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1. Etsuko – The chastity plug.

No matter which way she twisted, Etsuko couldn’t find a comfortable position. It wasn’t the cushioned chair causing the problem, it was the cunning chastity device the academy’s discipline panel had sentenced her to wear. The slim, smooth phallus in her quim wasn’t the issue, it was the flat strip of titanium pressing against her clitoral ridge that was so uncomfortable.

She couldn’t even make a fuss, or complain to anyone, for she was also wearing a punishment collar. The hated device restricted her speech to a couple of acceptable phrases, like ‘Yes, Ma’am’ and ‘No, Sir’.

It had been a bad week. On Monday, she finally got her hands on a cell-phone, minus a sim card. The next morning during a surprise search of the dorm, the phone was discovered among her possessions. The disciplinary panel promptly sentenced her to a week wearing the collar.

Then, still reeling from the loss of the phone, she swam the canal and broke into the boy’s dorm. An older girl she trusted told her that a phone was on offer for sex and she took the bait.

It was a set-up. She was caught with her panties around her ankles, showing her pussy to the lad, when they were disturbed. The consequences were a day in solitary confinement, continued collaring and a spell of wearing the invasive chastity plug.

Etsuko looked over her shoulder and caught Himara’s eye, then noticed Yuzuki watching her like a hawk from the back of the room. The heavyweight girl was another reason why she wanted out, for she was gaining in popularity, while Etsuko’s influence was waning.

Getting caught so often shattered her standing among her small group of friends. Another part of the punishment for crossing the canal, and breaking into the boy’s dormitory, was that all 6 girls in her dorm lost their privileges.

Most of her friends turned against her and she was expecting trouble as soon as the girls had a chance to mobilize into a mob. She anxiously wondered what kind of reception she was going to get later, when she returned to the dorm.

Etsuko was eighteen, soon to be nineteen, and could look after herself, but when the odds were four against one, she didn’t stand a chance. She couldn’t even give her enemies a verbal lashing, due to the collar, which put her at a huge disadvantage. The Vice Principal didn’t realize it, but he had made her a target for the bullies, like Yuzuki and her gang.

It was only ten minutes before the bell would mark the end of the class. She finished the math paper with half an hour to go and had been doodling ever since. She was streets ahead of the rest of her year, so spent most of her time daydreaming during lessons, mulling over her incarceration at the academy.

The ‘Toyushi Academy for Girls’, was midway between a youth detention centre and an adult prison. It housed girls and boys between the ages of 18 and 21. The grounds were ringed by twin 10-foot-high chain link fences and to Etsuko’s mind were no different from those she had seen at concentration camps. The exterior guards patrolling within the twin fences were male, while the interior warders in the girls section of the academy were female.

The academy was split into two separate buildings, to keep the boys and girls apart. The authorities were helped by a broad canal that ran through the grounds and could only be crossed in two places.

Etsuko and the other 59 girls in Alpha year had spent varying amounts of time in remand centres and then moved to the Academy when they were 18. Toyushi was designed to prepare the kids for a life in the outside world, but it was a tough institution and almost as draconian as the remand centres and prisons.

The lessons had been remarkably quiet and the girls well-behaved, since the crackdown. Collars were used regularly to aid with discipline, but her indefinite sentence was a first. The message was simple. Step out of line and they would respond by fitting more collars. Thankfully, they didn’t mention the vaginal plug in assembly, so none of the other girls knew about her lower discomfort.

The second hand on the clock was approaching the top, so she dropped her pen and calculator in her bag and waited for the bell. The classroom came alive when the silence was broken by the old-fashioned ringing bell. No one moved though, for they were waiting for Mr. Matsue to either collect the test paper or task one of the girls to do it.

The middle-aged teacher swept his greying hair to one side and scanned the room. “Yamada, collect the papers. The rest of you can go.”

There was a burst of activity as the rest of the girls stood and noisily filed out. A girl in the row behind her clipped her head with her bag as she passed. She turned and made a mental note of the girl – Sasaki, one of Yuzuki’s bitches. She rubbed her head and fiddled with her bunches while she waited for the last girl to leave and the door to close.

Only then did she rise and start collecting the papers. Mr. Matsue deliberately chose her because of their previous deal. He had sourced the cell-phone for her but hadn’t supplied the sim card before a search of the dormitory turned it up. It was an expensive handset. Etsuko had performed six sex acts and a further three were due for the sim card.

She put her paper on top and stepped up onto the staging platform so she could hand the pile to Mr. Matsue. It had been four days since the devious teacher had handed the cell-phone over. She bowed formally and waited.

“Place them on the desk, Yamada.” While she was doing that, he opened a drawer and lifted out the remote that controlled the functions on her collar. “I’m switching it off while we chat.”

The moment he pushed a button, she felt a pin prick of pain in the side of her neck.

Her hand involuntarily went to the collar. “Thank you. Sir.”

“You’ve gotten yourself in a fine mess, girl. What were you thinking of, crossing the canal?”

“A couple of the boys were willing to help me get a cell-phone.”

“Help you off with your panties, I hear. Did the boy get his grubby hands on your pussy. Stick his fingers in your…?” He looked down at her skirt.

Because she had performed sexual favours for him, he thought he owned her. “Sir, I only went there because I need a phone.”

“Did you have sex with that boy?”

“I’m still a virgin, Sir, if that’s what you’re worried about. My body hasn’t been soiled by a boy’s cock yet…”

He winced but there was also relief in his expression. Even at 18, Etsuko realized that his obsession with her was based around her being a virgin. He was a complicated man and she didn’t understand the full gamut of his perversions, but she knew enough to wrap him around her little finger.

“Yamada, I’m willing to get you another cell-phone, but you’ll have to promise to keep out of trouble and be more careful with the second one. The last thing I want is your crimes leading back to me.”

She needed to choose her words carefully. Mr. Yamada was the head of the math department and highly respected. She had knowledge of many complaints against him, but the academy shrugged them aside.

Also, the pupil’s parent didn’t care, so long as their problem kids remained locked up. At least, that’s what it felt like on the inside. Etsuko had absolutely no leverage, because there were enough girls in the academy prepared to sate his depraved appetite, without needing to get in her panties.

And yet, Etsuko knew that the man had always had a fixation for her. Sitting in the front row during his lessons, from day one, she was able to study the middle-aged man’s reaction to her placing her feet on the metal bar and parting her thighs. Some of the other girls were doing it, but it was her panties that the bespectacled man homed in on.

Most of the girls were after higher marks, but Etsuko was after a higher prize and she eventually got it. The question was, could she trust him again? If she could, could she continue to manipulate him and finally get her hands on a phone and a sim card?


2. Fujio – More than an obsession.

Fujio Matsue watched Etsuko’s pink tongue flicking around her gorgeous strawberry pink full lips, while she replied to his question. She was a picture of pulchritudinous femininity. Virginally cute, stunning figure, underdeveloped tits, everything he fantasized about during sex. The thought of some snotty kid sticking his dick in the girl horrified him.

“I’m still a virgin, if that’s what you’re worried about. My body hasn’t been soiled by a boy’s cock yet…”

He glanced down her blouse, past her short tartan skirt to her sun-tanned knees, black socks and shoes. She still looked like a virgin to the 45 year old math teacher and that’s all that mattered.

“Yamada, I’m willing to get you another cell-phone, but you’ll have to promise to keep out of trouble and be more careful with the second one. The last thing I want is your crimes leading back to me.”

Another pause and another appearance of her cute tongue. Was she doing it on purpose to drive him crazy? he wondered. Actually, he was crazy. He was contemplating making another deal, by continuing with the plan that worked so well with the first phone.

Memories weren’t enough, he wanted to do it all again. He never had any intention of letting her have a sim card. He needed more time to train her so she would do what he said without arguing all the time. He wasn’t satisfied with her hand, he wanted to feel her lips wrapped round the end of his cock, for as long as he could keep her at the academy.

He had taken many risks during his career but making deals with Etsuko Yamada wasn’t one of them. His standing in the academy insulated him against any accusations being taken seriously. Every teacher, male or female, in the institution, had been accused of one sexual misdemeanour or another, multiple times. Most claims were false, and the accusations came from a hardened band of troublemakers, of which Etsuko was one.

The girl was an enigma. She was probably the brightest girl the academy had ever had. She was certainly the smartest mathematician he had ever taught. However, she was of course, wild and most of the time, out of control.

Her father had told him that she had a future in his company, but not before her behaviour improved and she matured. Fujio judged it would take her another year to learn some self-control. He hoped it would take her several years!

If it did, he’d get a longer period to drool over the teenager; and when the deal with the cell-phones petered out, he’d find another way to reel her in. After chatting with her family, he didn’t think she was leaving for a while. The academy painted a picture of an extremely troubled young woman who was immature and promiscuous.

For the time being though, her desire to contact her family was providing him with a golden opportunity to cash in on her desire to have a cell-phone.

Etsuko paused for almost a minute to consider her answer. “Sir, I’m worried that the same person who snitched on me might do it again.”

Clever girl! “You’ll have to be more careful this time, Yamada.”

“Oh, I will, Sir, but I think we need to renegotiate our deal.”

“Yamada, you’ve only got two holes and because of your stupidity, one of those is now out of bounds.”

“You can still stick your tongue in one, Sir, and try the other. I can get my finger past the stem of the dildo.”

She was a course young lady, but he admired her indomitable spirit. “We’ll see. At the moment though, one hole isn’t available and might not be for some time.”

He devised a nice routine for their little sessions. He performed cunnilingus and anilingus on her, then while he sucked her tits, she tossed him off, catching his jetting jiz in her mouth. Losing her labia was a blow, for she had the sweetest cunt he had ever tasted, He had been tempted to take more, but he was wary of going too far and sullying his young virgin.

“The fucking thing is only in for a week, Sir…”

He shook his head. “Ah, ah. They’re going to review it soon. I’ve heard rumours that there’s going to be a new penalty to replace the hook. Whatever you do, don’t get into any more trouble.”

“It’s good news if they’re ditching the hook, Sir.”

“I don’t know about that. Maybe they’ll keep your vagina locked up for the rest of your sentence.”

He recalled that one girl wore a vaginal plug at the insistence of her parents, for the entire two years she attended the academy. She was similar to Etsuko in many respects.

The girl’s cheeky expression slipped momentarily, then she brightened. “You can get a key though, can’t you?”

Another bargaining chip, which may come in handy one day. “I don’t know, Yamada. Let us agree on a deal and within three or four weeks you’ll have your phone.”

“I’m prepared to go along with that, Sir, if you give me a sim card with the cell-phone.”

He reached out, hooked a finger in her blouse and pulled her to him, until she stood between his knees. “Girl, we’ll make a deal, but I need more, now you’re wearing the plug.”

“Can’t you do something about it?”

“I may be able to influence the Vice Principal by putting in a good word in for you. We see eye to eye on many things.”

He was watching for a reaction, but she didn’t take the bait. He suspected that Yamada had been to Vice Ueda’s study for reasons other than Academy business. Maybe he was wrong? He lifted his hands and using his forefingers, rubbed the slight protuberances on her crisp white blouse. He found her twin peaks and gently rubbed the hard nubs.

No one would disturb him between 4 and 5 on a Wednesday, because he set the time aside to mark test papers. Besides, the Math department occupied the whole of the smaller third floor and he was the only mathematics master teaching the last lesson on a Wednesday. He had carefully organized the hour for accommodating Etsuko Yamada and one or two other girls.

She raised her eyebrows and started to unbutton her short sleeve white blouse. “He’s in the principal’s knickers, according to the grapevine. That pair have got it in for me, so they probably fantasize about me when they’re screwing.”

He wanted to laugh, but his attention was on the teenager’s nimble fingers releasing the last button and pulling the blouse apart. “Yamada, I’m not sure about your former point. You’re correct with the second and who knows about the third. I wouldn’t be surprised though…”

He held his breath when she clasped the underside of the elasticated bra, in preparation to lift it off her underdeveloped mounds. Standard uniform for the girls included a white cotton bra that was designed to cover the girl’s tits but provide no shape or lift. The cups were rectangular and surrounded with white lace. The bra and matching full panties were standard issue for student hours. Out of school hours, the girls had to wear navy-blue panties.

The girls could choose one of three hairstyles. Etsuko had chosen a sharp fringe and bunches for her jet-black hair. Fancy adornments were forbidden so they were tied with black bands. She had a classic Japanese countenance, a slightly oval face with a dimple in her chin. The small feature added to her sassy appearance, along with high cheekbones and an incredibly smooth, straight nose and narrow nostrils.

Gorgeous, almond-shaped brown eyes and let-me-wrap-these-round-your-cock lips made it difficult to drag his eyes away from the impudent youngster’s face. He read a lot of manga comics in which all the girls eventually ended up with their legs wide and their quims full. By stretching his imagination, she became one of the Manga characters in his deep-seated fantasy.

He guessed she was 5’4” tall, but wasn’t as slim as she should be. She needed to shed the remnants of her puppy fat, then she’d have the perfect figure. It didn’t bother him, but he knew it concerned her, for many of the girls in her class were ultra-thin.

Her breasts were modest, but she had stunning cherry red nubs, which he was desperate to see and suck once again.

Her hands didn’t move. “Sir, can we agree on six sessions for the phone and sim card?”

“No, Yamada. The deal is six and three.”

She released the bra and pulled the blouse together. “It has to be six for both, Sir.”

Fujio wasn’t surprised by her bold attitude because she had driven a hard bargain on the previous negotiations. “Wait, Yamada. If you pull the plug on our deal, you’ll lose the one and only ally you have in the staff room. You know the score.”

She didn’t seem concerned, but he knew she was a devious little minx. “Six for both, Sir, seeing as someone ratted me out on the other one.”

“I’ll agree to six and two, if you’ll do oral.”

She was adamant that she didn’t want his cock in her holes (her words), in the original deal and didn’t want to discuss it. She had to give some ground though.

She pulled a face. “Ugh!“ She thought for a moment. “I’ll lick it if you agree to Seven. Hand them over together after seven.”

He was getting nervous. The little tease had almost lifted her bra and revealed her cute tits. He needed to get his hands on them. He needed to see her sex and kiss it again.

“Mouth instead of hands and I’ll agree.” She shook her head slowly but was hesitant. She dropped her stunning brown eyes to his groin. “I’ll leave your collar off until eleven o’clock if you promise to be discreet.”

Bingo! Her face lit up. “Okay, six sessions and I’ll blow you instead of a hand-job.”

It was like a switch. One minute she was innocent and hesitant, the next, bold and willing. He preferred the innocent version.

She pulled her blouse apart and lifted her bra to reveal the delightful sight of her young petite breasts. He sat forward and placed his hands on her pure white mounds. They were perfectly formed, but small, making her nipples and areolas look larger.

“Etsuko…” he whispered, leaning forward to give her left nipple a suck.

“Shall, I do you at the end?” she asked in a sweet angelic voice.

That’s better, he thought. “Mmmmm,” he hummed, because his lips were wrapped around her nub and areola.

He held her hips while trying to suck as much tit into his mouth as possible.

She put her hands on his shoulders while he went from one to the other and back again, several times. Finally, he pulled his head back and started to undo her skirt. While she wiped the saliva from her tits and pulled her bra down, he placed the skirt on the desk and studied her full panties.

She slowly fastened the buttons of her blouse and waited for him to perform the ritual that was a major part of his fetish – pulling her panties down. First though, he ran his hands around to her ass and felt the tight material stretched across her twin bubble-like ass. He then slid his hands up to the waistband, captured it with his thumbs and slid them round to her hips.

The band covered her belly button, so that and her small tummy were the first things to be uncovered as he eased the flimsy panties off her hips and ass. “Very nice,” he whispered when her smooth mons came into view. “Who shaved you?”

He had already suggested doing it. Apparently, only a handful of girls did it and she didn’t want to stand out in the showers.

“The nurse. I’ve got to go to see her at six o’clock to check this damn thing in my pussy is working.”

He had never seen one fitted so he was dying to see what it looked like and how effective it was. Etsuko put a hand on his shoulder while he helped her off with the panties, over her shoes. Claiming the prize was his signal to rise from the chair and allow the girl to move forward and place her hands on the seat.

He moved in foursquare behind her and after kneeling, began to examine her stunning posterior. The deep divide between her cheeks, the cute star surrounding her anus and the convex shaped labia lips, now parted, were all sacred features of her beautiful femininity. He traced one of about ten red lines that crossed her taut skin. Other, less well-defined lines criss-crossed both cheeks.

“You have been a naughty girl, Yamada,” he muttered, then leaned closer between her cheeks and drew in a lungful of her aroma.

The musky scent was strong after a day wearing the same panties. He rested his forehead on her cheeks and revelled in the beauty of her classic form – his very own virginal goddess.

He could have been praying on his knees with his hands high and together, but in his opinion, he was doing something far more spiritual. He was worshiping an angelic vision. The exquisite sight was marred by a strip of gleaming metal, forcing her modest lips to part, when before they were closed tight.

He pulled them further apart to examine the silver coloured metal, leaf-shaped chastity plate that completely covered the full length of her clitoral flesh. The plate was thin and had three holes in it so her urine could flow through. There was also a tiny valve like that on a cigarette lighter, so the internal balloon on the plug could be inflated or deflated.

One end of the plate was connected to the stem of the dildo and didn’t completely hide the edge of her vaginal entrance. Cunt cream was glistening around the edge of the fleshy hole. He started there, licking around the edge of the cover and along its length, removing the girl’s tangy flavours and aggressively poking the edges, looking for a way under or a way in.

To begin with, she tasted like a fine wine that had been left too long in the sun; and then the bitterness was gone, leaving just Etsuko’s creamy flavour, which he knew so well.  With his hands holding and kneading her ass flesh, he felt her quivering with delight, especially when he concentrated on the edge of her wet entrance, her perineum and anus.

“Oh, Sir, that’s the spot…” He exerted a little more pressure and managed to penetrate her quim by an inch. It was hard work, but she loved it and showed her appreciation with a series of moans and sighs. He attacked her pucker for a few minutes and then explored her valley, running his nose up and down between her firm cheeks.

His turn had arrived and hopefully the chance to spear the teenager’s virgin throat. Throats didn’t count when it came to virginity, he decided. With the plug in place he was satisfied that she wasn’t going to lose it in the near future, to another admirer.

He pulled her back and returned to his seat, whereupon she stood up and donned her panties and skirt. Everything was going to plan, but she was going to have to go one step further…


3. Etsuko – Going too far.

The moment of truth was approaching. She had never sucked a man’s cock before, but she had to start somewhere. She waited for him to sit forward on the edge of the chair, open his legs wide and release his cock and balls. His shaft was about the size of a decent banana and bent like one too!

She should know, because she had to practice putting a condom on one, in a recent human relationship class. When she wanked him near the top of his dick, he liked her to massage his balls with her free hand. He always announced his ejaculation and on all six occasions she had successfully caught it all in her mouth and finished by licking the tip of his cock.

So, instead of wanking the top, she pulled his foreskin back with her right hand and gripped his rock-hard shaft lower. She hoped he was about to blow, because she was in unchartered territory and didn’t want it in her mouth for too long.

“Excellent, Etsuko,” he muttered after she cupped one of his balls in her free hand and began massaging it.

After opening her mouth, she lowered it so she could wrap her lips around the top two inches. It tasted horrible at first, but as she set about licking and sucking the intruder, she began to wonder what all the fuss was about.

She lifted her head and looked up. “How am I doing, Sir?”

His eyes were bulging. “Ye… yes, carry on, Etsuko… Go deeper.”

Etsuko started again, licking harder and letting the tip rub the roof of her mouth. She ventured a little further and as she dipped her head, she felt his crown nudged the back of her soft palette

“That’s it, girl,” he said. “Go down further.”

The teenager started rubbing faster, but not deeper, hoping he’d soon ejaculate. Hands closed on her bunches and urged her down.

“Uhhhh,” she protested, trying to lift her head.

She released his testicle and put her hands on the seat so she could push her shoulders up.

“Etsuko, you’re doing great. Go a little deeper. Think about your breathing.”

The knob entered her throat on each down thrust, and it felt as though it was going deeper and deeper. She began to panic, so tried to push up, but he tightened his grip and began to pump her head up and down with more vigour.

“Uhhhhhhhhhggggggg,” she groaned and struggled, but he was on a mission to shoot his load into the deepest part of her throat, regardless of Etsuko’s alarming experience.

Three hard lunges followed and on the last, she was fully impaled on the full eight inches. Her throat gripped his shaft so tightly she could feel the pulses of jiz shooting down her throat. He stilled as he deposited the last globs, then pulled her up.

His limp dick easily slithered from her throat. “Ahhhhhhhh,” she gasped, drawing in a lungful of air. “What the fuck are you doing?” she managed to splutter.

He hung onto her bunches when she tried to shake her head free. “Calm down, girl, it’s your first time…”

“Let the fuck go!” she grabbed his balls, desperate to make him release her.

“Etsukooooooo!” he cried, when she squeezed them with all her might.

He released her hair, enabling her to scramble to her feet. He was doubled up and groaning loudly, so she backed away. “You shouldn’t have done that, Sir. I’ve got to go now.”

The teenager thought he’d soon get over the shock of having his balls squeezed, so she collected her bag and opened the door.

“Yamada, wait!”

She turned and swore under her breath. Mr. Matsue was holding up the remote control and was beckoning to her to return. She closed the door and retraced her footsteps, until she was once again standing between his widely spaced feet. He was holding his balls gingerly with his free hand and glaring at her.

“That was a vicious thing to do and I’ve a good mind to terminate our agreement.”

It was an empty threat, given that he was obsessed with her, but she wanted the collar to remain switched off for as long as possible. “I’m sorry, Sir, I panicked…” She reacted the way she did because of a previous memory of when she was much younger.

“Panicked! You nearly damaged my nads, you little brat. I’ll give you one more chance. Revive my cock and blow me again, under your own steam and I’ll forgive you.”

She looked down at his shrivelled penis. “Um, is that possible?”

“Yes, it is, you cheeky little brat. Get on with it and I won’t touch you this time.”

She had only ever seen erect penises – three to be exact. They had shrunk a little after she had wanked them, but none had shrivelled to the size of a large slug!

Etsuko didn’t want to blow him again, but it was clean, and he promised to leave her alone while she was doing it. She dropped her bag and sunk to her knees, then carefully lifted his flaccid member. That simple action caused it to twitch and when she straightened it and rubbed the slimy outer skin, it visibly stiffened as though by magic.

The first effort revolted her, but being on familiar territory, she felt more confident provided he kept his hands off her. Squeezing the shaft with both hands did the trick and brought it back to its original hard state.

“How many times will it do this?” she asked, while building up her courage for another go.

“It depends on who’s lips are wrapped around it. Get on with it, girl.”

She knew from when she wanked him that it was the head of the one-eyed snake that needed rubbing, so when she dipped her head, she concentrated on sucking it harder and rubbing it with her tongue. Then, after a minute, she took a deep breath and went down a couple of inches, taking the end into her tight oesophagus.

With her hands gripping the lower half of his shaft and his hands protecting his balls, she started to rapidly bob her head.

“Etsoooooo,” he sighed. That is soooooo fuuuuuuuucking good!”

The experience was both alarming and satisfying. She came dangerously close to choking, but she had mastered a passable technique in a short space of time. She had years of cunny lapper experience and now, after a bad experience, she had a new set of skills.

A deep guttural moan signalled the man’s second release, enabling Etsuko to time her withdrawal in comfort. She liked the salty taste of jiz, so didn’t mind sucking the last drops from his softening cock. Having finished, she sat back on her heels and bowed her head.

After carefully tucking his cock and balls away, he leant forward and patted her on her head. “I think we have a better understanding now you’ve learnt your lesson. The last time your sister visited, she came to me to find out how you were getting on. Pull another stunt like that and I won’t be saying anything complementary about you during her next visit.”

She knew her sister, Aiko, met the teachers of the three subjects she was studying, math, biology and chemistry, but she wasn’t present.

She didn’t regret what she did but had to recognize that he was one of the most powerful men in the academy. “Sir, it won’t happen again.”

“Yamada, make sure you’re sitting or lying down at ten o’clock and your bladder is empty, because when I reactivate your collar, I’m going to give you a jolt…”

“No! Don’t do that, Sir,” she exclaimed.

“Do you want me to do it now?”

She shook her head. That was the last thing she wanted because her bladder was full, “No, Sir.”

“Then, be prepared at ten o’clock, and remember why I’m doing it. Oh, I want you to report to my study at ten o’clock for some advanced Math revision. We both have the first period free tomorrow, so don’t be late or I’ll trigger your collar at five past ten.”

She took his hand and guided it under her skirt to the bulge of her mons. His fingers rubbed the narrow gusset for a moment.

“Sir, I won’t be very happy if you trigger the collar tonight. Please don’t do it,” she said in a cute, innocent tone. “You need to look after your teenage virgin, not hurt her.”

He rubbed her mons and then her belly. “Alright, I’ll suspend your punishment and see how you do next time.”

“Thank you, Sir.” Squeezing his balls had made him more aggressive. She had panicked and made a huge mistake. She needed a friend not an adversary, for she already had enough enemies to last a lifetime. “I’ll be good, next time, Sir. Am I dismissed?”

“You are, Etsuko.”

Happy she had avoided being punished, Etsuko picked up her bag and hurried from the room.


4. Etsuko – Caught in the act.

The reform school she attended before the academy had been all girl and run by discipline fanatics. She ended up there after setting fire to a building at her junior school, aged 14. Sentenced to six years of extreme supervision, she was used to receiving every level of punishment that could be inflicted on a young girl.

The Noriami Reform Institution had a reputation for saving wayward rich kids and educating them to a high standard. There were no male teachers and there was no internet or mobile phones, so Etsuko grew up in a bubble, occupied by girls who were of her ilk. She emerged from the reform school on her 18th birthday, only to be taken straight to the Toyoshi Academy for girls.

The authorities would only grant her remission from the arson conviction if her father convinced the court he had a plan to continue her rehabilitation. She hoped that moving to the academy would give her more freedom, but the conditions were just as draconian as the reform school. There were male teachers and boys across the canal, but little else was different.

Disgruntled by the outcome of the session with Mr Matsue, she couldn’t dismiss the incident from her mind. Why did she let her temper get the better of her, yet again? She was imprisoned in the academy because her behaviour hadn’t improved in the Noriami Remand Centre. She wondered if she’d ever get her freedom.

Her plan wasn’t looking so good, so she’d have to start thinking about plan ‘B’. Various options were running through her head as she made her way to the dormitory block. Her route from the education wing took her down two flights of stairs, along a glass corridor that connected the two buildings, then up a flight of stairs in the accommodation wing.

There were ten first-year dormitories on the floor, a kitchen and a large community room. The two floors above accommodated a mixture of older girls, but the layout of their rooms were identical to their floor. Room 10 was at the end of the corridor, just before a pair of double doors into the community room.

It was out of bounds to her and the other five girls in her dorm until Saturday morning, as part of her punishment. It meant no TV or video games for three nights, for the six girls. It didn’t bother her, but some of the others weren’t very happy. She returned late from the enquiry, so hadn’t had a chance to judge the mood of the girls.

Etsuko looked through the round window on the door to the community room and spotted Kayda Onishi, the warder allocated to their floor for the evening. She was pleased to see the friendly woman because she was the only guard who took the time to have a friendly word with her. The muscular woman was watching TV with her feet up, but her head turned toward the door as if she spotted movement.

The teenager pulled away hurriedly and opened the door to her room. She was pleased to find the lounge empty, which wasn’t a surprise because it was 4:50 and everyone had gone to get their dinner. The dorm was split into three. The hall door opened into a small reading area, with six easy chairs around a low circular wooden table.

Beyond that, a larger area was divided into six bedroom cubicles, each with its own curtain across the face, for a little privacy. Finally, at the back of the space, a door opened into a bathroom that had a communal shower, six hand basins and three floor level pans. They took it in turns to clean the bathroom, six days a week. On Sundays they all mucked in.

Etsuko was mistaken. A curtain ruffled and Hachi Tamura emerged from her bedroom. The po-faced girl had changed into her casual outfit, a ‘V’ neck, short sleeve navy-blue dress with a sailor style collar. White, twin stripes adorned the collar, sleeves and short hem. They had to wear navy blue, full panties beneath the dress and knee-length black socks and shoes.

The academy stipulated the thigh-length dress was to be worn loose and without a bra to give the students a sense of freedom from the rigors of learning, six days a week. Cosmetics were frowned upon but not completely banned, so a black market had grown in the academy.

The sullen youngster paused when she saw Etsuko skirting the easy chairs, then approached her. Hachi was a couple of inches taller than Etsuko, but a tad slimmer.

She was one of Yuzuki’s friends. “Onishi is looking for you, Suck-O…”

Etsuko reached out and grabbed the girl’s arm as they drew level. “Don’t call me that, Hachi.”

The girl was shocked. “Your collar…”

Etsuko had forgotten about it. She instinctively touched the band. “I have friends in high places.”

“Sucking Mr. Matsue’s cock, heh? You’re a disgusting little whore!”

She was surprised by the girl’s attack. “Take that back!”

Hachi tried to pull her arm free. “Let go of my fucking arm, bitch.”

Etsuko tightened her grip. “What’s my name?”

“Wait until later, Suck-O!”

Etsuko dropped her bag and swung her hand in an attempt to slap the girl’s face, but Hachi caught her wrist and a struggle ensued. The taller girl had the advantage and pushed Etsuko against the back of an easy chair, which was level with the middle of her back. They were both about to tumble over it when the door opened and Karda Onishi strode in.

“What the fuck are you doing, Tamura?”

The girl stood up, red faced, and smoothed her dress out. “She attacked me, Miss.”

“It doesn’t look like that to me.” The security officer waited for Etsuko to push herself upright. “Did you attack her, Yamada?”

“No, Miss.” It was one of the phrases she could use when the collar was activated.

“One of you is lying so you both get punished. Stand to attention.” Red faced and angry, the pair shuffled into line and pulled their shoulders back. “Fighting in the dorm is a code two offence. Punishment or report, Hachi?”

It was a no brainer, because reporting the offence to the Principal could lead to a more severe punishment and have points added to her list. “Punishment, Miss.”

“Same for you, Yamada?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“You know the drill, get on with it.”

Etsuko picked up her bag and followed the taller girl to the bedrooms. Hachi ducked into her alcove and she continued to hers, which was the last one on the right. She pulled the curtain aside and gasped. Her bed was a mess and all her clothes, from her drawers and wardrobe, had been emptied out and scattered around the small space. Her study and casual outfits, along with about six sets of underwear were strewn everywhere.

Kayda Onishi must have heard her gasp because she came and stood beside her. “Yamada, this is what you get when you do stupid stuff. I’ll do you first, then you can tidy your room.”

Etsuko, dumped her bag on the empty bedside chair, removed her tartan skirt and laid it on top. Kayda, who was standing against the gathered curtain, watching her undress, had drawn her baton and extended it in readiness to lash her buttocks. The warder’s eyes dropped to the well-defined bulge of her mons.

The teenager lifted her arms and held them outstretched to show her visitor she was offering her a deal. “Miss?”

“Do you want to negotiate?”

That was lesbian speak for ‘one good turn deserves another’. “Yes, Miss.”

“I’ll deal with Hachi first. Get undressed and tidy your room, in that order, Yamada. I expect this room ship-shape and you by your bed by the time I return.”

“Yes, Miss.” She waited for the officer to leave, then thumbed her panties down and added them to the pile.

She was going to undress anyway, because she wanted a quick shower, before she went to see the nurse. She sat on the bed and quickly removed her blouse, bra, shoes and socks. Then, after straightening the covers, whisked around the room, dumping her clothes on the bed, ready to sort.

The single bed was pushed against the right-hand wall. Beside her bed on the far wall stood her reading chair, then a wardrobe. On the left stood a wide set of drawers, pulled near the curtain, so she could get in the robe. It was nothing more than a tiny prison cell, but it was her home and 100% better than the remand home. What the girls had done with her clothes and belongings was unconscionable and a declaration of war against her.

She had nearly gathered everything together when - Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! “Yaaaaaaaaaa!” came the muffled cries from Hachi, two cubicles away.

Etsuko flinched when the baton impacted on the girl’s flesh but didn’t let it slow her frantic effort to clear the room. The underwear was easily dumped in the drawers but putting the other clothes back onto hangers took time. She was just hanging the last dress when Miss Onishi returned.

“Sloppy, Yamada. Get a move on!” She tapped the teenager’s ass when she reached up to hang the dress.

Ignoring the strike, Etsuko closed the wardrobe and scurried to the end of the bed as instructed. Every night at ten o’clock all six girls had to stand to attention in the same position, just inside their cubicle, so the warder on night watch could inspect their rooms. The academy was run like a military base and the security team were exceptionally good at it.

Kayda Onishi was an attractive heavily set woman, younger than the majority of the others. Her long, jet-black hair was plaited into a single ponytail and cut with a curtain fringe. It gave her round, serious face an attractive feature, but she hadn’t made an effort to improve her features, for her face was cosmetics free. Some of the security staff wore makeup, but in general, it was the ones that didn’t who were in the market to trade.

Having been forced into living in the company of girls and women for all her formative years, Etsuko was schooled in the intricacies of dealing with Lesbians. Her mouth had been used by many and had consequently gained her the nickname, Suck-O.

When she moved from the remand home to the academy, she thought she could put it behind her, but her arch enemy, Yuzuki Shimizu, was moved at the same time, so the nickname followed her.

Etsuko was only 5’4”, while the officer was at least six inches taller. She was relatively new and was still getting to know the student’s names, but she knew Etsuko’s. Like every other warder the teenager had come across, Kayda had homed in on her. She had strip searched her at least six times in the three weeks she had been working at the academy.

There was a special strip search room on the ground floor, where the officers took the girls. They were provided with latex gloves and lube and the whole process was witnessed by a second officer. Most officers told them to remove their blouses and skirts, then bent them over the edge of the examination table. After they lowered their panties to their knees, they used the camera probe to a depth of about ten inches in each orifice.

Karda introduced a new way of searching their orifices. She wanted Etsuko on the table, so told her to remove her panties before clambering up. Wearing just a bra, blouse, socks and shoes, she was made to pose on all fours. She made her part her knees, lower her ass back, then pushed the probes in. The position was far lewder, but interestingly, Kayda took her time and was more careful compared to the others.

If two officers arrived in the dorm, then it was a fair bet the occupants were about to be intimately searched. The beds were the perfect place to do a quick finger search and inflict any punishments for untidiness.

The authorities in charge, beyond the principal, were playing psychological warfare with them. 90% of the girls were well-behaved.  Their aim was to target the 10% who were responsible for all the trouble and dumb down their high-spirits. All the trouble they had taken to change them, working on Etsuko!

The officer examined the contents of a drawer, then poked around inside before returning to stand about three feet away from her, just in the corridor. She was holding a pair of white cotton panties in her hand.

Kayda poked Etsuko’s belly with the end of the stick. “Too much sushi, Yamada?”

“I wish I ha…” She forgot about the collar again.

The officer bent her knees and glared at the teenager. “Why aren’t you writhing about on the floor in a pool of urine?”

The staff, not security, controlled the collar so she couldn’t immediately turn it on. “Um, Mr. Matsue forgot to switch it back on after the math lesson. I only realized when Tamura attacked me, Ma’am.”

“It’s your responsibility to make sure you don’t leave the classroom with a deactivated collar. That’s a code two offence.”

It was outside the warder’s jurisdiction, even though the officers knew when an inmate was about to have a collar and plug fitted and removed.

“I’ll be speaking to Mr. Matsue later. Procedures are changing Yamada and if I had my way, security would control the collars.” She scanned the teenager’s body. “How would you feel about me controlling you?”

“Ma’am, you are in control. What do you want me to do?”

“I want you on the bed, ready for a full body search.”

“One of my holes is occupied, the other is empty,” she said cheekily.

Kayda tapped her baton on the bedcover beside the teenager’s leg. “Then, I’ll take a look at that one.”

“Yes, er, okay…” She turned through 180 degrees and climbed onto the covers.

Etsuko wondered what the woman wanted. Was she after sexual gratification, or did she just want to play with her teenage body, like the perverted Mr. Matsue?


5. Etsuko – A serious threat.

Etsuko crawled forward on the covers and stopped when the warder tapped her on the ass.

“That will do nicely,” Kayda said, moving to the side of the bed so she could talk to the teenager and study the length of her body. Etsuko turned her head and found the woman was standing rubbing her hands together, while studying her physique.

“Let’s see, fighting in the dorm, failing to report your collar and putting soiled underwear with clean items…” She showed Etsuko the dirty pair of white panties and put them in her pocket. “That’s three code twos, which is six strokes. What have you got to offer?”

“My mouth, Ma’am.”

She came to the side of the bed, reached out her left hand and cupped the teenager’s chin from her side-on position. “You have poise girl. Lift your chin… That’s it.”  She placed her right hand between her shoulders and slowly stroked Etsuko’s bare back, until her hand was resting on the top of her pert ass cheeks. “Your body shape is almost canine. Give me a bark.”

She had no choice but to humour the woman. “Ruff, ruff!”

“Very good. I’m hoping you do something really stupid and have to wear the Puppy dog suit for a few days. I’d love to see you scampering around the corridors on the end of a leash.” She started to fondle Etsuko’s ass and tease her splayed labia with her finger tips.

“Puppy suit? Leash? What are you talking about, Ma’am?”

“Ah, you now know more than all of the other kids in the academy. The Vice Principal is waiting for the first offender to reach the punishment threshold and then he’ll announce it as the replacement for the hook.”

Masumi’s brain went into overdrive. “They’re replacing the anal hook with a dog suit?”

She had worn an anal hook eight or nine times at the reform school but avoided it at the academy. A day crawling around on her hands and knees cleaning corridors, while naked and wearing an anal hook was dreaded more than anything. Maybe wearing a Puppy suit wouldn’t be so bad?

“They said you were bright.” She chuckled and then moved her hand from her chin to her breasts. “It’s not a fluffy costume, it’s a latex skin with short hair that covers your entire body. A few days being taught to behave like an obedient bitch will teach you kids how to behave properly. It’s amazing the lasting effect it has on you little brats.”

Alarm bells were ringing in her head. “It’s made from latex rubber?”

“Yep, and we’ve got them in all sizes. I expect you’ll be a small size,” she said feeling her ass again. “The institution where I worked before used them to great effect.” She reached under and massaged her tits with her left hand. Etsuko was almost purring. “These are very small, but cute,” she played with her nipples for a few seconds, then slid her hand over Etsuko’s tummy. “This isn’t though. Need to get some exercise, Yamada.”

The whole time she was talking, her fingers continued to stroke her labia. Her father, Professor Yamada, developed latex rubber and her sister had mentioned latex body suits. She also knew from her sister that her family was a major contributor to the academy fund. Unfortunately, she had never benefited from her family’s generosity.

The hand that was massaging her tummy moved to her mons. “How are you getting on with this,” she asked prodding the plate covering her clitoral flesh. “Must be frustrating not to be able to play with yourself…”

“I’m a good girl, Ma’am. I never do that.”

“Right,” she said sarcastically.

The woman continued to treat her like a dog, stroking her back and ass with one hand and teasing her vulva with the other. Etsuko had come across many fetishes, but behaving like a Puppy was a first.

“I’ve heard the girls refer to you as Suck-O. Let’s see how good you are.”

Etsuko waited while the officer hoisted up her grey ‘A’ line skirt to reveal a pair of plain, black cotton panties. She thought the woman lacked imagination, but they looked clean, which was a huge bonus. The officer then lifted her right foot onto the bed beside the teenager’s left hand and pushed her own knee wide to enable greater access to the prize beneath her wide gusset.

They were loose enough for the warder to pull the gusset aside and reveal the full length of her fleshy cunt. Pronounced, major and minor lips, along with a chunky clitoral ridge were an inviting sight. When you had a reputation like hers, you either learnt to enjoy the task, or ended up bruised and battered. The dykes could tell if a fag was acting, so she always made an effort.

The teenager had seen prettier cunts and been forced to lap uglier ones. Kayda Onishi’s cunt was hair free and looked as though it had been shaved recently, because the skin was bright red. Her well-defined clitoral hood stood proud, so that was the place to start, she decided. She shuffled around 45 degrees and plunged her mouth onto the officer’s sex.

“Sweet girl,” She sighed, when Etsuko had been sucking and licking her clitoral meat for several minutes. “Thaaaaaaaaaat’s my girl...”

Etsuko gave her a deluxe cunny licking. She forced and worked her lips and tongue aggressively and used her nose to rub her folds when thrusting her tongue into Karda’s succulent orifice. She had a powerful technique, developed over years and appreciated by the guards more than the bullies among her peers.

She knew she was getting close when the officer, grabbed her bunches and began moaning softly. When she came, the woman’s whole body trembled, while her grip tightened on Etsuko’s hair. Finally, she pushed the teenager back and straightened her panties. With two feet on the ground, she straightened her skirt and put her hand on Etsuko’s shoulder.

“Up, girl, into a begging position. Let me take a look at you.”

Etsuko positioned herself on the covers, facing the warder, and kneeling, raised herself up.

“That’s it, girl, put your hands up like a dog would.” She steered the teenager’s hands up to her shoulders. “Chin up, like a proud puppy… That’s it. Spread your knees to show off your Puppy cunt. Shoulders back and stretch your tits. Beautiful posture…”

She ran her hands over Etsuko’s body, stopping at her nipples to give them a twirl, then rubbed her tummy and finally stroked her mons. The teenager had never experienced an adult examining her so appreciatively and began to enjoy the feel of the woman’s hand exploring her body. The warder finished by cupping her ass cheeks and leaning her face in until her lips were an inch away from Etsuko’s.

“Kiss me and we’re square.”

The youngster didn’t hesitate. She leant forward and gave the woman a long passionate kiss, which the warder hijacked, by holding her head and dominating her tongue.

“Ahhhh,” Etsuko gasped as soon as she was released.

Kayda cupped her chin. “I’ll warn you again, Yamada, you’re one fuck up away from becoming a Puppy-girl so watch out.”

The teenager didn’t move for several seconds after the guard departed. She had given her a lot to think about, but when the door banged for a second time, Etsuko scrambled off the bed, removed the bands holding her hair, and hurried out of the cubicle.

“Suki!” It was Himara.

Standing in the bathroom doorway, she turned to confirm her suspicions. The pretty teenager was halfway across the dorm, just entering the bedroom area. “I’m in a hurry, Doll. I’ve got an appointment with the nurse.”

“Your collar! Isn’t it working?”

“Matsue forgot to switch it back on.” She touched her mons. “I wish this thing wasn’t working and would fall out!”

She stopped and looked down. “I want to see it.”

“Get undressed and you can look in the shower.”

The girl nodded eagerly, so Etsuko turned and entered the bathroom. The communal shower had three heads. She turned two on and started to wash her body. Himara would want to do it for her, but there wasn’t time to fool around.

Her friend appeared almost immediately, having removed her clothes in record time. She walked under the water and embraced Etsuko, who returned her passion with an aggressive kiss. They were lovers, but she wasn’t in love with Himara.

She dreamt about having sex with men and believed that a girl would never satisfy her completely. They were incredibly good friend though, almost from the first day at the Academy.

Whereas, Etsuko had a healthy body, Himara was slightly built. She was two inches taller and had the same hair style, fringe and bunches. Her friend only weighed 90 pounds, but she had a fantastic figure and could easily become a fashion model if she wanted. She had full hand tits with suckolicious buds and incredible, firm, rounded buttocks.

Etsuko was brash and unrefined, while her lover was sweet, well-spoken and vulnerable, so she spent half her time looking out for her. When they parted, Himara smiled and flashed her gorgeous brown eyes.

She studied Etsuko’s face and frowned. “Are you okay, Suki?”

“Sure…” She touched herself between the legs. “This fucking thing is driving me crazy. I’ve got to see the nurse at six o’clock…”

Her friend leant forward and kissed Etsuko’s shoulder, then as she bent her knees, she kissed her right breast, then her belly button and finally her mons. To give her friend a better view, Etsuko lifted her knee, held it up and leant against the tiles.

Himara tried to move the metal cover gently without success. “This is so cruel, Suki…” She reached around her body and cupped her ass cheeks, then ran her tongue around the edges of the metal chastity plate.

Even though she couldn’t make any contact with her clitoral flesh, the sensations created by her flicking tongue were heavenly. Maintaining her stance, Etsuko rotated her body, so Himara could attack her anus without moving. The kid was as orally skilful as she was, and was perfectly capable of taking her to an anal orgasm with her rhythmic probing. Unfortunately, she didn’t have the time.

“Doll, enough…” She pushed her fingers through her black hair and pulled on it gently, then dropped her leg.

Himara rose elegantly and held her arm. A concerned look came over her face. “Yuzuki is up to something, Suki. She and Mao were in a huddle with Jin and Hachi, by the greenhouse. I wouldn’t be surprised if they kick up a fuss later.”

“Fuck them. Let’s go to the library after dinner and I’ll tell you what I found out.”

Her doll-like features brightened. “Tell me now!”

“Nope. I’ve got to go and see the nurse. Meet you in the canteen at seven o’clock.”

“Okay.”

Etsuko left her friend to finish showering and returned to the bedroom cubicle. The previous 24 hours had been the most eventful during her 8 months at the academy. She hoped the next 24 were going to be calmer, so she could avoid the consequences of yet another fuck-up.


6. Etsuko – Gynaecological chair.

The academy had a state-of-the-art medical department with a resident doctor and three nurses, each of whom took it in turns to provide 24-hour cover. There was a mini recovery ward, an operating theatre and two examination rooms, along with the Psychology and medical staff offices.

Etsuko cheered when she spotted Nurse Ishikawa sitting beside the receptionist, for she was the more considerate of the medical staff that worked there. Her head was bowed while she studied some paperwork on the desk.

Miss Kojima, one of the resident psychologists was sitting beside her. She and the other psycho-babble staff shared the receptionist duties with their medical counterparts. The attractive young woman looked up from the computer. “Ah, Yamada…” She stood up and turned to the nurse. “Shall I take her to the room now, Nurse, or wait?”

The middle-aged nurse gave Etsuko a smile. “Take her in would you, Dara, and make her comfortable in the chair. You know the procedure. I’ll be finished in a minute. Oh, and don’t forget to switch her collar off. The remote is on the side.”

Etsuko followed Koji (The student’s nickname for the young woman), to the examination room, just beyond the secure entrance door to the ward. She noticed, before entering the screened off cubicle, that only one of the beds in the ward was occupied by a girl she recognized from the third floor.

“Yamada, you know the routine.” The nurse wanted her in the chair, so she was expected to undress below the waist.

Because she had changed into her casual outfit, the dress had to come off. She removed it under the watchful eye of the psychologist who had fetched the controller and was under the impression she had switched the collar off. It was an unexpected hitch and meant the nurse would switch it on before she left.

Koji was younger than the other female psychologists. If she was wearing an academy uniform instead of a grey skirt and white blouse, she could easily have passed for one of the inmates.

Etsuko wondered why she always wore her black hair loose with a long curtain fringe, for she had a beautiful oval face and slim neck. The large lensed glasses she wore made her more attractive and interesting, she thought. Koji could have been a model, with her dark almond-shaped eyes, slim nose and natural strawberry pink lips. Instead she was wasting her life away, trying to pick teenage girl’s brains apart.

Etsuko folded the dress and placed it on a chair. She was conscious that it was the first time she had undressed in the company of the young woman. Koji wasn’t part of the medical team, but she was taking a keen interest in what Etsuko was doing. She seemed to be fascinated by her underdeveloped tits.

“Can’t avoid trouble, can you, Yamada?”

“I try, Miss, but it’s not easy in this hellhole.”

“The Vice Principal has lost patience with you. You went too far.”

Etsuko didn’t like the young woman and was sure the feeling was mutual. She was always preaching to her about her behaviour; and questioned whether she was fit to go back into society. After nearly four years of living in correction facilities, Etsuko had had a gut full of head shrinks. Making her feel guilty was the wrong tactic so she practically ignored everything the woman and her ilk said.

The Principal thought it was a good idea for troublesome girls, like Etsuko, to have meetings with psychologists several times a week. The last two meetings had been with Koji after the other two women had given up on her. (That was Etsuko’s take on the situation).

She thumbed the dark blue panties down and laid them on her dress. “You could have defended me.”

She folded her arms and glared at her through her black rimmed glasses. “Hah! After what you did? No chance. You deserve what you’re going to get.”

“You’re supposed to have some sympathy and stick up for me,” Etsuko pointed out, while clambering into the black chair. “Isn’t that what psychologists do?”

“Etsuko, my job is to prepare you for the day when you leave here and sadly, you’ve pushed that date further into the distance.”

“My father won’t let them keep me in here after this term,” she said angrily.

Koji scoffed and turned her attention to the chair controls. The high-tech examination chair was comfortable in the sitting position, but as soon as it was tilted back and her legs spread, it became decidedly uncomfortable. Koji pushed a button and reclined the back until she was 45 degrees off horizontal.

She then pulled the support out on the right side and waited for Etsuko to lift her leg, so she could guide her calf into the padded holder. She pulled two Velcro strips across to secure her leg, then went to the other side to complete the process on her left calf.

From the way the girl studied her naked body and splayed labia, Etsuko began to reassess the impression she had of the psychologist. Her eyes locked on the leaf shape titanium plate that parted her lips and covered her clitoral flesh.

“Is it uncomfortable, Etsuko?”

She couldn’t remember her using her first name before. “Yes, very, Miss. Can you put a good word in for me and get it removed? I really want to listen to your advice.” The woman came to the side of the chair and took hold of her right wrist. “Um, Miss Kojima, I don’t usually have my arms…”

“New procedures, Etsuko. Don’t struggle.”

She had noticed the leather cuffs on the sides of the seat cushion before but had never been restrained in them. After steering her arm down and fastening the cuff, the young woman went to the other side and secured her left wrist. Etsuko had often been uncomfortable in the chair but had never felt so vulnerable.

Koji leant over her. “It’s all in your file, Etsuko. Both institutions have almost exhausted themselves trying to prepare you for a return to society.”

It was the same old bullshit. “I’m more than ready to leave this hellhole and my father would take me home in a heartbeat.”

“That’s not true. He receives regular reports of your bad behaviour and supports every method the academy has used to tame your wild excesses. It’s important for you to know he’s approved the latest treatment you’re about to receive.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’ll leave it to Doctor Kaneko to explain the medical side. It’s what goes around in your head that I’m interested in. You were telling me in our last meeting that you were friends with Himara Akada. Is that still the case?”

“Yes, why do you want to know?”

“You see? Someone asks you a polite question and you jump down their throat. Relax, Etsuko, and let us take care of you.”

“How can I relax in this damn chair?”

“Try a little harder, Etsuko. Doctor Harada and I will spend some time with you after assembly, tomorrow. He will be keeping an eye on you in the future.”

Etsuko perked up because she liked the male psychologist who had sat in on a couple of meetings. “I have a biology lesson at eleven o’clock.”

“Our meeting takes precedence. From tomorrow you’ll see things from a completely different perspective.”

“Er…” Just as Etsuko was going to object, the nurse pushed her way through the curtain.

She studied Etsuko’s restrained body. “Thanks for your help, Dara,” she said in a grateful manner.

“Anything else I can do for you?” Her eyes roved over Etsuko’s restrained naked body again.

“I’ll call you when we need you.”

Nurse Ishikawa waited for the psychologist to leave, then wheeled over a narrow trolley, filled with instruments. She parked it to one side and gave her patient a smile.  “How have you been today, Etsuko?”

“Uncomfortable, Nurse. What did Miss Kojima mean when she said I was about to receive some treatment?”

“Relax, while I change your plug. I’ll explain as we go along.”

Etsuko just wanted to get it over with and go and get a bite to eat. The nurse raised the chair a foot, so she didn’t have to stoop to work on the plug, then removed a plastic box from the trolley. After donning surgical gloves, she opened the container and pulled out several small plastic disk.

“I’m going to stick these on your body, Yamada, so we can monitor your vital signs.”

“Um, why are you doing that?”

“It’s part of the treatment. Relax, this will take a few minutes.”

Etsuko had no choice but to lay still while the nurse placed eight sticky disks on her torso and two on her temples, then connected them with thin wires to a monitor that she wheeled to the side of the chair.

Satisfied with her work, she switched the machine on and brought up a colourful moving graph, and figures for heart and respiration rates. The end of a paper roll emerged from the side providing a record of the information.

The nurse wheeled over another instrument, leaving her standing between the tall piece of equipment and the trolley. Taking a small hand-held device, she placed a finger on the titanium shield covering her clit and plugged the tool into the end of the dildo. Etsuko immediately felt the ache she’d been feeling in her tummy, disappear.

Moments later, the nurse withdrew the large finger sized plug and dropped it in a bowl.

“That damn thing felt bigger.”

“You were feeling the balloon that expands out of the end of the plug. I’m now going to insert a similar device. Its purpose is to stimulate your clitoris flesh and bring you to orgasm. This is a one-off procedure so we can record the footprint of your climax.” She indicated the machine spewing the continuous piece of paper. “From that one, the information is fed to this computer…” She tapped the one beside her. “…which will produce a program for your treatment.”

None of it meant anything to the teenager, apart from the first part about giving her an orgasm. If they were included in the treatment, then she would happily come again!


7. Etsuko – Shocking treatment.

Etsuko perked up when the nurse spread some cream on her finger and started to rub it on her exposed labia and clitoral ridge.

“Is that nice?” she asked unnecessarily.

The teenager nodded and closed her eyes. “Yes, Miss…”

“How are we getting on, Nurse?” A man asked.

Etsuko’s eyes sprang open. It was Doctor Kaneko approaching the chair. He didn’t acknowledge her as he quietly took up a position beside the nurse.

“Very well, Doctor.” She handed him a clipboard, which he studied while the nurse continued to massage her clidge.

He put the clipboard down and examined Etsuko’s cunt. “Mmmm, her vulva and clitoral hood are underdeveloped for an eighteen-year-old...”

Etsuko drew her breath in when the doctor, now wearing gloves, took over and started to rub her line of sensitive flesh, which stood proud when he pulled her lips further apart. “Tape them back, nurse, then insert the stimulator with a small head.”

The teenager was quivering from the extreme embarrassment of having her cunt examined and played with, especially by a man who had never seen her sex before. The fact that he was wearing a white coat didn’t reduce the embarrassment.

He pushed one lip to the side and held it there while the nurse applied surgical tape, then repeated the procedure on the other side, leaving her hood, clit and minor lips looking lonely in a sea of bright pink pussy flesh. He then examined her minor flaps and creamy entrance, by poking a couple of fingers into it. His actions ignited a sparkling sensation in her groin that threatened to burst into an orgasm.

The nurse opened a shrink-wrapped package and withdrew a device similar to the plug she had withdrawn from her quim. She changed the protrusion to a smaller size, dobbed some cream on the end and then carefully slid the slim object into her vagina. The difference became obvious when instead of a titanium shield, a thick finger of rubber pressed against her clitoral ridge.

“Are you ready, Doctor?” she asked the middle-aged man who was peering across the medical chair at the monitor’s screen.

Etsuko watched his eyes, but he didn’t look into her eyes once.

“Yes. Start the stimulator.”

She flicked a switch on the end of the dildo which immediately started to rub her ridge from side to side and vibrate within her vagina.

“Oooooo, that feels nice,” Etsuko couldn’t resist commenting.

The doctor turned his head in her direction for the first time. “Be quiet, Yamada. I suggest you close your eyes and concentrate. The sooner we have you orgasm footprint, the sooner we can start your treatment.”

Etsuko closed her eyes and allowed the intense sensations to well up in her groin, then spread throughout the rest of her body. She forgot she was sitting in an examination chair and imagined tiny particles were bombarding her skin from all directions. It didn’t take long before she was in the throes of the most intensely spectacular orgasm she had ever experienced.

From there the sensations climbed even further as the prickly sensations invaded every fibre of her body. She moaned and tossed her head from side to side as the device gradually increased the pace of its nodule and intensify its vibrations.

“Oh, ahhhh, yesssss, ahhhhh, my, oooooo, ahhhhh…” she cried.

The doctor, who had remained stationary, watching the read out across her writhing body, reached out and started massaging her nipples. “She’s nearly at her peak,” he muttered.

Etsuko, quivering with orgasmic delight and sweating profusely, had completely lost control. Her slim body and limbs continued to writhe and pull on the restraints while a strange gargling sound escaped from her gaping mouth.

The nurse dabbed her forehead with a damp cloth and tried to still her rocking head. “Nearly finished, Etsuko.”

A buzzer sounded on the monitor which was the signal for the doctor to release her nubs and disappear behind the chair. The nurse moved back to her position at the end and switched the vibrator off, then carefully withdrew the plug.

Etsuko, still vibrating like a tuning fork, was unable to think clearly, so was a dazed spectator when the nurse inserted a new type of dildo into her vagina. It was larger, made from black rubber, and was covered in metal studs. It didn’t have a section that covered her clit, but as soon as the nurse had fully inserted the dildo, she closed a clamp on her sensitive clitoral ridge, so that it gripped its entire length.

“Wha… what are you doing?” she gasped.

“I’ll explain in a minute.” The nurse came to stand beside her and removed the two discs on her temples, then applied gel from a tube to the same areas.

“Please tell me what you’re doing.”

The doctor returned and held out what looked like a latex hood. “Yamada, open your mouth so I can fit this hood.”

“No… No, I don’t want you to put that on me!” she exclaimed.

“You have no choice in the matter, girl. Either you help with the process, or you’ll be given a sedative. If we have to go down that route, you’ll be in this chair a lot longer. The treatment can’t start if you’re sedated.”

“What treatment? What are you going to do to me?”

“I’ll explain when the hood is on. Once the treatment is finished, I’ll remove the hood and the collar, for there’ll be no need for you to wear it once we’ve finished.”

She hated the idea of having a hood over her head, but having the collar removed, was a good incentive to get the treatment over and done with. The black rubber hood had a thick tab sticking out, but when Etsuko studied it, she realized it was inside out and the tongue was designed to go into the wearer’s mouth.

Opening her mouth was the signal the doctor was waiting for. With the nurse’s help, they fed the tab into her mouth and then pushed the smooth rubber mask against her face. It needed two sets of hands to pull the thick latex onto her head, for the top had to be pulled over her head, then the sides pulled together so a zip could be pulled down from the top to the neck.

Etsuko was alarmed. “Uhhhhhhh,” She tried to protest, but it was impossible with a lump of rubber on her tongue. There were holes for her breathing and small holes for her eyes and she could hear, but it was so tight, the tough youngster began to panic. “Uhhhhh!”

A reassuring hand touched her shoulder. It was the nurse. “Etsuko, you’re about to receive a course of EPT. That stands for Electric Pulse Therapy. It will have the effect of pacifying your temperament and reducing your libido. Your father sanctioned the treatment when he realized that all attempts to straighten you out have failed.”

“Yamada, the treatment has a high success rate and is for your own good,” the doctor informed her. “Remember, you are being cared for by people who want to integrate you back into society. You’ll wonder what all the fuss was about after you’ve completed the treatment.”

Through the holes, she could see the nurse applying more gel to her nipples and then closing clamps on them. Wires with connectors were then plugged into the dildo, the clamps on her three nubs, and into a socket on the side of the hood. She could feel metal discs pressing against her temples inside the hood, which alarmed her further.

Whatever they were planning to do, they were ready. The pair stood beside the tall computer just beyond the chair and were muttering together while they adjusted the controls. The doctor came to the side of the bed to watch the monitor again.

He placed a roll of rubber into her hand, while on the other side, the nurse did the same. “Etsuko, the treatment will start in ten seconds. Grip the rubber and bite the tab in your mouth. Three, two, one.”

“Rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” she groaned when her head and groin exploded. It felt like a flash of lightening crossed her temple and was then replaced with a searing pain, the like of which she had never experienced before. “Rrrrrrrrrrr!” Another pulse just a few seconds later increased the penetrative effect, as more of her body experienced the intense burst of mind-numbing energy. The terrible sensations came one after the other, over and over again, while her body went rigid and her mind screamed a continues wail of protest.

The pain was all-consuming and because the pulses were close together, there was no chance of taking a breather from the catastrophic treatment until it was finally switched off.

Etsuko’s eyes stared, not through the holes, but into a world that belonged to her past.

She was back in the geography classroom where her teacher, Mr. Kaito, had molested her. He tricked her into staying after school to do some extra studying. He had groomed her carefully and thought she was ready to accept the abuse.

But that wasn’t the case and she screamed her head off when the man touched her. He panicked and tried to silence her, but she escaped. When she complained, the authorities turned the story around and expelled her.

No one believed her, not even her family. In some ways their attitude was harder to take. The teacher had a high reputation and his word trumped hers.

That night she set the school teacher’s accommodation block on fire. She stood and watched it burn to the ground at the school gates and had gasoline on her hands when the police arrested her. She never found out what happened to her molester.

No amount of money from her family could save her, so they didn’t bother. They did turn up at court to hear her sentence and then disappeared before she was led away. Being abused at such a young age traumatized her and she received no psychological help for a long while.

Abandoned by her father, it was her older sister, Aiko, who eventually started to visit her. Even then, the message was ‘Pull yourself together or you’ll spend the whole six years in one institution or another’. She had pulled back from the brink and learnt how to survive in a world of discipline, bullies and abusers.

An aggressive attitude and obdurate willpower had stood her in good stead for nearly four years, but now unbeknownst to the unconscious teenager, her luck had finally run out.


8. Himara – Unexpected confrontation.

The dining room became a lonely place after 7 o’clock. Himara Ikada sipped her orange juice and took another look around the vast space. Most of the girls couldn’t wait to have their dinner, so they could pack the most into their short evenings. One or two pairs of girls were dotting around, but most had long gone.

A glance at her watch told her it was 7:20, way past the time Etsuko said she’d meet her there. Scolding herself for worrying about her tough friend, she decided she’d give her another ten minutes to show up, then go and find her.

In Himara’s book, there were three kinds of girls at the Academy. Straight up and down girls, gay girls and false gay girls. There were also girls that wanted to be boys, but the academy didn’t tolerate gender dysphoria, so Himara put those girls in the gay group.

Etsuko was a false, while she herself was a gay. The false group preyed on the weaker gay girls and often dominated them mercilessly. Most of her friends thought that Etsuko was mean to her in private, but she wasn’t. Unusually, like Yin and Yang, they were opposites and drawn to each other.  Their relationship, which had lasted the 8 months they had known each other, was founded on a mutual desire to survive the harsh authoritarian regime at the academy.

They had both arrived at Toyushi Academy from remand centres and both had three years of their sentence to serve. The only way to reduce the term was for their families to pay a huge sum of money, a bond, and guarantee their behaviour. Most families paid vast sums to keep their troublesome offspring locked away as long as possible.

Himara hadn’t had any contact with her family since she was sentenced for the near death of a pedestrian while she was a passenger in a stolen car. Honour was important in Japanese life and according to her family she had dishonoured them.

Etsuko had told her that her family was rich and thought she was an embarrassment. They were both in the same boat and desperately needed each other’s friendship.

She needed Etsuko to protect her from a group of girls who would make her life a misery at the drop of a hat, while Etsuko needed her to stop her from going off the rails. Himara’s job was difficult because the pretty teenager had a violent temper that could flare up at the least provocation.

At first, when they were together, Etsuko wouldn’t discuss her past. Then one night, after she had been in solitary for two days, she finally opened up. She told Himara about the night a Geography teacher abused her, about the consequences and her reaction when she was expelled from the school.

Her own case was different, but the consequences were the same. She was with a boy who stole a car and nearly killed a pedestrian. They both received tough sentences. Himara went into her shell, and with no family to support her, suffered a miserable existence in the remand centre.

Etsuko was the best thing that had happened to her. To most of the girls in their year, the aggressive teenager was a trouble maker and someone to avoid. To Himara, she was a complicated, misunderstood companion, who at times could be calculating and destructive, and yet intensely passionate and loyal.

Etsuko was a true friend, a lover, a protector and Himara didn’t know what she’d do without her.

It was 7:30, so she decided to go and track her absent friend down. Etsuko mentioned visiting the library, so may have forgotten they were going to meet in the dining room. That was just like the teenager, who spent a lot of her spare time daydreaming about escaping from the academy.

All the function rooms, like the library, dining room, cinema, games rooms and meeting rooms were on the ground floor in both wings of the massive building. She had to walk through a wide glass corridor which was well-lit by lines of sparkling halogen lights. The failing light outside created a startling sci-fi effect in the 50-yard-long passageway.

The dining room and games rooms, beneath the accommodation floors, were safe spaces because of the sheer amount of inmates toing and froing between the facilities. Walk through the glass corridor into the education block and there was virtually no one around. Most of the girls in her year avoided the library after dinner, unless they were fetching books for one of the older girls.

Quite a few first-year inmates had a ‘Mother’ who would protect them against the other predators. Fagging was common and she’d only avoided being snagged by one of the older girls because Etsuko had fought them off for her.

Her wilder side was a huge weapon and in the main kept them both safe. On the other hand, Etsuko was prepared to suck-up to an older girl if she wanted something badly. She often came unstuck by pushing her luck too far. One time she spent a day in the oven (Solitary confinement), after punching an older girl in the face.

A lot of the girls fancied Etsuko because of her unusual cheeky good looks. Some thought she looked like a pretty boy, while others thought she had ultra-feminine good looks. It was to do with her high cheekbones, round chin, rosebud lips and stunning, intelligent eyes. She garnered the opinions from her gay friends who were being downtrodden by the older girls.

Himara wouldn’t normally venture into the education block on her own without a good reason, but if Etsuko was in the Library, she had nothing to fear. She had nearly reached the double doors when one flew open and Yuzuki Shimizu strode out, closely followed by Jin Otsuka. They were both from her dorm but weren’t her friends or Etsuko’s. In fact, they were rivals within the small group of six girls in their room.

“Well, well, well, if it isn’t Suck-O’s pussy girl.” She stepped sideways and blocked her way. “They don’t let dimwits like you in the library.”

“Please get out of my way, Yuzuki, I’m looking for Etsuko.” Her friend had taught her how to stand up for herself in the face of someone like Yuzuki and told her to always mention her name.

“I’m looking for Suck-O,” she mimicked Himara’s slightly higher tone. The girl glared into her face and paused as though she was weighing an idea in her head. “She’s sitting in history. Guess she’s waiting for you.”

Himara heaved a sigh of relief and waited for the smiling teenagers to get out of her way. She put her card into the machine, then passed through the automated gate. She returned the card to her purse and tucked it into the pocket of her dress, then entered the library.

She strolled through the fiction section, glancing at books laying on small tables. Two girls were sitting side by side in the reading area looking at a large volume covering their laps. What their hands were doing beneath the book she could only guess, but they were being careful because of the CCTV camera covering the seating.

They didn’t bother to look over their shoulders as she passed through a short hall into the nonfiction department. History, a large section, was right at the back, through another connecting hall about six feet long. The reading area, which consisted of four tables, each with six chairs, was deserted, as were the book shelves, arranged in rows at the back of the room.

She could see that none of the centre aisles were occupied, so crossed the room and walked along the front to check it Etsuko was looking for a book. They were empty. A nasty thought began to wheedle itself into her mind, so she hurried back across the room, only to discover Yuzuki standing in the doorway.

“Found her?” The heavier girl asked.

“No. I don’t think she was ever here.” Not only did Himara surprise herself by the bold statement, she made the heavy girl, blocking her way, pause for a moment.

Yuzuki wasn’t overweight, the academy wouldn’t allow that. She was large boned and had a four-inch height advantage over most girls, which she used whenever the opportunity to bully arose. In the first term, she was an annoyance, but her behaviour had steadily gotten worse as she gained more control over the weaker girls in their year group.

She had received punishments, but usually bullied the other girls into taking the blame for her crimes. When Etsuko was caught in the boy’s dormitory building and their dorm was banned from privileges, she swore she’d make Etsuko pay.

“You shouldn’t have any trouble finding the little bitch, her stink follows her everywhere she goes.”

Etsuko would have risen to the bait but bitchy comments like that hardly irked Himara, because they were so commonplace. After shrugging, she was relieved when the heavier girl waved her past. She hurried into the corridor only to realize she had walked into a trap. Jin was standing 6 feet away blocking her way. Foolishly she had allowed herself to be trapped in one of the few camera blind spots in the library!


9. Himara – Making a deal.

Himara nervously approached the grinning girl. “Let me past, Jin. I’m not looking for trouble. I’m looking for Etsuko.”

The girl stepped forward and pushed her backward into the arms of Yuzuki, who slipped her hands under Himara’s arms and lifted them behind her neck, to hold her in a full Nelson.

“Yuzuki, let go…”

Jin slapped her hand over her mouth. “Make another sound bitch and you’ll be sorry,” she hissed.

“We’ve got a little surprise for your pal, Suck-O, later tonight, Him, unless you’re willing to pay a forfeit,” Yuzuki hissed in her ear. “What do you say?”

The hand eased, enabling her to speak. “Let me go, or we’ll all get into trouble. You heard the warning this morning in assembly about discipline. They’re tightening up…”

“Yes, thanks to your smelly trouble-making pal. What’s it to be, oral worship, or we duff Suck-O up tonight?”

The girls were aware that Etsuko was one step away from being hooked. It was the most diabolical punishment the academy had in their toolbox. One end of the hook went in the anus and the other was connected to a head harness with a ring gag. The naked girl would then be led around or be made to scrub corridors for the whole weekend.

She had seen the punishment being used at the remand centre, but not during the two terms she had been at the academy. One more complaint and Etsuko would be suffering the appalling punishment.

She had the chance to ease the pressure on her friend. “How do I know you’ll keep your word?”

Yuzuki licked her ear. “Because I fancy your sweet mouth and I’ll want a repeat performance one day.” When Himara tried to twist free, the heavier girl released her and spun her through 180 degrees. She grabbed her chin. “Well, pretty one, are you ready to worship my body?”

“Here?”

“There’s no time like the present and there are no spies in here. Start with my tits and work your way down.”

Himara saw her naked every day in the showers, but not at such close quarters. For a big girl she had a remarkably firm body and attractive self-supporting tits. The other girl was threateningly close, making her feel uncomfortable. “Send Jin away and I’ll do it.”

“She wants to cop a feel while you’re performing. Jin’s always had a thing for your body. That’s why she hates Suck-O so much.”

“No… no, that’s too much.”

The obdurate girl squeezed her chin. “Make up your mind. Ten minutes of working your tongue and you can save your pal a ton of grief.”

“All right,” she replied reluctantly.

Yuzuki gathered her dress until her full hand tits were revealed.

Himara reached out, and while gently gripping the girl’s left tit, she sucked on the areola and attacked her nub with her tongue.

From behind, Jin slid her hands up her thighs, over her panties and cupped her firm breasts. “These are sweet,” Jin whispered in her ear.

Yuzuki, leant against the wall, and arched her back. Himara spent about two minutes on each breast; while having her own orbs squeezed and kneaded. She then kissed and licked a trail down the girl’s belly to the elastic of her panties. Jin had her own agenda, so when Himara slowly squatted, she felt a hand slip down the front of her panties.

“Open your legs,” Jin whispered in her ear.

As soon as her thighs parted, the hand had enough room to cup Himara’s pussy. The girl alternated between rubbing her oily clidge and prodding her entrance. She obviously hadn’t got a plan as she fumbled around.

She hadn’t yanked down such a large pair of panties, possibly size 12, since she was in the remand centre. Etsuko and the other girls she had played with, were in the main petite and had cute asses. What her tormenter didn’t realize, was that she was enjoying what she was doing. However, that wasn’t the case with what Jin was doing with her fingers in her pussy.

Anyway, as soon as the girl’s panties were at half mast, she closed her eyes, pulled her major lips apart and thrust her mouth into Yuzuki’s bright pink cunt. Tangy pussy flavours invaded her taste buds during the initial phase of the attack, on the girl’s meaty clitoral ridge. However, it dissipated the longer she sucked and lapped her sensitive flesh. She teased her entrance, but it was her clit that needed the most attention.

“You are good, Himi,” the girl sighed as she tried to steer her head with her bunches. “Soooooo, good.”

Jin’s fingers were mashing her own clitoral meat while the other hand travelled down her butt crack in search of her tighter orifice.

It was a mistake to impress Yuzuki, but she suspected even a half-ass effort was better than what she usually got from Jin and the others. Unfortunately, she wasn’t able to imagine it was Suki’s sex she was licking, because her friend’s was petite and nothing like the one she was sucking. She ploughed on though and brought the girl to orgasm.

Jin had no idea how to pleasure a girl, so the promising start ended in disappointment. After seeing her pal orgasm, the fumbler pulled her hands out and stood up. Relieved the girls had been satisfied, Hinata hauled the girl’s navy-blue panties up and then got to her feet.

After wiping her mouth, Yuzuki’s expression was less threatening, so she felt emboldened. “Lay off Suki, Yu. She wants what we all want – to get out of this hell-hole.”

“Huh,” she scoffed. “Have you got anyone on the other side who’ll pay your bond and give you a place to live?”

“Suki says…”

“That loser is in the same boat as all of us. We’ve been abandoned. I’ve only got another year, but you and your mate have another two, so tell her to stop making trouble for the group.”

“I will, Yu. I’ll tell her. Have you seen her around since six o’clock?”

“Nope, she’s probably in the room.”

Himara followed them out of the library and tagged along with the pair through the connecting tunnel. As they emerged into the accommodation building, she spotted a security guard approaching from the far end. With fewer inmates around, she stood out, as did the expression on her face. Himara held her breath as the woman neared, hoping she’d walk on by, but she didn’t.

She stopped and gestured to them. “Girls, follow me.”

Officer Akito did an about turn and set off toward the end of the corridor.

They were all horrified to be dragged down to the security office at 8:10 in the evening. Himara had been strip searched several times, usually at the weekend after they had been out in the grounds. The guards were searching for drugs and cigarettes, which were often thrown over the security fence.

The girls followed the warder into the office and lined up with their backs against the wall. There were three desks in the office, one of which stood in front of a bank of monitors on the far wall. A second officer was sitting watching the screens. They entered by the door on their left, but didn’t want to leave by the door on the right because it was the dreaded strip-search room.

Officer Akito perched her butt on the edge of the nearest desk and examined their faces, before scouring their dresses and feet. “So, Shimizu, why the meeting in non-fiction?”

Yuzuki, who was standing on the end, glanced along the line at Jin and Himara. “Um, we were looking for Etsuko, Ma’am.”

“Is that true, Otsuka?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Himi, er, Himara couldn’t find her friend.”

“That’s interesting. Is that what you three were discussing for ten minutes, while hiding in the history corridor, Ikada?”

“Um, well, er, yes, Ma’am. We were trying to remember when we last saw her.”

Ominously, Officer Akito pulled a pair of surgical gloves from a packet and slowly pushed her hands into them, then slipped off the desk and approached Himara. “Girl, you’re lying, open your mouth.”

Intimate searches always started with the mouth. The officer held her chin and felt around her gums for any hidden substances, like a bag of drugs. Finding none, she changed her glove and then examined Jin’s mouth, before repeating the procedure on Yuzuki. The trio waited while the cool guard returned to the desk, picked up a clipboard and scanned the information.

The warders looked smart in their new uniforms, which consisted of a grey ‘A’ line skirt and white blouse. They wore an equipment belt that had loops and pockets for a baton, taser and radio. Himara had never seen an officer use a taser, but had, frequently, felt the lash of the flexi-baton.

“Girls, we’ve discovered a stash of drugs on the grounds. We suspect it was thrown over the fence or dropped in by a drone. The perpetrators have been moving their product among the inmates using mules from your year. Tell me now what you know and the punishment will be reduced. Ikado, are you hiding drugs on your person?”

“No, Ma’am and I have no knowledge of the crime or heard any rumours.”

“Why are you shaking, girl?”

She hadn’t realized she was. “I… I’m nervous, Ma’am.”

She asked the other two and got a similar reply, then returned to face Himara. “Follow me, Ikado.”

She was nearest the door so had the dubious honour of having her holes searched first. The room was small and contained a solid bench that had cubby-holes beneath it, in which they kept items used when examining their holes.

In one corner, four feet above the floor, stood a monitor on a metal shelf. It was connected to an instrument on a trolley that had a flexible probe for inspecting orifices. A cabinet stood next to it, upon which she was expected to put her clothes. In the opposite corner there were washing facilities and towels.

“You know the routine, Ikada. I want you on your back.”

Each warder had a different routine. They used to bend them over the bench, especially if there was a queue outside, but practices had changed. Officer Akito was slower and a more deliberate operator. While Himara lifted her dress off, over her head, she began to worry about the appearance of her cunt. They had broken the rules, having sexual contact beyond their bedrooms, but in the past, the rule was largely ignored by the guards.

She laid the panties on top of the dress, then, naked apart from her shoes and socks, she backed up to the bench. After hoisting her butt onto the edge, she leant back and brought her knees up onto her tits. She initially kept them together, but the officer pushed a hand between her thighs.

“Wider and flatter,” she urged. “I want to see your face while I ask you a couple of questions.”

Himara placed her arms over the back of her knees to keep her thighs parallel with the bench and her tits and cunt thrusting in a lewd manner. Officer Akito was just pushing her hand into a fresh latex glove when the second guard, Miss Cho, entered to witness the search. She stood by the machine ready to hand the probe to her pal.

The woman studied her clipboard. “Himara, you have form, so it would be a shame if I find anything during the search. You know the punishment for a second offence.”

She had hidden a lighter in her quim for an older girl, when she first arrived at the academy and was sent to solitary for a 48 hours. “Ma’am, I learnt my lesson last time. I’d never do that again.”

“Mmmm, I see you’ve stayed out of trouble for a while…”

Thanks to Etsuko, she thought to herself. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Well, you’re in trouble now.”

“I swear, I’m not concealing anything.”

“We’ll see…” She laid the clipboard down and ran her fingers across Himara’s prominent convex lips. They were flushed and sensitive after Jin’s fingers had roughed them up. After a pause, the woman parted them, like a doctor would, then slid her fore finger down her clitoral ridge and slipped it into her vagina. Himara could tell if an officer was bored, interested or vindictive.

Officer Akito was definitely interested in her body and enjoying a slow examination of her quim. Etsuko told her to encourage a guard’s interest if the opportunity arose, but she didn’t have the bottle to do such a thing. The officer was taking longer than usual and making eye contact with her, which was a good start.

In and out, rubbing one side and then the other. Was Officer Akito interested in her? She wasn’t sure, Then, when she withdrew her finger and examined the creamy residue on the latex, there was a smile on her lips.

“I don’t think we’re going to find anything in this one, Kawi,” she said to her pal, who had switched the monitor on and had the probe ready. “I think these kids have been having a threesome. This girl’s cum is still oozing from her hole. Am I right, girl?”

She nodded glumly. “It was only for a minute, Ma’am.”

“Come on. Give me the probe…”

Himara relaxed her neck muscles and squeezed her eyes shut while the officer inserted the worm-like device in her pussy. She was fed up with the loss of liberty and like Etsuko, yearned to be free. Consensual oral sex was allowed in the bedrooms but banned elsewhere in the academy. She hadn’t committed the worse crime in the world, but it was bad enough to get her at least three strokes.

Once the probe had visited both holes, Kawi cleaned the end and fetched a cane from under the bench. After handing it to officer Akito, she moved round the bench so she could hold Himara’s ankles, low above her shoulders. In her extreme folded position, her fig-like labia stood slightly proud of the back of her thighs, providing the guard with a focal point for her strokes.

The officer stood to the side. “A piece of information, no matter how insignificant would save you a considerable amount of pain, Ikada.”

The other officer bending over her grinned. “Give us a name. Someone in your year…”

She might be one of the more vulnerable girls in the Academy, but she wasn’t a snitch. She had heard rumours but would never spread them like some of the more powerful girls did. “I’m sorry, Ma’am, I don’t have any information.”

Officer Akito raised her arm. “Switt! Switt! Switt!

“Neeeeeeeeiiii!” Himara started screaming the moment the cane impacted her sensitive thigh and labia flesh.

The first line of white-hot fire tore across the prime target, while the second and third landed across the meat of her firm peach. The fiery pain was excruciating for the first minute and because of her reaction, the officer had to maintain a firm grip on her ankles to keep her still.

The scorching sensation died but her tears continued to flow, even after her feet were released and she was helped into a sitting position. Keen to get off the bench she jumped down and picked up her panties.

“Ikado, take this and dry your eyes.” The guard was holding a tissue.

She quickly scrambled into her panties, then gratefully took the tissue and dried her eyes. The pain across her ass was fading, but the sting from the lower stroke was going to last much longer.

“Doctor Kojima was asking after you about an hour ago. She’s in medical and wants you to report there as soon as possible,” Officer Akito informed her.

“Oh, I wonder what that’s about?” she said, thinking out loud.

“You’d better get yourself down there and find out.”

Himara, fully clothed, nodded. “I’ll go straight there, Ma’am.”

She passed the other two suspects, who both looked pensive, after hearing the racket she made while getting thrashed. She sensed the officers were warming to their task and that Yuzuki and Jin were about to get their comeuppance.


10. Koji – The Puppy suit.

Dara Kojima hated the girls and the staff calling her Koji, but it had stuck and she had no choice but to grin and bear it. What most of the kids didn’t realize was that she had as much influence in their futures as the Principal had. A couple of damning sentences on an application for release could commit a girl or boy to another year of incarceration.

Japan had a complicated system of young offender rehabilitation. Up to the age of 18, the kids were kept in remand centres, which were tough and unforgiving places for the youngsters. Then, there was a three-year gap to be filled before they went onto adult prisons. The government filled that gap with Academies, both private and public funded.

The Toyushi Academy was a private facility but had to follow the same rules as the public ones. All the offenders in Toyushi were eligible for parole, but had no one willing to pay their bond. What their nearest and dearest were prepared to do was pay the fees to keep them locked up.

If a girl had one year left on her sentence, she would leave and there was nothing the family could do about it. If she had three, then she left when she was 21, or when her family paid her bond.

An ambitious psychologist, Koji had several setbacks in medical school and her career floundered for about five years. She saved it by agreeing to take the job at the Toyushi Academy. The residential position had been a graveyard for several young psychologists, but she was determined to turn it into an opportunity rather than be buried there.

The academy’s purpose was to eradicate bad behaviour, even if it meant using extreme measures on the inmates. The principal’s desire to clamp down on them, after discipline had slipped to a new low, played right into her hands. She was well versed in a new technique of controlling extremely wayward girls and also boys; but at another private facility.

She and Doctor Harada had worked together there and were of the same mind. After several months of trying, they successfully persuaded the government department to trial EPT, Electro Pulse Treatment, combined with CRT, Canine Roleplaying Therapy, on their first-year students.

As luck would have it, an incident occurred which gave them the grounds to commit the first girl and boy, for what was called the ‘CAP’ treatment. Etsuko Yamada snuck out at night, swam the canal and entered the boy’s accommodation building. She was caught in Isami Nishimura’s bedroom cubicle by a security guard.

A panel of five sat and unbeknownst to both inmates, came to the decision to sentence them to the ‘CAP’ program. The first stage for the girl. was to insert a vaginal plug for 24 hours, which relayed her vital signs to a computer for analysis. In the boy’s case, they fitted a cock ring and cage with sound, which provided the same information as the girl’s plug.

The first 24 hours wearing the plug or ring were vital. When she and Doctor Kaneko reviewed the results at 6 o’clock, they were pleased to find that the computers stats were in line with their expectations. They also discovered, in Etsuko Yamada’s case, that she had two periods of high sexual arousal during the day, proving that the girl was rightly suited for the treatment.

The nurse, being busy, allowed her to fasten Yamada in the chair and be able to examine the subject in a naked state. Obstreperous, cheeky and wilfully naughty, Etsuko Yamada was the stuff her dreams were made of. Resistant to psychological help, the teenager was the perfect subject to prove the revolutionary treatment worked.

It would not only cure her disruptive attitude but bring the rest of the institute’s population in line. The thought of being put into a latex skin and treated like a dog was enough to improve even the worse offender’s behaviour.

Then there was the girl herself. She was without doubt one of the most pulchritudinous girls she had ever seen, which went some way to explain why she had such a bad record during her incarceration. With her pretty and yet cheeky features, boy-like figure and petite stature, she would have been targeted by every dyke and straight in the remand centre.

That wasn’t Koji’s concern though as she turned her attention to another file, sitting at the reception desk. She was manning the desk while Doctor Kaneko supervised the EPT with Nurse Ishikawa, for it was important that they weren’t disturbed.

The treatment was designed to dull the nerve receptors in two areas of the brain. Firstly, the amygdala, which regulates joy and anger. And, the speech, emotional and arousal areas of the temporal lobes.

The canine suit gave the patient time to adjust to their new, calmer emotional state but the subject would have to learn to speak again. Some patients took a week, others a month to grasp language again, but it returned eventually. More importantly, the patient learned how to respond to instruction and behave in a calm and demure manner.

The patient’s libido was another matter. Because most errant behaviour was connected to the patient’s sex drive, that too had to be dampened. However, the patient’s response to the treatment was more difficult to monitor, but the results of several trials had shown much lower levels of arousal.

The security door opened to her left and Doctor Kaneko poked his head out. “Would you join us, Doctor Kojima?”

She closed the file she was reading, placed a sign on the front shelf – ‘Ring the bell for assistance.’ and joined the doctor, who led the way back to the consultation room.

“How did it go, Doctor?”

“As far as I can tell, very well. The CNS readouts are strong and so are her vitals. I’ve given her a sedative which gives us about an hour. Have you managed to contact the girl’s friend yet?”

“Himara Ikada? Not yet. I’ll fetch her after we’ve fitted the suit.”

Etsuko was still lying in the chair, which had been flattened into a couch. The arms had been hinged down for easy access to the patient. Her slim white body looked innocent and virginal stretched out on the black vinyl surface. The motley grey latex suit was lying folded on a trolley at the end of the chair/examination couch. The accessories had been placed beside it.

“Koji, you’re the expert, where do we start?” the doctor asked.

She pointed at the rolls of tape on top of the pile. “We need to tape her hands into fists and her calves to her thighs. The tape degrades in 48 hours, allowing her limbs to breathe. First though we need to turn her over.”

Together they rolled her over onto her front, then she and the doctor taped her legs while the nurse dealt with her fists. With her legs folded they had more room to unravel the suit on the end of the couch. Koji positioned it so they could push her knees into the hind legs and then draw the latex costume up her folded limbs.

“Is it too small?” the nurse asked when they arrived at her cute ass.

“No, I don’t think so,” she muttered, tugging on the latex. “You wait until you have to fit one on a bigger girl!”

“It’s the lining that’s causing the problem,” the doctor opined.

The material was thick and unyielding, but Koji was confident it would fit. “The breathable latex needs the lining to control perspiration. It’s a remarkable suit that can be worn for months at a time. The fine fur helps steady her temperature.”

With the empty arms flopping at the side and the head of the suit laying on the girl’s back, they slowly drew the motley grey latex fabric over her feet, tucked to the side, and her ass, then beyond her waist.

“Wow!” the nurse said, stroking the hairy cheeks of Etsuko’s buttocks. “I love the feel of the pelt. She’s going to get a lot of attention from the girls.”

The material was tailored into her ass crack, but they couldn’t see her anus or sex for the time being. They pushed on, drawing the fabric over her tummy and back, then arrived at the point where they had to do her arms. It was by far the trickiest part, but with three pairs of hands, they eased her wrapped fists into the tight sleeves and worked them down until they were snug in the front paws.

The doctor examined one. “These are remarkable. The pads and short fur make them look real.”

Koji nodded in agreement. “Sit her on her haunches, so I can do her nipples.”

The nurse gave her an odd look as they lifted her upper body upright to reveal the front had yet to be pulled together with a zip.  The fastener ran from her navel to her neck. Koji pulled the suit away from Etsuko’s small breasts and pulled the material until the half inch diameter holes were lined up with her nipples.

“Please grip her nipples while I zip the front up,” she asked the other two.

After making sure the shoulders were snug, she slowly drew the heavy-duty zip up to Etsuko’s neck, then lifted the dog’s head over and squeezed it onto the top of the teenager’s head.

“Can you pull her bunches through the holes?” she asked the nurse, who promptly carried out the fiddly job while she unravelled the face and chin.

As soon as they were straight, Koji pulled the head down. The doctor had to help her with the chin and smooth out the contoured doggy face. The suit designers had made the head black, and the fur longer on top of the head to compliment her bunches. The pelt got lighter toward her ass and her underbelly was almost white.

The head though was incredible. The latex chamfered around her lips and eyes, she had a proper snout, and padded cheeks to give her a doggy shaped face. A pair of realistic floppy ears plus the longer black fur from her head dangled over her eyes were clever touches.

The girl’s red cherry-pip nipples needed pulling further through the holes because they would be used as contact points for the computer. She gave each one a tug until most of Etsuko’s areolas had joined the nipples. They looked incredibly lewd on her relatively flat chest, surrounded by white fur, but wouldn’t show when she was on all fours.

The suits that were previously used in remand institutions were nowhere near as detailed and realistic as the ones the academy had sourced. Toyushi was the first academy to try them out and if the suits were a success, she and Doctor Harada would get all the credit.

“Right, let’s get her onto her back so we can fit the collar and inspect her sex,” she said, aware the sedative would soon be wearing off.

Once Etsuko was on her back, her rear legs fell open, enabling the trio to examine the slot in the suit at the apex of her thighs. Koji stared at the teenager’s sex and was gobsmacked. The rigid side edges of the slot half covered and flattened her major lips, leaving an inch gap in which her salmon pink clitoral ridge and hood stood proud. Not only that, the girl’s cute pair of minor lips appeared to be pouting in an inviting manner.

The doctor thumbed her ridge one way and then the other, then wiped the area with a damp swab. “Hand me the sensor, nurse.”

She picked up a small box and removed a tiny clamp which the doctor crimped onto the top of her clitoral ridge, above the girl’s hood and clit. The ball-shape stainless-steel object looked like a decorative adornment, but it was in fact a warning device capable of delivering a sharp jolt. The doctor then picked up the anal plug/tail, examined it and applied a glob of gel on the end.

“This looks like a clever bit of kit,” he muttered, while easing it into Etsuko’s rectum.

A soft moan rose from the youngster, but she didn’t wake.

“When she clenches, it’ll wag, according to the manual,” Koji said.

“That’ll be interesting.” The doctor said dryly. “Just the collar left to do.”

Koji picked up the heavy collar and fed it behind Etsuko’s neck, so the thicker part was at the back. Two metal discs on the inside lined up with holes in the suit, so when she closed the bayonet fitting at the front, they pressed against her skin. As soon as it was tight enough, she squeezed the tabs at the edges, locking the collar in place.

She touched the square metal panel on the front covering the lock, with its keyhole in the centre. “I’ll put the key in our office if either of you should need it.”

“Okay,” the doctor replied. “Nurse, fetch a trolley and we’ll take her to the ward.”

“Let’s roll her onto her side?” Koji suggested.

By the time the nurse returned with a trolley, they were ready to slide her onto it. There was little trace left of Etsuko to the casual observer, the young psychologist mused, while they wheeled her to the ward and slid her onto one of the beds. Her stunning brown eyes and cute rosebud lips were visible among the fur on her head and at the other end, another pair of cute pink lips.

The loss of identity would put the fear of god into the girls and seeing how the suit exposed Etsuko’s sex would almost certainly bring the worst offenders into line. Across the canal, the same applied. The boy’s genitals were going to be completely visible. The cock ring stayed, but there was no need for a cock cage because of the boy’s inability to become aroused.

A curtain had been drawn around the only other patient at the end of the ward, and they did likewise with Etsuko to give her a little privacy.

“Koji, you’d better find Himara Ikada and get her ready. We haven’t got the staff to keep an eye on Yamada all the time,” the doctor reminded her.

“Sure. I’ll go now.” She took a final look at the stunning Puppy-girl and set off in search of Etsuko’s friend.


11. Himara – Lost and found.

It was a relief to step into the corridor and put some distance between herself and the warders. Everyone was warned in assembly that they were going to adopt a zero-tolerance approach to discipline, as she had found out to her cost.

Unfortunately, she was no nearer to finding Etsuko, and having to go to the medical centre was going to delay her further. As she approached the reception desk, the woman she was looking for, Doctor Kojima was just emerging from the door behind the desk.

“Ikada!” the young woman exclaimed as she approached the curved desk that stood between them. “You got my message then?”

“Yes, Doctor, one of the officers said you were looking for me.”

Koji pointed at the waiting room to her right. “We’ll sit and chat in there.” It was open at the front and had about a dozen seats, all of which were empty.

Himara led the way and chose a seat that faced the corridor. Koji sat down beside her and placed the leather-bound folder she was carrying, on her lap.

“Himara,” she began, using her first name, which was odd. “I want to discuss your relationship with Etsuko.”

“Oh, that’s funny, I’ve been looking for her…” A sudden, disturbing thought occurred to the teenager. “Has something happened to her?”

The young psychologist patted Himara’s knee. “Not anything that should alarm you.”

“You know where she is then?”

“Yes, at the moment she’s laying on a bed in the recovery ward.”

“Oh my god. I have to see her. What happened?”

The psychologist, having left her hand on her thigh, squeezed it. “Himara, calm down! I’m pleased that you’re concerned about her. Let me explain the situation.”

Koji removed her hand and opened the folder, then turned the top sheet onto the left-hand side. Himara recognized the left page as being her academy profile and the right Etsuko’s. A grotty A7 picture of her younger self was affixed in the top corner, while on the right, her friend’s picture looked amazing.

“How close are you two, Himara?” she finally asked.

“We, er… We’re very close, Doctor.”

“Are you intimate? I need to know because of Etsuko’s situation.”

“Um, is she in trouble, Miss?”

“Yes, she got into trouble two nights ago, swimming the canal and breaking into the boy’s accommodation. The punishment for such a flagrant act of mischief is a spell in solitary confinement and then a weekend wearing a hook. The academy though has introduced a new punishment that Etsuko started yesterday.”

“Do you mean the plug?”

“Did she show you?”

“Yes… er…” Himara realized she was admitting intimacy with Etsuko.

“Well, the plug is only the first part of the punishment.” Koji turned Etsuko’s profile sheet over to reveal a diagram of the plug, buried in a girl’s vagina. Himara leant over for a closer look. She had had all manner of items pushed into her quim, at the remand centre, so she wasn’t shocked to be discussing the plug.

“The first part?” she asked softly, fearing she wouldn’t like the rest of the explanation.

“The plug has been monitoring Etsuko’s arousal footprint all day and sending the information back to a computer. A program was then produced for the second stage of the treatment which Doctor Kaneko has just supervised.”

The young psychologist turned the page to show a diagram of a girl lying on a bed with wires attached to her head and body.

“What is the treatment for? What does it do?”

“The electro-pulse therapy is designed to dull the patient’s aggressive instincts and arousal levels. It produces a calmer personality and that’s what she needs if she’s ever going to be released into the outside world.”

“She told me that her family are getting her out at the end of the term.”

“Himara, Etsuko is a dreamer and lives in a fantasy world. Her behaviour is so bad she could stay in here until she finishes her term. What we’re trying to do is drastically change her behaviour. This treatment is designed to help her with that.”

“Do you mean you’re changing her character?”

“Yes, that’s one way of putting it, but for the good.”

Himara didn’t like what she was hearing. She loved Etsuko the way she was, warts and all. “Can I see her?”

“No, I haven’t finished explaining yet.” She turned the page to reveal a photograph of a black dog – only it wasn’t a dog. It was someone wearing a dog suit. “The third part of the treatment is spending a spell in a Puppy suit, like this one…”

She was horrified. “You’ve turned Etsuko into a Puppy-girl?”

“Where did you hear that term?”

“At the remand centre. I heard girls talking about them, but I didn’t believe what they were saying.”

“Well, it’s true, and yes, Etsuko has been put in a Puppy suit and will remain in it until we’re satisfied the treatment has worked. The old school method of hooking a miscreant has been shelved for the time being. The Puppy suit combined with the electro-pulse therapy is a far better option because the wearer is constantly reminded of her failings.”

The teenager was shocked to the bone and tears started to cloud her vision. “That’s awful, Miss. What’s going to happen to her? Where will she go?”

“She’s not going anywhere, Himara. She needs a carer and that’s where you come in, if you’re interested…”

“Yes, yes, of course I am, Miss. What do I have to do?”

“If you agree to be her carer, you’ll be responsible for training her to cope with her new temporary identity…”

“Temporary? How temporary is her condition?”

“One step at a time. I’ll take you to see her and then if you still want to be her carer, I’ll explain what’s entailed.”

“Yes, I want to see what you’ve done to her…” She got to her feet and waited for Koji to lead the way to the security door. Once inside the secure area, they passed the examination rooms and offices on either side and entered the main recovery ward.

“This is her bed,” Koji said, parting the curtains.

Himara stopped in her tracks and gasped when she clapped eyes on what looked like a large grey dog laying on it’s side, on top of the covers. Her first impression was that Koji was trying to pull off an elaborate hoax and she was looking at a real dog, but then she noticed the thicker hind legs and odd rear paws.

She hurried to the side of the bed and stroked Etsuko’s head; and as she did so, the enormity of what they had done to the ebullient teenager hit home. “She’s going to hate it, Doctor.”

“She won’t know what’s happening to her until you help her understand commands. If you don’t want the responsibility, we’ll probably bring in a trainer, or ship her out to a special kennels where she’ll be among girls in a similar situation.”

“Oh, no. I can look after her, Miss. I had an Alsatian when I was younger, so tell me what to do and I’ll do it.”

“Alright. I believe you can. Take a good look at her, then I’ll explain one of the special conditions.”

Himara leant over her friend. “Suki, are you awake?” There was no response and her eyes remained closed.

“Suki?” Koji repeated. “I like that. Maybe we should get the rest of the girls to use that name.”

Himara examined her snout and soft lips, which gave the game away that Etsuko was inside the suit. She had kissed her lips hundreds of times and would have kissed them again if they were alone. She continued to stroke her pelt, down her back and onto the side of her ass and thicker hind legs. The dapple-grey fur was stunning and if the pelt had been put on anyone else, she would have still enthused about it.

“Let me lift her hind leg, so you can see her rear end.”

The teenager gawked when her friend’s pussy was revealed. Koji maintained the lift and pointed to the lewd display at the apex of her thighs. Etsuko’s modest clitoral hood stood proud from her canoe shaped pink labia flesh. Behind it, gripping the rest of her ridge, was a small silver ball.

“Note the attached clamp, Himara.” She dropped the leg and opened the folder, then leafed through the sheets of paper to show the teenager a diagram.

On one side of the diagram stood the dog with waves emanating from its rear end. On the other side stood a girl, also with waves emitting from her groin. A line with arrows was drawn between the two figures, with the label ’10 to 30 Yards’.

“Himara, as Suki’s carer you will have to wear a matching clamp so Etsuko can never wander off and get lost.”

“What? Get lost in the school?”

“Yes. To begin with she won’t be able to remember the school or the people in it…”

The teenager was aghast. “She won’t remember me?”

“Give it time and her memories will return, but you’ve got to be patient. So, once we’ve fitted your clamp, Etsuko has to stay within 10 yards of you during the night or 30 yards during the day.”

“What will happen if she goes further?”

“You’ll both get a little jolt to warn you she’s straying. Shall we go and get you sorted, then you can bring your bedclothes down and sleep in the bed with Suki.”

Himara was a little bemused. Yes, she wanted to take care of Etsuko, but she didn’t like the idea of having a clamp attached to her pussy. “Will it hurt, Miss?”

The psychologist shook her head. “There’s some initial discomfort but it will quickly pass.”

With Koji’s reassurance weighing heavily on her mind, she followed the young woman through to examination room number one. Equipment on trollies lined every wall, while the dreaded gynaecologist chair dominated the centre. Himara thought that one had to be a masochist, or a brave person, just to volunteer to sit in the horrible chair.

“Remove your dress and panties, Himara, while I fetch the doctor.”

She was miffed to have to take her dress off, but it was private; and she was in the company of medical staff. However, she didn’t know if Koji had any medical qualifications. The young woman was often on the desk but had never seen her attend to anyone before.

She removed the dress, folded it carefully and then slipped her panties off. The black vinyl surface was cold as she slipped her ass onto the seat. The stirrups were in place, but did the doctor need to use them for such a simple procedure? She wondered and prayed he didn’t.


12. Koji – A second opportunity.

The doctor wasn’t in his office and nor was he with the nurse who was in the other examination room attending to a wrist injury. The girl had just arrived, and it looked as though the nurse would be tied up for some time.

Koji caught the nurse’s eye. “Himara Ikada is in the other room…”

“Okay Koji. The Doctor has gone across to the boy’s accommodation block. I don’t know how long he’ll be there...”

“I can deal with Ikada if you like and free up the other room.”

“Sure. Good idea.”

Koji left the nurse with her patient, crossed to the other examination room and closed the curtain. She had some basic training in medicine but no qualifications. That didn’t deter the academy from letting her help with basic procedures like vaccinations and intimate health checks.

She had stood in on many occasions when security staff performed strip searches on the girls but had never seen Himara Ikada in the buff. She managed to suppress her sapphic desires most of the time and remain a silent observer. However, she came close to copping a feel of Etsuko’s incredibly nubile body when the teenager was strapped in the chair.

The young psychologist resisted the temptation though. There were going to be plenty of occasions in the future when she’d have to give the Puppy-girl one to one, psychological help, and intimate check-ups. She just had to be patient!

She studied Himara’s body as the girl sat passively with her legs pressed firmly together. A neat triangle of black pubes hid her pudendal cleft, while higher, her pert tits were well formed and displayed very little sag. Opportunities like the one she was presented with didn’t occur very often and she had an idea.

“Himara, I want your legs in the stirrups.” The bolder she was, the easier the girl would accept her authority.

There was a brief pause and then her legs were parting. She raised her right first and waited for it to be secured before lifting her left. Koji then adjusted the chair so Himara was reclining at an angle of 45 degrees. Leaving the girl in the uncomfortable position, she fetched a familiar tray of items.

The teenager watched her place the tray on the side trolley with a shocked expression on her face. “What are you going to do, Miss?”

“I’m going to quickly shave your vulva. It’s required because you’ll need to have regular examinations while you’re wearing the clamp.”

Putting on a pair of surgical gloves sent a thrill through the psychologist’s body, all the way down to her molten quim. If only Doctor Harada was around to thrust his dick into her succulence, she thought.

The youngster looked anxiously on when Koji squirted a glob of foam on her fingers, then massaged it into her neat muff. Her mons was interesting, but it was the feel of her major lips and clitoral ridge that excited the psychologist.

The girl rested her head back and gripped the arms while she went further than she should. Her succulent folds were more mature than Etsuko’s, for the girl had a pronounced ridge and a well-defined clit. Himara didn’t complain during her ministrations and kept her eyes closed through the rest of the procedure.

Finally, the girl’s vulva was as smooth as a billiard ball and looked as stunning as Etsuko’s had. What a shame Himara was well-behaved, otherwise she might well have had two Puppy-girls to play with. It was time to fit the clamp.

Fitting the hinged ball was fiddly, even though she dried the girl’s labia with tissue. When she attempted to hold her hood still, so she could close the crimping tool and fasten the clamp, her fingers lost their grip. The problem was, fresh cunt cream kept seeping from her orifice. On the third attempt she managed to position the device correctly and close the pliers.

“Ahhhhhhh, Misssss, that hurts,” Himara exclaimed and suddenly sat forward to see what had happened.

She placed a hand on Himara’s breast and pushed her gently backward. “Sit back girl.”

Three micro pins had pierced her clitoral flesh, but she’d soon get used to the invasive sensation. Having been forced to wear one by Doctor Harada, she had first-hand experience of the discomfort, so she hadn’t been entirely truthful.

“It feels very uncomfortable.”

“The sensation will fade. Let me show you how to take care of Etsuko’s labia.”

“Wh… what do you mean?”

Koji Held up a white jar and showed it to the girl. “This cream must be applied three times a day. I’ll demonstrate with some lubricating gel to show you the technique.”

She was telling the truth about the cream but not about the gel. The gel was in fact a specially prepared hormone cream that Doctor Harada smeared on her pussy to keep her hot and randy. It caused her a considerable amount of discomfort until relief arrived in the form of her Master’s cock. Himara didn’t know it, but she’d soon be gagging for sex.

“The girl looked bemused. “Why is it necessary?”

“She’ll lack natural juices for a while. The cream will replace them and keep the area healthy.”

Himara fell silent and watched Koji lubricate her rubber clad fingers, then begin to rub them up and down her furrows. The girl’s thighs were spread so wide there was plenty of room for three fingers to massage the gel into her folds.

“Exert some pressure either side of her ridge and then massage her hood and clit if you can find it. How does that feel?”

“Ummm, er, I, er, like it, Miss, but the clamp still hurts.”

“I’ll keep an eye on it, Himara… Then, before entering, circle your fingers around her vaginal entrance a few times…”

“Oh, Misssss,” she sighed. “Oh, Misssss.”

The girl was enjoying it so much, Koji delayed spearing her orifice until she felt the first quivers of an orgasm through the thigh she was holding.

“When you’ve done that, slip your fingers in and make sure you massage the walls as deep as your fingers will reach.”

Within seconds Himara was squirming and moaning with unbridled pleasure. She removed her fingers and began wiping them clean, then wiped her labia dry.

“That’s one way to take you mind off the pain you’re experiencing. I will happily give you another massage during your next check-up, if you want,” she added hastily, then started to release her legs.

It was a shaky teenager who squirmed off the chair and went to her clothes to retrieve her navy-blue panties. She waited for the pretty teenager to dress, then escorted her through the security door and stopped by the desk.

“Go to your dorm, Himara. Fill a bag with the things you need for the night. The sooner you get back, the sooner you’re taking care of Suki.”

It was just the boost she needed. Once the teenager was on her way, she fetched the remote control and keys from the examination room and dropped them off in the psychology office. The plan was to activate the clamps after assembly in the morning.

The Vice principal and Doctor Harada were going to explain the new punishment to the academy inmates during assembly. Everyone would be told to treat Etsuko like a dog, but the term bitch would not be allowed. Discovering that her nickname was Suki was a bonus and she thought that Doctor Harada would approve of its use.

She didn’t have long to wait for Himara’s return. The nurse let her into the medical department and brought her through to the ward. Etsuko was still asleep and might not wake for several hours. Koji stood and watched Himara stroking her friend’s back and congratulated herself on successfully carrying out her orders. Himara and the new Puppy-girl would soon be inseparable and that was exactly the way her Master wanted it.

Then, out of the blue, he called her, twice. She stifled a cry and resisted touching the front of her skirt. The sharp pains in her cunt meant that he wanted to see her as soon as possible. She couldn’t help glancing up at the CCTV camera hidden in the light fitting.

“Himara, it’s great you’re going to be around when she wakes up. Just keep her calm and call the nurse if you need help. The first couple of days are going to be tough and don’t forget to stay close to her. I’ll be back early tomorrow morning with Doctor Harada.”

“I think I’ll lay on the bed with her, if that’s alright, Miss.”

“Yes, of course, but after tonight, I think she should sleep on the floor in your bedroom, like a real dog would. I have a thick circular rug that will be perfect for her, but we’ll sort that out for you tomorrow.”

She left Himara sitting against the pillows and Etsuko lying curled up at the other end of the bed.

After explaining to the nurse her plan to return at 7am, she let herself out of the secure area and walked down to the main entrance.

A guard stationed on the door lifted her arm. “Good evening, Doctor. Will you be returning to the building tonight?”

“No, officer, I’ll be working late at Doctor Harada’s residence.”

“I understand, Miss.”

There was just enough sarcasm in her voice to indicate her suspicions. Rumours were rife about her having a relationship with the older psychologist, but she didn’t care, provided no one found out about its true nature.


13. Koji – New regime.

The horseshoe-shaped gravel drive was well-lit by halogen lighting on the building and sodium lights once it merged into a single track. The lights snaked into the distance until they reached the main gate about half a mile away.

She wasn’t heading in that direction though, she was on her way to one of the private residences, standing in its own fenced off piece of land. She only had to walk 50 yards from the end of the building to a security gate that required a combination to open. She wasn’t trusted with it, so had to push a button on the console. Doctor Harada’s house was one of five and she had to wait a minute before the catch released the gate.

In all probability he followed her progress through the grounds via CCTV. The device she was wearing, clamped to her clitoral ridge, would alert the cameras and change the view on his screen, if he so wished. The same was going to be true of Etsuko and Himara once the trackers had been activated.

Doctor Harada occupied the centre house in a row of five. It was an impressive four-bedroom traditional Japanese wooden house with a sweeping roof that overhung the property. The small hamlet of houses was served by a gravel service road that stopped abruptly at a pair of tall wire gates in the distance. Although the guards were few and far between, there was a formidable security system in place controlled by male officers situated in in a cabin by the main gate.

Once again, she pushed a button on a panel to announce her arrival and didn’t have long before the lock released and the door swung open. She closed the door behind her, took four steps into the hall and turned into the smallest room in the house – her room. She had accommodation in the main building that came with the job, but she only used it when her Master was working nights or away on a trip.

The ten-foot square room contained a futon, two cabinets for her clothes and a highbacked easy chair. Dara Kojima, filled with equal amounts of excitement and dread, quickly removed her clothes and placed them on the chair. Blouse, skirt, bra, panties, socks and shoes, everything, neatly stacked.

Then, opening a draw in one of the cabinets, she removed a tall, black leather posture collar that already had a short leash attached. Twin buckles at the front enabled her to fasten it to the required tightness. She removed two wide rubber bands and closed the drawer. After hunkering down on the balls of her feet, she pulled the bands up her folded legs, making it easier to walk on her hands and knees like a Puppy-girl.

Placing the leather handle of the leash in her mouth, she crawled into the hall and made her way to the main reception room. She paused in the doorway to get over the surprise of finding that her Master had three guests instead of the one she was expecting.

It was a shock because until that moment, her Master had only included the vice principal, Mr. Ueda, in their bondage games. Did the introduction of the other two male teachers at the academy, Mr. Matsuo and Mr. Kimura mean that he was expanding their game. If so, she was in for a much busier night.

Often, when she arrived, her Master, Doctor Harada, was playing chess with Tatsuji Ueda. Her role was to behave like a dog until the men finished their game. Whichever man won, would choose which hole to fuck first. However, by the time the VP went home, he had usually visited all of them.

Instead of chess, the four men were playing cards on a collapsible card table with a green baize top. They were using a second, more robust side table for their glasses and ashtray.  The smell of cigars hung in the air, but no one appeared to be smoking.

Her Master lowered his hand by his thigh and clicked his fingers. “Koji, come and trot round the tables and then say hello to my guests.”

She crawled across the room, red faced, head held high and ass sashaying. The room was well-lit so the new players in her Master’s domination game would see every detail of her semi-naked body. They would also see the welts and bruises upon her ass cheeks and her thick labia lips that had also felt the sting of her Master’s tawse.

“Gentlemen, give her a stroke. Koji loves being petted, don’t you, girl?”

“Ruff, ruff,” she replied trying to sound strong and happy.

The newcomers chuckled and eagerly stroked her back and ass as she slowly crawled by. After two circuits, she stopped beside Mr. Kimura, the English teacher. Then lifting and stretching her upper body. She placed her hands/paws onto his thigh.

In her imagination she was wearing a suit just like the one they fitted on Etsuko. Her master had threatened her with it, but then who would arrange his deviant games for him?

“Ruff, ruff!” she barked softly at the middle-aged Englishman.

He offered his hand, so she licked it. “Well, hello, Koji. Your master says that you’re often a very bad bitch. Is that right?”

She nodded. “Ruff!”

He dropped his hand to her left tit and gave it a squeeze, before feeling her pierced nub. A thick gold ring hung from the back of her nipple which he couldn’t resist playing with.

Doctor Harada picked up a large cigar from the side table and held it out. “Koji, Mr. Kimura would like a cigar.”

Knowing what was required of her, she took the cigar and sat back on her heals. The English teacher looked disappointed at loosing his grip on her breast but gawped when she spread her thighs wide and revealed her succulent vulva. She had been gagging for sex all day, but because she had been so busy, she hadn’t been able to masturbate.

She started to stroke her cunt with the smaller end. The clamp and ring through her clit made it awkward, but she knew she had to follow her Master’s routine. When she had worked herself up, she plunged the end of the cigar into her quim and quickly frigged herself with it.

“My god,” Mr. Kimura whispered.

She counted to 20 and then after withdrawing the sodden end, handed it to the English teacher. He popped it straight into his mouth and sucked it like he would a lollypop.

“Mmmm. You were right, Mokito, these cigars are full of flavour!”

Koji rose up again and after picking up the lighter from the table, lit the end of the cigar. Having pleased one guest, she moved onto Vice Principal Ueda. He had moved his chair back and released his dick. It stood bolt upright in his lap.

Adopting the same posture with her hands on his thigh, she couldn’t help noticing the next man, Mr. Matsue, leaning over to watch what she was about to do. However, she wouldn’t act until she was told to do so.

“Ruff, ruff!” she greeted the VP.

He patted her on the head. “Koji, it’s not a cigar, but see if you can set the end on fire for me.”

All four men roared with laughter. It pleased Koji to hear her master laughing instead of shouting at her. He was often angry with her and she was desperate to impress him and make him happy. She dipped her head and began licking the VP’s purple crown. Using her tongue and lips, she furiously rubbed the whole domed surface multiple times, then finished by giving it a good suck.

“My god, I think she’s achieved it!” the Vice Principal exclaimed.

She lifted her head and received another pat. “Good girl, Koji. Mr. Matsue is waiting to meet you.”

She noticed the math teach scrabbling to undo his fly before she had finished her first gobble, by the time she arrived, his cock was ready and waiting for a good suck. Once again, she limited her actions because her master didn’t want her to perform deepthroat until they retired to the bedroom.

“Koji, I always thought your lips were wasted preaching to those little shits…” the math teacher said, as soon as she lifted her head.

“Ruff, ruff,” she nodded in agreement and got a pat on the head for her efforts.

“Koji, come and sit by your master while we finish our game of cards.”

She hurried around and adopted the passive pose he stipulated, sitting on her heels. The men played a couple of more hands and then packed the cards away.

“Alright, let’s get down to serious business,” the Vice Principal said, getting to his feet. “You both know that Makito and I run this academy and that the Principal is only too happy to follow our advice.”

Both teachers nodded. They knew that Principal Takagi left the day to day running of the academy to the VP and head psychologist. She too was a stickler for discipline and heartily agreed with clamping down on the inmates. Also, the fact that she favoured boys over girls, and spent most of her time on the other side of the canal, lessened her influence.

“We appreciate that, Makito and prefer things the way they are,” the English teacher responded.

“The place would go to the dogs if she was in charge,” the Math teacher added.

“Good, well, I’ve welcomed you to my home for two reasons,” Koji’s master said, taking over from the VP. “Firstly, Tatsuji and I are aware that both of you are bachelors and need some sexual relief. But, having sex with the female inmates is not the answer.”

The look of shock on the teacher’s faces was something to behold. The conversation had suddenly taken on a different, darker slant.

“Makito…”

Koji’s master held his hand up. “Don’t even bother to dispute what I’m saying. Because of the increased levels of violent behaviour and sexual abuse, at the academy, over recent months, the internal security has been beefed up. Additional micro-cameras have been installed in many locations. The system went live Monday and is controlled from the psychology office in the medical centre and not by security. They have access to all community areas in the academy but not the classrooms and dorm rooms.”

“It sounds like big brother and 1984 to me,” Fujio Matsue muttered.

“No, we’re simply clamping down so we can find the inmates who are responsible for most of the trouble. In the process, your sexual exploits were observed and recorded by me. I explained before Koji arrived about the dog suits; and that Etsuko is the first girl to wear one. She will be in your classes and will distract you, unless we take measures to ensure you keep your mind on your lessons.”

“Measures? What did you have in mind?”

The Vice Principal picked up a box from the side table, placed it in the centre of the card table and lifted the lid. Both teachers peered in.

“No! You can’t be serious,” Fujio Matsue exclaimed.

Koji couldn’t see in the box but knew instantly what it contained. Her master was full of surprises. She knew about the new cameras, but he didn’t tell her he was bringing the teachers on board. He also didn’t tell her what the teachers were up to with the girls. Her master was continuing.

“You have a choice, gentlemen. Wear the cock collars and let Koji regulate your erections or be fired from the academy in disgrace. What’s it to be?”

Both men looked thunderstruck. “Who… who else knows about this?” Riichi Kimura asked.

“No one outside this room, for now,” the VP assured him. “Understand this, I’m giving you another chance because you are both good teachers. My duty is to protect the girls from you two, so you cannot teach them without wearing a cock collar.” He picked one up and opened it. “Koji will fit them in the morning at 8 o’clock in the psychology office, if you agree. No one will know about the chastity devices unless you tell them yourselves.”

“How long will we have to wear them?” Riichi asked.

“For as long as you have a girl in a dog suit attending your lessons.”

But I only have five lessons a week with the Yamada girl…”

Makito held his hand up. “The collars will remove the temptation in all of your lessons. Look upon the next month as a chance to rectify the errors you’ve made abusing the girls. I’m only willing to trust you if you’re willing to accept this temporary form of chemical castration.

He considered the ultimatum for a few seconds. “Um, okay, Tatsuji, I’ll be there at eight,” the English teacher said in a desultory tone.

“Me too, Tatsuji.” The math teacher appeared to be less stressed than his colleague. “You said there were two matters.”

“Yes. There will be some sexual relief for both of you, once a week. I’m inviting you both to join me and Tatsuji for a game of cards every Friday night.  The collars will be switched off Friday lunchtime, so by the time you get here you’ll be raring to go. We’ll play cards and afterwards Koji will provide the entertainment.”

“Er, the collars. Can they be switched off?”

“They can and every Friday night, yours will be neutralized for your visit here.” He reached into the box and pulled out two small packs. He gave one to each man. “Take two of these pills tonight and you’ll be flaccid in the morning for your fitting.”

The men took the packs and tucked them away. “Shall we play another game of cards?” the math teacher asked the VP.

Koji suspected the randy teacher wanted sex with her.

“No, Fujio. I’d like you to go to your rooms, take your pills and get a good night’s sleep.”

Both men got to their feet and were shown to the door by the VP. They weren’t happy at all, but they were going to save their jobs, provided they showed up in the morning at 8 o’clock. When the Vice Principal returned, he started to move the items from the smaller table to the card table.  “I thought that went well, Makito.”

Koji’s master helped clear the table then stroked her head. “Very well, Tatsuji.” He pushed her hands from his thigh. “Koji, I want you on the table. Thinking about those two being chemically castrated has fired me up.”

She climbed to her feet and draped herself across the stout wooden occasional table. It was her usual position after their chess game, whether it was for sex, a thrashing, or both. Her master didn’t have the prowess of the younger VP, but when he was excited, he was an animal. She relaxed when he started to massage her back and ass cheeks.

“Tell me about Himara, Koji.”

“I think the girl is perfect, Sir. She’s wedded to Etsuko and will do anything to save her friend grief.”

The VP sat down, facing her, biding his time before he used one of her holes. Behind her, Doctor Harada started to plough her deep furrow with the end of his dick.

“Are there any consent issues?” the VP asked.

She shook her head. “Etsuko’s father signed the forms without question. Her sister is the only one interested in her welfare and has only visited twice in eight months. The kid is an outcast like most of the others.

“How long before Etsuko gets her faculties back?”

“Anywhere between a month and never.”

“Never? I thought you said this treatment is tried and tested.”

“It is, Sir. The worse that can happen is that we have a well-behaved pupil with permanent memory loss.”

“How long do you think we should leave her in the suit, Makito?”

Koji’s master suddenly thrust his cock into her succulence with enough force to fully impale her. “Until we tire of the pair!”


14. Himara/Etsuko – first steps.

Etsuko stirring woke Himara from a fitful sleep. She had been sleeping awkwardly, curled up beside her friend who had slept right through the night.

“Errrrr,” a soft mewling sound emerged from Etsuko’s throat when she moved her head, trying to stretch her neck.

Himara leant over so her friend could see her smiling face. “Hello, Suki. How are you feeling?” She started to move her hind legs and then her arms as though she was trying to climb onto her hands and knees. “Do you want the toilet?”

Her gorgeous brown eyes looked frightened. “Ruuuuu,” Etsuko replied.

“Come on, let me help you down…” Etsuko seemed smaller than before and it was an easy task to turn her and ease her down backwards.

She was amazed when her friend was finally standing on all fours, for although her eyes looked scared, she wasn’t panicking or trying to wander off. Himara dropped to her knees and cuddled her friend’s head and neck.

“You were beautiful before and you’re beautiful now; and don’t worry, I’ll look after you, no matter what.” She stroked her back and then kissed her furry face.”

“Ruuuuu,” Etsuko replied and pushed her body against Himara’s legs.

The leash was lying on the floor, so she clipped it to her friend’s collar, stood up and slipped her feet into her slippers. Her pussy was itching badly indicating she too needed to pee. “Come on, Suki, let’s go and use the toilet.”

She parted the curtain only to find that the end bed on the other side of the ward was still occupied by a third-year girl. The curtain wasn’t drawn so she could see Doctor Kaneko bending over, chatting to her. When Himara stepped into the aisle leading her charge, the girl and the doctor turned to watch them approach.

What a bizarre sight they must have thought. She in a thigh-length hospital gown with her buttocks visible and Etsuko crawling on her hands and knees, dressed in a Puppy-girl suit.

“Himara, I assume you’re on the way to the toilet…”

“Yes, Doctor. She’s only just woken so she must need to use it.”

“Yes, of course. I’m glad to see you’re taking your carer role seriously. As soon as you’ve finished, go straight to the psychology office where Doctor Harada will take care of you and Suki.”

She indicated the gown she was told to wear in the recovery ward. “Wearing this?”

“Yes, Himara.”

With the third-year girl gawping at Etsuko, she pushed the door open to the unisex toilet and led her charge over to the pair of low-level pans. All the toilets in the academy had both low and normal sitting toilets. She preferred the lower ones for she had always used them.

She dropped to her hands and knees and held eye contact with Etsuko. “Watch what I do and copy me.”

The doctor had advised her to treat Etsuko like an infant to begin with. She backed up until she was over the toilet, then steered her friend, so her rear paws were planted either side of the pan. Suki watched as Himara began peeing.

To her absolute delight, Suki copied her actions and emptied her bladder. She returned Himara’s smile, then lifted her knees so she could examine her highly aroused pussy. She decided that the red line left by the officer’s cane could be the cause of the itching in her quim and tenderness in her succulent folds. Etsuko trotted onto the tiled floor and copied her by sitting on her haunches and peering down at her sex.

My god, she thought as she rubbed her clitoral hood harder, seeing her friend in a Puppy suit was making her as horny as fuck and she was finding it difficult to control herself!

*        *        *

Confused was an understatement and muddled didn’t accurately describe her thoughts. Having just been helped onto her hands and knees by a girl in a pink gown, she crawled awkwardly along beside her legs. She looked around, bemused by her surroundings and frightened when a tall man walked to within a body’s length of where she cowered.

His booming voice sent shivers down her spine when he talked to the girl holding the leash. She was glad when her collar jerked and they moved away from the man and entered a small bright room. The girl suddenly dropped to her hands and knees and pretended to be… To be a dog! Yes, she remembered. She was a dog and the girl was faking it, so she could show her how to empty her bladder.

It felt good to remember who she was, and also find the place to do a pee. When the girl started to examine the interesting spot between her legs, she sat back and examined her own pink patch of flesh. As far as she could see, it was the only area of her body that wasn’t covered in fur. She rubbed the ridge of flesh standing proud but turned her attention to what the girl was doing, when nothing happened.

The girl had found a hole and was rapidly thrusting her fingers into it. Slurping sounds were mixed with her whimpers and sighs. Fascinated by the spectacle, she trotted forward and had a sniff. The strong scent emanating from the girl’s juicy orifice interested her and triggered a memory. She was almost certain that she was supposed to help the girl with the problem.

When she pushed her snout between the girl’s thighs, a hand pushed her back. “Ohhhhhh, Suki, oh, my goddddddd.”

Having achieved her aim and withdrawn her fingers, the girl placed her hand on her knee. It was Suki’s chance to taste the girl’s fragrant juices, so she started licking the quivering fingers. Liking the flavour and wanting more, she pushed her snout once again against the girl’s wet spot and began licking as rapidly as she could.

“Suki, my god, you remember…” This time the hand didn’t push her back, enabling her to lap away at the girl’s soft fleshy folds and thrust her tongue into the source of the delicious juices. “Fuckkkk,” the girl sighed softly as her body began shaking more violently.

A door banged open behind her. “Himara?” A man’s voice shocked her. She backed up and as the girl stood up, she scampered around behind her legs. There you are, Himara. Are you having a problem with the Puppy?”

“No, Doctor, Suki has been as good as gold.”

“Better get a move on. It’s eight fifteen and Koji is waiting for you.”

The man in the white coat was almost as tall as the ceiling and even though he remained at the door, she was worried he might attack them both. Thankfully, he left the room and they were alone again.

“Wait a minute, Suki, while I wash my hands.”

Suki had learnt several things she didn’t know when she woke up. She was a dog. The huge man was a doctor and had authority over them. Himara was her carer and liked having her wet spot stroked and licked. In fact, she liked it a lot.

The slim girl was standing at the basin with her legs slightly apart, enabling Suki to see fingers washing the area she had just been licking. Himara turned and looked down at her.

“How’s your pussy, Girl?” She hunkered down and using a wet hand, wiped the area at the apex of her thighs.

She then pulled a couple of paper towels, dried Suki’s pussy, wiped her own and then led her out of the room. There was no sign of the doctor, but the girl was sitting up in bed.

“Ikada, what the fuck have you got there?” The girl shouted, frightening Suki.

Himara stopped. “Keep your voice down, please. She’s only just finding out about stuff.”

The girl swung her legs out of bed, revealing one was in plaster. “Bring her over here.”

“Miho, I’ve got to go.”

The girl worked her way along the edge of the bed. “Does she bark like a dog?”

“No, why would she? I’m going to teach her to speak again.”

“Ruff, ruff!” the girl imitated a dog.

Suki hadn’t understood their conversation, but she recalled the sound a dog made. “Ruff, ruff,” she replied.

The girl clapped her hands. “See, the bitch barks like a real dog!”

“You’re not supposed to call her that. Come on Suki.” They left the laughing girl behind, but Suki was grateful to her for reminding her how to bark like a dog.

They entered another room that was filled with tables, chairs and two desks. A door opened at the back of the room and a young woman poked her head out. “Hi, Himara, take a seat for a moment, I’ve nearly finished.”

Her carer didn’t respond but led her over to a ring of chairs, whereupon she sat down and pulled Suki to the front of the chair. “Sit, girl and let me talk to you.”

Suki would have preferred to poke her nose into her carer’s wet spot, but she sat when a hand pushed down on her butt. “There’s a good girl. I expect you’re hungry, I know I am.”

When the girl rubbed her tummy, Suki understood she wanted some food. “Ruff, ruff!” she exclaimed.

Himara ruffled her fur and when she kissed her on the snout, the Puppy relaxed and sensed everything was okay and her carer was going to take care of her.


15. Fujio – Losing it.

Fujio, only half awake, reached under the covers, and when his hand reached his shrivelled dick, he let out a groan. Memories flooded back from the meeting with the VP and his pal, the crazy shrink. He disliked both men so had gone to the meeting in the hope of getting closer to them. Huh, what a joke that was and what a fool he had been!

The thought of being chemically castrated horrified him, but so did losing his job at the academy. Not only his job, but his home as well. His career in mathematics meant almost as much to him as his health. He loved the challenge of teaching difficult kids and they didn’t come anymore difficult than those at the Toyushi Academy.

Whatever was in the pills was powerful, because he always had a hard-on when he woke; or soon afterwards. He tumbled out of bed and staggered over to the wardrobe mirror. He looked as terrible as he felt and his genitals were evidence of his demise. He shouldn’t have continued drinking when he got back to his flat, but he had to deaden the anger somehow.

Makito Harada and the VP had been pleasant and welcoming to begin with and the chat during the card game had been cordial. The news of the new dog suit punishment excited him, but finding out that his prodigy, Etsuko, was the first recipient, clouded his thoughts. He had his hooks into the little cunt and having a carer with her could destroy all his hard work.

When Makito explained about Dara Kojima’s fetish for behaving like a Puppy dog, he could hardly believe his ears. The girl was a real looker, but a miserable so-and-so whenever he had spoken to her. He was therefore gobsmacked when she crawled into the room, naked, behaving like a dog!

He and Riichi were tricked into thinking they were joining an exclusive club and the attractive young psychologist would provide sex without any strings attached. When they left with their tails between their legs, that had been reduced to one visit to the shrink’s house per week. He was devastated and had to find a way to overcome the penalty they were expected to pay.

He pulled a pair of underpants on and walked through to the lounge where he found his friend sitting on the futon. The English Teacher had pulled on a pair of chinos and looked as miserable as he felt. Beside him on the sofa were scattered several pornographic photos of an inmate he had a crush on. Their fetishes crossed over, so the photos came in handy for one last wank before taking the pills.

“Did you sleep well?” he asked the English teacher.

He shook his head but wasn’t in a talkative mood. “Nah…”

Fujio touched the front of his underwear. “Any life down there.”

“Not a twitch. Those fucking pills killed my cock and the desire to drool over porn.”

Fujio picked up a nice picture of a first year, Sana Toshida and began pacing back and forth. The girl was in a classroom bending over a desk. Her white panties were bunched around her knees and she was reaching back so she could pull her labia apart. His cock didn’t respond but his brain was interested. Maybe he could survive for a while wearing the chastity device?

“Riichi, we can’t avoid having the collar fitted, but there is a way to get around it being switched on all the time.”

He sat up. “I’m all ears.”

“Koji is the weak link in their plan to keep our hands off the girls.”

Riichi looked doubtful. “How so? She worships the fucking shrink and the VP. She’s hardly going to take pity on us.”

“I’m not so sure. She was gagging to be fucked and was quite prepared to suck cock on command. I’m going to work on her and make her believe I’m passive and repentant. I noticed some interest when I chatted to her, before we found out she was a kinky bitch.”

“Huh. I’ve only ever got a blank look when I’ve talked to her. You could have knocked me down with a feather when she crawled into that room last night.”

“What an ass on her, Heh? Look on the bright side. Come Friday night, you’ll be boning her.”

Riichi pulled his socks on and then stood up. “I’ll believe it when it happens, but I don’t hold out much hope.”

After donning his shirt and jacket, his friend left to return to his own apartment. He wasn’t as depressed as Riichi. He was a resourceful man and had gotten out of worse scrapes than the one that had just blown up in his face.

After Fujio showered and shaved around his genitals, he slowly dressed and donned a grey suit. There would be no meeting with Etsuko at 9 o’clock and no deal to provide her with a cell-phone. He wouldn’t be sucking her deliciously hard nubs or thrusting his tongue into her obstinately tight ass hole.

He took out his own handset and flipped through some video clips until he found one of the teenager giving him head. Then another of him fondling her firm tits and erect nubs. He sighed, for he didn’t feel even the slightest twitch.

One thing they couldn’t take away from him though, was his appreciation for the female form. So, the last thing he wanted was to lose access to so many pulchritudinous young women. The thought of seeing Etsuko Yamada in a Puppy dog suit might not give him a raging hard-on, but it certainly excited him; especially after seeing Koji’s unexpected lewd performance.

If he couldn’t get at Koji, he’d play the long game and see if he could get some leverage to have the ring removed. It meant finding some dirt on the VP or the shrink. They were obviously bonking Koji, which wouldn’t cause a stir, but if he found out they were into the girls, then that would put him in a strong position.

He was miserable during breakfast as he wracked his brains for another way of escaping the cock ring, but he couldn’t think of anything. The walk down to the medical centre felt like he was on his way to his own execution. A nurse was sitting on reception and looked up as he approached.

“Mr. Matsue, Miss Kojima is expecting you.” She rose from her seat and let him through the security door. “She’s waiting for you in the psychology office.”

The nurse waited while he knocked on the door and entered. The main office was divided in two. The front section was furnished with two low circular tables, surrounded by half a dozen low-back easy chairs. At the back were a pair of desks side by side with a gap matching the width of the door into the consulting room.

Koji was sitting at the right-hand desk and got to her feet when he entered. “Good morning, Mr. Matsue. Would you come through to the consulting room.”

He followed her into the small room, that he found a little claustrophobic, possibly because he hated anything to do with psychiatry. Apart from the examination table/psychiatry couch, there was a trolley with an assortment of medical items on three shelves and two chairs.

He had laid on the couch twice during the year, while complying with the statutory psychological evaluations for teaching staff. The psychiatrists came from outside and he got a clean bill of health on both occasions.

“Mr. Matsue, strip below the waist please. You’ll be pleased to know Mr. Kimura came early and was in and out in five minutes.”

“I suppose you want me on the couch, Koji?”

“It’s Miss Kojima from now on. Lie on the couch, on your back.

He was deep in thought as he lowered his trousers. “What about on a Friday night? Will you be Koji then?”

“We’ll see. For now, I want you on the table.” Once he had laid his clothes on a chair, he hoisted himself up and laid with his legs straight out. “Lift your knees up and pull them down onto your body, Mr. Matsue.”

“Is that necessary?”

“It is. Please get on with it, I have a busy schedule today.”

“Huh, we all have,” he muttered once he had adopted the extremely submissive pose. He then got a shock when she threw the strap that had been hanging down the side of the table, over the back of his thighs. “You don’t need to do that, Ko… Miss Kojima.”

She walked round to the other side and fed the other end of the strap into the buckle and tightened it. “It’s necessary because I want you to remain still. There will be some pain involved.”

“Pain? For goodness sake, Koji. Makito never mentioned it was going to hurt.”

“I was on about hurting your pride.”

“Oh, okay.”

The attractive psychologist bent over his pathetic excuse for male genitalia and started to examine it as though it was a piece of meat. His ball sack was floppy, while his dick had shrivelled to the size of his thumb. She fetched a square piece of plastic with half-circles cut out of the edges, on three sides. After gripping the base of his genitals, she offered the shapes to his stem, until she found one that fitted.

“That’s not very scientific, Miss Kojima,” he muttered.

She hunkered down and opened a door on the trolley. When she straightened, she was holding a cock collar. It was open and ready to fit. Once again, she gripped the base of his shaft with her left hand rather tightly, then placed the collar around the shaft and snapped it shut.

“That’s tight, Miss. Are you sure that’s the right size?” She squeezed his balls. “Ahhhhhhhh,” he cried.

“Please be quiet you’re in a very vulnerable position,” she quietly told him.

He fumed while she returned to the cupboard.

After fumbling around, she held up a curved stainless-steel tube. “No!” he exclaimed when he identified it as a cock cage. “That’s not part of the agreement.” She squeezed his balls again, harder. “Urrrrrrr,” he groaned.

“Another word and I’ll crush them like a pair of tomatoes.”

The graphic description was enough to silence him, although tears were streaming down his face, caused by the dull throb emanating from his balls. She was behaving like a cunt and he vowed silently to get revenge on her and her crazy shrink Master.

Koji was disturbed when someone came into the main office. She told them to wait and then returned to his side to resume fitting the cock cage. She fed the small tube over his dick, then located a rod in an eye on top of the cock ring. Once she had fed the shackle toe through a hole in the pin and closed the padlock, the tube was securely locked in place.

“Is that it?” he asked sarcastically.

“One more minor detail.” She reached out, gripped the ring and felt for something. “Ah, here it is…”

“Ahhhhhhhhh!” he cried, when a sharp sensation pierced his shaft in several locations. “What the fuck???”

“Tut, tut. Such ingratitude after Doctor Harada saved your career.”

“What did you just do? It hurts like hell.”

“The pain will fade. The micro needles had to be activated like the ones in the clamp attached to my clidge.” She started to undo the belt. “A word of warning, we won’t activate the inhibitor drug until midnight, so you will experience some discomfort this evening.”

He dropped his legs and jumped down from the couch. He was furious, but he kept quiet while he dressed. The ring and cage were ten times worse than he expected and knew that he wouldn’t be able to put up with it for long. When Koji followed him into the main office, he had every intention of getting as far away from the medical centre.

That was until he clapped eyes on the silver-grey Puppy-girl sitting in front of the delightful Himara Ikada.


16. Etsuko – Fear and hope.

Suki was mesmerized by Himara’s voice and her sparkling eyes. She watched her hands and arms move around, but unfortunately couldn’t understand what she was trying to say to her. She cocked her head one way and then the other, but it didn’t help. Her sight, hearing and smell were good, so that wasn’t the problem. Her carer spoke earnestly but whatever she was saying got lost in translation.

“Ruff, ruff,” she said, interrupting Himara. She rubbed her tummy with a paw, which her carer immediately understood.

“After we’ve finished here, Suki, I’ll organize breakfast.”

The sound of a door opening caught their attention. A man and a young woman immerged and stopped between the desks. Himara got to her feet and Suki followed suit. Her intention was to stay as close to her carer, especially as there was a man close by.

“Himara,” the young woman said, signalling to her. “Come on in, this won’t take a minute. Mr Matsue can look after Suki while I brief you on the day’s schedule.”

“You said I had to stay with Suki.”

“I said, stay within thirty yards. Don’t worry. Mr Matsue will be teaching you both maths later in the day. so he needs to meet Suki.”

The Puppy-girl looked on in dismay when her carer handed over the leash to the middle-aged man. There was something familiar about him, but the fleeting memory disappeared as quickly as it came. He led her back to the chair and made her sit between his legs, like her carer had.

She almost wet herself when the man cupped her chin and leant in until there was only six inches between them. “I warned you about this didn’t I?”

Trembling with fear, she whined. “Ruuuuuu.”

“Etsuko, Suki, whatever they’re calling you, the deal’s off, now we’re both in the shit.”

He spoke aggressively and in a threatening tone. Thankfully, she had just emptied her bladder, but couldn’t stop a little urine seeping out and dribbling onto the hardwood floor.

The man looked down. “You dirty little bitch…” He looked into her eyes again. She tried to pull away, but he maintained his grip. “Etsuko?”

“Ruuuuuuu,” she whined again.

“Can’t you speak?”

“Ruff, ruff!”

His eyes showed alarm. “My, god, what have those bastards done to you?” His tone had become earnest and softer.

“Ruff, ruff!”

Her bark shocked him. She could see it on his face.

He released her chin but maintained eye contact. “Listen kid. I’m going to find out what these bastards are up to and then I’m going to get you out of this hell hole. I swear by all that’s fair in this world, I’m going to find a way.

The tears that streamed down Etsuko’s furry face were fearful tears; and yet there was something in what the man said that didn’t strike terror into her heart. Just the opposite, his words triggered another emotion – hope!

THE END of part one

In part two, Etsuko’s memory, speech and libido gradually return; and so does her desire to escape from the Toyushi Academy. Fujio Matsue suggests a plan. Maybe, it would be better if the psychologists thought she was permanently damaged, then they might take their eye off the ball. And what exactly did the VP and the Psychologist have in mind for the Puppy-girl and the innocent Himara? More will be revealed in part two.

I hope you enjoyed this First part of Etsuko’s story and will continue reading my books.
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