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"Keets!"
 
   Kita looked up from her book, then looked back down.  Gerana wanted her for something, but it was a good book, and maybe Gerana would get Terra to do it, whatever it was.  Honestly, it probably wasn't that—
 
   "Keets, come on," said Gerana, and she sounded like she wasn't going to forget about it.
 
   Kita found a bookmark, put it in.  "What?  If it's about the floor, I'm totally going to get to it, once the—"
 
   "Come on Keets," said Gerana.  "Terra's finished a prototype, and we need someone to test it."
 
   The problem was that she couldn't afford a place on her own.  Gerana and Terra were fine, both of them, but they didn't seem to understand that after work, Kita wanted to sit quietly and read a book.  And they'd get fussed about chores and all that.  Honestly, Terra's room was worse than anything, with the wires and machines, and smoke, and the smells.
 
   "Fine!" said Kita, coming out.  "What is it?"
 
   "Mind control," said Gerana.  "Here, put this on."
 
   "Not mind control," corrected Terra.  "At least, not yet.  Just gross motor functions.  And it's—"
 
   "Put it on!" said Gerana, pushing a sort of necklace into Gerana's hands.  It was a white strip of canvas, with a whole bunch of mechanical widgets stuck into it, mostly near the back.  The whole thing looked uncomfortable and ungainly.
 
   "Mind control?" said Kita.
 
   "Just gross motor functions!" said Terra.  "And we're not even sure it's going to do that, which is why we need a test."
 
   "Just put it on," said Gerana.  "Right, like that, with the buckle in front."
 
   Kita put on the collar, somewhat uncertainly.  There was a pinch in the back, but just a little one—other than that, she didn't feel anything odd.
 
   "Right, sit down," said Gerana.
 
   Kita sat, still somewhat uncertain.
 
   "Is it on?" Gerana asked Terra.
 
   Terra had a sort of board, with all sorts of knobs and switches, and she was frowning at it.  "Maybe?" she said.
 
   "Well, turn it off, so I can tell Keets what to do, and then turn it on not maybe, so we can see if it works."
 
   "Off is pretty straightforward," said Terra, and she flipped a switch.   It didn't feel any different, and Kita still wasn't too happy about being called Keets.
 
   "Okay," said Gerana, and she scooted her chair over near Kita, so she could see her eye-to-eye.  Just about the only way she could, being about a foot shorter than Kita.  And a bit rounder,  but that was something else.
 
   "Here's the thing.  When Terra turns it on, I'm going to tell you to do stuff.  Try to just sit in the chair, okay?  So if you're standing up and aren't sure what to do, sit down in this chair, right?"
 
   "Okay?" said Kita, whose uncertainty hadn't actually been reduced.  She looked over at Terra, who pushed her glasses up and went back to studying her board.
 
   "Right, good.  Is it on?"
 
   "Think so," said Terra.
 
   "Stand up!" said Gerana.
 
   Kita kept sitting in her chair.  Maybe this wasn't going to work, and she could go back to her book?
 
   Gerana looked at Terra, who shrugged, flipped some more switches.
 
   "Stand up!" she said again.
 
   Kita kept sitting.
 
   A few more switches, and a dial.
 
   "Stand up!"
 
   And Kita stood up.
 
   "Yes, okay, this is brilliant!"  Gerana went over and hugged Terra, hard.  Terra gave a smile, checked her dials.
 
   They weren't telling her anything, so Kita sat back down.  That was weird.  Maybe it was just the tone of voice?  Gerana had been . . . .
 
   "Stand up again," said Gerana.  "Do a waltz."
 
   Kita had no idea how to dance; they knew that.  But she was trying to, sort of stumbling around, hands awkwardly out in front of her.
 
   Gerana started laughing, and Terra shook her head.  "It's not magic.  You can't make her do things that she can't do.  She's not going to be able to fly if you tell her to flap her arms really fast."
 
   "Fly!" said Gerana.  "Flap your arms really fast!"
 
   Then Terra started laughing too, as Kita kept stumbling around, also waving her arms up and down.  Which was, frankly, ridiculous.  So she stopped, and then sat down in the chair.
 
   "Oh, no," said Gerana.  "Did I break it?"
 
   Terra shrugged.  "Probably not?  And even if you did, that's data.  Still not convinced this is that a project worth developing, but—"
 
   "Oh, it is totally a project worth developing," said Gerana.  "It was super-great for a bit, and it'll be even better next time."
 
   She went over to Kita, and gave her an uncomfortably tight hug.  Tight, and soft, where her chest pressed against Kita's shoulder.  "And I really appreciate your help with this.  Thanks!"  She stood back and gave Kita an appraising look.  "And that actually looks pretty good on you.  Right color, anyway.  But we're going to need it back to work on it.  Okay?"
 
   "Sure," said Kita, unbuckling the necklace and holding it out.  "Fine.  No problem.  And now I'm going to get back to my book, unless there's anything else?"
 
   "Well," said Terra, "cleaning the floor in the living room is kind of your job?"
 
   Kita made a rude noise.  "You guys took like an hour of my time," she said, retreating back to her room.  "Now I have book."
 
    
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
    
 
   The thing was, rooming with Terra and Gerana, that wasn't even close to the oddest thing that had happened.  Kita did her best to avoid both Terra's experiments and Gerana's business schemes, but there were limits to how much avoiding could be done, given the size of the place.  There were reanimated frogs for a while, which Kita kept finding in her shoes, and there were roving mousetraps which worked a little too well—one of them chewed through half of Kita's sweaters—and so on.
 
   So the next time that Gerana knocked on her door, and then came in without even a pause and dangled the white collar at her, Kita wasn't entirely sure what she wanted.
 
   "Keeeeeets," said Gerana, exasperated.  "We need your help again."
 
   "Oh," said Kita.  "It's just that I'm reading this—"
 
   "Later," said Gerana.  "Come on; this is much better than it was before."
 
   Kita shook her head.  "I'd really rather not—"
 
   "Come on!" said Gerana, and huffed.  "We need a subject, and you're here, and it doesn't hurt or anything.  Just do it!"
 
   Kita wasn't entirely sure why she was doing what Gerana told her to do, but she took the collar and put it on.  "Same as last time," said Gerana.  "Just try to sit in the chair, when Terra turns it on."
 
   So Kita went back to the living room, where she really should've cleaned, only it wasn't like she even used the living room much, after the reanimated frogs, and sat down on a chair.  Terra fiddled with her board for a bit.
 
   "Okay," said Gerana, as Terra was working.  "The mind control should be a bit better this time."
 
   "Still not mind control," said Terra.  "A bit better at fine motor control, but the field doesn't extend past the cerebellum.  Honestly, I think the frogs would've been a better investment of time and—"
 
   "Nobody wants undead frogs, Terra," said Gerana.  "We have fully established the fact that nobody wants undead frogs.  Is it on?"
 
   "Should be," said Terra.
 
   "Stand up," said Gerana, and Kita was standing.
 
   "Smoother," said Gerana.  "Still not waltzing, though?"
 
   "Still not," confirmed Terra.  "She can do things she knows how to do with more control, but not things she doesn't know how to do."
 
   "Hum," said Gerana.  "Okay, um . . . ." she looked around.  "Right, okay.  Up on tiptoes, and stay up on tiptoes until I tell you you can stop."
 
   Kita felt herself swaying slightly as she went up.  It was, technically, something that she knew how to do, but it wasn't something she was very good at.  Only it felt like she was better at it now?
 
   "Go across the room, pick up that book over on the end table," said Gerana.
 
   It was a history that Kita had lost interest in—too much restating of primary sources that weren't included—and which she'd meant to put away.  It was kind of heavy, though.
 
   "Now, balance that on your head."
 
   That would've been hard enough to do without being up on her toes.  She started wobbling as soon as she picked it up, and it was really difficult to keep it up, but she sort of had to?
 
   "Okay, now, come here."
 
   There wasn't any way that was going to happen, but she had to try, so she started walking.  She got like halfway across the room before the book fell off, and she winced as it fell.  It hadn't been a very good book, but that didn't mean that it was right for it to be dropped like that.
 
   But she kept walking over to where Gerana and Terra were sitting.
 
   Gerana scowled at Terra, who shrugged.  "Still can't make them fly by flapping their arms," she said.  "And the thing about the frogs, right—"
 
   "No," said Gerana.  "There is literally no angle that I missed on trying to sell undead frogs.  Look this is already worth—" she turned back to Kita.  "Back down from your toes.  Then, jumping jacks.  As many as you can."
 
   Kita wasn't exactly an exercise enthusiast.  She knew what jumping jacks were, but there wasn't much call for that in the bookstore, and frankly, it seemed like a lot more work than it was worth.  But she started jumping, much more smoothly than she would've on her own.
 
   "There, see?" said Gerana.  "I could find a half-dozen buyers for that, as it is, if that was the only thing it could do."
 
   "What?  Why?"  Terra adjusted something on the board, then pushed her glasses up, and cocked her head at Gerana.
 
   "Well, first of all, you have to admit, she looks great like that.  Just the right amount of bounce, and then her hair's getting all messed up, and she's starting to get a little bit sweaty, and—"
 
   "We're not selling Kita," said Terra.  "You want to sell devices."
 
   Kita had already been blushing furiously at that description, but the pause that followed Terra's statement was way longer than she liked.
 
   "No," said Gerana, finally.  "No, you're right.  It's a product that I'd have no problem selling, but no.  My point is this.  There are like a million people who like the idea of getting into shape.  Package this with a voice recording telling them to do calisthenics, and that's it—they'll get into shape, no problem.  Boom!  Take our profit margin, multiply it by like a million, and we're done."
 
   "Hm," said Terra.  "Wouldn't need a voice recording; could just put the instructions on the control device.  But there'd be safety issues."
 
   "Safety issues?"
 
   "Sure," said Terra.  "Say that she breaks a leg or something.  With something like that, she'd have to go through the whole routine on a broken leg.  Needs a panic switch, or something."
 
   "If they can just turn it off, they'll turn it off, you know?" said Gerana.  "But that'd be their fault.  And maybe there'd be people who shouldn't be doing jumping jacks or whatever.  Heart problems and so on.  Still, that's one angle worth developing."
 
   "So that's it?" said Terra.  "It's not bad, but—"
 
   "Not it at all!" said Gerana.  "But let me watch this for a bit longer, okay?  It's pretty great."
 
   It'd been like two minutes, but Kita had already done about as many jumping jacks as she wanted to do.  It was getting hard to breathe, and her legs hurt, and her sides hurt, and there was what Gerana had said, and the way she was probably looking at her, but there wasn't anything she could do about any of that.
 
   Finally, her jumps started getting a little less regular, and then she just couldn't, and her knees gave way, and she crumpled to the floor.
 
   "Good job!" said Gerana.  "Okay, come here."
 
   Kita tried to stand up, and couldn't quite make it.  But she had to go there, so she found herself crawling across the floor to where Gerana and Terra were sitting.  And then, since she hadn't had any other instructions, she tried to pull herself back to the chair she was supposed to sit in.
 
   "No," said Gerana.  "Sh.  Stay here, rest up."
 
   Kita fell back down into a puddle at Gerana's feet.  She couldn't remember the last time she'd ached so much—she probably never had.  It was terrible!  Only Gerana's hand had somehow found its way into her hair, and she was fiddling with it, and there wasn't anything that Kita could do about it, and it felt nice.  But like, really nice.
 
   "Could you put in contingencies?" asked Gerana.  "I mean, you told me that I had to keep the instructions simple, but could you program it so that if they break their leg or whatever, they'd stop, and seek medical attention?"
 
   "Hm," said Terra.  "Probably have to get specific about the conditions, and too much programming would be—"
 
   Kita more or less stopped paying attention as they talked.  Yeah, maybe it would make their fortune, but she was more interested in trying to breathe, and the way her sides hurt, and her legs hurt, and the way that Gerana was twining Kita's curls around her fingers, and letting them spring back into place, even though Kita's hair was all sweaty.
 
   After a while, Terra and Gerana stopped talking, and Kita could feel Gerana looking at her, which left her distinctly uncomfortable.
 
   "Better?" asked Gerana.
 
   Kita nodded.  She wasn't entirely recovered, but she could probably stand up enough to go bathe.  And she really needed to bathe.
 
   "Great!  Stand up."
 
   She stood.
 
   "Now, go get a bucket, and soap, and a brush, and clean the floor in here."
 
   Terra laughed.  "Okay, yeah, fair enough," she said, as Kita staggered over to the sink to fill the bucket.  "It might not be the most efficient way to get her to do her chores, but it'll get the job done, at least, which is more than I can say for anything else we've tried."
 
   Which was deeply unfair.  It was just the living room floor, and that didn't matter.  And maybe also scrubbing the bathtub.  But what was the point of that?  When they took baths, it was filled with hot water and soap anyway, so it got clean.
 
   It was more than a little uncomfortable to try to clean the floor with the two of them watching her like that, but she had to do it, so she worked, doing her best not to see Gerana and Terra sitting on the couch and grinning at her.
 
   "No, wait, stop," said Gerana.  "You're getting your dress all dirty.  Take it off."
 
   Kita stood up and took her sundress off.  Terra gave Gerana a look, but Gerana wasn't looking at Terra.
 
   Kita knelt, to get back to scrubbing the floor.  "Wait," said Gerana.  "Stand up.  Turn around, slowly."
 
   Kita did, trying not to see the two of them, or the expression on Gerana's face.  "So," said Gerana.  "Still think reanimating frogs would be a better investment?"
 
   "Wellll," said Terra.  "I mean, sure, right.  This isn't bad.  But the frogs—"
 
   "Underwear too, Kita," said Gerana.  "Folded by the side."
 
   Kita could feel her heart racing, and not just because of jumping jacks.  If it was just Gerana, well, okay, she was pretty, and there was . . . but now, she had to do what she was told, and there was something about that that made her . . . .
 
   "Okay," said Terra.  "Better than frogs, I guess.  But the frogs—"
 
   "Thank you!" said Gerana.  "Finally.  Anyhow, you can get back to cleaning the floor, Keets."
 
   For a while, there was nothing but the sound of the brush against the floor.  Kita did her best to keep from looking completely obscene, but she also had to clean the floor, and there were limits to how much she could do that wasn't going to show them . . . well, everything.
 
   After a while, Terra shrugged.  "It's a nice view," she said.  "But I've got to get started on the next prototype, if we're going to make that deadline."
 
   "Right," said Gerana.  "Deadline."
 
   "Look, you're the one who set it," said Terra.  "I thought it was a stupid idea.  If you don't want to—"
 
   "No," said Gerana.  "We definitely need a deadline to work against.  But it's just . . . I mean, she's so pretty like that, you know?  And the way her butt moves . . ."
 
   "So, you're saying the exercise thing, or more trying to get to mind control," said Terra.
 
   "Yeah," said Gerana.  "That sounds good."
 
   Terra snapped her fingers.  "Her butt will be there later," she said.  "Focus."
 
   "Start with the exerciser," she said.  "And, like, make sure it isn't hackable?  Because that's going to be a mass market thing, but something like this one . . . limited audience, carefully vetted."
 
   "Sure," said Terra, and left.
 
   Kita wasn't entirely sure if that was better, or worse.  On the one hand, fewer people watching her clean the floor, but on the other hand, she wasn't entirely sure that she wanted to be alone with Gerana watching her clean the floor.
 
   Only when Kita was done cleaning the floor, Gerana took the collar off, without saying anything, and went back to her room, leaving Kita to grab her clothing, retreat to her room, and try not to think about it.
 
   Which she did, for the most part.  At least she tried.
 
    
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
    
 
   There wasn't anything more about it for almost two weeks, beyond the occasional swearing from Terra.  It seemed that they decided to go with new testers for the exercise collars.  Something to do with sensitization or whatever—Kita was grateful that she didn't have to do jumping jacks, anyway, and she had kind of let herself believe that they'd stopped with the other one completely.
 
   Until Terra came to her room with another white collar.  The mechanical stuff was a little more subtle than it had been on the other one; little bits of silver and gold wire, crystals and electronic bits on the back of the collar.
 
   "Put this on," she said.  "Gerana has some new stuff that she wants to try."
 
   Kita took it, looked at her.
 
   "Don't take too long," said Terra.  "We're waiting."
 
   Then she left, which wasn't entirely fair.  Kita had things she wanted to say, and there wasn't anyone to say it to.
 
   First thing she did was put the collar down on the side.  There wasn't any . . . she didn't have to do what they said, just because they told her to do it.  Only. . . . well, the thing was, there was the way that Gerana had looked at her, when she'd been scrubbing the floor.  And she was kind of curious as to what else they'd come up with?  
 
   Only she had a pretty good idea as to what else they'd come up with.  At some point, Kita had picked the collar back up, and she put it back down.  There was no way—Kita picked up a book, put it down, picked it up again.
 
   And then, somehow, she was putting the collar on.  Just to see what it felt like?  Only not.  And then she was walking out to the living room, where Gerana and Terra were sitting on the couch.
 
   "Less than ten minutes," said Gerana.  "You owe me a drink."
 
   Terra snorted.  "First of all, she’s fully dressed, so you’re the one who owes me a drink.  Second of all, given how much cash you owe me," she said, "I'm not sure you want to start—"
 
   "No, fine," said Gerana.  “But check this out.  Keets, pull up your skirt, and pull down your underwear.”
 
   Kita started, blushing furiously, but she was already doing it.
 
   “See?” said Gerana.  “Sticky.”
 
   “Well, obviously,” said Terra.  “She wouldn’t have put on the collar otherwise.  It's not like I put in the subliminals you added to the specs at the last minute.  That wasn’t my point.  My point was—”
 
   “Fine!” said Gerana.  “You’re right, you’re always right, I’m just a big stupid.  Put your clothing back on, Keets; we’ll do sex stuff to you later.  For now, clear off the coffee table, and pull it over here."
 
   She'd been keeping up with cleaning the living room, anyway, so the coffee table wasn't the sort of mountain of papers and books and empty teacups that it usually was; Kita cleared it off, and dragged it across the floor to next to the couch.  It would've been easier if either of them had helped, but they were content to just sit and watch her.
 
   She still didn’t want to think about why she'd put that collar on.
 
   "Okay," said Gerana.  "Get undressed, hands and knees on the table."
 
   That wasn't  . . . well, they said that they’d be doing sex stuff to her later, which she didn’t entirely want to think about, but if this wasn’t sex stuff, what was going to happen later wasn’t. . . .  She watched her fingers undoing her buttons, folding up her clothing, and then she looked down at the pitted wood of the table.
 
   “Okay,” said Gerana.  “We’re getting a little closer to mind control here, so—”
 
   “Still not,” said Terra.  “It’s just the inputs.  The brain is too complicated to deal with like that.  At least not with a thorough grounding in simpler brains.  I’d need to—”
 
   “Fine!” said Gerana.  “We’ll do the frogs next.  Again.  More undead frogs, what a great idea!  But my point is, this is supposed to affect your. . . here.”  She stood in front of Kita, and showed her a thin metal ruler, waving it so that it bent as it moved.  “So, I’m going to hit you with this,” she said.
 
   Kita wasn’t sure if she was supposed to agree, or ask not to be hit, or whatever.  So she just looked back down at the table, and waited.
 
   Gerana moved around behind her, and Kita tensed, waiting for the ruler to hit.  Only, instead, there were soft fingers on her inner thigh.  “That’s great,” said Gerana.  “Check this out, Terra—she’s totally into this.”
 
   “Not a surprise,” said Terra, and then she was behind her too.  Kita felt like she was about to die from embarrassment, but she had to stay where she’d been told to stay.  And then Terra’s fingers—longer, thinner, hard calloused—were probing at her pussy, and coming away wet.
 
   “But yeah, you’re right; there’s a lot of potential there,” said Terra.  “Suggests a whole new—”
 
   “No!” said Gerana.  “This project is almost ready to go; this isn’t the time for a whole new.  I’ve got buyers coming over in two weeks, assuming that this checks out.”
 
   “Fine,” said Terra.  “Shelved for now.”  She patted Kita’s ass as she went back to the couch, and Kita found herself moaning slightly.
 
   Then the ruler came down, and Kita yelped, lurched forward.  That hurt.  A lot.  More than she expected.
 
   “Good,” said Gerana.  Then she went back around to in front of Kita, and looked her in the eyes.  “From now on, whenever I say ‘Now,’ you’re going to feel that again.  Now.”
 
   Kita yelped, lurched forward again.  Gerana was there, and Terra was on the couch, but something had hit her again, just as hard.
 
   “Generalize it,” said Terra.  “Not exactly the same.”
 
   “Right, fine.  Strike that.  From here on in, when I say, ‘now’—”
 
   Kita yelped, and lurched forward.
 
   “From here on, someone is hitting you on your ass or your upper thighs, with the ruler.  Sometimes a little harder, sometimes a little softer.  Not the same place twice.  Now.  Now.  Now.”
 
   With each ‘now’ Kita squealed, trying to get out of the way of whatever it was.  “Check it,” said Terra.  “There are stripes there.  I-O is working right, anyway.”
 
   “Wait, what?” said Gerana, and she went around; her hand was cool on Kita’s ass, where it burned from where that ruler had hit.
 
   "Sure," said Terra.  "It's tapping the nerves, right?  So the body is convinced that what's happening is what you tell it.  I mean, it won't bruise, because that's broken capillaries, but increased blood flow to the point of impact is going to happen.
 
   "Now," said Gerana, and Kita could hear Gerana's quick intake of breath as the ruler came down, and Kita jerked.
 
   "That's amazing," said Gerana.
 
   "Mhm," said Terra.  "Be cautious though; I mean, if you tell her that her arm is chopped off, she could get necrosis."
 
   "Now," said Gerana, and again, a quick little breath.
 
   Gerana's hand was on the inside of Kita's thigh, soft, appraising.  "From now on, It's going to hit your breasts.  Different strengths, different placement.  Every three seconds."
 
   Kita wailed as the first one came down.  It was harder than any of the others had been, and it stung like anything.
 
   "Very nice," said Gerana, spreading the lips of Kita's pussy apart, probing inside of her.  "And you seem to be having a good time."
 
   "You can change that, if you like," said Terra.
 
   "Interesting," said Gerana.  "Hm.  Okay, Keets.  You're right at the brink of orgasm, now."
 
   And she was, just like that.  Kita gasped, shuddering, as the ruler . . . the ruler wasn't hitting her, that was stupid, her hands would be in the way, and it was right there, but it was, and it hurt, and the hurt was amazing, and Gerana was—
 
   "You can't come," said Gerana.  "No matter what else happens, you don't orgasm unless I tell you to."
 
   Kita whimpered, helplessly.  It hurt, but it had almost . . . and now, it couldn't.
 
   "Something's fucking you," said Gerana.  "It's big and hard, and it's moving in your cunt."
 
   If she hadn't been as turned on as she was, Kita would've been ripped apart.  She gasped, tried to keep from toppling over, as whatever it was moved in her, urgent, and almost too big for her.
 
   "Please?" she whimpered, not entirely sure what she was asking for.
 
   "Sh," said Gerana.  Her hands were on Kita's pussy, as the thing thrust in her.
 
   "I was kind of hoping I could see it," she said.  "But it doesn't look like—"
 
   Terra snorted.  "It's just her nervous system," she said.  "There isn't anything there."
 
   "But the—now—" and the ruler hit her ass, almost the same time as it hit her breasts.  Kita wanted to beg for that to stop, but she had to sh; she couldn't even make noises.
 
   "Sure.  That's her nervous system.  Point is—"
 
   "Okay, got it.  Something else is fucking your ass, Keets.  It's nice and lubed, but it's almost as big as the thing in your cunt.  Moving at the same rhythm."
 
   That hurt; she hadn't done . . . even with her boyfriends, when she'd had them, Kita hadn't experimented much with her asshole, and this was—
 
   "That's great," said Gerana, and while her hand on Kita's pussy didn't go away, her other hand started probing at her ass.  Which felt really weird; there were two things in the same place.  The thing fucking her was moving in and out, but Gerana's fingertip was on the edge of her hole, just touching.
 
   "Yeah, you can make her relax muscles," said Terra.  "But like I said, you really have to be careful; don't relax them too much, or they'll—"
 
   "Yes, fine," said Gerana.  "Now"—and Kita winced at yet another slap from the ruler— "Keets.  Would you like to eat some pussy?"
 
   Kita didn't want to answer that question, exactly, and fortunately, she couldn't.
 
   Gerana's hands stopped, and she slapped Kita's ass.  "C'mon.  An—"
 
   "No," said Terra.  "Don't give her contradictory orders.  That could break it.  Or her."
 
   "Oh, right.  You can talk again, Keets.  And answer the question."
 
   "Yes," said Kita, which she wouldn't have said if she hadn't had to.
 
   "Say please," said Gerana.
 
   "Please!" said Kita.
 
   "Please what?" asked Genara.  She'd settled back onto the couch, and was grinning at Kita.
 
   Kita groaned, as the ruler came down across her breasts again.  "Please, please let me eat you out, Gerana.  I . . . just, please?"
 
   Gerana ruffled Kita's hair.  "Okay," she said.  "You can come down from there, and come here."
 
   None of the other stuff had stopped; she was still being fucked, harder than she ever had been, in her ass and her cunt at once, and every three seconds, it felt like that ruler was hitting her breasts, at different angles, and different strengths, and it hurt so very badly.  But she was finally able to pull back Gerana's skirt, and bury herself in her crotch.
 
   Kita hadn't been with a woman before, exactly, but Gerana's pussy was lovely, warm, and welcoming, with a thicket of neatly trimmed black hair.  Kita spread her apart with her hands, and then started licking, tasting Gerana's desire for her, feeling her hips thrust up to meet her mouth.
 
   She was so turned on that she couldn't even think about what she was doing; she just did it; breathing and licking and touching, hoping to make Gerana happy.  Not because she wanted the hurting to stop, or more of it, or anything; she just wanted to be useful to her.
 
   It seemed that she was useful.  It didn't take too long before Gerana climaxed, her back arched, her fingers knotted in Kita's hair.
 
   "Terra next, sweetie," said Gerana, when she was finished, and Kita moved over, unbuckling Terra's pants, and then sort of trying to hold her up, and slide them down.  But before she could start, Gerana tapped her shoulder.  "Not like that," she said.  "Up, on my lap, your head there—Terra, you'll have to move so that . . . right; like that."
 
   Terra had turned so that her legs were up on the couch, and Kita was lying between them, her crotch on Kita's lap.
 
   Terra actually had really nice legs.  Long and slim and muscular.  Kita didn't seem them much—Terra was almost always wearing the sort of heavy-duty pants that would resist acid or whatever.  But they were nice.  Her hair was sparser than Gerana's, and blonde, and while she wasn't pushing Kita away, she didn't seem to have been as into it as Gerana was—not as wet when Kita started, not as responsive to her lips and tongue and fingers.
 
   "She's not bad," said Terra, after a while.  "But—"
 
   "Shut up," said Gerana.  "She's adorable.  And very sensitive."  Her hands were moving on Kita's ass, on her cunt.  Kita gasped, moaned, twisted herself around Gerana's hands, but it seemed like what she was looking for was always a few seconds away, not quite there.  If she could just—
 
   "After Terra comes, you'll be allowed," said Gerana.  "Do a good job."
 
   It seemed like it took forever, locked there on Gerana's lap, her face in Terra's pussy, but finally, Terra started to grind into her, moving to the rhythm of Kita's mouth.  Meanwhile, Gerana's hands were moving on her, firmly, possessively.  She couldn't come; it was like there was a wall there.  Instead, she was getting more and more turned on, utterly abandoned to the feelings in her cunt.  With the collar or without it, there wasn't anything that Gerana told her that she wouldn't do.
 
   Then Terra tensed, breathing hard, for three, four long seconds, and pushed Kita's head away.
 
   "Okay," said Gerana.  "Go ahead and come."
 
   It was the most intense orgasm Kita had ever had; her back arching, her feet curling up, muscles spasming, her face contorted with the strength of the feelings pouring through her.  It seemed like it would last forever, but finally she collapsed against Terra's thigh, breath ragged.
 
   "Right," said Gerana.  "Now, do that again."
 
   It was just as strong, but there was less left of Kita to handle it.  It was like she was being torn apart by the way she was convulsing; there was foam on her mouth when she was finally done.
 
   "And . . . one more time," said Gerana.  "Just for me."
 
   It started again, and this time, Kita passed out halfway through.
 
   When she woke up, she was still naked, but she was lying in her bed under the covers, with the collar off.  Gerana was sitting next to her, on top of the covers, and reading one of Kita's books.
 
   "Better?" asked Gerana, when she saw that Kita's eyes were open.
 
   Kita groaned, not sure how to answer that.  "Good," said Gerana.  Then she bent over and kissed Kita on her forehead.  "There's water on the bedside table.  And some figs.  Feel better!"
 
   Kita still wasn't sure how to reply; she just watched Gerana put her book down, and straighten her skirt as she stood up.
 
   "Oh, and—" she said, turning back, just as she was about to leave the room.  "We're going to be demoing the product in a couple of weeks.  Try not to play with yourself until then, okay?  At the very least, don't come before then."
 
   Then she was gone, before Kita could say anything.
 
   Not that she had the slightest idea as to what she would say.
 
    
 
    
 
   #
 
    
 
    
 
   The next two weeks were very strange.  Terra and Gerana were constantly busy, and every time that Kita saw them, she immediately found herself blushing and running to her room.  Which they found hilarious.
 
   At one point, as Kita was scrubbing the floor in the living room, Terra stood in the doorway, watching her.
 
   "Good job," she said.
 
   "Thanks?" said Kita, looking for a way out.
 
   "Would you like to get undressed and finger yourself in the corner?" asked Terra.
 
   Kita shook her head, but couldn't actually find words.  "Not sure?" asked Terra.  "I mean, you wouldn't get to come, but maybe if you looked entertaining enough, I'd let you lick me."
 
   Kita was squeezing the sponge; she hadn't noticed that.  She looked down at it, at the water running into the bucket, and still couldn't say anything.
 
   "Come on," said Terra.  "Give me an answer, Keets."
 
   What came out of her mouth wasn't so much a word as it was a squawk.   Then she closed her eyes, pushed past Terra, and locked herself in her room until she got some control of her breathing.  When she finally did, the sounds were muffled by the door, but she was pretty sure that Terra was still laughing.
 
   What Kita needed to do was to find a new flat, but she didn't do that.  The other thing she needed to do was to have an orgasm, but she didn't do that either.  She didn't even touch herself.  Instead, she just went red whenever Gerana or Terra looked at her, and spent like an hour every night in bed, tossing and turning, unable to fall asleep.
 
   And then, finally, there was a knock at her door.  Gerana was there, holding a long white dress over her arm.  A really nice, long white dress, the sort of thing that Kita could never afford in a thousand years on what the bookstore was paying her.
 
   "They'll be here in like three hours," said Gerana.  "You should go take a bath, and then put this on.  Oh, and make sure to shave really well—you're the product demo, so you're going to have to look your absolute best.  Not a single hair below your eyelashes, Keets, or there'll be consequences."
 
   "But, I—"
 
   "There, there," said Gerana.  She put the dress down on the dresser, and patted Kita on the cheek.  "You're lovely; I'm sure that everyone will be very impressed.  But get moving.  And just the dress, you understand—don't wear anything else."
 
   "But!"
 
   The door was already closed.
 
   "But I don't know if I want to," said Kita, to nobody.
 
   The time was coming to make a decision.  She could just blow them off, wedge something in front of her door, and wait until everything was over before coming back out.  Or she could do what Gerana wanted her to do.
 
   Thing was, she could always change her mind later, and this was a chance to take as long a bath as she wanted, without Terra pounding on the door, or Gerana sniffing at her afterward.  And . . . honestly, she probably was going to do what Gerana wanted, and she was pretty sure that she she didn't want consequences.  Gerana just having fun with her was terrifying enough, but consequences . . . she went to the bath, and started bathing.
 
   Shaving was more difficult than she'd expected.  Her legs, and her armpits, and the fine hairs on her arm were easy enough—she'd done that before.  But there were a lot of other places under her eyelashes where she had hairs, and some of those were a real pain to shave properly.  She managed to do it without cutting herself, but she had to tweeze out a lot of ends of hairs from places it wasn't comfortable to use tweezers.
 
   And then she went to her room, and put on the dress that Gerana had given her.
 
   It was really, really nice.  And flattering.  Kita wasn't sure that her legs had ever looked quite that long, or elegant, and the way it looked against her skin just made her look darker and the dress look lighter, and both her and the dress look better.
 
   It was probably the nicest present that anyone had ever given her.  To the extent that it was a present, which she wasn't entirely sure about.  But it was great.
 
   Would look even better with shoes, though.  And underwear?  Because it wasn't as supportive on top as she'd like, and when she sat down, it was going to be difficult to keep from being more revealing than she'd ever been.  Of course, once the collar went on, she was going to be more revealing than she'd ever imagined being.
 
   There was a knock on the door.  Last chance to barricade herself in her room, and wait everything out.  Kita swallowed, butterflies in her stomach, and went out to the living room, where Terra and Gerana were moving chairs around.
 
   "How many is he bringing with him?" asked Terra.
 
   "I still don't know," said Gerana.  "But try asking me another four times and maybe I'll have a different answer."  Then she turned, and saw Kita, and stopped there for a second.  There was something sort of shocked in that look, which raised up even more butterflies in her stomach.  Well, she was . . . she lifted her chin, met Gerana's look.
 
   "Very decorative, Keets," said Gerana, finally.  "Where do you think she should be set up?"
 
   "Have her by the door, so she can take their coats," said Terra.  "You think five people, maybe?"
 
   "I still don't know!" said Gerana.  "But yeah; stay over there, next to the door.  No, the other side, so you're not behind it when it opens.  When people come in, take their coats, put them in the closet, okay?  And don't look so worried.  Balan is a notorious libertine, of course, but he's also . . . well, he's not bad.  And he's scared of the government, which is is what's going to make this sale."
 
   Kita went to where she was told, and watched the two of them fussing around the living room.  What she really wanted was the collar, so that there'd be something making her stay where she told, other than the way that Gerana looked at her, but it was nice not to have to move tables and chairs around.
 
   Honestly, Terra and Gerana were way better at that sort of thing than she was.  Yeah, the floors were clean and there weren't papers and used dishes everywhere, but they made the living room look nicer than it had ever looked, despite the fact that the furniture was the same, and they were just moving it.  There were drinks out, and glasses, and a thing of little cakes, all of which looked classy, but that wasn't it—it was just the way things were set up.  Made them look better than they really looked.
 
   Kita looked down at her dress, and at her bare feet, and then looked away.  They were good at what they did, both of them.
 
   "No, but—leave the coffee table there, for when they're doing the demonstration."
 
   Terra shrugged.  "Not enough room for two, though—we could—"
 
   "No, we'll showcase one, then the other."
 
   "Can you—"
 
   There was a knock at the door.
 
   Kita wasn't at all sure what to do, but Gerana gave her a sort of put-upon look, so Kita breathed in and opened the door.
 
   There were a few people who were coming in.  Rich-looking people.  There was a little confusion as Kita tried to take all their coats at once, and then get them into the closet, but eventually they were all sitting in the chairs, talking to each other and to Terra and Gerana.  They had the collar out—two collars, both looking more or less the same, and then some other collars made with brown leather, that were probably the exercisers.
 
   "Mingle," said Gerana, as she went past Kita to get more cakes, quietly, but sounding tightly wound and exasperated.
 
   "But I—"  Gerana wasn't there to argue with, unless Kita wanted to raise her voice, and then she was in the kitchen.
 
   "Um, hi?" said Kita, to a woman who was going over to the side table to get a drink.  "I'm Kita?"
 
   The woman looked a bit like Terra; skinny, blonde, and intent.  She was shorter and dressed to the nines, rather than wearing a labcoat and baggy trousers, but the essentials were the same.
 
   "I see," she said.  "You're the one that Gerana's been crushing on for like a year?"
 
   "What?  No. . . " Kita hesitated, then blushed.  "Maybe?  I'm just—"
 
   "The evening's entertainment," said the woman.
 
   Kita looked at the floor, and didn't say anything.
 
   "There, there," said the woman, and she patted Kita's cheek.  "Don't worry; nobody besides Gerana is that interested in you.  It's the collar they're here to see."
 
   "Thank you," said Kita.
 
   The woman trailed her hand down Kita's cheek, to her neck.  "Although, Gerana does have good taste.  You'd—"
 
   Kita yelped, and dashed into the kitchen.  It was . . . she opened up a window, and stood next to it, breathing.  No way she could go back out there, not without.
 
   "Come on," said Gerana, impatiently.  She grabbed Kita by the wrist, and pulled her back out into the living room, sort of dumped her onto the couch next to one of the guests.
 
   "Kita, this is Balan Courdy; Balan, this is Kita.  She'll be demoing tonight.  There's just a little bit more we have to set up before we can get started, but if you've got questions, I'm sure she can answer them."
 
   Balan had professionally styled hair, and the sort of suit that cost more than their entire flat.  Kita had no idea what a notorious libertine was supposed to look like, but apparently, this was it.  He gave Kita an appraising sort of look.  "What are the production statistics on the exercise collars?"
 
   Kita shook her head.  "I have literally no idea why Gerana just told you that I could answer your questions."
 
   Balan laughed.  "Fair enough," he said.  "I take it the thing works?"
 
   "Oh yeah," said Kita.  "I mean, it worked in tests?  So I assume it still works, but . . . yeah."
 
   When Gerana had sat her down on the couch, Kita's dress had ridden up a bit, and since she wasn't wearing anything underneath it . . . she did her best to pull it back down into position, but it was hard to do that while sitting, and without looking even less confident than she felt.
 
   "And is there anything that compels you to put it on, or to not take it off?"
 
   Kita shook her head.  "I don't think so?  I mean, once it's on, I can't . . . if I started taking it off, they could just tell me to stop that.  But I don't think there's . . . I mean, maybe?"
 
   "Well, I have to say, from all descriptions, you're certainly earning your share of the enterprise.  I mean, yes, Gerana's been putting in a lot of work trying to sell it, and Terra's a genius, but the sort of risks you've been taking, and the—"
 
   "Yes," said Kita.  "My share.  Is.  Yes.  That's a thing that we've been—"
 
   Gerana showed up next to her, holding the collar.  Kita reached for it, pathetically grateful.
 
   "No, not just yet, Keets," said Gerana.  "Everyone, if I could have your attention for just a second?  We're about to start, but before we do, if you could all sit down, please?  We need the space for the demonstration.  Thank you.  Keets, can you go stand in the middle of the room, please?"
 
   "Without the collar?" asked Kita.
 
   "To establish a baseline," said Gerana.  "Go on, that's a good girl."
 
   Kita stood in the middle of the floor, fidgeted as everyone watched her.  "Okay, Keets.  Up on your toes, please, and then hold that position.  Long as you can."
 
   Kita went up onto her toes, and tried to hold that position.  She wasn't able to do it very long; it was like a minute before her calves were aching impossibly.  The people they'd invited mostly weren't paying that much attention to her; they were watching, but they were still talking to each other, drinking, eating various cakes.
 
   Finally, Kita stumbled, nearly toppled over.
 
   "Now, drink this," said Gerana, and she gave her a glass of something.
 
   Kita grabbed it, swallowed, and then spit most of it out.  It was impossibly lemon-y, and foul, and the little bit that she'd had was making her want to vomit.  She curled up on her knees, coughing, and Gerana was there, her hand on her shoulder.
 
   "That's it," she said.  "Come on, hold it together, that's my Kita.  Come on; that's it."
 
   Kita coughed again, explosively, and shook her head, tried to stop coughing, coughed yet again.
 
   Then Gerana put the collar on her.  "Stop coughing," she said, and Kita stopped.
 
   "Stand up, tiptoes—just like that."
 
   Kita stood up on her tiptoes.  Gerana put the cup of lemon grossness in her hand.  "Drink it up," she said.  "Swallow all of it, no coughing, no throwing up."
 
   It tasted exactly as bad as it had, but she was able to swallow all of it, no problem.
 
   "Well," said Balan.  "She's either a very good actress, or you've got something interesting."
 
   "Thank you," said Gerana.  "And as far as her acting goes . . .  Kita stay on your tiptoes, but turn around, so that you're facing away from Mr. Courdy.  Now, pull your skirt up—like that, thank you.  Now, remember the ruler from last time—it's going to be hitting you every three seconds, across your ass.  Slightly different locations, slightly different intensities, but all at least a bit harder than last time."
 
   Kita closed her eyes, tried to brace herself, and then the thing came down, hard.  She yelped, jerked forward a little.
 
   There was a soft mutter of conversation from the group behind her.  More, the next time it came down.
 
   "If there isn't anything physical—"
 
   "The input is entirely convincing," said Terra.  "Which is why the version that we're offering is limited—you could convince someone they were choking, and they'd choke.  Or that they'd eaten something, when they hadn't.  Which'll cause some digestive upsets, so we've put in controls to keep unintentional damage of that sort from being a problem.  But it's pretty great—Gerana, do the ass-fucking thing.  Only they're not going to do see from that angle."
 
   "Keets," said Gerana.  "Come closer.  Two steps; three, good girl.  Now, bend forward a little, and use your hands to pull your ass-cheeks apart a little.  That's a Kita.  Now, you're being fucked in the ass by something big and hard and well-lubed."
 
   "There is still the possibility of fraud," said the woman who'd talked to Kita, briefly.
 
   "Even if I'll admit that there's training that'd let muscles move like that," said Balan, "the marks on her ass are pretty convincing."
 
   "I'm not saying that the device they're showing us does nothing," said the woman.  "And the exercisers checked out.  But it's possible that training and other effects are combined to make this look like something it's not.  If—"
 
   "If you'd like to do your share of due diligence," said Gerana.  "We do have a second prototype available."
 
   Kita's legs were starting to feel the strain, but she couldn't come down from her toes, or move her hands to help her balance; she stood there, tried not to look at the man sitting opposite her, tried not to think about the way that she was holding herself open, so that they could watch her ass get fucked with an invisible penis, tried not moan as the thing thrust into her, big and hard and well-lubed.
 
   "The possibility of a confederate within our organization exists," said the woman.  "I'm not sure that—"
 
   "But you aren't my confederate, Nat," said Gerana.  "And I don't think that Mr. Courdy is a plausible confederate either.   If one of you will take the controls, and the other one put this second prototype on, I'm sure that the effectiveness of our product will be immediately established."
 
   There was a long pause, when nothing was audible over the sounds of Kita trying to keep her breathing under control.
 
   "Well?" said Balan, finally.  "I'm afraid that I don't intend to put myself under anyone's power in that fashion, not even yours, not even for a few minutes."
 
   "Fine," said Nat.  "But don't—"
 
   "As you pointed out," said Balan, "we really do have to be thorough; this is a major acquisition.  And it would be best if we focused on activities you would be resisting, if you were able to resist."
 
   Another long pause.
 
   "Yessir," said Nat, in a much smaller voice.  "But—"
 
   "Once the demonstration is complete," said Balan, "we'll remove the collar, of course."
 
   And then there was the sounds of a collar being fastened into place, and Gerana giving Balan instructions in how to use the device.  It seemed that it was a lot more limited than the collar that Kita was wearing; contradictory or impossible orders would result in the wearer going to a neutral posture in front of the user, and in the case of injury, the wearer would be able to lie still, and repeat that they were injured until the collar was removed.
 
   "And that's it?" asked Balan, when Gerana was done.  "It's on?  Functioning?"
 
   "Feel free to test it," said Gerana.
 
   "Stand up, Nat," said Balan.  "Put a finger on your nose."
 
   "It works," said one of the other men.  "But I can think of better places to put her fingers."
 
   "Sure," said Balan.  "Go ahead and confirm that there isn't anything physical fucking that nice young woman's ass, Nathiene."
 
   Nat was standing next to her, her hand warm on Kita's flank, her finger probing inside her ass, somehow occupying the same space as the thing that was fucking her.
 
   "Nothing," said Nat, "but—"
 
   "But you should remove your skirt and anything under your skirt, stand next to the young woman, and take up the same posture as her, Nat."
 
   "I don't—"
 
   "Silently, please."
 
   From the corner of her eye, Kita was able to see Nat getting undressed, her fingers working quickly and efficiently, and her eyes still not processing what was happening.  And then she was next to her, her thigh against Kita's.
 
   "Is there a command for that ruler," asked Balan, "or—"
 
   "Just describe what's hitting her, and how hard," said Gerana.  "The safeties mean that if you go for something too dramatic, she'll drop down to a ready position and wait for new instructions."
 
   "Your ass is being hit with a bullwhip, Nat," said Balan.  "Almost hard enough to draw blood, but not quite.  Slightly different place each time."
 
   Next to Kita, Nat started, tears at the corner of her eyes.
 
   "Huh," said Balan, and he was standing behind them.  He ran his hand across Kita's ass, and then Nat's, in the same movement.  "You can feel the ridging.  It's different than your girl's."
 
   "Right," said Terra.  "Like I said, the input is convincing.  I mean, yours has the safeties, but without that, you could cause actual physical damage."
 
   "There's an awful lot of potential here," said Balan.
 
   "For applications other than simple pain," said Gerana.  "I mean—Keets, you're no longer being fucked in the ass with the thing.  But you do feel intense physical pleasure whenever Nat touches you."
 
   She did—her hip was suddenly alive, where Nat was pressed against her.  "And if you'll give me your control for a second there—"
 
   "Nat, you can break position now.  You've got a big penis, and you are going to use it to fuck Kita.  First her cunt, then her ass.  Kita, Nat has a penis, and you're going to feel it when she fucks you."
 
   Nat broke her position, pulled away, and Kita heard herself whining about the loss of contact.  Then her hand was on Kita's hip, pushing her down to her knees.
 
   Kita landed heavily, tried to struggle back up to her tiptoes, but couldn't, with Nat holding her down, her legs on top of Kita's, pinning her in place.
 
   And then she thrust up into Kita's cunt, and Kita gasped, her legs still struggling to stand, her face pushed down into the floor, her hands still holding herself open.
 
   It was big and warm and hard, and it felt impossibly good, everywhere Nat was touching her.
 
   "No orgasm until you're told," said Gerana.  "Both of you."
 
   Nat was pushing in, hard and insistent, and Gerana could hear her gasps coming in time with hers, her fingers clenching in Kita's hair, on her hip.  Then she pulled out, and slid into Kita's ass, still wet and slick from her pussy.
 
   It was . . . Kita knew it wasn't real, knew that there wasn't anything there, but it felt so real, and so impossibly good.  She ground back against Nat, and was rewarded with the way her hands started to tremble, the feeling of her skin against hers, the pulse of her cock deep inside Kita.
 
   "Okay, Nat," said Gerana.  "Go ahead and come like a big boy.  That's right; let it all out."
 
   Kita could feel her coming inside, feel the force of her come, the way Nat's cock stiffened then relaxed, and when Nat pulled out, she could feel a dribble of come coming down her leg, though there couldn't be anything there.
 
   "Good job," said Gerana, "you can get off her now."
 
   As soon as Nat's weight was off her legs, Kita scrambled back up to the position she'd never been told to break.  Nat lay on the floor next to her, a glazed look in her eyes, breathing heavily.
 
   "It can open up all sorts of new experiences, is what I'm saying," said Gerana.  "I mean, like Terra said, the input is convincing.  It can't make the blind see, exactly, but it can leave them pretty sure they've seen."
 
   "What do you think, Nathiene?" said Balan.  "Convinced?"
 
   “I uh. . .”
 
   “You haven’t got a penis anymore, Nat,” said Gerana.  “And you feel great.  Full of energy.”
 
   “Wow.  Yes, okay.  There isn’t any fraud here, and this is just about the biggest opportunity we’ve been presented with.  If you could—”
 
   “And now you really want to lick Kita’s pussy, more than anything.”  That was Balan talking, but it seemed like he was close enough to the transmitter for it to work.
 
   Nat pulled herself up by Kita’s thighs, buried her face into Kita’s crotch, and started licking.  It felt good; it felt good everywhere Nat was touching her, but oral sex always made Kita a little uncomfortable.  At least, receiving it did.  And it wasn’t as though complaining would be a good idea.
 
   The combination of uncomfortable and really good was pushing her ever closer to orgasm, but she couldn’t get there, and she knew she couldn’t get there.
 
   “Actually,” said Gerana.  “Down, Nat.  Kita go to your room, and wait on your bed.  If anyone comes in for a visit, do what they want and try to make them happy.  If anyone pats you on the head and calls you a good girl, orgasm.”
 
   Kita pulled herself together, and went to her room.  She left the door open, though, so she could hear them talking.
 
   “And that’s another thing,” said Gerana.  “It’s not just the collar, right?  You can get people to be. . . roll over, Nat, and stick your tongue out.”
 
   They laughed.
 
   “You know,” said one of the men.  “If you don’t mind, I’d like to see . . . how well the collar will work without additional instructions?  Purely to test the capabilities of the product, of course.”
 
   “Of course,” said Balan.  “Go ahead.”
 
   He came into Kita’s room, and pushed her dress up around her neck.  Kita mewled, moved under him, melting as he pushed into her.  When he was done, he tested how eager she was to suck his thumb, to fuck her doorknob, to try and push her fist up her cunt.  And when he was done with that, he left her there, still fucking herself, still not able to come.
 
   A woman came in next, and used her just as thoroughly.  But when she was done, she patted Kita on her head.  “Good girl,” she said, and Kita tensed, came, hard.
 
   Then she left, and Nat came in, still wearing the collar.  She lay down on Kita’s bed, still wearing her collar and her jacket and not much else.
 
   Kita was supposed to make people happy if they came in to visit.  She nuzzled Nat, and Nat gave a little groan, but didn’t react.  Kita tried kissing her neck, experimentally, and there was a shiver of pleasure from the other girl.  By the time the next guy came in, she was working over Nat pretty well, running a hand across her nipples, her other hand on her pussy, fingers running across her clit.
 
   He had them suck him off; Kita’s mouth on his cock, Nat’s on his asshole, their hands twined together around his balls and shaft.  “About ready for the two of you back out there,” he said, when he was done.  “Come on, follow.”
 
   They followed.  It was part of making someone who’d come into the room happy, after all.  And there was the slight chance that someone would pat her on the head and call her a good girl.
 
   When they got back out to the living room, Balan had given Gerana a piece of paper.
 
   “And that’s for all of it,” he said.  “All the prototypes, all the blueprints and production information for the exercisers, everything.”
 
   “That’s a big number, Gerana,” said Terra.
 
   “Not big enough,” said Gerana.  “And all the prototypes?  I thought I was entirely clear about Kita not being for sale.  Not Kita, not her collar.”
 
   “I’ll give you another eighty thousand for Kita,” said Balan.  “She’s adorable.  But her collar is non-negotiable.  It’s got to go with us, and you have to agree to stop all research along these lines.”
 
   “But!”
 
   “But what happens when the government gets wind of it, Gerana?” said Balan.  “You were right to offer it to me, and this is about the maximum I can give you for it.  But this is way too powerful for what you’re using it for.  From what you've told me, once you put that collar on someone, you could have them for the rest of their lives.  What happens if you get a member of parliament to wear it under his cravat?  What happens if that happens to all the opposition leaders?”
 
   Gerana scowled at him.
 
   He took the paper, crossed out the number, and wrote a different number.  “And that’s it,” he said.  “Final offer.  And that includes Kita.”
 
   “She’s worth twice that,” said Gerana.  “And no; I want that one collar.”
 
   Balan shook his head.  “I had a feeling that would be a sticking point.”  One of the other women had brought a briefcase in with her.  Balan took it, opened it.  There was a rawhide whip inside, with a fancy-looking handle.  “You can keep Kita, but not the collar.  Here's a substitute.  It’s not quite as immediately effective, but if you use it right, I’ve got a feeling you can get very similar results.”
 
   Gerana picked up the whip, uncoiled it, and Kita shivered.
 
   Gerana gave Kita the faintest hint of a wink, and Kita shivered again.
 
   “Deal,” said Gerana, and then she signed, and Terra signed.  Nobody asked Kita for her signature, and fair enough.
 
   Balan took the collar off of Nat, which Kita hadn’t exactly expected him to, and the collar off Kita.  At which point, she was painfully aware of how rumpled her dress was, and the way everyone was looking at her, so she got up, ran to her room, and crumpled up behind the door, until they were all gone.
 
   After a while, there was a knock at the door.
 
   Kita didn’t answer.
 
   “Come out, Kita,” said Gerana.  “Hands and knees, out to the living room, or you’ll get three extra shots with the whip.”
 
   Kita hesitated, then she crawled out to the living room.  Terra was cleaning up, and Gerana was sitting on the couch, looking pleased with herself.
 
   “Come here, Keets.  That’s a girl.  On your knees, hands behind your head.”
 
   Kita did what Gerana told her.
 
   “Now, as you may have heard,” said Gerana.  “We’re rich now.  Yay!”
 
   “Yay?” repeated Kita.  Then, “Us?”
 
   “Well, sure,” said Gerana.  “Although money won’t matter too much to you, really.  Tomorrow we’ll start looking for somewhere big enough for Terra to have proper labs, and you'll get a comfy little cage in my bedroom, for when Terra’s not actively experimenting on you.”
 
   “But I—”
 
   “Sh,” said Gerana.  “There are going to be some rules.  No talking when you’re on your knees is an important one.”
 
   Kita flushed, and looked down, and then Gerana grabbed her, pulled her up, and hugged her.
 
   “Last chance to back out,” she said.  “Otherwise, go to my room, and lie down on the bed.  We’ll come in and tie you up pretty soon, and then I’ll beat you with my new whip, and make you lick us out.  And tomorrow we’ll go shopping.”
 
   Kita went into Gerana and Terra’s room, and lay down on the bed.  It was too bad about the collar, really.  But it seemed like there was a good chance that someone was going to pat her head, and tell her that she was a good girl.
 
   Probably, without the collar, that wouldn’t be enough to make her come.
 
   Probably.
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