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Kita was drenched in sweat, her legs trembling uncontrollably as Terra worked.  If she let her heels drop—when she let her heels drop—there was a copper strip on the floor there, and touching it hurt.  But the way Terra had chained her up meant that she couldn't move away from the copper strip.  So she stood there, at the side of Terra's room in the basement, facing the wall, and she trembled and sweated and let her calves relax, just a little, they hurt so much—
 
   And then jerked up, screaming into her gag.  It wasn't like a whiplash or a hit with a ruler, or anything.  It was like something had bit into her heel; not a little surface bite, either, something that cut to the bone.
 
   Terra was humming tunelessly, and Kita could hear the metal saw, and then the spatter of sparks.  She liked Terra, and liked spending time with Terra, but . . . she jerked up again, pulling against her bonds so hard she half-lifted from the floor.  But the trembling had gone to shaking, and it hurt, and she just wanted to lie down with a book, and maybe Gerana would . . . .
 
   "Interesting," said Gerana, as she came in.  Kita's legs were on fire, and if she relaxed even a little, it would zap her, but there was a faint movement of her hips at Gerana's voice, a hint of warmth in her belly.  Gerana had been training Kita.
 
   "Thanks," said Terra.
 
   "So what's it part of?"
 
   "Weeeeell," said Terra.  "It's not, strictly speaking, part of a project."
 
   "Ah," said Gerana.
 
   "It's decorative, though," said Terra.  "And you're the one who makes her walk around on tiptoes all the time."
 
   "Wasn't complaining," said Gerana.  "And it's not all the time.  Some of the time I make her crawl.  But as far as projects go—"
 
   Kita's legs gave out, and then her feet were zapped, both of them at once, and she was back up, not quite able to stand, not able to stop, sweating out of every pore.
 
   "We're okay for money," said Terra.  "Unless you've invested it all."
 
   "My investments are great," said Gerana.  "That's not the problem.  The thing is, though, I'd like to have something for Balan that'd be a real money earner.  He's got cash flow problems—invested a ton in those mind control collars, and now he's too worried about the government finding out to use them."
 
   "And you feel bad about that."  Terra's tone of voice strongly implied that not only did Terra not feel bad about that, she knew perfectly well that Gerana didn't feel bad about it either.
 
   "Of course I do," said Gerana.  "Poor old Balan.  Second-rate wine at his parties, and sad looks at me."
 
   "Uh-huh," said Terra.  "I went to one of those parties.  It was not second-rate wine.  Also, those collars weren't mind control collars.  They just controlled motor functions and the input from the nervous system."
 
   That, and they'd been . . . Kita had been their roommate before they'd tested the mind control collar on her.  Now roommate wasn't quite the word.  She lived with them, anyway.  And did what she was told, as well as she could.
 
   "One-and-a-half-rate wine," said Gerana.  "Point is, I want you to make him something that he will not be able to turn down."
 
   "Because?"
 
   "Because I want to help a friend," said Gerana.  "And because I want Kita's collar back."
 
   "Ah," said Terra.
 
   "Fine!" said Gerana.  "Mock me.  Here I am, trying to earn enough to get you a castle, and to get us the right to work on proper mind control—"
 
   "Castle?" said Terra.
 
   There was the sound of paper being unfolded.  "And," said Gerana, after a pause, "the owner of the castle is, by law, baron of—"
 
   Kita's feet slipped, and she screamed into her gag, every muscle twitching violently.
 
   "That is nice," said Gerana.  "But I'm not sure it has mass-market appeal."
 
   "The castle's on an island?" said Terra.
 
   "About a quarter of Tievaras Island is included in the property," said Gerana.  "There's a mining company that holds the rest, but they're willing to sell.  It'd take—"
 
   "The thing about the frogs," said Terra.
 
   "He doesn't want frogs," said Gerana.
 
   "Everyone likes frogs," said Terra.
 
   "Not everyone likes frogs," said Gerana.  "And very few people like reanimated frogs."
 
   "I like reanimated frogs," said Terra.
 
   Kita was whimpering softly, trying not to, hoping that someone would let her down.
 
   "No," said Gerana.  "And even if Balan liked reanimated frogs, we're not looking for a present for him.  We're looking for something that will make him give us that much money—" emphasized with a poke at the paper— "and also let us out of the parts of the contract that mean we can't make an even better collar for Keets."
 
   "Well," said Terra.  "I could probably do a death ray."
 
   "Not a death ray," said Gerana.
 
   "Oh, come on," said Terra.  "Everyone wants a death ray.  Of course he'd pay—"
 
   "It's not that," said Gerana.  "It's that Balan is a good customer because he keeps trying to stay a step ahead of the government."
 
   "A death ray would help."
 
   "A death ray would make him the government, and I don't think he'd be any better than the current government.  We want a consumer product that doesn't involve anything being reanimated, and which isn't too expensive, and which can't be used to install a totalitarian dictatorship."
 
   "So not a killer robot."
 
   "Not a killer robot."
 
   "I'll have to think about it," said Terra.  "Nothing reanimated?  People like cats, though."
 
   "People like live cats," said Gerana.  "I mean, I don't know why, but some people prefer boring pets.  Relatively few people prefer undead pets."  She walked over to Kita—she was about a head shorter than her, which meant that Kita's breasts were at exactly the right height for Gerana to bite her nipple.  Which she did.  And then she released the catch on the chains holding Kita's arms up, so she collapsed forward, boneless.
 
   "Come on," said Gerana, snapping her fingers as she backed away.  "Come here, Keets."
 
   Gerana had been training her to heel when she snapped, so even though there was no way that Kita could stand up after that, she pulled herself toward Gerana, who kept backing away.  In the direction of the bucket and sponge which Terra kept in her basement.  Which Kita hated.  But Gerana snapped again, so Kita followed.
 
   And was rewarded with a splash of ice-cold water, and a working over with a rough sponge, and then more cold water.
 
   Kita looked up at Gerana, feeling absolutely miserable.  Gerana smiled, her expression softening.  "Lovely as always, Keets.  Time for clothing, though.  And going out for lunch."
 
   Kita still wasn't up for standing, so she crawled along behind Gerana and Terra as they went back upstairs.  "I don't understand why you have her wear clothing," said Terra.  "I mean, it's not like she—"
 
   "Because I like taking clothing off of her," said Gerana.  "And because she looks nice like that, and because I don't want to have to eat at home every day, and there aren't that many restaurants that let us bring naked girls along."
 
   Kita didn't have a room, exactly.  She had a closet and a cage and a blanket in Gerana's room, and a set of shackles hanging from the ceiling in Terra's room.  They went up to Gerana's room, where she got a thin green-and-white sundress, sandals, and a gold and jade necklace.
 
   The sundress was a lot shorter than clothing Kita would've chosen, when she'd been choosing clothing, and the necklace was a lot more expensive than anything she'd ever been able to afford.  And the rule was that when she was wearing clothing she had to stand, so she did, even though her legs still felt like jelly.
 
   As they walked out the front door, Terra had Kita lean over, and pushed two fingers up inside of her.  They were still in the doorway, so people mostly couldn't see, but it was. . .  Kita gasped, pushed back against it, hoping for more.
 
   "Nice," said Terra, pulling away.  "When's the last time she's come?"
 
   "Not sure," said Gerana.  "Did you let her?"
 
   "No," said Terra.  "Not for a couple of months, anyway."
 
   Gerana gave a thoughtful scowl.  "Three weeks, I think.  Why?"
 
   "She's just been nicely responsive, lately," said Terra.  "It suits her."
 
   "Hm," said Gerana.
 
   And then they were going out for lunch.  Kita ordered food that she wanted, and ate it, and tried to come up with things that Terra might be able to invent for Balan.  It was friendly, was what it was, and normal, and that made it weird.  Because normal was being trained by Gerana, or experimented on by Terra, or kept locked in a cage when not in use.
 
   "—problem with anything involving saltwater," said Terra, interrupting Gerana's idea for tidal power plants,  "is that saltwater is an asshole.  It's always either dissolving things you don't want dissolved, or depositing salt where you don't want it deposited.  And besides, that's assuming that Balan is interested in building power plants—"
 
   "He has built power plants!" said Gerana.  "He owns six."
 
   "Yeah, but that's not taking a risk with anything.  He's interested in fucking ladies, is what he's interested in."
 
   The waiter looked scandalized, but neither Terra nor Gerana cared much about scandalizing people.
 
   "Not just ladies," said Gerana.  "Mostly ladies."
 
   "Fine," said Terra.  "But we don't have any sheep.  Could reanimate sheep, but that's no cheaper than live sheep.  How about Kita?"
 
   Gerana sighed.  "First of all, we're not selling Kita.  Second of all, she's great, but he's not going to pay enough for her to buy a castle."
 
   "Clones?" said Terra.  "We could do clones."
 
   Gerana shook her head.  "We'd just have babies.  I'm sure cloning Keets would give us adorable babies, but it's not a market I want to crack."
 
   "Could force-grow them," said Terra.  "Vats, maybe.  And then a memory transfer?"
 
   "Too close to mind control," said Gerana.  "Don't want to get lawyers involved, and Balan would bring them in, if we started things that arguably related to mind control.  Besides, I like her more as a one-off."
 
   Kita let herself breathe again.
 
   "Although," said Gerana, with a sidelong look at her.  "It might be fun to—"
 
   "Sex toys?" Kita blurted out.  "I mean, that's what the mind control collar was sold as, and he bought that."
 
   "Sure," said Terra.  "Wasn't mind control, but anyway.  How about this—you know how eager and obedient she gets when she's not allowed to come?"
 
   "Absolutely," said Gerana.  "Although it's also fun to make her come more than she can handle."
 
   "Right," said Terra.  "Maybe we can do both.  Something that'll keep her stimulated but not let her come, or which can set her off again, over and over?"
 
   "Hmm," said Gerana.  "It'd take some work to get enough money out of that to get us the castle."
 
   "That's your job," said Terra.
 
   "I, um."  Kita wasn't sure what she was going to say, but felt she should say something.
 
   "Yeah?" asked Gerana.
 
   "Well," said Kita.  If she turned and ran, nobody would stop her.  "It might be fun," she said, then blushed red as a beetroot, and stared at her hands.  That wasn't what she thought she should say.
 
   Gerana laughed.  "Okay.  It'd be nice to get Keets something new to play with anyway."
 
   Terra looked off into the distance, started drumming on the tabletop.  "Could be it'll need better power storage," she said, finally.  "We want it to run for a week or two; could swap in new batteries every morning, but it'll still be a drain."
 
   "Better power storage is definitely something that Balan would like even more than the wooliest sheep.  But concentrate on the orgasm thing—Keets here thinks that it might be fun."
 
   "Sure," said Terra.  "Probably have to try a few things with Kita, though."
 
   "Obviously," said Gerana.  "But after her training."
 
   Again, neither Terra nor Gerana cared too much about scandalizing people, but they didn't even lower their voices when they were talking about things, and Kita thought she'd melt into the floor, given the sort of looks that they were getting from the waiters and other patrons.
 
   Well, she felt like she'd melt for other reasons too, but.  It had been three weeks since she'd been allowed an orgasm.  And then there was the training, which was making her . . . not exactly like things that she hadn't liked before.  But respond to things that she hadn't liked before.
 
   After lunch, for instance, Gerana set up Kita on her knees, chained to the floor, and let her lick her out.  Only Terra had made something that would give Kita a shock every time Gerana pushed the trigger.  Gerana had put the thing right on Kita's pussy, and every single time Kita pulled away for air, or Gerana took a step back, she'd hold down the trigger, and keep it down until Kita's tongue was on her clit, or pushing into her.
 
   It hurt a lot, and it wasn't as though Kita needed that sort of training.  She loved licking Gerana out!  Only, after three weeks of the shocking thing, she did find her mouth watering whenever there was a chance she'd get to lick Gerana out, and the idea of stopping, once she started, was almost painful.
 
   The session went on for however long it went on.  Each time Gerana came, she patted Kita's cheek, and it was . . . it was almost better than being allowed an orgasm herself.  But then when she stepped away, it hurt, and it seemed to hurt more than the shock—she was learning where her mouth was supposed to be, and it felt wrong when it wasn't there.
 
   Then Terra came up, and watched them for a bit.
 
   "Progress?" asked Gerana, while she was out of Kita's reach, and Kita's pussy was being painfully shocked.
 
   "Some," said Terra.  "Looks like it's going to be a sort of belt.  Plugs for cunt and ass, control unit at the hip.  Thing is, though, once it's ready, she's going to come a few times before I get it properly calibrated."
 
   Gerana scowled, then stepped closer.  Almost, but not quite in range.  Kita lunged forward eagerly, and after a little pause, just out of reach, Gerana came forward and she was warm and wet and sweet, and the hurting stopped.
 
   "You have to make her come?" she asked.
 
   "Don't have to do anything," said Terra.  "But if you want it to keep her on the edge, I'm going to need data as to what the edge looks like, and the only way to see that is to push her over a few times.  Probably not more than a couple of dozen times, but could be less."
 
   "I don't know," said Gerana.  Kita gasped in a breath—it hurt—and then back where it didn't hurt.
 
   "Tell you what, though," said Terra.  "It'll have a remote as well, so you can use it for shocks like that.  And positive feedback as well; she'll be perfect in no time."
 
   "Fine!" said Gerana.
 
   "And you get to be the one pushing her over the edge," said Terra.
 
   "Deal," said Gerana.  "When?"
 
   Terra gave a thoughtful frown.  "Tomorrow morning, I think.  Let her sleep a little bit tonight, anyway—once I get it properly set up, it's going to be a while before she'll be sleeping through the night, exactly."
 
   "You'll keep it on at night?" asked Gerana.
 
   "You wanted something that'll keep her almost, but not quite orgasming all the time," said Terra.  "Nighttime is time."
 
   "Needs to sleep a bit, though," said Gerana.
 
   "Well, we'll work something out.  Lower level stimulation for sleep cycle, maybe?  But certainly not for the first few days."
 
   "Fair enough," said Gerana.  "Okay, Keets.  Run along and play.  Draw up my bath at the usual time, though."
 
   Kita didn't necessarily feel like running along and playing, but she did go to the library, and tried to find something to read.  The rule was that if she wasn't in use and wasn't in a cage she had to be dressed, so that took time, and then the problem was that she was going to be . . . didn't really bear thinking about, exactly.  But it was going to make it hard to pay attention to what she was reading, anyway, and there was an adventure-romance that she'd started, and there were some new histories that they'd gotten and which she wanted to look at, and . . .
 
   And at a minimum, Gerana and Terra had bought a huge library, even though Terra only ever read technical things, and Gerana would start reading, get bored, and then do things to Kita, a process that usually took maybe ten minutes between opening a book, and Kita gasping on her hands and knees.
 
   Maybe she'd be able to finish the romance.  The dashing pilot had fallen into the hands of pirates, but one of the pirates had seemed to be warming to his wit, and—
 
   And she was late for Gerana's bath.  Kita dashed out of the library, trying to run and get undressed and fold her clothing all at once.  It didn't exactly work, and even though she avoided major injury, Gerana was already in the bath when Kita got there, leaning back, eyes closed.
 
   "Tsk, tsk, Keets," she said, as Kita came in, knelt next to the bath.
 
   "Sorry?" said Kita.  "It's just I was reading, and the book—"
 
   "Sure," said Gerana.  "I think, though, when this project is done, I'll train you to be here on time.  Not with whatever Terra is working on, not with the collar when we get it back.  Just with a whip and a stopwatch and maybe letting you come now and again."
 
   Kita didn't like that idea at all, only she could feel the heat winding down through her lower belly, feel the pulse fluttering at her neck, so she didn't say anything at all.
 
   Gerana lazily lifted up a hand.  "You can get started."
 
   Kita washed her carefully.  Arms and shoulders and back and hair—Gerana had lovely hair, bouncy and curly and thick—and then legs and toes and then her pussy.  Gentle touches with washcloth and hands, nothing more than that unless she had permission.  Which Gerana didn't choose to give.
 
   Instead, she reached up, and started playing with Kita's pussy.  Kita stood to give her better access, holding her hands behind her back, as Gerana's soapy hands drifted across, up and in, no urgency, just a calm possessiveness.
 
   "Seems like it's going to be locked away for a little while," said Gerana.  "Too bad.  It is very pretty.  One of your better features."
 
   "Thank you?" said Kita, sounding strangled even to herself.
 
   "You're welcome," said Gerana.  "Well, at least we tested Terra's hair removal thing on it, so we won't have to deal with ingrown hairs or anything."
 
   "It hurt so much, Gerana," said Kita.
 
   "I know!" said Gerana.  "That was great.  Too bad the general market wasn't that interested.  But anyway."
 
   Another long stroke with soapy hands, then three fingers pushed up inside.  Kita moaned, her hips bucking, and Gerana pulled out, gave her pussy a light slap.  "Plenty of time for that tomorrow."
 
   Then she stood up, and Kita dried her off, and helped Gerana put her robe on, and then knelt and put Gerana's slippers on.  And then waited there, kneeling, face down to the tiles, waiting for orders, just like she'd been trained.
 
   "You look really nice, Keets," said Gerana.  "And apparently, I'm supposed to make sure you sleep well tonight."
 
   Gerana's touch had left her wet, but now she was way, way wetter than that.
 
   "Bathe thoroughly—no touching except with the washcloth, of course, then clean up in here, and bring the largest toy and the whip that Balan gave us to the bedroom.  And don't take too long about any of that."
 
   Kita had no particular interest in taking too long about any of that.  Well, maybe bathing, because even though the washcloth was rough, it was something, but there was a camera up in the corner of the room, and if Gerana caught her playing with herself . . . point was, it didn't take at all long before she was clean, and all the towels were up on their racks and the laundry in the hamper and everything else back in its place.
 
   And it didn't take much longer for Gerana to be wearing a sort of pearly fake cock, and for Kita to be leaning over the bed, her butt and thighs criss-crossed with lines from the whip.  She yelped at every stripe of the whip—it hurt, it always hurt—and then Gerana was breathing hard, and not because of her exertions.
 
   Gerana fucked her ass first, long and hard, and then she flipped her over, so that the lines the whip had left burned against the satin softness of the sheets.  She tied Kita's hands to the headboard, and her feet to the foot of the bed, stretched her out like she was on a rack.  And then she lay on top of Kita for a while, her weight on her arms, the fake cock heavy on Kita's thighs.
 
   "You are very pretty," said Gerana, her fingers tracing the line of Kita's ribs.  Normally, that would tickle, but Kita was at the point where any touch at all was what she wanted.  "But I don't want you to come.  If you get close, ask, and I'll slow down."
 
   Kita gave a nod.
 
   "Good!" said Gerana.  "Terra always has ideas for making you permanently incapable, but it's much nicer when you're capable, but don't, because you've been told not to.  Don't you think?"
 
   Kita didn't say anything.  Gerana slapped her lightly on the cheek.  "Don't you think, Keets?"
 
   "Yeah okay," said Kita.
 
   Gerana smiled.  "Good girl," she said, and then she moved, thrusting into Kita.  The angle was a little awkward and the toy was huge, but it went all the way in, right to the hilt, in a single thrust.
 
   "Such a pity," said Gerana, a flush rising in her cheeks, "that you're going to have to be locked away.  And that you're going to come tomorrow, and it'd take hours to get your properly warmed up."
 
   Since that night when Gerana had bounced into her room and told her to try on a mind control collar, Kita hadn't had any problem at all getting properly warmed up.  Ten minutes, tops, even if she'd just come.  But Gerana didn't want argument, so Kita just moaned, thrust back as Gerana pushed in.
 
   "Please," she said, and Gerana's thrusts slowed.  Didn't stop, though.  "Please!" repeated Kita, not long after.  Again, Gerana slowed.  A third time, and finally, she stopped, resting in her, her head on Kita's ribs, all her weight on Kita, a finger tracing the edge of one of Kita's nipples.
 
   "So lovely," said Gerana.  "So very lovely."
 
   "Thank you," said Kita.
 
   "Hm," said Gerana.  "Happy?"
 
   It wasn't something that Gerana had asked very often.  She didn't ask anything very often—she was much more inclined to tell Kita what to do than request her opinion.
 
   "Yes," said Kita, and the word was too small for the answer.  "Please!" she said, and her voice was ragged.
 
   "Sh," said Gerana.  "It's good.  Hold it."
 
   Kita fought it back, fought to stay absolutely still, not to notice Gerana's weight on her, the way Gerana's breasts felt against her skin, fought to control her breathing.  Finally, she was calm enough that when Gerana pulled out, it didn't push her over the edge.
 
   "Very nice," said Gerana, untying her wrists.  "Five more sessions with the whip and the toy should be enough to leave you properly worn out for a good night's sleep."
 
   One more session would've been enough for a good night sleep.  Five left Kita dripping wet, almost down to her knees, and incoherent with the desire.  And then, as soon as Gerana was convinced that Kita was sufficiently restrained that she wouldn't be able to rub against anything, asleep.
 
   Her last thought was that Gerana had managed to come twice, once with the pressure of the toy against her clit, and the other time sitting next to her, playing with herself, and listening to Kita moan.  So even though she'd been late for the bath, Kita felt like she'd done a pretty good job, overall.
 
   The next morning, Terra started by taking a few measurements, but before she could strap Kita in and get started, Gerana whisked her away for some shopping.
 
   "The thing is," she explained, as they were heading out the door, "that if this thing works as planned, you're going to be kind of a drooling moron for a week or two.  So now's the time to let you think and talk."
 
   "Thanks?" said Kita.
 
   "You're welcome, Keets," said Gerana.  "Also it's fun to dress you up.  Now, I know that you like narrow-waisted things, because you're skinny, but I haven't been able to get Terra to promise that the belt is going to be inconspicuous.  So, I've got a few thoughts, but let's see what they have."
 
   One of the problems was that Gerana liked Kita's legs.  Well, that wasn't a problem, exactly, but it meant that she tended to buy skirts and dresses that showed way more of those legs than Kita was comfortable with.
 
   And there were a few of those, with higher waists than usual, but there were also low-cut trousers.  Which didn't show an uncomfortable amount of leg, but the amount of hip that they showed was way more uncomfortable than just about any amount of leg.  And, naturally, Gerana paired them with shirts that came down to the bottom of Kita's breasts, maybe a little more than that.
 
   "Gerana?" said Kita, after putting on what she'd been told to put on.
 
   "Mm?" she said.
 
   "This is going to get me arrested for public indecency."
 
   Gerana laughed.
 
   "No, but seriously.  It's underneath my . . . if it weren't for the fact that Terra used that hair removal thing, people would be totally able to see . . ."
 
   "There, there," said Gerana.  "They'll be able to see your belt, presumably.  Which is the thing—an unexplained bulge?  Not appropriate.  A glint of metal where there shouldn't be?  Hot.  But until then, they can see that you're a pretty, well-groomed young lady, and none of the parts that the law says you can't show are showing.
 
   Her finger traced the line of Kita's hip, the curve at the bottom of her her belly; the shop attendant looked away, hiding a snigger.  "It looks lovely.  Only now we've taken too long, and Terra is going to be cross with me.  Come on."
 
   Terra was a bit cross with Gerana, but more or less gentle with Kita.  She was like that, when it had gone from playing to actual work.  She'd still do things that were intensely painful—during that trial of the hair removal thing, Kita had to be gagged to keep her screams from upsetting the neighbors, despite the fact that the basement was soundproofed and the neighbors were very old—but only when that was necessary, or when that was the point.  Otherwise, she was calm and polite and controlled, always saying 'please' and 'thank you' after having Kita adjust her position, making sure every restraint was secure enough to hold Kita in place, but not so tight as to cause damage.
 
   It was the hospital table, this time.  Legs fastened to adjustable struts, arms the same, and then sensors everywhere.  A needle in her arm, and then a tube so that her blood went through some machine, pads glued to her forehead, neck, armpit, top of her breasts, insides of her thighs, something else clipped onto her big toe.
 
   And then two probes, one for her cunt, and one for her ass.  They were metal, and cold, and they were big—it was difficult enough relaxing to let the thing into her ass, and then trying to take the other one at the same time left Kita a whimpering mess.  Which was when Terra put the gag in with the ratchets, so she could force Kita's mouth as open as she wanted.  And then another sensor on the roof of her mouth.
 
   Gerana came in as Terra got that sensor pad attached the way she wanted it.
 
   "Is all of this necessary?" she asked.
 
   "There's also a pad for her clit," said Terra.  "Let me just get that on, and you can get started."
 
   "Yeah, but the final product isn't going to have all those things, right?  Nice clean steel lines, something that can be worn underneath clothing?"
 
   "We'll see," said Terra.  "First I need data, then I can go where it leads me.  It'd be easier if she was a guy, though."
 
   "Easier how?" said Gerana.
 
   "It's a lot easier to tell when a guy has orgasmed," said Terra.  "It's a bit sticky, but it's an unambiguous response.  Little trickier with girls.  Of course, vibration is more usually stimulating for ladies, so at least it doesn't need hydraulics or anything like that.  I hate hydraulics so much, Gerana.  They never work right the first thousand times, I swear."
 
   "There, there," said Gerana.  "Kita is a girl, which is very nice, and the bad hydraulics aren't going to get you."
 
   Terra firmly held the last pad in place until the gel set; from Kita's experience, that meant it was going to be on for at least twelve hours, or until Terra used the solvent.  And she'd been stimulated pretty thoroughly the night before, so that touch was sufficient to get her moaning.
 
   "And now she's ready?" said Gerana.
 
   "Checking the read-outs, she's ready enough to finish in ten seconds," said Terra.  "But try to draw things out; I want as clear a data set for arousal and then orgasm as I can get."
 
   "Sure," said Gerana, patting Kita's cheek, then dipping a finger in the drool that was already starting to pool just below her mouth.  "Keets has lots of practice holding back; I'm sure she'll do a great job."
 
   Gerana drew things out for what seemed like forever, and then, finally, she let Kita come.  It had been a while, and drawing it out like that meant made her come harder than anything; jerking, pulling against the restraints, biting down on the gag, twisting into, then away from, Gerana's fingers.
 
   "Good enough?" said Gerana, when it was done.
 
   "Not bad," said Terra.  "Let me put in that saline IV so that she stays hydrated, and then you can get started again; I'd like to see the whole curve this time, from refractory to orgasmic, maintaining each state as long as possible."
 
   That process took long enough that they stopped for lunch in the middle.  Well, Terra and Gerana stopped for lunch; Kita was left strapped to the hospital table, gagged and plugged and attached to a dozen different machines.  And each stage was drawn out for as long as possible, which meant that the second orgasm was almost as intense as the first one.
 
   "And that's it?" asked Gerana.
 
   "I can take over if you like," said Terra.  "Everything's properly calibrated at this point.  But it's going to take three or four more, so I can tell exactly what the signs of a coming climax are.  And before that—and this I do need you for, because this is, like, one of your hobbies—take her right to the brink, then bring her down, four or five times.  I'd like to be able to compare what that looks like with actual orgasms, so I can tell how close we'll take it."
 
   "Well," said Gerana.  "I suppose I didn't have anything else planned for the afternoon."
 
   It was nighttime when they finished, and as soon as Terra undid the restraints, Kita slid off the table to land in a pile on the floor, wheezing softly.  Terra and Gerana helped her up, gave her a bath, and then Gerana took her to bed, and sat next to her, feeding her dinner.
 
   And that was it, for a week.  Well, not it; Terra spent basically the whole time working, and while Gerana went out with Kita several times, there was a sort of . . . anticipation to the way that she'd trail her fingers across Kita's hips and pussy, during her training, or when Kita was giving her baths.
 
   It made it difficult to concentrate on her books, one way or another.
 
   And then came the fitting.
 
   "The problem," said Terra, after Kita was stripped and her wrists secured to the basement's ceiling, "is that the most consistent response is a contraction of the anal ring directly before orgasm."
 
   "And this is a problem because?"
 
   "Because it means that it works better at telling if she's about to come when the secondary plug is in," said Terra.  "And that can't be full time; not without major anatomical adjustments."
 
   Gerana's hand moved back and forth across Kita's butt.
 
   "I have to clean her out every morning, then?" she said.
 
   Terra shrugged, worked something cold and metal into Kita's cunt.  She gasped, but there wasn't anywhere for her to go; there wasn't even enough play in the ropes for her to get an inch out of the way.
 
   "Yeah," said Terra.  "But it's a compromise; we'll probably have to keep the thing off while she's being cleaned out, and I want to see what she's like after a full week on edge."
 
   "Terra," said Gerana, warningly.  "The intent here is to produce a profitable consumer good, not to break Kita's mind permanently.  And you've got that sleep mode, so you can probably leave it on that."
 
   Once the thing—too big, too cold, too heavy—was in place, Terra tightened the strap, pulled the rest of the belt closed over Kita's hips.  Which was also metal and cold and heavy.  "Medical grade neutral surfaces," said Terra.  "And you can loosen it enough for cleaning without having to take it off.  Waterproof, too."
 
   "Good," said Kita.  "And the other plug?"
 
   "Like you said, you're going to have to take it out when you want to clean her out," said Terra.  The way the belt was set up, there were chains going along the middle of Kita's ass.  She spread those apart, worked something wet and slimy in with her fingers.  "It's got a lubricant reserve, and timed release, so when it's out, you can charge that up."
 
   Kita groaned as Terra pushed it in.
 
   "I figured I'd make it a little thicker than I needed, because you like putting things up her butt and keeping it there, but the consumer model will—I can get it down to maybe finger width?  But there's going to have to be a sensor there."
 
   Kita wished that Gerana didn't like putting things there quite as much as she did.  Keeping it there for a week, except for when she was being cleaned out?  It seemed like an uncomfortable idea.
 
   "That it?" asked Gerana.
 
   "That's it," said Terra.  "I mean, it's not on.  If you'd like?"
 
   There was a click and a whir, and then the thing in Kita's cunt started moving. 
 
   It wasn't nearly as bad as she'd expected—sort of pleasant, really.  Also, the part of the belt that sat directly over her clit started to pulse softly.
 
   "Hum," said Gerana.  "Doesn't seem that dramatic."
 
   "Sure," said Terra.  "If you want it to go over the top, you can adjust the intensity with the remote unit.  But the data I got indicated that longer periods of strong stimulation lead to numbness, which would set up a feedback loop, where she needs stronger and stronger sensation to achieve the same level of arousal.  This will get her there, and it'll keep her there, and when one mode of sensation starts producing less than optimal results, it'll switch modes."
 
   "Nice," said Gerana.  "Looks right, too.  Okay, let's get her down; I've set up lunch with Balan at the gardens."
 
   "You think it's ready to demo?" said Terra.
 
   Gerana shrugged.  "I'm hoping for a before-and-after sort of deal.  If it had been more dramatic, I'd have turned it off before we went, but this'll be a good test for public use, anyway.  And we can see how interested he is in the improved batteries that you've been working on."
 
   "Those are nothing close to ready," said Terra.
 
   "No," said Gerana.  "But no harm in teasing something like that; make it clear that if he keeps buying what we offer, there are better things just around the corner."
 
   They got Kita down, and dressed her in the clothing that Gerana had picked out for her; trousers that hung so low on her hips that the belt was clearly visible, and then a shirt that left the bottom half of her stomach bare.  It definitely got looks, as they went out to meet Balan.
 
   And the belt was starting to have an effect.  There was the way the plugs vibrated—both of them, at different times—the pulsing on her clit, and a sort of rolling motion up the sides of her pussy.  None of it was overwhelmingly strong, but it kept at it, speeding up a little, slowing down a little, one thing turning on just as another one turned off.  By the time they got to the gardens, Kita was definitely feeling flushed, and her breath was more than a little irregular.
 
   The tea gardens were somewhat out of Terra and Gerana's usual price range.  The lady at the gate was deeply suspicious, until she found out that Balan would be joining them.  Then had them taken to one of the nicer pavilions, just at the edge of the lake, and shielded from view by a stand of bamboo and a shower of willow branches.
 
   Terra immediately started in on the cakes and cold meats, while Gerana fussed a bit, tucking an orchid behind Kita's ear, and then arranging her on one of the low chairs, making sure that her legs were displayed properly.  "And remember to smile," she said, bringing her a cup of tea.  "Be cute."
 
   Kita wasn't exactly sure how to be cute, and since the thing in her cunt had started vibrating again, she was more concerned about being remembering to hold a cup of tea without spilling it everywhere.
 
   Balan came in, with Nat in tow.  The last time Kita had seen Nat, Gerana had used the mind control collar on both her and Kita, making them think that Nat had a penis and was fucking Kita with it, very hard.  So she didn't exactly know what to say to her.  Nat seemed to be more or less the same way, flushing bright red when she saw Kita, and then looking down at her notebook, trying to look professional.
 
   "So," said Balan, after Nat got him some tea and food.  "What have you got this time?"
 
   "Well," said Gerana.  "It's in early stages yet, but it seemed like something you might be interested in.  Terra?"
 
   Terra started explaining, and as they did, the thing in Kita's cunt stopped vibrating, and the thing in her ass started.  And the rolling motion along the length of her pussy started again.  She fought back a moan, tried to drink her tea.  Which was good tea.
 
   "It seems like a bit of a niche item," said Balan.
 
   "First of all, maybe," said Gerana.  "But it's a niche you're interested in.  Second of all, not so niche as all that—I mean, sex toys are a big market, and this one is pretty great."
 
   "Most sex toys," said Balan, "are there to provide satisfaction to the people who use them.  This one seems to be designed to frustrate the person using it."
 
   Gerana sighed.  "Yes, well.  Third of all, you didn't let Terra finish.  It's true that this is probably the best application, for reasons that I'll make clear later, but there's nothing stopping women from using it on themselves, and using the remote to orgasm when they've ridden the edge as long as they liked.  So even people who don't want to use it properly have a reason to buy it."
 
   "Hm," said Balan.  "It'd depend on the price-point, though.  And the reason why using it the way you described is the best application?"
 
   "You met Keets, right?  And you remember how she was like before we used the collar on her?"
 
   "Sure," said Balan.  He gave Kita a smile.  "She seemed nice."
 
   "Nice," said Gerana, and shook her head.  "And inclined to panic when someone noticed that she was gorgeous, and not willing to even talk about the sort of sex she wanted, let alone actually do it."
 
   "More or less," said Balan.  "I assume that you've been working on that."
 
   "More or less," said Gerana.  "But that is just part of the reason why I want that collar back, because the other way was really cute, and I'd like to be able to switch between them by giving her an order—"
 
   "Gerana," said Balan.  "The contract is—"
 
   "I'm not trying to weasel out of anything," said Gerana.  "It'd be part of the payment.  But that's not my point—my point is, she's still mostly like that.  Watch:  Keets, go suck Balan's dick."
 
   Kita choked on a mouthful of tea, started coughing.
 
   "And?" said Balan, as Terra thumped Kita on her back.
 
   "And do it, Kita."
 
   "I don't . . . I just—"
 
   "So, first of all," said Gerana, to Balan, "you can administer correction with this button."
 
   There was a shock, deep inside her, and Kita jumped.
 
   "Crawl over to him, get it out, and start sucking on it," said Gerana.  "Now."
 
   Kita dropped gracelessly to her knees, crawled across the polished wood of the pavilion's floor.  At least there were those willows, and that bamboo.  Hesitantly, she undid his trousers.
 
   Before Gerana had convinced Kita to help with a mind control collar she'd dated a bit.  Not very often, and when she did, it was seldom very serious.  Still, she'd seen cocks before, and she'd touched . . . she'd done what Gerana was telling her to do.  But it had been a while, and she'd never been particularly good at it, and everyone was watching, and the plug in her ass had started to vibrate.
 
   He'd started partially erect, and she bent over it, eyes closed, trying to take as much as she could, working him to stiffness with her hands and mouth and tongue.  It had been a while, and the taste—just having something in the back of her mouth like that—it wasn't easy.
 
   Gerana moved over closer to her, undid her trousers, and let them slide to the floor, then pushed down on the small of her back, so that Kita's ass would be better displayed.
 
   "The rear plug is removable," she said.  "If you want access, and for cleaning her out.  Otherwise, the battery packs need to be changed twice a day—we're working on an improved system, but that's a while down the road."
 
   "And useful for one or two other applications, I assume," said Nat.
 
   "Probably," said Gerana.  "But this one is pretty great.  Just . . . you know, wait for it."
 
   "Hm?" said Balan, who'd gotten fully hard, but who hadn't started thrusting; he was nowhere near close.
 
   "Say, next week?" said Gerana.  "You'll see what I'm talking about.  I mean, she is nice like this, right?"
 
   "Sure," said Balan.  "Though I'd have thought your training would've gone a bit further—"
 
   "I have not been training her for this particular function," said Gerana.  "But if I had the collar back, I could just turn it off and on, when I wanted it."
 
   Balan sighed, finally thrust.  Once, slowly, but at least he was thrusting.  "I know it was your project," he said.  "But that's genuinely dangerous stuff."
 
   "We work on lots of dangerous things, Balan," said Gerana.  "I mean, you don't see anything particularly dangerous about this one, right?"
 
   He moved Kita's head off his cock, tilted her chin up to look at him, and considered her.  "It's improved enthusiasm a bit, maybe," he said.  "It's not like mind control."
 
   "Or a death ray, or human replication, or anything else we can still legally patent," said Gerana.
 
   He let go, slapped Kita's cheek lightly, which she took as a signal to continue.  "And which you don't have."
 
   "Sure," said Gerana.  "But come back next week, and you'll see what I mean."
 
   Now he was thrusting in earnest.  There was saliva dripping down her chin, and she was fighting back a gag at every thrust, but she used her hands for some of his length, and kept doing what she was supposed to do, and finally he came.
 
   It had been a while, but she remembered not liking the taste, and that there was usually too much of it.  She didn't like the taste, and there was too much of it.  But as he came, the belt shut off, for just a bit, and there was something about that—it wasn't an orgasm.  She'd been close to an orgasm for a while, and this wasn't that.  But it felt a little bit like that, anyway?
 
   She looked up at Gerana, who gave the faintest flicker of a wink, and then nodded towards the chair Kita had been sitting on.  So she got up, walked back there, and sat down, wiping off her chin.  Gerana flicked a switch on the control, and the belt started again.
 
   They talked a little bit more.  Balan was talking about licensing fees rather than purchasing the patents outright, and Gerana was being politely noncommittal, and then Balan and Nat made their goodbyes; there was something knowing in the way they smiled as Kita as they left—she'd just sucked him off, so of course there was that, but this was more than was necessary.
 
   "Went well," said Terra, after they were gone.
 
   "Assuming that the belt has the effects that I expect it will," said Gerana.
 
   Terra shrugged.  "It works."
 
   "Obviously," said Gerana.  "Your stuff works.  The question is if it'll have the effect on Kita that I anticipate.  Anyhow, may as well get a control sample; Kita, go lick Terra out."
 
   Kita looked around, tried to stand up.  Gerana sighed, put her hand between her shoulders, and pushed her down, so she would crawl over.  "It's Balan's favorite pavilion," she said.  "So of course they're used to people fucking in it.  Now get moving; there's work you have to do when we get back."
 
   Licking out Terra was a lot more familiar than sucking Balan off, and it was sort of nice, with the breeze off the lake, and the sound of the wind in the leaves.  And when she finished, that pause in the working of the belt.
 
   "Evaluation?"
 
   "Maybe a little more enthusiastic than baseline," said Terra.  "Certainly more than you'd expect after the workout she got yesterday.  What are you building towards?"
 
   "See, she doesn't come, right?" explained Gerana, as they headed back out.
 
   "That's more or less the point," said Terra.  "I mean, not unless you flip the red switch."
 
   "Right," said Gerana.  "But when she gets someone else off, little burst of pleasure, then a break.  That way, it'll be a bit like she's had an orgasm?  Point is to shift her pleasure to someone else's pleasure, really."
 
   "Be easier with that collar," said Terra.
 
   Gerana flicked a switch on the controller, and the thing on Kita's clit started moving again.
 
   "Of course it'd be easier with that collar," said Gerana.  "But this is what we've got, so this is what we're using."
 
   "I don't know," said Terra.  "You're making a lot of assumptions; if that's what you're planning on selling—"
 
   "No," said Gerana.  "What I'm selling is an adult novelty.  And, frankly, Kita's going to do most of the work on that front.  Whether or not it works perfectly, she's going to be a drooling mess after a week of this, and she's going to look—I mean, anyone who looks at her is going to want something to make their girls look like that."
 
   The thing on Kita's clit turned off.  Just the rollers on the side of her pussy, and they were going slow.  But it was almost enough, maybe?
 
   "Not everyone has girls," said Terra.
 
   Gerana shook her head.  "They'll want one for their imaginary girls, then.  But that's not our primary market.  What I am attempting to show is that everything can be used for mind control, really, so he should just let us have the fun version back."
 
   "Hm," said Terra.
 
   The walk back was more difficult than the walk to the gardens had been.  Terra and Gerana were chatting away, mostly ignoring her—Terra pointing out that death rays would've made a more convincing argument, and then going on to something about frogs—but the thing was, it had been sort of  . . . well, she was closer to orgasm than she had been on the way there, as a result of their activities at the tea gardens, and while the belt had never been really dramatic in its effects, not like some of the stuff that Terra had come up with, it just didn't let her get back down from close.  Or beyond close to coming.
 
   Gerana was mostly ignoring her, going over her objections to death rays and so on, but she did have her arm around Kita's waist, steadying her when she stumbled, making sure that she kept going where they wanted her to go.
 
   Which was very nice.  It was nicer when they got home, and they took off her clothing.  Kita was entirely ready for whatever Gerana wanted.
 
   It turned out that what Gerana wanted was to lock her in her cage and leave her there, with a selection of fake cocks, and instructions to practice sucking, if she could manage it.
 
   Fake cocks, and a belt that was getting her ever closer to orgasm without letting her actually come.  It was possible it would.  Terra did make mistakes, from time to time, so maybe, if she just held perfectly still, and didn't clench anything, it'd let her come, and relieve some of the pressure that was building, constantly building.
 
   Terra made mistakes from time to time, but this wasn't one of them.  It just kept inching her closer, and not over.
 
   No way that she could rest with that on her, and in her, not much she could do in her cage.  So, Kita picked up one of the cocks, and started sucking on it.  It was a cheerful translucent red, looking a bit like candy and tasting a lot like plastic.  It was smaller than Balan's, with a realistically detailed scrotum swinging loose underneath.  Hands and lips and tongue, pushing it back to the point where she was almost gagging.  Over and over, until Gerana let her out of the cage so she could give Gerana her bath.
 
   There wasn't any mention of clothing, and when she tried to stand up, Gerana gently but firmly pushed her down so that she was crawling.  Yes.  Good.
 
   She washed Gerana, and was utterly lost when Gerana's soapy fingers drifted across her breasts, down to her belly.
 
   "Enjoying your new toy?" she asked.
 
   "Mixed," said Kita.
 
   "Good," said Gerana.  "As it should be."
 
   Kita wasn't allowed to stand up when they went down for dinner, either—she got her food in a pair of bowls next to the table, and while nobody had said anything about using her hands, she knew that she wasn't supposed to.
 
   Afterward, they let her stand up to wash the dishes, and then then they more or less ignored her.  She drifted into the library, but it was absolutely impossible to read, not with the rollers going along the length of her pussy, or the vibrator moving in her ass.  The thing on her clit and the one in her cunt only went on for short bursts, which left her breathless and panting, but stopped just before she was able to come, and didn't come back on, not for a long time.
 
   So she went back to her cage, and closed the door behind her, and practiced sucking on the plastic cocks.
 
   That amused Gerana when she took her out again, around bedtime, but Kita was beyond caring about that.  It seemed that she was going to be allowed in bed, or at least tied up at the foot of the bed, and that was great.  And Gerana let her lick her out, which was great too.  Didn't take that long, regardless.
 
   "Gonna use the zapper to slow you down a bit, tomorrow," said Gerana, sleepily.  "But may as well move things along tonight, anyway."
 
   After Gerana came, the belt shut off.
 
   Kita knew what Gerana was trying to do, how she was trying to manipulate her perceptions, but it didn't matter.  That thing had been going for hours, and now it was off, and while that wasn't an orgasm, it was a sort of relief that was almost like an orgasm, and it felt enough like an orgasm that she was able to fall asleep pretty much right afterwards.
 
   She didn't sleep well, but she did sleep.
 
   Whatever the sleep mode was—small twitches of the plugs, occasional movements of the other things—it was just enough to make sure that when she woke up she was desperately aroused, and that all the dreams she had were a murky confusion of needs and desire and pain.
 
   Gerana had left her tied up well enough that she couldn't accidently-not-accidently nudge her awake and maybe convince her to have sex, and Kita knew that if she made noise, she'd be gagged the next night.  So it was a long night of slipping in and out of those uncomfortable dreams.
 
   She was gagged, though, after she woke up.  And then Gerana took her to the bathroom, and flushed her out.
 
   It was something that Gerana had tried once or twice, and even though she hadn't been hugely interested, she still had the equipment.
 
   "A little bruising," she said, as she eased the plug out of her ass.  "That's a good look for you."
 
   Kita groaned.  Terra had said something about the belt being less sensitive to her being ready to come without that plug, so maybe if she held perfectly still, she could. . .  no.  It was in sleep mode.
 
   "No bleeding, though, skin still firm—"  There was the feeling of Gerana's finger probing around her asshole.  "Lubricant release seems to have done its job.  Looking good, Keets!"
 
   She groaned again, as the finger left, and the nozzle pushed it.
 
   There was way too much water, and then she put the plug back in, and turned the belt on again, rather than letting Kita use the toilet.  It left her feeling weirdly, unpleasantly full, and then with the belt on, also turned on.
 
   "Want a new fetish?" asked Gerana.  "Could keep it in sleep mode in general, and just turn it on when you're full like that.  Wouldn't be long before you needed it that to come."
 
   Kita was gagged, so she couldn't voice any objections to that scheme.  But she felt them, and it seemed that Gerana could read that in her eyes.
 
   She laughed, patted Kita on her head.  "And that's just part of what I like about you, Keets.  No matter what I do, the next thing is always a somewhat upsetting surprise."
 
   Somewhat upsetting and deeply arousing.  Kita knelt, rubbed her face against Gerana's leg, looked up hopefully.
 
   "Little longer," said Gerana.  "You can lick a little," she added, unbuckling the gag.
 
   Kita really wanted to lick.  Really, really.  The training with the zapper, and knowing that she'd get getting a little bit of relief for getting someone off—really, really.  Enough to distract her from the way her belly sloshed when she moved, and the cramps that were starting in her stomach.  But then Gerana pushed her away, and it was all there again.
 
   Finally, she let her use the toilet.  Then put more water in, and the plug back in.  This time, she made her waddle around the bathroom, and suck a fake cock before she let her empty out.
 
   By the time they were done and Kita was showered, Terra was looking for them.
 
   "What now?" said Gerana.  "It works; it's great."
 
   "Works for Kita," said Terra.  "But the goal is for a belt that'll work for a large percentage of the target population.  Now, the programing is adaptive—it'll read different things as arousing, and use that.  But I need to be sure that the indications of arousal and oncoming orgasm are more or less consistent."
 
   "Well," said Gerana.  "I'm certainly not wearing one of those."
 
   "Didn't think you would," said Terra.  "But you are going to get hooked up to monitoring machinery, and Kita's going to give you a few orgasms."
 
   Gerana scowled.
 
   "And I'll do it too," said Terra.  "And once I'm sure the project is sound, I'll make something fun for Kita—it'll help with the training you're working on."
 
   "Fine," said Gerana.  "But next time, tell me about this before I halfway sell the thing; I could've gotten Nat over for testing, probably."
 
   "Sure," said Terra.  "Now let's stick some monitoring tools into orifices."
 
   "Yours first," said Gerana.
 
   "Sure," said Terra, shimmying out of her pants as they came into the lab.  "First set Kita up with the copper strip in the corner, though.  Be a little while before you'll be able to get the readouts to make sense, and she may as well be decorative."
 
   The copper strip in the corner was the one that kept zapping her heels when she let them drop, and it was even harder to stay up with the belt on than it had been when she was exhausted.  She'd lose track of where she was, and what she was doing, and then it hurt enough to remind her.
 
   Finally, Gerana came back and unhooked her.  Terra was up on the table, not strapped in, and with way fewer things in fewer orifices than Kita had been given.  "Lick," said Gerana, watching a monitor.  "Take your time, though."
 
   Slow was hard; she wanted it too badly.  Terra had the remote, and used it to slow Kita down, which was . . . it hurt, and she hated it, but it also helped, because it wasn't the good feelings she'd been having there for more than a day already.
 
   Eventually, even keeping it slow, Terra came, and Kita knew that she hadn't come, that they'd just shut the belt off.  But it felt almost like it; the knots in her stomach loosened, and it was like a wave of relaxation washing over her.
 
   "I think I have it?" said Gerana.  "I mean, I don't know what the numbers mean, but I have numbers?"
 
   "Good enough," said Terra.  "Once more, Keets, and then it's Gerana's turn."
 
   It was the same the second time around.  And all four times with Gerana.  And then it was back in her cage, sucking on things, and hoping to be allowed to make someone come.
 
   That night, Gerana didn't take her out of the cage, and the next morning was a haze of need and want and sucking on things, and then finally being allowed to empty the water from her bowels, and then she licked someone out—Gerana?  And she had a breather.
 
   It got worse, and stayed worse.  Constant changes in the stimulation—there was a little twist at the end of the cycle with the thing on her clit, and the vibrator in her ass was buzzing more often, and it just wouldn't stop.  Sometimes she was asleep, and sometimes she was awake, but she hardly noticed the difference; there was nothing but the pressure, the desire to finish without the ability.
 
   Two days later?  Three?  They shut off the belt completely, after Gerana had cleaned her out, for long enough that she could almost think.
 
   "New toy," said Terra.
 
   She gave Kita another silicone cock, this one a little bigger than the ones that she had in her cage, and which felt heavier.  "If you suck this one right, it'll be like you made someone come.  If you aren't gentle with it, though, it's going to hurt you.  Understand?"
 
   "Yeah, I—"
 
   The belt went back on, and Kita started sucking.  And then there was a jolt in her ass.  She looked up at Terra, whined.
 
   "Suck gently," said Terra.  "There are sensors in the scrotum as well, and the more that are tripped at once, the faster the counter will advance."
 
   Oh.
 
   The scrotum wasn't an exact replica—little smoother than a real one, no hair—but Kita cupped it, moved it gently as she dipped her mouth on the head, then the shaft.  Squeezed—another shock in her ass.
 
   "Seems to be doing its job," said Gerana, scratching Kita at the point where her shoulder blades met.  It had been a while since Kita had been allowed to stand up, and it seemed that they were pretty much used to it at that point.
 
   "Yeah," said Terra.  "Another product for you to sell, though if you want it for more general use, I'd have to come up with some other reward/punishment feedback."
 
   "How long before she gets it off?"
 
   Terra shrugged.  "Since she hasn't been doing anything else, I put the counter up at the maximum.  Three, four hours at the start, probably, but I'm sure she'll get that number down with practice."
 
   Gerana nodded.  "May have to set the maximum higher if she gets it down too far, though."
 
   "That, and it's going to need a better battery pack," said Terra.  "This one plugs in, anyway."
 
   Four hours sucking on a cock?  The thing on her clit stopped moving, and the things along the length of her pussy started—from her experience, that meant that she'd been turned on by something.
 
   Gerana led her back to her cage, plugged the new toy into an outlet, and left to do some shopping or something—the belt had been on long enough that Kita couldn't really pay that much attention to anything much besides sex.
 
   Whether it was three hours or four or ten, after about a thousand shocks, Kita had finally sucked her toy long enough for it to give her a respite.  Not a long one, and as soon as the belt started again, she started sucking again.  Sucking, working with her fingers and hands, rubbing whatever parts of her could get at it until it turned off the belt again, just for a little.
 
   And that was how her time went.
 
   There were exceptions—the morning cleaning, where Gerana would play with her a bit, the times when Terra or Gerana decided to use her, which were great.  That training was a little less complicated than with the cock, because she already knew what made them happy, and they didn't take as long as the new toy did to finish, and also skin and juices tasted better than medically neutral surfaces, and also it made Gerana happy, and being able to see her smile like that, when she'd just come . . . but mostly it was the new toy, over and over.
 
   By the time the week had passed, it didn't take nearly as long for Kita to get the toy to trigger.  Instead of changing the maximum time, though, they'd just restrained more and more of her, until the only thing she could use on it was her mouth, and even with that, she was getting breaks pretty regularly.
 
   "There's no way we can take her out in public like this," said Gerana, during one of those breaks.  "We'll have to—"
 
   "Could use a packing crate," said Terra.  "Wouldn't be the first time Balan had a dubious packing crate delivered to his pavilion in the tea gardens."
 
   "Maybe," said Gerana.  "But it would be simpler to host here.  And I think that not being able to go out in public is sort of a selling point.  Also, also, when we flip the red switch, she's going to be loud."
 
   "Wouldn't be the first time Balan had someone loud in his pavilion either," said Terra.
 
   "Probably not this loud, though," said Gerana.  "I mean, look at her."
 
   The belt had turned on, so Kita was working at the cock again.  All the way in, then all the way out, then all the way in, and sticking her tongue out as far as it would go, to flip the triggers on the scrotum.
 
   "Might be right.  And since I don't think that she's going to be up to mopping the floor, you've got a job ahead of you."
 
   "We've got a job ahead of us," corrected Gerana.  "Oh, and we're probably going to want to get her into pants."
 
   She touched Kita's leg, right over the knee, and Kita moaned around the cock, and the thing in her cunt switched off, and the one in her ass started going, but on low.  She was so close, so close, always so very close.
 
   "See?" said Gerana.  "Sopping wet.  Pants would heighten that."
 
   "Maybe," said Terra.  "But her legs do look very nice."
 
   "I know!  But—"
 
   Kita wasn't paying attention any more.  She was working at the toy, her hands cuffed behind her back, her legs cuffed together, and the belt keeping her right at the point where all she could think about was coming, but where she couldn't come from the sensations she was having.
 
   Eventually, they came and set her up in the living room.  Collar chained to the floor, but nothing else holding her in place.  No pants, and no toy to suck on, which felt weird and lonely and upsetting.
 
   When Balan showed up, Kita's hips were constantly shifting, her mouth open, hoping that they'd let her—
 
   "So it's been a week," said Gerana.  "And as you might have expected, there've been some changes in demeanor."
 
   "Some," said Balan.
 
   Gerana sighed.  "If you think this is all an act, we can run the belt on Nat for a week, and you'll be able to test against someone who isn't trying to sell you anything."
 
   "That's not necessary," said Nat, quickly.  "I mean, I think that—"
 
   "If it works, it doesn't have to be hand-fitted," said Balan.  "But you were implying that you expected more than changes in demeanor."
 
   "Absolutely," said Gerana.  "But first, let's take a look at those?"
 
   Her hand caressed the length of Kita's inner thigh, and everything except the vibrator in her ass shut down, and Kita could barely keep up on her hands and knees.  "Lubricating pretty well, wouldn't you say?" said Gerana, holding her hand up.
 
   "Not saying it's not amazing," said Balan.  "But—"
 
   "Fine," said Gerana.  She unhooked Kita's collar from the chain.  "Go suck him off," she said.
 
   Kita scrambled across the floor, got his pants open, down, got his cock down her throat.  The whole length of it, and then her fingers were working on his scrotum, her tongue flicking down, moving down as he stiffened inside of her.
 
   It tasted better than the toy, and was warm and velvet against her tongue, in the back of her throat; she gave an appreciative moan, and kept working at it, just like the toy had taught her; stimulation up to the point of too much, but not past it.
 
   "There's another tool which we used in the training, but it's based around the belt, really—the designs would be included in the patents available for sale."
 
   Balan gave an incoherent noise in response.  Kita had barely gotten started when he fountained inside of her.  The belt shut off as she swallowed it down, and she curled up happily, the wave of relaxation following, just like it always did.
 
   "It's still a niche item," said Nat.
 
   "How much do you think guys would pay for that sort of blowjob?" asked Gerana.  "I mean, the fact is, you could use it to teach other skills, but this one—"
 
   "There's a market," said Balan, his eyes half-lidded, his speech slightly slurred.  "But you do know that it's kind of a fucked-up market.  I mean, not everyone who wants a sex slave finds someone as amenable as Kita, and this wouldn't distinguish between someone who's interested in learning, and someone being made to learn."
 
   "First of all," said Gerana, "Kita is a full partner and a valuable member of our team."
 
   Kita looked up at her with a sour look, and Gerana winked at her, turned the belt back on.  "And second of all, this is why we're talking with you, rather than Carser or Rine.  I mean, you've done a really limited use for the mind control thing—"
 
   "It's not mind control," said Terra.
 
   "Point is, the sort of clinical use you've been doing is safe and non-abusive, and the only people you've stolen secrets from are genuinely dangerous."
 
   Balan started, then gave a half-smile.  "And you know a lot more than I would've expected."
 
   Gerana shrugged.  "I may have reinvested some of our profits in learning things," she said.  "And third of all, once we find a buyer for this, we'll have an island with a castle, and Terra will put together some defenses, so that'll be more your problem than ours."
 
   Balan considered, then gave a half shrug.  "And fourth of all, if I don't pay what you want, there's Carser or Rine.  Worth considering.  But I recall this initially being pitched as something that women will buy as a sex toy.  I'm not sure how many women are going to spend money for something that'll turn them into that."
 
   "Sure," said Gerana.  "So, this is the pro version; your techs can put together something that won't work for more than a few hours at a time, and is just better and more responsive than any sex toy on the market.  They're good at crappy knock-offs, and you know it.  And as far as why a woman might want the pro version—"
 
   The rollers had been working the length of Kita's pussy, and the thing on her clit had been giving the occasional shiver.  Gerana flipped a switch on the remote, and both vibrators switched on.  Kita looked up, suddenly panicked, but Gerana wasn't looking at her, and Terra had taken up a perch on the chair in the corner, and was reading one of her technical journals.
 
   Nat was watching, though, and Balan.
 
   It was closer than she'd ever been, and then closer, and then—
 
   It was an orgasm like a punch in the stomach that didn't stop.  She couldn't breathe at all, there were spots behind her eyes and every single muscle in her body was spasming out of control.
 
   A gasp of air, no more than that—it kept going, all of it, wringing one convulsion after another out of her.  It was good, it was great, it was better than that, and it was awful; so much pleasure it hurt, so much pain it was pleasure.
 
   When it eased up, she was lying on the floor, trying to breathe, trying to stop crying, trying to crawl over to Gerana and hold her forever.
 
   "There are women who might want something like that from time to time.  Call it a niche market."
 
   "One or two, perhaps," said Balan.
 
   Gerana handed him a piece of paper.  "That's what you'll pay," she said.  "That, and Kita's collar back."
 
   "And you'll come to me first, when you have something relevant?"
 
   "For another twenty thousand, sure."
 
   "For what you're asking," said Balan.
 
   "Take it," said Terra, not looking up from her journal.
 
   "Apparently, we'll take it," said Gerana.  They shook hands, and started signing things.  And Kita's belt came back to life.  She was sore, and drained, and wanted to . . . the rollers, and also the thing on her clit.
 
   Maybe they'd let her suck on something else soon.
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