.  "You aren't going to be spilling too much more water as you walk, and also I have a reason to whip you later.  I mean, there's still a chance of sloshing, so I'm going to be holding onto your phone." 
 
    "I see," said Kaitlyn.  "Well, try not to walk into any trees." 
 
    "Oh, don't worry," said Wednesday.  "The trees here know me.  But enough playtime—there's a ton of stupid and boring work that we've both signed up to do, and it's not getting any less stupid and boring while we dilly-dally." 
 
    "Sure," said Kaitlyn, who was still a bit miffed at not having done better at keeping the water from spilling. 
 
    "And as far as Words With Friends," said Wednesday, getting in front of Kaitlyn, and heading back to the barn, "you're not going to win.  I mean, if you were Grandma Eastey, you could win, but only because she'll pick the letters she wants—the only reason to put down incites in front of the double word was to set up zincites, and that only makes sense if she somehow knows that she's getting a Z on her next turn, which isn't likely unless you're a big cheater.  Point is, I could probably score a few more points than you, but I'm also not sure what you're trying to accomplish." 
 
    "I don't want to look stupid?" said Kaitlyn.  The truth was, Wednesday was mostly right about the sloshing.  She was trying to keep the yoke level, but at the same time, those were buckets at the end of a stick, so they swung a little.  If they'd been completely full, there was no way she would've been able to avoid losing some of the water.  Not that she wasn't losing any—she had trees to get past, and also she was trying to make sure she knew the way to the well and back, and also Wednesday was walking in front of her, so she had a hard time not just watching Wednesday's butt as she walked.  Only if she tried to get through some trees without paying attention, she'd look like an idiot when they knocked down the water buckets, after telling Wednesday not to walk into trees. 
 
    Still, it was a nice butt.  And also it was nice that Wednesday was enjoying the porn that Kaitlyn had made for her.  And also she was going to be tied to a tree and whipped?  Which sounded . . . well, it sounded possibly interesting, and possibly terrible, and also like something she could totally handle, and why would anyone say that she couldn't handle something like that? 
 
    It wasn't that far between the barn and the well.  Just twisty, and there were trees and bushes that made it hard to see where she was, even when it wasn't that far.  Back at the barn, there was a big wooden barrel just outside the door.  Kaitlyn poured the water that was left in the buckets into that barrel, which made a depressingly small difference in how empty the barrel was. 
 
    "So," said Wednesday.  "Can you get back to the well on your own?  I've got to take apart some plumbing and see what went wrong, or possibly where raccoons are nesting.  I'm hoping that Grandma didn't let water back into the pipes over the winter, because that would be a fucking disaster." 
 
    "I think so?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Tell you what," said Wednesday.  "I'll walk you there, but after that, you're on your own." 
 
    "Sorry," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I'm usually good at directions, but—" 
 
    "But this place isn't usual," said Wednesday.  "I mean, it's not going to get you too far lost, but . . . sometimes it's going to take you a little longer to get where you're going.  Nothing you can do about it." 
 
    "Okay?" 
 
    "More or less," said Wednesday.  "I mean, it's going to take a little while before it's used to you, but once it likes you, it's pretty great." 
 
    "Just like you!" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Wednesday shook her head sadly, but Kaitlyn could see her smile.  "Thanks.  Whatever.  Moving on." 
 
    They went back, through the field and blackberry bushes, and the well was pretty much where Kaitlyn had expected it to be.  Maybe a little further?  But it was there, and the rock next to it was there.  She filled a bucket, then put it on the rock. 
 
    "And now," said Wednesday, "much like Miles Vorkosgian, I am going to plumb.  Hopefully not the depths, but at the very least, the middles.  You'll be okay?" 
 
    "I'll be okay," said Kaitlyn.  Truth was, using the old mechanical pump was actually kind of fun.  It wasn't exactly a workout, but she needed to put a certain amount of force into it to get the water to flow.  Trying to pick up the buckets with the ends of the yoke was a little less fun, but she managed to get them on without losing all the water that was in them.  Wednesday pretty clearly thought that having her girlfriend wearing a yoke was sexy, and, okay—Wednesday was a little bit weird about that sort of thing.  But it was a lot easier than trying to walk that distance carrying a bucket.  Once she got used to how to get the buckets on and off, it'd probably be okay.  There was only so much that Wednesday was going to drink, and she . . . well, baths were a thing that civilized people did at least once a day, but Kaitlyn had just come back from a camping trip.  Probably Wednesday would be able to manage without using quite that much bathwater? 
 
    Not that she had that much else to do, at least not right away.  When she got back to the barn, Wednesday's cheek had a big smudge of dirt on it, and she was saying all the swear words that she knew, in a methodical fashion.  Which meant that there was a problem that Wednesday probably was going to be able to handle, but which was going to be a pain.  "Is it the generator?" 
 
    "Shitcunt pisscock," said Wednesday.  "It's the fuckering fuel lines, this time, and there's no reason for that other than malicious ghosts.  And the solar panels are fucking filthy, and that means that someone was deliberately steering rain away from them, and now I've got to go through every single hose in every single piece of equipment and find out which of them have minute perforations for no good reason.  And then we're going to have to go to town to pick up replacements, and they're not going to have the right gauge of hoses in town, because fuck you." 
 
    "Okay!" said Kaitlyn.  "How many more buckets of water for today?" 
 
    "Say four more trips," said Wednesday.  "Oh, and if you could fill up my bottle?  It turns out that I'm also not supposed to draw the water myself, because. . . honestly, I don't know why.  But—" 
 
    "No problem," said Kaitlyn, and passed Wednesday a full water bottle.  "Should I not be drinking this stuff, or—" 
 
    "It's just a . . .  well, actually," said Wednesday. 
 
    "Well, actually, what?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "It's just a well, actually," said Wednesday.  "Nothing magic about the water.  The problem is that other water isn't magic enough?  Or isn't the right sort of magic enough?  I don't fucking know.  I do know that once I get the generator started, there are going to be other problems, because there always are.  Only maybe Grandma Eastey is going to decide to quit dicking me around sooner, rather than later, because we have a lot of work to do." 
 
    "Here's hoping," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Oh, and—" said Wendesday.  "Louie." 
 
    "Lou. . . who's Louie?" 
 
    "L-O-O-I-E," said Wednesday.  "Hooked onto the L in cattle.  Not going to score a lot, but it's going to get rid of some of that mess you have in your hand." 
 
    "And that's a word." 
 
    "In a way," said Wednesday.  "It was short for lieutenant in olden times." 
 
    "Right," said Kaitlyn.  "Thanks!" 
 
    Wednesday nodded and took a drink from the water bottle that Kaitlyn had gotten for her.  Kaitlyn wasn't necessarily looking forward to making four more trips to the well, but seeing that gave her a little flush of satisfaction. It was something that Wednesday needed, and she was doing it. 
 
    Which was kind of the whole point—it was true that it had been one of Wednesday's sex bargain things, where Kaitlyn did something that she didn't 100% want to do, in exchange for Wednesday doing something that Kaitlyn absolutely did want to do, but which Wednesday didn't.  But it was also something that Kaitlyn had volunteered to do because Wednesday was going to have a hard time of something, and Kaitlyn wanted to help.  Could be that Wednesday could handle everything herself.  Probably would be—Wednesday was good at handling things herself.  But this was going to at least make life easier for her? 
 
    Whatever it was, it was something to do.  Kaitlyn picked up her phone, and played "looie" against Wednesday's grandmother.  Who replied with "nacreous," because of course she did.  At least it opened up a triple word score. 
 
    Maybe Kaitlyn was thinking a little bit too hard about that, and not hard enough about the way between the well and the barn.  Because it really wasn't that far, and she'd just come back from like a month of being out of doors, and she was also good at things like camping and hiking.  And maybe she didn't a hundred percent believe that the landscape was going to trick her. 
 
    But on her third trip back, she found herself in a graveyard instead of back at the barn.  There were a lot of gravestones, kind of tilty and close together, and with really old dates on them.  Mostly Easteys and Monroes and Proctors, with a few other names thrown in.  No Newlands, which was weird, but maybe Wednesday's mom was the relative, rather than her dad?  Only Wednesday had said that her grandmother liked her father, and not so much her mom, but . . . there was a name there which wasn't Eastey or Monroe or Proctor. 
 
    Jessie Taylor was kind of horrible, but she'd also been Kaitlyn's friend since forever, and sometimes having a horrible friend had actually been a big advantage.  And even if it hadn't, Kaitlyn liked her, and really didn't expect to see a gravestone with her name on it in front of an open grave. 
 
    It had Jessie's name, her birthday, and the current date.  Underneath that, it said, "THE WAGES OF SIN ARE DEATH." 
 
    Kaitlyn stood in front of the grave, rooted to the spot in shock.  Jessie was dead?  But they'd saved her from an incubus and also from drowning, and Wednesday wouldn't have let that happen— 
 
    There was a rustling in the bushes—slow, almost liked someone was deliberately shaking them.  Kaitlyn took a step back, too panicked even scream, too stubborn to run. 
 
    A man stepped out.  At first, even though he was clearly a man, Kaitlyn had the sense that he was like, a bear or a moose or something—some massive animal, moving slowly because it was so large that every step covered a lot of ground and made the ground shake under it. 
 
    Kaitlyn had seen a picture of him.  It was Wednesday's cousin Magog.  The one that she'd suggested might teach Jessie magic, if Jessie really had to learn magic.  The man who'd killed Jessie?   
 
    Magog had been kneeling in the picture, and he'd looked massive.  He looked more massive standing, so big that it was almost like he had to be standing closer than he was, for it to make sense—like seeing a mountain.  He had thick black hair and and beard, and his eyes were set deeply beneath massive brows. 
 
    Kaitlyn took another step back, bumping into the headstone of Eglon Proctor, 1704-1822, "THAT WHICH IS CROOKED CANNOT BE MADE STRAIGHT." 
 
    "You are Wednesday's love," said Magog slowly. 
 
    "And Jessie's friend," said Kaitlyn, which came out as more of a squeak than was intended.    "What happened to her?" 
 
    "A great many things," said Magog.  He didn't seem inclined to say anything more than that. 
 
    Right.  One of Wednesday's friends and relatives.  Sort of person who would give wierd-ass answers to questions that weren't specific enough.  "Why is there is an open grave with her name on the headstone and today's date?" asked Kaitlyn. 
 
    Magog gave a soft grunt.  "Jessie Taylor wanted to study the arts from me.  I have investigated her character and abilities, and I set her to digging the grave."  He looked at it and shrugged.  "It is poor work, but it will suffice." 
 
    "She. . . Jessie is okay?" 
 
    "I would not say that," said Magog.  "I do not believe that she is deceased yet, but I imagine that it will follow soon enough.  Jessie Taylor is possessed with ambition without caution, talent without wisdom, and beauty without conscience.  I do not believe that the dates on the headstone will change too many times before they are given rest." 
 
    Kaitlyn tried to digest that.  It was still creepy to see Jessie's name on that headstone, but at least nothing had happened yet? 
 
    "You're sure, though," said Kaitlyn.  "She's going to . . . I mean, if she keeps on . . . " 
 
    "It is the way of all flesh," said Magog.  "But while there is a thin thread that she might follow, that would raise her up from those depths, I do not believe that she will follow it.  I will give her a taste of power, of real power, and we shall see how she uses it.  I do not believe that she will have enough to cause significant damage." 
 
    "So you'll be able to help her?" said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, if she uses it wrong, she'll just have a little bit, so it won't—" 
 
    "So that I will not have to waste too much time on this endeavor.  If the grave is not filled, soon I believe that I will have to find a second student, in order to balance the instructions, and otherwise . . ." he sighed, like the wind blowing through a forest.  "If she is still alive when winter comes, it will interfere with my rest." 
 
    "I. . . um."  Kaitlyn wasn't sure how she was supposed to respond to something like that. 
 
    Magog shook his head.  "You are to tell Wednesday that I have agreed to the favor that she asked, but that I am not optimistic about the outcome.  It is well that she sent Jessie Taylor to me at the stage which she was at.  It will make it easier to find her when that proves necessary." 
 
    "I . . . yeah, okay.  And, um, it was nice to meet you?" 
 
    Magog considered, and then nodded.  "Likewise.  You have a good heart; it will serve you well, in the trying times ahead." 
 
    Then he stepped back into the forest, again moving more like a bear or an elk than like a person.  Kaitlyn stood there a while longer, looking at the empty grave, the headstone, the neat pile of earth next to it.  He'd made Jessie dig her own grave?  And she'd done it?  And also, despite what Magog had said, it looked like a good job—yeah, the sides were a little crooked, but it was way better than Kaitlyn would've thought Jessie could do. 
 
    In the end, though, it was hot out, and she was sweating awkwardly under that yoke, and the buckets of water were heavy.  And there wasn't anything that she could do.  Besides, nothing bad had happened yet. 
 
    Still, she was pretty shaken by the time she got back to the barn.  Wednesday had grease smeared on the side of her face and was looking super mad about something, but as soon as Kaitlyn came in, she dropped what she was doing, and went over to help her with the well-water. 
 
    "What is it?" she asked. 
 
    Kaitlyn explained.  The whole thing, making sure to give Magog's message exactly the way he'd said it.  When she was done, she was on the verge of crying—Wednesday sat down on the big rocking chair next to the bed, and Kaitlyn curled up in her lap.  "He's going to kill her?" she said.  "For real?" 
 
    "No," said Wednesday.  "No, he thinks she's going to get herself killed." 
 
    "And do you?" 
 
    Wednesday was quiet.  She was quiet for a lot longer than Kaitlyn would've expected, stroking Kaitlyn's hair as she thought.  As she thought about the question, or about whether to lie to Kaitlyn, or how to break the truth to Kaitlyn, or— 
 
    "No," said Wednesday finally.  "I mean, last year, I'd have said yes.  But I think . . . well, she might?  We all might.  That's one of the reasons why I would rather live in the modern world, with safety railings and airbags and a relatively low incidence of office-place duels.  But it . . .  I mean, she had time to think, when Flora dumped her in that cistern.  And she probably had time to think when she was digging that grave." 
 
    That was encouraging, probably. 
 
    "I don't know what's going to happen, and I don't know what's going through Jessie's head.  But I think she's trying to do better.  I mean . . . hold on." 
 
    Wednesday managed to get up from underneath Kaitlyn, went over to her suitcase, and got out something.  The tennis bracelets that Jessie had gotten them.  "Here, put it on," she said, slipping hers on as she went back to the rocking chair where Kaitlyn was sitting.  Kaitlyn put it on, and sat back down on Wednesday's lap.  It was a nice bracelet. 
 
    "She's not really used to having friends," said Wendesday. 
 
    Kaitlyn snorted.  "She has tons of friends.  I mean, not even counting me and Annie, she—" 
 
    "You were her friend," said Wednesday.  "Was she your friend?  I mean, actually your friend?" 
 
    "I. . . um." Kaitlyn looked at her bracelet, and then back at Wednesday.  "I guess I kind of thought so?"  Then, more quietly, "I guess I kind of thought that's what friends were?" 
 
    Wednesday stroked her hair for a little bit.  "It's a good thing that I've stopped being paranoid about you dumping me when you found out that there are lots of people who aren't horrible.  But that's not my point.  Point is, Jessie is trying not to be horrible.  I'm not saying that it's going to work, and I'm not saying that she's going to stop being horrible.  And yeah, I don't really know Jessie.  But I get the sense that she's trying to find a way to be horrible to people while at the same time doing the right thing.  And I think that she may have reached the conclusion that if she tries to be horrible to people like Flora and Magog, they're going to kill her." 
 
    Kaitlyn looked up at Wednesday, trying to figure out if she was—not lying to her, Wednesday didn't lie to her.  Trying to figure out if she was sugar-coating things, or trying to pretend that things were better than they were.  Wednesday didn't look like she was, though.  She looked just like regular Wednesday.  Angular features, could stand to maybe wear a little more makeup, looking a little worried, but not, like, embarrassed or anything. 
 
    "Sorry," said Kaitlyn, finally.  "It's just . . . seeing that grave . . . you know?" 
 
    "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I know.  Tell you what.  Rather than trying to figure out which hoses have holes in them, I'm just going to replace all of them.  Which means a trip into town, which means we can get burgers and ice cream or something." 
 
    "And Jessie's going to be fine," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Wednesday sighed, and then shrugged.  "Not going to say that she's going to be fine.  She's got a lot painful lessons ahead of her.  But I think that she's found something that she wants enough to go through a lot of pain to get it.  So long as she keeps working on who she is, Magog isn't going to let her get killed." 
 
    That was . . . well, Kaitlyn knew Jessie, and she wasn't a hundred percent convinced that she was going to keep working on who she was.  On the other hand, she'd gotten down in the dirt and dug a grave for herself, which Kaitlyn wouldn't have ever expected Jessie to be able to do.  At a minimum, Wednesday knew Magog better than Kaitlyn did.  And while Kaitlyn didn't know Magog pretty much at all, those five minutes of conversation had told her that Magog was going to do whatever he wanted, and Kaitlyn wasn't going to be able to stop him.  So, okay.  She'd deal. 
 
    They both had gotten grimy, and neither of them could shower yet—there wasn't enough water in that barrel for Wednesday to do more than wash her face and hands, and there wasn't running water at all yet.  But they cleaned up as best as they could, and changed, and they drove into town. 
 
    It was twenty minutes away, and it wasn't a big town.  But it had a hardware store that seemed to make Wednesday happy, and had a diner which, as a diner, it was pretty good, actually.  Despite being American, Kaitlyn had never been a huge fan of burgers, but their burgers were okay.  And the ice cream was clearly made on premises, and it was fucking great.  Not a lot of flavors, but— 
 
    Wednesday had been watching her eat, and grinning at her once she managed to stop eating the ice cream herself.  "Once we get the power working properly, we'll buy a gallon or two and keep it in the freezer." 
 
    Kaitlyn groaned.  "I will gain a million pounds." 
 
    "Oh, don't worry about that," said Wednesday.  "I've got an exercise routine all planned out for you." 
 
    For some reason, that hit Kaitlyn a lot harder than she expected it to.  She was suddenly turned on, and like, turned on enough that it made her breath short, and her vision a little blurry around the edges. 
 
    "So," said Wednesday.  "Super into having a workout routine, or just in the mood for being told what to do?" 
 
    "I . . ." Kaitlyn shook her head.  "I don't know.  I . . ." 
 
    "Yeah, okay," said Wednesday.  "We've had a stressful day.  Tell you what; when we get home, you can set up the tent and so on, and then I'll leave you restrained for a bit while I finish up the generator.  We'll see what comes next." 
 
    Apparently, the answer was that she was really in the mood.  And also kind of turned on by an exercise routine.  The idea of going back and Wednesday doing the stuff that Wednesday was going to do was making her squirm a little in her seat, but at the same time, she was still kind of thinking of the whole exercise routine thing.  Whatever it was, it made it hard to drive carefully on the way back, and driving carefully was a good idea, what with it being a dirt road through a haunted forest. 
 
    In any case, she managed. 
 
    "You can leave your clothing in the car," said Wednesday, getting out.  It was tricky getting undressed in the car, and then a little uncomfortable being barefoot on a dirt road.  On the other hand, there was the way that Wednesday watched her get out of the car, and the way she watched her setting up the tent while she was connecting hoses to a generator and getting a little smudged.  And for one reason or another, Kaitlyn was just super, super ready for Wednesday to do more than look at her. 
 
    Maybe it was because it had been a stressful day.  Maybe it was because she didn't want to think about Jessie, or to think about anything.  She wanted to be a sweating, pulsing lump of desire, and Wednesday was very good at turning her into that.  And maybe it was because it'd been a while since they'd had like, elaborate sex, and maybe it was because they were alone in the middle of nowhere and Kaitlyn had been waiting for something like that since she'd bullied Wednesday into letting her come along for a month and help her learn magic from her dead grandmother. 
 
    Whatever the reason was, she got super interested when Wednesday put some tentpegs in the dirt next to their tent.  Five: four that were pretty far apart, and then one in the middle, which was a lot taller than the others.  The setup made a little more sense after Kaitlyn was tied up on her hands and knees.  Ankles and wrists each fastened to their own peg, and then a ring gag was attached to the peg in the middle. 
 
    It would've been reasonably secure even if it hadn't been more than that, but Wednesday also lashed Kaitlyn's ankles to her thighs and her wrists to her shoulders, which meant that she couldn't even squirm much. 
 
    "Nice," said Wednesday, when she was done.  Her hand drifted up along Kaitlyn's calf and thigh, and Kaitlyn trembled at her touch. 
 
    "Also," said Wednesday, just brushing her fingers along the length of Kaitlyn's pussy, "drippy." 
 
    Kaitlyn gave a little moan. 
 
    "And," said Wednesday, "since I mentioned the time when I was worried about you leaving me for the first non-terrible guy you met, there was also the issue of me not being convinced that you were gay enough." 
 
    The thing about a ring gag was that while it didn't make noises any quieter, it did make it pretty hard to talk intelligibly.  So Kaitlyn just made an annoyed sound. 
 
    "There, there," said Wednesday.  "Pretty much over that, but I've been trying to get this ready ever since I found out that you liked camping, and were probably going to argue me into going camping at some point.  The difficulty was finding a blunt enough tent peg for the purpose.  In the end, I had to use the school's prototyping equipment to modify something.  But, and this is important, it's still a tent peg.  You see, I've been assured that the hormones released in a sexual situation with the anus being breached by one of these will cause you to be irrevocably homosexual." 
 
    Kaitlyn made a confused noise, as Wednesday slathered lube on her butt.  Tent pegs were what?  Well, one of them was going up her butt, that was pretty clear, but the rest of it— 
 
    It was blunter than tent pegs usually were, which was good, and it was also kind of wide and heavy and cold, which was. . . well, that was a bit mixed.  And it was smooth, so it wasn't going to stay in place easily.  Kaitlyn did her best to hold it in position as Wednesday stepped aside.  Only then Wednesday went and found the mallet, and stood in front of Kaitlyn, giving her a thoughtful look. 
 
    Kaitlyn whimpered, and the grin that Wednesday had been trying to keep suppressed escaped.  "Yeah, well," she said.  "The science was a bit dodgy as well.  Tell you what—I'll get that thing lashed into position, and maybe we'll play a little bit with the mallet when I'm done with the generator." 
 
    That sounded . . . well, whether or not the tent peg had caused Kaitlyn to be gay, she was certainly feeling like someone who wanted a pretty lady to do sex stuff to her, for as long and as hard as she could manage.  One particular pretty lady, and whether she wanted to play with a tent peg, or a mallet, or whatever—Kaitlyn was tied up on her hands and knees, and she was tied up pretty tight on her hands and knees.  But there was enough play in the ropes that her hips could move a little.  There wasn't anything for them to move against, but they were moving, as Wednesday tied a rope to the end of the tent peg, and then around Katilyn's hips.  Not tight, but there was enough of the peg inside of her that it wasn't going to get out.  And the way she was set up, even though there was nothing against her pussy, when her hips moved, the tent peg moved as well. 
 
    Could be that the science involved was dodgy, could be that whoever it was who'd said that was on to something.  A streamer of drool dropped out of the ring gag, as Wednesday went around to the front to survey her work. 
 
    "Looking good, Kaitlyn," she said.  "And I'm almost done with the generator.  You stay there, and I'll be back soon." 
 
    She really, really wanted Wednesday not to go away.  But she'd spent long enough camping that she really, really wanted running water and somewhere that she could plug her phone in.  Also, it wasn't like she had a choice. Kaitlyn's hips weren't moving as much as they'd been, now that Wednesday wasn't there keeping her worked up, but on the other hand, there was that tent peg up her butt.  And also she was tied up outside next to a barn, with the wind moving across her, and Wednesday whistling cheerfully to herself, between bouts of swearing at machines almost as cheerfully.  Also, she was dripping from both ends.  It was great, honestly.  It'd be greater if she could actually have sex, but, well.  That was the thing about being tied up—she could feel however she wanted, but it didn't matter.  It was up to Wednesday, and Wednesday would take care of things. 
 
    "And there we are," said Wednesday.  "Fiat lux?" 
 
    There was a click.  It wasn't followed by a bang, or the sort of swearing that Wednesday had done the last time she'd thought she was finished. 
 
    "Brilliant," said Wednesday, coming back out.  "You're going to be able to have a shower later, Kaitlyn!  Or at least, I'm going to tie you up and spray you with a hose.  That's like a shower.  But, and here's the great thing, the toilet can flush, and also there are lights!" 
 
    Kaitlyn made a happy noise, which dislodged more drool.  The truth was, Kaitlyn was so turned on that the being sprayed with a hose was something that was almost as exciting as flushing toilets and running showers, despite her having been camping for a month, and only having working plumbing for a short weekend since then. 
 
    Wednesday laughed and sat down next to Kaitlyn, crosslegged.  "That's the gasoline generator sorted.  The solar panels are a problem for another day.  There was also a salve that's supposed to be proof against fleas and ticks and other vermin.  So we're going to give that a try tonight on you, and if you don't wind up turning into a toad or something, I'll work on making more." 
 
    A salve sounded good.  And when Wednesday started rubbing it in on Kaitlyn's shoulders, it sounded really, really good.  If it weren't for the ropes, Kaitlyn wouldn't have been able to keep from wriggling up into Wednesday's lap, but since there were the ropes, she had to stay in position as Wednesday rubbed her pretty much everywhere. 
 
    The thing about being on her hands and knees was that it made her conscious of her body in a different way than usual.  Especially when Wednesday was touching her like that, but even when not—there was the weight of her breasts, the way they moved as she breathed and pulsed under Wednesday's touch.  There was the way her legs were held open, her pussy spread open to the breeze, the way that tent-peg moved in her as Wednesday worked.  In order to make sure that every surface was properly covered, Wednesday untied each of the ropes in turn, and when she tied them back up, Kaitlyn was tied up differently than she had been before.  Not to the tent-pegs anymore—Wednesday even took out the one in Kaitlyn's butt, which had been starting to ache.  Apparently, now she was gay enough?  And also Wednesday didn't want her to get mosquito bites on her butthole.  Or in her pussy.  Which meant that the salve got worked in there too. 
 
    By that point, Kaitlyn was still tied up on her hands and knees, but she wasn't held in position anymore, so she started squirming into Wednesday's touch.  She couldn't help it, but when Wednesday slapped her butt, and told her to be good, she kept still.  "Unless you can't," said Wednesday, which meant that Kaitlyn was 100% going to keep still forever, until Wednesday said that she could move.  Which was why Wednesday had said it, but knowing that didn't change anything. 
 
    Even holding still, it was really, really hard not to come as Wednesday worked that salve into Kaitlyn's pussy, her fingers strong and precise and soft and. . . Kaitlyn was left breathing shuddering breaths, and every movement of her thighs making slick little noises that weren't because of the salve. 
 
    "Good job," said Wednesday, as she moved her hands down to Kaitlyn's inner thighs.  "Now, I'm going to have to do some reading when I'm done with this.  And you aren't getting untied until I'm done with my book.  But if you can keep still until I'm done, you get a prize." 
 
    Kaitlyn wanted a prize, so she stayed still.  Well, not exactly still—Wednesday lifted up her legs to make sure that she got the parts that were on the ground, and so on.  But she didn't make any of the movements that she was trying to make.  Not even when Wednesday worked the salve in between Kaitlyn's toes, which tickled like hell.  But she did wind up breathing pretty hard through the gag. 
 
    For a while, Wednesday just sat there playing with Kaitlyn's hair and her breasts, and just touching her.  But then her fingers went back to Kaitlyn's pussy, as her other hand twisted in Kaitlyn's hair, pulling hard.  "Okay," she said.  "You can go ahead." 
 
    Normally, back home, they had to worry about neighbors, so Kaitlyn had to try to be quiet when she came.  But that wasn't what was going on there, and she was so worked up that she wasn't sure that she could've even been quiet wherever they were.  Wednesday kept pulling hard on Kaitlyn's hair, her fingers kept moving on her clit as Kaitlyn bucked and shrieked and twisted, until she was completely done.  At which point, Wednesday rolled Kaitlyn over onto her back, wrote the current date in sharpie over Kaitlyn's pussy, just like she did whenever she let Katilyn come.  But then she didn't untie her any more. 
 
    "Okay," said Wednesday.  "Like I said, I have to read.  You can play on the lawn, or take a nap or something." 
 
    Kaitlyn was tied up enough that she had to stay on her hands and knees.  She could crawl, but not more than that.  At first, she didn't have enough energy to do anything other than lay on her back and watch Wednesday go over to one of the two Adirondack chairs that were out on the grass next to the barn.  It was uncomfortable not being able to stretch out, but the grass and dirt felt good against her skin, and Wednesday looked like Wednesday—gorgeous and slim and tall, and paying so much attention to something that she kind of forgot about everything else. 
 
    The thing in question was a book, the sort of book that you saw in movies or something, rather than in bookstores—twice as tall as even a big hardcover, with a fancy-looking leather cover and heavy pages.  Well, given that Wednesday was spending the month going to wizard school, it made sense that she was reading wizard books.  If Kaitlyn had been untied, she'd have gotten Wednesday a glass of lemonade and started work on dinner, but she wasn't.  And while that orgasm had left her pretty relaxed, she wasn't quite ready to go to sleep.  Eventually, she had enough energy to turn over and get up on her hands and knees. 
 
    She was supposed to play on the lawn?  Didn't seem like there was much playing she could do.  She crawled over to the edge of the forest, but she definitely wasn't willing to explore while naked and tied up—she probably wouldn't have been interested in getting out of sight of Wednesday even if she had armor and a tank.  Not after the last time she'd gotten out of sight. 
 
    Then she crawled back to Wednesday, and lay down next to her.  Wednesday smiled, looking amused, and patted her on the head before going back to her book.  So Kaitlyn lay there for a bit, but that wasn't that much fun.  Back to crawling around.  The grass was soft, but it hurt a little, pressed down against her knees like that.  Back to Wednesday, trying to get her to pay attention.  Wednesday was frowning at her book like she wasn't looking for a conversation, and would probably shut Kaitlyn up more firmly if she started talking. 
 
    More crawling around.  It wasn't much more fun than lying next to Wednesday's chair, really.  Except that there was the way that Wednesday looked up at her when she had to stop to think, and there was the fact that she couldn't stand up, and she wouldn't be able to stand up until Wednesday let her, which was kind of hot.  And yeah, the sway of her breasts, and the slickness between her thighs, and on her butt, from the lube that Wednesday had used. 
 
    If Wednesday let Kaitlyn come as often as she wanted, she'd. . . honestly, she'd probably have three or four or five or ten orgasms, and then wind up being only interested in one a day, maybe a little more when Wednesday decided to do something special.  But as things were, it felt like she would be interested in having sex a dozen times a day, every day. 
 
    Kaitlyn had spotted a stick the last circuit she'd made of the lawn.  She went over, picked it up in her mouth, and then crawled back to Wednesday.  Who was still reading.  Fine.  Kaitlyn crouched—the way she was tied meant that she couldn't put her hands all the way down, so she held them up, kept the stick in her mouth, and waited. 
 
    When Wednesday did look up, she smiled at Kaitlyn.  "Fine," she said, and took the stick.  "Fetch." 
 
    Wednesday didn't do a lot of sports, but she had a pretty good arm—the stick sailed right up to the edge of the forest.  Kaitlyn crawled after it as fast as she could and brought it back.  As fast as she could wasn't that fast, so it wasn't like she was keeping Wednesday from getting any work done.  And it was actually a little tiring. 
 
    Not that she was going to stop.  Every time she brought it back, she got a pat on her head, a 'good girl,' from Wednesday, and then the stick flew out across the lawn again.  That pat on the head and 'good girl' made the whole crawling across the lawn and trying to figure out where that stupid stick had landed entirely worth it.  Finally, instead of throwing it back out, Wednesday put the stick on the arm of her chair—it was one of those big wooden chairs, with the broad, flat arms, so there was plenty of room for that.  Then she gave Kaitlyn a long, searching look. 
 
    Kaitlyn stood as still as she could manage, her legs trembling a little—that much crawling was a heavy workout for the legs and shoulders, and while she'd keep doing it as long as Wednesday wanted, she wouldn't exactly be disappointed if they were done playing fetch. 
 
    It seemed like they were.  Wednesday said, "Up," and patted the table next to her. 
 
    Climbing up on it was a little tricky, given that she couldn't actually lift her legs the whole way.  In the end, she grabbed it and pulled herself up.  The wood was unfinished, and it scratched pretty hard—if she wound up with splinters in her tits, it would probably amuse Wednesday, but Kaitlyn still wasn't thrilled about the idea. 
 
    Seemed like it hadn't happened that time, though.  "Hands and knees," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn scrambled up into position.  Then Wednesday started playing with Kaitlyn's breast.  She was still reading her book, which wasn't in anything like English.  Half of it wasn't even in English letters.  But her hand was soft and firm against Kaitlyn's skin, and she was kneading and pinching and lightly scratching.  Kaitlyn moaned.  Softly, so that she didn't distract Wednesday too much.  But if it was possible to come from just having her breast groped, she was going to.  It wasn't just how good Wednesday was at feeling someone up, it was the whole day, and the sun on her skin, and the way that Wednesday was using her, exactly the way she wanted. 
 
    After a while, Wednesday got a bottle of water out and stood up to give Kaitlyn a drink.  Kaitlyn was squirming the whole time that she drank, meeting Wednesday's eyes, and maybe doing a little bit of exaggerated swallowing.  It was true that it might have been a little sexier for a guy to see a girl swallowing, but, well, whatever.  It was what she could do. 
 
    It did seem that it was working—Wednesday grinned a little, the sort of grin that she did when Kaitlyn did something that was supposed to turn Wednesday on, and Wednesday saw through her, but also was turned on.  It wasn't even a surprise when Wednesday put her book down after another little while of fondling her on the table.  Wasn't a surprise, but was still super exciting, when Wednesday pulled her jeans down, and let Kaitlyn lick her out. 
 
    At which point, even though Kaitlyn hadn't come, she felt a little boneless and ready to nap.  So she curled up at Wednesday's feet and slept. 
 
    When she woke up, the sun had set. Wednesday had brought out a camping lantern and was still reading, and there were fireflies lighting up the whole lawn.  It was amazingly peaceful.  Kaitlyn would've been happy to just lie there forever, if she hadn't been ridiculously hungry. 
 
    "Grill is set up," said Wednesday, when she noticed that Kaitlyn was up.  "Gotta unfasten you before you can start cooking, though." 
 
    Kaitlyn made a disappointed noise. 
 
    "Yeah, well, fire and restricted movement aren't necessarily a great idea." 
 
    Okay, that was fair.  Kaitlyn held her wrists up, and Wednesday untied them, and also the other ropes.  And then she slapped Kaitlyn on the ass, in the direction of the grill. 
 
    It was one of those old-fashioned charcoal grills, from like the 80s, which was a flying-saucer-shaped thing that was supposed to be filled with coals, and a grate to go over it.  At home, Kaitlyn's dad had a really nice gas grill, with a rotisserie attachment and everything, and while it was a little bit like cooking in a kitchen, only outside, it was also something that worked, unlike charcoal grills. 
 
    Only it seemed that Wednesday had seen to the grill before Kaitlyn had gotten there, because the charcoal was all burning properly. 
 
    "So, magic?" asked Kaitlyn, staring at the inexplicably burning coals. 
 
    "Better," said Wednesday.  "Engineering."  Then she swatted something on her neck. 
 
    "You know," said Kaitlyn,  "I could smear that lotion on you—that'd be—" 
 
    "Imprudent, because if it doesn't work, you're not going to be able to fix things.  And also unlikely to work against mosquitoes that are biting me because I said that magic isn't as good as engineering." 
 
    "Wait, your grandmother is—" 
 
    "Not my grandmother, the mosquitoes.  And if they don't want a real fight on all their filthy little hands, they should probably not try shit like that again." 
 
    "Okay!" said Kaitlyn.  When they'd gone to town, Wednesday had picked up a chicken and some vegetables, so Kaitlyn got to work cutting and trimming the chicken, and then arranging the coals so that there'd be somewhere that'd give a moderate enough heat to cook the chicken through without burning it.  And then there were potatoes to wrap in tin-foil and squash to grill. 
 
    "Sort of a prequel to the fourth?" asked Kaitlyn, as she was cooking. 
 
    "I. . . no, because this is real food, and is going to taste good.  And yeah, we have got other cooking options—there's that old pot-bellied stove, and once we have electricity working properly, I've got a toaster oven and a microwave." 
 
    "Right," said Kaitlyn.  Potatoes in, grate down, chicken quarters on the grill, lid closed, timer set on her phone.  And then she went back over to Wednesday and curled up at her feet, watching the fireflies.  "So what's your plan for August?" 
 
    Wednesday sighed.  "I'd been thinking Dragoncon, over Labor Day?  But I'm really behind on my actual work, so if I was going to do it, I'd have to spend at least the last week of August doing nothing but getting costumes ready.  I mean, the only way to justify the expense is by showing off what I can do, to get commissions?" 
 
    "I think you're saying something about making costumes?" 
 
    "Very good, Jam!" said Wednesday.  She put her book down on the table and ruffled Kaitlyn's hair.  "But perhaps I can make things even clearer.  There's a thing in Atlanta over Labor day, when a bunch of nerds get together, and dress up funny, and do nerd things.  It was something that I loved in high school, and I don't want to stop going, but I'm not sure I can make it.  Mostly, August is going to be catching up on work.  And mostly your August is going to be spending time with your family." 
 
    "Mostly," said Kaitlyn.  "But if you're going to be in Atlanta, I could drive down with you, and that'd be fun?  Like, road-trip?" 
 
    "We'll see," said Wednesday. 
 
    "And what about your birthday?" asked Kaitlyn. 
 
    "My . . . birthday?" 
 
    "Yeah—I mean, it's August 14th, right?  That's what your driver's license said." 
 
    "Jam," said Wednesday.  "That driver's license also says that my name is Alice Proctor, and that I am twenty-two years old.  I realize that this is going to come as a shock, but it is not an entirely honest driver's license." 
 
    Kaitlyn blushed.  She had figured at least some of that out.  "But, I mean, why not put your real birthday on your fake ID?  It's easier to remember, that way." 
 
    "Because I am good at remembering things, and because I don't want to give them anything.  I mean, if Alice has to flee the country or something, I don't want her to be connected to me even a little." 
 
    "I'm not sure that you're going to be able to get on an international flight with a fake driver's license." 
 
    "Also have a fake passport, and a fake social security number," said Wednesday.  "I'm generally more in favor of science than magic, but there are some things which are a lot easier to do with magic.  And there are also things which I might have to run away from because of magic." 
 
    Kaitlyn digested that.  It wasn't very comfortable. 
 
    "Shh," said Wednesday, scritching behind Kaitlyn's ear.  "It's okay.  Everything will be fine." 
 
    Right!  Everything was going to be fine.  Also, "So when is your actual birthday?" 
 
    "September 9th," said Wendsday.  "9 AM, on the nose." 
 
    "Uh," said Kaitlyn.  "That's not like, what people normally tell other people, when they ask about birthdays." 
 
    Wednesday had been playing with Kaitlyn's hair.  Her hand shifted, found Kaitlyn's ear and twisted.  Hard.  Kaitlyn winced, gasped, and felt herself start to warm. 
 
    "It may not be what people normally tell other people," said Wednesday, not letting go of Kaitlyn's ear.  "But it's what I've told you.  In theory, you could use that to cast a horoscope and find out when the best time to attack me is, but I'm assuming you're not going to do that.  Also . . ." 
 
    "Also," said Kaitlyn, "999 isn't the same as 666." 
 
    "Right," said Wednesday.  And then she did let go of Kaitlyn's ear, and started patting her hair again. 
 
    Then Kaitlyn had to go turn the chicken over and make sure that the pieces that had been getting a little less heat would get a little more, and vice-versa.  When that was done, she came back to Wednesday, who put her book back down and started playing with Kaitlyn's hair again. 
 
    "Which means," said Kaitlyn, "that your birthday is after mine, and not before mine." 
 
    "Assuming that your birthday is actually August 24th, like you've said on Facebook, Twitter, and the livejournal you had when you were 10, then yes.  Well calculated!" 
 
    "Aw," said Kaitlyn.  "You creeped on my social media!" 
 
    "I did that thing, yeah," said Wednesday. 
 
    "I, um.  I mean, I've tried, but the stuff that I found had a lot about different Spidermen and flavors of Unix, and—" 
 
    "And I hid the actual stuff about about my actual life pretty tight after high school, and I haven't had the time for it since." 
 
    "Point is," said Kaitlyn.  "That's like two weeks when I'm older and superior to you!" 
 
    "No," said Wednesday.  "That is not how time works, Kaitlyn.  Or superiority, for that matter." 
 
    Kaitlyn deflated a little.  "Yeah, but, I mean.  It was fun the one time that we switched roles, and for your birthday—" 
 
    "No," said Wednesday.  "I'll explain why no, but I don't want you to burn dinner while I'm explaining." 
 
    Kaitlyn frowned, but she couldn't argue.  Truth was, grilling chicken was always a challenge, and she did need to keep an eye on things to avoid burnt, dried out, and salmonella.  So she did that, and when she got the food off the grill, and the coals heaped up around the potatoes, she brought them back to Wednesday, who put her plate on the arm of her chair, which was pretty wide and flat, and Kaitlyn's plate at her feet, which was where it belonged. 
 
    "Eat first," said Wednesday.  "Then I'll explain.  Also, there are some beers on top of the fridge.  If you want, you can get yourself a bowl." 
 
    Kaitlyn considered.  "Is that an instruction, or—" 
 
    "No," Wednesday sighed.  "I mean, I can't drink for the month, and while I feel like a balanced approach to the occasional alcoholic beverage along with dinner is better than binge drinking, I'm not planning on getting you drunk and seeing how wide I can get your ass to stretch tonight.  I'm just saying." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "No, that's . . . I mean, if you want to, at some point, I'd—" 
 
    "Hands and knees," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn took the position.  Her breasts were over Wednesday's left foot, and Wednesday kicked her lightly.  "Now eat.  You can use your hands tonight." 
 
    That was a relief—the chicken was hot, and it was hard to eat chicken without using her hands.  But she kept her weight on her elbows for most of the meal, and sometimes Wednesday kicked her, just hard enough to make it hard for her to think about anything besides food and sex. 
 
    After the chicken and squash and potatoes were gone, Wednesday had a bowl of blueberries.  She ate most of them herself, but she gave Kaitlyn some when she went up on her knees and begged.  They were good, tart and sweet. 
 
    "Now, about those two weeks," said Wednesday.  "Here's the thing.  I had a good time when you convinced me to let you be in charge for a weekend.  I mean, the part where you did things to me, not the part where Jessie got thrown in a cistern and we had to get her out." 
 
    "Okay?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "But that doesn't mean that I'd enjoy it for two weeks, Kaitlyn.  I like what I like, for the most part, and it's not doing stuff like cooking and cleaning and so on.  And it's not because I don't like you and I don't want you to be happy.  I love you, and I want you to be happy.  But if I've got a choice between putting in five minutes of effort to get a meal that I like, or a cup of ramen that I don't really notice, there's a good chance I'm not actually going to bother putting the hot water in the ramen, and I'll just eat it raw." 
 
    "That's . . . I mean, I guess that makes sense." 
 
    "If it's really super important to you, I can do what you do for a day or two."  Wednesday sighed.  "Truth is, if it was really super important to you, I'd be able to do it for . . . you know.  As long as necessary.  But I'd kind of hate it." 
 
    "But—" 
 
    "And also those two weeks have DragonCon in them, and then classes start, and we'll both be way too busy to do anything anyway," said Wednesday, which was kind of true.  Okay, it was completely true, and Kaitlyn hadn't thought it through. 
 
    "But your birthday," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "But my birthday," said Wednesday, "is something else.  Could be I'd want to celebrate my way?" 
 
    "Aw," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "I'd thought you'd like the idea of being a birthday present a little more than that," said Wednesday.  "Possibly also a birthday cake." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn, who hadn't considered that.  And who was kind of turned on again. 
 
    "Tell you what—we'll think about my birthday.  And not your birthday, at least not this year, because you're going to be home with your family, and not skiving off in a suspicious fashion.  Now, you're looking a little cold, so let's go inside." 
 
    Kaitlyn was feeling a little cold, and while the inside of the barn wasn't that much warmer, the lights were on.  She'd been camping, and she liked camping, and it wasn't like they were back home—they were living in a barn.  But it was homier. 
 
    There was another table inside, and Wednesday patted it.  "Up.  Hands and knees; let's see if the salve has worked to discourage the eting of gnats, gagrillen, and burestes." 
 
    The only words that Kaitlyn could recognize from that set was 'gnats', 'of', and 'and', and those were all a little tricky, because Wednesday was pronouncing them wrong for some reason.  But she knew what hands and knees meant, so she did that.  She also knew what Wendesday's hands felt like, touching everywhere, from the top of her head to the soles of her feet, concentrating on the more interesting areas between.  She was still tired when Wednesday was done, and it hadn't made her any less turned on.  But it had been kind of relaxing—the attention, and the feel of Wednesday's hands. 
 
    "Looks good," said Wednesday.  "Which means that we're going to assume that there aren't bedbugs in the bed, and that we get to sleep in bed.  Let's get you set up, and we'll watch a thing." 
 
    It wasn't one of Wednesday's more elaborate setups—she just put a gag in Kaitlyn's mouth and tied her up enough so that it was clear that she was tied up.  And then it was time to watch a show where robots made fun of a bad movie.  This time, it was set in Canada, so there were a lot of jokes about Canada.  And also about the detective, who was apparently Batman for some reason?  Even after watching like a hundred episodes of the show, Kaitlyn didn't get a lot of the jokes, but then, she almost choked on her drool at a couple of them.  She'd been very suspicious when they replaced the stoner-type host guy with the big blonde host guy, but she had to admit, the new guy was kind of okay. 
 
    It was nice.  There'd been a lot of nights when because of school work or Wednesday having real work or whatever, they didn't have two hours to spend with Kaitlyn tied up on the couch watching a weird puppet robot show.  So even though it was Wednesday's laptop rather than the big TV in the living room, it was just super to be able to snuggle up naked on Wednesday's lap, wrists tied up and ankles tied up and Wednesday's hand drifting slowly across her side and breasts.  It wasn't just sexy great, though it was also that, it was more like, comfortable?  Safe?  Hilarious, anyway. 
 
    When the show was done, Wednesday gave Kaitlyn a long look.  "You've been good.  And if you really needed to come, I'd probably let you.  But the fact is, I've got something I'm looking forward to, and I'd like you wet and needy when it's time for that." 
 
    Kaitlyn gave a strangled little moan.  She didn't need to come, but she really wanted to.  But even more than that, she wanted to be wet and needy for whatever Wednesday was looking forward to. 
 
    It hadn't been a question, not exactly, but it seemed that Wednesday hadn't entirely decided what she was going to do until that little moan answered the question for her.  She grinned and worked the gag out of Kaitlyn's mouth.  "Okay," she said, pushing her further down the bed.  Kaitlyn didn't need to be told twice.  She wriggled down and started kissing Wednesday's pussy, and also kind of maybe a little humping Wednesday's foot as she licked her out.  It was great, and yeah, giving head turned her on, and being tied up turned her on, and also licking Wednesday out while her own orgasms were under tight control was safe and comfortable, and it felt great when Wednesday came—not physically great, but like she'd done a good job, and Wednesday was happy because of her. 
 
    It was a comfortable bed, and they'd both been working hard all day.  Almost as soon as Kaitlyn moved back up to next to Wednesday, Wednesday was asleep, her breath puffing softly on Kaitlyn's neck.  And it didn't take long after that before Kaitlyn fell asleep as well.  It wasn't like spending a month with Wednesday's dead grandma was going to be easy, but it was better than white-water rafting in the Grand Canyon had been, and that had been really great. 
 
    The next day, Kaitlyn woke up before Wednesday, as usual.  Only it was freaking cold, and Kaitlyn wasn't sure if the stove was going to work properly or how it worked or anything, so she just stayed in bed, huddled under the covers, with Wednesday sleeping behind her.  Which was nice, though a little boring.  Still, knowing Wednesday, it wasn't going to long before Kaitlyn had a list of chores to do every morning, and maybe, like, push-ups, or whatever workout routine Wednesday had planned.  So she made the best of it. 
 
    Kaitlyn was starting to drift off again when Wednesday bit her neck.  She yelped, and then moaned, as Wednesday's finger slipped in between her thighs. 
 
    She wasn't supposed to come without permission, only she wasn't sure if Wednesday was 100% awake, and if Wednesday didn't stop fingering her, Kaitlyn was going to come with or without permission, and— 
 
    "Chimney for the stove is clear," said Wednesday.  "And if there are spiders in the wood, the salve will work until the next waxing moon, when it'll have to be reapplied."  She stopped fingering Kaitlyn and slapped her butt.  "Hop it.  Busy day ahead of us, and we need to eat." 
 
    Kaitlyn hopped it.  Unlike charcoal, wood was flammable.  And though there were some cobwebs on the wood, those were all pretty dusty, and there weren't any spiders, which was nice.  Kaitlyn wasn't a huge fan of spiders. 
 
    It took a little while for the stovetop to heat up, but it started warming up the air near it pretty quickly, which was nice.  Also, it turned out that there was some nice cookware there.  Cast iron, mostly, and none of it was rusty, which sometimes happened with old cast iron.  Which meant that by the time Wednesday started moving, the eggs and bacon and coffee were ready, and Kaitlyn had gotten started on hoecakes. 
 
    "Going up on the roof," said Wednesday, when they done eating.  "Which means that you're going to have to wear clothing." 
 
    Kaitlyn frowned at her. 
 
    "Look, I'm not happy about it either," said Wednesday.  "But, I mean, there are crows up there, some of the time.  And other things.  Point is, protect tender flesh for a little bit, and I'll hurt it later in a controlled fashion." 
 
    "I . . . thanks, Wednesday." 
 
    "No problem," said Wednesday.  "Anyhow, hurry up.  I've got a double load of reading, and I have to get started on sorting through some of the stuff from Jessie's dead incubus boyfriend, because Grandma thinks I've been lazing about that.  Gloves, if you have them, and closed-toe shoes.  That's what they say when you're doing this sort of thing, right?  Bring a hat and closed-toed shoes." 
 
    "Possibly," said Kaitlyn, who hadn't brought along any gloves.  Well, she'd brought along some opera gloves for if they were going to have a fancy dinner, but that didn't seem to be what Wednesday was talking about.  "What sort of thing is this?" 
 
    Wednesday had been rooting around in her giant suitcase full of sex toys.  She pulled out Kaitlyn's climbing harness.  "You know how the gasoline generator is the backup, but really this place is supposed to be powered by solar?  And you know how the panels are all strangely dusty?" 
 
    "I . . . maybe?  And also maybe?" 
 
    "Well, put those two facts together, Jam, and you'll discover what you're going to be doing this morning." 
 
    "Is the answer 'wondering why you brought my rock-climbing gear as a sex toy?'" asked Kaitlyn. 
 
    "No," said Wednesday.  "Given that I've been thinking about trying suspension bondage, that particular conundrum shouldn't take you more than an hour or two.  Mostly, it's going to be washing solar panels on an unnaturally treacherous roof.  Now, the way I understand it, this thing gets anchored to a secure point, and then you can perform your brachiating antics." 
 
    Kaitlyn gave Wednesday a curious look. 
 
    Wednesday laughed and threw the harness at her.  "Dressed.  And put that harness on.  I'll go get a ladder and help you get this thing anchored." 
 
    The ladder looked less secure than the roof.  It was one of those straight ladders, which didn't have the part that swung out to make it secure, and some of the rungs were loose.  But they got up there, and Wednesday had brought a power drill and some heavy-duty looking metal rings at the end of screws, so Kaitlyn was able to start work reasonably sure that she wasn't going to fall off the roof. 
 
    Or, more accurately, she started off not knowing that she was going to fall off the roof, and after a bit of work, she became reasonably sure that she was going to fall off the roof, but because of the climbing gear and the stuff that Wednesday had brought along for pervert reasons, she was reasonably sure that when she fell off the roof, she wasn't going to die.  Which was for the best, because the roof was pretty high up, and Kaitlyn didn't want to die. 
 
    The tiles on the barn roof were slate, and they kept sliding underfoot, but whenever she looked at them, they were exactly where they were supposed to be.  There were crows perched up on the weather vane, which swung wildly when there wasn't any wind.  Staying on the rooftop was challenging, and getting her work done made it even more challenging.  It wasn't just that the solar panels were dusty, which they were.  There was a patch of something sticky and dark on one of them, and Wednesday didn't want her scratching the glass, so she had to work carefully with that.  Also, if she took her eyes off her bucket and sponge, the crows would tip the bucket over, or drop the sponge off the side of the roof, and then sit croaking at her, just out of reach. 
 
    It was slow, infuriating work, and Wednesday was sitting on her lawn chair down below, and Kaitlyn wasn't with her.  Admittedly, she wasn't going to be able to do much to help Wednesday, who'd gotten several of those giant books out, as well as one of the boxes of stuff that they'd dragged up from Jessie's apartment, and was frowning at things, and making little chalk marks, but she'd rather be down there with Wednesday, or have Wednesday up on the roof with her. 
 
    Sooner she finished with cleaning the stupid solar panels, the sooner she'd be downstairs, and maybe Wednesday would have some sort of weird sex thing to do, or maybe she'd want a glass of lemonade, or would just, like, hang out with her, and maybe they'd go into town for lunch and more shopping, or— 
 
    Kaitlyn got one of the panels more or less clean—not clean like dinner plate clean, but just about clean like kitchen floor clean—and started on the next one.  At which point, something flew out from underneath the panel, right at her face.  She ducked, put her hands up, and flinched back, which gave the roof tiles the cue to slip out from under her.  She slid and fell off the roof. 
 
    Kaitlyn had been doing rock climbing enough to not be that surprised when she fell off of something.  And the rope was securely anchored, though she'd been a bit far away from the attachment point, and the eaves of the barn overhung the walls by a bit longer than her legs could reach.  So she wound up dangling, not quite able to reach the wall enough to climb up, and a little bit too far off the ground to be comfortable about detaching the carabiner that was holding her up.  And it seemed like some of the sticky gunk that had been fouling the solar panel had gotten on her rope, so she couldn't even feed more to get down easily. 
 
    "Uh, Wednesday," she said.  "Little help?" 
 
    Wednesday cocked an eyebrow, and walked over. 
 
    "Having a rough time?" said Wednesday, who wasn't fixing the rope or anything. 
 
    "Little bit," said Kaitlyn.  "Something flew out at me from under the second solar panel." 
 
    Wednesday still wasn't fixing the rope.  Instead, she took out a length of rope that she'd tucked into her belt, and started tying Kaitlyn's ankles together.  Oh. 
 
    "A crow?" said Wednesday.  "They're kind of mean." 
 
    "Are crows green and scaley?" asked Kaitlyn, as Wednesday grabbed hold of her shirt and pulled her over backward towards her. 
 
    "Not as a rule," said Wednesday. 
 
    "Then probably not a crow." 
 
    Wednesday tied Kaitlyn's hands together behind her back.  And then she did adjust the rope, lowering Kaitlyn a bit further down.  She'd set the lengths right, so that when she was hanging, she'd stay loose and upright.  But it wasn't that hard for Wednesday to keep her pushed down, so she was kind of lying flat in the air, held up mainly by the waist strap. 
 
    "Still," said Wednesday.  "Sounds like you need a break." 
 
    "Yeah okay," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Wednesday grinned down at her and shucked off her jeans and underwear.  "Good," she said, and then stepped forward, so that Kaitlyn's face was in her crotch.  "Go ahead." 
 
    Because the harness was rigged correctly, it was sort of pushing her back up to a neutral, upright position.  Which meant that it was sort of pushing her face up into Wednesday's pussy.  That was kind of hot.  Also, the angle was weird, because instead of being able to lick at Wednesday's clit, Kaitlyn's mouth was positioned further along Wednesday's pussy, so she could only reach her clit by licking.  As Kaitlyn licked, Wednesday opened Kaitlyn's shirt, pulled her bra back, and started playing with her breasts. 
 
    Generally speaking, Wednesday liked having Kaitlyn naked, because she liked looking at Kaitlyn naked.  Which meant that Kaitlyn wasn't really used to having sex with her pants on.  It was like having her chastity belt on—there was something there, and she couldn't grind against it.  Also she was suspended by her climbing harness, which focused sensation the way that being tied up sometimes did.  There wasn't anything against her back or her legs, and her arms hanging loosely, tied behind her back. 
 
    It left her whimpering and squirming, even though she didn't have anything to squirm against.  Wednesday came playing with Kaitlyn's breasts, and she squeezed them really tight as the orgasm pulsed through her, tight enough that there were probably going to be fingertip bruises.  Kaitlyn gave Wednesday her biggest, neediest eyes when Wednesday pulled away.  Which got her a fond smile and a slap on her cheek.  "Said I have something I want to do with you," said Wednesday. 
 
    She let go, and Kaitlyn went back up to an upright position, even though her hands and feet were tied together. 
 
    "Hmm," said Wednesday.  She went and got some rope from under her pile of books and the incubus's stuff. 
 
    "See, the thing is," she said, holding one long coil, with another length of rope draped across her shoulders, "I feel like it'd be a more relaxing break if you were kept horizontal."  She grabbed hold of Kaitlyn's ponytail, and pulled her back by that, so that she was horizontal.  Kaitlyn gasped. Wednesday kept frowning.  "And while this is more decorative, I don't really want to strain your neck for an hour, or whatever.  And I also don't want things to be too comfortable, or you'll be tempted to fall off the roof again." 
 
    Kaitlyn looked up at Wednesday, who was folding the length of rope she was holding, making sure that the ends matched in length.  The other rope was still draped over her shoulders.  "Well," said Kaitlyn.  "You're the tailor." 
 
    Wednesday laughed.  "And in my semi-professional opinion, it's going to have to go shoulders to tent-peg.  Okay let's do this." 
 
    The dirt was hard, so it took some work for Wednesday to get the tent-peg into the ground.  Also, she didn't put Kaitlyn's shirt or bra back on properly—just did her rigging around them.  It was uncomfortable and hot, and left Kaitlyn floating in mid-air on her back.  Which was when Wednesday unzipped Kaitlyn's jeans, and started rubbing her through her panties. 
 
    Which had gotten wet enough that it was nice.  Really nice.  But not nice enough for Kaitlyn to finish before Wednesday walked back to her chair and got back to work. 
 
    Wednesday was working really hard at whatever it was that she was doing with the boxes full of junk they'd taken from Jessie's apartment.  Kaitlyn had seen Wednesday working hard before, and she could recognize the way she arched her neck forward, and the tension in her wrists and around her eyes.  She took out each thing carefully, whether it was a dress shirt or a cauldron or whatever, and drew patterns in the dirt around it.  Then she'd light something, or whisper something, and she'd stop and listen, or check if one of the roses she'd brought out had wilted.  One of those things—a pair of cufflinks—made the rose lose all its petals and then catch fire, and Wednesday locked the cufflinks in the cauldron with heavy chains after that.  But while Wednesday usually knew everything after reading it once, she kept checking her books, and she'd get nervous and extra-careful when anything unusual happened. 
 
    Kaitlyn felt like she should do something to help.  But then, she was tied up pretty well, and suspended in midair, that was probably the help that Wednesday wanted.  Every so often, she'd look up from what she was doing with a possessive smirk.  Which was why Kaitlyn had volunteered to help Wednesday with her wizard school at her creepy dead grandma's house.  Not the possessive smirk, though that helped.  And not just the weird being tied up sex, though that also helped.  The thing about Wednesday, when she was being Wednesday, was that Kaitlyn didn't have to work out what she was supposed to be doing.  Right then, she was supposed to be tied up entertainingly, and available for use if Wednesday decided to use her. 
 
    Which would've been nice.  Only instead of doing that, Wednesday let Kaitlyn suck on her fingers for a little bit before untying her, and then she cleaned out the thing that let her lower the rope down to the ground and sent her back up to clean off the other solar panel. 
 
    The roof was just as hostile as it had been before, though it didn't seem like there were any other green scaly things hiding underneath it, so Kaitlyn managed to finish up her work on the roof.  At which point she had to get undressed, and go get water from the well.  It was a little scratchy, particularly when she passed the blackberry patch, but the look on Wednesday's face as Kaitlyn came panting back after her third trip to the well, with her yoke on and the water sloshing in the buckets, made it totally worth it. 
 
    But Wednesday wasn't available to play after that, either—she had to go have her lesson with her grandmother.  If Wednesday had wanted, Kaitlyn would've gone too, but she was fine with not having to do that.  Instead she took a trip out to the nearest mall to buy some kitchen stuff that they didn't have, and also some clothing, because she hadn't packed much.  And the next day was the Fourth of July, and she was going to meet Wednesday's family. 
 
    She was tempted by a pair of cowboy boots, because they were cute.  But she was afraid that Wednesday's family was going to think she was a hick as it was—she didn't need to upgrade to one of her cousins, with the missing tooth and the tattoo of a crying bald eagle in front of the twin towers, and also a crying twelve-point buck, because little Teddy had bagged a really nice twelve-point buck on 9/11.  So she just bought a new sundress and a floppy hat, because they'd probably be out watching fireworks, and if she wanted to look like a responsible young lady who was an appropriate match for a member of their family, something to keep the sun off seemed like a good idea. 
 
    Only it turned out that when she checked her facebook messages, first of all, Wednesday's creepy dead grandma was still cheating at scrabble, and also it turned out that Wednesday was going to be a little longer at lessons than expected, and she should have dinner ready at 8, which meant that she had like three hours to kill. 
 
    So she went and picked a bunch of blackberries, and cleaned the barn a bit—she didn't touch Wednesday's evil wizard homework, but she threw out the leftover bits of tubes and stuff that Wednesday had left when she was fixing things, and she swept the floor, which hadn't been swept for a decade or two.  And then there was still an hour left, so she made more of a dinner than she normally would for a weeknight.  Honestly, it was Wednesday's fault for not being around, and also cooking was a thing that Kaitlyn did when she was nervous. 
 
    Weren't any complaints from Wednesday on that score, either, but since she'd started dinner hungry, she ate so much she was falling asleep by the time Kaitlyn brought out the blackberry pie.  And yeah, it meant that Kaitlyn was helping, and that was what she was there to do, and that felt great, but it also meant that the sex that night wasn't super elaborate, which was too bad. 
 
    Still, even though it wasn't super-elaborate, and even though Wednesday still wasn't letting her come, it was pretty great.  They were in bed together, after watching the robots make fun of a kind of confusing movie about headhunters and a dim-witted muscly guy named something like 'cheesesteak', and it was all poorly dubbed.  And then Wednesday moved Kaitlyn a little further down the bed without untying her, and had her start licking her out. 
 
    Which was something Wednesday did a lot, and which Kaitlyn liked a lot, but in the middle, Wednesday stopped her, and just held her chin up for a long time, her thumb stroking Kaitlyn's cheek.  Kaitlyn was sure that she'd done something wrong, because Wednesday looked like she was about to start crying, but then she gave Kaitlyn a great big smile.  "You'll do, Jam," she said. 
 
    Kaitlyn made a helpless little noise and squirmed. 
 
    "And thanks for volunteering for this.  It'd suck without you." 
 
    Another squirm. 
 
    "Tell you what," said Wednesday.  "You get a prize."  She changed her grip on Kaitlyn's face, pushed her down into her pussy.  That was a prize that Kaitlyn got pretty often, but it was a pretty good prize.  When Wednesday was done, she hauled Kaitlyn up next to her, and they slept like that, and Kaitlyn wasn't worried about anything.  Not until the next morning.  Only then, there was enough to actually do that she didn't really have time to get nervous.  First, she had to get more water from the well, and then she had to give Wednesday a sponge bath, because there still wasn't enough water for a proper bath, and until the month was over, Wednesday could only drink or bathe in water from that well. 
 
    So that was pretty great, actually.  Wednesday got undressed and stretched out on an old-fashioned lawn chair made of aluminum poles and scratchy fiberglass webbing, and Kaitlyn washed her off.  The lawn chair was in the shade, because Wednesday didn't like being outside, and she was also super, super pale.  Kaitlyn would only get to see Wednesday naked occasionally, while Kaitlyn was naked, like, whenever Wednesday wanted.  So it was great just to be able to see her, and touch her, and also talk to her about how everything was totally going to be fine when they went to see her family. 
 
    It was only after Wednesday was clean and dressed and Kaitlyn was clean and dressed and they were in the car headed out of the creepy haunted forest where Wednesday got her creepy haunted magic lessons that Wednesday started in on what Kaitlyn was going to have to do to actually make everything be fine. 
 
    "Basically, Albertus—and it's Albertus, not Albert, or Al, or anything—is going to get super over-excited about meeting you, which means that he's going to kind of ignore you, but also run around a lot.  And maybe he's going to be flapping his hands a lot, which is a thing that he does because of the relatively mild autism thing that he has.  Just, like, be calm.  And you can answer his questions if you like, but you can also tell him not to ask about certain things.  And you can tell him that you've already answered a question after he's asked it.  He's gotten much better about personal space, so that shouldn't be a problem." 
 
    "Albertus?" 
 
    "Albertus Magnus Newland," said Wednesday.  "It's, um.  Parents don't get as much input when it comes to names in our family as they do in most families.  Anyhow.  Mom and Dad . . . Dad will probably be okay with being called Mr. Newland, Mom is probably going to insist that you call her Rowan, like, right away." 
 
    "Rowan?  That's almost a normal name." 
 
    "Not really her name," said Wednesday.  "I mean, it is her name, in the sense of what she wants to be called, and what goes on government forms and so on—she had it changed as soon as she was 18.  But if it comes to the point where you have to talk to someone who does the sort of stuff I'm learning about, and you need to give them her name, it's Ursula." 
 
    "Like the sea witch." 
 
    "Like the sea witch.  And like another, more real witch.  But anyway.  She's not much like a sea witch.  And I've tried to tell her that she should let my friends ease into calling her by her first name, because it's a little weird, but . . . um.  She's not someone who takes hints easily." 
 
    "No problem," said Kaitlyn, who was still feeling really nervous about things.  Not about having to call Ursula 'Rowan,' because on a scale of things, that was pretty easy.  It was just that Kaitlyn was good at talking to people and getting them to like her.  She always had been.  But she hadn't done too well with Wednesday's family.  To be fair, Wednesday's grandmother was a ghost, and her . . . whatever Magog's relation was to Wednesday, he was some sort of prehistoric bear person, and Kaitlyn didn't know what she was supposed to say to prehistoric bear people or ghosts, apparently. 
 
    Mainly, though, it was a road trip back to the normal world with Wednesday, which was nice.  When she was at that barn, she could lift things and carry them, and maybe do, like, servant stuff for Wednesday.  Which wasn't bad—it was kind of hot, actually, which was weird, but whatever.  She wasn't going to dwell on the way weird and hot had started combining ever since she'd met Wednesday.  But now she could drive and they could alternate playlists and be snarky about each other's music.  Wednesday's music hadn't gotten any less weird—there was like a whole bunch of punk-rock sea shanty music that she'd found somewhere that was super peculiar—Kaitlyn kind of liked some of it. 
 
    It was just nice to be doing stuff that they were both aware of; while Wednesday wasn't driving the car, she knew what driving was, and could take over if she had to.  And they both knew that a punk group singing about how great polka music was peculiar, and also kind of good, rather than one of them knowing everything, and the other one not knowing anything.  So that was nice, and relaxed her a little.  Right up until they got to Wednesday's family's place, which was a trim little house in a town that was right up near the Canadian border. 
 
    They parked in the driveway, and a little kid, who had a snub nose and a face that was a little rounder than Wednesday's, but who could've otherwise been Wednesday, came running out, to start talking really, really fast about . . . something.  Comic books, maybe? 
 
    Wednesday calmed him down a little, and introduced Kaitlyn.  He gave her a short look, with just a quick bit of eye contact.  "You know the big-headed aliens from Rigel who tried to take over the world in Thor 129, when they were Jane Foster's roommate, and they shape-shifted?" 
 
    "No," said Kaitlyn.  "I do not know them." 
 
    "Oh," said Albertus.  "Well, Em says that you're okay, so I guess that's okay.  But, like, what if they made the new Thor have to fight them, because she was Jane Foster, only I think she's like a rebooted Jane Foster, because—" 
 
    "Hey," said Wednesday.  "You know that I haven't been able to keep up on what's going on in Thor." 
 
    "You should; new Thor is cool.  Not like Kamala Khan, who sucks." 
 
    "Albertus," said Wednesday.  "Come on.  She's great.  It's just—" 
 
    "Inhumans are stupid, and they're always going to be stupid, and they all suck." 
 
    "Yeah, well.  That's not her fault.  And also." 
 
    There were two people standing at the door of the house, looking a little uncomfortable.  Wednesday's dad was tall and gangly and going a bald.  Her mom wasn't as tall, and her hair was really curly, which was weird, because Wednesday's hair was totally straight.  "Hi!" said Kaitlyn brightly, as Wednesday tried to disentangle herself from Albertus. 
 
    "Hold on a sec," said Wednesday.  "Mom, Dad, Kaitlyn, Kaitlyn, my parents.  And Albertus—here's the thing.  You're allowed to not like Kalama Khan.  You're allowed to not like anyone you don't like.  But you don't lead with not liking her, and you definitely don't lead with how you don't like her because you don't like who she is." 
 
    "But—" 
 
    "Because in addition to being an inhuman, she's also a Pakistani Muslim, and people might think that's what you're talking about." 
 
    "But it doesn't even make sense!  Inhumans come from Attilan, not Pakistan.  Which used to be in the Himalayas, but it's now in the Blue Area of the Moon.  Neither of which are Pakistan.  The whole Inhumanity storyline was terrible, like you said.  And why would she be—" 
 
    Wednesday sighed.  "You're not wrong, and there's a thing with the X-Men rights that  . . . but we'll get to that." 
 
    "I'm sorry about that," said Mr. Newland, coming to get Albertus.  "Hey, there's the grill out back.  You want to help me get that started?" 
 
    Albertus shook his head.  "No, I want to talk to Em about the Inhumans." 
 
    "Well," said Mr. Newland.  "We can't always get what we want.  Nice to meet you, Kaitlyn.  Come on, Albertus, I need you to arrange the coals so that they'll light evenly." 
 
    "And then—" 
 
    "And then you can hang out with Em and Kaitlyn," said Mr. Newland, steering Albertus around to the back yard. 
 
    "So, um," said Kaitlyn.  "How much of that is your fault?" 
 
    Wednesday sucked in a breath through her teeth.  "I'll be honest, like 90% of it." 
 
    "Em!" said Mrs. Newland.  "That's not true, and it's not kind." 
 
    "It is technically correct," said Wednesday.  "The best kind of correct.  Admittedly, if it wasn't comics, it'd probably be trains or gangster movies or something.  Dude gets into super into things, and stays super into things." 
 
    "And he's entitled to his interests, and he's gotten a lot better with social interactions, and—" 
 
    "He's great, Mom," said Wednesday.  "You don't have to convince me." 
 
    Mrs. Newland sighed, and smiled at Kaitlyn.  "Sorry, I realize that Albertus can be a little much at first, but—" 
 
    "It's fine," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, if I didn't want someone talking to me a lot about comic book things that I don't know about, I wouldn't be dating Wednesday." 
 
    "Em!" said Mrs. Newland.  "You shouldn't be lecturing people about those things unless they're—" 
 
    "Mom," said Wednesday.  "That wasn't a passive-aggressive dig about my conversation, that was a joke." 
 
    If it was just the two of them, Kaitlyn would've been tempted to say that it was a little bit of a passive-aggressive dig, in the hope that Wednesday would pinch her or something.  But it didn't seem the time for it.  "No, it's great," she said instead.  "I mean, it's great when people are really interested in stuff, you know?" 
 
    "Well," said Wednesday's mom.  "It can be a problem when they're interested in something to the exclusion of other things.  Wednesday nearly failed her English class in junior high—" 
 
    "Because I wrote a paper on Moby Dick, and the guy teaching the course didn't want to read it, so he lost my paper, and said that I never handed it in, Mom," said Wednesday. 
 
    "And also because you'd rather spend sixteen hours every Sunday killing online demons," said Mrs. Newland.  She shrugged, and smiled at Kaitlyn.  "But I'm sure she's not on the computer nearly as much these days." 
 
    '"Uh," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, yeah?  We've been pretty busy getting everything set up at the, um, I mean, the barn, I guess?" 
 
    Wednesday's mom frowned.  "I have to talk to my mother about that.  I suppose it might be necessary for Em to learn that sort of thing, though I'm not sure about that, but it's unconscionable of her to involve someone else in it." 
 
    "I did kind of volunteer," said Kaitlyn.  "It's not too different from going camping, and it's a nice break before we have to get back into things for the school year." 
 
    "Of course you did.  I'm still going to have to talk to my mother about this, but of course you're there to help Em." 
 
    "And to pick blackberries and go on hikes, and all sorts of things," said Kaitlyn brightly.  She did not add, 'and also we can have all sorts of crazy sex,' because she knew how to talk to people. 
 
    "Of course," said Wednesday's mom, with a smile.  "You know, a lot of people have had . . . you've adapted pretty well to the sort of thing that my mother's family is involved with."  It wasn't exactly a question, but there was a question there. 
 
    "Thanks!" said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I wouldn't have believed it, but once I saw it working, I mean . . . it's frightening, sometimes, but it's pretty cool the rest of the time?  And, I mean, Wednesday is—" 
 
    "Still present," said Wednesday.  "And not a hundred percent okay with you grilling my girlfriend before she gets into the house." 
 
    Wednesday's mom sighed.  "Sorry.  It's just, well.  It's natural for a mom to worry.  And I'm sorry, Kaitlyn.  Please, call me Rowan, by the way.  I've heard that you're an amazing cook, and if you'd like to help with dessert, I could—" 
 
    "Sure!" said Kaitlyn.  "That sounds great; I mean, I um.  If that's okay with you, Wednesday?" 
 
    "Or you could come up to my room and eat snacks and play video games until it's time to eat," said Wednesday. 
 
    "That sounds great too," said Kaitlyn, who didn't actually enjoy playing video games much.  "But we'll make like a pie or something.  It won't take too long." 
 
    "Your call," said Wednesday.  "Truth is, I probably should go talk to Albertus before he explodes with terrible opinions.  And mom—please don't try to make her use whole wheat flour for everything, or replace half the apples in the pie with quinoa." 
 
    "Em," said Mrs. Newland, "whole wheat flour tastes better than white flour, as well as being better for you.  And the problem with apple pie is that it has too much refined sugar, but I'm sure that Kaitlyn doesn't make that sort of mistake." 
 
    Neither of those things were true, but okay.  Maybe not a pie?  Because based on the whole wheat flour being more delicious than white flour thing, Kaitlyn had a suspicion that there wasn't going to be enough lard around to do the crust right. 
 
    Fortunately, the kitchen was right near the living room, where Wednesday was letting Albertus talk a lot about his comic books—which had been Wednesday's comic books before she'd left for college, mostly.  So in addition to being able to hear an awful lot about comics, Wednesday was there to help out if the conversation got awkward, and also to give Kaitlyn some information on her mom's weird sugar options.  Rowan liked using raw sugar, which was like regular sugar without the molasses taken out, so Kaitlyn made a molasses cake, with a little more sugar than usual, and a little less molasses.  And also she dissolved the sugar first, because it was way too grainy without doing that. 
 
    Truth was, while being able to cook something while talking made Kaitlyn a lot less jittery than she might have been—it was probably Wednesday who'd suggested that—it seemed like Wednesday's mom also liked cooking.  The problem wasn't that—the problem was that she was convinced that things which did not taste good tasted good, and that things which tasted nothing like other things tasted exactly like other things.  While it could be that thinking that kale chips tasted just as good as potato chips would be a good thing for long-term health, it was also a horrible lie. 
 
    Other than that, it went okay, mostly.  The plan was to have a late, big lunch, and then head out for the fireworks, and then maybe stop for something quick at a diner for supper.  So the cake went in, and the hamburgers (and the kale and quinoa burgers) got sent out for Wednesday's dad to grill, and then Rowan sort of casually-not-casually asked if Kaitlyn was out to her parents. 
 
    "Mom!" said Wednesday, interrupting Albertus' lecture on how he'd been rearranging his comic books for internal chronology, rather than by title and number. 
 
    "It's something that we should be clear on, honey," said Rowan.  "Because I wouldn't want to let something slip if I wasn't supposed to, but on the other hand, I wouldn't want them to feel like I was being kept in the dark, or that—" 
 
    "It's okay," said Kaitlyn.  "And, um, not yet.  But probably soon?" 
 
    "Well," said Rowan.  "I understand how fraught these things can be in repressive cultures." 
 
    "Mom!" Wednesday repeated.  "They're not ISIS." 
 
    "Yes, well," said Rowan.  "It's just that—" 
 
    "It's going to take a little time," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm sure it'll be fine." 
 
    "Well, if you need any support, just let us know.  We'll do whatever we can." 
 
    "Um, thanks," said Kaitlyn.  "Anyhow—did you want me to do some french fries, or—" 
 
    "Oh, sure—we can put them in the oven as soon as the cake is out." 
 
    "In the . . . um." 
 
    "We get our fries in the form of things baked in the oven, and with parsley on them," said Wednesday. 
 
    "Which means that they are not fries," said Albertus.  "Because they are not fried." 
 
    Rowan sighed.  "They taste good, and aren't as bad for you." 
 
    "Also they're sometimes beets instead of potatoes," said Wednesday.  "So as far as french fried potatoes go, we get hippie baked beet strips." 
 
    "It tastes exactly the same," said Rowan.  "And it's much better for you." 
 
    Kaitlyn wasn't sure how she was supposed to respond to that.  Because while it might taste okay, it was kind of hard to see how beets that were baked in an oven were going to taste even a little bit like potatoes that had been deep fried in fat.  It wasn't beets that time, anyway—it was potatoes.  But they were still baked, rather than fried in lard. 
 
    Most of the burgers were made of beef, anyway, and maybe they did get a little burnt, but that's what happened when people grilled.  Wednesday made the iced tea, which was good, and there was also beer—Wednesday had one, but Kaitlyn wasn't nearly comfortable enough to have one herself.  Wednesday's dad didn't say much, and also he had wine rather than beer, and Kaitlyn found herself liking him.  He seemed amused by what everyone else was doing, and pretty laid back. 
 
    The only one there who was really like Wednesday was Albertus, who got really serious about things and sometimes talked like he was a textbook.  When Wednesday was talking to him, it was a little heartbreaking how cute the two of them were.  Also, they'd sometimes gang up on Kaitlyn when she said something that was slightly inaccurate, which was . . . well, it wasn't exactly like being around her family, but it sort of kind of reminded her of that. 
 
    And yeah, when Albertus got over-excited, he ran around a lot and flapped his hands, but it wasn't like, all the time, and she got used to it pretty fast.  Obviously, of the family, Wednesday was the best, but Albertus was pretty great.  And he told Kaitlyn that she was prettier than Wednesday, and that she was good and nice, so yeah, completely won over.  Not by the oven fried potatoes, and definitely not by the kale-quinoa burgers, which Rowan had added to the grill and insisted that Kaitlyn try.  While she was willing to tolerate a kid who'd ask the same question five times until he got an answer, she wasn't prepared to call baking something in an oven fried. 
 
    After they were done, they packed everyone into Wednesday's parents' car, and they drove out to the town to watch the fireworks. 
 
    It wasn't anything like either of the big fireworks shows in downtown Raleigh.  It wasn't even that much fancier than the fireworks that one of Kaitlyn's neighbors would do when he wanted to show off how well he was doing in HVAC.  But it was pretty great sitting on a blanket next to Wednesday and eating ice cream and watching things explode with small American flags stuck in her hair. 
 
    They stayed out until late, and by the time they got back, Albertus was asleep, and Wednesday insisted on carrying him back up to his room.  Which bugged Rowan, so she bustled in ahead of them.  Kaitlyn was going to catch up to them when Wednesday's dad stopped her. 
 
    "Quick question," he said.  "You call her Wednesday, rather than Em." 
 
    "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "It started . . . it's kind of a thing, I guess?" 
 
    "Right," said Mr. Newland.  "Figured that it was something like that.  Rowan was a little . . . anyway.  Things are fine, right?" 
 
    "Yup," said Kaitlyn.  "Everything is super great." 
 
    "Good.  And, um."  Mr. Newland looked away, out over the lawn.  "It's, um.  Hope it stays fine, you know?" 
 
    "Sure," said Kaitlyn.  "Thanks.  And, uh.  Thanks for . . . I mean, we've got to get out early so Wednesday can get back to work, so if we don't see you before we go, I had a really nice time." 
 
    He shook his head.  "If you can get her up and out before we wake up, you're even better than advertised." 
 
    There was no way that he knew anything about the way Kaitlyn was supposed to wake Wednesday up, when she had to wake her up early, so there was no particular reason for her to be blushing about that.  "So, um, advertised?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Mr. Newland looked a little embarrassed.  "Wednesday doesn't necessarily talk much about what's going on with her.  But she's been. . . I mean, I don't want to . . . it's, well, she's had a lot of good things to say about you." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "Well, I really like her too, Mr. Newland." 
 
    "Good," he said.  "Good.  Anyhow, I know it's a bit of a trip coming up here, and when you've got time off, you'll probably be with your family.  But don't be a stranger, okay?" 
 
    "Sure," said Kaitlyn.  "Thanks." 
 
    By that point, Wednesday had gotten Albertus to bed, and was waiting on the porch.  Mr. Newland gave her a nod, but didn't move—just stood there, leaning back against his car, looking out over the lawn.  Kaitlyn ran up to the porch, and Wednesday took her hand and led her up to her bedroom. 
 
    Which was very much Wednesday's high-school bedroom.  There was a poster of Legolas from the Lord of the Rings, and another poster of a guy in a tan jacket over a turtleneck, saying, "We are a way for the cosmos to know itself." 
 
    Also, there were several lengths of rope laid out on the bed, the ends carefully tied up so that they wouldn't fray. 
 
    "So," said Kaitlyn, sitting in the chair by Wednesday's desk.  "This is what you've been planning on—" 
 
    The power of the necklace came down on her, and she stopped talking and started getting undressed, as Wednesday watched from the bed. 
 
    "Like I said," said Wednesday.  "Had a bit of coming-out drama in high school.  And also, didn't really like other people knowing too much about what was going on with me, and also, before I started dating Pixel, I spent a lot of time lonely and frustrated." 
 
    That was one of the great things about when Wednesday decided to mind-control Kaitlyn into being quiet.  Kaitlyn didn't have to try to come up with the right thing to say, because she couldn't say anything.  Instead, she just folded her sundress up at the foot of the bed and took her shoes off. 
 
    "So, I realize that you were probably looking forward to something special for you.  But I spent a lot of time wanting there to be someone pretty, tied up in that particular bed, in the way that I'm going to tie you up.  And then I wanted to hurt them.  Quietly.  And they were going to be so quiet when I hurt them that nobody would know what I was doing.  So this is going to happen to you, and it's going to be special for me." 
 
    Still couldn't say anything, so she still didn't have to.  Shoes off, socks off, underwear still on.  A lot of the time when Wednesday tied Kaitlyn up, it was a way to make Kaitlyn stay the way that Wednesday wanted her to stay.  This time, she was doing everything slowly and carefully, tying her up because she was enjoying tying her up.  Not that it was completely decorative—Kaitlyn couldn't move much once Wednesday was done.  Her legs were folded back and then tied up like that, and a complicated harness on her chest held her arms at her sides.  It didn't feel tight anywhere, exactly, and she could wiggle her hands and her feet, and her hips could move, but her legs weren't going to unfold, and her hands weren't leaving her sides. 
 
    And she was moaning softly by the time Wednesday was done, but that wasn't a huge surprise—it'd been a few days, and just the way Wednesday looked at her as she worked, calm and studious and possessive and also turned on . . . yeah, it was a good thing that she was tied up if Wednesday didn't want to be molested by a Kaitlyn who was burning for her. 
 
    There were a pair of safety shears next to the bed—Wednesday had those around, whenever she was playing with ropes, just in case.  "Yeah," said Wednesday, when she saw Kaitlyn looking at them.  "Those are going to cut your underwear off.  Only not for a while.  Right now, you're going under the covers, and I'm going to read fanfiction.  Because the point here isn't so much the fucking; it's the having you, tied up and waiting for me, whenever I look over in your direction." 
 
    Kaitlyn made a half-happy, half-disappointed noise.  But there wasn't anything she could do about it, and the half that was happy about it was pretty happy about it.  Would've been a little happier if she'd been tucked in, but, well.  Wednesday. 
 
    The way the room was set up, the desk was pretty close to the bed, and when Wednesday leaned back in the computer chair, and put her feet up on the bed, they went over Kaitlyn's. 
 
    Kaitlyn still couldn't talk, but she could watch Wednesday reading her fanfiction.  She had a half-smile as she read, and she looked good.  Relaxed and amused and interested, and so smug every time she looked at Kaitlyn that it was hilarious. 
 
    A couple of times, Kaitlyn drifted off, just happy to be there and to be decorative.  So she missed it when Wednesday decided that she was done reading internet porn, and was ready to enjoy some real life porn.  It wasn't a big bed, but it was big enough that Wednesday could lie down half next to her, half on top of her, her jeans against Kaitlyn's legs, her shirt against Kaitlyn's side, her hand drifting along Kaitlyn's chest and ropes and breasts and stomach, as she nibbled at Kaitlyn's ear and neck. 
 
    It had been a long time, and she'd been tied up super well, and Kaitlyn really, really wanted to fuck, rather than just lie there and be teased, but she'd been tied up super well, and that necklace still wasn't letting her talk.  So she lay there, and was teased, for what seemed like hours.  When Wednesday finally reached over and got the shears from her desk, Kaitlyn's underwear was absolutely soaked through.  She shivered at the cool of the shears, and then at the look Wednesday gave her, feeling how wet they were. 
 
    "Messy," she said.  "And you're going to have to be very quiet for what's going to happen next.  What to do, what to do." 
 
    Kaitlyn didn't have enough brain to say anything to that, even if she could have talked.  She opened her mouth, panting, hoping. 
 
    There was the thick taste of her arousal over cotton.  And just like when she'd been tying her up, Wednesday was careful about getting the panties fully into Kaitlyn's mouth, so that they filled her cheeks, and left her only capable of making muffled little noises. 
 
    "Got that idea from someone who's good at this sort of thing," said Wednesday with a smile, patting Kaitlyn's bulging cheek. 
 
    That was her!  She'd done that to Wednesday, after she'd cut off Wednesday's underwear!  She was good at this sort of thing! 
 
    Wednesday got a bucket of clothespins out from under her desk.  Some of which were loose, most of which were attached to a string.  She started putting them on Kaitlyn, and while they might not have been that pinchy by the standard of nipple clamps, they were pretty pinchy.  Up one side of her stomach and chest to her breast, and then another string up the other side, with a few loose clothespins on her nipples and her lips and on her ears. 
 
    One of the things about pinchy stuff was that they hurt a little less the longer they had been on. But there were so many clothespins that when the ones that had been on longer were starting to fade to a dull ache, there were still new ones going on.  Also, because there were so many of them, even though they hurt a bit less after being put on, they combined to hurt enough that Kaitlyn couldn't ignore it and squirming as much as she could given how tied up she was. 
 
    Once they were all on, Wednesday lay down next to her.  Still a small bed, still a tight fit.  Wednesday pressed up against her, jeans and socks against Kaitlyn's bare legs and feet, her shirt brushing against the clothespins, sending up twinges of pain. 
 
    "Now," said Wednesday softly, in her ear.  "This is going to hurt.  I could use the necklace to keep you quiet, but I don't want to do that.  Stay quiet for me, Kaitlyn." 
 
    That wasn't going to be easy.  Kaitlyn gave a brave nod, shivering as Wednesday's hand drifted over to one of the clothespins on her ear. 
 
    One of the things about clothespins was that they hurt more when they were taken off than when they were put on. 
 
    There was a fresh bloom of pain when Wednesday pulled that clothespin off.  Kaitlyn was supposed to be quiet, so she was quiet, but she squirmed a bit.  Then Wednesday started playing with the clothespin on the end of the string, on Kaitlyn's side.  Kaitlyn breathed in, slow and shaky, and closed her eyes.  "Ready?" asked Wednesday. 
 
    Another nod.  Not a very confident nod, but a nod. 
 
    Then the whole strand came off.  Slowly at first, and the quicker.  Wednesday wanted Kaitlyn to be quiet, and Kaitlyn had her underwear in her mouth, but she wasn't completely quiet.  A muffled groan when it was little pops of pain from each pin, and then a less-muffled little shriek when all the rest came off at once. 
 
    "Sh," said Wednesday, putting a finger over Kaitlyn's lips and gag.  "You're doing great."  Then she leaned forward, half on top of Kaitlyn, which made all the other clothespins hurt, and started paying attention to her breast, kissing the marks that the clothespins had left. 
 
    That hurt and felt great and hurt, and it was harder to keep quiet about that than it had been about the string of clothespins being pulled off, with Wednesday pinching and biting and stroking, finding every place where the clothespins had bit her.  But Kaitlyn had to be good for Wednesday, and Wednesday had said that she had to be quiet.  So she was as quiet as she could possibly be. 
 
    The next string of clothespins hurt more, because they'd been on longer, but it went exactly the same.  And then Wednesdaystarted mouthing her breast, with light bites on her poor, crushed nipple . . . Kaitlyn wasn't just having a hard time being quiet.  She was having a hard time breathing. 
 
    Once the strings of clothespins were off, Wednesday turned her attention to the individual clothespins that were left, teasing at them, pulling them almost off, biting hard right where they had been.  It took forever, but finally the last one, on her left earlobe, came off.  Then Wednesday kissed her nose, and then her neck, and then her breast, and then her stomach, and then she started licking at her pussy, and Kaitlyn couldn't think any more, just feel. 
 
    She'd been left tied up on top of the blankets for a long time, and it was cold, but Kaitlyn felt like she was on fire everywhere Wednesday touched her, and warmth spread out from her lower belly, so intense it was almost painful. 
 
    Wednesday had left her glasses on the desk next to the computer.  She lifted her head up, smiled at Kaitlyn.  "Sh," she said, finger to her lips.  "Parents are home." 
 
    That was kind of high-school and frightening and hot, and then Wednesday went down on her again, and she couldn't think.  Not that she could be really loud, not with her underwear in her mouth like that.  And she needed to get permission before she could come, and she couldn't ask for it, not with the necklace and not with her mouth stuffed.  And it was really hard not to come.  She bucked, as well as she could in those ties, which wasn't very well, and she groaned as well as she could with that thing in her mouth, which wasn't very well either. 
 
    And it wasn't just Wednesday's mouth on her clit, it was her hands on her thighs, on her butt, it was being in Wednesday's house, in her bed, and everything, and she had to, but Wednesday hadn't said she could, and she had to, and— 
 
    "Okay," said Wednesday, barely taking her mouth off of Kaitlyn.  "Go ahead." 
 
    That was all she needed.  Kaitlyn's head thrashed against the pillow as the waves of pleasure washed over her, hard, and kept moving through her.  If she hadn't had those panties in her mouth, she'd have bitten her tongue or something, trying to keep quiet.  As it was, it was still pretty hard not to howl loud enough through the underwear to wake up everyone in Vermont. 
 
    When she was done, Wednesday wasn't entirely done.  She had her head on Kaitlyn's thigh, and she'd just like, give a lick, which would make Kaitlyn shudder and her legs start twitching, and then when Kaitlyn finally had it under control, she'd do it again.  It was excruciating. 
 
    Finally, finally, Wednesday was done, and she untied Kaitlyn.  Who was feeling super boneless, and half-asleep already, but she hadn't done anything for Wednesday yet, so she was more than a little disappointed when Wednesday pulled out the high-riser from underneath her bed. 
 
    "We'll be in the same bed for a bit," said Wednesday as the other bed sprang up to full height.  "But it's not big enough, and I don't want you falling asleep on the drive tomorrow, as you're driving.  Besides, this is how I kinda wanted more of my sleep-overs to go when I was a kid." 
 
    Wasn't easy to argue with that, not even with the panties out of her mouth, and the necklace not making her stay quiet.  "Can I lick you out, though?" said Kaitlyn sleepily.  "I mean, need to sleep." 
 
    "Hm," said Wednesday.  "Not sure.  You seem tired." 
 
    "Please?  I . . . you can look at your elf with the bow and all." 
 
    Wednesday looked at the Legolas poster and then back at Kaitlyn, grinning. 
 
    "Come on," said Kaitlyn.  "Please?  I'll be good tomorrow, and also you've probably spent like ages masturbating here, so it'd be like that, only with someone helping." 
 
    "Well," said Wednesday.  "I do have problems saying no to you.  But you better be good tomorrow." 
 
    Kaitlyn nodded happily, and wriggled down to where she could wriggle Wednesday's jeans down.  Then she gave her a long, soft kiss, just at the top of her mound.  And then she returned the favor, as Wednesday smiled down at her, and up at Legolas.  Well, fair enough.  Dude was good at archery and all. 
 
    The truth was, Kaitlyn was feeling way tired, and Wednesday didn't draw things out, probably because of that.  Whatever it was, Wednesday only stayed awake long enough afterwards to loop Kaitly's wrist lightly to the headboard, so Kaitlyn went to sleep tied to Wednesday's bed, and woke up tied to Wednesday's bed, with Wednesday snoring on the high-rise next to her. 
 
    And like Kaitlyn said, they had to be on the road early, because Wednesday's dead grandma was already mad at them for missing a day of classes.  So she untied herself and headed to the bathroom for a quick shower, then wrote the fourth of July over her pussy.  With little pictures of exploding fireworks on either side, because, yeah.  Then dressed and downstairs to get the coffee started, and then back upstairs to wake Wednesday up.  It was the same as it usually was when she had to lick Wednesday's butt.  A little gross, a little hot, a little uncomfortable with how she found it hot despite it being gross.  Only this time, Wednesday didn't take nearly as long to get out of bed as she usually did once Kaitlyn got started.  She zombie-walked down to the kitchen, got a cup of coffee, and then zombie-walked out to the car. 
 
    "You, um.  You okay, Wednesday?" 
 
    "Better than something.  Important.  Game's afoot." 
 
    "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn.  "You're still in pyjamas." 
 
   
  
 

 "Thas fine," said Wednesday.  "Fashionable.  Drive, Watson.  Better than advertised.  Go." 
 
    It took Kaitlyn until they were out of the driveway before she figured out what Wednesday was saying.  She'd overheard the conversation the night before, and wanted to prove that Kaitlyn was better than she'd told her dad. 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "Can we, though, I mean . . ." She wasn't sure what she was asking for, but that was impossibly sweet, and she wanted to let Wednesday know that.  Only when she looked over at Wednesday, she was leaned back in her seat, eyes closed and snoring. 
 
    "Well, maybe later then," said Kaitlyn, and she did her best to drive quietly. 
 
    They were about an hour and a half out when Wednesday said, without opening her eyes, "Take it that I woke up." 
 
    "Wouldn't necessarily go that far," said Kaitlyn.  "You got out of bed, though." 
 
    "Didn't mean to eavesdrop, but at the same time, I totally meant to eavesdrop." 
 
    "Wednesday, I . . ."  Kaitlyn shook her head.  Why was she tearing up?  Wednesday had done something nice.  There wasn't any reason to cry about that. 
 
    "There, there," said Wednesday, not moving, eyes still closed.  "I mean, truth is, we really did have to get out early.  Ton of work for me to do, and you have to get into your new routine." 
 
    Eyes on the road.  That was key. 
 
    "So," said Wednesday.  "Got more or less what you bargained for?" 
 
    "Little more, I think," said Kaitlyn.  "They were really, I mean, it felt a little bit . . . I don't know." 
 
    "Parents get worried," said Wednesday.  "And, honestly, whether or not they meant to eavesdrop, they do drop the occasional eave.  So, I mean." 
 
    "I think we need to get gas or something," said Kaitlyn.  "Only you are kind of wearing pyjamas." 
 
    There was a pause.  "Knew there was something I forgot," said Wednesday.  "Whatever.  I'll stay in the car, you can get me a Squishee, and one of those cheese danishes with like fifteen hundred calories.  Then we can talk." 
 
    "Uh, sure," said Kaitlyn.  "That's.  Sure." 
 
    "Coke Squishee!" said Wednesday, still not moving, still with her eyes closed.  "Not one of those mango-strawberry-blue flavors." 
 
    As she was going back to the car, Kaitlyn was a little afraid that Wednesday was asleep again, which would mean either not giving her the drink, or trying to lick her butt in the 7-11 parking lot, which seemed like a bad idea.  Well, like a good idea which might get them into trouble.  But when she got there, Wednesday reached out for her drink and danish, and started to get her brain frozen and hopped up on sugar. 
 
    She seemed to have forgotten about talking about the whole visit with her parents thing, though. Which was fine. Kaitlyn didn't necessarily need to talk about that. She needed to get Wednesday a sugar drink, and then a sugar and fat food, and then they needed to listen to music and drive to her creepy dead grandma's house, where Wednesday could do lots of work, and Kaitlyn could get into her new routine. 
 
    As it turned out, the new routine was a pretty demanding one. 
 
    Out of bed, get breakfast ready, wake up Wednesday, eat breakfast crouched at Wednesday's feet while Wednesday played with her butt and pussy.  Then go get water from the well, and then exercise. 
 
    Kaitlyn had always liked working out.  She wound up liking it a lot more when she was doing the workouts that Wednesday came up with.  Sometimes it was jogging around the edge of the field while Wednesday sat in her adirondack chair and worked and occasionally looked up at her.  For that, Kaitlyn got to wear shoes and socks and a harness made from rope that made her breasts stand out and kept her hands tied behind her back.  Sometimes Wednesday tied a heavy log to the rope harness, and Kaitlyn would have to drag it around. 
 
    Or she'd get her wrists tied to a tree branch or a beam in the barn, with her ankles tied to her thighs, and uncomfortable stuff under her knees.  So she'd either have to pull herself up or be kneeling on gravel or dried peas or something.  Whatever it was, it left her tired and aching, and when it was over, Wednesday would get some water for Kaitlyn to drink, and then she'd pet her hair while she was still tied up, and maybe finger her almost to the point of orgasm. 
 
    It was a heck of a lot more fun than going to a gym, anyway. 
 
    After her workout, Wednesday's would leave Kaitlyn tied up at her feet for a little bit.  If she drifted off then, and Wednesday would kick her awake for lunch.  Sometimes they'd go into town and get lunch at the diner, or else Kaitlyn would cook something.  In the afternoon, when Wednesday left the barn and went into the house to study with her grandmother, Kaitlyn was on her own.  Which wasn't great, but which was better than the one time she'd gone in to watch Wednesday study.  She didn't mind the whole dead grandma thing was okay in theory, but she didn't like faint noises that she could sort of almost hear, or things moving when she didn't look at them, or the giant sleek brown rat that climbed up onto Wednesday's shoulder and hissed in her ear. 
 
    Magic was cool, and Wednesday's dead grandma was okay even though she cheated at online scrabble, but Kaitlyn was happier spending her afternoons doing shopping, or chopping wood for the stove.  And it wasn't like Wednesday ignored her entirely, even when she had to be in class.  She left Kaitlyn review problems for calculus and bio, and punished her for getting them wrong, and if Kaitlyn went out and got extra water, Wednesday would sometimes let Kaitlyn give her a bath.  Or sometimes she'd make Kaitlyn wear a butt-plug when she went into town. 
 
    After Wednesday was done with her class came an activity of some sort.  Wednesday was working hard at learning magic, but it seemed that she spent at least some of her time coming up with crazy sex stuff that she wanted to do.  Kaitlyn got tied to a tree and flogged (that flogger thing was great), strapped into her climbing harness and fucked in various ways (amazing), sprayed with a hose of freezing cold water when it was over ninety and she was sweaty (fucking terrible and also something she kind of wanted to do again as soon as possible) and worked over with most of the implements that Wednesday had brought with her when she wasn't doing as well as she had hoped with the magic (pretty good, though that walking stick hurt too much.) 
 
    Then came dinner, which was sometimes a break, and sometimes eaten tied up and fed by hand, which was a lot better than a break.  Then sex, where Wednesday would have an orgasm, and Kaitlyn wouldn't, and then bed. 
 
    Ever since Kaitlyn had gotten too old to go to summer camp, she hadn't really lived by a regular schedule like that.  But the thing was, her friends from North Carolina all thought that she was in New York, and her friends from New York all thought that she was in North Carolina, and it wasn't like Wednesday was going to have any time off, so it was just that schedule, and just Wednesday, every day. 
 
    If any of the summer camps she'd been to had had a schedule like that one, it would've been amazing, and also all the staff would've gotten super arrested.  And while spending three hours running around a field naked, except for occasional pauses to drink from a bucket while Wednesday pushed ever-larger things up her butt, wasn't what she would've called relaxing, the whole program was kind of relaxing, in an exhausting way.  Went to sleep every night aching and unsatisfied, woke up every morning with a smile on her face. 
 
    From time to time, she called home and checked in with her parents—usually during the afternoon when she was bored.  She had to lie or be evasive about what she was doing, but that was okay because they weren't really paying attention to what she was saying anyway, just waiting their turn to tell her about what they'd been doing.  Every so often she'd get a phone call from one of her friends, and they'd chat, but they were too far out in the middle of nowhere to actually meet up and do anything unless she wanted to take a whole day to do that, and Kaitlyn definitely didn't want to miss her workout or her evening activity.  Besides, the deal was that she was going to help Wednesday for a month, so she was going to help Wednesday for a month. 
 
    It was annoying when something happened to knock her out of her routine.  It was Jessie, calling when Kaitlyn had just run seventeen laps around the field, and was lying collapsed at Wednesday's feet, breathing hard, and occasionally getting a sip at a water bottle. 
 
    Wednesday kept Kaitlyn's phone next to her while she worked, so that if someone called who had to be answered, she'd be able to answer it.  She looked at Kaitlyn, who saw who was calling and scowled back at Wednesday.  Who naturally accepted the call and held it up next to Kaitlyn's ear. 
 
    "Hey!" said Kaitlyn, trying to sound cheery and not completely out of breath.  "What's up?" 
 
    There was a pause.  "You're still up in Vermont, right?" said Jessie. 
 
    "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, mostly I'm—" 
 
    "Fucking," said Jessie.  "While Wednesday gets everything handed to her on a silver platter." 
 
    "Huh," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I hadn't thought of getting her one of those.  Does your dad have any to spare?  I mean, 'cause he has about a thousand, and—" 
 
    "Shut up," said Jessie, and then laughed.  "But fine.  Things aren't going terrible.  It's just . . . there's a Starbucks that's not far from that cave where Magog lives, right?" 
 
    "Well," said Kaitlyn.  "There's a diner that's pretty good, and—" 
 
    "Diner?" said Jessie.  "Jesus.  Look, just meet me at the Starbucks in Manchester, okay?" 
 
    "That's like a two hour drive, Jess." 
 
    "You got anything better to do?" 
 
    "Kinda?" 
 
    Jessie sighed.  "Come on, Katy.  I'll—" 
 
    "Yeah, fine," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, I'll meet you there after lunch.  We'll get drinks.  It'll be fun." 
 
    Jessie hung up. 
 
    "Will it be fun?" asked Wednesday. 
 
    "I kind of doubt it," said Kaitlyn.  "But maybe.  I mean—" 
 
    "Yeah, I know.  She's your friend, et cetera.  But if things start getting weird, let me know.  And try to be back tomorrow. I've finished something, and I want to try it out." 
 
    That sounded good.  Kaitlyn nodded, and Wednesday put the phone on the arm of her chair and went back to her book.  Kaitlyn was tied up pretty tight, so she rubbed her face against Wednesday's foot, and settled in for . . . well, she was a little too tied up for a nap.  But for a rest, anyway.  She was going to need as much relaxation as she could get if she was going to be driving four hours round-trip to talk to Jessie. 
 
    When she got there, Jessie was looking reasonably good, and also reasonably happy to see her.  And also alive, which was something that Kaitlyn had been worrying about pretty much the whole time since Jessie had found out about magic and decided that she was going to learn it. 
 
    They didn't jump right in to talking about that—Jessie had been back home for the first half of July, so there was a lot of gossip they had to catch up on. 
 
    "But the thing is," said Jessie, after they were done talking about how Anne's parents had put their foot down, so that she wasn't going to be able to get married until either she had a job or Frank did, and also that Kendall, who'd been one of their friends in high school, was pregnant, and her mom was pushing hard for an abortion, despite being super, super anti-abortion.  "That was a break that Magog insisted that we take." 
 
    "So, um," said Kaitlyn.  "Two questions?" 
 
    "Sure, Katy.  What?" 
 
    "First off, who is 'we', there?  And second, are you still sold on this?  Magic looks hard and dangerous and—" 
 
    "We is me and Ezra.  Magog . . . whatever." she gave a dismissive gesture.  "Magog doesn't want to teach one person at a time, because when one of them dies, then the whole thing is wasted.  So I've got this guy tagging along, but whatever.  He's not terrible.  And fuck yeah I'm still sold on it.  Be easier if everyone who does this wasn't an asshole, but this is the real thing.  You should know—your girlfriend used it to get you, whether or not you wanted it." 
 
    "Dude," said Kaitlyn.  "After you fucked things up between us, I had to. . . look.  Point is, I don't scare easy.  You know that, right?" 
 
    "Sure," said Jessie.  "What's your point?" 
 
    "I mean, you know that break that Magog had you take?  I think his plan was that he'd teach you enough to get you into trouble, and when you got into trouble, he'd have said that it proved that you were a bad person, and killed you.  And you know how normally, when someone says stuff like, 'Oh my god, that paper is two months late already, the professor is going to kill me,' they mean like they're going to get a bad grade?  This isn't that." 
 
    Jessie looked thoughtful after Kaitlyn said the bit about how it had been maybe a plan to get her killed. 
 
    "Well," she said.  "Could be that you're right.  In which case, that was never going to work.  I mean, I'm not stupid—" 
 
    "Jessie," said Kaitlyn.  "You tried to blackmail Flora Backhouse with reporting her to the AMA.  That's not smart." 
 
    "Whatever," said Jessie.  "Maybe I didn't a hundred percent understand how these people worked then.  I do now.  They're like hedge fund people, only with power, instead of money.  They'll fuck you over, sure, but at the same time, once you understand how they work, you can do what you want." 
 
    "Jessie," said Kaitlyn.  "Whatever Magog is, he made you dig your own grave.  And I think he'd be completely okay with putting you in there." 
 
    Jessie shrugged.  "That's what people are like in general.  Doesn't matter.  Point is to be the one who's putting people down, rather than being the one being put down.  And the only way to make sure of that is to learn this stuff, and learn it better than they know it." 
 
    "Most people," said Kaitlyn, "don't get killed by wizards.  I think you could just like, not get involved in this stuff, and then you could put people down by saying mean things about them on Twitter." 
 
    "Just stay out of it," said Jessie.  "Like you?" 
 
    "That's different," said Kaitlyn.  "I'm not . . . I mean, I'm not learning magic, because—" 
 
    "Because Wednesday doesn't want you to." 
 
    "Wednesday doesn't even want to learn magic herself," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "But she is." 
 
    "Because—" 
 
    "Because she wants to have the upper hand, and you want her to have it.  Which is your deal, and that's fine, but it's not my deal.  It's there, it's real, I need to have it." 
 
    Kaitlyn sighed.  "That's not what's going on at all.  But fine.  Just.  Be safe, Jessie?" 
 
    "Sure," said Jessie. 
 
    "And also, don't kill people." 
 
    Jessie hesitated. 
 
    "Unless it's really necessary, because they're like, evil incubuses or whatever.  Or they're trying to kill you.  But don't throw people in cisterns because they pissed you off." 
 
    Jessie smiled.  "Seriously?  You think that—" 
 
    "I think that a lot of the people who're doing this stuff are really fucked up," said Kaitlyn.  "And I think that's something that could happen to you too." 
 
    "Come on, Katy.  You seriously think that I'd . . ." Jessie trailed off, made another dismissive gesture.  "Whatever." 
 
    "Right," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, whatever.  Just be careful, okay?" 
 
    "It'll be fine," said Jessie.  "Look, I know how they work now.  And I'm going to get everything I want from them." 
 
    "So, I mean," said Kaitlyn.  "When you went into Flora's office and tried to blackmail her.  Did you go in thinking you knew how people like her worked, and you were going to get everything you wanted?" 
 
    "Jesus Christ, Katy," said Jessie.  "That Wednesday chick is a terrible fucking influence, you know?" 
 
    "Well," said Kaitlyn.  "Could be that she's an influence, anyway." 
 
    Jessie was going to say something, but then she shrugged.  "I guess.  Anyhow.  Point is, while I'm kind of going to be back in school next year, that's also kind of not going to be me." 
 
    "Wait." 
 
    "Yeah, it's a thing, where if you need to be in two places at once, there are a couple of different solutions, but one of them is making a copy of your body and then getting a spirit to animate it.  So, I mean." 
 
    "That doesn't sound like a great idea, Jess." 
 
    "What, scared?" said Jessie.  "Doesn't matter.  Not asking you to do it.  I'll take care of it myself.  Just wanted to let you know that if you're talking to me, and I don't have this ring on?" the ring in question was a silver thumb ring, with a tiny fleck of jade in the middle. 
 
    "It's your evil twin." 
 
    "Well," said Jessie.  "If there are two of me, the bound spirit isn't the one that I'd worry about." 
 
    "And if it steals the ring—" 
 
    "It can't wear it," said Jessie. 
 
    "And if you lose the ring, and want to let me know that you're really you, you should have like a password or something," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "I. . ."  Jessie shook her head.  "You know, for someone who started college ready to prove she wasn't afraid of anything, you worry a lot." 
 
    "I have seen you enslaved by an evil incubus and thrown into a cistern by a witch and then you had to dig your own grave and the guy who made you dig your own grave said that you were going to be using it soon," said Kaitlyn.  "So yeah, could be that I'm a little worried about you for some reason." 
 
    "Fine," said Jessie.  "If I need to prove that I'm me on the phone or whatever, I'll start the Wildcats cheer.  Okay?" 
 
    "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "Sounds good.  So what courses are you . . . I mean, what's fake you going to be taking?" 
 
    "I don't know or care?" said Jessie.  "It doesn't really matter.  She's going to be there so that my dad doesn't find out that I'm not in school.  Whatever I need to take in order to graduate, I guess." 
 
    "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "Well, try to find out.  I'm not sure I'm necessarily going to want to be in a class with your creepy clone." 
 
    "Sure," said Jessie, in a tone of voice that meant that she was going to completely forget about promising anything as soon as she was done.  "Anyhow, I got to run.  Nice talking to you." 
 
    "Right," said Kaitlyn.  "And, like.  Be in touch?" 
 
    "Sure," said Jessie, and that time, she might have meant it. 
 
    It took most of the drive back for Kaitlyn to stop being jittery about the way Jessie was jumping in headfirst to stuff that had almost gotten her repeatedly killed, and for her to start being excited about whatever it was that Wednesday had planned. 
 
    As it turned out, what Wednesday had planned wasn't the usual sort of thing.  And given that Wednesday's usual sort of thing was stuff that was impossibly weird, that was kind of an accomplishment. 
 
    "So, remember that Canadian voodoo zombie movie?" she asked, after Kaitlyn got back and unpacked the dinner that she'd picked up from a KFC along the way. 
 
    "Hm?" said Kaitlyn, through a mouthful of hot wings.  The thing about KFC wasn't that it was good.  It was actually kind of terrible, but it was compelling.  Every few months, she needed to go out and get a bucket of wings.  She was probably going to regret it later, but for now, it exactly hit the spot.  "As a sleazy chick," said Kaitlyn, "I don't want you to bring back some muscley dude from the dead to kill me." 
 
    "Objection noted," said Wednesday.  "But that was not my plan.  Actually, the only real relevance is the word 'voodoo.'" 
 
    "Okay?" 
 
    "Point is, in addition to helping me with . . . things, and being a generally helpful person to have around, one of the reasons why Grandma Eastey wanted you here was so that I could practice things on you." 
 
    "So you're going to make me a zombie?" 
 
    "Again, no," said Wednesday.  "Less talky, more listeny, Kaitlyn.  What I am going to be doing is making a doll of you, and then doing things to said doll.  And assuming that everything works properly, this should cause you to feel the things that I'm doing to the doll, but will not cause you to die, or suffer permanent injury." 
 
    "Sounds good," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Not really, no," said Wednesday.  "It sounds risky and like it has relatively low rewards.  But we're going to be doing it anyway, because it relates to skills that I need to have, when it comes to possession.  Both in terms of me possessing people, and in terms of people possessing me." 
 
    "So, um," said Kaitlyn, after Wednesday went back to eating wings, instead of talking.  "What sort of things are you going to be doing to the doll?" 
 
    "Oh, you know," said Wednesday.  "This and that.  Thing is, while it's possible to get impressive results through suggestion and hypnosis, that's not what I'm going for here.  It's best for it to be a surprise.  But what this means is that tomorrow after lunch, you're going to model for a doll for a bit, and hopefully, things are going to happen over the next few days that are going to be. . . hm.  Well, even though you're prepared for them, more or less, they are going to be at least somewhat startling." 
 
    "And non-killing me," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Wednesday put down her chicken wing and sighed.  "I . . .  look.  This isn't easy, and while Grandma Eastey wants me to be happy and to keep practicing magic, I'm not convinced that she's going to stop me if I'm making a mistake." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "Well, then no.  Not doing it, until you get her to promise to step in if it's going to kill me.  Or cause permanent harm." 
 
    Wednesday looked up, startled. 
 
    Kaitlyn shrugged.  "I was totally willing to go along with whatever you wanted, in general.  You were all, 'Oh, Kaitlyn, you have to learn how to say no to things.'  So, there you go.  Unless you don't want me to say no to things, in which case. . . I mean, probably I'd go along with it?  But that'd be—" 
 
    "That'd be a mistake," said Wednesday.  "Okay.  I'll talk it over with her.  And thanks." 
 
    "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn, considering another wing.  It was a bad idea, and she was going to regret it.  She took another wing.  "You are the best." 
 
    "True," said Wednesday. 
 
    She wasn't wrong. 
 
    And she managed to get her grandma to agree to step in if Kaitlyn was going to get killed.  Which was apparently a big concession and made her grandma super angry.  Because kids today were too coddled and protected, and needed to murder more of their friends, like they used to in the old days.  But, fine.  No death! 
 
    Instead, posing for a doll.  And while Wednesday had all sorts of talents, making tiny sculptures of people wasn't one of them.  Or at least, making sculptures of people which looked like those people wasn't one of them, but it seemed like that wasn't entirely the point. 
 
    The doll was made of clay, with little bits of Kaitlyn's fingernails and toenails worked into the clay.  Wednesday cut off a lock of Kaitlyn's hair for the doll's hair, pricked Kaitlyn's finger let a drop of blood fall onto the doll, and cut up one of Kaitlyn's shirts to make a little dress. 
 
    It looked like a class project by a really stupid kid, and that had been a shirt that Kaitlyn had really liked.  "Which is the point," said Wednesday.  "It's not just the material, it's the connection between you and the material." 
 
    "It cost three hundred bucks, and it made my boobs look great," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yeah," said Wednesday.  "I'll miss that shirt.  Anyway.  Hands and knees, mouth open." 
 
    Kaitlyn wasn't sure that all the poses that Wednesday was making her do were entirely related to that doll that she was making.  Some of them seemed like they were just fun for Wednesday.  Which was as good a reason to get on her hands and knees and open her mouth as anything.  Or stand on one foot, or lie down on her back and spread out her arms and legs as far as they could go, or whatever. 
 
    Although, maybe it was because she had to do that stuff for the magic to work right, because when Wednesday was finished, the doll still looked a lot like it was made by a kid with problems, there were little glints from the hands and feet, where the nail clippings had moved, and gotten shaped to look just like they were scale model versions of her nails. 
 
    Also, the hair had stuck up awkwardly at first, but now it didn't look like a handful of hair clippings—it looked like her hair looked, only smaller. 
 
    Kaitlyn stared at it.  "I. . ." 
 
    "Like it?" said Wednesday, looking at it critically. 
 
    "I. . ." Kaitlyn shook her head.  "This is super creepy, you know?" 
 
    "So, yes?" 
 
    "Actually, yes," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, there is no reason why it should be yes, but yeah, that's cool.  Also, what are you going to do first?" 
 
    "Put it away," said Wednesday.  "One of the things that we got from Jessie's apartment is a pretty good lock-box, so mini-you is going in there.  Then, tomorrow, I'm going to take it with me to my lesson with Grandma.  And you get to come along as well.  There might be some mild discomfort." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yeah, because that's the thing.  There's stuff that I want to do to that doll, but what with the whole teaching me how to do this without it killing you means that we're going to start off doing this with my Grandmother looking over my shoulder.  So, after your run tomorrow, you get to take a bath, and get dressed in something appropriate for hanging out with my family.  And then I'm going to torture you remotely." 
 
    Kaitlyn sucked in a breath.  "You know, you could torture me without a creepy doll magic death thing?" 
 
    "I know," said Wednesday.  "But a) I also like watching that video you made, despite having everything portrayed available in the real world, and b) there are non-sex-torture reasons to learn how to do this.  Also, c) I'm not sure that you fully appreciate the possibilities here." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "So. . . dinner?" 
 
    "Dinner and a movie," said Wednesday.  "And then you go to bed, and I do a little more reading before you help me get to sleep." 
 
    "Right," said Kaitlyn.  The stove was a lot more of a pain than a gas range, but she'd gotten used to it.  Chicken with dumplings and a blackberry cobbler.  And then a movie, and then going to sleep chained to the foot of the bed, watching Wednesday reading by candle light. 
 
    All in all, it'd been a pretty great summer, despite it being a little bit more filled with things that might kill her than most previous summers.  It wasn't even that much more—a lot of guys back home drove way too fast.  And this summer she had Wednesday on her side, which was great. 
 
    If it hadn't been for Wednesday holding her hand when they went in for the lesson the next day, Kaitlyn might not have been able to walk through that creaking front door, let alone stand alone next to the table where Wednesday told her to stand as the room got cold, with the tiles on the scrabble board starting to rearrange themselves when Wednesday took that Kaitlyn doll out. 
 
    There were a few things laid out on the table.  A pan of water, a little metal plate with coals burning on it.  Needles. 
 
    Wednesday picked up one of the needles and heated the tip in the coals. 
 
    The tiles clicked. 
 
    "No, I wasn't planning on starting with that," said Wednesday.  "Truth is, I'm not sure I'm going to be doing that at all.  But I like to sterilize my tools." 
 
    Tiles clicked again. 
 
    Wednesday sighed.  "Look, you have your rituals, I have mine.  Unless this is going to cause something to go wrong with what we're doing?" 
 
    No response. 
 
    "Is it?" 
 
    Tiles clicked. 
 
    "Thanks, Grandma.  Anyhow.  This is going to hurt a bit, Kaitlyn." 
 
    That bit of news did not come as a surprise, but Kaitlyn bit her lip anyway. 
 
    "And unlike other things that I've done to you, I'm not going to try it on myself first, so I don't know how much it's going to hurt." 
 
    "Wait," said Kaitlyn.  "You've tried everything on yourself before doing it to me?" 
 
    "In a broad sense," said Wednesday.  "So, like, I snapped a rubber band on my arm, rather than like, everywhere.  But the thing with some of these things is that you don't feel like you're doing that much when you use them, and it turns out that they're a bit more serious than they looked.  Or vice-versa.  Anyway." 
 
    That was sweet. 
 
    Then Kaitlyn's knee started aching, like she'd put her foot down wrong when she was running or something.  She winced and started rubbing it. 
 
    "Sore?" said Wednesday, looking up from the doll. 
 
    "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "But it's not like . . . I mean, I kind of expected my knee to feel like it was impaled or something." 
 
    "Right.  But no.  This is more for things like petty revenge, or convincing healthy people that they're invalids.  I mean, you leave something like this in for a week or two at a time, and you'd get used to having a fucked up knee." 
 
    "Jesus," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "He probably wasn't a fan, and fair enough.  Now, let's try the other knee without the twist of hollyhock and rue." 
 
    She did something to the doll, and Kaitlyn screamed, dropping to the floor.  "Ow, ow, oh God, ow." 
 
    It was gone, just like that.  First one knee, then the other. 
 
    Wednesday breathed in deeply, put her hands down on the table. 
 
    "It's fine," said Kaitlyn, scrambling back to her feet.  "Just, I mean, yeah, that hurt a lot.  But I'm fine.  You can keep going." 
 
    "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "You don't have to—" 
 
    "This is why I'm here, and what I bargained for, and I'm not complaining," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "You're sure?" said Wednesday.  "I mean, it's going to go on for a while, and it's going to be like that until I can control the effect." 
 
    "I'm sure," said Kaitlyn, who wasn't, but who was sure that she wanted Wednesday to think that she was.  Because she could do it. 
 
    "Okay," said Wednesday.  "Water is next, I think." 
 
    And then Kaitlyn couldn't breathe.  It was like someone had punched her in the stomach, hard, and she just couldn't breathe back in.  She grabbed at her throat, looking up at Wednesday, who was frowning at the doll.  And there was a figure behind Wednesday, a shadow among the shadows, with gray hair and hard lips set in a soft, rounded face.  Wednesday was looking at the doll, but whoever that was was looking at Kaitlyn.  Approving?  Disapproving?  There was something burning in her eyes, and Kaitlyn didn't really want to see it. 
 
    Then she could breathe again. 
 
    "You okay?" said Wednesday, genuinely concerned. 
 
    "Yeah," said Kaitlyn.  "I mean, that's . . . if you could do a little less of that, that would be okay." 
 
    "Right," said Wendesday.  "Now, I'm going to do a little experiment." 
 
    Kaitlyn couldn't see the ghost over Wednesday's shoulder any more, but she could feel its disapproval. 
 
    "Yes, fine," said Wednesday.  "Maybe it's the wrong mindset.  But I would like to know if the effects are actually physically manifesting, or if they are confined to the mind of the subject." 
 
    More disapproval. 
 
    "But it does matter," said Wednesday.  "I mean, take this one.  If putting water on the doll's lips makes the subject think that they're drowning, they'd fall unconscious and breathe normally.  If it's really there, they'd drown.  And let's say I did that to someone, right?  Or if I wrapped the string around the neck.  Would people find ligature marks, or would—" 
 
    "Um," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "No," said Wednesday.  "That's not the experiment that I was going to try.  Here, let's do this one.  And once again, some mild physical discomfort is about to ensue." 
 
    Wasn't necessarily going to be mild, but okay. 
 
    It was the middle of July, and it had been a hot day, but the inside of Wednesday's grandmother's house was never particularly warm.  And then it got colder.  A lot colder.  Kaitlyn started shivering, hugging herself tight. 
 
    Wednesday got up, walked over to Kaitlyn.  Kaitlyn's teeth were chattering, and she couldn't stop it. 
 
    Wednesday put her hand on Kaitlyn's forehead.  It was warm and firm, and Kaitlyn moved instinctively into it, taking comfort from the touch. 
 
    Wednesday smiled.  "You're doing great.  Thanks." 
 
    Kaitlyn nodded, still shivering.  Wendesday took Kaitlyn's hand, looked at her fingernails, which were starting to turn a little blue. 
 
    Then she went back to the table, moved the ice cube that she'd put on the doll, and all of a sudden there wasn't any cold at all.  Kaitlyn was still hunched up, still holding herself, but it wasn't like she'd been swimming too long in freezing water, and then came out, or anything like that. 
 
    The cold was just gone. 
 
    "Hand?" said Wednesday. 
 
    Kaitlyn looked at it.  Fingernails were pink, and it felt, well, normal. 
 
    "No blue," she said. 
 
    "Hm," said Wednesday. 
 
    The tiles clicked, and Wednesday sighed.  "Yes, fine, Grandma," she said.  "I have the wrong attitude about this, and it's going to cause problems.  I can't help it—that's the attitude I have.  You want someone with the right attitude, you can try Kaitlyn's friend Jessie.  She wouldn't give a. . . she wouldn't care about any of this." 
 
    The tiles clicked again. 
 
    "I didn't swear!" said Wednesday.  "Oh, come on, Grandma." 
 
    There was a pause. 
 
    "Fine.  I am sorry that I did not show the dignity that is to be expected of your line, and I resolve to mend my habits."  She looked up at Kaitlyn.  "You're going to be punished because I have a foul mouth." 
 
    "Wait, what?" 
 
    Something hit her across the cheek, hard enough to knock her down.  Kaitlyn came back up, fists clenched.  She was looking for someone to hit, which was ridiculous, but at the same time, that's what happened when she got hit like that. 
 
    "Sorry," said Wednesday.  "You okay?" 
 
    "Mostly," said Kaitlyn.  "What's next?" 
 
    "Fire," said Wednesday.  "If experience is any guide, this is going to hurt a bit, but at the same time, assuming that I have everything right, it shouldn't cause permanent damage?" 
 
    Kaitlyn sucked in a deep breath, let it out, and nodded.  Then she scrunched her eyes closed, because that would probably help somehow. 
 
    It hurt like a son of a bitch.  One moment, she was just standing there, the next her hand was on fire.  Kaitlyn yelped, shook it—it was like she'd touched a hot pan when she hadn't realized it was hot.  Only it didn't go away when she shook her hand, and it hurt, it hurt so much, and . . . and it didn't hurt at all. 
 
    "This is some weird stuff," said Kaitlyn, looking at her finger. 
 
    "True," said Wednesday.  "But okay; I got that to concentrate on a point.  Ooh—I could do a gom jabbar, only it would actually be the doll, and—" 
 
    "Wednesday?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Hold on," said Wednesday.  "Going to play a little." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  Then it felt like her thigh was being touched by something very, very cold.  Like if she'd been at home, and Wednesday had just come in from one of those long bike rides during the winter, and grabbed her with her zombie ice hands. 
 
    "Aagh!" said Kaitlyn.  And then she was hot and cold at once, in exactly the same place.  "Aaah!" 
 
    Both aagh and aah seemed like better bets than swear words, because that would probably make Grandma Eastey knock Kaitlyn down again. 
 
    "Nice," said Wednesday, and those stopped.  "So that's fun, anyway." 
 
    The tiles clicked. 
 
    "Thanks," said Wednesday.  "Apparently, that's the right attitude.  And now, for other sensations.  Only, um."  Kaitlyn looked at Wednesday, who gave an embarrassed shrug.  "I mean, it's possible that you'd prefer a bit more privacy for some of this.  Only, it's . . . well, I don't like renegotiating after I start a scene, and I want to make sure that this is safe, because that's what we agreed on." 
 
    "Oh." Kaitlyn bit her lip.  "Your call." 
 
    And then something traced around her hip, then up her stomach.  It was a light touch, and it was a touch against her skin, rather than against her clothing, even though she was fully dressed.  Kaitlyn couldn't help it—she giggled. 
 
    "Ticklish?" said Wednesday.  "Hm." 
 
    Kaitlyn wasn't usually that ticklish, but she was nervous, and it was weird, and also it wasn't like she could do anything about the touch.  She slapped her hand to her side where it was moving, and it kept moving across her ribs, even though her hand was still there. 
 
    And then it moved up to her armpit, because of course.  Kaitlyn managed one sort of calm breath in, but she couldn't help but start laughing when she let it out.  That touch was impossibly light, and her arm was flush against her body, and she was holding it with her other arm, but the touch was still there, maddeningly light, no matter how hard she pressed down in the same place.  She shrieked, and then kept shrieking, as it also started on her other armpit at the same time. 
 
    There was Wednesday's creepy dead abusive grandma there, and Kaitlyn didn't want to show weakness, but at the same time, she found herself twisting down to her knees, curling up on the floor.  And then it started to tickle the bottoms of her feet, inside her shoes. 
 
    One tortured, gasping look at Wednesday.  Who was looking at the doll.  Only then she did look at Kaitlyn, and gave her what might have been a wink.  Kaitlyn couldn't be sure, because she was laughing so hard that her eyes were tearing up. 
 
    And then it shifted.  There were still touches through her clothing—no, not through her clothing, underneath her clothing.  But they weren't tickling.  Feet and legs and breasts and hips. 
 
    She'd been forced to the floor by the tickling, but she wasn't going to show any reaction to that.  Not ever.  Nothing that anyone would recognize.  Anybody except Wednesday, because Wednesday knew her better than anyone.  But yeah.  Nothing was touching her, but something was, and Wednesday hadn't let her come since that night at her parent's house.  When Wednesday looked at her, Wednesday knew, even if Kaitlyn's hips weren't moving. 
 
    "Good," she said.  "Okay.  That'll be fun, anyway." 
 
    "Sure," said Kaitlyn, gasping on the linoleum tiles of the haunted house.  "Fun." 
 
    The scrabble tiles clicked, and Kaitlyn didn't even want to know what they said. 
 
    "Right," said Wednesday.  "Okay.  Let's see.  Marionette." 
 
    Marionette? 
 
    Then Kaitlyn stood up, and she understood.  Her legs were moving despite her not moving them, while her hands hung awkwardly at her sides.  Marionette, apparently. 
 
    "Neat," said Wednesday.  "I don't think that I can actually make you fly, but—" 
 
    The tiles clicked. 
 
    "Yes, well," said Wednesday.  "If you believe that I'm going to try turning my girlfriend into a finch, you are not correct.  I've read stories.  I know how those things end." 
 
    "Um," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "No," said Wednesday.  "Absolutely not." 
 
    That was too bad, though. 
 
    "Now, let's see.  Just a hand.  Kaitlyn, try not to pinch your nose." 
 
    "What?" asked Kaitlyn.  Then she pinched her nose, hard. 
 
    "Said try not to do that," said Wednesday. 
 
    "But I don't . . . I didn't try to do that?" 
 
    "You have two hands, Jam," said Wednesday.  "Let's try again." 
 
    This time, when Kaitlyn reached for her nose, she grabbed her wrist with her other hand.  Only it turned out that Kaitlyn was pretty strong.  And it was hard to get a good angle to restrain your own hand. 
 
    It wasn't an entirely fair fight, really.  And it wasn't as though Kaitlyn lost it.  Just most of Kaitlyn—her right hand looked pretty smug after it had tweaked her nose. 
 
    "Next time, you want to slap it with a copy of 'A Farewell to Arms,' I think," said Wednesday. 
 
    Kaitlyn stuck her tongue out at her.  And then had to fight back the urge to retch, because her mouth suddenly tasted horrible. 
 
    "Manners, apparently," said Wednesday.  "And also, that's probably enough new material for me.  You did good, Kaitlyn.  Let's go." 
 
    Kaitlyn drew herself up, shakily.  Then she gave a half-curtsey to the empty room behind Wednesday and left as fast as she could.  She liked helping Wednesday, and honestly, the idea of being a bird was pretty awesome.  But her heebie-jeebie levels had been rising the whole time, and if it weren't for the fact that she didn't back down from things, she probably would've asked to be let out like the first time Wednesday had done the fire thing on the doll. 
 
    "So, here's the thing about turning into a bird," said Wednesday, once they were clear.  "They always get, like, killed by a hawk, or shot by their true love who is also a poacher, or something." 
 
    "Yeah, but I could fly," said Kaitlyn, looking up. 
 
    "You can already fly," said Wednesday.  "Hell, you can fly first class, if you really want.  Unlikely to be mistaken for a swan at any point in that process." 
 
    "Yeah, but." 
 
    "No." 
 
    "But?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    Kaitlyn sighed.  "Fine!" 
 
    "On the plus side," said Wednesday, "Next time you're away for an extended trip, I can hurt you whenever I like." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "And I'm 100% going to give you a hand-job in the middle of Times Square when we go to New York." 
 
    "Oh." 
 
    "It's a quaint local custom that has fallen out of favor in recent years.  It's sort of like Morris dancing!" 
 
    "Wait.  Who's Morris?" 
 
    "Guy who used to give handjobs in Times Square," said Wednesday.  "Then he'd do a little dance.  Anyhow.  Point is, you did great." 
 
    "Thanks," said Kaitlyn.  "It was . . . it was fine." 
 
    Wednesday stopped, put a hand on Kaitlyn's cheek, looked her in the eyes.  "It wasn't fine.  And you did great." 
 
    Kaitlyn blushed.  She would've turned away, but she couldn't with Wednesday's hand there. 
 
    "And now . . . well, let's go out for dinner tonight.  And there's a drive-in that's doing a B-movie marathon, so we can load up on snacks, and watch Night of the Lepus in semi-public." 
 
    "I do like semi-public," said Kaitlyn, and Wednesday laughed. 
 
    Then she grabbed Kaitlyn's hand, and they walked like that to the car.  They drove out for like two hours for greasy burgers, and a bag big enough to hold like five bowling balls, but instead of bowling balls it was full of popcorn.  Then they ate it all while watching bunnies wreck a toy village, and then Sean Connery in a really small thong battle a giant floating head. 
 
    It wasn't the same as when there were the robots making fun of a movie, but they'd watched enough of those that Kaitlyn had kind of gotten the hang of it.  And it was good with Wednesday, because Wednesday usually had something funny to say about everything, and Kaitlyn could help by saying . . .well, not stupid things, but kind of obvious things? 
 
    And sometimes when she asked a pretty obvious question about what the hell was going on in the movie, it made Wednesday laugh so hard that Kaitlyn was a little afraid that she'd wind up snorting popcorn out of her nose. 
 
    It was great.  And then, at the bottom of the bag of popcorn, there was that chain that Wednesday had used as a necklace when she'd made Kaitlyn give up her necklace for a bit. 
 
    They hadn't been drinking any alcohol, but it had felt a little bit like they had—Kaitlyn had been feeling more than half buzzed.  That went away, looking at the chain. 
 
    She looked over at Wednesday, who was gorgeous, in the light of the movie screen.  Wednesday looked back. 
 
    "As I recall," said Wednesday.  "You really wanted to bring that along." 
 
    Kaitlyn nodded.  She'd wanted it along, and she wanted to wear it, but she also didn't want it along, and didn't want to have to wear it.  Because when Wednesday was being mean, she could be really, really mean.  Which was great, but also sometimes a little much, and even when it was great, it was also kind of scary. 
 
    If Wednesday didn't know Kaitlyn as well as she did, Kaitlyn would've grabbed the chain right away and put it on.  But Wednesday did know Kaitlyn, and she didn't look confused or hurt by the delay.  She just held the chain, waiting, until Kaitlyn finally reached out for it. 
 
    Wednesday pulled it back.  "Necklace first.  Not much of a charm on this, but I don't know how it'd interact with the necklace." 
 
    Kaitlyn took a long, shaky breath, and then started fumbling at the clasp of the moonstone necklace that Wednesday had given her.  She hated taking it off.  But at the same time, she did feel less dressed when she wasn't wearing it, which was kind of something she needed. 
 
    "Good girl," said Wednesday when Kaitlyn got it off.  Then she traded it for the chain, and watched, eyes glittering, as Kaitlyn put the chain on, heavy around her neck. 
 
    Unlike the necklace, there wasn't much magic on the chain.  It didn't mind control her, or anything.  It just couldn't be unfastened by anyone besides Wednesday, once it had been closed. 
 
    It had been at the bottom of a giant bag of buttered popcorn, so it wasn't as cold as chains sometimes were.  But Kaitlyn did a full-body shiver when it clicked shut anyway. 
 
    "Good," said Wendesday.  She looped a finger through one of the links, pulled Kaitlyn close, and kissed her. 
 
    Kaitlyn kissed back hard, and was having trouble breathing when Wednesday pulled away. 
 
    "I love you," said Wednesday.  "And I care about you, and I respect you.  But I'm going to be treating you like shit for no reason for the next few days.  Okay?" 
 
    "Okay," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Wednesday slapped her in the face.  "No talking." 
 
    Kaitlyn nodded. 
 
    "Good.  Pull your dress up, take off your underwear." 
 
    Kaitlyn did as she was told, even though it wasn't the easiest thing to do while sitting in the driver's seat. 
 
    "Good," said Wednesday.  She slapped Kaitlyn's pussy.  "Now, drive me back to that barn.  I've got some lectures to listen to, so don't make too much noise." 
 
    Kaitlyn suppressed a groan.  It was cool that Wednesday was smart and stuff, but at the same time, being around Wednesday meant listening to a lot of recorded lectures that Kaitlyn didn't understand even a little.  Even though Wednesday had made her take Calculus and everything. 
 
    This one was pretty bad.  Guy with an Indian accent and a droning voice.  He started off saying that it was going to be about hydrodynamic stability.  Kaitlyn knew what stability was, or at least, she was pretty sure she knew what stability was.  That was the last concept that was mentioned which she had any idea about. 
 
    It went on.  "Gas station," said Wednesday.  "Pull over." 
 
    She pulled over. 
 
    Wednesday got out a pair of nipple clamps from the glove compartment.  Kaitlyn winced.  Then gasped, eyes bugging out, because instead of putting them on Kaitlyn's nipples, Wednesday grabbed Kaitlyn's labia and put the clip on them.  Those spring clamps on her nipples hurt way too much.  On her labia was . . . the other clip went on her nipple.  Wednesday looked at her, considered.  Then she twisted the chain between the clips a few times, so that Kaitlyn was sure that one more twist would be too much, and used her keychain clip to keep the chain tensed like that. 
 
    "Stay," she said.  Then Wednesday walked out to the convenience store. 
 
    Kaitlyn always thought that Wednesday looked elegant when she walked.  But this was different.  There was more of a sway to her hips, and she was going slower than usual.  It wasn't just that it was sexy, it was that Wednesday was deliberately being sexy for her.  Kaitlyn teared up, and not only because it felt like her pussy was being pulled apart and her nipple was being pulled off.  This was not entirely being treated like shit for a few days, but at the same time, Kaitlyn didn't feel like complaining.  And also, what she'd asked for was for it to hurt, and it hurt like a son of a bitch. 
 
    It hurt worse when Wednesday came back and took the clips off, which was the way nipple clips always worked. 
 
    Wednesday didn't always pinch her quite so hard afterwards, though.  That was just at the edge of too intense. 
 
    "I got you some candy," said Wednesday.  "Open." 
 
    Kaitlyn opened her mouth, and then also spread her legs a little further apart, just in case. 
 
    Wednesday sighed.  "Just your mouth, Jam.  Putting sugar in your pussy is a one-way trip to yeast infectionville, population itching, burning, and strange discharges." 
 
    Kaitlyn hadn't known that, but it made sense?  Because yeast grew on sugar.  She flushed, closed her legs, and winced when that sent another jolt of pain through her pussy. 
 
    Then Wednesday forced something into her mouth.  Not candy—some sort of fabric? 
 
    No, it was candy.  Cinnamon candy, wrapped in cheesecloth. 
 
    "Sort of tempted to do that with Altoids," said Wednesday.  "But no reason to take things too far, really." 
 
    The red-hots were starting to burn. And since Kaitlyn couldn't swallow with the gag in, there was already a streamer of bright red drool coming down from her bottom lip. 
 
    "Come on, Jam," said Wednesday.  "Drive." 
 
    Kaitlyn drove.  Having a mouth full of candy left her droolier than she'd ever been. It was a long drive,  with the texture of the cheesecloth and the burn of the cinnamon, and by the time they were back at the barn, the whole front of Kaitlyn's dress was soaked with red drool.  Also her mouth was on fire, and she was sort of regretting, sort of delighted that she'd asked Wednesday to take that chain along. 
 
    And she didn't get to sleep in bed, either.  There was that heavy iron collar that had been set up chained to Wednesday's bed, and the little patch of burlap sack.  Wednesday took out what was left of the gag, gave her a drink of water, and then set her up like that, naked and cold and chained to the floor next to her bed. 
 
    Wasn't the easiest way to fall asleep; Wednesday fell asleep long before Kaitlyn did, looking over the side of the bed at her, after stroking her side for a while. 
 
    Wasn't the easiest way to fall asleep, but Kaitlyn was pretty good at falling asleep.  Knowing Wednesday, and knowing what that chain that she wore meant, it seemed like a pretty good idea to get all the rest that she could.  The next day was going to be busy. 
 
    It started off with Wednesday stepping out of bed directly onto Kaitlyn's butt and went on from there.  She had to make a quick breakfast for Wednesday, and then only got a bowl of oatmeal to eat, while Wednesday kept kicking her.  Kaitlyn was set up on her hands and knees under the table, and Wednesday had a seat at the side of the table, which meant that Wednesday was kicking her breast.  Not hard, but hard enough to distract her, which meant that she got a certain amount of oatmeal on her face. 
 
    Which was, apparently, hilarious. 
 
    "Sadly," said Wednesday, "not really enough time to fool around.  As it turns out, there's something pushing in at Grandma's defenses.  Something strong enough that she's retrenching.  Which means that you get to go draw water until you absolutely cannot keep working." 
 
    Kaitlyn frowned at her empty bowl, and got a harder than usual kick. 
 
    "That's right," said Wednesday.  "Good job figuring something out!  You are going to have to tell me that you can't do something." 
 
    But. 
 
    Another harder than usual kick. 
 
    "And you have to tell me that without using words, because you're not allowed to talk.  You have very expressive eyes, Kaitlyn.  Do your best with those." 
 
    Right.  Fine.  Fine!  She wanted to make sure that Wednesday was going to use her however she wanted, and make it hurt.  So it wasn't like she had any grounds to complain that Wednesday was going to use her really hard and that it was going to hurt.  And yet. 
 
    And yet, as it turned out, she was also being used in the way she'd expected to be used.  She was allowed shoes, because as Wednesday phrased it, she wasn't willing to sacrifice too much efficiency in the name of aesthetics.  But that was it.  And there was a rope tied around her waist that went down under her crotch and then up her back, through the chain at her neck, and which got tied to the yoke, and whenever Kaitlyn lifted the buckets, or shifted her weight at all, the rope bit deep into her pussy.  And it was one of the thin, whippy ropes that really hurt. 
 
    It was awkward having to have the yoke on her when she was pumping, and the blackberry bushes scraped her every single time she went past.  And probably sniggered at her as well, the stupid lousy things. 
 
    But she was getting a lot done, in terms of filling up that barrel of water for Wednesday, and Wednesday was working pretty hard.  There were a few things left from Jessie's apartment—a cauldron, a couple of those giant evil books, a really shiny sword, and Wednesday was burying some of them, and breaking the others. 
 
    When Kaitlyn came back from her fourth trip to the well, Wednesday was burning one of those books.  The barn shimmered behind huge puffs of black smoke, and it didn't seem to be making Wednesday happy. 
 
    "Yeah, I know," she said, when she saw Kaitlyn looking at her.  "Good guys don't burn books.  But the thing is, it's kind of got a mind-control thing in it, and I don't want that springing out of nowhere when we're trying to stay hunkered down."  Then she got Kaitlyn's creepy doll out from the box on the armrest of her chair.  "Of course, now all I have to do is watch the fire and stay entertained." 
 
    Right. 
 
    Kaitlyn went over to the barrel, and just as she poured out the second bucket, something hit her right across her face, hard. 
 
    Right.  Entertained. 
 
    "Try not to spill," said Wednesday. 
 
    Kaitlyn tried. 
 
    Since they'd gotten to Grandma Eastey's haunted house, Kaitlyn had been doing a lot more running than she usually did.  So she was able to make eight trips before it really started getting to her.  But the buckets were heavy, and invisible forces kept smacking her butt.  And also fondling her. 
 
    Her instructions were to try not to spill, and she tried.  But she spilled a little.  It was more because she was tired than because she was being voodoo molested, but still.  Every time she went by, she did her best to use pleading eyes on Wednesday.  Only after she'd finished burning the book and smashing the cauldron and so on, Wednesday was mostly taking notes from the other giant evil book, with the sword driven into the dirt next to her.  Didn't even look up. 
 
    Ten loads, and she had to go over to Wednesday, and give her her most pleading look, on her knees.  She couldn't; she just couldn't. 
 
    Wednesday frowned, considering.  "Up," she said, snapping her book closed, and then fastening a complicated lock to keep it closed. 
 
    Kaitlyn groaned and pushed herself up to her feet as the book rustled against its lock. 
 
    "Back to the water barrel," said Wednesday, and Kaitlyn wobbled back to her feet.  She'd pushed, but— 
 
    Wednesday put the buckets back onto the yoke.  "Stay.  You can kneel." 
 
    Kneeling.  Right.  It wouldn't be easy to get back to her feet, but kneeling was definitely better than standing.  It was a break, anyway? 
 
    Not a long break, though.  Wendsday went into the barn and then came back out in like five minutes, wearing a little backpack and holding a riding crop.  "Back up," she said. 
 
    Kaitlyn pulled herself back up to her feet.  Then the riding crop hit her ass.  One of those strokes where Wednesday like, put her shoulders into it.  Usually she'd warm Kaitlyn up for a bit before doing something that.  She hadn't, and what she'd been doing with the doll didn't warm her up the way actual physical contact did.  So Kaitlyn jumped, and the buckets clanked, and the rope on her pussy bit deeper. 
 
    "Come on," said Wednesday.  "March." 
 
    Kaitlyn hadn't gone over to Wednesday until she'd been completely done.  Until she felt like she was completely done.  But well, maybe she had a little bit left inside, somewhere.  She moved.  Sometimes Wednesday would had to hit her for every step, but she was moving.  To the well, where she filled up the buckets, every muscle aching. 
 
    Kaitlyn wobbled unsteadily under the weight of the full buckets.  It was a lot, and the barn was far away. 
 
    She gave Wednesday a pleading look, the pleadingest look she could plead and look. 
 
    "Well begun is half done," said Wednesday.  "Hop it, Kaitlyn." 
 
    If she meant that Kaitlyn was supposed to hop, that was not going to be happening.  As it turned out, it seemed that what she meant was that she was going to hit Kaitlyn's butt with a riding crop, until she carried those buckets back to the barn.  Which was happening. 
 
    It was slow and impossibly hard, and Wednesday seemed to find the stingiest parts of her inner thighs and the backs of her knees and so on, which meant that Kaitlyn would move. 
 
    A couple of times, Kaitlyn was sure that she was just going to collapse.  Wednesday noticed each time.  First time, she let Kaitlyn stop and take a breath.  Next time, she said, "Come on, Kaitlyn.  You can do this." 
 
    She hadn't been wrong about that sort of thing before.  Kaitlyn pulled herself forward, step after step.  When they got into the clearing near the barn, normally that was like, it, but Kaitlyn was so bone-tired that it took forever to get across the clearing.  And she almost spilled the buckets when she got to the barrel.  Just the thought of it made her feel like crying, but she didn't. 
 
    As soon as she got the water into the barrel, which was almost full by that point, Wednesday carefully undid the rope that had been sawing her in half, and put the yoke to the side. 
 
    And then she kicked Kaitlyn's legs out from under her. 
 
    Kaitlyn landed on her butt, hard, and she looked up at Wednesday, who smirked down at her.  And then jumped on her, all her weight on Kaitlyn. 
 
    "If you stop me," said Wednesday, "I'll give you an orgasm and let you take a nap.  If not, I'm going to tie you to a tree, and whip you repeatedly." 
 
    A nap sounded good. 
 
    So did being tied to a tree and whipped, honestly.  But Wednesday clearly wanted her to fight, so Kaitlyn fought. 
 
    And lost.  Even though she was legit stronger than Wednesday, she wasn't stronger than Wednesday after a morning like that. 
 
    Before long, Wednesday had Kaitlyn's wrists tied together well enough that she couldn't break loose.  Then she got a rope around Kaitlyn's legs and started dragging her through the grass down to the old apple orchard. 
 
    Being dragged through the grass like that, Kaitlyn had to struggle to keep from getting too many bumps from, like, rocks and stuff.  Which wasn't as tiring as walking with those endless buckets of water had been, but she was already exhausted.  By the time they got to the orchard, Kaitlyn honestly would've preferred a nap to anything else that had been suggested, but there wasn't any strength left in her.  When Wednesday replaced the ropes around her wrists with cuffs, Kaitlyn managed to struggle weakly, but that was it. 
 
    And then Wednesday hoisted her up by those cuffs.  Standing was the last thing that Kaitlyn wanted to do, but she just couldn't fight Wednesday off, whether or not she wanted to. 
 
    She was a little mad about losing that fight, because she didn't like losing fights, and she was tired, and the trip to the orchard had hurt.  Wednesday saw that, and from the looks of it, she liked what she saw. 
 
    Wednesday strung the ropes connecting the cuffs over a thick branch of an old apple tree.  She tightened them, and then tightened them again, until Kaitlyn was up on her tiptoes, stretched out underneath the tree. 
 
    "Looking good, Jam," said Wednesday.  She tweaked one of Kaitlyn's nipples, and Kaitlyn moaned. 
 
    "This is going to hurt, I think.  If it hurts too much, you let me know.  Understand?  This is a clear instruction, and I don't want you to be disobedient.  If it's too much, you tell me." 
 
    Kaitlyn's head drooped at that. 
 
    "Yeah, I know," said Wednesday.  "You'd rather I took care of that.  And I'll do my best.  But I need you to back me up." 
 
    Kaitlyn gave a weak little nod.  Made sense, was the way they did things, and she'd do what she was told.  But that didn't mean that she had to like it. 
 
    There was an adirondack chair near that apple tree.  Wednesday put her backpack down next to the chair, then rifled through it. 
 
    Two dildoes, a big butt plug, and a single long whip. 
 
    Wednesday had threatened Kaitlyn with a whipping several times, but she'd always used those shorter whips with a bunch of leather straps at the end.  This was scarier than that. 
 
    "I've been practicing," said Wednesday.  "And I've got some charms that are supposed to heal cuts without causing scarring.  So, if things go wrong, you get to help me practice!" 
 
    If Kaitlyn had been allowed to talk, she might have said something like, 'Yay.'  But she wasn't, so she didn't.  Thought it pretty hard, but didn't say it. 
 
    "And now that my turkey is hung," said Wednesday, putting her hand on Kaitlyn's hip, "let's get it stuffed." 
 
    First of all, Kaitlyn wasn't a turkey.  Second of all, you didn't stuff game while it was hanging—you let it hang for a few days before you even dressed it for the table. 
 
    Third of all, you generally didn't stuff turkey with butt plugs and dildoes. 
 
    Wednesday used enough lube, like always, but because Kaitlyn was up on her tiptoes, Wednesday had to work a bit harder to get the plug in.  And then she started working the dildo in. 
 
    Kaitlyn was exhausted, so she was putting most of her weight on those cuffs, which were wider and more padded than the usual ones Wednesday used.  And she was so tired that all she wanted to do was collapse on the ground for just a few minutes until her legs didn't ache and she wasn't breathing so hard and wasn't so sweaty.  But at the same time, it'd been like two weeks since she'd had an orgasm, and she'd spent a lot of that time naked and thinking about sex. 
 
    So it wasn't that hard for Wednesday to get the dildo in. 
 
    "Had kinda been tempted to have you hold it in," said Wednesday.  She pushed the dildo in deeper than was comfortable.  Kaitlyn clenched, but it slipped a little anyway.  "But you're a juicy young lady.  I've always liked that about you.  So, stay.  Try to hold it for like, a minute, okay?" 
 
    Before Wednesday had started, Kaitlyn had thought that every muscle in her body was exhausted.  Turned out, there were some which hadn't been.  But which were, by the time Wednesday found Kaitlyn's chastity belt in her backpack. 
 
    The dildo had slipped out onto the ground below.  Wednesday shook her head sadly.  "Tsk." 
 
    Kaitlyn flushed.  She was tired!  And turned on!  It wasn't fair! 
 
    "Gotta clean it off before it goes back in, though," said Wednesday, picking the dildo up.  "Open." 
 
    There was dirt on it.  Kaitlyn opened her mouth, and Wednesday put it in.  Then pushed it in a little further, and then a little further than that. 
 
    Kaitlyn gagged, and Wednesday pulled it out. 
 
    "Still a bit of dirt left," said Wednesday.  "Try again." 
 
    A long breath, and then Kaitlyn leaned forward a little, into it.  Her mouth tasted like dirt and plastic dildo, and she could see a little more dirt, a little further along.  She leaned forward, and gagged again. 
 
    Wednesday pulled the dildo out with another shake of her head.  "If you can't manage it, I suppose I could wipe it off or—" 
 
    Kaitlyn leaned as far forward as she could, mouth open.  Wednesday laughed.  "Man, it would be kind of fun to make you suck cock.  Come on, Katy-girl.  You can do it." 
 
    She could do it.  It would be super fun if Wednesday made her suck cock.  And this time, when she got the dildo in as deep as she could, she stuck her tongue out.  Wednesday spun it around, slowly, and while that did make Kaitlyn gag again, Wednesday didn't take it away until it was completely clean, and Kaitlyn's tongue had brushed along the tips of Wednesday's fingertips a few times. 
 
    More than a little short of breath when the dildo came out.  Because she hadn't been breathing regularly with it in.  Or something. 
 
    "Good job," said Wednesday.  Then the dildo went in, and the chastity belt got locked on.  "On the one hand, little bit of protection, in case I miss what I'm aiming at.  On the other hand, maybe not coming off until the chain comes off." 
 
    Kaitlyn whined. 
 
    Wednesday grabbed her chin.  "Or I'll make you jerk off in a corner when I'm asleep." 
 
    Kaitlyn's breath caught.  That would be kind of horrible.  Also kind of hot. 
 
    "Heh," said Wednesday.  "Too turned on to know what you want.  Hm.  Anyhow, turkey's got one hole left.  Mouth open." 
 
    Kaitlyn opened her mouth, and Wednesday put the other dildo in it. It was kind of big. 
 
    "You let that go, I'm going to stop hitting you," said Wednesday.  "You leave bite marks on it, first off, you get punished, second off, I'm going to stop even considering showing you off to my friends." 
 
    That seemed fair. 
 
    "So remember.  You need me to stop, you let that fall.  Got it?" 
 
    Kaitlyn nodded. 
 
    Wednesday cuffed her, grinning.  Then she unwound the whip and cracked it.  It moved fast, and it was loud. 
 
    "Ready?" 
 
    Kaitlyn was so ready that the dildo has slipped right out of her pussy.  But she also had a big fake cock in her mouth, so she couldn't say that.  She nodded. Wednesday stepped away, cracked the whip again, and hit her with it. 
 
    Kaitlyn had been bracing for that whip for a while, but the intensity of the pain still shocked her.  The whip hit her butt and wrapped around to the side of her hip—it was a white line of pain wherever it touched, and worse where it curled around her.  Wednesday had made it clear what she wanted from Kaitlyn, and Kaitlyn was going to do it all perfectly.  Only she was pulling herself up off the ground by those wrist cuffs, and it was only with a serious effort of will that she stopped herself from biting through the dildo. 
 
    "Nice," said Wednesday as Kaitlyn settled down.  "And again." 
 
    The next one didn't hurt as much.  But it hurt.  And the line from the first one still hurt.  Then the third shot crossed those first two lines, and it hurt pretty bad, all of them, everything. 
 
    Kaitlyn tensed, waiting for the next one.  Only instead of anything hitting her, Wednesday was there, and there was a light touch on her butt, tracing the lines that the whip had made.  Kaitlyn jumped, trembling a bit, on the verge of something a lot more. 
 
    "That looks super nice," said Wednesday.  "Now, here's the thing.  I'm going to hit you more.  And then a bit more than that.  Because I want to leave you a crying, whimpering mess." 
 
    Oh. 
 
    "And do you know why?" 
 
    Kaitlyn knew she had done some stuff wrong.  But she'd been good and helpful and she'd let Wednesday do stuff to her with her creepy ghost grandma looking over her shoulder, and— 
 
    "Because I want you to cry," said Wednesday.  "It's hot, and it's fun, and it's also about how much power I have over you.  If you manage to keep that dildo in your mouth, you're going to wind up ugly crying when I'm done.  Snot bubbles and blotchy face and everything." 
 
    Oh.  Well, that was better than having done something wrong, but also that was more than she'd really expected. 
 
    "Unless you'd rather I didn't?  Because I can always take that chain off, and give you your necklace back, and we can go get ice cream instead?" 
 
    Ugh, fine.  Kaitlyn wasn't looking forward to ugly crying, exactly, but she also kind of was, and it wasn't fair for Wednesday to remind her that this was all something that Kaitlyn had wanted to do.  Something that Kaitlyn mostly wanted to do? 
 
    Kaitlyn's head slumped forward, and Wednesday laughed.  "Exactly."  She grabbed Kaitlyn's breast, squeezed hard, ending with a pinch and a twist on her nipple.  "You are a fun turkey, Kaitlyn." 
 
    At some point, Kaitlyn was going to come up with a nickname for Wednesday that worked. 
 
    Then the whip hit again, and again, and she stopped being able to think about things for a while. 
 
    Upper back and ass and hips and thighs and chest—she was up on her tiptoes underneath a branch, far enough away from the trunk that Wednesday could walk around her and choose her targets.  It hurt most when it wrapped around, like when Wednesday hit her upper back and the tip of the whip snuck around to lash her breast, or if it went around her butt to hit her inner thigh, or. . .  
 
    Kaitlyn didn't usually cry, but usually she wasn't being attacked by a sex maniac with a whip.  And Kaitlyn liked what Wednesday did, generally, but after a bit of that, she flinched every time the whip went up, sobbing and trying to twist out of the way.  She wasn't going to let go of the dildo in her mouth, not ever, that would mean admitting that she couldn't handle it, but she wouldn't have minded much if Wednesday had decided to stop. 
 
    Mostly.  It hurt so much, but at the same time, that was pretty great, even if it was making her cry, and there was the look Wednesday's eye was awesome, though Kaitlyn had a hard time seeing it through her tears. 
 
    The pace of the whipping slowed, so that Kaitlyn could see Wednesday winding up each stroke, aiming, and then deciding to let go.  That was almost worse, because there wasn't any getting out of the way, and each time, she knew exactly how much it was going to hurt when Wednesday hit her.  Then, when Wednesday lifted the whip up, Kaitlyn had a whole body shudder, and nearly lost the dildo in her mouth. 
 
    Wednesday lowered the whip, and Kaitlyn straightened, thrust her chest forward.  She wasn't going to give in to pain. 
 
    The whip went back up, and Kaitlyn shuddered again, but she kept her pose, ready for it.  And Wednesday hit her, just as hard as she had been, leaving a line across her breasts and her shoulders.  Whip came up again, and Kaitlyn shuddered again, kept her pose again. 
 
    Then Wednesday put the whip down, came over, and her hand was cool against Kaitlyn's skin, which was on fire everywhere she'd been hit.  Kaitlyn didn't stop crying, couldn't stop crying, but she was also melting underneath the chastity belt, pushing against every touch, making needy noises between the sobs, unable to control any of it. 
 
    Wednesday undid the cuffs on Kaitlyn's wrists and lowered her down to the dirt and moss under the apple tree. 
 
    "Suspension cuffs look okay," she said, running her hand along Kaitlyn's wrists.  "And it looks like I didn't break the skin, either, which is a bit better than I had thought I'd do, first time out." 
 
    Kaitlyn gave a hiccupy little nod.  Yeah, that had been pretty good, however many times out it had been. 
 
    Wednesday pulled down her jeans, and took the dildo out of Kaitlyn's mouth.  "Go ahead," she said. 
 
    Kaitlyn sank into Wednesday's pussy like it was a death row parole.  Wednesday had been enjoying herself, soft and sweet and wet and maybe a little sweaty, her hand knotting in Kaitlyn's hair, hips thrusting up to meet her.  And when she was done, she let Kaitlyn stay there, cheek against Wednesday's thigh, Kaitlyn's tears mixed with Wednesday's wetness. 
 
    "And remember," said Wednesday, "if you want things to be a little less intense, all you have to do is ask." 
 
    It wasn't Wednesday's fault that she kept worrying if Kaitlyn was able to take it, but it was kind of annoying.  Kaitlyn bit the inside of Wednesday's thigh.  
 
    Wednesday gave an undignified yelp and slapped Kaitlyn's butt.  It hadn't been a hard bite, but it was a hard slap, and also Kaitlyn's butt was still striped all over from that whipping.  Tears sprang up at the corners of her eyes. 
 
    "You're a feisty little one, but you'll soon learn some respect," said Wednesday.  "Hands and knees.  Up." 
 
    Kaitlyn was still tired and still feeling a little loopy because of the whipping, but she had absolutely been asking for that.  She went up on her hands and knees.  Also, she wasn't that much shorter than Wednesday, but it wasn't time for arguing that particular point. 
 
    Wednesday took the plug out of her butt, tossed it to the side.  And then she lubed up the dildo that had been in Kaitlyn's mouth. 
 
    "See, one of the advantages of this model belt is that even when your cunt in locked up tight, I can still fuck your ass with whatever I like." 
 
    Kaitlyn grunted as Wednesday shoved the dildo into her butt.  The one in her pussy wasn't huge, but it was there, and the angle which Wednesday was fucking her made the dildo in her butt sort of bump against the one in her pussy, through her insides. 
 
    "And that'd be the thing about letting anyone else use you.  If it did happen, I could leave the more entertaining hole locked up, and they'd still have enough to play with." 
 
    Kaitlyn didn't know what she thought about being loaned out to Wednesday's friends, whether or not she was wearing a chastity belt.  The only things she knew were the feel of the thing moving in her butt, the smell and feel of Wednesday, the sun on her skin through the leaves of the trees, the smell of apples, the pain and the pleasure. 
 
    It didn't seem like being able to come from being fucked in the ass was a real thing, but if it was, Kaitlyn probably would have.  She was a complete puddle by the time Wednesday got bored of that, and paused to clean the butt plug off, lube it back up, and put it back in. 
 
    Wednesday snapped her fingers as she got up.  "Heel." 
 
    It was a long way back to the barn, and the ground was a little rocky, and Kaitlyn was bone-tired.  But she crawled along obediently, right at Wednesday's heel.  Which got her a pat on the head, and a bowl full of leftovers to gnaw on while Wednesday ate. 
 
    When she was done eating, Wednesday dragged Kaitlyn outside with her hand on the chain around Kaitlyn's neck.  And then the hose went on. 
 
    It had been a warm day, and Kaitlyn had spent the day running around and being whipped and trying to keep up when she was crawling and Wednesday was walking.  So she was hot and sweaty, and the water from the hose was ice fucking cold.  Colder.  Kaitlyn gasped and shouted and twisted, and Wednesday stood grinning down at her like she was watering the lawn or something.  When she finally stopped, Kaitlyn had never been colder in her life.  She sat on the dirt next to the barn, gasping up at Wednesday. 
 
    "Looking good," said Wednesday.  "Heel." 
 
    So, crawling again.  Back to Wednesday's adirondack chair, where she had those books again, and a pitcher of lemonade.  And a heavy chain looped around the base of the table. 
 
    Once it was fastened to Kaitlyn's collar, there wasn't really a lot of room for her to stand up or anything.  Even if she had the strength to manage that.  She didn't, and her stomach was full, and she was in the sun. 
 
    Wednesday had spent most of the afternoon playing with her rather than working, but it seemed that she couldn't completely take an afternoon off.  So Wednesday read, and Kaitlyn slept at her feet.  Mostly.  Every so often, Wednesday would ruffle Kaitlyn's hair or drive her toes into Kaitlyn's side. 
 
    Even though Kaitlyn was too tired to open her eyes, she turned into those touches, mouth opening, hoping for something to lick or suck on.  Every so often she'd get that, and be allowed to suck on Wednesday's fingers or lick her feet.  But not for long.  Because yeah, maybe Wednesday was doing that stuff because Kaitlyn had kind of asked for it, but mainly, Wednesday was doing it because she wanted to, which made it better, but which meant that when she didn't want to, she'd just stop. 
 
    It was when it felt like there was a spike driven through Kaitlyn's hand that she woke all the way up, screaming. 
 
    "Hm," said Wednesday.  "Too much?" 
 
    "Oh God, please, too much, please Wednesday, I can't—" 
 
    Pain was gone.  Kaitlyn looked at her hand, flexed it.  She'd been sure that something terrible had happened, but it was fine.  Could stand to get her nails did, but it was fine. 
 
    "Let's try again," said Wednesday. 
 
    "Aaah!" said Kaitlyn, clutching her wrist.  That hand hurt again.  Not quite as bad as it had the first time.  A duller, more insistent pain.  If she wasn't looking at it, she would have been sure that there was something going all the way right through her palm. 
 
    "Too much?" asked Wednesday. 
 
    "Aah, owow, no thank you," said Kaitlyn.  "Can cope. aaahh ow." 
 
    "Breathe deep," said Wednesday.  "And let go of your wrist." 
 
    Kaitlyn let go.  The hand extended, stretched out in the ground in front of her.  Maybe it hurt a little less once it was fully extended, pressed down onto the ground, palm down. 
 
    "And now, next." 
 
    "Oh god ow, oh, Wednesday please?" 
 
    "Hm?" 
 
    Kaitlyn caught her breath, tried to think.  "Please," she repeated, but she wasn't sure what she was asking for. 
 
    "Please what, Jam?" asked Wednesday. 
 
    "Please tell me I'm doing good?" asked Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Sorry, but no," said Wednesday.  "That sort of thing is for when you're wearing my necklace." 
 
    "My necklace," said Kaitlyn resentfully.  "Aaaah!" 
 
    There was another invisible hook going through her other hand, pulling it out, away from her, pinning it to the ground. 
 
    Truth was, Wednesday not doing what Kaitlyn asked her to do was kind of better than if she'd done it.  Which was . . . whatever.  Kaitlyn was being massacred.  It wasn't time for trying to figure out all the fucked up things that she liked about her fucked up life.  And fucked up hands. 
 
    "Halfway there," said Wednesday.  "Smile." 
 
    Kaitlyn hands were pulled apart and nailed into place.  She was lying on her stomach, her cheek against the dirt, and she hurt everywhere.  She gave Wednesday a look. 
 
    "That's not a smile," said Wednesday, who was smiling. 
 
    Kaitlyn gave Wednesday a pained grimace. 
 
    "Closer," said Wednesday.  "Come on.  Big smile.  Show how much you're enjoying the effort I'm putting into this." 
 
    Enjoying wasn't exactly the word.  And her hands hurt, and her back hurt and her legs hurt, and her butt was impossibly full, and it just . . . it was just that she really did appreciate it, but she was having a hard time showing it. 
 
    Kaitlyn smiled. 
 
    "Good girl!" said Wednesday.  "And now, feet." 
 
    Oh, god. 
 
    Kaitlyn's legs curled up underneath her, instinctively, trying to protect herself.  And then the same pain that she felt through her hand, went all the way through her foot, from the top to the sole.  It was as bad as that first spike of pain had been, worse. 
 
    Kaitlyn screamed. 
 
    "Hm," said Wednesday.  The pain vanished.  "I'd have thought hands were more sensitive than feet.  But, well, science doesn't always work with this sort of thing." 
 
    "Please," said Kaitlyn, feeling broken. 
 
    "Please what?" said Wednesday. 
 
    "I can take it?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Oh, shush," said Wednesday.  "I know what you can take.  Now, here we go again." 
 
    Kaitlyn choked back another scream.  Her right foot hurt like crazy.  And so did her hands.  But a little duller, a little less sudden.  Hurt more as it was pulled out from under her, out to the side, and then it went to a throbbing, insistent pain, something that she couldn't ignore, but which didn't hurt so badly when she wasn't pulling against it. 
 
    And then the same thing with her left foot. 
 
    When Kaitlyn looked at her hands, they looked normal.  Stretched out and in front of her, pushed down against the dirt.  What they felt like, what she was sure they were when she wasn't looking, was pierced with a hook and held in place. 
 
    Sometimes Wednesday would imply that Kaitlyn was being a bit stupid.  Maybe she was.  But while she was smart enough to know that there weren't any hooks through her feet, it felt like there were. 
 
    Kaitlyn whimpered.  She'd asked for it to hurt, and it hurt.  Couldn't be more fair than that. 
 
    "Very nice," said Wednesday.  "Kind of tempted to see if I can lift you by your ankles.  I mean, not a great idea, but it'd be fun." 
 
    Another whimper from Kaitlyn. 
 
    "And good job shushing.  Now, let's see how well I can do while I'm distracted." 
 
    Distracted? 
 
    First, the plug came out of Kaitlyn's ass.  And then Wednesday cleaned her up a little, and then more lube went on.  And in, with Wednesday's fingers working it into Kaitlyn's butt. 
 
    The invisible hooks holding Kaitlyn splayed open hurt most when she pulled against them.  But she couldn't help pulling a little against them, trying to get a little slack, so she could move against Wednesday.  And when Wednesday stepped away, she pulled against those hooks a little more, trying to turn around, to see where Wednesday was, what she was doing. 
 
    It wasn't that the hooks hurt any less, not really.  But she was maybe a little bit used to them?  And maybe also a little bit more turned on, so she was looking for that hurt? 
 
    Didn't matter—they didn't move, and she couldn't move.  Kaitlyn's hand closed around the invisible hook as Wednesday knelt between her legs.  And then she gasped as something with a little bit of give in it pushed into her ass. 
 
    Wednesday didn't like strap-ons that much, but Kaitlyn loved them.  So that was a special treat, really.  Kaitlyn struggled to move up to meet it, sending shocks of pain up from her hands and feet, as Wednesday leaned forward, her weight on Kaitlyn's back. 
 
    And something light on the back of Kaitlyn's neck. 
 
    "Stay still," growled Wednesday, in her ear. 
 
    Kaitlyn did her best.  It was hard, with Wednesday's weight on her back, with Wednesday's strap-on buried in her ass. 
 
    It got a lot harder when something started feeling her up, underneath her chastity belt.  Kaitlyn could feel her body stiffening, her eyes bugging out. 
 
    Wednesday laughed.  "Well.  Seems to work, anyway." 
 
    "I . . . oh, god, I . . ." 
 
    "Shush," said Wednesday.  She started fucking Kaitlyn with the strap-on, and then there was another light touch along Kaitlyn's pussy.  "Don't come unless I say you should." 
 
    Of course not.  Kaitlyn was good. 
 
    It wasn't easy to be good with those teasing little touches. 
 
    The strap-on moved in and out, and there was Wednesday's weight on Kaitlyn's back, her hand on her hips, her breath . . . and there was also the way that Kaitlyn was spread out by those invisible hooks in her hands and feet.  Which shouldn't have been turning her on, because that was insane, but which was totally feeding into it all. 
 
    But Kaitlyn was good.  And also, she was being touched, but she wasn't actually being touched—it wasn't like there was a hand there for her to push against.  No matter how hard she pushed or didn't push, trying to get some pressure against her clit, the chastity belt was there, and the plate over her pussy wasn't actually flush up against her clit, so she couldn't actually push against it. 
 
    "Go ahead," said Wednesday, after a while, so Kaitlyn tried.  And couldn't.  There was something touching her there, but she wasn't touching it.  She'd push, and it wouldn't change things.  It was insanely frustrating. 
 
    Kaitlyn grunted and bucked, sending shooting pains all up her arms and legs, and there was even something sort of wet with whatever it was that was touching her, but she just couldn't come like that. 
 
    "Hm," said Wednesday.  "Well, maybe when I'm a little less distracted, then." 
 
    The touches on her pussy stopped, and Kaitlyn made a lost, confused noise, as the weight left her her neck, and that doll of her was laid down on the dirt next to her. 
 
    And then Wednesday bit Kaitlyn's neck, right where it met her shoulder.  Kaitlyn moaned, and tried to get some sort of pressure, something to grind against.  And then the strap-on started vibrating.  Which would have been more than enough, if it were in her pussy and not her butt. 
 
    Maybe?  Like, with the edge of the vibrations that went through her, and Wednesday had said that she could come, and . . . no.  No, not with that chastity belt on. 
 
    It seemed to be working for Wednesday, though.  She was still biting Kaitlyn's neck, pretty hard, and Kaitlyn could feel the breath hot against her shoulder, the shifting rhythms of Wednesday's thrusting.  And then, when Wednesday got close, she rammed the strap-on home, hard, and kept it there, grinding against the base of it. 
 
    Then the vibrations went off, and Wednesday went limp on Kaitlyn's back. 
 
    Kaitlyn had maybe been crying a bit.  The pain in her hands and feet, and the bite on the back of her neck, and being held that close to an orgasm, being allowed to have an orgasm and then not being able? 
 
    She'd been crying a little, and maybe she still was crying a little, honestly.  But it was good, feeling Wednesday all stretched out on her, kissing her softly, where she'd bitten her. 
 
    Wednesday gave her a pat, and then pulled out.  "Well, look at it this way.  Now I can experiment without being quite so distractable.  And maybe you'll get another chance later." 
 
    Maybe?  But she'd . . . fine.  Maybe. 
 
    Wednesday got up a little awkwardly, went to clean off the toy, and then came back, picked up the doll, and went to sit back down on her chair. 
 
    Kaitlyn whimpered.  She had planned on being strong, and enjoying Wednesday being mean, but at the same time, it hurt and it was scary and she didn't want Wednesday to be far away. 
 
    Something patted her hair.  "There, there," said Wednesday.  Which was weird.  It was so weird.  It was Wednesday patting her hair, it felt like it, it was the way that she'd usually pat Kaitlyn's hair.  Only Wednesday wasn't actually next to her. 
 
    "Now," said Wednesday.  "This is going to hurt.  Less control and less give than usual.  But at the same time, it does seem that it's not going to cause physical damage." 
 
    Kaitlyn understood the bit about how it was going to hurt.  The rest was just Wednesday talking to herself.  She would have curled up if her hands and feet hadn't been on hooks, as it was, she drew in a shaky breath and nodded.  Not that her nods mattered.  If she wanted it to stop, she'd have to say so—otherwise, Wednesday would keep doing whatever she was doing. 
 
    And then something slid up her butt.  Something big and cold and smooth.  And it slid deeper than it should have, all the way up into her. 
 
    "One," said Wednesday. 
 
    One? 
 
    The next thing slid up into her pussy.  Sort of through the thing that was already there, only it was bigger.  It was just as big, just as cold and smooth as the thing in her ass, and also it felt like it had gone in way deeper than it should have, like she'd be bleeding from her holes, like . . . well, also it felt good, as well as being impossibly uncomfortable. 
 
    Kaitlyn gave a little whimper. 
 
    "Two," said Wednesday.  "Now, breathe through your nose." 
 
    Oh.  No way to brace for it.  Kaitlyn closed her eyes, which might have been a mistake, because it was a little more real when she couldn't see how there wasn't anything there.  The big cold smooth thing slid down her throat, filling up her mouth.  Kaitlyn took a long breath in through her nose, and tried not to gag and vomit when she breathed out. 
 
    "And there we are," said Wednesday.  "Kept in place and nicely filled.  Wouldn't you say?" 
 
    Kaitlyn wouldn't say anything because she was trying not to choke on an invisible iron cock.  Then the touches on her pussy started again. 
 
    It was worse than it was when Wednesday had been fucking her with the strap-on.  Or better.  Or better and worse. 
 
    The poles that were in her pussy and mouth and ass—they didn't have any give in them; there wasn't anything there, Kaitlyn could see that there wasn't anything there, but it felt like she would break her teeth if she bit down.  And the other two were filling her up and keeping her in place.  So even if she could have ground against whatever was teasing her pussy, she couldn't move, hardly at all. 
 
    And now that Wednesday wasn't distracted, the touches were more precise, disappearing as soon as Kaitlyn moved against them. 
 
    Wednesday was touching her.  She was playing with Kaitlyn's pussy, and her breasts, and her ankles and her neck, and it was maddening.  It hurt like anything, but Kaitlyn bucked at that touch, making weird noises that she was only barely aware of. 
 
    "I did say that you could go ahead, you know," said Wednesday. 
 
    Kaitlyn gave a throaty, despairing moan, thick with saliva.  She wanted to, she wanted to bad, but she just couldn't. 
 
    "On the one hand, not sure if it's a good idea to do this to you in Times Square," said Wednesday, thoughtfully.  "On the other hand, it's nice to see you undone like that, you know?  I mean, you're usually all put together, with makeup and eyeliner and a positive attitude and friendly smile and everything.  And now you're a grunty mess." 
 
    Kaitlyn might have objected to that, but then there was a longer stroke on her pussy than usual, somehow moving through the thick pole that was wedged all the way up inside of her, and on to her clit.  A streamer of drool dropped from her mouth.  Grunty or otherwise, she was a mess, and whatever else, she really wanted to come.  She wanted to come so bad. 
 
    Which was why the pressure stopped, and the pole in her mouth vanished.  Kaitlyn coughed and spat and gasped and tried to pull herself together, but she couldn't.  The hook and the other poles were still there, and she was still hopelessly grinding the front plate of her chastity belt against the ground. 
 
    Wednesday came over and patted her head.  "So, want to come?" 
 
    Whatever answer Kaitlyn might have tried to give came out as a long, completely inarticulate moan. 
 
    "Yeah, well," said Wednesday.  "Here, tell you what.  You can kiss my foot." 
 
    She was wearing shoes—dark blue canvas sneakers with white rubber toes and white laces.  It was hard not to slobber, but Kaitlyn kissed the top of that sneaker with all the devotion she had.  Wednesday was impossibly good to her, really.  Whether or not she was going to get an orgasm.  Impossibly good. 
 
    "Tell me you don't want to come tonight," said Wednesday. 
 
    "Please," said Kaitlyn.  "Please don't make me come." 
 
    "Aw," said Wednesday.  "Good girl.  But no, I want to make sure that this is going to work properly.  And I also want to make sure that you remain committed to being hurt badly when you're all wrung out." 
 
    "Please?" said Kaitlyn.  "I—" 
 
    Wednesday stepped back, then kicked Kaitlyn in the ribs.  Which made Kaitlyn pull against those invisible hooks, so her side hurt and there were shocks of pain in her hands and feet. 
 
    "Man," said Wednesday.  "Wish I could Mr. Vandemar that better.  But anyhow.  This isn't one of those times where I care about your opinions.  Shut up, and when the time comes, I want you trying to orgasm as hard and as often as you possibly can." 
 
    Kaitlyn made a weird guttural noise, sounding a bit like a stuck pig even to herself.  She didn't know what she wanted to say, not exactly, but that noise was most of it. 
 
    Wednesday went back to her chair, picked up the doll again. 
 
    And this time, it wasn't a light, teasing touch.  It was hard, and insistent, and it kept time with the movement of Kaitlyn's hips.  She had permission, more than permission, she was supposed to come really hard, and really often.  So she pushed back, and she could feel the coming orgasm twisting in her stomach, hard enough that it was going to hurt.  And then she knew that she wasn't going to be able to keep herself from pulling her arms and legs in as she came, and those hooks were going to tear them . . . the orgasm started, and Kaitlyn was screaming, and twisting, and lost in pleasure and pain, all at once, nothing to hold back, no reason to hold back.  The barn and the meadow and the forests beyond the meadow were empty, and there was nothing there to make her want to stop screaming and crying or holding back anything at all. 
 
    Kaitlyn might have come once or four times.  It didn't matter, and it was impossible to tell.  But Wednesday didn't let up, and convulsion after convulsion wracked through her, pulling her hands and feet against those hooks, shaking her against the unyielding nothing that filled her ass and her cunt.  Kaitlyn couldn't tell where pleasure ended, and where pain started, and she couldn't twist away from that touch, couldn't drown it out with pressure against it, or anything—it just kept going and going until she was crying, begging incoherently, trying to make it stop, when it couldn't, wouldn't stop, not ever. 
 
    Then it did, and she lay there, gasping, exhausted, every muscle sore, one leg twitching uncontrollably, barely able to breathe. 
 
    Wednesday came over, stood looking down at her for a long moment as Kaitlyn tried to pull herself together.  Then she picked her foot up, held it over Kaitlyn's outstretched hand. 
 
    "So," she said.  "Want me to hurt you?" 
 
    "Please," said Kaitlyn, no thought at all. 
 
    "You sure?" 
 
    "Yes, please, I'm sure, yes." 
 
    Wednesday stepped down, hard, and the knife of pain that went through that invisible hook in her hand, all the way up to Kaitlyn's chest cut through everything else.  She hadn't thought she had anything left, but she howled at that, from deep inside. 
 
    Then Wednesday got off Kaitlyn's hand, and Kaitlyn sobbed softly into the dirt, still spread wide open, still impaled.  Wednesday squatted down in front of her, took the necklace out of her pocket.  "So," she said.  "Want me to take your chain off, and put this on, and tell you you've been a good girl?" 
 
    On the one hand, yes.  On the other hand, Kaitlyn could take it.  She could take more than that.  And also, and also, that had been fucking amazing, and she wanted to do it again, once she got her strength back.  And— 
 
    "Sorry," said Wednesday.  "Forgot who I was talking to.  You want this, now, Jam?  Shiny?  Goes on your neck?" 
 
    Kaitlyn shook her head. 
 
    "You sure?" asked Wednesday. 
 
    "Yes," said Kailtyn weakly.  "I . . . please." 
 
    Wednesday sat down in front of Kaitlyn, cross-legged.  "Explain why." 
 
    That was unfair.  That was super unfair.  "I don't know." 
 
    "But you're sure." 
 
    "Yeah.  Just for a little longer?  Please?  I mean, I—" 
 
    "If it's for longer," said Wednesday, "I'll decide how much longer.  Could be until we're done here." 
 
    Kaitlyn took a long, shaky breath in.  "I want to do what you want, Wednesday.  If you don't want to do this, I won't ask for it, but I—" 
 
    "Jam?" said Wednesday.  "What on earth makes you think I'm not having fun here?" 
 
    Kaitlyn shook her head. 
 
    "Right.  This is pretty great.  If I was indulging you, I'd have called it quits already.  Right now, I'm enjoying you trying to figure out if there's a limit to how much abuse you want.  And it seems like you haven't found it yet, which is adorable." 
 
    So, that was good?  Maybe? 
 
    Wednesday was still sitting in front of Kaitlyn, but she stopped paying attention to her, and took off her shoes, instead, and put them to the side.  And also her socks.  Then she stood up, and took off her jeans and underwear.  What was she. . . 
 
    There was a sudden hot spray on Kaitlyn's back, and on her hair, and the smell of piss. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    She couldn't even squirm as it rolled off her sides, into the dirt around her, but she gagged a little at the smell heat of it.  It wasn't something that Wednesday did often, and it was as degrading as anything. 
 
    Maybe if she hadn't just been forced to come for way longer than she was actually capable of coming, it would've been a little hot.  As it was, it was just gross and degrading.  Which was a little hot. 
 
    After a while, the flow slowed and stopped.  A few more drops on Kaitlyn's back, and then Wednesday stepped away, got some tissues out of her jeans pockets, wiped herself, and then dropped the tissues on Kaitlyn's back. 
 
    "That's kind of gross," said Wednesday.  "I'm going to go inside.  When you feel the hooks let go, you can go take a quick shower and then make dinner.  No talking." 
 
    Kaitlyn gave a broken little nod.  Being pissed on and then left alone outside wasn't nearly as nice as being told that she was a good girl and having a conversation over dinner and then a terrible movie with people making fun of it. 
 
    But it kind of made for a nice change?  And it was what she wanted, more than she wanted the other thing. 
 
    Or at least, it was what she wanted at first.  It wasn't easy, lying out there pressed hard against the dirt, with piss drying in her hair, and the hooks and everything.  The used tissues were the worst of it, drying on her side, because that was gross and trashy and uncomfortable and really fucking weird. 
 
    Kaitlyn felt alone and terrible and hurting and miserable.  Which was kind of the point.  Miserable, but for no justifiable reason, and it would stop as soon as she wanted, even though she was pretending it wouldn't. 
 
    Which was going to be soon, probably.  Could be that Wednesday was testing to see how far Kaitlyn would push it, but she'd learned that she did have limits, and that if Wednesday pushed them, Kaitlyn would tell her to stop. 
 
    If Wednesday didn't call it off by the next night, Kaitlyn would.  As it was, though, when the pain from the hooks disappeared, she slunk off and took a shower—a cold shower, because there wasn't as much hot water as there should have been, and maybe because Wednesday was twisting the knife for fun. 
 
    Then she crawled into the barn, and Wednesday chained her to the floor next to the bed, and Kaitlyn slept there, somewhere between miserable and content. 
 
    As it turned out, the lack of hot water hadn't been Wednesday having fun.  There was something wrong with the solar panels.  First Wednesday spent the morning up there, swearing at things, and then she had to run to her lesson with her grandma, and Kaitlyn had to go back up to clean off some bird poop. 
 
    Not, like, the sexiest day of being a lowly slave ever, but not every day could be filled with brutal sex.  Sometimes slaves worked, which was fine.  Kaitlyn did as she was told, mopping the floor of the barn while Wednesday fixed things, and after a bowl full of Wednesday's leftover lunch, she got her climbing harness on, and got to work. 
 
    The thing was, yeah, closed toe shoes were important, because if you tripped or something, you were less likely to break a toe.  But it wasn't like wearing pants would keep her from breaking a leg.  But she wasn't supposed to talk, and Wednesday told her to get dressed, so Kaitlyn got dressed, and then went up to clean solar panels, the weight of Wednesday's chain heavy around her neck. 
 
    The crows weren't there, but they'd left their marks.  A whole bunch of sticky bird poop, half covering one of the panels. 
 
    At least the tiles weren't shifting too badly under her feet.  Wednesday had said that Kaitlyn would be in serious trouble if she was dangling from the roof when the day's lessons were done, and after having experienced Wednesday just having fun, Kaitlyn was genuinely not interested in being in trouble. 
 
    The day before had been a workout, and trying to get those panels clean was also a workout, even without the roof trying to kill her.  Kaitlyn wasn't sure how long she'd been going when she finally stopped for a break—one of the panels was completely clean, and she'd started making progress on the other, and she just couldn't keep going.  She secured the bucket and rag, stood up, and stretched. 
 
    There was a hell of a view from the top of the barn.  Off in the distance, there was a lake, with nothing but trees and hills in between.  And the blackberry patch, and the graveyard. 
 
    And Jessie, stumbling toward to her grave. 
 
    Kaitlyn froze, breath caught in her throat.  There was the mound of dirt next to the grave, and there was an empty coffin there too.  The dirt had been there before, but that coffin hadn't been. 
 
    Jessie didn't look good.  She was dragging her left leg behind her with every step.  She got to the edge of the grave and just stood there, shaking.  Someone came out of the forest behind her.  Not Magog.  Someone too small to be Magog.  Whoever it was stood next to her, put a hand on her shoulder. 
 
    He said something, Jessie's head hung down.  Then he guided her to the coffin.  She stepped in and stood there as the guy went and got the shovel that was leaning on the pile of dirt. 
 
    He took it with a two-handed grip and swung it around, hard, right into the back of Jessie's head. 
 
    Kaitlyn screamed as Jessie collapsed into her coffin.  Kaitlyn screamed, and was heading down the side of the barn, fast.  The harness was slowing her down as she ran, so she stopped just long enough to pull it loose and started running full-out. 
 
    The trees tried to slow her down, branches jumping out in front of her, blackberry vines grabbing at her legs as she ran.  She didn't have time for that.  She got some bumps and scratches, but she didn't slow down even a little, not until she was out in the graveyard. 
 
    There wasn't anyone there.  Maybe it hadn't happened, maybe it was . . .  there were lines in the dirt next to the grave, where the coffin had been.  And the headstone had Jessie's name on it, and the date, and the whole wages of sin are death thing.  Kaitlyn walked up to the edge of the grave, looked down.  There was an open coffin there, and she breathed out a great whoosh of relief.  Jessie wasn't there.  Just like, piles of wax or something. 
 
    Then something hit her in the back of the head, and she fell forward into the grave. 
 
    For a moment she was stunned, feeling for blood where she was hit, trying to catch her breath.  Before she could turn over, the cover of the coffin landed over her.  She turned, pushed it up.  It got pushed back down. 
 
    "There, there," said the guy.  "Mustn't waste your breath, Ms. Watson." 
 
    "Fuck you!" shouted Kaitlyn, trying to get enough leverage to push the cover and the guy off.  She couldn't get it. 
 
    A laugh.  "Manners.  I cannot understand why Goody Eastey puts up with this sort of behavior.  You, your friend's double . . ." there was a weird noise.  Like a hiss from a teakettle or something.  "I must say, if a duplicate is that difficult, Ms. Taylor is doubtless a spitfire of the first order.  I don't imagine her spirit will matter much, however—someone who doesn't pay attention to their tools is going to meet a bad end sooner rather than later.  Though later than you, Ms. Watson, I'm afraid." 
 
    "What the fuck do you want, asshole?" Kaitlyn started pounding on the lid of the coffin.  It was a simple thing, planks nailed close together.  But sturdy enough that she wasn't going to be able to punch through it. 
 
    "From you?  Peace and quiet, while I work.  And since it it is necessary for Ms. Newland to believe that you are alive and might be rescued, the simplest manner of achieving that is not available to me." 
 
    A shovelful of dirt fell on the coffin.  Some trickled in through the gaps between the boards, and Kaitlyn fell quiet. 
 
    This wasn't good. 
 
    "Thank you," said the guy, as the next shovelful of dirt landed on top of the coffin.  "Greatly appreciated.  As I've said, Ms. Watson, you mustn't waste your breath.  You will be somewhat short on air before too long." 
 
    Another shovel of dirt, and then another one. 
 
    Okay.  Okay.  Kaitlyn had to think.  Jessie wasn't dead.  That had been . . . Jessie had made a double.  She'd told Kaitlyn that when they'd gone out for lunch.  And Kaitlyn had been worried at the time that the double would fool her into thinking that it was Jessie, but she hadn't really thought about how maybe she'd see the double and be fooled.  Jessie was fine.  That was good. 
 
    Not a lot else was good. 
 
    "Who are you?" she asked. 
 
    "Ah, well," said the guy.  "Let's say that Goody Eastey has taken things which aren't hers.  And while I cannot hope to get them back at this point, I am not someone who is to be stolen from.  I do not forget my enemies, and if they are too strong for me to face directly, I will expunge their crimes upon their children's children, until their blood is finished upon this earth, and then I will take back what is mine.  Apologies for involving you, of course, but she took things which were mine." 
 
    "Who are you?" Kaitlyn repeated.  That had been a speech, but not an answer. 
 
    The guy sighed.  "Does it really matter, Ms. Watson?  You are going to remain in that coffin.  Ms. Newland is going to attempt to rescue you.  Then she will join you, and not in as vibrant a state as the one you currently enjoy.  Then I shall cover over you both, and at last you will know peace.  Why waste what few breaths you have remaining?" 
 
    Another shovel of dirt, and then another one. 
 
    So who he was, was an asshole.  That was clear enough.  One of Wendesday's weirdo . . . well, not friends.  Someone who hung around in the same circles, like Gary from anime club.  Whatever.  Wizards or douchebag nerds, they were less likely to give you bullshit answers if you asked them really precise questions.  "What's your name?" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "I am Anagaunt the Black, Anagaunt of the Rivers, Anaguant whose treasures were taken, Anaguant whose revenge is near, Ms. Watson.  I believe that I will allow your lover to see you one last time.  Perhaps alive, perhaps not—that will depend on how quickly she can dig.  Then I will strike her from behind, and I will kill her.  Her corpse will lie with you when I tamp down the earth over this grave, and her corpse will cool in your coffin as you gasp out your final breath." 
 
    There wasn't enough space for Kaitlyn to curl her up legs and try to lift the lid with her feet.  She turned over, tried to push up against it with her back.  Anagaunt hadn't paused in his shoveling—Kaitlyn pushed up as hard as she could and it didn't move much at all, just enough for a little more dirt to pour through the cracks. 
 
    That wasn't good.  None of this was good. 
 
    Anagaunt the Black, and so on, had stopped talking.  He was just shoveling.  If Kaitlyn started to panic, she wasn't sure how much air she'd actually have. 
 
    Phone!  Right, okay.  She'd had to get dressed, because Wednesday was clever and brilliant, and Kaitlyn was a goddamn idiot who'd fallen into a stupid trap because she hadn't been paying attention to anything, even the part about how there was something bad coming and she couldn't even go pump more water for Wednesday or anything because of it so she should've been more careful.  Okay.  Wednesday had made her get dressed, which meant that she had pockets, which meant that she had a phone in one of those pockets.  Phone. 
 
    If she called, the guy who was burying her alive would probably hear it.  So.  Set phone to mute.  Still had three bars, for whatever reason.  Not complaining about that.  Next.  Text to Wednesday.  Bunch of texts, because she had a lot to say.  What had happened, what that Anagaunt dude was planning, how she wasn't sure how much time and air she had. 
 
    And then no response, because fuck. 
 
    Okay, okay, okay.  Wednesday wasn't checking her phone when she was in class.  Words With Friends.  Chat function. 
 
    "Hey Mrs Eastey?  Can you tell WEdnesday to cheek her messages, because I'm buried alive in Jessie's grave?" 
 
    There was a pause. 
 
    "That is a foolish thing to be," said Nancy Eastey. 
 
    "I know," said Kaitlyn.  "Please?  It's a guy name Anagaunt, and he wants to kill Wednesday, and I don't know how much air I have." 
 
    "You have sufficient air, I'm sure," said Nancy Eastey.  "And Anagaunt is not so formidable a foe.  A poisonous little toad, striking from shadows." 
 
    "He hit me and I fell into a coffin and then he closed it and his feeling the grave please tell Wednesday so she can save me?" 
 
    Another pause. 
 
    "Very well," said Nancy Eastey.  "I have told her.  But I do not approve of your diction and your spelling, and I most distinctly do not approve of interrupting her studies in this fashion.  I will not tolerate it if you allow yourself to become a point of weakness for my blood, Kaitlyn Watson." 
 
    "I'm sorry," said Kaitlyn.  "I'll try not to get buried alive again." 
 
    "Unless you are more careful, you shall be buried again soon, but there will be no caveat to that description."  Nancy Eastey was writing more, but there was a reply to her chat from Wednesday.  Kaitlyn closed Words with Friends.  She was losing pretty bad anyway. 
 
    "Quick thinking, Kaitlyn," it said.  "Good job, great.  I will get you out of there." 
 
    Kaitlyn was lying in a coffin, and some dude kept piling dirt on her.  A little more dirt that came through every time he shifted his weight, and there was no way that she would be able to get out without help.  And yet, she relaxed at that.  Wednesday said that she was going to get her out, so Wednesday was going to get her out.  Only. . . 
 
    "Said his going to let you see me one more time," she replied.  "When your digging me out, he's going to come up behind you.  Don't" 
 
    "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "Thanks for letting me know.  Don't worry.  I've got a plan." 
 
    Right.  Good.  Wednesday had a plan.  Okay.  Everything was going to be fine. 
 
    "I'm sorry that I got you into this, but believe me, I will get you out." 
 
    "I believe you always but you didn't do this," said Kaitlyn.  "It was my fault." 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Wednesday Jessie todl me about a double and then I didn't think about it and also I didn't think about the ward thing so I couldn't get water for you and" 
 
    "Kaitlyn.  Listen to me.  Not your fault." 
 
    "But" 
 
    "No back sass.  Not your fault.  We'll address mistakes later.  Also spelling.  This'd be a little easier if you had your necklace on, but it's going to be okay." 
 
    Wasn't true, but fine.  Not the time to argue, either.  Wednesday probably had magic stuff to do, rather than texting to do, and if Kaitlyn managed to fuck up her own rescue by not getting off the phone, that'd be . . . well, that wouldn't be 100% typical, but it would be at least a little typical and also she was the one who had insisted on having the chain instead of the necklace and now that meant that things were going to be fucked up, and . . . 
 
    And a notification from Words with Friends saying that Nancy Eastey had just gotten another seven-letter word for 157 points, because sure, why not. 
 
    "Here's the thing," came the next text from Wednesday.  "It's going to take a little before I can get you out.  So I'm going to put you to sleep, using the doll.  Use less air, can't panic.  Okay?" 
 
    "Okay," said Kaitlyn, automatically. 
 
    "Good," said Wednesday.  "Here's the thing.  When you wake up, I'm going to be shoveling.  Presumably, thte dragon will be behind me.  If you can distract him when I get through to you, that'd help." 
 
    Wendesday had typoed.  Wednesday never typoed.  But okay.  Everything was going to be fine.  Everything. 
 
    "Wednesday?" she said.  "You sure I need to be asleep?" 
 
    A pause. 
 
    "Yeah," said Wednesday, finally.  "Sorry about that.  Gotta do something so I'll be ready when the dragon tries to sucker-punch me." 
 
    Rats.  "Okay," said Kaitlyn.  "Two things though." 
 
    "Shoot." 
 
    "1 I want to wake up and not be trapped in a coffin and you dead with me." 
 
    "Deal." 
 
    "2 dragon?" 
 
    "Yeah.  Anagaunt is a river dragon.  Nasty little fellow.  Grandma tangled with him a while back, and he's been pissy about it ever since.  Ends here, today." 
 
    Huh.  There was so much dirt over Kaitlyn's coffin that she couldn't even hear him moving over her any more.  And the dirt was still trickling in a little, here and there.  She'd been buried alive by a dragon. 
 
    Dating Wednesday was great, but this was not great. 
 
    "Okay and also" 
 
    "Kaitlyn.  Got to get to work." 
 
    Kaitlyn bit her lip, nodded at her phone.  Which couldn't see her.  "Can it hear through a lot of dirt?" 
 
    "Don't think so, don't want to risk it." 
 
    Fine. 
 
    "I love you," said Kaitlyn.  "And if this goes wrong, I'm sorry for fucking things up." 
 
    "Kaitlyn, I love you more than life," said Wednesday.  "And if you keep trying to apologize for a situation you are in because of me, I am going to be cross.  It won't go wrong.  Time for me to set things up to put you to sleep." 
 
    Kaitlyn bit her lip, fought back tears.  Crying was for when Wednesday was hurting her, not because she was freaking out about something that was going to be fine. 
 
    A coffin was a very dark and narrow box, lit up by that little rectangle of smart phone.  Kaitlyn took a look around, tried to get her breathing under control.  It was narrow and dark, but it was going to be fine.  Wednesday had said that it was going to be fine. 
 
    Only Wednesday had also said that it was her fault, which meant that Wednesday was going to be blaming herself for letting Kaitlyn come along with her for her summer school with her grandmother.  And she'd be all worried about Kaitlyn, and she'd probably also be mad that she'd let Kaitlyn talk her into using that chain, and going overboard with sex and. . . okay, that was why Kaitlyn felt like she was going to start crying: because Wednesday was going to be blaming herself for things that were Kaitlyn's fault, and then things were going to be less fun, and that would be Kaitlyn's fault too.  Not because of the whole dragon thing—that wasn't a problem, because Wednesday had said that she would take care of that, so it was already taken care of. 
 
    Then she was suddenly super tired.  Wednesday using magic, not anything else, not running out of air, no sense in fighting it trying to stay awake no sense in fighting, no sense. 
 
    Kaitlyn fell asleep in her coffin in Jessie's grave.  
 
    She dreamed, and they weren't very nice dreams.  Maggots and worms and things crushing down tighter and tighter, and Wednesday's dead grandmother materializing and yelling at her for not doing better at Scrabble, and then waking up and Wednesday was dead, and realizing that was a dream, and waking up and Wednesday was dead, and realizing that it was a dream and waking up and Wendesday was dead, and so on. 
 
    Wasn't the best.  But there was one thing that she remembered, which she held onto really tight, through all those dreams.  When the dragon came after Wednesday, Kaitlyn was supposed to distract it.  So, when she really did wake up—and she knew right away that it was really real, not the way it had been through all those other dream wakings-up—and she saw the light coming in through the cracks in the lid of the coffin, Kaitlyn took a bunch of really deep breaths, because it had gotten stuffy in that coffin, underground, and got ready. 
 
    She could hear the scrape of the shovel against the wood. 
 
    "Curl up, Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  "I'm going to break through." 
 
    "Not a lot of room here," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Squish," said Wednesday.  "Hard as you can.  You're squishy." 
 
    Kaitlyn wasn't squishy.  But it was nice to hear that, anyway.  So nice.  She curled up at the bottom of the coffin as tight as she could.  It was a little darker there.  Wednesday hadn't cleared off the whole thing?  What was she planning on . . . whatever. 
 
    "How much clearance?" asked Wednesday.  Jeez.  She'd been buried alive, and Wednesday was asking her to do surveying?  Wednesday was. . . Wednesday was at the edge of breaking, actually.  Kaitlyn could hear it in her voice.  She was doing her best to stay cool and calm and trying to do everything right, but it was like when Jessie had gotten thrown into a cistern; Wednesday really wasn't in control, but she knew that she needed to be, so she was going to pretend, and do her best. 
 
    "A foot," said Kaitlyn, from where she was huddled down at the bottom of the coffin.  "Foot and a half.  Little more?" 
 
    "Okay," said Wednesday.  "Here goes." 
 
    There was a crack, as the shovel slammed into the pine boards of the coffin.  Kaitlyn winced, shut her eyes.  Again.  More dirt fell down on her. 
 
    "Clear?" asked Wednesday. 
 
    "Clear," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    Then there was a splintering thud, and the shovel cut through the lid of the coffin, right over Kaitlyn's head. 
 
    The lid was pine, but still.  That was a sharp shovel. 
 
    Wednesday levered up the broken-off end of the coffin, and Kaitlyn stuck her head out of the hole.  Wednesday's cheek was smeared with dirt, and her eyes looked like she'd been crying.  They also looked like murder. 
 
    "Hey!" yelled Kaitlyn, looking over Wednesday's shoulder.  "Where's the other one?" 
 
    Anaguant didn't look like a dragon.  He looked like a middle-aged dude, someone who might have been a cop, or a teacher, or something like that.  Someone you were supposed to listen to.  There was maybe the slightest bit of confusion on his face.  He had a second shovel in his hands, and he'd brought it up to whack Wednesday in the back of the head.  As soon as she'd seen Kaitlyn, Wednesday had changed the grip on her shovel—she drove it backwards, hard, and there was a spray of blood from where it cut into Anagaunt's leg. 
 
    Really sharp shovel. 
 
    "You shit!" yelled Anagaunt, stumbling back. 
 
    Wednesday didn't say anything.  She looked way more dragony than that cop-teacher dude, and she jumped up out of the grave, holding her shovel by the handle . . . no, not the handle.  It wasn't a shovel handle any more.  It was a hilt. 
 
    Kaitlyn had told Wednesday a foot and a half, and that was how much of the lid of the coffin she'd chopped off.  So it wasn't easy to squirm up and out through the hole she'd made.  Kaitlyn managed to scratch her arm doing that, and also collect some bumps, and also it took longer than it should have.  Then she stood up and got a look at what was happening. 
 
    Anagaunt the whatever didn't look like a cop any more.  He looked like a dragon.  A little one, with a deep cut on one of his back legs.  He'd had black hair as a person, and even though he was mostly green, he had a big spiky black crest.  Also he didn't look happy. 
 
    Wednesday was facing him.  Jeans and a t-shirt and that sword which she'd brought back from Jessie's apartment, which was looking all shiny, and not at all like a shovel. 
 
    "You dare!" said the dragon.  "I will burn you and I will devour her, and then I will burn every other thing that dead woman in the house behind you holds dear." 
 
    "No," said Wednesday.  "You're going to die, and be surprised about it.  If you'd leave, I'd let you.  Even now, even after all this, you could leave and live.  You won't, so death, surprise, et cetera." 
 
    The dragon breathed in through his nose, and Kaitlyn could see the fire growing behind his eyes. 
 
    She grabbed a rock and pitched it at him.  Hit him right in the eye.  He turned to face Kaitlyn, and Wednesday closed the distance, sword coming up.  The dragon turned back to Wednesday, and he belched flame like a jet engine getting started.  For an instant, just for an instant, Kaitlyn was sure that Wednesday had been burned alive—the dragon's flame was so bright and white she couldn't see anything, and it was . . . but no. Wednesday came through the fire with her jeans and shirt burning and steel showing through underneath.  The dragon clawed, but Wednesday dodged and brought the sword up in an arc, and then down, right through its neck. 
 
    The head fell one way, the body fell another, and Wednesday stood there, dressed in armor, putting her weight on her sword, breathing hard. 
 
    Kaitlyn pulled herself up out of the grave and ran towards Wednesday, dodging the headstones and graves and everything, and hit her with a tackle-hug that knocked them both down.  She didn't even look at her, just squinched in close next to her, hugging tight to the chain mail. 
 
    She'd gotten her arms around Wednesday's arms, so it wasn't like Wednesday could hug her back, but also, that metal was sharp, though not nearly as hot as it should've been, and while Kaitlyn had been wearing clothing, she hadn't been wearing much clothing, and that metal hurt, pressed against her. 
 
    "Kaitlyn," said Wednesday.  It sounded like she was going to cry or something. 
 
    "Yeah okay," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Whatever it is.  Yeah okay, I agree." 
 
    "Dammit, Jam," said Wednesday. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "What?  What, dating me has nearly gotten you killed in an awful way, after you've been great, and I—" 
 
    "No, but I should've known that I shouldn't have done that, and it was my fault and—" 
 
    "Kaitlyn.  Listen to me.  No—be quiet, and listen to me, then talk.  Maybe you forgot some stuff.  You're a college student.  When you forget things, that should mean that you get a B minus, not that you die buried alive, okay?" 
 
    "I'm a college student who is dating you," said Kaitlyn, who'd listened, and who was ready to talk.  "Look, maybe if I'd started dating you when you wanted to ask me out, you could say stuff like that, okay?  But after I fucked that up, I went after you.  After I knew that you had weird magic powers, I went after you.  Maybe I'm stupid, but I'm not that stupid.  I knew there were risks, I know there are risks, and I'm going to keep taking them." 
 
    "Kaitlyn, no," said Wednesday.  "Please.  Look, I'm not saying that we have to break up.  I'm saying that I let my . . . parts do some of the thinking for me, and I let my Grandma do some of the thinking for me, and that combined to put you into real danger, and I don't want to—" 
 
    "My brother's friend died in Afghanistan," said Kaitlyn.  She wasn't letting go, and she wasn't opening her eyes, and she'd been worried that Wednesday might have decided to say stuff like that, and she wasn't going to handle it.  "Two of the kids who were in my class in high school died in a car crash.  Normal people make serious mistakes too.  Other people die doing other things.  Shut up.  I screwed up, okay?  But if you think that you're the only reason that I take risks, you're not paying attention to me.  And also—" 
 
    "Okay," said Wednesday. 
 
    That wasn't entirely expected. 
 
    "Okay?" 
 
    "Look, this is my life.  I . . . well, I've been enjoying the upsides, and I'm going to keep enjoying the upsides.  If I'd have told you not to come along, I'd have been miserable for a month, and I wouldn't have gotten half as much done.  This trip was amazing, and I'll always remember it being amazing.  You've seen the downsides, and you want in.  At this point, you've earned anything I can give you.  You want this, I'll give you this." 
 
    Kaitlyn opened her eyes, and looked at Wednesday.  When Kaitlyn had tackled her, Wednesday had landed on her back, with Kaitlyn pressed against her side.  She was still lying on her back, looking up at the sky.  And now Kaitlyn felt like she was going to cry.  "Really?" she said quietly. 
 
    "Honest," said Wednesday.  "If you get killed, Kaitlyn, I'm going to feel . . .whatever.  But fact is, you're an adult, and in addition to everything else you are, you're my friend, and I respect you.  If this is a choice that you want to make, if these are risks you want to take, that is your choice to make, and I will respect your choices.  We have to think a little harder about what risks we're taking, but if they're worth taking, we'll take them together." 
 
    Kaitlyn felt like she was melting.  "That's . . . gosh, Wednesday." 
 
    "Gosh?" 
 
    "You're the best girlfriend ever." 
 
    "True," said Wednesday.  She was still lying on her back, looking cold, and like she'd been crying, and there was a burn on her cheek, but there was a bit of a smile then. 
 
    "You slayed a dragon for me!" said Kaitlyn.  "Holy shit!" 
 
    "I did that thing, yeah," said Wednesday.  "I don't really like slaying, to be honest.  But that asshole is lucky that it's all I did.  If he'd harmed a goddamn hair on your head, I'd have—" 
 
    "Does he have a hoard?" 
 
    "He did," said Wednesday.  "Grandma stole it." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "What was it?" 
 
    "Dunno," said Wednesday.  "Grandma sold whatever it was for bingo money." 
 
    There was a long pause as they lay there together between the headstones. 
 
    "Sorry," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "What?  No.  Stop apologizing." 
 
    "But—" 
 
    "First of all," said Wednesday.  "You're wearing the chain that means that you're supposed to do what I tell you to do, and I've told you to stop apologizing.  Second of all, I am going to have to apologize to you, and this is making it awkward." 
 
    "But," said Kaitlyn, "you said that I was in and that means that I'm going to have to be smarter about things like this, and I honestly did fuck up, okay?  You did everything fine, and I didn't." 
 
    "Didn't do everything fine," said Wednesday.  "When I'm in charge, you're trusting me to make sure that everything is safe.  And everything wasn't safe.  I shouldn't have let my desires override my common sense.  I shouldn't have let you out of my sight when something was pressing in on the wards, and while it's fun to be extra mean to you, I should've done that with the necklace on, because I could've used it to give you the sword, and then had you kill the dragon, which would've been more certain.  Okay?" 
 
    "But I wanted to keep playing, and—" 
 
    "Of course you wanted things," said Wednesday.  "That's part of the deal.  You want all sorts of crazy things, I make sure we don't get hurt.  And I failed in my responsibilities, and I apologize for that, and I will do my best not to make similar mistakes in the future." 
 
    "Oh," said Kaitlyn.  "But I want you to make similar . . . well, I mean.  But it was so much fun!  And now that guy ruined it, and . . ." 
 
    "I get the sense," said Wednesday.  "That you are feeling somewhat emotionally labile." 
 
    "Uh," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Means like you're going to take things harder than you should be taking them.  And that was my other mistake.  Last night, when I gave you the option of stopping things, and going back to normal?  I should've stopped things, and gone back to normal." 
 
    "No," said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "Yes," said Wednesday.  "I am aware that you wanted to push it as far as you could, and fair enough.  Watching you push things as far as you can is magnificent.  You are gorgeous and brave and there are times I think that I can come just from watching you suffer, it's so hot.  But this wasn't the time for that." 
 
    That was exactly the sort of thing that Kaitlyn didn't want to hear from Wednesday.  Well, not the part about her being gorgeous and so on.  She didn't mind hearing that.  Kaitlyn grumbled and squeezed tighter, which made the metal hurt more. 
 
    "Look," said Wednesday.  "If I didn't want you to focus intently on sex to the exclusion of everything else, I'd let you have more orgasms.  I keep you denied so that you're thirsty all the time, and that's great, and I'm going to keep doing that.  But at the same time, it means that I have to make the choice of what's safe and what isn't, and that wasn't." 
 
    "It was totally safe, until I screwed up!" said Kaitlyn. 
 
    "And part of why you screwed up was because I was fucking with your emotions for my own amusement, and I left you in a deeply distracted state when bad things were happening." 
 
    "Wednesday," said Kaitlyn, sounding a little whiny.  Because she had every right to complain. 
 
    Wednesday patted her, gently. "It's okay.  I'm not going to put that chain away forever.  You look adorable crying and being ignored with a chain around your neck.  When it's safe for me to let loose, and when you beg me to let loose, I will, and you'll both love it and regret it.  But it can't be all the time, and when I tell you to stop asking for something, or to ask for something else, don't push, okay?" 
 
    Kaitlyn sighed, and snuggled in closer.  Which was hard, because they were already pretty close, and also because just about everywhere on Wednesday was covered in steel.  "Only if you tell me that you're saying no because of safety?" 
 
    "Fair enough," said Wednesday.  "Now.  Setting aside where you ran out to where you'd just seen a childhood friend killed." 
 
    "But I didn't!" 
 
    "I know," said Wednesday.  "You figured that out, and told me.  But that's what you saw, so you ran there to try to help.  That's natural.  But let's set that aside.  Once things went wrong, everything else you did was absolutely perfect.  You got in contact with me as quickly as you could, through a method that didn't let him know I was in contact with you.  You drew a dragon's attention towards you, twice, despite being unarmed and unarmored." 
 
    "And also, we won, and it died," said Kaitlyn.  "Because you're awesome." 
 
    "I'm not arguing with you about that," said Wednesday.  "And since I am awesome, once I'm ready to stand up, I will take you back to the barn, and I will let you apologize for making that one mistake, and I'll beat you until you cry because you made that mistake, and then you're going to apologize again, and lick my sneakers while you reach the edge of orgasm and don't get to have one." 
 
    Kaitlyn wriggled against Wednesday.  It was crazy and stupid and she'd just nearly died, and there was a dead dragon lying against some cracked gravestones right next to her, and she didn't care, because that sounded perfect. 
 
     "And once I'm done hurting you and watching you suffer, I'm going to use your mouth, and then I'm going to take that chain off, and put the necklace on." 
 
    That sounded a little like Kaitlyn didn't succeed at something, but okay. 
 
    "And then we're going out for burgers and ice cream, and then we're going home." 
 
    "Wait, what?" 
 
    "I learned what I needed to learn here," said Wednesday.  "There are a few days left before the end of July, but we're going home tonight." 
 
    "Your Grandma—" 
 
    "She knows.  Not thrilled, but she more or less agrees." 
 
    "Home," said Kaitlyn.  She'd eased up on the pressure enough for Wednesday to get one of her arms loose.  She put it around Kaitlyn's shoulder; Kaitlyn could see the tears at the corners of Wednesday's eyes. 
 
    "Home," said Wednesday.  "Where our beds and TV . . . is." 
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    Kaitlyn Watson's best friend Jessie dared her to play a prank on Wednesday Newland—part-time witch and full-time nerd. The prank backfired, but what started with Wednesday punishing Kaitlyn by using mind control to publicly humiliate her ended with Kaitlyn and Wednesday dating. Kaitlyn is looking forward to being tied up, teased, and tortured some more, but Jessie is back, with blackmail videos. 
 
      
 
    A Test of Trust 
 
      
 
    Kaitlyn Watson messed up bad. An old high-school friend of hers took blackmail videos of her and her girlfriend, Wednesday Newland (part-time witch, full-time nerd, and all-around bedroom genius) and Kaitlyn didn't tell Wednesday about it. The whole thing ended with Wednesday almost getting killed by an incubus (she got better). Kaitlyn knows she needs to be punished. 
 
      
 
    Eris' Apprentices 
 
    Book 1: Orientation 
 
      
 
    Eris Carmichael is one of the world's greatest living wizards—certainly the best who takes Academy students for their seventh and final year of instruction—and Lynn Kennedy won't settle for less than the best. But between Eris' sadistic mindgames, the brutal attentions of her assistant Master Rostem, and the cut-throat competition of her fellow students, Lynn will be lucky to survive the year. 
 
      
 
    Book 2: Fall Semester 
 
      
 
    Lynn Kennedy has won Kasey Bouet, who kept Lynn naked and collared for their first two weeks of magic study under Eris Carmichael. But she still has to face lethal contests of skill and horrifying sessions with Eris and the brutal Andrei Rostem. And when another student tries to run away, the rest of them must change her into a creature whose pleasure is inflicting and suffering pain. 
 
      
 
    Kita's Adventures in Product Development 
 
    Quality Control 
 
      
 
    Kita can't afford a flat on her own, and Terra and Gerana aren't bad roommates, but there are disadvantages to living with a mad scientist and a mad entrepreneur. Like when they want her help testing their latest product: a mind-control collar. It turns out Gerana's spent a lot of time thinking about what she'd do to Kita with a mind-control collar. And it turns out Kita really likes it. 
 
      
 
    Limited Release 
 
      
 
    Terra is a mad scientist. Gerana is a mad entrepreneur. Kita is their happy pet and lab animal. Now they've come up with a new product: a belt designed to keep its wearer constantly on edge, without ever allowing her release. After a couple days with her new toy, Kita is totally focused on pleasure, and eager to be trained to serve Gerana, Terra, and their prospective buyer in any way they want. 
 
      
 
    The Concubine Chronicles 
 
    Foreign Exchange 
 
      
 
    Liera—a foreigner in exotic Ralaath—doesn't know what's expected of her when her lover Lady Maash lends her to her friends. Luckily, Lady Jalah is an expert in the art of tormenting young ladies. Liera is decorated and restrained, kept in a constant state of pain and anticipation, as Jalah trains her to serve herself, her husband the Krin, and their friends. 
 
      
 
    Domestication 
 
      
 
    In Ralaath, it's common for a married couple to take a secondary wife, and Andera has her eye on the beautiful, charming Paathi Rais. But once Andera convinces Farren and Paathi to agree to a trial marriage, she's in for a surprise—Paathi has had the documents drawn up so that she will be the primary wife in the marriage, with Andera reduced to a secondary role. 
 
      
 
    Trial by Exposure 
 
      
 
    When Andera Rowe decided she wanted the beautiful, charming Paathi Rais as a third partner in her marriage, she wasn't expecting to become the secondary wife herself, subject to Paathi's every whim. She certainly wasn't expecting to love it. Now she has a choice to make: will she give up her independence forever—or give up Paathi and all the pleasures she's learned at her hands? 
 
      
 
    The College Pet 
 
    Sold to the Mean Girls 
 
      
 
    Mari is broke and looking at a future of working at Walmart and living at her mom’s house, until her friend Larissa makes her an offer: Jenn and Rafaela, the two richest girls from their old high school, want to buy her. Mari will get to live out her most twisted fantasies of humiliation, abuse, and being treated like a puppy. 
 
      
 
    Collections: 
 
      
 
    The Femdom Collection: 5 Complete Books 
 
      
 
    From a high society of wizards where vice lurks beneath a genteel surface, to a post-apocalyptic wasteland where men with psychic powers are kept as slaves, these are the stories of five powerful women—alchemists, airship mechanics, and warriors—who know how to get what they want from their men. 
 
      
 
    Standalones: 
 
      
 
    Solstice Spells 
 
      
 
    The summer solstice is a time for wizards to make acquaintances, engage in friendly banter with their peers, measure their skills, perhaps make an occasional wager. Naya isn't happy when her husband Reyal comes home with a red-headed sorceress he won on a bet—especially when she finds out that she's the one who'd have had to pay the price if Reyal had lost. 
 
      
 
    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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