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It was biscuits and gravy for breakfast, and Kaitlyn had them ready at precisely eight thirty. She was kind of hoping that Wednesday would oversleep, because the rule was that if she was going to wake Wednesday up, it had to be with her tongue up Wednesday's ass, and that was kinda fun.

But Wednesday was up, and came into the kitchen looking ready for business, with that little half-stunned look on her face that she sometimes got when she was paying attention to Kaitlyn. Kaitlyn was standing next to the table, wearing nothing but a chastity belt and her necklace, feet together, yesterday's date freshly written over her pussy. Maybe she did push her chest out a little when Wednesday came in, but, to be fair, she had great tits.

"So," said Wednesday. "Here's the deal. I want you to stick this out, and you want to stick this out. But if you can't manage, if it's actually too much, I do not want you to force yourself past that point."

Kaitlyn nodded.

"Good," said Wednesday. "Rules are as follows: Once we start, you don't talk except to answer questions. You don't wear clothing inside the apartment, and you don't stand up inside the apartment unless I tell you to stand up—you need to go somewhere, you crawl."

Kaitlyn's feet were fidgeting a little as Wednesday said that.

"Okay," she said, feeling small.

"Good," said Wednesday. "Now, tell me that you love me and that I'm pretty."

"I love you, and you're beautiful," said Kaitlyn.

"Close enough," said Wednesday. "We'll start as soon as you give me your necklace."

That wasn't fair! It was Kaitlyn's necklace. Wednesday had given it to her, and it was the only way that she'd ever have been able to be with Wednesday, and—

"It is yours," said Wednesday. "I gave it to you. And now I'm telling you that you're going to give it to me, until you've earned it again."

Kailtlyn hesitated. She had asked for this, but if Wednesday was going to take away her necklace, maybe...

"This is not a question," said Wednesday. "And this isn't me playing along with a fun activity that you suggested. You do need to be punished for not trusting me, and we are going to start when you give me your necklace."

She did need to be punished, didn't she? Wednesday lying on her bed, not responsive, not able to stand, or walk, or see... that had been Kaitlyn's fault. And this would make it better. She started to take off her necklace, and then Wednesday waggled a finger. "Unfortunately," she said. "We can't get started right away, because I committed to helping a certain Jessica Taylor with a problem that was largely of her own making. Work doesn't yet know I'm capable of work, so I've got another two days of playing hooky. Whereas you have classes to go to. So. Before we get started, you're going to show me to Jessie's apartment, and I'm going to pack up a collection of oddments and curiosities. And then when you're done with your classes, we'll pack those items into your car, and take them to rural Vermont."

"Um," said Kaitlyn.

"Yes, well," said Wednesday. "As you so rightly pointed out, this is largely your fault. So you're going to have to meet Grandma Eastey, and maybe my cousin Magog, if he's awake. They're going to creep you the hell out, but such is life."

"Actually," said Kaitlyn, "I hadn't realized that I was going to be taking them to your dead scrabble grandma. I was more umming about Jessie's apartment. I mean, she moved out kind of after she was done being friends with me?"

Wednesday sighed. "Undead grandparents vs. having to text someone to get their address. And I thought I was the sort of antisocial person who hated phones, and that you—"

"Phones are great," said Kaitlyn, who'd already written her text to Jessie while Wednesday was making fun of her. "I just... what kind of name is Magog?"

"Biblical," said Wednesday. "He's not exactly a cousin. Point is, dressed, then take the stack of cardboard boxes from under the bed to the car, then we loot the room, avoid looking for trouble, and pack up some sex demon supplies."

Jessie sent back her address, and it wasn't that far, so once Kaitlyn was dressed, they were pretty much there.

It was nicer than Wednesday's place. Well, bigger, anyway. Kitchen could've been nicer, if Jessie ever bothered to clean anything, and it was definitely messier than Wednesday's place—it was messier than Wednesday's place had been before Kaitlyn moved in, and Wednesday's place had gotten way less messy since then.

"So, what?" asked Wednesday, as they came in. "Is there a room for the weird stuff, or a closet, or what?"

Kaitlyn shrugged, and called up Jessie. Who explained that it was mostly in the bedroom, but also there were a few things she'd shoved into the hall closet, and maybe some stuff in the kitchen cabinets, she didn't know.

"So great," said Wednesday. "A treasure hunt. When do you have to start plumbing the mysteries of biology?"

"In an hour," said Kaitlyn. Maybe in forty-five minutes, but she could be late to a class, once.

Wednesday shook her head. "You do know that there aren't any classes that start fifteen minutes later than every other class?"

"Look, I can—"

"You can help for half an hour, then you can bugger off," said Wednesday. "And in that regard, you can look for things that don't look like Jessie's things, and point them out. But don't touch anything."

So Kaitlyn started pointing. Most of it was just, like, some guy's stuff. Pants and shirts and cologne and an ab workout thing—probably not a haunted ab workout thing, but not something Jessie would've gotten for herself.

And then there was stuff which was creepier than that. A whole row of big, leather-bound books in the bedroom, a super-creepy idol in the hall closet, together with a bunch of other stuff like that, and some knives in the cutlery drawer that definitely weren't for cutting bread. Too... evil wizard-y.

And there was something else, which made even less sense, on the coffee table. "I think it's a gift for you," said Wednesday, coming up next to her.

Kaitlyn shook her head.

"It has dolphins on it, and you like fish."

That was true. The wrapping paper, which was inexpertly wrapped, did have dolphins on it, and Kaitlyn did like fish.

"Dolphins aren't fish," said Kaitlyn. "Dolphins are assholes."

Wednesday gave her a look.

"What?" asked Kaitlyn. "Okay. For one thing, they're hella rapey. Particularly the blind river dolphins? Like in the Amazon and the Yangtze?"

"I guess I've heard of those?" said Wednesday.

"Come on, you know everything. My point is that they... I mean, they'll chase lady dolphins around, and kill babies so they'll be more ready for fucking, but also, because they're blind, they put their dicks places where dicks shouldn't go?"

"Like people do?" asked Wednesday.

"People," said Kaitlyn, "don't have blowholes."

Wednesday fought back a laugh. "Okay, but those aren't river dolphins on the wrapping paper."

"Yeah, they're bottlenose dolphins, which are even worse. They'll kill harbor porpoises, and spotted dolphins, and not, like, because they want to eat them or anything. Just for fun."

"I fear," said Wednesday, "we are straying from the point. If I was going to wrap something up in fish for you, it would either have explicitly pornographic river dolphins or, like, catfish. But I am not entirely convinced that Jessie would make distinctions of that sort."

Kaitlyn shook her head. Catfish were cool, though.

"It doesn't look like magic, anyway," said Wednesday. "Open it, get the cardboard boxes up here, and then I can start packing while you go to class."

Kaitlyn opened it. It was a jewelry box, with a pair of tennis bracelets in it. Kind of nice ones? She didn't know diamonds really well, but they were like, two-hundred-dollar bracelets. No note or anything.

"Huh," said Wednesday.

"Yeah," said Kaitlyn. "Huh."

"I guess she's sorry?"

Kaitlyn shook her head. "Jessie is never sorry for anything, and I'm not sure I trust that's being sorry now? But they're nice."

"Tell you what," said Wednesday. "We'll take them with us to Grandma Eastey, and make sure that they aren't some sort of trap or something I don't recognize. But they look fine to me."

"Yeah," said Kaitlyn slowly. Then she went and got the boxes upstairs, and then went back to the car, and drove back to campus slowly.

Bio was hard enough that she couldn't really think about anything else during the lecture, and Kaitlyn was still pretty sure she'd misunderstood at least half of it—Wednesday was going to have to help her again, and that was going to hurt—but she texted Jessie a "thanks for the bracelets," and got a smiley back in return.

So it was a gift. And there were two of them, so it was a gift for both of them? That was... well, maybe Jessie was a little different than she had been for the rest of her life. Or maybe she was planning something.

Either way, it threw Kaitlyn off her game.

Back in the apartment, Wednesday had packed a bunch of boxes, which Kaitlyn had to take down to the car. She had to take most of them down to the car, but there were some which Wednesday was going to take herself.

"Shirts and ties and stuff," said Wednesday. "Those, you can take. They're almost certainly just shirts and ties and stuff, but we'll have either Grandma Eastey or Magog look them over."

And then there were the other boxes. Which looked like normal cardboard boxes that people used for moving—beer and liquor boxes, that sort of thing. Only in addition to the label saying that it was Carlsberg or Johnny Walker or whatever, there were also symbols written across and over the boxes. Some of it was in Wednesday's handwriting—Kaitlyn knew that from the date written over her pussy, if nothing else—and some of it was clearly in someone else's handwriting.

"These," said Wednesday, "these I should probably take. And while the other stuff can go in the back seat, you probably should leave some room in the trunk for these."

"Okay?"

"And also we're going to bungee cord the trunk closed."

"My car's trunk is fine," said Kaitlyn. "It's—"

"It's not a normal bungee," said Wednesday. "Now, get packing—I'd rather get to Grandma Eastey's before dark, if that's okay?"

"I... okay."

It seemed like winter in New York lasted forever, so Kaitlyn hardly ever pulled the top down, which meant that there was even more room in the trunk than usual. She got everything she was allowed to carry into the trunk with plenty of room to spare, while Wednesday spent like ten minutes on every box from her set, and another half-hour just wrapping that idol up and bringing it downstairs.

Then it was time for Kaitlyn's Small Group Communications class, but rather than either going home, or letting her skip it, Wednesday parked herself in the passenger seat of the car, and started reading her kindle.

"You could—"

"I could do a lot of things," said Wednesday. "But it turns out that Jessie wasn't wrong about some of this stuff. Best that someone stays nearby, and keeps an eye on it."

The bungee cords holding the trunk closed made her car look stupid, and with the engine off, it was going to get cold in there, but Wednesday had her coat on, and wasn't looking inclined towards listening to arguments, so Kaitlyn went to class. Which was easier than biology in a way, and in a way not—in biology, nobody gave a shit about what Kaitlyn was feeling, or anything like that, but when she was talking to people, she had to be, like, normal. Which wasn't as easy as usual, given the circumstances.

Finally, it was over, and Wednesday was doing her grumpy owl impression, half-buried in a giant coat and scowling at science fiction.

"Ready to go?" asked Kaitlyn, which transferred the scowl from the science fiction to her.

"Address is in your email."

It was. And it was in rural Vermont, like Wednesday had said. Three hours, almost, and the directions at the end of the route looked a lot sketchier than Kaitlyn liked to see.

"So," said Kaitlyn. "Music?"

"Sure," said Wednesday, and put on another of her fan mixes; this one was heavy on 80s and 90s pop, which wasn't that bad. Also some weird stuff, but that was only to be expected.

"So," said Wednesday. "Ready to review some biology?"

Kaitlyn took a deep breath. "If you say so, I'll try. But I am driving a large and valuable car on roads which are still a little icy, and I'm really kind of nervous about meeting your creepy dead relatives?"

"Magog isn't dead," said Wednesday. "But fair enough. Have any other interesting facts about dolphins?"

Kaitlyn wasn't sure if Wednesday was making fun of her, but then, she usually wasn't sure if Wednesday was making fun of her, so no change there.

"Sorry," she said.

"For what, knowing things? No. I mean, I'm not necessarily that interested in marine mammal rape, but it's always good to learn something new."

"Oh," said Kaitlyn. "I... um. It's not like I know about fish like you know about comic book ladies. It's just... my brother Tom?"

"The one in Tulsa?" asked Wednesday. Kaitlyn had mentioned Tom basically once, so it was sweet that Wednesday had remembered him.

"Right."

"And just to be clear on something that's been bothering me—your parents named one of your brothers Tom, and the other one Jerry?"

"Also right," said Kaitlyn. "Dad thought it was funny."

"I... okay," said Wednesday, who clearly wasn't as convinced. Whatever—it was only a joke when the two of them were together, and as one was in Tulsa and the other in Vegas, it basically wasn't a joke ever, unless they wanted it to be.

"Point is, Tom watched a lot of nature videos as a kid, and he pretty much moved out when I was six, so I got a lot of his stuff. And I guess I liked fish. But it's not like I've been... I mean, I still watch nature videos sometimes when I'm sick or something, but it's not like I know more than the videos."

"Fair enough," said Wednesday. "I mean, you'll probably pick up a little more, if you want to, but nothing wrong with that. And since I haven't watched the videos, you can tell me all about fish. I'm curious."

Kaitlyn looked away from the road, just for a little bit. Wednesday was curled up in her seat the way
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