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1. Koji – A tight Puppy suit.

Putting a Puppy outfit on for the purpose of satisfying Doctor Harada’s fetish was fun and sexually satisfying to begin with. Wearing one permanently was a whole different ball game. The state-of-the-art suit she was squeezed into was sourced from The Tanaka Tyre Company. It was made from breathable rubber, so could be worn on a permanent basis. She had no idea how long the doctor wanted to keep her in it, so she was extremely worried about her future.

The first Puppy training session had ended when Himara and Etsuko left with Doctor Furuki. Lady luck had smiled on the pair in the shape of Takumi Kondo, a director of Tanaka Tyres. By Wednesday they would be free to live in the outside world. Takumi’s PA, Satsuki, was also returned to human status, leaving Koji with two Puppy-boys, Sam and Genta.

Toward the end of the training session, Doctor Furuki, Doctor H’s new assistant, had punished her for trying to avoid sex with the boys, then made her satisfy both lads at the same time. Considering she had volunteered to join the group to keep an eye on Etsuko, she was angry to receive the vicious lashes across her naked posterior.

The sex was also brutal. Genta wasn’t wearing a cock cage, so she performed oral on him while Sam mounted her from behind. The ringed cock cages looked painfully tight while Sam was erect. The rings were a smaller diameter than his cock, so his flesh bulged from between the rings and his helmet looked as though it was permanently trapped by the top ring. When he speared her, she couldn’t feel the rings, but it felt as though the lad possessed a dick made from the finest mahogany wood.

She was alone in the garden with Genta and Sam. Koji knew that Doctor Harada and the Vice Principal had arranged a meeting with the math teacher, Fujio Matsue, for eight o’clock, but she had lost track of time. She was waiting for Takumi to return and release her from the temporary Puppy restraints. There had been no sign of activity up at the house for a while.

She was hunkered down in the tent, which was halfway down the garden. She wanted to have a nose in the patio doors to see what was happening. Unfortunately, Genta and Sam were sitting on the blanket, which was between where she lay and the house. There was no way she was going to trot past Genta and flash her pussy, after what happened earlier. The lad was sex crazy and was bound to jump on her!

The light was failing but strings of halogen lights illuminated the house end of the garden and patio, enabling her to see the house clearly. Movement in the lounge caught her attention. Moments later, two figures stepped out onto the patio. One looked like a first-year inmate for she was wearing the academy day uniform in the evening – against academy rules. The girl had her hair in bunches and looked familiar, while the other person was definitely the statuesque figure of Doctor Harada.

From the first day they met, she was struck by the man’s dominant, self-assured character. He had that effect on most women, and even when she was in favour with him, he encouraged other women to join them in bed. It was a strange situation, like a reverse cuckold, where he usually made her watch him having sex with other women, while she was restrained in one form or another.

He was looking down the garden as the Puppy-boys approached him. “Koji!” he shouted, “Come here, girl!”

She climbed to her paws and stretched. The tight suit pinched around the reinforced open slot left for her pussy and anus. That area was designed to part, not only her ass cheeks, but her labia as well. Her clitoral ridge was gripped by a two-inch clamp, which hurt every time she moved or touched it. The suit distorted her well displayed pussy, to deliberately feature the clamp and her salmon pink minor lips.

Having gotten to her feet, she realized that she was desperate for a pee, so was faced with a dilemma. Should she trot down to the patch of bark chipping and do it there, or use one of the flowerbeds on the way to the house? Seeing the Puppy-boys had reached the patio, and were being made a fuss of, Koji decided on the latter. She chose one of the circular beds cut into the lawn, raised a hind leg and issued a long stream of yellow piss.

She found the experience of wearing the suit deeply arousing. It wasn’t just the grip of the unforgiving latex or the clitoral clamp, there was also the plug/tail stuffed in her rectum, the Puppy head features and also, having to behave like an animal. All the aspects of being a Puppy-girl thrilled her; but as she knew from experience, the thrill soon wore off. She shook her ass to clear any droplets and set off once again.

As she approached the pair, she finally identified the girl as being Doctor Iku Chiaki, one of the other young female psychologists on Doctor Harada’s team. Knowing the middle-aged doctor’s perversions, it made perfect sense to see the young woman in a red tartan mini-skirt, white blouse and black knee-length socks.

Koji had seen Iku fawning around him before but hadn’t seen such a blatant display of their dominant/submissive relationship before. He even had an arm around her shoulders while the Puppy-boys sniffed around Iku’s legs. Koji stopped about four feet away and sat on her haunches.

Iku squatted and continued rubbing the fur on the top of both male Puppy’s heads. “They’re being naughty boys, Sir…” she said as they tried to push their snouts in between her slightly parted knees.

“Let Genta have a sniff, Iku…” Doctor H took a step closer. “Sam, go back to the tent and get some rest.”

The Puppy-boy lifted his head and looked around. “Ruuuuuu,” he whined.

The lad clearly didn’t want to be left out and miss the chance of sniffing the young psychologist’s sex, but when Doctor H took another step, he backed away and trotted off down the garden. The Puppy’s ringed ball bag, bouncing back and forth between his thighs, was an eye-catching feature that clearly caused the lad some discomfort. Doctor H added the ring on the neck of his scrotum as an afterthought, to make it easier to strike his balls with the tip of the crop.

“Why haven’t you fitted a ring cage on Sam, Sir?” Iku asked, while opening her thighs wider. After revealing her bulging, pantie clad pussy, Genta dove in and started sniffing her sex. She tapped him on the head. “Oye, no licking, boy. You’ll make my panties wet.”

Doctor H hunkered down beside his assistant and patted Genta’s shoulders. “When we show them on Sunday to my guests, I can illustrate different options to my female friends. Some of the women interested in paying a boy’s bond, lack imagination, so we must help them out.”

“Mmmm,” the young woman sighed as the Puppy-boy rubbed his snout up and down the narrow strip of cotton, framed between her pearly white thighs.

“Enough, Genta!” Doctor H scolded him. “Go and join Sam. Koji will be indoors for a short while. When she returns, you can play with her until our visitors arrive.”

Genta backed away and studied Koji as though he wanted to mount her there and then. His rigid, ringed cock was evidence he was up for it.

“Genta, do as I say!” Doctor H said in a threatening tone. He waited until the Puppy-boy was on his way, then stood up. “Come on girls, let’s go inside. We have half an hour before my guests arrive.”

The doctor led the way into the study and pointed to a rug near his desk. “Koji, sit and wait there…” He then turned to Iku. “Panties, skirt and shoes off.”

While the young psychologist removed her skirt, Doctor H pushed the papers from the back of his desk. Once satisfied, he turned and leant his ass against it, then released his impressive dick and balls. Koji knew exactly what came next, and as it turned out, so did Iku. The muscular psychologist simply hoisted the young woman up until she was able to put her feet on the desk, bend her knees and lower her ass until her quim docked with the tip of his cock.

Doctor H clicked his fingers. “Koji, come and lavish your master and mistress with the attention I expect from a good bitch.” He placed his hands on the outside of her ass cheeks to provide Iku with all the support she needed during the fuck.

Koji knew exactly what her master wanted, so dropped to her paws and positioned herself between his parted legs. Then, after raising her head, started to lick her master’s balls and the lower half of his cock. Beyond that, Iku’s ass cheeks were spread apart revealing her cute star-like anus. Doctor H loved having his anus penetrated orally, but she wasn’t sure if Iku also liked anilingus.

When the young woman started wiggling her ass, she either wanted Doctor H to penetrate her to a greater depth or Koji’s tongue in her tighter orifice. She decided it was the latter, because they were having an intense snog and weren’t ready for the main event. She plunged in and attacked the obstinate portal with as much energy as possible.

Then, after a couple of minutes of alternating between licking in the hole and smothering her master’s genitals with her lips and tongue, he leant forward, away from the desk, and began to jerk his hips and slide in and out of Iku’s quim. It wasn’t long before pussy juices were oozing from her orifice around his slippery shaft, so she hoovered them up when taking a breather from spearing her mistress’s anus.

Koji had been in Iku’s situation many times, so it was a shameful position she found herself in. Once again, she hoped that her dutiful obedience would spur Doctor H on, sooner rather than later, to release her from the puppy suit. She eased off when her master upped the tempo and reached an explosive climax.

“Oh, Master, that was unbelievably wonderful,” Iku gasped.

Koji rolled her eyes, for she had probably said the same thing to the doctor countless times. He had even let her stay at the house, leading her to believe she would one day be more than just his submissive. How wrong could she be!

Her workload increased as soon as her Master’s saturated dick slipped from Iku’s quim. Koji quickly cleaned it and then lollypopped the crown, and in the process returned it to some of its former glory. She hadn’t forgotten the young psychologist’s exposed sex, which was swollen with desire and oozing her master’s cum.

She lifted her head and plunged in, trying to suck and lick every last drop of jiz from Iku’s succulent entrance and labia folds. The sighs soon became deep moans of pleasure as Koji lengthened the young woman’s orgasm until Doctor H called a halt to the session.

Koji backed off and returned to her seated position, while the Doctor helped Iku back to her feet. The girl, quite unnecessarily, dropped to her knees, kissed his cock a couple of times and after tucking it away for him, zipped his pants. Her Master had schooled her well and Koji had to admit Iku appeared to perform her role better than she did, before being put in a Puppy skin.

They must have been watching the clock and timed the session to perfection, for the doorbell rang exactly at 8 o’clock.

“Iku, go and prepare our guest for the interview,” Doctor H, ordered.

The young woman stepped into her shoes, straightened her skirt and after patting Koji on the head, hurried away. The head psychologist, humming to himself, crossed to a drinks cabinet and poured himself a whisky. Koji, on the other hand, was far from happy and was in fact seething after finding out that Iku had replaced her in Doctor Harada’s favours.

Her Master sipped his drink on his way back to the desk. “I see you didn’t eat your food, Koji. When you return to the garden you will eat it and leave a clean bowl, or their will be painful consequences.” He reached across the desk and picked up a riding crop. “And, no more peeing in the flower beds. If I see you do that again, you’ll get a thrashing.”

The man definitely had a dark side and a bad temper, so she took his threat seriously. “Ruff!” she responded.

Doctor H seated himself on a two-seater sofa and signalled to her with a click of his fingers. “Get over here girl so I can take a look at you.”

As soon as she was sitting between his legs, he ruffled the hair on her head and examined the realistic dog face covering her own. He reached down and played with her left nipple.

“Koji, I chose you for the permanent Puppy-girl role because I need to have animals that won’t be whisked away, like Etsuko has been. As you know, I hope to find homes for a succession of carers and I’m determined to make this project a success. With you and Genta here as my permanent Puppies, I can let the other suited Puppies go and not have to worry. You do understand how important your role is, don’t you?”

They went back a long way and together they had gotten the Puppy program up and running. She understood the situation but was horrified that she had to be one of the animals in the shop window for as long as Doctor Harada ran the program at the academy. Distraught and dismayed she bowed her head submissively.

“Ruff,” she replied softly, knowing she was accepting she would remain a Puppy-girl for some time to come…


2. Fujio – Transformed and punished.

The promise of playing with Koji and the other Puppy-girls was a huge draw. He even hoped he’d get a chance to spend some time with Etsuko, the girl that landed him in serious trouble. She flashed her panties during his math lessons, while sitting at her desk, and tempted him to go further than he had ever before. He realized that he should have resisted the temptation and ignored the lure of having sex with the virginal teenager.

If it was only sex he was after, he would have gone to prostitutes. But they couldn’t provide the raw excitement he felt, drawing academy panties off the youngster’s ass and sniffing her sex. Etsuko even shaved her pubes, increasing the sexual high he felt every time he pulled her panties down.

It wasn’t really about penetrating the girl, it was about looking, smelling, touching, licking and being close to the beautiful youngster. So, when the young psychologist, Yasue fitted the restrictive, curved tube on his cock, he accepted the restraint thinking he would still be able to satisfy his excitable libido when he was mixing with the Puppy-girls.

In the couple of hours since his appointment with Yasue, he had deliberately kept his mind off the teenage inmates. He took a cold shower and then read a few pages of ‘War and Peace’ until it was time to go for his appointment at 8 o’clock.

He let himself through the security gate and followed the short path to Doctor Harada’s residence. It was a huge traditional Japanese dwelling with flowing overhanging roofs and timber facings. He had to wait at the door after he rang the bell, but forgot about the delay when Doctor Iku Chiaki opened the door. She was wearing the academy’s first year uniform which immediately triggered a reaction in his cock.

“Iku, this is a surprise…”

“Come in Fujio.” She stood aside and let him enter, then closed the door. “In there…” She indicated the first door on the left which turned out to be a small changing room.

He immediately spotted a Puppy suit lying on the floor. “I hope that’s not for me,” he said in a nervous, half joking tone.

The young psychologist walked past him and stood at the head end of the suit. She put her hands on her hips. “Fujio, we want you to wear this while you play with the other puppies…”

“I thought I was going to wear a temporary outfit. Leg binders and rubber hood, you know, like Koo was wearing.”

“He’s gone back to the boy’s section because the doctor only wants suited Puppies from now on. Look Fujio, if you want to back out, you can, but you’ll miss out on all the perks.” She slowly lifted the hem of her skirt to reveal her white academy panties.

“Do… do you mean you’ll let me…” his words trailed away.

“Yes, Fujio. I’ll be in charge of you this evening and there’ll be plenty of time for you to have a good sniff. That is if you’re a good boy.”

The young woman was one of Doctor Harada’s prodigies and could easily pass for a 19-year-old inmate, just like Yasue and Koji. He obviously hand-picked the young women with playing kinky games in mind. She had even put her black hair in bunches, a touch that accentuated the fantasy aspect of the situation in his head.

He was hooked. “Okay. I’ll get undressed then.”

Fujio’s head was in a spin while he stripped until he was standing naked in front of the delightful young woman. She didn’t show any surprise when he revealed the chastity tube hiding his compressed dick.

“What do I do now?” He asked.

“Squat on your heels and I’ll fit the leg binders and tape your hands.” Iku dropped her skirt once Fujio was in position and proceeded to fit the rubber bands to his legs and tape his hands into fists. What was happening meant he was willingly submitting to being dominated, but if Iku was in charge, he realized that he’d probably enjoy the whole experience.

After she had bound his legs and hands, he crawled into position and followed orders while she pulled the hind legs of the pelt up his folded legs, then the body along his torso, The shoulders and arms were a problem, but after a struggle he managed to force his fists down the arm sleeves, then she was able to cover his shoulders.

He helped with the suit, but his mind was elsewhere, because Iku was constantly flashing her panties. The desire to be looking, sniffing and maybe even licking her pussy, trumped all the warning signs he should have recognized while he became trapped in the Puppy suit.

“Sit back, Fujio, while I fit your collar and Puppy hood. Once the collar is fitted, you can only bark and growl.”

Working so close to his face, he thought he could smell her sex through the red tartan skirt. He was so engrossed in watching her legs, hips and body move, he hardly noticed the psychologist wrapping the broad flexible collar around his neck and connecting the ends on Velcro strips.

When she lifted the hood off his back, he snapped out of his dream world. It was really happening! He was almost in a Puppy-boy suit. There was a moment of panic and he just about stopped himself from trying to talk. The rubber hood was stretchable but difficult to pull over his head. Iku was struggling away when Doctor Harada walked into the room.

“Here, let me help you with that, Iku.”

Together the pair pulled the rubber hood over the top of his head and down his face. His chin caused another problem, but once the hood was in place, the task was almost completed. Fujio was shocked to feel the hood hugging his face tightly and see a doggie snout sticking out completely covering his nose.

“Sit, Fujio, so we can do your front.”

He sat back and looking down, received a shock. Where he expected to see a flat grey/white furry chest, the suit he was wearing had two mounds that were topped with realistic nipples peeking through the fur.

“Ruuuuuuu,” he whined, a sound he had heard Puppy-boys make.

It was supposed to be a protest, but the pair ignored him. The zipper started under his chin and when Doctor H drew it down the centre of his chest, the suit tightened on his body. Lower down, where the zipper ended, two short ones joined it to form a ‘Y’ shape. They were open and a padded section of the costume hung down so he couldn’t see his genitals.

Doctor H snapped his fingers. “Fujio, I want you to roll onto your back so we can deal with your tackle. I’m going to take the collar off your scrotum.”

He hated having to act like a dog and wanted to complain about the shapely tits, but he was keen to have the annoying collar removed. He clumsily dropped onto his side and then rolled over onto his back, whereupon Iku came and stood beside his head. He had a worms-eye view up her skirt so was able to study her upper thighs and the bulging gusset of her white cotton panties. The swell of her mons and indentation of her pudendal cleft left very little to his imagination.

The doctor had a small tool kit in a box, as though he was going to do an operation on him. He took the ball off the end of the sound and removed the collar from his scrotum. Once they were free it felt as though the doctor was squeezing his nads into a small container. He then twisted the curved metal restrained up and covered it with the padded flap. After zipping it into position, he placed a tiny circlip through the three zipper pulls, screwed a soft nozzle on the end of the sound and removed his hands.

Fujio was trying to look up Iku’s skirt and keep an eye on what the doctor was doing at the same time. His attention suddenly snapped to his groin where he was expecting to see his balls and the tube sticking out from the fur. Instead, there was a replica of a female pussy that appeared to have been invaded by a huge dildo. He knew the bulbous object contained his balls, but anyone else would think it was the last inch of a huge fake cock.

Realization was dawning on him that Doctor H had tricked him into wearing a suit that changed him into a female bitch Puppy. Iku had supplied the necessary distraction and he had fallen into the trap “Ruuuuuu!” he whined and pawed at his genitals, or what had become of his pussy.

“Up, girl…,” the doctor ordered. “…so I can fit your collar.” He nudged his hip with the toe of his shoe.

He was holding a pink dog collar and as soon as he managed to right himself and clamber to his paws, the doctor fastened it around his neck.

He slowly walked round Fujio, stopped beside his assistant and folded his arms. “What do you think, kid?”

“Sir, I think she looks amazing. Her pussy is just like the real thing and no one would guess his balls are hidden inside the end of the dummy dildo.”

“The plastic valve I screwed into the end of the sound, stops her wee from leaking. As soon as she puts pressure on it, her urine will flow, just like a real bitch’s.”

Fujio was already in a lot of discomfort and the intimate discussion made it worse. His hidden cock wanted to burst out of the tube but couldn’t, while the sound in his urethra tract constantly made its presence felt.

“Tanaka have some amazing kit. They suggested I try this punishment suit out on one of the lads, thinking it might appeal to our sponsors.”

“Is the demand there, Sir?”

“We think so; and we’ll know a lot more on Sunday. If every time we move an inmate on, we sell one or maybe two of the Tanaka suits, we’re all going to make a lot of money.”

Fujio guessed the discussion with his assistant was partially for his benefit. He was bound to find out that the Puppy program they called ‘CAP’ was just a money-making exercise. The shocking thing was that Doctor H was going to use him to promote the state-of-the-art Puppy costumes.

The man had said enough and patted his leg. “Come on Fuji, time to meet your co-conspirator.”

The math teacher didn’t know what he was talking about, but followed on the heels of the Doctor, while Iku brought up the rear. As they entered the office, Fujio spotted a Puppy-girl sitting on the rug, presumably waiting for him to arrive. The penny suddenly dropped. Co-conspirator! The meeting had something to do with him contacting Etsuko’s guardian.

The doctor pointed at the Puppy-girl. “Fuji, go and sit beside Koji.”

He was even changing his name to a girl’s version. He trotted over and sat down beside the ex-psychologist. They were both in deep shit and he was partially to blame.

Doctor H went to his desk and returned with a crop. “I know about you two meeting in Koji’s room the other night. Whether you’re wearing a clamp or a cock ring, I can track you wherever you go. One of you contacted Takumi Kondo at the Tanaka Tyre Company and the result is that I lost the perfect subject for my trial.”

“Ruuuuuuu,” Fujio whined in frustration.

He felt guilty about what was happening to Koji, especially if his actions had brought about her demise.

“So, this evening and in the coming days…,” Doctor H continued. “…you two bitches are going to work your socks off. The perimeter guards have asked for Puppies to join them on their patrols at night. You both know what that means! Koji, your tail means your vagina is vacant and Fuji, your fake dildo means your anus is free to use.”

Fujio was horrified. “No…” Zzzzzzzzz! “Ahhhhhhh.” He groaned on his way to the floor, having been zapped in the neck by the shock collar.

The debilitating shockwave continued to race around his nervous system and freeze his muscles for several seconds, before slowly dissipating. It took a couple of minutes, during which time Iku fastened a leash on his collar.

She gave it a jerk. “Come on, bitch, time to go walkies.”

He climbed to his feet with the help of the pull on his collar and stumbled out of the office, across the hall and into the lounge. Looking out of the open patio doors he could see that darkness had fallen, but the garden was well-lit. Thwatt!

“Ruuuuu!” Fujio yelped when Doctor H lashed his ass with the crop. The latex skin offered some protection, but the powerful stroke stung his cheek badly.

“Out you go and sit on the blanket.”

Iku led the way across the patio and lawn, until they arrived at the edge of the blanket, whereupon, Doctor H shouted down the garden. “Boys, the bitches have arrived. Come and take a look.” He turned to Fujio and Koji. “Girls, drop your shoulders so the boys can take a look at the prize.”

Moments later two horny Puppy-boys arrived.

“Stay back!” Doctor H commanded. “You can see the prize. This bitch’s pussy is available…” He touched the flapper on Koji’s labia. “…and this bitch’s anus is ripe and ready. The first one to run around the tent and get back, gets to choose. GO!”

They raced off as though their lives depended on them winning. Fujio suspected he’d get the loser, but the doctor had one last act to prepare him for the coming fuck-fest – a jar of lube. He smeared some on his pucker, wiped his finger on his furry ass and stepped back, just as the first Puppy-boy approached. It was a lad with a ringed cock-cage, so he was relieved at first.

However, unbelievably, the panting lad mounted him and began prodding his ass with his cock, looking for his tight pucker. The moment he found it and violated his virgin orifice, Fujio started howling and howling at the top of his voice…


3. Yasue – Her Master’s wishes.

Yasue Furuki was from the school of hard knocks, so when her lies were exposed and Doctor Kaneko confronted her with them, she held her hands up and admitted her crimes. He didn’t discuss a punishment at the time, because she was late for the appointment and he was a busy man. He knew that her boss, Doctor Harada, would spell out the consequences of her deceitful actions, so concentrated on the task at hand.

So, after having her own clamp and implants fitted and dealing with Fujio Matsue’s cock cage, she returned to her boss’s residence to discover her fate. Doctor Harada wanted to test the Micro-Vibration Stimulator contained in the clit-clamp and implants, but first, he read the riot act to her. His condemnation and reaction to her dishonesty was still ringing in her ears.

‘The disciplinary panel is made up of myself, Officer Inoue, Doctor Kaneko, the Vice Principal, and one other. When I told Officer Inoue and the VP about your run-in with the law, an hour ago, they wanted to involve the governors. I persuaded them to keep it in house and we agreed that each of us should punish you in our own way.’

The department head went on to explain that Sana Yoshida was being fitted with a Puppy pelt and would join Sam and Koji to add to the suited Puppies for the presentation on Sunday. Then, he dropped a bombshell.

‘You, Koo and Genta will be my temporary Puppies and will join the group tomorrow, after the sports trials. That is my punishment for you, and I’m hoping you’ll embrace the chance to impress all the members of the disciplinary panel on Sunday afternoon.’

Yasue was sitting in the lounge waiting for Kogora (Koo) to get dressed. Doctor Harada had taken the lad to the changing room, after he had called him in from the garden. Koo was a relatively mild-mannered boy and seemed to enjoy his spell as a temporary Puppy-boy. He performed well during the doctor’s therapy session and took great delight in mounting the Puppy-girls whenever he had the chance.

Of course, there were several Puppy-girls to chase around and mount, so Yasue would have been surprised if he complained, or disliked his temporary role. However, there was one drawback for the lad. Doctor Harada was trialling penile ring cages on the Puppy-boys and carers to prepare them for the approaching presentation and he had to wear one.

The governors would be there, along with several guests who were interested in becoming guardians to one or more Puppies. The women in particular were going to be fascinated by the Puppy-boy’s prowess and the way the chemical from the cock collar kept them hard through multiple bouts of sex.

It was different for the Puppy-girls though. Not only were they at the mercy of the lads when playing, they were the centre of attention whenever male visitors arrived. She witnessed the way the men mauled Koji’s sex at the barbeque as she went from man to man for scraps of food.

She had a real fear that once the doctor had put her in a temporary Puppy outfit, he might decide to put her in a pelt and free Koji from hers. She therefore had to tread a very careful path and keep in his good books.

The Vice Principal’s aim was to find wealthy investors who would pay the inmate’s bond handed down by the court, when they reached their parole date. However, the courts would only free an offender if the academy was satisfied that she/he was fit to re-enter society.

That was why the psychology department was so powerful when it came to releasing inmates on license. Doctor Harada’s reports and certification were vital and if he gave a bad report, the prisoner would spend another six months inside before being considered again for the bond and parole process.

On the surface, everything appeared to be above board. However, the fact that the businessman, Takumi Kondo, could walk in and arrange to pay the bonds of two female inmates and collect them 5 days later was highly suspicious.

She knew from her own experience that arranging release papers for an inmate took weeks. Sometimes the government department took a month to rubberstamp the necessary dockets, so there had to be a lot of money changing hands. Not afraid to get her hands dirty, Yasue was keen to get involved, especially if there was some cash floating around.

The problem was, she had no leverage until she had some clear evidence of illegal activity. If she found some, it would be a delicate step by step process to get in on the act; and because of her previous experience, she wouldn’t rush in and make the same mistake twice.

Doctor Harada appeared in the doorway and clicked his fingers. “Yasue, Tagami is waiting by the front door for you. Take him back to the boy’s section and then drop by Chief Inoue’s office.”

That was the last thing she wanted to hear. Having met the larger than life character earlier, she feared him more than the other members of the disciplinary panel. Being the head of security, he was bound to choose a tougher punishment that was going to involve a lot of pain.

She got to her feet. “Doctor, I have to get back to the office by seven-fifty to meet Mr Matsue.”

“He won’t delay you for too long, because he’s coming here for a meeting at eight o’clock.”

“Oh, okay. I’d better get a move on.”

“You have half an hour and it doesn’t matter if you’re a few minutes late.”

The lad was waiting by the door and tagged along as she hurried out of the house. She followed the path that took them through a security gate and then across a lawn, to the end of the canal footbridge. Miss Chiaki had shown her the procedure for crossing into the boy’s section, when she arrived, but didn’t take her fully across the bridge.

The canal was at least 50 feet wide and the arched bridge had a high elevation, so the climb was quite steep to the centre. It was almost dark, but the bridge was well lit by high sodium lights located on posts at either end. A metal gateway/barrier had been installed at the summit, so a guard could control the comings and goings between the academy’s boys and girl’s sections.

When she arrived at the gate, she pushed the bell and waited. The lock suddenly released with a loud click and she was able to push the tall gate open. A male security guard emerged from a cabin on the far side and waited for them to arrive on his side of the canal. It was the same warder who she spoke to when Miss Chiaki showed her the canal bridge.

“Miss? Is the boy returning to the main building?”

“He is. This is my first time on this side of the canal, Officer.”

He glanced at the lad. “Kogoro knows the way to the main entrance. Are you staying long?”

“No, I hope not. I have an appointment with Chief Inoue.”

His eyes dropped to her legs then slowly rose until he was looking her in the eyes. “Then, you’d better not keep the boss waiting.”

They set off along a curved pathway. She could see the roof of the massive, traditional Japanese style building, but caught her breath after emerging from a screen of Japanese maple trees. The old building was far more impressive than the modern girl’s section. As they approached the front door, she slowed down.

“How are you feeling after Doctor Harada’s training session, Koo?”

“I don’t like wearing the cock collar and cage, Miss.”

“Are you saying that you’d prefer not to be Sam’s designated carer?”

He shook his head slowly. “Um, no not really. The session was fun but stopping me from touching my cock and keeping me limp seems unfair if I’m helping the doctor with Sam’s training.”

“I can’t do anything about the cock-cage, but I might be able to arrange some relief sessions if you’re not involved with a training session. I’ll talk it over with Doctor H.”

“Thank you, Miss…”

One of a pair of tall wooden doors was open, enabling them to enter a lobby that was similar to the one in the girl’s building. The glass window of the security office was open, as was the door beside it. A tall male guard stood in the frame and scrutinized them as they approached.

“Miss, come inside. I’ll search Tagami first, then I’ll sign you in.”

“Oh. Okay.” She followed Koo in and waited while the officer patted the lad down.

He felt the ring cage through Koo’s clothing, so made him lower his pants and underpants briefly for a visual check. Satisfied the lad wasn’t hiding anything, he waited for him to straighten his clothing, then let him into the building through another door.

He picked up a clipboard and turned to Yasue. “My name is Officer Otsuka and you are…?”

“Doctor Yasue Furuki. I’m working with Doctor Harada.”

“Oh, yes, I remember seeing the memo about your status a couple of hours ago. I need to informally search you.”

She was resigned to having to submit to a search but didn’t expect it to be too invasive. “I understand, officer.”

“Please stand with your back against the wall and pull your blouse up so I can see your bra.”

She did as she was told and exposed the childish white bra, issued to all junior female staff. The young man deftly started to feel around the hem and in the process lifted it above her nipples. Her large nubs sprang out, right by his thumbs, but he resisted nudging or rubbing them.

“I’m not hiding anything illegal in there, officer,” she said softly. “If you want to give them a quick squeeze to check, I shan’t complain.” She was hoping that allowing him a quick feel of her firm tits might speed up the search process.

“I don’t mind if I do, Miss,” he said, taking a strong grip and fondling them a little too brusquely. “Do you mind me asking your age, Miss?” Thumbs and forefingers began rolling her nubs.

“No, officer, I’m twenty-five.”

“You’re in better shape than some of the sprogs in the academy, Miss.”

Her nipples were beginning to ache. “Thank you, Officer, may I go to my appointment with Chief Inoue now?”

“I’ll take you in a minute, Miss…” He released her nipples and looked at his hands.

“Perhaps we can do that again, next time, Officer Otsuka?” she asked, while buttoning her blouse.

“Miss, I would refrain from any behaviour that could be construed as bribing an officer.”

She flushed. “Oh, I didn’t mean…”

He held up his hand. “Enough. Please raise your skirt so I can check your under clothing.”

She took a deep breath and after reaching down, lifted the hem to reveal her full blue panties. “I’m wearing a clitoral clamp, officer, something that will become very common in the future.”

He squatted and peered at her mons. “Feet twenty-four inches apart, Miss. I need to do a visual. Do I have your permission?”

If she didn’t agree, he’d probably take her into the examination room and do a recorded search of her orifices. “Yes, Officer, I agree.”

He peeled the panties off her ass and as the sides descended, the garment turned inside out. He took a good look, then nudged the clamp and the lips that hugged the foreign object with his finger.

He stood up. “Thank you, Miss. Pull your panties up, then I’ll show you through to the chief.”


4. Yasue – Soiled panties.

The duty warder couldn’t resist sucking his finger while leading Yasue down a corridor that led to several prison cells. Each strong metal door had a 6” round spyhole through which occupants could be observed. Some were closed and others open. The corridor was short, but two more passageways led off it to service the rest of the cells.

“How many cells do you have, officer?” she asked.

“A dozen and a holding cell. We’re usually busy, but the little shits have upped their game recently. I think they’re terrified of being put in Puppy-boy suits. The ‘CAP’ program hasn’t solved the drug problem though…”

He stopped at a door marked ‘CHIEF WARDER’ and knocked.

An acknowledgement from within, prompted the guard to push the door open and usher Yasue in. “Doctor Furuki, Sir,” he announced.

The chief looked up and signalled to Yasue’s escort. “That’ll be all thanks, Otsuka.”

The young officer withdrew and closed the door. The nervous psychologist stood a metre inside the room, while the warder scrutinized her with dark, piercing eyes. He slowly stood up and gestured to her.

“Come over here so I can take a closer look at you, Yasue.”

She approached the six foot plus, broad shouldered warder, and stopped about four feet away from him. For a man probably in his forties, he looked after himself, she thought. Clean shaven and a smart ironed shirt, signified to Yasue that he took pride in his appearance. He had a commanding presence and frightened her far more than the other three men who were planning to punish her for misleading them and the academy.

He came out from behind the desk and walked round her. “What should I do with you, Doctor…?”

She was sure it was a rhetorical question so kept quiet.

“Found guilty by a medical tribunal for illegally drugging patients. You were lucky that they didn’t strip you of your qualifications and refer you to the courts, weren’t you?” He stopped, bowed and pushed his face into hers.

She leant her head back. “Y… yes, Sir. Very lucky.”

“That was bad enough, but then you provided false references for your position at the academy. The crime of deception on its own would definitely land you in prison for maybe one or two years. DO YOU UNDERSTAND?” he shouted at her.

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice was trembling, but she had prepared herself for a verbal assault and that was exactly what she was getting.

He lifted his head and put his hands on his hips. “I’ve decided to give you a chance to redeem yourself.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she gasped. “I’ll do whatever it takes to make things right.”

“That’s a good attitude. It won’t be easy and if you disappoint me, you’ll be back to square one. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Your punishment willl be an ongoing task over the next few days. First though, before I explain the task, I want you to change. Your outfit is in my shower room…” He pointed across the room at a door. “…It’s a first-year inmate’s dress, socks and shoes. There’s also a ring gag, latex hood and collar. You have five minutes to get changed.”

“Um, did Doctor H tell you about Mister Matsue…”

“Yes, he did. He’s been told to make his own way to the resident compound. After we’ve finished here, you will retire to your room and get some rest. You’re going to be involved in the sports trials tomorrow. Helping to run it, I hasten to add.”

Her shoulders slumped because the way was open for him to take his time punishing her. However, she wasn’t about to protest; and if he got off seeing her dressed like a first-year inmate, while he thrashed and fucked her, she’d take that – just so long as she kept her job. Without any hesitation she crossed the room and entered the head warder’s private shower room.

The walk-in shower took up a lot of space and the toilet pan occupied more of the floorspace. There was hardly enough room to stretch her arms out, but it would do. The items he mentioned were sitting on the toilet seat. She quickly slipped her skirt, blouse and bra off, then washed her pussy with water from a narrow handbasin.

She left her blue panties on, donned the navy-blue, sailor-style dress, then changed her shoes and socks. Fitting a ring gag on herself was a strange thing to have to do. Unfortunately, there was no way to leave it loose. Once the plastic ring was jammed in her mouth, behind her teeth, she had to buckle the single strap behind her neck. It was a horrible, uncomfortable restraint.

The thick latex hood was identical to the ones used on the temporary Puppies in Doctor H’s therapy sessions. The two-inch-high shock collar had metal discs on the inside that lined up with holes in the neck of the hood, so the wearer could be zapped with a remote controller.

The grip of the collar around her neck made her feel woozy; and also made her question whether the job was worth the pain she’d have to suffer over the coming days. Glancing at the open-mouthed figure in the mirror confirmed her doubts, but she had gone too far to turn back.

Trembling with dread, she returned to the main office where she found Officer Inoue sitting on the edge of the desk reading a file. He flapped the buff folder in her direction. “Are you wearing the panties?”

She lifted her skirts and nodded.

“I’m glad you did. Come here.” He slipped off the desk and after putting his hands under her armpits, hoisted her onto the edge of the polished surface. “Lie back and pull your knees up. I want to see your cunt trying to burst through the material.”

Once she had assumed the position, he placed one hand on the back of her right thigh and began rubbing the narrow strip of material with a couple of fingers. He had to concentrate on the patch covering her entrance, because of the clamp. After a minute of furious rubbing he stopped and examined his fingers.

“That didn’t take long. You’re a horny little bitch,” he said, as though he had accomplished his aim. “Let’s get them off you…” He grabbed the elastic at the sides and pulled the panties off her hips and ass, up her thighs and down her calves. He fed them over her shoes then examined the gusset. He slapped the back of her thigh. “Get off the desk…”

While she scrambled off and stood up, Officer Inoue arranged the panties in the centre of the desk, so the soiled gusset was visible. Yasue had an inkling of what he was up to, but she wasn’t sure.

He pointed at the wet, creamy deposit in the gusset. “You see that? We call that fish bait. In here, the sprogs will do anything to get a sniff of a girl’s cunt. The owner of those panties will be king for how ever long he owns them.”

She listened in stunned silence. Her psychology training had prepared her for young, complex male minds and their perversions, but there wasn’t anything in the training about kinks, like pantie sniffing. She supposed that they’d provide furtive wanking material for one or more lucky young men.

The chief was talking again. “Your Psychobabble friends want to collar and cage some of the worst offenders, but if the sprogs can’t wank, they’ll smash the place up.” She nodded which seemed to please him. “Right, come and stand over here.”

The bizarre session was dragging on and she wondered what he had in store for her. He positioned her about ten feet away from the desk, facing the side of it.

“Okay, stand with your shoes eighteen inches apart and your hands behind your back. If I tell you to lift you dress, you do it. If I tell to adopt another position, you do it with out delay. Understand?”

“Uhhhh,” she said, nodding, but still; in the dark about his motives.

“Let me explain your role. I need to break the drug cycle that’s infested both sides of the academy. I’ve used the stick until the boys are black and blue all over. The stick failed, so I’m trying the carrot. I’m going to fetch an inmate from a cell. He’s one of my best snitches. Unfortunately, I’ve run out of ideas on how to bribe and reward him. Basically, the lad is terrified he’ll end up with a knife in his back, if he gives me the information.

The warder strode over to the door and left the room. She was shocked to the core and horrified to be used as a bribe in the chief’s perverted scheme. Offering an inmate sexual favours for information was a bad idea, especially when it was her body on offer! But, once again, she had set herself up for punishment, so in reality, she only had herself to blame.

Chief Inoue soon returned with a tall, bright-eyed young man. He was dressed in beige shorts and T-shirt and was wearing a leather belt with attached leather cuffs at the sides. His wrists were tightly secured allowing him only a couple of inches of hand movement. The warder led the lad over to the chair facing his desk, so he’d be staring at the crude bribe – her soiled panties!.

However, initially the lad was more interested in Yasue than her underwear. That changed when he arrived at the desk.

“Sit down, boy…” The warder returned to his seat and started to swivel it one way and then the other. “You’re back in the general population tonight, boy. I thought I’d show you what’s on offer if you provide me with the information I’m seeking. I need a name and a time of movement. If it bears some fruit, you get a reward.”

The lad was sitting on the edge of his seat to get a better look at the panties. “What’s she doing here, Sir?”

The chief stilled the chair and rocked it back. “She was wearing those…” He gestured toward the panties. “…a few minutes ago.”

“Are you saying she’s got a bare ass?”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying.” He swivelled to face her. “Girl, lift your dress above your breasts. Show this boy your bare ass and tits.”

Yasue was waiting for such a request and hoped that showing the lad her body was as far as the shameful situation was going to go. However, studying both of their faces suggested the chief was just as interested in watching the show as the young inmate.


5. Yasue – A bargaining chip.

The young psychologist was 25 and had a body that any 19-year-old would be proud of, so she wasn’t afraid the lad would guess she was older. In a weird twist of irony, she was also getting a kick out of dressing like an academy girl and pretending to be a teenager.

She reached down, gathered the loose material of the dress and slowly revealed more and more of her body until her twin peaks were on display. The boy’s eyes nearly popped out of his head, while she did a full turn, until she was back to her original position. Officer Inoue also studied her curves intently.

“This girl is teetering on the edge of being put in the ‘CAP’ program,” the chief explained. “Look, they’ve already fitted a clamp in her pussy. She’s one step away, but I’m going to save her, because she’s agreed to help me solve the drug problem in the academy. She’s also agreed to be one lucky boy’s Puppy-girl for twenty minutes. The question is, are you going to be that lucky boy?”

“Twenty minutes…?” He obviously knew what Officer Inoue was after and started to weigh up the risks involved. “What about the panties?”

“The panties are yours if you agree to get me the information. The girl is yours for 20 minutes in a cell, if you provide said information; and it leads to an arrest.”

“How… how do I know you’ll keep your promise. This girl might have only agreed to show me her body. Do you expect me to risk my life for a pair of panties? I’m not stupid. I know that I’m just another expendable sprog to you.”

Inoue rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Well, I’ve gone to the trouble to school this girl. If you’re not interested, I have several other sprogs who will jump at the chance to trade information for cell time with the girl…”

“I didn’t say I wasn’t interested,” he said anxiously. “I’m looking for reassurance that what you’re offering is not an empty promise, that’s all.”

Inoue considered for a minute. “Okay. The girl has three holes. I’ll let you use one now and the other two when you come up with the goods. I can’t be fairer than that.”

Yasue was outraged and her face was burning with shame within the tight latex hood. The chief was using her holes as bargaining chips in a game that may never bear fruit. His plan was outrageous and one she should have seen coming. What option did she have but perform for the authoritarian chief warder? The only other option was a prison sentence and the terrible consequences that would follow.

“Can I choose which hole?” the lad asked cheekily.

“No, the girl will blow you if you agree to get me the information.”

“Okay, I’m in. What happens if I can’t get the information you want?”

“Well, you’re going to spend an awful long time in solitary confinement and some other lucky sprog is going to win the prize…” He gestured toward Yasue, then swivelled his chair.

“Girl, on your knees. The boy wants to stretch your throat.”

The lad slowly climbed to his feet while she sank to her knees. Anticipating she was going to do all the work, she dropped her skirts and raised her hands. He walked right up to her, enabling her to pull his elasticated shorts down and release his striking boner.

“Impressive, hey girl?”

“Cut the gab and get on with it,” Inoue growled from his seat behind the desk.

She didn’t owe the inmate anything, but she nodded before taking a firm grip of his rock-hard shaft. She couldn’t do foreplay so immediately fed his knob through the ring of the gag and started rocking her head back and forth, while rubbing his crown along her tongue.

“Very nice, girl…” He pushed his hips, sending the blunt tip past her soft palette. “That’s it girl. Take your time.”

Yasue had decided that she wasn’t going to hang about. The lad couldn’t get his hands on her head, so she maintained a grip on his shaft with one hand and rapidly rocked back and forth, eventually allowing only three inches of penetration.

The lad rocked back and forth in an attempt to take control, but Yasue was equal to his efforts. “Fucking hell,” he eventually gasped. “Fuck, I’m coming…”

And cum he did, as pulse after pulse of hot jiz shot down her oesophagus. The sound of clapping echoed across the room, while Yasue hauled the lad’s shorts up.

“Bravo, boy,” the warder crowed. “That’s all for now.”

The lad looked disappointed, despite having had a treat that he could have only dreamt about 30 minutes earlier.

As soon as the lad stepped back, Yasue saw that Inoue was approaching. “Come on, boy, let’s get you back to your luxury accommodation.” The lad turned and let the warder grab his upper arm. “The panties will be among your things when Officer Otsuka takes you back to your dorm tonight…”

Yasue didn’t hear anymore because the door slammed shut. Left on her knees with a nasty taste in her mouth, the young psychologist was deeply depressed. It wasn’t a state she was used to, for she had a tremendously strong self-will that had seen her through many bad situations in her life.

She had a good life until the 2011 tsunami wiped her family out in Soma. Only seventeen, and visiting Tokyo with a friend at the time of the destructive event, her life was turned upside down in a matter of hours. She studied hard as an antidote to the grief and got her qualifications quicker than any of her peers, but those five years took their toll on her mental wellbeing and the bitterness remained.

She would see her current difficulties through and come out stronger, Yasue was sure of that. The door swung open and the authoritative warder strode in.

Chief Inoue clicked his fingers and signalled to her. “Up and get that dress off. I want a proper look at you.”

He returned to his seat and waited for Yasue, who was naked apart from her shoes and socks. He kept his legs together and beckoned her forward, so she had to widen her stance to be able to get her knees against the chair.

He placed his hands on the outside of her thighs and ran them up her body. “Hands behind your head, girl.” As soon as she had raised her hands, he reached up and squeezed her upper arms. I’m of the opinion that your body is as fit, if not fitter than most of the sprogs that we house over in the girl’s section. “Let’s get those restraints off you. Lean forward.”

It was such a relief to have the collar, hood and ring gag removed. The chief didn’t object when she took a moment to comb her hair with her fingers and pull herself together. “Thank you, sir, for releasing me.”

Having dropped the items in a drawer, he started to fondle her breasts. “Yasue, words are not enough. I need action. In my discussion with Doctor Harada, he disclosed that after the weekend he’s planning to swap you with Koji. I wasn’t lying when I told the boy I was saving you from a fate worse than… Who knows?” Having mashed her tits, he dropped his right hand to her ass and his left to her mons.

“Thank you, Sir. I really appreciate you saving me.”

“Actions, Yasue. Show me how much you appreciate what I’m doing for you.”

It wasn’t an onerous task to lean forward and kiss the ruggedly handsome man on the lips. He opened his mouth and immediately started fighting her tongue, then aggressively invaded her mouth until she was sucking the thrusting intruder. Fingers of both hands found her lower orifices and started simultaneously frigging her tight and succulent holes.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned softly as she genuinely revelled in the sensations caused by his aggressive attentions.

The man was masterful at attacking all three of her holes and achieve a rhythm of thrusts in perfect sync. She submitted totally to the man’s exploration of her body and added her own gyrations to increase the level of intense pleasure. When he had enough, he withdrew his fingers, gripped her hips and brusquely pushed her upright.

“Enough. On your knees, girl, and this time I want to see you swallow a whole cock. Get on with it!”

She backed away so he could open his legs and she could return on her knees. As soon as she unzipped his pants, she discovered that the man was well endowed. She therefore had to contend with a larger shaft and a man who demanded so much more than the youthful inmate.

Without a ring stretching her mouth she was able to toy with his crown, using her lips and tongue. He appeared to enjoy her lolly-popping action and didn’t interfere for a few minutes. Then, becoming inpatient, he grabbed handfuls of her hair and encouraged her to go down on him.

“That’s my girl,” he sighed as she voluntarily went deeper and deeper.

The last couple of inches were a stretch, but she managed it before starting to bob her head at a rabid rate. On one level, the stretching sensation along the entire length of her throat was alarming, but knowing she was pleasuring the dominant owner, calmed her. If she could satisfy him and perform the odd trick, she was certain that he would want to look out for her.

The chief didn’t ejaculate, for he suddenly yanked on her hair and lifted her head. “Enough. I want you on the desk.”

One end of the desk was already clear, but he suddenly pushed everything, files, notes, pen holder and panties to one end. Several items fell to the floor, but he wasn’t bothered.

“I want you on your back, in the centre of the desk…”

She stood up, and with his help, clambered onto the desk. She rolled onto her back and lifted her knees, whereupon he pushed them out sideways until the outside of her knees were touching the surface of the desk. Her thighs formed a straight line, but the chief was focused on the split bulge at their centre.

The pink clamp jutted obscenely but he ignored it and started playing with her holes. After teasing her fleshy whirlpool with his thumbs, he moved down and eased them into her rectum, stretching her anus painfully. While his thumbs were busy, he squeezed and kneaded her peach. She couldn’t understand why men were intrigued by the shape and feel of a women’s ass, but his ministrations sure felt good!

“Twenty-five, your record says. I’m guessing you haven’t had a lot of boyfriends.”

“No, Sir, I was too obsessed getting my qualifications.”

“We’ll make up for that… You enjoyed the boy looking at you, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And, you’re hoping he gets me some information, so you get to visit one of the cells, aren’t you?”

He removed his hands and eased his dick out of his pants. He was rock-hard again and he didn’t delay in spearing her succulent quim. He began teasing her with the end of his cock.

“Sir, it’s going to be an interesting psychological experiment.”

“Ha!” he roared. “That’s my girl. “I have two more sprogs who like to sing a merry tune...” Chief Inoue pulled her ass to the edge of the desk and dove into her greedy quim until he bottomed out. “In the coming days, you’re going to be analysing their dirty little minds, and in the process make your presence in the academy a more permanent one.”

It was what the young psychologist wanted to hear. “Thank you, Sir, let’s hope the boys come up with something.”

“Oh, I’m sure they’ll come up with some interesting information and try and spin it out, so they get to dip their wicks in this hole on a regular basis. They know though that I’ll test everything they say before they set foot in one of those cells with you.”

He began to brutally thrust his hips and provide long powerful strokes that stretched and jarred her insides. His intent to aggressively subjugate her was not lost on her sensibilities, but the hint of an orgasm soon negated any regrets she had of agreeing to whore for him.

Chief Inoue gripped her thighs to pin her to the desk and provide a static target to pound against. Her orgasm suddenly raced to the fore and engulfed every fibre of her body. The chief wasn’t very far behind, probably because he had already deep throated her.

He withdrew and sat back in his swivel chair. “You’d better get changed. I’m late for a meeting.”

There was very little emotion in his voice, but there was enough to tell her that he had some regard for her feelings. She pushed herself up and sat on the edge of the desk.

“Um, do you have a replacement pair of panties, Sir?”

“No. I’ll escort you back to the main building and see you through security. Go straight to your room, because I want you to get some rest and meet me at the pavilion at nine o’clock in the morning. I’ll be running the warm-up sessions and you will be helping me, so put your leotard and shorts on and don’t be late. I won’t punish you in front of the girls if you disappoint me, I’ll do it later.”

With that warning indelibly inked on her memory, she hurried to the shower room to get changed. She was over the first hurdle, but how many more was she going to have to jump before he was satisfied?


6. Satsuki – Fearing retribution.

In the space of 12 hours Satsuki’s world had been turned upside down. She had arrived at the Toyushi academy with Takumi Kondo, a director at Tanaka Tyres, to organize Etsuko’s release. Her boss needed to do a deal with the Vice Principal and when she realized she couldn’t attend the meeting, she volunteered to join a training session for human Puppies.

Satsuki got to spend a couple of hours with Etsuko, but her boss had a surprise for her when he returned from the negotiations. Takumi had, without her knowledge, signed her up for a three day stay at the academy. He hoped that during the three days she could spot some more girls suitable for his Pony-girl stables. He had secured one, Himara, Etsuko’s friend, but he wanted more.

The moment Takumi left for the city, her nightmare began. Twelve hours later, she was kicking herself for agreeing to act as a temporary Puppy-girl. Events had rapidly gone downhill once she was in the hands of the chief of security, Officer Inoue. The girls had a nickname for the brutal officer – ‘In-You’ – because he had a penchant for spearing the girl’s holes, something she too suffered before she was taken to a dormitory.

Having been put into dorm 4, she and the other five girls were attacked during the night, as they lay in their beds. The upshot was that Satsuki and Haya were singled out by the gang that called themselves ‘The League’. The gang smeared hot-rub salve on their labia so they would be easily identifiable the next morning at the trials.

As soon as they woke up, she and Haya were collared by Officer Akito and put on the bar to see if they would rat on the perpetrators of the vile crime. The officer showed her true colours by admitting she was supplying ‘The League’ and promptly stuffed elongated eggs, containing drugs, in their orifices.

Officer Akito then gathered the group together and hurried them out of the community room. She and Haya didn’t get a chance to talk to the other girls, because the warder stayed with them until they reached the dining room. Once there, the devious woman sat down and ate her breakfast with them.

The atmosphere was horrible as the six girls sat silently eating their porridge, toast and scrambled eggs. It was a good meal and they needed to fill their tummies after the awful night they had experienced. The four girls that escaped the ‘bar’, knew something was up and she was sure that Haya was bursting to tell them.

But, none of them could possibly imagine the tortuous thoughts running through Satsuki’s troubled mind. She should have been lying in bed beside Takumi at his luxury apartment, dressed in a satin nighty and watching a movie on Netflix.

Instead, she was sitting in a prison canteen, eating cold porridge, dressed in a tight, gusset-less leotard. Her ass was covered in red welts from a thrashing, her pussy was red raw from being crushed on the ‘bar’ and her orifices were crammed full with plastic ‘eggs’ containing drugs. And, on top of that, the warder had threatened to damage her face if she didn’t follow through with her mission.

Officer Akito put her knife and fork down and glanced around the table. “Why the long faces girls? I’ve heard it on the grapevine that dorm four is going to win the Trials Shield.”

“How do you win it?” Satsuki asked glumly.

“Well, the dorm with the most points after seven events wins. The winning team get a slap-up meal later this evening with the governors,” the officer explained. Everyone competes in every event apart from the four by four-hundred relay.”

“What are the other six events?”

“Shot put, discus, high jump, long jump, fifteen-hundred metres and 100 meters. You’ll get your numbers in front of the pavilion. Come on, it’s time to go.”

They filed out of the canteen at nine o’clock and followed the warder through the building until they arrived at a security door. When they emerged from the back of the academy, they were handed over to another security guard. The two officers stood talking to each other for a minute, then they were off again, being led by the new warder.

Satsuki could hear Haya whispering to Chiyo, their leader, and guessed she was explaining what had happened in the warder’s office.

Satsuki though, wanted to avoid being used by the gang that called themselves, ‘The League’, but she wasn’t sure how to proceed. She couldn’t approach the new guard because she might be in cahoots with Officer Akito. She didn’t know the teachers, who would probably be running the trials, but she decided that they were her best bet.

The warder led them past a pair of tennis courts, an outdoor swimming pool and up a bank, to what turned out to be the playing fields. She thought the academy was lucky to have so much ground where the inmates could compete in many different sports. They were approaching a large wooden pavilion which was standing at the side of a full-sized running track.

The path led to the back and as they turned the corner, Satsuki’s mood brightened. Standing in the middle of about thirty girls, was the statuesque and muscular figure of Chief Inoue. He was handing out numbers to the girls, who took their identification cards, then walked over to the young psychologist, Yasue Furuki, standing about 50 feet away.

The scary warder looked up from the pad he was holding and spotted their group. “Girls, remove your shorts and come and get your numbers,” he shouted.

The guard escorting them, pointed at a long bench. “Put your shorts in a pile so they don’t get mixed up.”

She joined the others in slipping their precious protection off and adding her shorts to the pile, then deliberately lagged behind so that she’d get a chance to say something to the chief. Unfortunately, before she reached him, another group of six girls joined the line and began jostling her. While she was waiting, Satsuki took the opportunity to feel her pussy lips and found they were bulging obscenely from the rectangular slot in the gusset.

“Patience!” the chief yelled at the remaining girls. She finally arrived at the front of the line and waited while he consulted his list. “Ayaki, your number is four-dash-six.”

A shove in the back hurried her forward and that was it. Her chance was gone. She walked over and joined her pals who were sticking their numbers on each other’s backs.

“Jog on the spot, girls.” Yasue Furuki shouted across the heads of the girls. “Seven is the last dorm. We’re nearly ready.”

Satsuki found Chiyo who appeared to be the tallest girl in the large group. The anxious PA waited until her friend had stuck her number on her back, then asked her a question. “Is this the whole of the first year?”

The slim teenager looked around the throng. “Yes. I’d say there were about sixty girls here.”

Satsuki scanned the faces and after moving among the girls, confirmed that neither Himara nor Etsuko were among the leotard clad teenagers milling about. She began to worry that events outside her sphere were happening without her knowledge. Had Takumi returned to the academy and taken the pair away? Had he made a different deal with the Vice Principal to leave her at the academy for a longer period?

Whatever was happening, she had to get a message to Officer Inoue and bring her stay at the academy to an end. The soldier-like head warder followed the final girl and walked around to stand beside Yasue Furuki.

He clapped his hands to get their attention, but it was unnecessary because every girl was watching the muscle man’s every move. He looked impressive in navy blue shorts and a tight, white singlet. Satsuki wondered how many of the girls were imagining him thrusting his cock into one or all of their orifices. She certainly was!

The young psychologist, Yasue, was wearing an identical outfit to the girls apart from a blue sash around her waist. There were other young women on the veranda of the pavilion, dressed in shorts over leotards. Also, beyond the building, a group of older girls were congregating near a line of tables, but for the time being the first years had to listen to the chief warder.

“Sprogs, the first order of the day is a warm-up. That involves two laps of the track. Doctor Furuki will lead off and I want you to stay behind her and keep up. Don’t dawdle or I’ll give you a whack.”

He held his hand out as Yasue picked up a cane from the grass. After taking it, he waved it in the air.

“When you’ve finished two laps, go and fetch your shorts, then a cup of energy drink…” He gestured toward the long table and group of older girls. “Report to your designated leader. You’ll see the dorm numbers on their backs, and they will take you to your resting area. They have absolute authority over you, so do as you’re told, or else!” Another wave of the cane. “Go and line up for the warm-up laps.”

Satsuki, who was in the middle of the bunch, was carried along to the track by the surge and had to immediately start jogging when Yasue set off from the start line. It was the most bizarre sensation jogging without a gusset in her leotard. She instantly noticed that the reinforced edges of the slot rubbed along the outsides of her labia majora, creating a stimulating effect. Plus, the egg shape capsules inside her orifices were also making their presence felt.

She tried to ignore the sparkling sensations and concentrate on what was happening on the race track, but it wasn’t easy. She was still in the centre of the group, which wasn’t very satisfactory because she was a long way from Chief Inoue. He was bringing up the rear and encouraging a couple of stragglers with his cane.

She had to do something, or she was going to become embroiled in the shady practice of drug distribution. Then, she’d actually be breaking the law for the first time in her life!


7. Satsuki – Desperate message.

The teenager suddenly had an idea. Satsuki started limping and gradually moved to the outside lane, so she didn’t impede the other girls. Then, as the others passed her by, she stopped and stooped, so she could take her trainer off. Bending on one knee, she couldn’t avoid providing a lewd view of her rosy red labia to the chief when he stopped to see what she was doing.

“What the fuck are you doing, Ayaki?”

“Sorry, Sir, but I have some important information for you.”

She kept her head down and shook her shoe out, then put it back and began tying the laces.

“Can it wait until after the trials?”

“No, Sir. You need to know straight away.”

“I’ll sort something out. Now catch up! I’m going to whack you, so no one suspects you’re giving me a message.”

She jumped up and raced off. They had timed it so she only stopped for a few seconds, half way around the first bend. Whack! Whack!

“Aiiiiiii!” she screamed when two white-hot lines of fire tore across the centre of her butt cheeks. “Noooooo!” She could see him out of the corner of her eye. She could see his arm swinging. Whack! Whack!

“Get a move on, sprog!”

The second set of blows weren’t as vicious as the first two, but they did more damage to her already bruised sashaying cheeks. Unfortunately, the tight leotard was cut high at the leg and initially only covered half of her cheeks. By the time she was running, the material had almost disappeared into her ass crack. That was also true of all the other girls with shapely asses. She passed a few of the stragglers, all bearing fresh red stripes across their pearly white cheeks.

Tears continued to roll down her face as she settled into a comfortable jog, nearer the back than the front of the field.

A girl came up beside her. “What a cunt that asshole is. Did your trainer come undone?” she asked breathlessly.

Yasue put on the agony. “No, I had a stone in it. I told the bastard, but he didn’t believe me. Thought I was skiving.”

“Fucker…” She looked over her shoulder, then back. “I have a message from ‘The League’. When you get back to your resting area, ask to use the loo. Its at the side of the pavilion. Your third-year leader will accompany you. That’s all I know…” The stranger sped up and mingled with a small group of panting girls.

The instruction was unexpected, but cunning by those working for ‘The League’. She was just passing the finishing line so had another lap to run. Satsuki was uncomfortable running at a slow marathon pace, so sped up and started passing girls who didn’t look as though they were bothered by the idea of exercise. She was pleased, because she caught up with Haya, her fellow roommate, who was also targeted by ‘The League’.

The teenager’s cute face was red and even more attractive without her glasses. They had similar physics and as Satsuki caught up with her, she noticed that virtually the whole of her ass was bare. It had avoided the chief’s cane but was badly bruised from previous thrashings.

“Have you had a girl give you a message from ‘The League?’ yet, Haya?”

The teenager puffed her cheeks out. “Yer, she passed me a minute ago.  Told me to wait until you’ve been to the toilet. Apparently, you’re going to tell me what to do?”

“Fuck knows what they’re up to…”

“The eggs inside… They…” She fell silent as she struggled to hold her composure. “Uhhhhhh! I can never run the fifteen hundred meters with these damn things in me…”

They jogged round together and suffered in silence. After crossing the line for the second time, she peeled off the track and headed for the bench, which was on the opposite side of the pavilion to the resting areas. She and Haya sat down to put their shorts on and caught their breath.

“You’re not going to cause a problem are you, Satsuki?”

“What do you mean?”

“We’ve got to do this, or one of us will suffer badly.” She put her hand on Satsuki’s thigh and squeezed. “I like you and I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

“It’s not right, though, is it?”

“No, but this is your world now, for the next couple of years…”

They were interrupted by Ena who was puffing and panting. Hers were the last pair of shorts on the bench. She looked at the pair and noticed the hand on Satsuki’s thigh.

“Old ‘In-You’ is hovering around. Be careful.”

The girl was overweight, and from the red stripes on her ass, it looked as though the chief hadn’t made any allowances for her size.

“We’re coming, don’t worry, Ena,” Haya said in a shirty manner.

Ena gave them a wave, but they were on their feet and followed her to the front of the pavilion. They had just passed the steps when one of the young women leant over the rail. “You! What’s your name?” She couldn’t fail to notice Officer Inoue leaning against a support post studying a piece of paper, just six feet away.

She was pointing at Satsuki. “Me?”

“Yes you. What’s your name?”

“Satsuki, Miss.”

“I need your help, Satsuki, to fetch some more supplies from the main building.” The young woman came down the steps to intercept her.

Haya turned and waved. “I’ll see you in a minute.” Her new friends from dorm four set off toward the resting areas.

Satsuki wasn’t to know it, but she’d never see the girls from room four again.


8. Eishun – Rough Justice.

Chief Inoue loved the girls’ first-year trials. About 80 horny teenage girls gathered once a year to compete for a trophy and individual selection for a regional tournament. The sprint races were the highlight of the morning. The girls would all get down onto their blocks and flash their sweaty cunts at him, before racing off down the 100-metre track.

He used those magical moments to select the fittest girl who would ultimately end up riding his cock, either later in the day, or soon afterwards. It was the fifth year that he had been involved, but the first year a dark cloud was hanging over the academy.

The fact that he hadn’t been able to solve the massive drug problem on both sides of the canal, was a bad reflection on his ability to manage the academy security. Questions were rightly being asked, and until he had recently hit on a couple of ideas, he had been running around in circles like a headless chicken. The older sprogs were cunning and chose their mules carefully.

The young psychologist, Yasue Furuki, was going to provide the oil the cogs needed to get the informant industry up and running in the boy’s section. Yasue knew her role and would play it until the little shits tired of fucking the same body. He liked the young woman, but she was unstable and needed a firm hand to keep her on the straight and narrow.

The girl’s section was a different proposition altogether. His ace in the hole was a prisoner passing through, one Satsuki Ayaki. The teenager was possibly the prettiest villain he had ever seen. On a scale of one to ten on his horny list, she was an eleven. When she stopped on the track to give him a message, he wanted to pick her up and lower her onto his raging boner. The message though, rather killed the moment.

He didn’t think it possible that the little bitch had found out anything in the 24 hours since they chatted in the girl’s section, security office, but he was that desperate, he had to hear what she had to say. He organized one of the kitchen staff to grab her and take her back to the academy on a fool’s errand. That way, if she had to return there would be no questions asked.

He had to wait five minutes before leaving the sport’s field, otherwise the kids would smell a rat, so he strolled along the front of the rest areas to cast his eye over the girls. He arrived at the end of area 10 and saw that there were only four girls sitting on the grass. Their leader was talking to the third year in charge of the next area.

Eishun tapped the cane on his leg. “Girls, where are the other two sprogs from your dorm?”

He recognized Yuzuki Shimizu who stood up to address him. She was a cocky girl and had willingly succumbed to his sexual demands several times.

“Sir, Etsuko and Himara are receiving special English coaching from Mr Kimura. I think someone said they’d be with him all morning.”

“Why’s that, Shimizu?”

“They’re leaving on Wednesday. Someone has paid their bond.”

He was irked to get the information from a sprog and not the Vice Principal. Annoyed, he turned and headed for the pavilion, but didn’t stop. Instead, he kept walking and followed the path that eventually led him back to the main academy building. His instruction to the kitchen assistant was to take Ayaki to the security office and have the duty officer put her in the holding cell.

Officer Kayda Onishi was holding the fort, on what was normally an uneventful day. The sprogs were better behaved over the weekend. They spent most of their time using the outdoor facilities, if the academy hadn’t organized an event like the trials.

On entering the office, he discovered Kayda was nowhere to be seen. Because the door to the holding cell was open, he could hear the warden’s dulcet tones drifting out. “…six…seven…eight…”

He walked through and pushed the cell door further open. Officer Onishi was standing over the half-naked figure of Satsuki Ayaki while the teenager performing push-ups on the floor of the cell. The girl’s shorts were on the bench and her leotard top was rolled down to her waist.

It was the standard procedure for the exercise, so the instructor could witness the girl’s nipples touching the floor. Kayda was on her haunches, one hand hovering over the teenager’s semi-naked ass while the other held her baton in a threatening manner.

Kayda looked over her shoulder when she heard the sound of the door opening. “Eishun… I was keeping the girl warm for you…” She stood up and looked a little sheepish.

He knew that the woman was a lesbian, so wasn’t surprised that she wanted to take another close look at the girl. “Thanks, Kayda. I’ll take it from here.”

He waited for her to leave the cell, then drew his baton. “Kid, this had better be good, or you’re going to regret dragging me down here.”

“It is, Sir. Can I stand up?”

“Yes, come over here,” he replied, on his way to the long bench. He sat down and pointed at the floor between his feet. “Stand there.”

He was pleased she didn’t try and cover her tits when she followed him over, then stood in the at ease stance. Once again, he marvelled at the girl’s delightful pearl white body and stunning countenance. She ticked every box and the only one he would have hesitated on, was the size of her tits. They were a tad smaller than he liked but were so solid and uplifting he forgave the slight fault.

He couldn’t resist copping another feel and was pleased when the girl didn’t flinch. “So, what’s happened since we spoke yesterday?”

The girl’s face was red from a combination of running and performing a dozen push-ups. There was also a slight haze of perspiration forming on her brow, beneath her raggedy fringe. Having her black hair in bunches suited her slightly oval face, with its high cheekbones and perfectly formed angel lips. Then there were her deep brown eyes which looked anxious and afraid, emotions he liked when castigating a girl.

“Sir, I’ve discovered that one, maybe two of the warders are involved in drug running here at the academy.”

His eyebrows shot up. “Be careful what you say, girl. You could be in a lot of trouble if you’re repeating rumours to me.”

“It’s not rumours, Sir. The problem kicked off last night while we were in lockdown. We were attacked and because our hands were cuffed, we couldn’t defend ourselves.”

He sat and listened to Satsuki’s account of what happened to the six girls after the lights were extinguished.

“Officer Onishi was on last night. Are you saying…?”

“No, Sir, I’m not sure about her. But I think she was on till midnight which meant she turned a blind eye.”

“I’ll look into that. Is that all you’ve got?”

“No, Sir, there’s a lot more. In the morning, Officer Akito, didn’t seem surprised to see us in a mess and handed out bin bags for the diapers and soiled bed clothes. She then told us to report to the office to explain what had happened.”

Elshun listened to the rest of the story – how Officer Akito had made the pair ride the bar and then inserted plastic eggs into their orifices. Satsuki even gave him the number of the girl who passed a message to her during the warm-up laps on the race track. His plan had worked and the kid had come through for him.

However, her success presented him with a problem. He couldn’t put her back in the dorm, so he’d have to keep her in solitary confinement until she was shipped to the Kosaiji Reform Institute.

“So, kid, first off, go over to the loo and cough those containers out…”

The girl did as she was told and had to use her fingers to empty her quim. The other capsule wasn’t a problem at all. She washed them and returned with the pair of elongated plastic eggs, then handed them over.

“You’ve done good, kid. I couldn’t have asked for more. I’m leaving you in here for now until I’ve decided my next move.”

The girl looked even more agitated than she was before. “Sir, I need to speak to the Vice Principal urgently.”

“Huh, the VP has more important things to do than talk to sprogs about security matters…”

“No, Sir, you don’t understand…”

He grabbed the teenager by the throat.

“Girl, don’t tell me I don’t understand. You may have helped me, but you shouldn’t insult my intelligence. You will wait here until I decide what to do with you.”

Tears were rolling down the kid’s pretty face, but he didn’t feel any pity for the thieving little sprog. He’d add a comment on her rap sheet that she had helped him, but that was the only benefit she’d gain from grassing up the gang that called themselves ‘The League’.

“But…” she gasped in strangled tones.

He shook her. “There are no buts in here, girl. You fucking do as I say and speak when you’re spoken to, or I’ll gag you quicker than you can say ‘solitary confinement’.” He saw acceptance in her eyes so released her and then stood up. “Sit down and I’ll send someone in with a drink.”

When he left the girl, she was pulling her top over her breasts. It was a huge pity she was moving on, but he had his pick of the other 60 odd teenage inmates so would soon forget about her. On returning to the main office, he discovered Kayda was chatting with the Head Governor, Gaku Yoshida, in the entrance lobby.

He was an old friend who had backed him through thick and thin. He strolled over to the open doorway.

He held his hand out. “Gaku, you’re just in time to see the girls run the fifteen hundred metres.”

He gave a strong handshake. “I thought you’d be up at the track, snapping the little sprogs into shape.”

“I’ve had a breakthrough in the drug investigation. I’ll tell you about it later.”

“About time, Eishun. Will you be attending the meeting this evening?”

“Yes, and I should be able to give the committee a full report on some real progress.”

He and Kayda waited for the governor to pass through the glass doors then returned to the office.

“Truth or bullshit?” Kayda asked Eishun.

“Oh, I was telling the truth.” He pulled the eggs from his pocket and showed her. He watched her reaction and was pleased to see genuine shock on her face.

She pointed at the door to the holding cell. “Ayaki was carrying?”

“Yes, and she’s grassed up a gang that call themselves ‘The League.” Again, there was a genuine shocked reaction on her face. “Kayda, what time did you sign off last night?”

Realization dawned on the young woman’s face. “Um… Ten-thirty. I asked Officer Akito to cover for me till midnight. I wanted to watch the Bronson fight, live from Las Vegas. I’ve stood in for her on a couple of occasions…”

There wasn’t anything unusual about her doing that. Akito obviously jumped at the chance to let the gang into dorm four and attack the girls. That was one mystery solved.

“All right, this is what I want you to do. Go up to the sports field and tell Yasue Furuki to organize the fifteen-hundred race. I went through the arrangements with her this morning and she’s capable of handling the girls with your help. I’m going to ring around and pull a couple of officers in from their weekend off and we’ll have a purge once the trials are over.”

“No problem, Chief, I’ll enjoy helping our new psychologist.”

“Keep your hands off her. She’s all mine.”

She chuckled. “Your wish is my command, Sir.”

He waited until she had left, then drummed his fingers on the desk. He knew a couple of officers who would be happy to do some overtime. But first, he had to decide what to do with Satsuki Ayaki. He fired up the computer, logged into the internal government website they used for prisoner movement.

He found the contact details of his opposite number at the Kosaiji Remand Centre and rang the number. He needed to get the girl out of the academy for her own good, for there were going to be some very angry inmates by the time he finished dealing with them!


9. Satsuki – Subjugated and collared.

Back in her shorts, the teenager was furious that Chief Inoue wouldn’t let her speak to the Vice Principal. She was so upset, she couldn’t sit down and wait, so instead paced up and down in the cell, while muttering to herself.

She desperately needed to get out of the academy, because the alternative probably meant a couple of days in solitary confinement. She glanced up at the camera each and every time she headed in its direction and hoped the warder would get the message that she was desperate to be heard.

Twenty minutes passed before the outside door opened. She expected a drink, but it was Chief Warder Inoue returning, He looked stern and determined, while the bag he carried gave Satsuki hope that she was going to be allowed to dress normally and be sent home. She didn’t blame the warder for treating her the way he had, because in his eyes she was just another delinquent criminal.

He set the bag down and sat down on the bench. “Ayaki, this is probably the last time we’ll be alone, so I want to make the most of it.”

She wandered over and stood between his knees. “Am I going home, Sir?” she asked.

He frowned at her. “Girl, I won’t warn you again. I’ve already thrashed your butt once. You’ll get another if you speak out of turn again. But, for your information, the answer is yes. You’re going home. First though, I’m going to undress you, then give you a farewell gift.”

Satsuki relaxed for the first time since she arrived at the academy. She understood the rules. No speaking while he first, mauled her body, then speared her orifices. In the macho warden’s eyes, it was her leaving present for delivering the goods on ‘The League’s’ activities.

He slipped the straps off her shoulders and down her upper arms, simultaneously releasing her perky tits. He pulled the material down to her waist, so she could extricate her hands, then slipped her shorts down. She stepped out of them and waited while he eased the lower part of the leotard off her shapely ass and down her thighs.

The officer’s greedy eyes studied every square inch of her petite frame and he even licked his lips as though she was an edible strawberry trifle.

“Hands behind your head.” He commanded, then gently grasped her sides.

His eyes roved over her tits as though he couldn’t decide which was more inviting. Finally making up his mind, he leant forward and started sucking her right nipple. While he nuzzled her breast like a huge Baby, his insistent hands slipped over her hips and cupped her buttocks so he could give them a good squeeze.

He pulled his head back for a few seconds. “Girl, I wish I had more time…” He switched to her left nipple and brutalized it by sucking her whole areola into his mouth and attacking it with his teeth and lips.

“Owwwwww,” she moaned, but fell silent when he squeezed her flesh harder as a warning.

When he had sucked enough, he lifted his head and stared into her eyes. “Can you do an aerobic backflip?”

She shook her head slowly, horrified by the thought of what he was suggesting. “No, Sir. I’m not very good at gymnastics.”

“Too much information. I’ll help you. Take a step back.”

He rose as she moved backward, then, while leaning over her, wrapped an arm behind her back. “Lean back…”

She could do it, but she didn’t want to. However, there was no denying the man’s demands. Back she went, and as her head dipped, she felt for the floor. Moments later her body was arched with her tummy pushed into the air and her trainers a couple of feet apart.

He dropped to his knees between her legs and started to stroke her torso, then her thighs, first on the outside, then on the inside. “I want to remember you like this, pussy thrusting, ready to be eaten, then fucked.” With his hands on the top of her thighs, he dipped his head and proceeded to carry out the first of his threats.

His huge mouth, when wide open, easily encompassed her labia and clitoral ridge. With a hand under her ass, he pushed against her vulva with some force and started to lick suck, probe, and chew her tender lines of sensitive pussy meat with some care. His oral attack was so forceful and thorough, he nearly brought her to orgasm. Without realizing it, she was once again moaning as a thrill in the pit of her belly radiated throughout her body.

Then, when she was gasping for one final thrust of his tongue, he lifted his head and whisked his cock out. The moment he drove it into her succulent tightness, she almost collapsed, but a strong arm lifted her higher, until he had the right angle to achieve a smooth piston stroke. He started at a sedate pace which developed quickly into a jackhammering, while holding her spasming body up until he too achieved completion.

She hardly cared whether the dominant warder was enjoying himself, for she was lost in her own world of psychedelic thrills and nerve-jangling sensations. It came to a shuddering halt when the callous man let her drop to the floor and stood up.

“Fun time is over, girl. Go and wash your cunt, then I’ve got to get you ready for collection.”

She rolled over on the filthy floor and after standing, trudged over to the low-level toilet. It had a useful water flush facility which she used to wash all the jiz from her pussy. While she squatted, she thought about what he said. ‘Ready for collection’. What did he mean by that? Looking up, she saw that he had removed a brown pair of shorts and tunic, like the one she was wearing when the psychologist brought her to security office the previous day.

She stood up and decided to risk a question. “Who’s picking me up, Sir?”

“Don’t ask stupid questions and shut the fuck up.” He drew his baton, flicked its extension out and pointed at the items on the bench. “Get dressed now. Your transport will be here in 20 minutes.”

She hesitated. “Sir, where am I going?” Switt! “Ahhhhh,” she screamed when he swiped her hip and ass with the flexible weapon.

She stumbled and held her hands out. “Please listen to me for a min…” Switt. “Yeeeee,” she squealed when the second blow landed lower.

Chief Inoue’s face was bright red with rage. “Girl, this is your last chance to put the clothes on. After that I’ll do it for you.”

Once she was handcuffed and belted, and most likely gagged, she wasn’t going to be able to stop them taking her to another facility. The fact that Etsuko and Himara had disappeared, increased the likelihood that Takumi had abandoned her. Whatever had happened to them, he had left her at the mercy of a brutal officer in a merciless regime.

She backed away. “Sir, I shouldn’t be in here. Ask the Vice principal or Doctor Harada…” She didn’t finish the sentence because as soon as he caught up with her, he simply slapped her around the face and knocked her to the ground, stunning her badly.

Her head was thrumming, but she was still determined to avoid being sent to another institution where anything might happen to her. She had already taken a huge risk, but the stubborn jailor wasn’t having any of it. He grabbed her arm and dragged her back to the bench.

“Speak to the Vice Principle…” Slap! “Uhhhhhhh!”

He had a firm grip of her upper arm and slapped her around the face with his free hand. “Shut the fuck up!” He growled, then dragged her over to the bench, sat down and hauled her over his lap. Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

He must have slapped her ass twenty times. With the blows landing on the bruises he caused when he thrashed her the previous day, He turned her ass cheeks into a raging inferno which caused her to scream and kick thin air. Even after he stopped and began stroking her damaged peach she continued to writhe and cry for several minutes.

He rolled her onto the floor with a bump. “Sit on your heels, bitch and put your arms in the air.”

He had broken her resistance and she capitulated. So, gathering her wits together, she scrambled to her knees and did as she was told.

“You are one stupid bitch. I had you marked down as a one trick pony. Someone who would learn from a spell inside, but you’re just like all the others.” He lowered the tunic down her arms and let it fall into place. “You’ve no respect for authority. When those animals in Kosaiji get their hands on you, you’ll begin to understand the meaning of the word, respect. Now get down on all fours.”

An awful buzzing sound reverberating around inside her head and the grief that gripped her thoughts had a huge debilitating effect on her. She accepted that it was useless arguing with him and decided to wait until she recovered from the blow to her head and the sadistic thrashing.

So, when the Chief placed a three-inch-high collar around her neck, she meekly stood still while he locked it in place.

“Ayaki, that’s one of Harada’s Puppy collars. Anything other than a bark gets you zapped. I’ve been waiting to try one out and you’re the perfect mouthy little sprog to test it on.”

The disastrous morning events had taken an even worse turn. Then, Satsuki’s eyes nearly popped out of her head when Officer Inoue removed the next item from the bag. It was a stainless-steel hook that had a one-inch diameter ball instead of a point.

“Don’t normally have to use this, but your behaviour leaves me with no choice. Stand still or I’m going to thrash you again!”

He rubbed the ball up her labia, mashing her clitoral folds, then eased it through her tight anal muscles. Tears flooded down her face as a bout of uncontrollable grief reduced her to a distressed state.

“Ruuuuurrr,” she moaned when a dull ache in her ass intensified for a few seconds.

Inoue heartlessly drove the ball into her rectum until the curved part of the hook was seated in her ass crack. The next item from the bag was an adjustable cord that he clipped to the hook and the back of her collar. He tightened it until there was tension between the two fixing points.

He patted her ass. “Right, I’m going to put your shorts on so don’t make it difficult for me,” he said in a threatening tone.

Tearful and distressed she raised each leg as the warder fed the shorts on her legs and pulled them up to cover her ass. He picked up the bag and put his baton away.

“This is how we used to punish the sprogs in here before the psychologists came up with the Puppy idea. I know for a fact, though, they still hook sprogs in Kosaiji, so let’s call this your first taste of a maximum-security regime.”

He left her standing on all fours, unable to drop her head and afraid to move. The doors slammed shut, one after the other, leaving her alone with only the pain to keep her company. She had always been a good girl and had never broken any laws, so where did it all go wrong?


10. Satsuki – Nightmare journey.

All the pain was concentrated around her vulnerable ass, which was thankfully protected by the loose brown shorts. Satsuki made a couple of tentative crawling steps and discovered the hook wedged more firmly in her ass crack when the cord pulled on her collar. The tall collar gave her neck some support, but the pull was going to give her an awful neck ache if she had to wear the hook for any length of time.

Satsuki found she could sit on her heals, but because of her arched back, it was impossible to stand without seriously hurting herself. Of course, the purpose of the severe restraints was to punish and cause the wearer as much pain and embarrassment as possible, so the wearer improved their behaviour.

The moment she was dreading had arrived. The door swung open and in marched Officer Inoue and a stranger wearing a black uniform. He was wearing a utility belt like the academy guards, but his had the added feature of a holstered automatic pistol. The brawny guard was from the same mould as the Chief Warder, tall, heavily built and broad shouldered.

The stranger hunkered down and took a closer look at the collar. “Restricts the bitch to barks and growls, heh?”

“Yes, the psychologists are trialling them here. We want it back the next time you’re passing through.”

“No problem. I’ll let the chief know at Kosaiji.” He cupped Satsuki’s chin. “She’s cute. How old is she?”

“Nineteen.”

“The pigtails make her look younger. The sisters are going to welcome this bitch with open legs.” Both men chuckled.

“Come on, let’s get her loaded. I’ve got a busy day ahead of me,” Chief Inoue said in a cheery tone. “This little bitch might be a handful, but she was useful while she was here…” He clicked his fingers, as though she was his pet dog. “Come on girl, follow me.”

Inoue led the way, while the stranger took up the rear. She crawled through the office and out into the lobby, but when she immerged into sunshine, a flight of steps brought her to a halt. A large black, box van stood waiting to take her away. Across the side, written in an arc, were the words, ‘MINISTRY OF JUSTICE’.

She was just wondering if they expected her to crawl down the steps when the powerful men each took an arm and a thigh and lifted her into the air as if she was a rag doll.

“Put her in forwards,” the MOJ officer said, when they arrived at the back door. “The compartments are designed to accommodate either form of restraint.”

They placed her at the end of the box which was divided into a corridor on the right and six cubicles on the left, presumably to keep the prisoners apart. At the far end of the passageway, there was a seat for the guard, and it looked as though there was room for more guards beside him. There were no doors on the narrow compartments, so Satsuki was able to see that the first two were occupied.

The one nearest the back contained a girl about her age while the second one was occupied by an older lad. Both were wearing the same brown outfits as she was but were restrained with belts and attached cuffs. She also noticed they had ankle cuffs which were chained together; and then to a ring in the floor.

“Crawl into the third compartment,” the guard ordered.

She dutifully did as she was told and found she had plenty of room because the seat hadn’t been folded down. The floor was soft vinyl and clean, so her knees weren’t uncomfortable when she carefully hunkered down. However, the strain on her neck and back were taking their toll, so she prayed for a quick journey.

She had to wait while the men had a chat about paperwork, before the MOJ officer climbed up and closed the back door. He stopped behind her and kicked her trainer. “Spread your knees and feet girl, so I can attach your ankle cuffs.”

She heard the rattling of a chain, then felt the click of metal cuffs being closed on her ankles. He pulled the leg of her shorts sideways, obviously to take a look at her pussy. She squirmed to try and hide her modesty.

“Very nice, girl. Give me a bark if you like having it stroked.”

Satsuki wondered if her shameful experience was ever going to end… She remained silent and hoped he’d leave her alone. Slap!

“Ruuuuu,” she whined when the guard landed a blow on her sore ass.

“Give me a bark, bitch!”

“Ruff.” It was soft but it was what he wanted to hear. The sniggers from the other two occupants deepened her embarrassment.

Fingers felt along her labia for a couple of seconds. “There’ll be plenty of time for stroking, once we’ve dropped the other two off…”

She let her breath out when his footsteps receded to the front of the van. The engine started, she wobbled when the van moved and then they were on their way.

The teenager was distraught because she believed that her boss, Takumi, had deserted her. Hunkered on the vinyl floor and tethered to a metal ring, she was, in the eyes of the authorities, just another violent juvenile offender. If she couldn’t get the Chief Warder at the Toyushi academy to help her, there was no chance that the people in charge at Kosaiji were going to listen to her story.

She reckoned that an hour had passed when the van stopped and the guard left his seat to deal with the other prisoners. There was a delay of about fifteen minutes before he returned and closed the back door. She hoped he would decide not to molest her, but she was out of luck, for he stopped at the end of her cubicle and dropped to his knees.

“Now my little beauty, let’s see what you’re hiding under these shorts.” As he pulled on the elasticated waistband, she could only think of one thing – her safe, compact bedsit, situated in the heart of Tokyo. Takumi’s generosity had enabled her to buy it, and what she would give to be transported back there and wake from the living nightmare she was experiencing.

The hands massaging her bare ass were real though and the trundling prison van was her transport to hell.

“Sweet girl, what an ass this is,” he marvelled. “It looks like you upset old Inoue. Not a clever thing to do. He has a reputation for taking sprogs to task.” He stroked, pulled her orbs apart and teased her pucker around the grip it had on the stainless-steel hook. “Pity this hole is already stuffed…” he muttered.

His hands left her ass for a moment, she assumed to release his tackle, then resumed their exploration of her nether region. With his hands on the back of her thighs, he prised her lips apart and began mashing her clitoral ridge and teasing her succulent orifice.

If he was trying to get her excited, his clumsy digits were making hard work of it. It wasn’t what she wanted, but when he steered his cock into her tight quim and impaled her with two hard thrusts, the fumbling was over.

“Oooo, I love tight teenage pussy,” he muttered, once he was into his stroke.

The man was an animal and pounded her extremity, ferociously, jarring her body, and in turn jarring the collar and hurting her neck. The sparkling sensations that signalled an orgasm, took their time to overcome the pains resonating around her body. They were just starting to spread when the guard reached his inglorious peak.

“Ahhhhh, sweet virgins alive,” he muttered as he spurted pulse after pulse of jiz into her bruised cervix.

The animal left her to reach back and pull her shorts up to cover her modesty. It was without doubt the low point of her life, but she feared that in the coming days there were going to be many more.


11. Satsuki. – Trained and restrained.

It was at least another two hours of sheer agony before they finally reached their destination. Crouching on the floor with her head held high and her back arched, she prayed for the end to the excruciating pain. The sound of the guard’s footsteps raised her hopes and she sighed with relief when he crouched down behind her and released her ankles.

“We’ve arrived at the Kosaiji Remand Institute,” he announced. “Your new home, kid.” He chuckled. “Well, it’ll be your home for the next couple of years. Come on, bitch, back up.” He was clearly in a good mood as he guided her to the back of the van.

A warder from the institute was waiting to help. He studied her face. “Are you going to cause us any trouble, kid?”

She shook her head.

“The collar she’s wearing will only allow her to bark and growl,” the MOJ officer explained.

“Huh. I wish we had a few of those. Remove the tie, Goro, but leave the hook in.”

The guard hunkered down and unlatched the ends of the tie, enabling her to mercifully straighten her back and drop her head. She started to cry with relief, but the warder frowned at her.

“Pull yourself together, girl. Your nightmare has only just begun.”

The new guard helped her down onto the ground. “This way, girl,” he commanded.

It was a huge relief to be able to stand and walk. The guard let her stretch, straighten her shorts and take in her surroundings before setting off. Having a metal ball stuck in her rectum and the curved part of the hook wedged between her cheeks was horrible, but she’d put up with the temporary discomfort if the plan was to remove it when she got inside the building.

The remand institute was completely different to the Toyushi academy. It was a modern building with bare concrete everywhere. She found the architecture foreboding and deeply depressing. The guard escorted her along a paved pathway to the side of the building and in through a security door that buzzed open as they approached. There were cameras everywhere and were much more visible than the ones at the Toyushi Academy.

Another difference was that they had a dedicated entrance for offenders, which opened into a lobby where the duty officer was sitting behind a high, solid desk/countertop. The surface was at Satsuki’s eyelevel, so she had to look up into the warder’s face. He held up a sheet of paper and compared the photograph with her tear stained face.

The guard who brought her in, handed over the paperwork he was given and stepped back. The more mature officer scrutinized the papers and compared them with his own docket.

He stared down at Satsuki, but he addressed her escort. “Yoshami, it says on the transport docket that this girl is rebellious and in denial. What do you think?”

“Er, well, Chief Inoue at Toyushi hooked her, so she must have kicked off. He also fitted her with that special collar.” He pointed at it. “It allows her to bark like a dog and will shock her if she speaks.”

The duty officer shook his head. “Whatever will they think of next? There’s some information missing on the original conviction sheet, so take the girl to room five and I’ll be along in a minute.”

“Shall I change the collar, Sir?”

“Of course, I’m not going to get any information out of her if all she can do is bark!”

“Good point, Sir. Come on, girl.” Holding her upper arm, the guard approached a door constructed from metal bars, which slid silently aside.

The passageway on the other side led to several interrogation rooms. They all had porthole viewing windows and were numbered 1 to 4. There was no window to room five, which bore the sign – INTENSIVE INTERROGATION. Satsuki wondered what the difference was between room five and the others.

Officer Yoshami had to swipe the bottom of the identity tag he wore around his neck, through the lock, to release the door, then led her inside.

To her right stood a large padded stool, standing on what looked like a folding metal frame. It was standing beside a narrow countertop that has cupboards beneath and above. Ahead was a wide metal desk with two chairs on the far side and a high backed one with its back to her.

On the left-hand side was another workbench and cupboards, along with an inset sink and faucet. The room had a medical feel about it which worried the teenager.

The officer pointed at the wide stool on the right. “Stand over there and remove your clothes, including your socks and trainers.”

She couldn’t protest or complain about yet another male warden manhandling her, so she reluctantly undressed in front of the lecherous warder. He took the items of clothing and when she was naked, he pointed at the stool.

“Get over the inspection stool and place your feet on those bars…” He indicated footrests on the back legs. “…then I’ll remove the hook.”

It was with a mixture of relief and embarrassment that she went up onto tiptoe and leant forward. After placing her tummy on the padded top, Satsuki lowered her shoulders and head down the far side, then part her legs and place her feet on the rests.

“Girl, the state of your ass tells us all we need to know about your behaviour. No wonder Toyushi were keen to get you out of there. That place is a kindergarten compared to here, so watch your step.”

Satsuki was able to see the guard fetch a tray, surgical gloves and a tube of cream from a drawer, then go behind her. “Stay still while I remove the hook and inspect your orifices.”

Satsuki couldn’t move very easily with her upper body dangling over the stool and her legs widely parted, so had to suffer the ignominy of having a male warder examine her exposed nether region. A latex clad hand settled on her left butt cheek, then she felt a pull on the hook.

“Ruuuu,” she growled, when the dull ache ramped up several notches as he eased the hard ball past her sphincter.

She couldn’t see what he was doing. The sound of the hook being placed in the tray was followed by a greasy finger slipping into her anus and having a puggle around. Then, two fingers eased into her quim and started to rub her sensitive walls. It felt as though he was spreading cream, rather than looking for hidden substances.

After withdrawing his digits there was a delay before he returned and slapped her on the ass. “Up you get…”

Red faced and dizzy, Satsuki placed her bare feet on the floor and straightened her body. She was immediately presented with an orange garment. Once unfolded, she discovered it was a short tunic, similar in size to the brown one she had just removed. She dropped it over her head and discovered it only just covered her mons, while the hem sat on the upper slopes of her ass.

He then fetched the familiar belt and cuff restraint she had seen fitted to other prisoners. He wrapped the wide leather belt around her waist and connected the ends with a bayonetted fitting, then secured her wrists in the leather cuffs. The belt wasn’t tight, but the cuffs were and hardly gave her any hand movement at all.

The warder grabbed her upper arm again and led her across to the high back chair. The sight that met her eyes made her blood run cold. Rising from the centre of the shaped seat was a 6” silicone dildo. The shaft was stout, smooth, and had a realistically shaped crown.

“Ruuuuu,” she whined and tried to pull away, while shaking her head furiously.

“Girl, your tight pussy either eats that prong, or I’ll force you onto it and you’ll suffer the consequences.” Horrified and resisting, she had to be dragged back to the chair. “I warned you…”

Realizing that he might well hurt her fragile body parts, she nodded her head and signalled that she would do it. She had sex a couple of hours earlier in the security van, but the guard wasn’t anywhere near as well-endowed as the silicone monster protruding from the seat of the chair.

The chair was made of hard polished wood. Generous sized ass cheeks had been carved into the seat to cater for all sizes of female inmates. Curiously, the manufacturers had added small concave indentations the shape of a girl’s labia and within the dips she could see lines of metal studs.

She backed up to the chair, and looking through her legs, lowered her ass until the tip of the prong nudged her succulent entrance. Then gravity assisted, while she gently lowered her posterior.

“Ruuuuuuuu, she groaned as the solid, fake cock stretched her teenage vaginal walls as she slowly descended inch by inch, “Ruuuu!” The final two inches were the worse, but her quim somehow managed to devour the entire prong until her ass cheeks were sitting snug in the mould-like dips.

“Sensible girl.  Now, I’m going to fit a new collar on you. “

After another trip to the drawers, he returned with a black leather posture collar. He removed the Puppy collar, then buckled the new one tightly around her neck. She instantly hated it, because, like the anal hook restraint, it forced her to keep her chin up and reduced her head movement. But worse was to come.

The officer stooped down, took hold of her right ankle and pulled it back, whereupon he fastened it in a leather cuff on the side of the chair. Once her left ankle was secured, she was incapable of rising from the seat until she was released. He pulled back the hem of her tunic to look at her mons. Her lips weren’t visible because of the shaped dips, but the top of her pudendal cleft peeped above the polished wood.

“I trust you are nice and comfortable. I know you little bitches like to fill your holes with all sorts of shit, but in here we get to decide if and when they’re occupied.” He chuckled while reaching down and stroking her mons.

She couldn’t bring her knees together as the thug tried to push a finger into her cleft. “This is a privately-run high security facility and a lot of the girls in here have long sentences. We’ve got you for two years. During your stay you’re going to learn how to respond to orders. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He removed his hand and straightened. “Chief Hayashi will be along in a minute to ask you some questions, then I’ll show you the ropes,” the guard informed her just before leaving.

Each step along the road through her nightmare had been getting steadily worse. Her neck was tightly encased, her hands were rendered useless, cuffed by her sides, and her ankles were tethered to the back legs of the chair. To make matters worse, her weight was baring down on the prong, forcing it to burrow to an even greater depth.

Angry, frustrated and filled with dread, Satsuki had to wait to find out what questions the officer was going to ask her and whether she’d finally get a fair hearing…


12. Satsuki – On the chair.

Satsuki’s head was filled with dark thoughts. She was about to be faced with some awkward questions and didn’t have a plan or any idea on how to escape from her predicament. It was only Saturday evening and if her fears were unfounded about Etsuko and Himara, Takumi wasn’t planning to collect her from the academy for another 36 hours.

A day and a half wasn’t very long, but a lot of dreadful thing could happen to her during that time. And, what if Takumi had abandoned her for a reason she wasn’t aware of? Had he taken a fancy to Himara and decided to replace her? These and other depressing thoughts tumbled through the teenager’s head.

The one saving grace was that the hook was out of her ass. The prong had found it’s final resting place, for her ass cheeks were firmly anchored in the sculpted dips. Because one discomfort had been swapped for another, there didn’t seem to be an end to her misery in sight.

Finally, the heavy metal door swung open, Chief Hayashi strode past her and seated himself in the comfortable leather chair opposite her. He placed her rap sheet on the surface, along with several other sheets of information. Her convict-like pictures on the top of the rap sheet made her feel sick to the stomach, for they suggested there was a permanency to her stay at the institute.

He looked up from the papers. “Satsuki Ayaki?”

She nodded. “Yes, Sir. Can I…?”

He held up his hand. “Girl, this is how it works here at the Kosaiji Remand Institute for girls, or KRI. We ask the questions and you answer them. During your stay here, you will be taught an extreme form of discipline. Hopefully, it will turn you from the obnoxious little brat you are, into a polite young woman, who will one day be fit to re-join society. We’re starting right here. The rules are, I ask the questions and you answer them. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir, I understand.”

“Alright. Read through the rap sheet and tell me if there’s anything incorrect.”

He placed the sheet in front of her so she could read through the details. She had to lean forward to read it because of her stiff neck. It was the questionnaire that Chief Inoue filled in, detailing things like her age, next of kin and illnesses.

She lifted her head. “Everything is correct, Sir.”

He reached forward and retrieved the sheet. “Okay, we’re getting somewhere. Er… your crime… It states here that you were convicted of robbery with violence, but I have no court case number. I haven’t even got the name of the court. Where was your case heard?”

She took a deep breath, “Um, there was no case, Sir. I’ve never committed a crime in my life.”

The middle-aged Chief had almond shaped eyes, so when he narrowed them, they were almost closed. His well-tanned, clean shaven face showed the anger that her answer triggered in his head.

“Girl, let me tell you about that chair. It’s over a hundred years old. The original owners fitted a wooden phallus that was longer and stouter than the one your teenage vagina is hugging.” He saw the expression on her face. “Yes, it’s true. It was used to stretch a girl’s orifice and cause her extreme discomfort. Of, course, we’re not that barbaric. We’ve fitted a slightly smaller silicone dildo. It may well be stretching your quim, but its purpose is to keep you perfectly still.”

He opened a drawer and after picking out a remote control, showed it to her. “Ayaki, we’ve refined the device and have added something much more up-to-date for the high-tech age we live in. I’m sure you can feel the lips of your labia pressing down on two lines of electronic nodes.” He rubbed his thumb over the buttons. “I have five power levels. This is the first…”

“Ahhhhhhh! Noooooooo. Stoooooop,” she screamed as sharp stabbing sensations assaulted her tender lips and shot up into her groin.

A hot sensation around her ass signalled urine had flowed from her urethra, but minute drainage holes quickly dealt with the liquid. Tears flowed down her face as she tried to twist her ass on the sculpted convex wooden seat. But, try as she might, she couldn’t move her labia away from the deadly lines of electrodes.

He waited until she had calmed down. “Ayaki, the chair has never failed to impress the girl sitting where you are. So much so, they have always provided the answers to my questions. Having tools like this enables me to run a tight ship here. The authorities allow private maximum-security facilities much more scope for dealing with violent sprogs like you, especially when they won’t cooperate with me. Just the thought of sitting where you are, usually has the inmates singing like canaries.”

“Sir, I’m not a violent person.”

He placed the remote on the desk, picked up a sheet of paper and started reading. “…Attacked a shop assistant while stealing expensive watches from a jewellery shop…” he read. That puts you very much in the violent category, girl.”

Satsuki was angrier than she had ever been in her life. “The whole thing is fictitious, Sir.”

He sat back in his chair. “Huh, so you’re saying you are innocent of the crime you were found guilty of?”

She shook her head. “Sir, there was no court case or crime.” She was stymying a man who was used to bullying teenage girls. It was her polite, calm attitude, she suspected that was perturbing him. His thinking time gave her a chance to add another comment. “Speak to Vice Principal Ueda. He arranged the whole scam.”

He shook his head. “I’ve heard some stories in my time sitting in this chair, but yours is the most bizarre. The trouble is that the courts aren’t open until Monday morning, so we’ll just have to book you in for now and redo this interview when I have the full information.”

“Please ring the Toyushi Academy and speak to the vice principal, Sir.”

He didn’t listen to her and the tears of frustration rolling down her face had no effect on him. He rose from the chair and came around the desk. There was just enough space between her legs and the front of the desk for him to stand in front of her and lean against the desk.

“Just for your information, we make all new inmates sit where you’re skewered. It’s my way of warning sprogs that I don’t take any shit from your lying little gobs. And seeing as you’ve just arrived, I’m going to cut you some slack.”

It was a climb down, but she was trapped in a situation that was out of control. The warder’s hand went to his zipper and played with the tab.

“Girl, seeing as you’re innocent and you’re not a violent little sprog, I can offer you a choice of accommodation,” he said with a trace of sarcasm in his voice. “You can share a transit cell with five older girls who would love to try out these lips…” He reached out and touched them. “…or you could show me what they’re capable of and I’ll put you in one of our best rooms with toilet and hot running water. What do you say?”

“Do both options involve sucking your dick, Sir?” She surprised herself with such a bold question.

He cupped her chin. “Kid, if I didn’t like the look of you, you’d be on the way to enrolment. Now, do you want some preferential treatment?”

“If you ring Vice Principal Ueda, I’ll let you fuck my throat, Sir.”

Still holding her chin, he rubbed his thumb along her lips. She saw surprise and interest in his eyes.

He released her, unzipped and eased his cock out of his pants. “Girl, if you agree to my dick parting both sets of lips, I’ll ring the VP while I’m visiting your second hole. Can’t be fairer than that…”

His cock wasn’t a monster, so Satsuki decided to take the scummy deal. If she didn’t, then it might be days or weeks before she got out of the nightmarish situation.

“Okay, Sir.”

“Open your jaw wide but close your sweet lips so I can feel them gripping my helmet.”

She did as she was told and found that his idea worked for him. She kept her lips tight, while he forced his crown back and forth,

It must have felt better than just rubbing it along her tongue. While he prodded away, she guessed the purpose of the posture collar was to keep her head up for oral sex. He had obviously planned an oral fest from the beginning.

When she took over the initiative and began lolly-popping him, he stood perfectly still and made her do all the work. However, when his patience ran out, he grabbed her bunches to signal the throat fuck was about to begin. A skilled proponent, Satsuki was well prepared, but because he wanted to exert his dominance, he took charge and piston fucked her tight throat at a rapid rate of knots.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” he gasped when he reached his jerking, spurting climax. “Girl, I hope your other holes are just as tight,” he said slowly as he withdrew and tucked his dick away. “Let’s get you out of that chair…”

First, he removed the posture collar, then unfastened the cuffs on her ankles, so she could once again plant her bare feet on the floor.

Her throat felt like a piece of sandpaper. “I need a drink of water, Sir,” she gasped.

“Stand up and I’ll get you a cup.” While the warder went to the sink, she leant forward and slowly lifted her ass. She came free with a loud slurp and heaved a sigh of relief when she straightened up. The chief held the plastic cup to her lips and she drank gratefully.

After setting the empty cup down, he pointed at the creamy prong protruding from the chair. “I want you to clean that with your mouth while I look up the academy’s number.”

He wanted the maximum amount of sexual titillation she could provide while he had her in his office. Was he taking her request seriously or playing her along so she would perform tricks for him? Desperate to get him to phone, she turned her back to the desk, widened her stance and bent forward to lick the dildo clean. She heard him punching keys on a keyboard then after about five minutes, return to her side to see how she was getting on.

She looked up to see he was holding a mobile handset. “Turn around and lie on the desk, Ayaki.”

The teenager turned and lowered her upper body onto the wooden surface of the desk. It didn’t take long for the warder to ready himself and steer his cock into her saturated orifice. With the unresisting edge of the desk anchoring her, the heavy-set guard easily impaled her to the hilt with one single thrust.

“The prong never fails to get those pussy juices flowing,” he muttered.

It was true, the silicone cock had turned her quim into a succulent furnace and he began to reap the rewards when he started to piston fuck her with spaced out powerful thrusts. The sound of a dialling tone warmed her heart, but then a muffled voice chanted a distressing message. ‘The Toyushi Academy switchboard is closed for the day but will open at nine o’clock Sunday morning’.

Satsuki was devastated. She feared that the warder knew all along that he couldn’t contact them after a certain time in the evening. She went limp and desensitized herself like she had on the transport van that brought her to the institute.

The smug Chief Warder made the most of his opportunity for after pounding Satsuki’s pussy for several minutes, he switched from her hot juiciness to the much tighter option. She gasped and groaned while he pounded her ass until he cum-dumped in her person for the second time.

With each hour that passed she seemed to sink a little deeper into the morass that was threatening to engulf and swallow her whole…


13. Tatsuji. In a nutshell.

The Vice Principal watched his secretary busily clearing up after the disciplinary panel meeting he had just held in his study. Eishun Inoue had stayed behind and was sitting on the other side of the desk, doing exactly the same thing as he was – namely watching Ayuka bending over to retrieve a cup that had been left on the floor.

She was programmed to flash her panties when they were alone, so he was somewhat irked that she was trying to catch the security warder’s eye. He wasn’t angry with her though, because the young woman was a delight to have around. She had willingly worked late when the meeting was moved to later in the evening, due to the task force being set up to deal with the new leads in the latest drug war.

It was late, nearly ten o’clock and Tatsuji wanted to celebrate a great day for the academy. “Ayuka, would you trundle along? Eishun and I have some important matters to discuss.”

“Yes, Sir,” she muttered as she hurried out of the room, carrying a tray full of coffee mugs and glasses.

Eishun waited until the door closed, then got to his feet. “It’s taken a while, but I’m pleased we’ve finally got to the bottom of the drug problem and pinpointed the main supplier and handlers.”

“You’re telling me, Tatsuji,” he replied with a trace of relief in his voice. “We were lucky that you allowed the Ayaki girl to stay over the weekend. She’s okay now, but I’m worried about the other girl in dorm four. Haya Kikuchi will be targeted by the remaining members of the gang if we don’t do something about it. I can organize protection for dorm four, but not her person. So, I suggest you organize a transfer for the girl as soon as possible.”

Tatsuji stood at a side table and poured himself a finger of whisky. “Another drink, Eishun?”

“No, thanks. I’m fine.”

The Vice Principle returned to his desk and eased back into the plushily upholstered leather swivel chair. “I’ll ring around on Monday morning. Kikuchi could stay in the holding cell for now. I assume that’s where you’re keeping the Ayaki girl.”

The security chief shook his head. “No. I thought it best that she was dispatched to Kosaiji as soon as possible…” Tatsuji froze with his glass touching his lips. The chief probably noticed the shocked expression on the VP’s face. “What? It would have been crazy not to pass up the opportunity to move her on quickly.”

“Move her on quickly? When did she go?”.

“About two o’clock. A department van was transporting two prisoners this morning so I arranged for them to pick her up. She’s probably tucked up in bed, fast asleep in her cell right now.”

“Oh my god. That was a huge mistake of gigantic proportions.”

The chief got to his feet and resting his hands on the edge of the desk, leant over. “Tatsuji, I’d like you to explain what you mean by huge mistake.”

The VP also got to his feet and started pacing back and forth. “The girl was a plant, or to put it more crudely, a guest. As far as I know, she’s never committed a crime in her life!”

“Plant, guest…?” It took a moment for the penny to drop. “Was this something you organized? Why would you do that? Were you running your own investigation?”

“Sit down, Eishun and I’ll explain the situation in a nutshell.” He waited until his colleague was back in his seat, then returned to his. “Tanaka Tyres is one of the academy’s most generous sponsors. Takumi Kondo, a director of the company, paid the bond on two girls, Yamada and Ikada. He wants another two girls who he will employ, so he suggested Satsuki Ayaki stay at the academy and size up the girls during the sports trials.”

Tatsuji was supposed to have looked after the girl and had taken his eye off the ball. His friend sat back in his chair and looked shocked.

“How did you manage to fake the transfer docket?”

“I know Hayata Sakamoto, the VP at Kosaji. He agreed to do me a favour, obviously not expecting to end up with the girl being transferred there. My plan was to simply hand her over to Takumi on Monday morning and tear up the paperwork.”

“You should have included me in your scam… On second thoughts, I would never have used her to track down the drug runners. Boy, I thrashed that kid’s ass to give her more street cred! Boy, what a body that kid has. She’s a ten all day and every day!”

“I noticed when she volunteered to be a temporary Puppy-girl and when I had to explain the ropes to her before I sent her up to the security office with Yasue. I don’t know what sort of set-up Takumi runs at Tanaka Tyres, but his girl was prepared to sweat blood sweat and tears for him.”

“She must be an incurable masochist after what she went through without throwing in the towel. I have an excuse for my behaviour toward the kid, but I doubt if she’ll see it that way! You’d better give your friend a buzz and explain what’s happened. You were right, this is a huge mistake of gigantic proportions.”


14. Isamu – Hands on.

There was something about the girl that stopped Isamu from torturing her on the prong. He could have gotten the information by zapping her lips a couple of times, but she was a ripe little fucker and wouldn’t cooperate with him if she was hysterical and bitter. The girl, for some reason wanted him to ring the VP at Toyushi, so he had a huge bargaining chip he wasn’t going to throw away.

He didn’t care what the VP had to say. He suspected that she had been promised special treatment for sexual favours, but that wasn’t going to happen. Well, actually, she was going to get his own brand of special treatment for a while, until he tired of her.

Isamu Hayashi virtually ran the institute. He was much more powerful than the chief was at the Toyushi Academy. The Kosaiji institute for girls was a private high security institution where his authority trumped the general staff all the way up to the principal. He was slightly baffled as to why Ayaki was dropped off at the academy, but all would become clear on Monday.

He wasn’t surprised that they wanted her out of there, for the bruises on her ass were testament that she was a troublesome, lippy bitch. He favoured certain girls in his charge and considered them to be his pets and little more than animals. He liked taming them and then watching them compete with each other for his favours. They knew their place and in return for his protection they worshiped the ground he walked on.

He regulated the education staff’s access to the girls and provided them with a price list for some of the most attractive creatures. He was generous though. An hour in a cell with one of the teenagers could cost as little as 1,500 yen, or as much as 15,000 yen for one of his best girls. It was a while since such a pretty little thing had walked through the doors of the institute, so he’d take his time to train her. The girl, who was lying face down on his desk, was in the highest price bracket if she accepts a position in his submissive group.

Her short orange tunic only covered half her ass, so he had an incredibly erotic visage to study, while he thudded against the teenager’s bubble-like ass cheeks. Having dumped his second load, he slowly withdrew and stepped back to give her space to slip off the desk. He gave a tug on her belt to assist, because her hands were virtually useless.

“Come on, girl. One more task then I’ll take you down to the reception office and get you booked in. We’ve got to get you showered and some food inside you, before I show you the ropes.”

After turning, she looked up and flashed her stunning brown eyes. “Wha… what do you want me to do?”

What an act! Bunches, fringe, baby doe eyes. And, lips that were so hot they could warm any man’s cock in a blizzard. “Kid, on your knees and show me the common curtesy of cleaning up your mess. Don’t make me tell you next time!”

She looked down, saw he was holding his semi-hard dick and slowly dropped to her knees. “Good girl,” he said, patting her on the head with his free hand.

A triple fuck was pushing it a bit, so he waited patiently while she ran her cute tongue up and down his shaft and even sucked his crown when he poked it in her mouth. Despite having a raging hard-on, he stepped back and tucked his dick away, then grabbed a bunch and lifted her until she was on her feet.

“Up you get, girl…” He gathered his papers together, put them in a buff folder, then pressed a button on the intercom.

“Sir?” came the response.

“Wada, I’ve decided to process Ayaki myself. Look after the desk. Hisaki will relieve you at Ten.”

He released the button, crossed to the door and waved the file in the air. “Out!”

“What about shorts, Sir?”

“After I’ve done the paperwork. Come on…”

She looked down at her mons peeping from beneath the hem of the tunic. “Sir, I’m indecent.”

He drew his baton and flicked the flexible end out. “I don’t want to hear drivel coming from your mouth!” He raised his arm and although she hopped forward, he easily landed a blow across her bruised ass cheeks.

Thwatt! “Ahhhhhh!” she cried when the baton impacted on her taut convex flesh.

“Get a move on!”

He waited for the tearful girl to pass, closed the door and signalled in the direction of admin. “That way.” He strode along beside her until they arrived at a security door, the entrance to the main body of the institute. Once the new inmates passed into the main admin and processing section, they had entered the prison that would be their home until they were 21.

The first door on their right was the main security office. He opened it, and holding the girl by the upper arm, led her inside. It was past nine o’clock at night so there was just one officer holding the fort and she was supposed to be watching the monitors. The rest of his officers were patrolling the corridors and making sure everyone was in their cell.

Officer Hoshi swivelled her chair to face them. “Chief, I thought you were on the front desk until ten.”

He led the girl over to where the rugged young woman was seated. “Late arrival…” He handed the paperwork over.

She opened the file and scanned the info. While she was reading, he studied the wall of monitors. There were 24 and each screen was split into four. Everything looked calm and under control.

Hoshi tapped the file. “It says here that she spent twenty-four hours at Toyushi.” She leafed through the papers. “There’s no medical report, Sir. There’s no conviction info.”

The ex-navy Tokyoite was one of his protégés. Healthy body but ruined her good looks in the boxing ring.

He shrugged. “She’s an odd one, Hoshi. I’ll look into it on Monday morning. Can you enter what we have for now?”

“Sure, but she won’t show up on the system until we fill in the blanks.”

“I’ll find her a cell and keep an eye on her. Can you buzz through to the canteen and get them to send up a couple of ham sandwiches. I’m taking the girl to shower and change. We’ll be back in twenty minutes.”

“Okay, Chief. I’ll do that straight away.”

He left Hoshi dealing with his orders and led the inmate to the reception section, just down the corridor. Everything had been closed for two hours, so he had to put the lights on.

He waited for the flickering lights to stabilize then crossed the room to the laundry closet. “Stand still, while I get you a uniform…” He unlocked the closet, selected what he thought were her size items and returned to the main office.

He was just about to lead the girl to the shower room when Officer Hoshi entered from the corridor. “Sir, the Vice Principal is on the phone. He says it’s very urgent.”

He rolled his eyes. “When isn’t it urgent?” He saw a concerned expression on the young woman’s face. “Okay, take over from me.” He handed her the items of uniform. “She needs a shower,”

“I’ll take care of her.”

Isamu was an angry man, Hayata Sakamoto was always over reacting. He had probably left his squash racket in the gym. He saw the phone lying on Hoshi’s desk so picked it up and sat down.

“Hayata?”

‘Chief, I understand from Hoshi that you’re processing the Ayaki girl.’

“I was. There are some irregularities in the transfer docket, so I was dealing with it myself.”

‘Good, because she’s been sent to us by mistake.’

“You’re going to have to explain that to me, Sir. The judicial system doesn’t usually make mistakes.”

‘Chief, the girl isn’t a criminal and has never been convicted of a crime. I provided Toyushi with fake transfer dockets to get the girl in the academy. She was a plant to help them solve their drug problem and it worked. The girl is a hero, not a convict.’

All of Isamu’s imaginary plans for the pretty teenager were going up in smoke. He stared at the mouthpiece. “What should I do with her?”

‘Make her comfortable. Her boss will be here at midnight to pick her up. He’s flying down in the company helicopter. I’ll bring him over when he arrives.’

Isamu drummed his fingers on the desk in frustration. “Okay. I hope her boss will have some clothes for her…”

‘He will. See you at midnight.’


15. Satsuki – Washing the stench off.

It was a relief to be handed over to a female warder and to be released from the awfully uncomfortable handcuffs and belt. The guard led her to a shower room and turned on one of the six open showers, while she removed the orange tunic and let her hair down.

“Soap is over there, kid,” the kindly warder pointed out.

Satsuki grabbed a bar of soap and stepped under the cascading water. It was one bright moment in a sea of awful events. Events that had roller-coasted into the worse living nightmare she could imagine. Thinking that she was alone in the world and about to be incarcerated in a maximum-security jail, increased her enjoyment of the simple act of showering.

She lathered and rubbed the bar of soap frantically as though she could rub the stench of a criminality off her skin. There was no shampoo, so she used the soap to clean her hair. She had just started to rotate to face the warder when she spotted Chief Hayashi standing in the doorway.

“I’ll take over, Hoshi,” he said softly.

The young woman was holding a large towel, so handed it to the chief as she passed him. “She’s all yours, Chief.”

He strode in and paused with his hand on the faucet. “Have you finished?”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied.

He turned the water off, but instead of handing her the towel, he backed up and sat on one of the benches beside her clean clothes. “Come here and let me dry you.”

She wasn’t surprised by his request and knew that if she didn’t give him whatever he wanted, he would take it and brutalize her in the process. He was from the same mould as Chief Inoue at the academy and a man to be feared. If Takumi had abandoned her, then she faced day after day of abuse at the hands of men like the Chief. However, he was in charge, so if she submitted to him, he might give her protection from the others.

Her only crime was having a body that both men would risk their jobs to molest; and there was nothing she could do about it.

She shook as much water off her body, then went and stood between the powerful man’s knees. He studied her pearly white skin for a minute before starting to dab her body with the large white towel. He made her turn, bend, lift her arms and part her legs as he gently dried every square inch of her body, bar her hair.

He handed her the towel. “Here, wrap it around your hair, like you girls like to do.”

He was being remarkably reserved, for which she was thankful. However, she suspected it was only the calm before the storm.

“Thank you, Sir.”

He reached out and placed his hands on her hips while her arms were raised. “Ayaki, I noticed from the paperwork that your next of kin is a man by the name of Takumi Kondo. I could try his number. He might be able to throw some light on the missing information.”

Satsuki forgot about the towel. “Yes! He will tell you why I was at the academy. He’ll explain everything!”

He squeezed the tight skin on her hips. “Slow down, kid. I should have gone off duty an hour ago. Why should I bother?”

She was desperate. He might not be in as good a mood in the days to come, so she had to impress him there and then. Reaching down, she unzipped his fly and as she did the towel fell off her hair. He batted the towel away and when she lifted her head, he was grinning at her.

They didn’t exchange a word as she clambered onto his lap and guided his rock-hard cock into her succulent entrance. With her feet on the bench either side of his legs and her knees rubbing the wall, she began to slowly impale herself on the man’s raging boner.

The middle-aged warder relaxed and allowed Satsuki to do all the work. Yes, he placed his hands on her ass, but he held them tenderly throughout the incredibly intense fuck. She bounced rapidly and hung onto his neck until she felt his dick begin to spasm deep inside her virgin-tight quim.

She stilled. “Sir, I’d be very grateful if you’d make that phone call.”

He lifted her up and set her down, once he was standing in the shower. “Have another shower kid, while I try and contact your guardian. When you’ve finished, get dressed and wait for me here.”

Satsuki was euphoric and could hardly believe the change in the man’s attitude. However, several minutes after he had gone, doubts started to surface in her mind. After thoroughly cleaning her pussy and turning the shower off, she quickly dried herself and examined the clothes. It was an identical outfit to the one she was wearing when she originally left the doctor’s residence at the academy.

It consisted of a white blouse and full panties, brown tartan skirt, black knee-length socks and black shoes. She dried her hair as best she could and then sat down on the bench to await the chief’s return.

He took another ten minutes and when he returned, she was unable to read the expression on his hard, weather beaten features. She stood up, as he stepped inside the room, and couldn’t contain her curiosity.

“Did you get through, Sir?”

“I did, as a matter of fact…” He rubbed his chin.

“What did he say?”

He folded his arms and pulled a serious expression. “He said you’re a danger to society.”

Satsuki’s shoulders slumped and the blood froze in her veins. Suddenly, the chief lifted his arms and laughed.

“Sorry, kid. I’m only joking. Apparently, you’re quite the hero and he’s flying over in his helicopter to pick you up at midnight.”

“Ohhhh!” she exclaimed. “That’s fantastic! Thanks for ringing him…” She couldn’t contain herself and rushed into the security guard’s arms.

She managed to kiss him once before he gently pushed her away. “Slow down, kid. We can’t be doing that stuff anymore. Come back to the office with me and eat your sandwich. We’ve got an hour and a half and I’m dying to hear how you solved the drug problem at the Toyushi Academy…”


16. Satsuki – More responsibility.

Six days had passed since Takumi flew into the grounds of the Kosaiji institute and whisked her away to the heliport on top of Tanaka Towers. She had three days off and luxuriated in Takumi’s penthouse suite where he spoilt her rotten. Even after what happened, she was more devoted to him than ever before.

She returned to work on Wednesday, after they flew to the Toyushi Academy in the helicopter at 8 o’clock in the morning. They picked up Etsuko and Himara and flew to Folito Island where they dropped Etsuko off. The girl was dying to meet her family and didn’t have long to wait. An attractive blond relative, Masumi, was there to greet her and take her to the family lodge a couple of miles inland.

Takumi couldn’t stay and was keen to get back to Tanaka Towers and show Himara around the offices. He made it clear from the outset to Himi that Satsuki was her immediate boss. She would be trained to not only serve Takumi in every aspect of the company’s business, but in the same submissive intimacy that Satsuki practiced during and after work.

There was no ambiguity in the arrangement and Himara responded delightfully during her stay at Takumi’s penthouse flat, Wednesday and Thursday night.

Her doppelganger was fetching the mail from the mail room when the intercom rang. She pressed the button.

‘Satsuki, have you organized the limo for me?’ Takumi asked.

“Yes sir, it will be in the basement at 11 am,” she replied

‘Good. Come through to the office, Satsuki,’ he ordered sternly.

Her Master was off for the weekend and leaving her in charge of various tasks. It was the first time she would hold the fort for Takumi and she was extremely anxious. The teenager rose from her seat, straightened her skirt and pushed open the door to his office.

As she walked toward the desk, the lithe figure of a rubber skinned Puppy-girl slipped from an upright leather chair and arrived at the spot that she had chosen to stop and bow toward Takumi.

Her shoulder length black hair swished around, as she nervously glanced down at the shiny yellow latex creature, who began to sniff around her knees. She licked her lips nervously wondering if her Master wanted the Puppy-girl to warm her up.

She placed her feet 12” apart and performed a deep bow. The Puppy, on cue, immediately started to sniff the back of her legs, right up to where the gusset of her white satin panties disappeared through the upper tunnel of her thighs.

She knew that Takumi enjoyed her discomfort. The Puppy was well trained and would rip her panties off and fuck Satsuki with her thick long tongue, if Takumi gave the order.

Takumi rose from his chair and walked around the teenager. She was on the edge and would probably achieve a climax if the Puppy licked her panties. But, thankfully, her master was in a hurry to set off on his journey to Folito Island.

“Hoshi! Return to your chair!” he commanded. The Puppy-girl pulled away and looked up at her new master with soulful eyes, before slinking back to her leather chair.

The tall executive lifted Satsuki’s skirt onto her back so he could peer down at her rounded buttocks and bulging gusset. “Up Satsuki and assume your punishment position,” he ordered.

She was expecting to be punished prior to sex, so wasn’t surprised by the order. She stood up and hurried around the desk to the huge leather swivel chair, where she paused to remove her skirt and panties. Takumi had waited until the bruises on her ass had faded before punishing her for the first time since her adventure in the Toyushi Academy.

She clambered into the chair, so that her head was pushed down into the seat, her knees were tucked under her body and widely spread into the sides of the leather seat cushion. It was his favourite position because it opened her ass crack and exposed her sex to the maximum lewdness.

Satsuki was able to observe the activity through her widely parted thighs. Takumi strolled across the vast office toward the cupboard, where his old boss, Hiroto had built up a collection of punishment instruments. The tall Tokyoite stopped to study his reflection in a large ornate mirror. Takumi was a vain man and proud of his appearance.

The cupboard was teaming with every punishment instrument imaginable. He selected a lightweight rattan cane, closed the cupboard and returned to the desk. The chair was pushed well away from the desk giving him ample room to swing the cane.

“Satsuki, I want you to remember my instructions!” The cane cut the air. Switt!

“Yes sirrrrrrrrrrrr!” she squealed, when the flexible instrument impacted on the taut flesh of her quivering peach.

“And remember, I need to be informed if there are any more reporters sniffing around, either here in the office or in the building.” He sliced the rattan down again. Switt!

“Yesssssssssss!” Satsuki screamed.

She was starting to lose her composure but was unable to move to relieve the fire that blazed across her butt cheeks.

“No one, not even Aiko, is allowed into this office without my say-so. Is that clear? Switt!

“Yessssssssss!” Came a third wail, as he placed the stroke right across the centre of her quivering posterior.

“Hoshi!” Takumi called out. “Prepare your mistress!” The Puppy-girl was by his side in a flash. “Loosen both her holes for me and be quick about it!”

The Puppy pounced forward, paws on the edge of the chair and before Satsuki could gasp, Hoshi’s mouth was clamped onto her bulging labia.

The girl within the Puppy suit had a remarkable tongue that could penetrate up to 3” in her orifices. She was so good Satsuki was orgasming before her Master returned from the secret cupboard where he kept the Puppy-girl.

“Enough Hoshi! Sit” The Puppy withdrew and sat back on her haunches, just to one side of the chair.

Takumi was holding a 9” ribbed dildo which he offered up to her juicy pucker. He then slowly but inextricably speared her obstinate orifice, until just the finger ring protruded from her tight ring of muscles. She clenched and unclench her fists, as her slim body absorbed the inevitable pain from angry muscles.

Takumi released his cock, grasped his shaft and began to stroke her cleft with his blunt crown. The point of least resistance was easy to find between her minor flaps. When he thrust forward into the soft whirlpool of her succulent cunt, her muscles closed around his member, and happily clenched it as tightly as she was able.

He thrust deeper, while she squeezed harder and soon he was having to use all his strength to piston his granite-hard cock into her wet, tight quim.

Satsuki rocked through her second orgasm soon after Takumi penetrated her, then continued to shudder and whimper until he ejaculated deep within her sizzling orifice.

The tall executive withdrew and turned to his pet, who eagerly moved forward to clean her master’s slimy cock. He was in a hurry, so he soon pulled away and pointed toward Satsuki’s pussy.

“Clean and be quick!” He tidied his clothing while Hoshi set about cleaning the jiz off Satsuki’s lips and fleshy entrance.

The teenager shakily clambered off the chair and turned to face her master. “The dildo sir?” she enquired.

“Leave it in until you go home tonight,” he commanded. “It’ll remind you of my instructions!”

“Yes sir,” she replied, demurely.

She slipped back into her panties and skirt. “Will that be all sir,” she asked softly.

“Yes, dismissed.” He waved her away and she hurried out of the office.

Himara was sitting at her desk going through the morning mail. The pretty teenager was dressed in an identical outfit to the one she was wearing. They were almost identical in so many ways, but Himara had put her hair into bunches and hers was loose.

The youngster held out a note. “Suki, this is a message for Takumi. It came in on a secure line to the mail office.”

She sat down, quickly read the message, then pushed a button on the intercom.

“Takumi!”

“Sir, a message has just come through from communications,” Satsuki explained. “Apparently ‘The Koyuki’, which was bound for Vancouver, has turned around and is now heading back toward the Midway Oil fields. At the ship’s current speed, it should arrive at Folito Island, tomorrow Morning.”

‘Keep this news to yourself Satsuki. I’ll discuss it with Aiko when I arrive on the island later today.’ He broke the contact.

Her Master had filled her in on what was happening on Folito Island and the approaching shake-up in the company. The old guard were being kicked out and were about to be replaced with a younger set of directors. Takumi and Aiko were the instigators of the company coup and would no doubt sort it out over the weekend.

On the other hand, She and Himara had more important things to worry about, like shopping, dinner and a couple of nights on their own in Takumi’s penthouse. Of course, they didn’t have their Master’s cock to play with, but she knew where a suitable replacement was, didn’t she…?




THE END of Part Five

Part six (Etsuko’s Story), will be the final part of the Tamed, Tethered & Trained series. Etsuko’s story takes her, first to Folito Island to help her sister, Aiko, run the Pony-girl Gala. It’s a by invitation event, that brings Pony-girl owners together from all over the world. The spectacle, which Takumi helps to run, is interrupted by a violent outburst and it’s not long before Etsuko is back in a Puppy-girl suit due to her bad behaviour!

NOTE:- Takumi, Aiko and Etsuko are characters from ‘Pony-girl & Puppy-girl world’, a 7 part mega series available only on Smash – Words.

I hope you enjoyed the fifth part of this Puppy-girl series

and will continue reading my books in the future.

Thank you for reading my work. A.S.

Email at - Amelia.stark@mail.com

This book has been published by Stark Books

Facebook - https://www.facebook.com/amelia.stark.98

Keep up to date on her website –

https://www.ameliastarkserotica.co.uk

Follow on Twitter - AmeliaStark_18

Amelia Stark’s BDSM, Erotica Books

Amelia Stark books on Amazon

Tamed Tethered & Trained. (5 Volumes)

Double Domination. (3 Volumes)

Maggie: Out of her depth. (2 Volumes)

Angel and the Agent (5 volumes)

The Replacement Pet (1 & 2 Combined)

The Replacement Pet Part 3

Kerry: Trained by the Vet (4 Volumes)

Pain Academy (3 Volumes)

Selected Trained Delivered (5 Volumes)

A Submissive: Lost in the Jungle (2 Volumes)

Groomed, Trapped, Enslaved.

The Captain’s Club Part (3 Volumes)

The Puppy-girl Farm (3 Volumes)

Danger in the Backwoods

Submissive Companion

Dark Submission

Wrapped in Latex

(Total 42 Books)

Amelia Stark books not on Amazon

but available elsewhere.

Pony-girl & Puppy-girl world (7 Volumes)

Enslaved by the Rebel Army (4 Volumes)

Arrested Restrained Enslaved

In Restraints

Making a Submissive

Frisky (3 Volumes)

Jenny’s South African Nightmare (2 Volumes)

Hijacked, Restrained, Trained Books (3 Volumes)

Seduced Deceived Humiliated (2 Volumes)

The Vampire Doll (4 Volumes)

(Total 28 Books)

Tabatha Wild Books on Kindle

Switched – Into Another Body

The Reluctant Waitress (3 Parts)

Reluctant Change (3 Parts)

Making a Sissy. (2 Parts)

The reluctant player (Short story)

(Total 10 Books)

cover.jpeg
Tamed

Tethered & Trained

The
Finale "





