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1. Koji – Harsh treatment.

The young psychologist was numb with disappointment. She couldn’t believe that Doctor Harada could treat her so harshly after all the sacrifices she had made for him and his therapy program. They first met at the Machida Remand Centre where he was the head of the psychology department. She was fresh out of university and willingly fell under his spell.

When he persuaded her to behave like a Puppy-girl during sex, she thought it was purely to satisfy a deep-seated fetish. However, the middle-aged doctor was working on a plan; and he wanted her to play a major part in it. He had researched a revolutionary therapy, previously used in mental institutions. With some tweaking he thought, with the right supervision, it could be used in youth correction facilities.

He was about to take up a position at the Toyushi Academy. They needed a new head of psychology and planned to make the department much more influential within the institution. Doctor Harara, desperate to get approval from a government department before he moved, began to prepare a presentation of his ideas.

The Puppy suit he sourced was nowhere near as impressive as the state-of-the-art ones the Toyushi Academy staff got their hands on, once the program was approved. However, the basic one ended up serving its purpose – to impress an advisory panel looking into inmate behaviour in the academy system.

The academies housed offenders in the 18 – 21 age range. They were considered the most problematic age group to reform. Not only was the age group difficult to handle, they reoffended when released at an alarming rate. So, when Doctor Harara put his Puppy Roleplay idea forward, the government’s advisory panel on young offenders agreed to take a look at it.

The suit he obtained had long hair and a dangling tail, realistic paws, but not a very convincing head. She agreed to try it on and after he put pressure on her, she went along with his plan for her to wear it to the presentation. Actually, she had no choice once imprisoned in the suit!

Koji worried that the idea was too bold and that the panel members would dismiss the idea out of hand. Trotting around in a Puppy suit for the purposes of having sex was one thing but living among young institutionalized offenders was a different kettle of fish.

Doctor Harada held the presentation at his house, so she didn’t have to be transported from place to place. The advisory panel consisted of five men and one woman. Every single one of them showed an interest and decided to think over the proposal for a week.

He decided to keep Koji in the suit for the week to see how she coped behaving like a dog. It was part of the trial, he said, but he had an ulterior motive. Unbeknownst to her, he had agreed to let each of the members of the panel have her for one night. He was that desperate to get the okay for the CRT – Canine Roleplay Therapy, which later became known as the ‘CAP’ program.

Koji was transported to six different locations in a cage. Her Master shamelessly allowed each member the opportunity to play with her for 12 hours before the final vote was taken to approve the revolutionary therapy. A typical trip was being dropped off at 8 in the evening and being shafted by the panel member and his friends. She would then be collected at 8 in the morning.

The initial embarrassment, the acceptance and then the excitement of being mounted like a real bitch were all experiences fresh in her memory. Remembering the punishments and confinement in a small cage weren’t such pleasant memories though. Koji accepted the pain and discomfort, and because of her submissive nature didn’t resent any of the shameful things the panel members did to her.

Koji asked herself why she put up with it; and the answer was because she believed in the therapy. She believed it was going to be used for a good cause. Her predicament and what she had seen and heard, sadly proved that the doctor had an ulterior motive. He was pushing the ‘CAP’ therapy so he and the management of the academy could line their own pockets and have sex with the inmates without risking getting caught. It really had little to do with improving the inmate’s behaviour.

So, having been squeezed into one of the new Tanaka Puppy suits, she was deeply depressed and battling to keep her spirits up. She had to appear as though she was a willing participant in the Doctor’s program though, or she would be toast. In her heart of hearts, she knew Doctor Harada planned to keep her in the suit for longer than a week. The evidence was right in front of her!

He had placed bowls of water and dog food on the patio and written the puppies names on them with a permanent marker. To see a bowl marked ‘Koji’ full of brown meat and jelly, horrified her. The staff started Etsuko and Sam, the first Puppy-boy and Puppy-girl pair, on a premium brand of dog food as soon as the pair were transformed. It was important that they behaved like real dogs, so the rest of the inmates took the punishment seriously and behaved themselves.

The reaction was as expected. The inmates were horrified to see what had happened to kids they knew well. It had only been a day and a half but the feedback from security and the teachers was extremely positive for Doctor H. It was therefore all the more puzzling why her Master would choose her and the young man, Genta, his own psychologists, to promote the Puppy therapy.

Both she and Genta stared at their food and couldn’t bring themselves to tuck into it. Earlier, in the old trial, he had given her normal food and chopped it up to make it easier to eat. Alas, the writing was on the wall that he had a long-term plan for her, so she was in serious trouble.

After a strenuous 20 minutes of running around the garden she needed the water and quickly hoovered it all up, but she couldn’t bring herself to eat the food.

Sam, the suited Puppy-boy, had eaten his food, while his male carer, Koo, tried to drink his bowl of water. The young psychologist, Genta, also emptied his bowl of water. The trio then trotted onto the lawn and sat down on the edge of the blanket the doctor had spread for the group session.

The three Puppy-boys, Sam, Genta and Koo, were eager for more sex and wanted to show the doctor their impressive erections were ready for action. Actually, the boys were desperate and the doctor knew it. The restrictive cock ring at the base of their cocks, behind their scrotums kept them painfully erect when they weren’t being chemically castrated. Genta and Sam had the added enhancement of a ring cage, gripping their dicks so they were doubly desperate for relief.

The 4 Puppy-girls were much slower and were still drinking water from their bowls. Koji and Etsuko were both suited Puppies, while Himara and a visitor named Satsuki were wearing temporary Puppy restraints.

Under normal circumstance Himara was supposed to be taking care of Etsuko. The visitor, Satsuki, was the PA of a man called Takumi, according to Yasue, who brought the girl out to join the group.

Strangely, Satsuki had an identical body shape to Himara, but because they were both wearing black latex hoods, she couldn’t see if there were any other similarities.

Koji was bi-sexual and had strong sapphic desires, so she studied the PA closely. During the games, the girl tried to strike up a conversation, for her collar was switched off. They replied with barks until the doctor saw her talking to them. He promptly switched the girl’s collar on without her knowing and Satsuki received a powerful jolt from both the collar and clit clamp. Not warning the girl was a mean thing to do and another reason to worry about her future.

She dipped her head over her bowl when the doctor stepped onto the patio. “Bitches! Back to the blanket!” he shouted and waved his crop in the air.

Her fur provided some protection from the whippy instrument. However, the canoe shaped hole in the suit, showcasing her pussy and anus, were an easy target for the sadistic doctor. The four Puppy-girls scampered across the patio to avoid a strike, then once more, lined up opposite the three boys.

Koji noticed straight away, that Yasue Furuki, Doctor H’s current assistant, had refitted Sam’s penile cone. Attached to the top ring of his restraint, the plastic cone restricted him from penetrating the bitches, but enabled him to pee.

The doctor clapped his hands. “Etsuko and Satsuki stay with Sam on the blanket, while the others go and have a game of tag. Himie, Koji, off you go, and I’ll send the boys in a minute.”

Genta and Koo didn’t get the chance to shaft Satsuki when they went through the ritual of welcoming the young woman. The boys were clearly bursting for relief and knew it was just a matter of time before the doctor switched on the chemical in their cock collar and temporarily castrated them.

Koji set off, knowing it was going to be pointless trying to avoid being caught and fucked, however Himara seemed to be up for it. She let the teenager gambol past her and followed to see what she had in mind.

The youngster had a sweet ass and an even more desirable pussy. The pink clamp hid her clitoral ridge but not her cute minor lips or the entrance to her teen quim. Himara stopped beneath a weeping willow, dropped onto her side, then rolled onto her back.

She pointed at her sex with a mitted hand. “Ruff, ruff.”

The sweet girl wanted some oral attention and Koji was just the puppy to provide it. She crawled over the girl’s head and along her body, then dropped so she could engage with Himara in the classic ‘69’ position. The teenager’s hind legs were wide apart, so she lowered her mouth onto the lower portion of her sex – her pretty pink minor flaps.

Before docking, she noticed Yasue release the Puppy-boys, then slowly follow them down the garden. Koji realized time was of an essence, so she frantically started probing Himara’s succulent pussy flesh with a strong thrusting and sucking technique. The youngster followed her lead, so every time she switched to forcing her tongue into her juicy portal, the teenager followed suit.

“Ruuuuuu…” a Puppy-boy whined, just feet away.

Koji lifted her head to find the boys sitting side by side, eyes glued to Himara’s splayed cunt. It was an arousing sight as it glistened with saliva and juices in the bright sunshine. Their cocks looked as though they were about to explode, they were that excited!

The Stainless-steel ring cage that Genta was wearing was attached to the cock collar by a link at the top. It obviously had no give, so the trapped cock within, bulged out between the rings, as did his purple crown from the smaller top ring.

It was a cruel device that the doctor was trialling as a way of getting females interested in paying the bonds on the male Puppies. Koo, on the other hand had escaped that fate, so his impressive cock stood erect in the normal fashion. Longer and less stout, it was a toss-up to decide which Puppy-boy she preferred to mount her.

The doctor’s motives were clear. He wanted to show prospective owners the usefulness and versatility of his suited and restrained subjects. Finding owners for male Puppies was a challenge, but Puppy-girls were an easy sell and he boasted he had a queue of interested parties.

She was going to return to her sapphic duties, but Doctor Yasue Furuki was approaching. Koji had every right to be reticent toward the young psychologist, because Doctor Harada had brought her in and given her Koji’s responsibilities.

Koji was far sighted and because she didn’t have her glasses, the woman’s face became fuzzier as she neared. However, she could make out the aggressive expression on her face and didn’t like the way she was flicking the riding crop with each stride she made.

“Koji! You’re a bad bitch. We don’t allow sapphic games when there are boys waiting to rut with you…” Whack! “Get off Himara!”

“Ruuuuuu,” she whined, lifting her ass and hurriedly crawling back.

“Up, Himie and return to the blanket.”

The teenager righted herself, took a regretful glance in Koji’s direction then padded away toward the house. Everyone watched her stunning posterior and fig-like labia sashaying gently from side to side until Yasue broke the spell.

She pointed the crop at Koji. “You’ve been a bad bitch, keeping these boys waiting.” She pointed the crop at Koo’s stalagmite-like cock. “Go down on Koo, while Genta takes you from behind.”

Feeling her submissive genes kick in, she lowered her head and crawled forward. “Ruuuuuuu,” she whined just before she wrapped her lips around the top of Koo’s cock.

“Don’t whine at me, bitch,” she shouted, then straddled her crouching body and tugged her tail to one side. “Ass up bitch!”

Koji had lowered her butt in an attempt to defend herself, so had to reluctantly raise it. Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Urrrrrr,” Koji groaned when the vindictive young psychologist swipped the crop down her ass crack, landing the flapper on her most sensitive spots.

She had already received four strokes from the mechanical horse in the security office, on the same tender strip of flesh. So, Yasue’s strokes were more painful than they would normally have been.

“Keep it up bitch so the boy can spear your Puppy cunt.” She stepped out of the way so Genta could mount her. Having had some earlier practice, the young male Puppy found her juicy entrance in seconds. “That’s it boy. Shag the bad bitch and show her what she gets when she keeps you waiting.”

With tears rolling down her face, she struggled to control her breathing as she attempted the deep throat Koo’s impressive cock. Genta, thrusting his weaponized dick into her tightness, only complicated matters further. With her furry head pushing into Koo’s bare tummy, the lad had all the purchase he needed to slam his full weight behind his ringed shaft.

Genta’s thrusting cock with its bloated crown and stainless-steel rings, rubbed against her sensitive vaginal walls incessantly. For a frantic minute the conflicting movements played havoc with her emotions. So, she decided not to go all the way down on Koo and use shorter strokes. Koji was then able to synchronize her bobbing motion with Genta’s powerful cock thrusts.

“Urr, urr, urr, urr, urr,” she groaned softly as his hard ball bag bounced on her clit clamp, every time he slammed into her.

She forgot about her depressing situation for a couple of minutes when Genta propelled her into a powerful orgasm. It continued for a heart-stopping spell until his jackhammering cock finally spurted jiz, deep within her pulsating quim.

It had been an exhausting therapy session for Koji and one that couldn’t end soon enough.


2. Himara – Welcome relief.

Her ruse to block the boys, by encouraging Koji to perform oral sex on her, would have worked if it wasn’t for the new Doctor sticking her oar in. Himara stopped on her way back to the house and witnessed the young woman wickedly punishing and taunting Koji. She felt sorry for Doctor Dara Kojima, because she was being chastised for something that wasn’t her idea.

The young psychologist, Koji, had fallen foul of doctor H’s obsession with Puppy-girl role-play therapy. Himara didn’t know much about the veracity of the treatment, but she was smart enough to realize he planned to keep Koji and Genta in Puppy suits for some time. The appearance of bowls of dog food with their names written on them was proof of his intentions.

As it turned out, neither of them touched the food, but she suspected the doctor would make them eat it when they returned to the patio. Her friend and lover, Etsuko, ate her bowl of food, because the Electro-Pulse treatment removed her memory and she didn’t know any better.

She was approaching the blanket, which was occupied by the doctor, Sam, Etsuko and the visitor’s PA, Satsuki. She was envious of the new girl for she assumed that she would be going home, once her boss returned from his meeting with the Vice Principal.

It was a curious thing to do to the young woman, who seemed to cope with, first blowing the three Puppy-boys, then being shafted by Sam. The trio were watching Doctor Harada, who had just settled himself on a cushion, in the middle of the blanket, and picked up his computer. The sound of the door buzzer stopped him in his tracks. He put the laptop down and looked around.

Seeing Yasue was down the garden supervising the rut, he got to his feet and headed for the house. Himara suspected that Satsuki’s boss had returned with the vice principal. She hoped that if that was the case the session would end, and she could return to her human state again. Making her act like a Puppy-girl was probably the most embarrassing thing she had ever done in her life.

Satsuki didn’t look very happy either, crouching down on the blanket beside Sam. She also felt sorry for the Puppy-boy, because there were no signs of his voice or memory returning, like Etsuko’s had.

Her charge was far more inquisitive than the other two and after getting to her paws, Etsuko followed the doctor to the patio doors. Himara trailed a couple of paces back, enjoying the view of her friend’s cute pussy and shapely ass. Etsuko stuck her head through the opening to see what was happening, but Himara held back.

Even from where she was standing, the loud voices were easily identifiable. The Vice Principal was talking. “…Takumi will be collecting Etsuko and Himara next Wednesday morning…”

A wave of shock and disbelief flooded through her mind. Did the Vice Principal just say her name? The doctor was talking. “Oh, what about Mr. Akaba. He wants to negotiate a deal on Himara and Kogora…” He sounded very unhappy.

“We’ll find a replacement for Himara. Once in a Puppy suit, these teenager’s look all the same. He’ll never know the difference.”

The voices were getting nearer, so Etsuko backed away and Himara followed suit. It was a good job they did because the trio walked through the lounge and stepped out onto the patio.

“There she is!” the Vice Principal exclaimed.

The stranger hunkered down in front of Etsuko and ruffled her hair. “Etsuko, my name is Takumi. I have some good news for you. You’re going home next week. The company is paying your bond and by this time next week you’ll be on Folito Island and reunited with your family.”

A mixture of surprise, joy and confusion ran through Himara’s thoughts. Before the men came out onto the patio, they mentioned her name as well. She immediately forgot about her own situation, when her friend responded.

“Thank you, Takumi,” Etsuko said softly. “Thank you.”

All three men gawked at her, clearly surprised she had gotten her voice back.

The doctor was the first to speak. “Remarkable, gentleman…” He hunkered down beside Takumi. “How are you feeling, Etsuko?”

The VP, standing behind the men, folded his arms, while Himara moved closer to hear what her friend had to say.

“When do you want Himara?” Etsuko said softly, then glanced around at her before returning her attention to the men.

“Huh! You scared me when you said she couldn’t talk,” Takumi said to the doctor.

“What do you think about going home, Etsuko?”

“When do you want Himara?”

Takumi looked puzzled.  Himara knew that that question she was asking was stuck in her head from hearing the VP ask it earlier when he was with the businessman, but they weren’t to know that.

The doctor nudged Takumi and then pointed at both of them. “These two were close before we put Etsuko in the suit.”

“Etsuko, I’m going to collect you and Himara on Wednesday morning. The doctor is going to help you get ready, but you have to stay here until Wednesday. The suit is coming off and you’re going to spend a day or two in the medical centre. Himara and the doctor will help you recover.”

“Etsuko, do you understand what Takumi is telling you?” the doctor asked.

She nodded. “Thank you, Takumi.”

Himara was excited even though no one had talked to her about leaving. What was important was that her sweet friend was talking again! She wanted to cuddle and kiss her, but it sounded as though she’d have to wait until later for that delight.

“I think Etsuko should go and sit in the lounge while Himara and Satsuki get changed. That would be a good time for you to have a word with the girl, Takumi. I’ll take the suit off Etsuko once you’ve explained things to Satsuki.”

“Yes, good idea…” The tall businessman studied Himara for the first time and after looking at his soft eyes, she decided she liked him. He hunkered down to talk to her. “Himara, my name is Takumi Kondo and I’m the General Manager of Tanaka Tyres…” He stroked her face. “…we have a position within the company for you and accommodation while you’re training. Do you like the sound of that?”

She nodded furiously but refused to bark because she thought it was demeaning. She touched the collar with a mitt to let him know she wanted to speak to him.

He laughed. “We’ll get that collar off you and then we can talk.”

He couldn’t see her face because of the latex hood, but he could see the rest of her. She wondered what happened in the VP’s study. Takumi had obviously agreed to pay her bond and take responsibility for her until she was 21. But was there more to the deal and what sort of company was Tanaka tyres?

Satsuki arrived by her side and sat down beside her. The men’s eyes studied their identical tits, shoulders and skin colour, then glanced down at their sex. The trio of authority figures could see their pussies and that their pudendal clefts sported pink elongated clamps, hiding their clitoral ridges.

“Remarkable,” the VP commented. “They could be twins!”

Once the doctor had taken Etsuko into the lounge, Takumi signalled to the ‘twins’. “Come on girls, let’s get both of you sorted out.”

As they passed the VP, he touched Takumi on the shoulder. “I’ll call Yasue in and she can sort out the uniform for the girls.”

Takumi nodded, then led the way into the hall and eventually into the changing room. Himara was on cloud nine. She had dreamt about a rich benefactor suddenly appearing from nowhere and paying her bond. Takumi Kondo wasn’t quite what she expected, but he would do!

He pointed to the floor. “I want you both to sit there and I’ll remove your collars and hoods.”

Once again, Himara was sitting beside her doppelganger. While Takumi removed their mitts, and unbuckled their collars, she compared herself to Satsuki once again. Their tits were identical, but her nubs were larger than the PA’s. Both nubs and her clidge had suffered over the years from the constant sucking by inmate after inmate, who either wanted to dominate or befriend her.

Etsuko adored her body and in her tiny claustrophobic world, that was all that mattered to Himara. They had become friends almost from the first day they met. She was being bullied by a second-year inmate in the bathroom and Etsuko had happened along at just the right time. Without a thought for her safety, the diminutive girl had waded in and fought off a girl much taller and heavier than she was.

They became lovers soon after, but whereas Himara identified as a lesbian, within the academy population, Etsuko maintained she was bi. Her friend had been more promiscuous before she was incarcerated, so had far more experience with men than she did; but after the previous 48 hours, she was beginning to think she too was bi.

Her outlook started to change when she began doing sexual favours for the English teacher. So, now on the slippery slope, she found herself fantasizing about having sex with Takumi. She held her breath while he eased the hood off her head.

“There you are!” he exclaimed, then tossed the hood aside.

“Thank you, Takumi,” she said. “I hated wearing that.” She combed her fingers through her shoulder-length hair.

He studied her face and seemed pleased with what he saw. “I think Doctor Furuki is going to come and do your hair in a minute.”

“Oh, okay.”

He moved sideways and eased the hood off Satsuki’s head. Himara was curious to see what the PA looked like and was taken aback by the girl’s beauty, especially her stunning brown eyes. Her slightly longer hair was in a mess, but she dealt with it quickly and pulled a broad smile.

“Thank you, Master,” she gasped. “I’m not going to forget that experience in a while.”

Takumi sat back on his heels and took hold of one of her hands. “Satsuki, your ordeal isn’t over, but let me remove your leg binders, then I’ll explain.”

What on earth could he mean? Himara wondered, but she was perfectly content to wait and see what the businessman had to say. Knowing that she was leaving the academy in 5 days’ time was all that mattered to her.


3. Satsuki – Doubling up.

The moment Takumi pulled the latex hood off her head, Satsuki sighed with relief. “Thank you, Master,” she gasped. “I’m not going to forget that experience in a while.”

Takumi sat back on his heels and took hold of one of her hands. “Satsuki, your ordeal isn’t over, but let me remove your leg binders, then I’ll explain.”

“Wha… what do you mean?”

“Wait a minute, Satsuki. Girls, squat on the balls of your feet.”

Almost naked, she and Himara balanced as instructed, while Takumi unrolled the wide rubber bands off their legs. “Good! Now kneel and place your hands behind your head. I want to take a closer look at you both.”

Once they were upright and posing with their tits thrust forward, Takumi reached out and cupped first her left tit and then Himara’s right breast.

He gave them a prolonged examination. “Girl’s I’ve got to say that you’re both been blessed with perfect breasts.”

“Thank you, Master,” Satsuki replied.

Himara hesitated for only a split-second. “Thank you, Master.”

“That’s what I want to hear from both of you when we’re alone, otherwise it’s ‘Sir’. Himara, Satsuki will explain how to behave after I pick you up on Wednesday.”

“Thank you, Master.”

The girl looked stunned, almost as if she couldn’t believe her luck. Satsuki wondered if she would still be feeling lucky after a couple of months in Takumi’s employ… He slid his hands down their sides and round behind them, so he could grasp their ass cheeks and compare their firmness.

“Very nice, girls. Open your stances.”

Satsuki shuffled her knees apart allowing his fingers to take the back-door route to her succulent sex. Beside her, Himara was following her example and started to sigh when fingers invaded her juicy portal. She knew the cause of Himara’s reaction because Takumi had also inserted two fingers into her hot nest.

He was comparing their tightness and grip, so she clenched her muscles to impress him. She needed to influence her Master in some way because the competition she had been fearing was kneeling right beside her. When he withdrew his fingers, he popped them into their mouths for a few moments, then turned his attention to her.

“Satsuki, I have made a deal with the Vice Principal, Mr Ueda. As well as paying Etsuko’s bond, I’m also going to pay Himara’s when I pick the pair up on Wednesday morning.”

“That’s good news, Sir.”

He held his finger up. “Be quiet and listen.”

“Sorry, Sir.” She glanced at her doppelganger, Himara, and saw excitement and curiosity in her expression.

“I suggested, and Mr Ueda agreed, that you should stay at the academy until I visit on Monday morning…”

“Me? Stay here…” She couldn’t help blurting the words out and interrupting her Master.

He grabbed her nipple and twisted. “Satsuki, listen carefully, because what I’m asking you to do, is a vital job for me. During the next three days I want you to help Etsuko get her faculties back and do some scouting for me. You know what I’m looking for and this is the perfect place to find suitable girls.”

He didn’t hurt her nipple, but he got her attention. “Yes, I understand. Sorry, Sir.” She had volunteered to join the therapy group, so her readiness to help, probably gave him the idea for her to stay till Monday. She wondered if she was going to regret her actions, or if staying at the academy would prove to be an interesting diversion.

He released her nub and continued. “For three days you’ll become an inmate at the academy. No one must know that you’re an imposter, so you must keep tight-lipped about your background. Doctor Furuki will remove your clit clamp in a minute so you look like a newcomer. What’s important is that you stay close to them during the next couple of days.”

Himara held her hand up and was allowed to speak. “Master, if Satsuki is here for three nights, where is she going to sleep?”

“Good question, Himara. She might sleep in your bed if you sleep on the floor with Etsuko, which is apparently what you did last night.”

“Yes, Master,” she confirmed.

Satsuki was relieved to hear the clamp was coming off. Then she suddenly thought about her clothes, so put her hand up.

“What is it, Satsuki?”

“Will I have to wear the academy uniform, Master?”

“Yes, of course and you’ll be bound by academy rules. I’m sure Himara will fill you in on the details, if you get some time together. Mr Ueda pointed out that whereas he can give you a pass, should you get into trouble, security will treat you like any other inmate. I’m sure you won’t forget that this is a correction facility and the punishments are swift and severe if you step out of line.”

She didn’t need to be reminded of that. The last thing she expected was to spend her weekend locked up in a prison for violent offenders. She already knew that Etsuko had burnt part of a school to the ground. What had Himara and the other inmates done?

She usually accompanied Takumi to an expensive restaurant on a Friday night and spend the night at his penthouse suite. Instead, she was going to have to eat prison food for a couple of days and sleep in a cell! She might have also spent the weekend with him, if he wasn’t working, and gotten a chance to wear some nice clothes. What a comedown to be wearing prison uniform for nearly three days!

Himara put her hand up again. “What about the therapy sessions with Doctor Harada?”

“He’s only going to run those on weekdays, but he’s got to make a presentation to the board of Governors on Sunday, so you might be involved with the doctor for a few hours. Anyway, I’ll be back Monday morning to collect Satsuki and see how you and Etsuko are getting on.”

Doctor Furuki entered the room carrying a pile of clothes that had a pair of black shoes sitting on top. She placed them on the chair.

“Will you remove Satsuki’s clamp, Doctor?”

“Yes, of course.” She pointed at the chair. “Put your hands on the seat, Satsuki and I’ll remove it.”

The teenager hated the idea of becoming an inmate for a couple of days, but she was relieved to be free of the clamp. There was a sharp sensation when the psychologist opened the device with a key and the pain increased ten-fold when the doctor rubbed some life back into her ridge.

Yasue slapped Satsuki’s ass. “That’s it. It’ll be sensitive for a while.” She gratefully returned to her kneeling position next to Himara.

The doctor turned to Takumi. “Shall I do their hair now, Sir?”

“Yes, let me give them a hug first.”

Satsuki shuffled forward, then, wrapping her arms around his neck, kissed the side of his face. Himara was a split second behind and also kissed him several times on the other side of his face, while he cupped and squeezed their naked asses.

“Exciting times ahead, girls. Now, go to Yasue to have your hair done.”

They climbed to their feet, and when Satsuki turned, she discovered that the psychologist was holding two pairs of navy-blue panties.

“You can put these on now.” She handed a tired old pair to Satsuki and a new pair to Himara. “The rule is that you can change into blue panties after four o’clock; but remember you mustn’t be wearing white after six. You also have until six to change into your blue dress. The brown tartan skirt is for Satsuki. It’s standard issue at the remand centres and courts. Security will give you an academy set after they book you in.”

She had dressed as a schoolgirl for Takumi several times, but what she was having to do was for real. Both she and Himara donned the panties under Takumi and Yasue’s critical gaze. It was a ritual her master loved, so she made sure he was able to see her smooth pussy lips when she lifted her legs.

He had seen her wearing similar garb before, but she now had a rival, which made her future more uncertain. One day he would most likely have to choose between them and consign one to the stables on Folito Island.

Yasue clapped her hands. “Himara, get dressed while I do Satsuki’s hair.”

She sat down on the only chair in the room and waited while the emotionless psychologist combed her hair and put it into bunches, a style she rarely used. She had the dubious pleasure of watching Himara slipping on a loose cotton, elasticated bra, knowing she was going to be next.

Yasue only took a couple of minutes, then patted her shoulder. “Go and get dressed, girl.”

Satsuki got to her feet and began dressing, while Himara had her hair done. The bra was a joke. The rectangular ‘cups’ covered her tits but provided no support whatsoever. Like the blue cotton panties, it was tight so would stay in place. The dowdy brown tartan skirt was thigh length and made of poor-quality material, as was the white short sleeve blouse.

Black knee-length socks and black Mary-Jane shoes completed the outfit. The dull clothes almost made her feel like a real criminal!

Yasue took hold of her upper arm and pointed. “Satsuki, the next door down the hall is a bathroom. Go and clean any trace of makeup from your face.”

She glanced at Takumi, who had been studying both girls while they dressed. He nodded, so she left the room and went to the bathroom, which was only a couple of yards away. The small, windowless room had the benefit of a long mirror, so she was able to see what she looked like in the prison uniform.

If the outfit was a prelude to having sex with Takumi then she would have been thrilled by her appearance, but knowing she was going to be wearing similar clothes for the next 3 days, depressed her. She lifted her skirts and rubbed her itchy pussy through the tight blue fabric and cursed the fact she would be wearing academy underwear for the next few days. Sighing with acceptance, she toileted, washed her face and then studied her complexion in the mirror.

Satsuki was 19, but the uniform and bunches made her look several years younger. She guessed that was the aim of institutions like the Toyushi Academy – to make the inmate feel inferior and unimportant.

Well, she thought, she had only been in the clothes a couple of minutes and it was already having that effect on her.


4. Satsuki – Trained and restrained.

Takumi was standing in the hall when Satsuki emerged from the bathroom. She hurried up to him. “Are you going now, Master?”

“I have to, Satsuki…” He lowered his voice. “Listen carefully. I’m interested in taking two more girls from the first year, so I want you to look out for fit girls of your age, who are good runners.”

“Um, how am I going to do that?”

“Tomorrow is Saturday and the academy is holding a sports trial for your age group. They need to choose a team to take to the national event for reform institutions. You’re going to be involved, so keep your eyes open and get me some names of girls you think are fit enough for the Pony program I’m going to start. When I return on Monday, once I have your suggestions, I’ll ask the Vice Principal to look at the girls…”

The doctor emerged from the room with Himara and cut their conversation short. “Ah, Satsuki, The Vice Principal wants to have a word with you before I take you to reception for your induction.” She noted Himara pull a face at the word ‘induction’, which had all sorts of connotations. “Come, I’ll take you both back to the lounge.” She paused to speak to Takumi. “I’ll be back in a minute to escort you to your car.”

“Thank you, Yasue.” Takumi turned. “Good bye girls, I’ll see you on Monday.”

“Good bye, Sir,” they chorused.”

The anxious PA fell in behind the forceful psychologist; and with Himara by her side, returned to the lounge. The Vice Principal, who was sitting on one of the three sofas, signalled for her to go to him.

She noticed that Doctor Harada was sitting outside on the blanket with two suited Puppies, Genta and Koji, while Sam and Koo were playing further down the garden. Etsuko was sitting by the patio doors, presumably waiting for Himara.

As soon as Yasue had left the room, the VP pointed at Etsuko. “Himara, go and have a chat with Etsuko while I talk to Satsuki.”

She guessed Himara was grateful to go into the garden, away from the authority figure sitting on the sofa. Satsuki stood uncomfortably while the VP scrutinised her. He picked the crop up, sat forward and then tapped the carpet by the toes of her shoes. The youngster was standing in the centre of a circular rug and feared he planned to use the flexible weapon.

“Satsuki I want you to stand at ease. Feet eighteen inches apart and hold your hands behind your back.” She shuffled her feet apart and stood upright, knowing her behaviour was under scrutiny. “This is position ‘A’. You adopt this stance whenever a warder or teacher is talking to you.”

The Vice Principal got to his feet and walked round her. “Your backstory is that you’ve just been convicted of robbery from a jewellery store in Tokyo and have been sentenced to four years in the Kosaiji Academy in Nagoya. You’re nineteen and an orphan from that city. I picked Kosiji because I know the Principal and he’s been able to fax paperwork through that will satisfy the security department here.”

She held her hand up to ask a question, but he knocked it down with the crop.

He came round to face her. “Inmates don’t speak out of turn in front of authority figures in this institution, so watch what you say from now on.”

She nodded. “Sorry, Sir. I was wondering who was going to have the information about my fake crime at the academy?”

“Security, medical and the psychology department. The shrinks are in on this ruse, but the other two aren’t. It has to be that way otherwise I couldn’t get you in. Security will book you in, check your holes and run through the rules. Their security responsibilities are separate from mine. They patrol the grounds, the corridors and the dormitories and will punish an inmate for bad behaviour, disrespect or uniform code violations.”

Satsuki was overwhelmed by so much disturbing information. So much for doing Takumi a favour, she thought bitterly. Instead of it just being a case of keeping an eye on Etsuko and scouting for girls, the Vice principal was making her presence in the academy official. In the process, she was becoming embroiled in a serious situation and losing her liberty for what could be three very tough days.

The VP continued. “I’m responsible for behavioural and performance problems in the classrooms to ensure the inmates get a decent education. Teachers bring the errant inmates to my office for punishment, but I doubt if we’ll be seeing each other in there, unless you misbehave during the sports trial tomorrow.”

“I’ll be on my best behaviour, Sir.”

He poked his finger in her face. “There you go again, speaking without permission. Some security officers hate that.” He returned to sit on the edge of the sofa just as Yasue returned to the room.

“Did security let Takumi out?” the doctor asked his new assistant.

“Yes, Sir. He’s on his way back to the city.”

The young woman then stood at the open patio doorway with her back to them, watching the Puppies run around on the lawn. She thought that the psychologist was very attractive; and from the way the VP’s eyes studied her figure, she guessed he did too.

“Right, where were we? Yes, positions. Um, ‘B’ is with your hands behind your head and shoulders back.” He flicked a breast with the tip of his crop. “This one is designed to make you puff your chest out. By the way, you need to know these positions for tomorrow’s warm-up, before the trials. “C’ is bending forward and clasping your ankles…”

He waited for her to get into position before rising to his feet and examining Satsuki’s posterior, bulging within the tight navy-blue panties.

A hand settled on her ass. After she flinched, he slapped it playfully. “Satsuki, you’re going to have to get used to a little physical contact in here…” The hand returned and began stroking her peach. “You’re only in here three days but a lot can happen in that time, if you’re careless in any way. So, my advice is, behave yourself.”

She bit her lip when the man couldn’t resist rubbing her sore pussy through the narrow gusset.

“The fourth posture, Satsuki, is ‘D’, Lift your head and put your hands on your knees.”

She was relieved to lift her shoulders, but his hand remained on her ass after she assumed the new position. He was making the most of his brief opportunity to cop a feel.

“Head up…,” he ordered. “…and straighten your legs and back. Feet thirty inches apart.” Thankfully, after he had finished mauling her ass, he pulled her skirt down. “Up you get. There are a few more positions which you’ll learn tomorrow morning. Doctor Yasue is going to take you to security now and hand over the paperwork.”

Hearing the sound of chains chinking, Satsuki turned to find Yasue approaching, holding what looked like a set of restraints. “Wh… what are they for?”

“Satsuki, be quiet and assume position ‘B’,” the doctor ordered.

She raised her hands and placed them behind her head, enabling the young psychologist to wrap a wide leather belt around her waist. While she held it steady, the VP pushed a metal tab on one end into a socket on the other end, like a safety belt connection on a car. The belt was tight and only just fitted her. The metal cuffs were attached to the sides of the belt via handily placed ‘D’ rings.

They each took one of her wrists and secured them in the cuffs, locking them and putting her in a totally defenceless position.

“All prisoners arrive from the court belted and cuffed, Satsuki. You’ll only be in the restrains far an hour tops, while security processes you and fetches you a fresh uniform.”

His assurances didn’t cut any ice with the teenager. She felt her face heat up from the shame of being turned into a violent criminal who needed to be restrained with metal cuffs and a leather belt! Satsuki was appalled at the ramifications of what Takumi had negotiated, purely because he was terrified of disappointing Aiko.

Aiko was a dominant figure at Tanaka Tyres and was extremely ambitious. She had her hooks in Takumi and in between using him, she treated him like dirt. Satsuki would never understand their hot and cold relationship. Aiko absolutely dominated him and he never flinched when she put the boot in, time and time again. Satsuki was bitter because she was the one having to suffer at the academy, while Takumi just walked away from the situation.

It was time to go. Yasue led her out of the doctor’s residence, along a path, to a security gate. Once through, they set off across a vast magnificent lawn. With the canal on their right, they were approaching the corner of the main academy building. So, while her childish shoes crunched on the gravel, Satsuki ruminated over Takumi’s decision to put her in the academy.

She doubted if he was worried about Etsuko. Having made a deal with Takumi, he was bound to look out for Etsuko, lest the deal went bad. Money talks and the Vice Principal was bound to be lining his pockets.

Takumi had secured the services of Himara and wanted two more girls like her. His desire to find fit females for the Pony stables he was developing on Folito Island was the real reason for making a deal with the VP. He couldn’t get in to hand pick them, so he had sent her in to do his dirty work! Just how dirty, she was about to find out!


5. Satsuki – Shocking experience.

The tall wooden front doors to the academy were wide open, so after climbing the broad steps, they were able to walk into the lobby. The glass internal doors appeared to be locked, but a door and a window on their left were wide open. As they approached, a male security officer, dressed in grey trousers and white shirt, stepped out and studied the psychologist.

“Miss Furuki, I presume.” The tall officer held his hand out and she shook it. “Eishun Inoue, head of internal security.”

A fancy badge on his breast pocket read ‘H.I.S.’ and to drive home his authority, his black utility belt held an assortment of weapons. Horrified to be confronted by a male officer, Satsuki judged that Takumi’s bad idea had become a disastrous one.

“Hello, Sir, I was going to come over to the boy’s section and introduce myself later this afternoon.”

“Bit of luck I just happened to be covering the office while the dorms are being shaken down. What’s your impression of the place after one day in the job, Yasue?”

“It’s a cool place. Miss Chiaki showed me around yesterday afternoon. I’m very impressed by the level of security.”

“We’re in the middle of a drug war with these little sprogs, so things are topsy-turvy at the moment.”

Satsuki felt invisible as the pair chatted away. Yasue Furuki was an attractive young woman and had made a good impression on the chief of security. The man didn’t look at Satsuki once while they chatted. Why should he? She was just another 19-year-old criminal arriving at the academy and he was probably bored to tears with dealing with problem kids.

On the other hand, he was meeting an attractive member of staff for the first time – maybe one he could have a relationship with. She didn’t listen to what they were saying until the end of the conversation.

“…maybe you’d like to drop around for a drink over the weekend?” he asked the psychologist.

“Sounds good, I’ll have to see if Doctor Harada can get someone to look after the Puppies.”

“Oh, yes, you’ve taken over from Kojima. He mentioned she was going to be off-line for a week or two.”

“Yes. I think the doctor wants to have a word with you about Koji and Genta.”

“Okay, I’ll pop by this evening.” A thumb gesture in her direction was the first acknowledgement that she was there. What’s the story with this sprog?” He turned to look at Satsuki for the first time.

She handed him a docket. “She’s in transit, from court to the Kosaiji Academy in Nagoya.”

He whistled. “She doesn’t look like a category ‘A’.” He studied the docket. “This tells me she’s staying here till Monday, but where’s her rap sheet?”

“There was a mix up with the paperwork and it was sent straight to Kosaiji. Doctor Harada spoke to the Principal, then gave the girl a quick psychological evaluation.”

“His report should be with this docket. Okay, I’ll pick it up tonight when I see him.”

She turned to leave. “I’ll make sure he has it ready for you. See you tonight, Sir.” The psychologist pushed her way through the glass entrance doors and disappeared into the academy.

“Looking forward to it,” the officer muttered, then turned to Satsuki. “In the office, girl…”

Probably 6’2” tall, he towered over the teenager and his mere presence terrified her. Satsuki had never pinched a paperclip, let alone stolen items from a jewellery shop. She wouldn’t be surprised if the experienced officer sussed the ruse out and took her back to the doctor’s house.

She walked into the office and when she hesitated, he pushed her brusquely in the back. “Keep going girl as far as the wall.” Satsuki passed a door, which she presumed led into the main building, then stopped. He came alongside her and pointed at a four feet section of wall next to another door. It had lines three inches apart marking a person’s height. “Stand against that wall so I can do your mug shot.”

She did as she was told and turned so her back was against the wall. “Is… is this necessary?”

The officer, camera in hand, frowned at her. “Sprog, questioning an officer’s actions is a punishable offence, but I’ll give you a pass for that first sign of insolence. Now shut up!”

She cowered back while he aimed the camera at her. With her arms restrained she couldn’t faff about with her hair, which for someone who liked a good selfie, was extremely frustrating.

He took two pictures of her facing him and two of her profile, then pointed at a chair beside a desk. “Sit there, kid, while I print your picture and rap sheet.”

The large office was obviously the nerve centre of the academy’s security service. There were three desks for administration and a desk against the far wall, so the occupant could watch a line of six monitors, each with its screen picture split into six. While she waited, she watched various views of busy corridors and locations like a library and a gym.

She was appalled to see girls wearing almost transparent leotards being put through a fitness routine by a male PE teacher, armed with a short cane. About ten girls were running around the hall, first forwards and then backwards. There was no sound, but the man was clearly shouting at stragglers who couldn’t jog as fast as the others and whacking them when they didn’t respond.

Her attention was disturbed when the door to the main building opened and a female warden led an inmate into the room. The girl was wearing a smart blue sailor style dress, like most of the other girls she had seen on the CCTV screens. It was 5:30 and getting close to 6 o’clock, the cut off time to change from the day uniform.

The female officer pointed at the wall. “You know the drill Yoshida, back against the wall.” The girl took up a position while the officer placed a small white bag on a desk, then put on a pair of latex gloves.

Satsuki guessed the officer had found some drugs during their search of a dormitory. Just as she started to examine the girl’s mouth, Officer Inoue returned from the corner of the room where the copier was located. He placed two documents on the desk and then looked over toward the other warder who was examining the girl’s mouth.

“What did you find, Kawi?” he asked the woman.

“Looks like ten grams of coke…” She turned and picked up the bag. “Under her mattress.”

“Stupid sprog! You’d better deal with her first. I’ve got to finish the paperwork on this one.”

The woman looked at Satsuki. “They’re coming thick and fast. She’ll be the fifth new girl this week.”

“Nah, this sprog is in transit. We’re doing the Kosaiji Academy a favour. They must be bursting at the seams.”

She hooked a thumb toward the girl against the wall. “This one will be in solitary until Monday, the newbie can have her bed.”

“Room number?”

“Four. The other five cubicles were clear. I’ll have the second team go over it again. The team have moved onto five.”

“Okay, I’ll assign her Yoshida’s bed. I need you to fetch one of the sprogs to get the girl’s uniform from the stores and escort her to the room.”

“The other five have just gone out to play a game of soccer. They’ll be finished at 7.30. While they’re out, I’ll going to search their dorm again.”

“Okay, send a sprog down as soon as you can. I’ll put Ayaki in the holding cell until she arrives.”

“I think…” Satsuki stopped herself, but not before the officer had glowered at her.

He pointed a finger in her face. “Two strokes, Ayaki, for that interruption.” She almost reacted to his condemnation, but she buttoned her lip, lest he made it four. “Speak when you’re spoken to, otherwise shut the fuck up.”

God, she thought, how do girls of her age put up with a rigorous regime like she was experiencing, for year after year of their sentences. Stripped of her nice clothes and restrained like a violent prisoner. She wanted to point out that the Vice Principal said she’d sleep in the same dorm as Hirara and Etsuko. Then she realized that would give the game away.

The female warder removed her gloves, then led the surly youth through to another room and closed the door. Satsuki was sitting at the end of the desk, at right angles to Officer Inoue. She could see the new sheet of paper and was devastated to see her images printed on it, for they resembled the classic ‘wanted’ posters she had seen on television shows.

She hardly recognized herself with bunches, curtain fringe and a gaunt blank expression on her face. It looked as though he had created an official ‘rap sheet’ for her, for her pictures were printed at the top and a mass of details beneath. Already horrified by the developing situation, Satsuki began to feel sick.

He looked up at her. “I’m going to go through what I know from your transfer docket and you can fill in any details. Answer, yes Sir, or no Sir. Got that?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Your name is Satsuki Ayaki?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You’re from the Kawagoe province and you’re 19. Date of birth Fifth of January, two-thousand.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Your next of kin is Takumi Kondo. Your crime, robbery with violence. It was your second offence and you’ve been sentenced to four years, two in a youth correction facility and two in an adult facility.”

She hated to continue with the scam, but she was in too deep to back out. Even if she was to protest her innocence, the officer would probably gag her and then add more strokes to her punishment. “Yes, Sir.”

The sudden sound of a cane cutting the air, a whirling mechanism, and a cane striking flesh, was quickly followed by a girl screaming at the top of her lungs. The very sound sent a shiver down Satsuki’s spine. Just imagining the agony the girl was going through, made her want to do a wee.

The officer studied her expression. “Yes, sprog, that’ll be you in a minute.” He let that sink in before asking the next question. “Have you had any children? Are you pregnant? Do you have a communicable disease?”

“No, no and no, Sir.”

“Drugs. Are you a user?”

“No, Sir.”

“Mmmm.” He reached over and examined her arms. “You look clean, but these days most sprogs snort. What about you kid?”

“No, Sir. I’ve never taken drugs.”

“I suppose you’re going to tell me you’ve never lied.”

“No, Sir, I’ve never lied.”

“Hah! Are you for real…?” He studied her eyes, then returned to the rap sheet and ticked several boxes. “That satisfies me, but medical might want to ask you some more questions when they scope your rap sheet.”

The door opened and the sound of snivelling arrived before the girl appeared. Her smart dress had been replaced with a short buff tunic and she was wearing an identical belt and cuff restraint to Satsuki’s.

The girl was barefooted, her face was streaming with tears and her shoulder length hair was mussed. As the distressed youngster passed by the desk, she revealed the words ‘REMAND PRISONER’ printed across her back in large black lettering.

The female warder stopped at the door marked ‘HOLDING’. “I’ll send for this one when I’ve checked they’re ready for her.”

“Okay, the holding cell is empty,” he replied.

When Satsuki turned back, the officer was glaring at her once more. “I expect your full attention, Ayaki!”

“Sorry, Sir.”

“In case you’re wondering. If you’re caught with drugs like Yoshida has been, you can expect a three-month extension to your sentence, a week in solitary and twelve strokes of the cane. The panel might even sentence her to the new ‘CAP’ program, but that might be different up at Kosaiji. Have you been told what to expect in a maximum security academy?”

She shook her head. “No, Sir.”

“Well, this place is a walk in the park compared to that hell hole. Some of the sprogs in here don’t know how lucky they are.” He scanned the rap sheet. “Because I haven’t got a psychological report from doctor Hirada yet, I’m going to mark your file, ‘High Risk’. You will therefore be wearing restraints until you’re collected later.”

“No, please…” She cringed at her own stupidity.

“That’s four strokes, Ayaki. Care to say any more?”

Tears started rolling down her face. “No, Sir.”

“No use turning the tap on in here, girl. It won’t work on me and it won’t work on the inmates. All it’ll do is get you stomped on.” He stood up and gestured toward the open door. “Up! And follow me.”

She was clearly upset and behaving like a vulnerable teenager, but he was treating her in a cold-hearted callous manner. He led the way into the adjoining room where a large mechanical device stood. Imagining being strapped to the contraption almost caused her to lose control of her bladder for a second time.

Nothing she had experienced in her short, sheltered life, had prepared her for the horrific event that was about to befall her.


6. Yasue – The implants.

The young psychologist pushed her way through the glass doors and made a beeline for the medical centre. The academy had a state-of-the-art medical department with a resident doctor and three nurses, each of whom took it in turns to provide 24-hour cover. There was a recovery ward, an operating theatre and two examination rooms, along with the psychology and medical staff offices.

Nurse Ishikawa was on the desk and spotted her approaching. They had been introduced on her tour the previous day but hadn’t had a chat.

“Miss Furuki,” she exclaimed. “You’re late and Doctor Kaneko is waiting for you.”

“Sorry about that but I had to deal with a new inmate.”

“Ring ahead next time. The doctor’s time is valuable.” She stood up and waited for Yasue to join her by the security door. “Miss Furuki, you’re covering the desk from seven till ten tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, okay. I’ll make sure I’m here on time.”

The nurse punched the passcode in, waved Yasue through, then returned to her desk. The young psychologist hadn’t made her mind up about Nurse Ishikawa, but after the quick conversation, she decided the woman was a bitch. Apart from wanting to meet the doctor for the first time, she was there for a procedure that she had agreed to, as part of her contract with Doctor Harada.

She had agreed to test an MVS so Doctor Harada could assess its viability for the program. The Micro-Vibration Stimulator, according to the doctor, was designed to increase the arousal of the wearer. He was vague about the implant process but explained the tiny device could be inserted in any of the subject’s erogenous zones, like the clitoris. It wasn’t something she wanted, but Doctor Hirada was planning to use it in the Puppy-girl program and needed a trusted colleague to trial it.

They had worked together for a year and when he finally got into the reform system, he left her behind and they lost contact with each other. When he approached her out of the blue, to take up the vacancy at the academy, she jumped at the chance to further her career. When she arrived and found that his new submissive assistant had been transformed into a Puppy-girl, she was grateful she hadn’t followed him straight away.

She hated working in psychiatric wards with dangerously unstable patients and jumped at the chance to work at the academy with young offenders. She hadn’t seen the doctor for a year, but he hadn’t changed – he still had the same dominant personality. Having the medical procedure was a dampener, but she agreed to it because she was desperate for a job.

She found the doctor in his office, off the annex, just before the mini hospital ward. She had already visited the psychology office, which was next door, but hadn’t had a chance to settle in.

The doctor rose from his chair and approached her. “Yasue Furuki, I’m Doctor Kaneko.”

“Hello Doctor, it’s nice to meet you.”

His crystal blue eyes narrowed. “I’ll get straight to the point. I was just reading the report on the Funabashi Scandal sent over by a friend at the Adachi Institute. I have to say it made interesting reading.”

Her heart did a double flip, because her involvement in the scandal had virtually ruined her career. When it was discovered she had been administering an illegal, potent drug to patients at the behest of an eminent scientist, they both nearly ended up in prison. The medical fraternity closed ranks and instead of being prosecuted they were dismissed from their jobs. The truth was that since the scandal she hadn’t been able to find a job.

He held his hand out and she shook it. The handshake was friendly but the glint in his eye was as hard as steel. She had to throw herself on his mercy. “I… I hope that my record will remain confidential, Doctor.”

“Well, Vice Principal Ueda, Officer Inoue, Doctor Harada and myself will be the only ones to read the report. If it falls into the hands of the principal or the governors, you can say goodbye to your psychology career and you’ll be looking for a job serving fast food, or worse!”

He still held her hand. “Sir, I appreciate your candour and will be extremely grateful for your discreet guidance on the matter.” He gave her hand a squeeze and let go.

“Good. We’re in examination room one.”

She did an about turn and led the way to the well-equipped medical room. “Um, shall I undress, doctor?” she asked eyeing up the dreaded gynaecological examination chair.

“Yasue, don’t ask stupid questions. Get your clothes off and climb aboard. I haven’t got all day.”

The young psychologist was taking a step into the unknown. Doctor Harada claimed the implant wasn’t a very invasive procedure and would only take a few minutes to insert. She prayed that he was telling the truth.

She started with her blouse and continued with the grey ‘A’ line skirt. Dressed in a white jacket and charcoal pants, Doctor Kaneko watched her intently with his arms folded. When she slipped her white satin bra off, he held out his hand.

“Give me your underwear. From this moment forth you will be a junior member of staff, like the other psychologists, so you will wear academy underwear from now on. Doctor Harada now knows he overestimated your credentials. Oh, and your security clearance has also been downgraded.”

“But, in my contract…”

He held his hand up. “Revoked. Doctor Hirada will have a new one for you to sign later when he runs a demonstration on the implant.”

“So, who else knows, Sir?”

“The VP and Doctor Hirada. The report from the Adachi Institute arrived this morning. Only Officer Inoue is in the dark, but I’ll put him in the picture later.” She handed him the matching pink panties, which he examined closely. “You can leave your socks on.”

She climbed into the high-tech examination chair and tried to get comfortable. When one was naked and about to have theirs legs spread wide apart, it was an almost impossible task. It was okay in the sitting position, but as soon as the doctor tilted it back 45 degrees off horizontal, her heart began to race.

He then withdrew a support on the right side and waited for Yasue to lift her leg, so he could guide her calf into the padded holder. He pulled two Velcro strips across to secure her leg, then went to the other side to complete the process on her left leg.

Staying on that side, he pointed at a cuff attached to the seat by her hip. “Give me your wrist.”

“Is that necessary doctor?”

“It is. I need you to sit still while I work. The procedure won’t take long.”

She decided to rest her head back and try and relax while he secured her wrists into the cuffs. He then fetched a padded item that she couldn’t identify.

“Head forward so I can change the headrest.”

She did as she was told and waited while he replaced the head support. It was shaped to grip her head in the reclined position. The doctor then pulled a broad strap across her forehead which completely stilled her from the neck upward.

“What’s this for, Doctor?” Yasue asked. “Surely…”

He interrupted her. “Open wide.”

Before she knew what was happening, the doctor had attached a ball gag to one side of the head rest and was about to insert the hollow ball into her mouth. “I didn’t agree to this,” she wailed.

“Yasue, you signed the consent form.”

“You said my contract is being revoked…” The doctor forced the ball in and fastened the strap to the other side, effectively silencing her.

He leant over her and smiled. “The consent form and contract are two different agreements. Now lie back and relax.” He walked around to stand between her legs, slipped on a pair of surgical gloves and then started to examine her splayed sex.

After pulling her major lips apart, he eased a stainless-steel spreader in, leaving her clitoral ridge standing proud and isolated. Then, he started to rub and squeeze it, to the point where she started to get aroused. She was just beginning to enjoy the sensation when he stopped and left the chair to fetch a tray of items.

Her eyes widened when he removed a cloth covering the tray. It contained a pink two-inch clitoral clamp and a speculum, plus an assortment of other items. He returned to her pussy and started to massage her clidge again.

He looked up. “Now this is loose, I’m going to clamp it.” He held up the pink grip. “This is similar to the clamps we’re already using, but this model is more advanced and on trial. Rather fitting, after what you got up to at the Adashi Institute.” He chuckled at his comment. “Anyway, it measures your arousal level and makes adjustments to the implants which I’m about to fit.”

He picked up the speculum and slowly spread lubricant over the domed end, which he then offered up to her vaginal entrance. She had two previous bad experiences at doctor’s surgeries when she had internal examinations, so wasn’t looking forward to the third.

Yasue wanted to protest, but she was completely restrained and couldn’t move a muscle. He could have cut her open and she wouldn’t have been able to stop him. The device easily slipped into her vagina because the doctor had masturbated her, purely to prepare her passageway for the intruder. Once it was in, he opened the device and stretched her quim to the maximum.

The next item was a small pair of forceps which he clamped on her clitoris, after teasing it out and stretching it. He then picked up a device that looked like a large electric toothbrush, only the head was a tiny tube bent at 45 degrees.

“Okay, Yasue, I’m about to insert two implants. One at the base of your clitoris and the other in the wall of your vagina. In your Grafenberg spot to be precise, or what is normally referred to as your G-spot.”

Staring at the doctor in total disbelief, she had to sit and watch him, head bowed, inject the pair of implants, one externally and the other inside her vagina.

“Urrrrrrrrrrrr,” she raged when invasive, sharp pains followed each injection. “Urrrrrrrrrr,”

He stood up having completed the dirty deed. “I’m sorry I couldn’t use an anaesthetic, but it confuses the microchips in the clamp.”

Hot heavy tears were flowing freely down her face when the doctor changed tack and picked up the pink clamp again. Yasue had fitted and removed several similar devices when she was at the psychiatric hospital, so she immediately spotted the difference when he used a strange key to tighten the grip of the clamp on her sensitive flesh.

“Urrrrrrrrrr,” she complained when the micro pins within the clamp pierced her flesh.

“Don’t worry, it feels worse than it is,” the doctor said matter-of-factly. “The sensors in the clamp control the implants, which in turn control your level of arousal. The default position is off, so if the clamp senses any arousal, it will deaden the area around the implants supressing your desire to have sex or touch yourself.”

He removed the speculum and forceps and spent a moment swabbing her labia major and minor lips. Although he had done a dreadful thing to her, he was highly professional and only touched her in a medical way. She half wished he would get his dick out and see if the device was working.

He had more to say. “You may feel a brief flutter of excitement, but it will quickly pass. The knock-on effect of disabling those nerves centres will be to drastically reduce your exudations to the point where you’ll need to use lubricant if you want to have sex while on the default setting.”

The doctor came to the head of the chair and removed the gag and strap across her forehead. She was desperate to protest the fitting of the chastity device but wasn’t sure if Doctor Kaneko was the correct person to complain to.

He helped her up into a sitting position. “Wait here and I’ll get you a set of underwear.”

While he was out of the room, she looked to see if she could rub herself and relieve the throbbing pain. Unfortunately, the clamp completely covered her clit and ridge to its full depth and there was absolutely no way she could touch her precious clidge.

He returned and handed her a pair of blue panties and a white bra. “You’ve been put on security’s list of junior staff, so make sure you follow the correct rules from now on.”

It was a disgruntled junior psychiatrist that pulled on the blue panties and childish white bra. Once she had donned her skirt and blouse, she had a question for the doctor. “Sir, er, Doctor, you mentioned the default position for the device. What other positions can it be set to?”

“There are degrees of arousal. Setting one is neutral emissions, your natural state. Then, there are five settings from mild arousal to a full blooded ‘bitch on heat’ setting. That’s Doctor Harada’s term, not mine! He has the remote and I gather from what he said, he’ll be trying out the settings in the coming days.”

When she left the examination room and entered the psychology office, she was deep in thought so didn’t immediately see the figure sitting, waiting for her. She couldn’t quite believe that something so small could control her libido, so was determined to try it out before she confronted Doctor Harada with her concerns.


7. Satsuki – Option two.

Officer Inoue walked to the centre of the wall, turned and pointed at two red footprints on the floor. “Stand there, girl.” He waited for Satsuki to get into position. “I’m going to release you from your restraints, then I want you to undress and put all your clothes on that chair in a neat pile, shoes on top. Any lip and I’ll increase your punishment.”

Not only was the officer tall, he was broad-shouldered and had a solid, powerful frame. If he wanted to, he could have knocked her unconscious with one blow. Putting a girl of her stature and size into restraints was absurd from a security point of view, but productive if they wanted to terrify and subjugate the young criminal.

Satsuki’s spirit was already crushed. Knowing that a protest would only increase the punishment, she resolved to follow his instructions. The formidable horse-like device that dominated the room, terrified her and the quicker she was out of there the better.

He unlocked the cuffs first, then after unlocking the bayonet fitting, he removed the belt from around her waist. He took the restraint over to a short bench, while she unbuttoned her blouse.

She was removing her skirt when he returned to watch her undress. The skirt, bra, shoes, socks, and finally panties, were all removed under the watchful eye of the officer. He stood, arms folded with a stoic expression on his face and studied her every move, until she was standing back on the red footprints, totally naked, with her hands behind her back.

“Ayaki, you’re one of the saddest sights I’ve seen in a while. We get every shape and size sprog in here. Fat, tall, thin, short. Big tits, no tits, ugly, pretty. Thick patches of black hair covering their cunts and smooth ones like yours. After a while, you criminals all look the same, until… Until someone like you shows up. You’re pretty. You’ve got great square shoulders and tits that don’t sag. You shave your cunt and your ass is so tight I could park the front wheel of my bike in it! You’re almost too fucking perfect to be in here. Where the fuck did you go off the rails?”

The question caught her by surprise. “Um, I er, don’t know, Sir.”

He shook his head. “Same fucking answer, every time I ask a sprog that question. Look kid you’ve got a body to die for and you’re on your way to a worse place than this in a couple of days. You’re obviously a rooky, so what I’m offering you is a lesson in surviving the system, and a glimpse of your future. You can either climb aboard the horse, have your holes examined and then your ass and pussy thrashed…”

He examined Satsuki’s tearstained face and then raised his eyebrows, inviting a question.

“Wh… what’s the second option, Sir?” She knew what he was about to offer her.

“I’m glad you asked me that, Ayaki. Before we came in here, I switched the cameras off, so if you choose, we can do it the old way in private. I’ll have a quick check of your holes then shaft them to make doubly sure you’re not hiding any contraband. Which option do you want?”

Naked, in a foreign environment and dominated by the huge guy who was the head of security, she reluctantly accepted her fate. “Option two, Sir,” she said softly.

He stepped forward and clasped her chin. “Speak up girl, I didn’t hear you.”

“Option two, Sir.”

“Good, I won’t need to use surgical gloves then. Will I?”

“No, Sir.”

“Open wide.”

She complied, whereupon he touched the end of her tongue with two fingers, then wiped them around her lips. “Very sweet. I’m betting these lips have kissed a few cocks. Am I right?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Once he had encircled her lips four times, he felt inside her gums, then pushed them deeper. “Suck them, girl, as though you’ve got my dick in your mouth.”

As she salivated on his fore and middle fingers, he grabbed her left bunch and stared to push her down. “On your knees girl and release my cock. I want to feel your little mitts gripping it as if you’re about to fall off a cliff.”

His waistband was level with her eyes, but because she was sucking his fingers, his wrist was blocking her line of sight. She fumbled around until she found the zipper, then, after lowering it, she struggled to pull his underpants down. When she did, she found herself holding an impressively hard shaft.

“Good, girl. Give it a good squeeze…” He withdrew his fingers from her mouth and gripped her other bunch. “I’ll let you suck on it for a minute, then I’m going to fuck your throat, so get ready.”

She was in no doubt that the man intended to violently attack her oesophagus with his blunt weapon. So, she tilted it down and closed her lips around the plumb coloured crown. She sucked and licked and mimicked the approaching action, so she could prepare herself better. He had a good grip of her bunches but didn’t interrupt her while she nudged her soft palette against his knob several times.

Then, all of a sudden, he took over, so she released his shaft and took a deep breath. His first thrust gained two inches, then three, four, until her nose was stopping him from going any further. “Uggggggg,” she groaned when he suddenly started to thrust his hips at a lightening rate.

“Sweet criminal, bitchhhhhhhh,” he gasped, but Satsuki was the one who was suffering.

She supported herself by grabbing his pants and clung on for dear life, while her head was thrust back and forth like a human jackhammer. As her knees weakened and her head began to spin, the teenager thought she was going to lose consciousness. It was a close-run thing. Luckily, she was on her knees when he finally convulsed and ejaculated a full load into the depths of her ravaged throat.

“Suck the last drops, girl,” he ordered as he withdrew until she could attend to the head of his snake. When he finally stepped back and tucked his cock away, she knew it was only a temporary respite. “Up and get back on the red feet, sprog.”

As soon as she had returned to her at-ease stance, he leant over her and examined her breasts. “I like bigger yonks on a tit…,” he said twisting her nipples. “…but, heh, no one’s fucking perfect… You’re not far off it though.”

He fondled her half-hand tits cruelly, then ran his hands over her shoulders and down her arms. “Turn around, girl. Show me your ass and how proud you are of it.”

She did a 180 degree turn and wiggled her posterior. She waited while he dragged the only chair in the room over and placed it against the wall.

“Ayaki, put your hands on the back of the seat while I examine the only thing you own that’s worth anything… That’s it. Dip your back and thrust your ass out. I want to see you present your cunt properly.”

He stood at the side of her and started to examine her body as though it belonged to a marble statue he was about to bid for in an auction. She guessed he was getting revved up again as he ran his hands over her back and ass.

He massaged her flesh and grasped each buttock in turn. The sensations created by his huge mauling hands were erotic and shameful in equal measures. The upshot was that Satsuki felt herself becoming deeply aroused.

His fingers traced the red lines across her bubble-like cheeks. “You upset someone, kid?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Then, after moving foursquare behind her, he parted her cheeks and studied the prize that lay between and beneath her globing posterior. The finger inspection started in her thrusting labia. He pulled her apart with his thumbs and examined her deep furrows and line of sensitive clitoral flesh, then dipped into her well-oiled furnace.

“Girl, you are hot and ready for this…” She felt the end of his cock, seemingly returned to its former glory, wiping up and down her furrow, arousing her as he bludgeoned her minor lips and twin entrances. “This is what you thieving sprogs like, isn’t it?” Slap!

“Yes, Sir…”

He continued to tease, first one entrance, then the other, nudging, wiping and then penetrating each by an inch. Her anus was lax from having a rubber plug inserted in it, while playing the part of a Puppy-girl; but the officer didn’t seem to notice as he relentlessly played with her orifices.

“What are a girl’s holes for, sprog?”

It was probably a question he had asked hundreds of girls, for he had a never-ending supply of female teenage criminals to abuse. “For fucking, Sir.”

“For who to fuck, sprog?”

“For you to fuck, Sir.”

“Where should I start then? Which one is hungrier?” He kneaded her cheeks with his free hand and slipped his thumb down her deep divide to tease her anus, while all the time his cock was rubbing and prodding her quim. Slap! “Which one, sprog?”

The blow stung her hip. “My pussy, Sir.”

“Good choice…” His blunt cock plunged further into her quim, stretching her teenage walls as the intrude dove deeper and deeper.

Hands that had been caressing her flesh, gripped her waist, then the officer began to thrust his hips and slam his massive frame against her petite rear end. She only weighed 8 stone, so had to hang on with all her strength, to the seat of the chair, lest she crumpled head-first into the wall.

His expert foreplay was the perfect hors d'oeuvre for the thunderous pounding he handed out. He brought her to a climax in double quick time and only let up for a second, when he changed holes and continued to pound her rectum with equal ferocity. After slowing and ejaculating into her dark recesses, Satsuki continued to quiver intensely. He eased out of her ass and gave her a few moments to calm down.

“Got to move on, sprog. Return to the red footprints,” he said slapping her naked ass again.

She was still shaking when she stood up and returned to the at-ease stance. The sex was a single sparkling light in an ongoing dark nightmare, When, she wondered was it ever going to end?


8. Fujio – Thinking of Etsuko.

Fujio turned up on time for his 6:30 appointment and the nurse told him that Doctor Furuki wouldn’t be long. In the event he had an anxious wait of 20 minutes. She spotted him when he stood up and stepped forward to intercept her.

“Hello, er, Fujio, isn’t it?”

They met and chatted at the VP’s barbeque, so he was disappointed that the attractive young woman didn’t welcome him in a more friendly manner. “Yes, I have a six-thirty appointment with you.” Her lovely almond-shaped eyes looked through him as though her mind was on something completely different.

“Oh, yes, you’d better come into the consultation room.”

He followed the hesitant young woman to the door, then after holding it open for her, closed it behind them. “Doctor Harara wasn’t very forthcoming about why I had to see you before I go to his residence this evening,” he explained to the young psychologist.

She was similar in appearance to Koji, his second favourite girl after the first-year inmate, Etsuko. Her shoulder-length black hair was neatly cut and her features were smooth and attractive, She had particular pretty eyes and a cute rounded chin that gave her oval face a nice shape; but, she had a hard edge and a dismissive attitude.

She went to the small counter and opened a file. Instead of explaining what she was doing, she read the top page, keeping him on tenterhooks.

She suddenly turned. “Doctor Harada is prepared to grant you an hour with a Puppy-girl at eight. Apparently, he agreed to allow you a have sex once a week on a Friday evening.”

“Yes, that’s right,” he said eagerly. “But, er, why make an appointment with you first, Yasue?”

“There is a condition which I must put to you.”

He knew there would be a catch. “And, that is?”

“You have to wear a penile ring cage to enhance your prowess.”

He was shocked. “What, like the one Sam was wearing?”

“Yes, the doctor is testing the Puppy-girl’s reactions to certain stimuli. You witnessed the ongoing trial last night and it will continue for another couple of days. So, if you want your session tonight, you must agree to wear the cage.”

“It looks painful,” he muttered.

“The boys appear to be enjoying the experience. What’s it to be? Do you want to join the Puppy group?”

“I do, but there’s a problem…”

“And, that is?”

“Well, er, you see, I’m erect. Actually, painfully erect, ever since we entered the examination room.”

She looked at her notes. “According to the schedule, your collar emissions started at six o’clock. There’s no way you could achieve an erection in 30 minutes.”

“I don’t think the collar is working, Yasue. I told Koji yesterday, before the doctor put her in a Puppy-suit. She was going to deal with it.” He missed the young psychologist, because she had a caring manner. Now he had to admit the collar wasn’t working to a stranger.

She looked down at his groin. “I think the doctor will cancel tonight’s session when I tell him I can’t fit the cage.”

“Oh, but you can after you’ve relieved me, like Koji used to do.”

“And what did Koji do?”

“She let me…” The girl frowned, but still looked extremely horny. “She let me have sex with her…”

“Oh, did she…?” They were facing each other, standing beside the examination table that doubled as a psychologist’s couch. The woman stared at him intently. “This is very unprofessional, but I can see some merit in performing the act as part of the overall research into the ‘CAP’ program.

“Yes, absolutely, Miss.” Taking a more subservient role with a woman like Yasue often produced surprising results.

She looked around the room, then pointed at the middle of a rug in the only open space. “After you’ve removed your pants and underpants, kneel on the rug. I’ll fetch the cage and fittings.”

Fujio couldn’t resist going forward, even though he was inviting even more discomfort than he was experiencing with the cock collar. He hurriedly removed his clothing and knelt on the floor, facing the window. The psychologist wasn’t as lovable as Koji, but she had a trim figure and good looks. It didn’t really matter what she looked like because he would be thinking of the teenager, Etsuko.

He waited patiently, cock flagpole-erect and studied her curves as she bent over a set of drawers and removed a box and tissues.

She took the items to a tray beside the table then turned her attention back to Fujio. He held his breath while she unbuttoned her skirt and stepped out of it, revealing a tight pair of academy panties. He was surprised, because she told him the previous night that she was a full member of staff.

He couldn’t resist a comment. “You appear to like the academy panties as much as I do…”

Another frown, just as she was about to push her underwear down. “I know men get off wearing women’s underwear. Is that one of your nefarious pastimes?”

He shook his head. “No, Miss. My fantasy involves removing them from beautiful girls, like yourself. I expected to see you in satin or lace, but I’m pleased you’re not.”

She came closer, still with the stern expression on her face. “Firstly, I was wrong last night when I said I was a full member of staff. There was a mix-up with the contracts, so these are required wearing for the time being.”

They were tight and accentuated the swell of her mons and slight tummy. “They look stunning on your body, Miss. Much sexier than satin ot lace.”

“I’ve read a brief summary of why the doctor decided to have you collared and chemically castrated…” She glanced at his erection. “…but it would appear your libido is stronger than he first thought. Would you like to remove the panties for me?”

He nodded eagerly and raised his hands. “Yes, please, Miss.”

“Hurry up then.”

He reached up, clasped the elastic at her hips and peeled the large panties down, off her ass and down her thighs. She rested a hand on his head while she stepped out of them and didn’t object when he bunched the garment and held it to his nose. The end of a pink clamp was visible in between Yasue’s smooth labia, lips showing that the doctor had her under his thumb.

“Fujio, this is a one-off opportunity for you to poke your nose and tongue into the most precious thing you will ever smell and taste. Later, after you’ve emptied your balls, I expect you to get into position on the examination table in a matter of seconds. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss. Seeing as you’re wearing a clamp. Would you like to turn around and let me worship both of your holes from the rear?”

She stared down at him and considered the question. “Is that how you usually operate with the teenage inmates?”

“There was only one, Miss. A very special girl named Etsuko.”

“Huh, only one! Do you know what would happen if the VP showed the video evidence to the authorities?”

He nodded glumly. “I have a serious weakness, Miss.”

“Alright. Remember, Fujio, I’m doing this purely for research.”

Huh, he thought, she was gagging for it and probably as deeply involved in the Puppy scam as the sly doctor was; but he had gotten her to turn around and push her ass in his face. Unusually, she went right down and held her ankles, presenting her magnificent split bulge in all its glory.

Fujio instantly leant forward and thrust his open mouth against her sex while his nose poked and nudged her anus. Unable to attack her clit, he began stroking his thrusting tongue up and down the girl’s minor lips and perineum, ensuring he pierced both orifices at the end of each stroke. He was able to suck her minor lips and tease them, but he soon turned his main efforts to penetrating both holes as deep as he could go.

Soon after he started, he detected an enthusiastic response, but it never developed into the orgasm he was expecting. Even concentrating on her quim and poking it aggressively didn’t have the desired effect.

“Enough. It’s time to do it.” she suddenly exclaimed.

After standing up and fetching the chair, she placed both hands on the seat, so her back was horizontal, and her legs formed an inverted ‘V’. With her ass well presented, she waited for him to deliver the shafting of her young life. He was bursting to go, so placing a hand on her peach, he steered his aching crown into her hot, juicy entrance.

Well, he thought she was juicy until about four inches had disappeared. Thinking she needed some more prep, he played with her entrance, but was stymied because of the clamp covering her clitoral meat. Remembering the old saliva trick, he dribbled a stream onto his cock and went deeper until he had impaled her to the hilt.

Gripping her hips, he then tried to provide her with as powerful a ride as was possible. The thudding of his balls against the clit clamp seemed to cause her some discomfort, for her grunts were hardly signs of her enjoying herself.

Her tight, moderately dry quim took him quickly to a climax, but she didn’t even make a whimper when he exploded and filled her cumdump with jiz. Remembering her instructions, he withdrew and clambered onto the examination couch. Having lifted his knees onto his chest he waited to be pinned to the table.


9. Satsuki – Locked up.

Officer Inoue crossed the room to a tall cabinet, opened it and pulled out an item of clothing. She saw part of the black lettering printed on the material, so instantly knew what her fate was.

He balled the buff garment and tossed it at her. “Put that on…” He then picked up the belt and cuff restraint and approached where she was crouching. Satsuki hadn’t been quick enough to catch the tunic, so she was straightening up when he arrived. “Get a move on, Sprog!”

She bunched it up, dropped it over her head and smoothed it into place. The prison garment was loose and unflattering. It was little more than a long t-shirt, and wearing it, Satsuki felt even more like a criminal than ever before. The officer stepped forward, fed the belt around her waist, closed the bayonet fitting, then snapped the cuffs on her wrists. She had once again lost the ability to defend herself.

He pulled the chair away from the wall and pointed at it. “Sit down and listen, girl. You’re going to join five sprogs in room thirteen where drugs have been discovered. I need some intel on where the drugs are coming from. If you tell them you’re in transit to another remand centre, you won’t get a peep out of them, so tell them you’re serving your time here. Don’t mention that you’re leaving Monday. Can you do that?”

“I… I don’t want to make any trouble…”

The officer bent forward and grabbed her chin. “Look, Sprog, after you decided to use violence while breaking the law, trouble became your middle name! You’re in a heap load of shit, whether you like it or not. You’re in it up to your fucking neck, so think about it! You might not be going home for four years. If you help me though, and I find out who’s behind the supply of drugs in here, it will go on your record and four might become two… Two might become one… Who knows…? What do you think?”

Satsuki was horrified to be caught up in a drug inquiry, inside what was a prison for teenage criminals. If she was a real villain, then his offer was very attractive. She had seen a movie in which cell mates snitched on others and got out of prison quickly. She had to act like one and mollify the officer.

“I’ll keep my ear to the ground, Sir.”

He released her chin and looked down, between her thighs. They were parted and the tunic had ridden up. Another two inches and he’d have a clear view of her pussy. He reached down and pushed his hand between her upper thighs. Fingers nudged her clitoral meat causing a sharp sensation in her pussy, then slipped into her succulent entrance.

“This is the currency in here. The older girls want their cunts worshiped by the younger sprogs and will go to any lengths to hook a minnow like you. Once you’re on board, they’ll use your ilk to store and move their product around. Remember, one of those bitches has lost their mule. You just saw her being put in the lock-up…”

The officer eased his fingers in a couple of inches and made her squirm. “Believe me, her mother will come sniffing around you on the sports field tomorrow morning, if not before. If she likes you, she’ll want to own your holes. There are some pretty girls in here, but they’re all spoken for. Believe me, the third years without a sprog are going to be drooling over your ‘I-need-to-be-finger-fucked’ body.”

He removed his fingers, sucked them and then pulled a satisfied expression. “Girl, you even taste like peaches and cream. Now stand up.”

She got to her feet and was surprised when the officer sat down. He steered her to the side, then hooking a finger in the belt and pulled her down.

“Whooooo,” she gasped when she was unable to stop herself from falling onto his lap.

“Silence, girl,” He said as he positioned her ready for a spanking. He placed his left a hand on her naked ass, somehow managing to cover both of her pert cheeks. “Kid, I’m doing this so the sprogs in your dorm don’t think you got an easy ride during your induction.”

“Please don’t,” she wailed. “We made a deal.”

“Ayaki, I told you to remain silent. I was going to use my hand. It’ll be the baton now!”

Grief overtook her thoughts and tears started to flow down her face, while the sadistic officer removed the weapon from his belt and extended the flexible end.

“I’ll meet you tomorrow night in the psychology office at eight o’clock, so that no one suspects you’re in cahoots with security. Don’t worry, I’ll send one of the psychobabble doctors to fetch you. If you arrive empty handed, we’ll do this all over again.” Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt!

“Neeeeeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed, while blow after blow landed across the entire curvature of her ass cheeks, and the top few inches of her flailing thighs. “Neeeeeeeeeeeeee.” The blows finished, but a raging fire continued to roar across her entire nether region.

The man had a strong arm wrapped around her waist and held her steady, while her legs continued to scissor and dance a merry tune. Although the fire didn’t dim, she gradually became used to the pain and her sobbing quietened.

“Calm down, girl. This is just a taster of your future. The Kosaiji Academy has got a horrendous reputation for dealing with you sprogs, so this could become the norm for you when you get there. Because most of the kids in there are the dregs of society, this crash course in discipline will serve you well.”

While he talked and waited for her to calm down, he massaged her blazing buttocks as though he needed to warm his hand on a cold frosty morning. Finally, grabbing the belt again, he hauled her to her feet.

“Come on, sprog. You’re off to the holding cell. One of the warders will bring you an evening meal…” He climbed to his feet and led the snivelling girl into the main office where an attractive female officer was sitting at the desk Officer Inoue had just vacated. She was holding Satsuki’s rep sheet.

She looked up. “Eishun, it’s all happening today.”

“You’re telling me, Kayda. We have one in the holding cell and I’m just about to put this sprog in there. She’s got to wait until I have a girl from four to escort her up. Probably around eight o’clock. Apparently, they’re turning the dorm upside down.”

“Yes, they should be finished by eight.”

“Can you sort out a dinner for this one?”

“Sure, I’ll do that in a minute.”

He turned to Satsuki. “Ayaki, this is officer Onishi. She’s one of the officers in charge of the sprog dormitories on the second floor, so if you have a problem, she’ll deal with it. I’ll explain to her about our understanding and how you’re going to help us find the ringleader of the drug gang.”

Satsuki, numb with pain and grief, couldn’t even manage a nod of understanding. She desperately wanted to rub her sore ass but could only reach the upper slopes.

Officer Kayda Onishi looked her up and down and stopped on her tearstained face. “The mothers are going to love those lips…”

Officer Inoue nudged Satsuki. “Lift a knee up, kid, and show the officer your cunt.”

It was an appalling request, but in the short time she had been there, he had conditioned her to follow orders. She lifted her knee as far as she could, while balancing on one leg. The hem of the tunic fell back revealing her burger bun-like labia to the officer.

“Smooth already, heh? From the state of her pussy, I’d say you’ve had your fingers in the cookie jar.”

“Can you blame me?”

“No, she’s a beauty. You can drop your leg, Ayaki. I’ll take a closer look later when I bring you your food.”

The head of security chuckled. “It’s a rough job but someone has to do it. I’ll fill you in on my plan for her in a minute.” He pushed Satsuki. “Get a move on, kid.”

He led her through the door marked ‘HOLDING’ into a small lobby. The 8’ x 8’ space was constructed, on all three sides, with metal bars that ran from floor to ceiling. It was designed so that anyone entering could see right around the large holding cell. Entry was through a barred door that was controlled by an electronic lock.

The security chief took a card out of his pocket and swiped it through the lock, then waved her through. “Your dinner will be along soon.” He pointed up into the corner of the ceiling where a camera pointed down into the room. “Behave, because someone will be watching you.”

She neither turned nor acknowledged him, for the shock of her situation had finally infiltrated the deepest corners of her mind. She was so distressed she burst into a fresh flood of tears and hoped she’d wake from the living nightmare, sooner rather than later!


10. Yasue – Put in her place.

The young psychologist stood up and followed Fujio Matsue to the couch, then reached across the back of his thighs for the end of the broad strap. Once she had pulled it across and tightened it, he was immobile and completely at her mercy.

She was desperate to remain emotionless while dealing with the math teacher. She was bitterly disappointed by the way she had been mislead over the implants, which effectively eradicated her libido on the normal default setting. The math teacher probably thought she was a cold-hearted psychologist and that suited her just fine.

It was true that she omitted to tell the doctor about her indiscretions at her previous place of work and that she had been unemployed for six months. Even worse, she bribed someone to give her a glowing reference. However, it turned out that Doctor Harada was going to trick her anyway, without knowing about her crime. Or, did he know all the time and was happy to have the hold over her until he needed it?

Then there was Fujio Matsue who lay fastened to the couch. The doctor needed his expertise to identify girls who had a penchant for inviting sexual contact to gain favours. Psychologically, that category of inmate was the perfect recruit for the ‘CAP’ program.

However, the stupid man had contacted the Tanaka Tyre Company and brought Takumi Kondo rushing to rescue Etsuko Yamada, the doctor’s first suited Puppy-girl. He was fuming when he talked to Yasue about the situation and blamed Koji, who he promptly put in a Puppy suit.

Fujio had to be punished and the instrument for doing that sat in the box she had just opened. The minute she lifted the ring cage out, the Math teacher spotted it wasn’t the same as the one he saw fitted to Sam’s cock.

“Yasue, that’s not the right one…”

“Oh, but it is. The doctor wants to trial several models that can be used in different circumstances. When a client comes to us looking for a Puppy-boy, they need to know that they are trained in wearing a variety of restraints…” She folded the end of the couch down so she could get close to his limp dick.

“But… but that one has a completely different purpose… Yasue?”

She ignored his protestations and lifted his flaccid sausage, then slipped the end into the first ring. That was the easy part. The difficult part was feeding the pointy sound into Fujio’s urethra.

“No, no I don’t want you to fit that, Miss…”

She looked up. “Do you want to damage your urethra and have trouble pissing for the rest of your life?”

Her harsh words horrified him. “No, for god’s sake, no, but…”

“Lay still then, boy, and let me do my job.”

He scrunched his face up as she pushed the ring cage on and simultaneously fed the sound into the tiny passageway through his cock. It was a shortened version of the one fitted to Sam and had a stainless-steel domed end, in which his helmet was snug. Of course, that was going to change when he got excited, which, she thought, might be quite soon.

The curved cage had two rods, one on the top slotted into an eye on the top of the cock collar and was secured there with a tiny padlock; while the other attached to a ball collar, which she still had to fit. The hinged device resembled a pipe cutter. It lay in the box in the open position so all she had to do was close the ring on the neck of his scrotum.

“Oh my god, Yasue, why are you doing this to me?” he cried.

She wasn’t surprised by his reaction because the punishment device was an unpleasant restraint to have to wear. They were almost in the same boat, for they were both being denied orgasms and deprived of the ability to touch their own genitals – well the parts that provided pleasure!

Having gripped the neck of his scrotum, she closed the ring and felt the locking mechanism engage. The final piece of the jigsaw was a small rod on the underside of the cage that slotted into the scrotum ring and locked in place with a click. It ensured his new metal dick pointed downward and would be hardly noticeable under his clothes.

She undid the strap and stepped back as the math teacher sat up on the edge of the couch. He looked down at his shiny new chastity device. “This is not fair Yasue. How long have I got to wear this monstrous cage?”

“Doctor Harara will explain everything at eight o’clock. There’s one final attachment…” She took a small ball out of the box and while he watched on in horror, she screwed it in the end of the shiny domed end to block the hollow sound. “Don’t lose that and make sure you wash the cage frequently. Meet me here at seven-fifty and I’ll take you down to Doctor Harada’s residence.”

She retreated to the chair where she had placed her clothes, while a very disconsolate teacher slipped off the couch. They both dressed and then after leaving the medical centre headed in different directions.


11. Satsuki – Behind bars.

The metal door slammed shut, then the interconnecting wooden door banged, leaving Satsuki stunned and miserable, almost on the point of collapse. She hardly noticed the surly youngster, she had seen earlier, lying along one of the benches.

She spotted the toilet situated in a corner of the cell, so staggered across to the solitary stainless-steel toilet pan. She sat down on the plastic seat ring and dipped her head, while she did a wee and cried her eyes out.

She couldn’t even wipe her tears away because of the restricting cuffs. Her mind was in a jumble and she couldn’t focus on one single positive thought. All she could think of was the thrashing, metal bars and drug busts, all things that had nothing to do with the safe, happy world which she had been wrenched from.

Movement on the other side of the cell pushed the dark thoughts to one side. She lifted her head when she realized the girl was approaching.

“What’s your name?” the stranger asked.

The limited impression she had of the girl was different from the teenager that hobbled toward her. She now saw a wounded animal, who like her had just been brutally chastised.

“Satsuki,” she sobbed.

The girl stopped and reached her right hand out as far as the restraints would allow and touched Satsuki’s fingers on the stretch. “My name’s Sana. You were unlucky old Inoue was covering the office. He spends most of his time over in the boy’s section. That’s where his office is. We call him In-You, cos all he wants to do is fuck us in any or all of our holes.”

“Well, he lived up to his nickname,” she muttered.

“Welcome to the In-You club. He likes the younger ones.”

The girl visibly cheered as she spoke; and her openness brightened Satsuki’s spirits. She looked up at the camera that was pointing directly at the toilet pan.

The girl shook her head. “They can’t hear us. They like to watch us on the toilet though. Some of the female warders are sick fuckers. Are you a lesbian?”

Satsuki was surprised by the sudden change of subject. “No, I don’t think so. Are you?”

“I am when it suits me. How long are you in for?”

“Four years.” She tried to sound crushed by her fake sentence.

“First time?”

She nodded. “Unfortunately.”

“I’ve got another two to serve. Look, a word of advice. Unless you’re prepared to fight the third-year girls, week after week, try and pick a good one who’ll look after you.”

“You mean one of them will protect me?”

She nodded. “Sure, once she’s fought off the opposition. I know several mothers who are without a sprog. As soon as you show your pretty face, they’ll be buzzing around your honey pot like queen bees. Whatever you do, avoid a bunch of third years who call themselves ‘The League’. Of course, it depends which dorm they’re going to put you in, cos one or two are already owned by them.”

“What are they after?”

“Slaves who’ll suck their pussies and move their product around the academy. That’s why the pigs are constantly searching our holes.”

Satsuki was horrified to find that life inside the reform system revolved around a huge sex protection racket where a girl’s holes and tongue were her bargaining chips.

She wondered if she should ask for a name of a ‘mother’, but she would hardly give her the name of the girl she was running drugs for.

She decided to change the subject. “Have you ever spent a week in solitary confinement before?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Who said I’m in there for a week?”

She had misspoken and quickly backpedalled. “Um, I overheard the officers saying you were going into solitary for seven days.”

The girl shook her head, then pointed to the side of the stainless-steel pan. “Push that down and a jet of water will hit your ass…”

She tried it and luxuriated in the soothing sensation, while wiggling her ass from side to side.

The girl smiled. “That fucking horse they’ve just installed is taking the piss. How many strokes did you get?”

She shook her head. “He never used it on me. After shagging all my holes, he put me over his knee and thrashed my buttocks with a stick.”

A look of pity came over the girl’s face. “That’s what he does whenever he gets the chance; and he’s not the only one.”

Satsuki slowly stood up and found she was an inch or two shorter than Sana.

The girl moved forward until their tits were touching. “Show me how good a kisser you are and I’ll tell you a secret.”

Satsuki gestured toward the camera. “What about the guards?”

She laughed. “The kinda kissing I’m suggesting is allowed in here, but if you dropped to your knees and snogged my pussy, we’d both get punished.”

She allowed Sana to kiss her on the lips. She guessed they were the same age, but poles apart when it came to kissing girls. Sana gave her a full passionate kiss and if she could have hugged her, she would have. It was a bizarre experience, kissing while dressed in a short tunic and having her hands restrained. Then the girl moved her hips sideways so her right hand could reach under the hem of Satsuki’s tunic and touch her peeping pudendal cleft.

Satsuki, surprised by the move, was slow to react, but the girl pushed her mons forward, so she followed suit and began stroking her smooth labia lips. They were pressed up against each other’s bodies, left hip to left hip, kissing and fondling each other for a couple of minutes until Sana ended the kiss and breathlessly stepped away.

“I want you to look at my ass. Tell me what it looks like after twelve strokes from that fucking machine.”

The girl bent forward and gathered her tunic up to reveal her shapely peach. At first, Satsuki was puzzled because all the discoloured marks she could see were several days old. However, when she relaxed her cheeks the full horror of the punishment was evident. Her entire ass valley was red raw from multiple blows on a narrow strip of flesh that included her anus, perineum and an inch of her labia.

The girl stood up and frowned at Satsuki. “Tell me.”

“It looks awful, Sana. It’s going to be sore for a while.”

“It fucking hurts like hell.” She gestured to the other side of the room. “Let’s sit down.”

The pair walked across the room and gingerly sat at one of the cool vinyl padded benches. Satsuki lifted the back of her skirt so the cold surface would dampen the fire raging across the taut skin of her nether region. “Ah, that’s better,” she sighed.

Sana sat close and made a point of holding her hand again. It suddenly occurred to the PA that her companion was desperate for friendship; and promising to tell her a secret was just a ruse to befriend her.

“So, what were you going to tell me?” she asked, not expecting an answer.

“An intruder to our dorm planted the drugs under my mattress as a way of punishing me. You see, I’ve been approached countless times, by several older girls to be a mule and I’ve refused. Planting stuff is their way to warn me and all the other girls in my dorm. Dorm Four has been singled out by them and they won’t let up until one of us folds.”

She spoke so earnestly, Satsuki believed her. “That’s appalling. You could have your sentence increased. You have to tell the wardens.”

“Huh, half of them are bent and some even bring the drugs in. They trade coke for sexual servitude and they’ve all got enormous appetites.”

“Is that how the drugs get in here?”

“A small amount. There’s a minority of older girls on very long sentences – like fifteen years – and have connections outside. Their pals get the drugs in – usually over the fence – and pay the wardens to protect the supply route. I don’t trust the bitch that patrols our floor. I reckon she turned a blind eye so an older girl or one of their mules could plant the drugs under my mattress.”

“Do you know who might have done it?”

“I’ve got a pretty good idea. When I get out of solitary, I’m gonna gouge her eyes out.”

The girl definitely had a hard edge to her character, despite showing a need for companionship. Satsuki wondered if she latched onto her because she was going to be alone for a week.

“Sana, who decides what happens to you?” she asked.

“There’s a panel that’ll sit on Monday, so I’m going into solitary for a couple of days.”

“You have to tell someone you can trust…”

The outside door to the holding cell opened and Kayda Onishi entered the anteroom, carrying a tray of food. She unlocked the internal door to the cell and crossed to where they were sitting. After placing the tray beside Satsuki, she hooked her thumb. “Yoshida, your cell awaits you. Come on.”

The officer left the bowls of stew, rice and vegetables sitting on the tray and walked out without saying a word to Satsuki. She wasn’t someone who felt hungry very often, but after an extraordinarily fraught day, she was absolutely famished. The teenager didn’t have long to wait before the warder returned and let herself into the holding cell.

The dowdy grey uniforms of the interior security service gave the men and women an authoritative aura, but Kayda Onishi struck Satsuki as being a friendly and affable individual. She was an attractive heavily set woman and quite young to be in her profession. Her long, jet-black hair was plaited into a single ponytail and cut with a curtain fringe. It gave her round, serious face an attractive feature, but she hadn’t made an effort to improve her looks, for her face was cosmetic free.

Instead of approaching Satsuki she walked to the other side of the tray, turned and then lifted her skirt. She smiled at Satsuki as she lowered her black panties and removed them all together. Then, after sitting down, she lifted her boots onto the front edge of the bench, either side of her ass.

She clicked her fingers and pointed at the floor. “Girl, come and kneel here. It’s dinner time.”

Satsuki hadn’t recovered from the thrashing she had received at the hands of Officer Inoue, so wanted to avoid upsetting another officer if she could help it. She stood up and moved along the bench until she was standing directly in front of the woman. Then, after dropping to her knees, she found herself staring at the officer’s long meaty cunt, which was splayed wide, due to her lewd posture.

Officer Onishi picked up the bowl of stew and a spoon, then wiped the plastic utensil along the length of her labia. “Okay, Satsuki, this is how I feed sprogs in here.” She rubbed her pussy again. “I call this the fountain. I didn’t bring you a drink because the fountain will provide you with all the juice you need during your dinner. Take a sip now.”

Satsuki hesitated and received a blow on the nose with the spoon. “Get a move on.”

She bowed her head, leant forward and latched on to the woman’s substantial clitoral ridge, which was at least three inches long. Her hood was well defined and proud, so after exploring its fleshy features, she concentrated on lapping her meaty clit, first one way and then the other. After a minute of satisfied murmuring, she was stopped abruptly with a gentle Jerk of a bunch.

“Very good, girl.” Time for some food.

Satsuki, upright on her knees, had to put up with being spoon-fed like a baby, while every now and again dip her head and orally worship the woman. She stipulated five oral sessions before the bowls were empty. Each time she had to hurriedly empty her mouth before sucking on the woman’s succulent folds.

Whether Kayda had planned it, she didn’t know, but on the final oral session, the teenager felt the officer trembling through an orgasm and produce a sudden flood of juices.

“Ahhhhhh, that’s it, baby, drink all of momma’s milk… Gripping Satsuki’s bunches, she kept her face pressed against her cunt until the youngster had hoovered up every last drop of pussy-cum.

The officer lifted Satsuki’s head and cupped the teenager’s chin. “It’s a pity you’re only staying a couple of days…” She ran her thumbs around Satsuki’s lips. “…but there’s enough time for me to get to know what you like…” She gestured to her to stand, then snaked her hands round and grabbed her bruised ass. “…and what you don’t like.”

“Ow…” she gasped when the woman squeezed her fiery cheeks.

“Okay, before I go, kiss me like you kissed the sprog I just took to solitary.”

The warder dropped her feet to the floor and waited while Satsuki bowed her head and kissed another female set of lips. A hand nudged her thighs apart and as the kiss developed, fingers delved into her succulence from the front and into her tightness from the rear.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned while the officer increased the number of fingers stretching her orifices until there was room for no more.

She was relieved when the fingers eased out and began exploring the curves of her ass, her flat tummy and smooth mons. The kiss ended as did the caresses when the woman brusquely pushed her back so she could stand up.

“Enough!” she declared. “I’ve got work to do. One of the girls will be down later with a bag of clothes from the stores. After you’re dressed, the girl will take you up and show you your cubicle.”

There were no pleasantries from the officer, just the hard, cold unemotional statement, before she marched over to the door with the tray and let herself out. Her first impressions had been wrong, for the woman was only interested in one thing – sexual gratification. Satsuki, distraught beyond reason, collapsed onto the padded bench and cried for as long as the tears would flow.


12. Satsuki – New accomodation.

At least an hour had passed, since Officer Onishi left the cell, when a girl was brought in by a female warder. She unlocked the inner door and allowed the girl to enter. Satsuki sat up and waited while the pair approached.

The girl placed a canvas bag beside Satsuki. “My name is Ami Nakajima. Officer Onishi chose me to be your escort until this time tomorrow.” She didn’t sound very happy about her task.

“Thank you, Ami, are my clothes in there?”

They were interrupted when the officer stepped forward and unlocked her cuffs and the bayonet belt buckle, then removed the belt. The surly warder stepped back but remained standing not far away. While Ami recovered a blue sailor-style dress from the bag, Satsuki slipped the tunic off and gratefully took the dress.

“Is there a bra?” she asked.

“First years can only wear a bra under day uniform.”

Satsuki shrugged it off, for her firm tits didn’t need support. The officer studied her nakedness as she lowered the dress over her head, then lost interest. The woman strolled around the cell impatiently while Satsuki scrambled into a pair of full blue panties that were too small for her, a pair of knee-length black socks and black shoes.

The warder picked up the restraints and discarded brown tunic, then led them out of the cell. Satsuki carried the canvas bag. Which contained the rest of her academy uniform and was mightily relieved to be leaving the holding cell. After what had happened, the teenager was determined to play meek and mild and avoid confrontations for the rest of her stay in the academy.

After being shown through a door into the main academy, Ami took her arm and hurried her along. “I’ve got nothing against you, girl, but if you get me or my friends in any trouble, we’ll make your life a fucking misery until Sana returns.”

Satsuki wasn’t in the mood to go head to head with the violent inmates she was likely to meet over the weekend, so she decided to take a submissive role with them. It meant grovelling and kowtowing to a bunch of girls her age or younger, but it had to be done. She had some fighting skills, but she would be mad to use them in such an environment. Also, if she was going to help Takumi find two athletic girls, she had to remain focused on what her real mission was.

“Um, Ami… My name is Satsuki and I can assure you, I won’t make any trouble for you or your friends. I just want a quiet life.”

They had just arrived at the bottom of a broad staircase. Ami stopped her and poked her left tit. “How long is your sentence?”

“Four years.”

“You and me, we’re sprogs, and we’ll never have a quiet life. Not until we’re older and immune from the bullying that’s rife in this place. That goes for all the other shit-hole academies in this fucking country. Just do as you’re told and one day you might get to give the orders instead of taking them. Come on…”

They climbed one flight of stairs, then walked along a corridor till they arrived at room number ‘4’. Ami pointed along the corridor. “Those double doors at the end open into the community room. It’s open till nine-thirty. We have to be ready for bed by ten o’clock. Come on, everyone should be in the room by now.”

They entered a large room that appeared to be divided into two. The space they stepped into was a lounge area with six, low back, easy chairs and three low occasional tables. The side walls were lined with bookshelves that were thinly populated. Beyond the lounge area were the sleeping cubicles, each with a long curtain across its face. At the end of the short walkway between the six bedrooms was a doorway through which Satsuki could see a bathroom.

The seats were empty, but Ami gestured to her, to follow her through the chairs. A girl stuck her head out of a cubicle. “It’s Ami and the newbie,” she announced.

She and three other girls bundled out into the gangway and watched them approach. They stopped about three feet away so Ami could introduce her to the group. “This is Satsuki, she’s in here for the long haul.”

Then she introduced her friends, Chiyo, Ena, Haya and Kairi. The PA didn’t quite know what to say, because she sensed there was mild hostility toward her. They were all wearing matching, unflattering navy-blue dresses like the one she was wearing. Belts would have been a good idea to show off the teenager’s curves, Satsuki thought. Two of the girls had their black hair in bunches and the other three had it cut to the shoulder and had left it loose; but all of them had fringes giving them an intriguing uniformity.

Chiyo was taller than the others, Ena was fatter, Haya wore glasses and Kairi had braces on her teeth. Ami had a similar build to Satsuki and the cutest of the group. She had to think of something to say. because there was an awkward pregnant pause.

She pulled her skirts up and pulled the leg elastic of her panties. “Are these for real?”

Two girls smiled and another nodded. She had successfully broken the ice.

“Unfortunately, that’s what you’ll be wearing for the next two years.”

“No bikini briefs or g-strings?”

Everyone laughed. Chiyo stepped forward as though she was the ringleader. “Your cubical is the end one.” She gestured. “We’ll help you unpack.”

The tall girl led the way and the other four followed. Chiyo pointed. “Empty your stuff on the bed…”

“She’s been given a new set,” Ami announced as though it was a rare event.

Satsuki turfed the contents of the bag onto the covers and scanned the items. She went to pick up a skirt but Chiyo stopped her.

“Wait. There are two traditions that newbies have to do before you’ll be accepted into our group.”

She turned through 180 degrees to face the five girls. The single bed was pushed against the right-hand wall. Beside the bed to her right stood a high-back chair, then a wardrobe. Opposite stood a wide set of drawers, pulled near the curtain, so she could get in the robe. There was barely enough room to swing a cat and she despaired that girls had to live in such tiny rooms for years on end.

“What sort of traditions?” she asked.

“First, we want a French kiss on our pussy lips, then you have to swap your new clothes with some of ours. Once you’ve done that, you become part of the group,” Chiyo informed her.

She shrugged. “Sounds fair enough to me.”

The girls looked at each other with surprised expressions on their faces, suggesting they didn’t expect her to acquiesce so eagerly. However, it didn’t stop them from lifting their skirts to reveal their navy-blue panties and pushing their tummies forward. Even Satsuki, who wasn’t aware she had any sapphic desires, found the sight of five girls flaunting their bulging mons, arousing.

Satsuki dropped to her knees and shuffled toward the ringleader, Ami. Slim and less shapely, her panties weren’t very tight. After pealing them down and revealing a neat triangle of black pubes, she pressed her nose into the tight curls. Then, darting her tongue out, she was able to lick the teenager’s lips and delve into her pudendal cleft.

When she sat back after five quick flicks, she was making a statement that she had agreed to just a kiss and do nothing more. When she moved to the next girl Ami pulled her panties up and left the room. Satsuki carried on though, pealing Ami’s panties down, off her shapelier ass. There were no black curls just a baby smooth vulva and cute pudendal dimple and cleft.

While she was kissing the girl’s firm sex lips, the tall girl returned with a couple of items of clothing. She wasted no time in swapping them for some of the new items lying scattered on the bed.

So, Satsuki continued along the line until she had finished with Haya, who was standing on her own, while the others continued to sort through Satsuki’s new uniform. When she stood up, Chiyo was standing at the end of the bed holding a blue dress.

“I want the one you’re wearing…” She lifted the one she was holding. “You can have this one.”

Satsuki thought the girl was going too far. Playing the submissive was one thing, but to have all five girls treat her like dirt was unacceptable, so she had a change of heart. “Haven’t you gone far enough?”

“If you want to fit in, you’ll do as I say.”

“I might only be in this dorm until Monday.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Sana said that the disciplinary hearing is on Monday. She might get off and be back here sooner than you think.”

At the sound of Sana’s name all five girls gathered closer. It was Ami that asked the question on all their lips. “When did you talk to Sana?”

“She was in the holding cell when that brutal male officer had finished fucking me.”

“So, you were inducted by In-You?”

“I was. Is there anything I can do about what that animal did to me?”

“You can talk to the Vice Principal, but he’ll accuse you of making false accusations and give you another good thrashing. The interview will probably end with you giving him a blowjob!”

If Takumi had any inkling of the conditions in the academy, he would never have arranged for her to spend the weekend in such a hell hole, she guessed. But, he had made a deal to pay Himara’s bond, which put her position at Tanaka Tyres in jeopardy. So, she thought, if she could carry out her mission and spot a couple of girls, she would prove her indispensability.

“Tell us what Sana said,” Haya demanded.

“She said that the drugs were planted and that it was a warning from the older girls.”

The girls nodded glumly. “They picked on Sana because she was our leader and stood up against ‘The League’.”

“The League? Who are they?”

“A group of third years. They are behind the protection racket and drug running that goes on in here,” Chiyo explained. “Sana will be safe in solitary, but I’m afraid the cunts will put her in the ‘CAP’ program and turn her into a fucking Puppy-girl.”

“I heard an officer talking about that,” Satsuki deliberately lied. “What a crazy idea.”

“Yerrr. Everyone is terrified of the treatment and the third years are taking advantage of that fact,” Ena added. “Can you imagine having to crawl around with everyone staring at your pussy?”

They all shook their heads. Satsuki knew it was a very real possibility that Sana Yoshida was well on the way to becoming the next girl in the program, but she didn’t comment.

“So, what happens now that Sana’s in solitary? What’s their next move?” Satsuki asked.

“Its sports day tomorrow. We’ve got to stick together otherwise one of us will be picked off.” Chiyo said. “I think violence will be their next tactic, so we’ve got to be on the lookout for an attack.”

All the girls nodded, then Kairi spoke up for the first time. “You’re unlucky to walk into the middle of a nasty feud. Most of the other dorms are controlled by one group of third years or another. I think it’s only us and ten who are standing up against them.”

Chiyo pointed up at the clock which showed it was 9:25. “It’s time to shower and get ready for bed. I’ll take that dress now…”

The girls had been open with her and Chiyo was desperate to get her hands on the new dress, so she relented and lifted it off over her head.

All five girls studied her trim body, especially her tits. “Are you a good runner?” Haya asked.

“I am, why?”

“Tomorrow is the trials and with Sana we had a good chance of winning the four by four hundred relay. You can take her place.”

She was a good runner and 400 meters was her best distance. “Okay, I’m up for that.”

The girls dispersed and returned to their cubicles to undress, leaving Satsuki alone in the tiny room mulling over the situation. It was the first time she had been on her own since leaving the doctor’s residence. The solitude made her even more desperate to avoid any more confrontations and end her nightmare existence at the Toyushi Academy as soon as possible!


13. Yasue – On the Spot.

The young psychologist pushed through the glass entrance doors and crossed the lobby to the security window. An officer, sitting at a desk, got to her feet, picked up a clipboard and approached her.

“Name?” she asked.

“Doctor Yasue Furuki, I started yesterday, Officer.”

“Good evening Doctor. I see you have just joined the junior staff. My name is Officer Akito. Please step inside for a moment.”

The woman was polite and because she was used to security searches from her previous employment, she accepted the inevitable.

The officer pointed to a blank wall. “Please stand with your back against the wall and put your hands behind your neck. I’m going to formally search you. It shouldn’t take a minute.”

Yasue was seething that the doctor had withdrawn her security clearance. Junior members of staff were treated with as much suspicion as the inmates, during security crackdowns, like the current one at the academy. She gritted her teeth while the officer searched her mouth while wearing latex clad gloves, then lifted the hem of her blouse so she could examine the seams of the childish bra.

Finding nothing suspicious in the loose garment, the guard gestured toward the floor. “Feet eighteen inches apart and lift your skirt so I can see your underwear.” She moved her feet and lifted her skirt.

The officer immediately spotted the irregular clamp pushing against the gusset of her panties.

“Are you wearing a clitoral clamp, Doctor?”

“Yes, I am, Officer.”

“I need to check it out.” Without hesitating, the warder squatted and peeled the navy-blue panties down, until they were inside out.

“Owww,” she complained when the warder gave it a tug and pushed it from one side to the other.

“Hurts, does it?”

“It is tender, Officer. It was only fitted this afternoon.”

The surly woman stood up, turned and picked up the clipboard from the desk. “Everything seems to be in order, Doctor. Have a nice day.”

“I’ll try, Officer, thank you.” She hauled her panties up and while heading for the door, tucked her blouse in.

She had been a fool to think she could hoodwink the academy and work as a senior member of staff. Life was going to be difficult for a while, but the pain and trouble would be worth it, if she could get past the first couple of days.

The gravel path took her past the main academy building, across a wide lawn and finally to a security gate into the private residence compound. She pushed the buzzer and waited. The lock buzzed, enabling her to push the gate open. The 100-yard walk to the service road was pleasant, through mature woodland which continued round behind the staff residences.

The doctor was waiting for her at the front door and ushered her inside. “Yasue, go on through to my office.”

He followed her down the hall and into a decent size room at the back, which was much more than an office. Doctor Harada’s desk and filing cabinets took up only half of the room. The other half was devoted to an examination couch which was much more impressive than the one in the psychology office, in the main building. It was covered in a dark brown crushed velvet material and begged to be laid on.

After closing the door, he pointed toward his desk. “Over there, Yasue.” She stopped at the corner of the antique piece of furniture, but he passed her and sat in the impressive, leather swivel chair.

He turned to face her and after sitting back, signalled with his hand. “Skirt off.”

She quickly unfastened the ‘A’ line skirt, folded it and placed it on a chair behind her.

“Yasue, what are you?”

“Um, well…”

“Think girl, your future could go in one of two directions and you know what they are. So, what are you?”

“I’m a passionate psychologist who believes in the ‘CAP’ program Sir. I’m also a liar and would like to apologize for misleading you.”

“I accept your apology, but I’m only one of four important men in this academy. You’re a poor liar and should know better. Take your blouse off.” He waited while she unbuttoned it and slipped it off. “Tell me how you got on with Fujio Matsue.”

“His collar doesn’t seem to be working so I had to relieve him before fitting the ‘Type Five’ cage restraint.”

“The collar is working fine. I chose to leave him with a functioning libido so he would search out another inmate to replace Etsuko, the girl he lost to the program. I misjudged the man and didn’t realize he was besotted with the sprog. Anyway, leaving him with a libido has produced results. This is what happened during lunch in math room two…” He pulled out a picture from a drawer and pushed it along the desk.

The photograph was of a first-year girl sitting on a desk, holding her skirt up to show the math teacher her panties. Because the camera was high, she couldn’t see Mr Matsue’s face, but the bending man sniffing the girl’s panties was definitely the math teacher.

“He doesn’t waste any time, does he, Sir?”

“The man is a predator and will prove invaluable, but I’ve got to punish him for contacting Tanaka Tyres.”

“Yes, of course, sir. I’ve arranged to meet him at seven-fifty and bring him here, Sir.”

“I want a report on your implants. I assume Matsue talked you into letting him fuck you?”

No preamble. The doctor ploughed straight in. “Yes, Sir, it was my decision. I wanted to see if what Doctor Kaneko said was true.”

“Remove your panties, Yasue. What did he say?”

“He said there were five settings and that the default setting dampened my libido,” she explained, as she thumbed the panties down, then let them drop to her ankles.

Doctor Harada eyes were glued to her pert ass as she bent over to retrieve the garment. “It’s true, there are five settings. Did you feel any excitement at all while he shafted you?”

“No, Sir, but for some reason my vulva is humming now.”

“That’s because I’ve turned the Micro-Vibration Stimulator up two notches. That’s one above your natural level.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

He seemed annoyed by her response. “I’ve raised it so I can test the implants. You’ll also need it for your appointment with Officer Inoue.”

“My appointment, Sir?”

“Come here.” He waited until her knees were touching the front edge of his chair, then reached around and cupped her firm buttocks. “Chief Inoue has a lot of clout at the academy. The disciplinary panel is made up of myself, Officer Inoue, Doctor Kaneko, the VP, and one other. When I told the Chief 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.”

She was horrified to hear that she had four punishments coming. “Sir, I did what I did, so I could work with you and work on the ‘CAP’ program.”

“And, so you shall, but first you will suffer four times for your dishonesty… Hands behind your head.”

The doctor moved his hands to her hips, then with his thumbs touching, slid them up her torso. After pushing her bra up, he cupped her firm breasts and began massaging them with a powerful squeezing technique.

“While you were dealing with our troublesome math teacher, I removed Etsuko from the Puppy suit and returned her to her inmate status. Miss Fukura took Etsuko and Himara back to dorm ten where, they will stay until they are collected on Wednesday by Takumi Kondo. It wasn’t how we planned their departure, but the academy has made a financial killing, so all’s well that ends well.”

“What about the investor I met at the barbeque?”  He and his wife were keen to take Himara and a boy off our hands.”

“Sana Yoshida is being suited as we speak and will join Sam and Koji in the morning for training. They’ll make a nice suited trio for the presentation I’m arranging for Sunday. 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.”

It wasn’t what Yasue wanted to hear, but she’d grin and bear the shameful 24 hours, if it put her in the doctor’s good books. “I will embrace it, Sir, and I’m grateful that you’re giving me a chance to redeem myself.”

“Okay. I want you on your back, on the desk. You know the drill.”

She had spotted that one end of the desk was clear, so backed up against it and after hoisting her ass up, laid back. Then, lifting her knees onto her chest, she pulled them down as low as possible to accentuate her convex, thrusting labia. She held her breath while Doctor Harada examined the two-inch clamp and her excited sex.

“This is an expensive bit of kit…” He pulled her major lips apart and started to rub the valleys either side. “Any sensations, Yasue?”

It would have been so much better if he uncovered her clitoral ridge and hood, for her pussy was vibrating with desire. “That’s nice, Sir. I can feel a pleasant sensation.” He started to rub her minor lips and push against her wet entrance. “Oh, that feels fantastic… Ahhhhhh, yes, I like that…”

“Concentrate, Yasue. This is an experiment.” Slap!

“Ow,” she complained when he slapped her pussy. “Sorry. Sir.”

How could she not express pleasure when her sex was hot and making her horny, she thought, while he released his tackle.

He had already speared her twice in the short time since she arrived. Lying on the desk was a new position and her body felt much more responsive when he nudged her entrance with his impressive crown. She knew from her earlier affair with him that he was a demanding lover, with a wide sadistic streak in his character. For the time being though, he was content to slowly impale her on his rock-hard dick and try and discover if the Micro-Vibration Stimulator system was working.

“It feels as though your juices are flowing, Yasue…”

She could feel a hot thrill spreading out from her vagina. “Yes, Sir. I was dry when I had sex with Mr Matsue and now my juices are back.”

“Good. Let’s see how you respond to this…” She gripped the edge of the desk as the doctor began to thrust his hips and piston his dick into her quim at a rapid rate of knots.

“Ahhhhhhhhh,” she sighed softly as the thrill intensified and tipped her over the edge into a nerve-jangling orgasm.

She had never experienced such an intense feeling and the fact that her whole body was engulfed in the experience, made it even more sensational. She continued to moan and writhe as the doctor continued to pursue the experiment on her young body and sate his own lust for sex.

She was going to have to face Officer Inoue, the Vice Principal and Doctor Kaneko in turn and suffer their ire. However, all thoughts of the punishments were pushed to the back of her mind as she wallowed in a sea of intense orgasmic sensations.


14. Satsuki – Shameful treatment.  

The teenager went to the tall chest of drawers and discovered it was empty, so quickly got on with putting the underwear and socks away. There was nothing new left on the bed among the socks, and panties. After she had dealt with the small items, there were two each of the blue dresses, red tartan skirts, white blouses, nighties, leotards, shorts and a red cardigan, all to be packed away.

She was never going to wear all the items before Takumi collected her on Monday, but she had to go through the motions. One thing that horrified her when she came to fold the leotards, was that instead of having a gusset, there was a reinforced slot, rather like the ones in the Puppy-girl suits.

There were shorts in among the clothes, but she had seen, on the CCTV screen, girls playing in just the leotards. The camera position was high so she couldn’t see if they were wearing similar bodysuits. It didn’t seem possible that the academy would deliberately make the girls expose their sex while playing sports, but the Puppy program showed that anything was possible.

Once Satsuki had packed the clothes away, removed her panties, socks and shoes, and let her hair down, she walked through to the shower room. It was a decent size but completely open plan. There were three squatting toilets on the left, six basins on the wall ahead, and the open showers were on her right.

All five girls were under the three showerheads, washing each other’s bodies. Ena was with Haya, Chiyo was scrubbing Kairi’s back and Ami was washing herself. They all had severely bruised asses, so she wasn’t ashamed by the red welts that temporarily scared her pert posterior. She wasn’t surprised when none of them reacted to the visible evidence of her thrashing as she walked to the end of the line.

Satsuki suspected Ami was missing her friend, Sana, so went and joined her under the hot spray. “Are you close to Sana?” she asked the girl.

“We’re all close. The six of us have been together for seven months.” She handed Satsuki the bar of soap. “Wash my back, will you?”

“Sure…” She started on Ami’s shoulders and worked her way down to her bruised ass.

Close up, she could see that there wasn’t a single square inch that wasn’t damaged below the girl’s coccyx. Satsuki wasn’t surprised when the youngster widened her stance and bent forward to make it easier to wash her ass and sex. “Do you want me to er… go in…?” she asked tentatively.

“Yes, get on with it” came the brusque reply. “I’ll do your holes after you’ve done mine.”

So, having been given an invitation, Satsuki lathered her fingers and eagerly delved into both of the teenager’s orifices. While she was attending to Ami, the other four girls were similarly engaged, so none of them heard a guard enter their dorm and stop in the doorway to the bathroom.

Chiyo was the first to spot the woman and warn the others. “Officer Onishi, you’re early tonight,” she said loudly and stepped out from under the shower.

The warder put up a hand. “Don’t stop what you’re doing. I’m here to remind you that because of the drug find, you’re on lock down tonight.”

All the girls let out a groan and instead of washing each other, attended to their own needs. Satsuki picked up a bottle of shampoo and started lathering her hair, while all the time keeping an eye on the guard.

“She’s a wolf in sheep’s clothing, kid. Watch your back,” Ami whispered in her ear.

Kayda Onishi waited until they had all finished their hair, then stepped into the bathroom.

Satsuki caught her breath when the warder pulled the baton from her belt and extended it. She poked Chiyo’s tummy. “You, Otsuka, Kuba and Kikuchi, get out and go and get ready for bed. I want you on your beds ready for inspection at ten o’clock sharp!”

The four girls turned their showers off, stepped off the darker tiles and left the bathroom. The guard turned to Satsuki and her new friend. “Nakajima, turn the water off, then I want you and Ayaki to put a show on for me. You know what I like.”

“Just follow my lead,” Ami whispered.

She embraced Satsuki low, around the waist, and started kissing her, open mouthed. The PA responded by hugging her body and making the passion as intense as possible. She felt her sore ass being fondled, so she responded in kind.

Ami was a good kisser and they really got stuck in, while continuing to rub their nubile bodies against each other. It would have been more enjoyable if the warder wasn’t circulating their naked, writhing bodies, watching what they were doing.

“All right, Ayaki. Nakajima wants her pussy sucked.”

As if it was rehearsed, Ami turned, lent forward and placed her hands on her knees. Desperate to avoid any more strokes on her ass, Satsuki dropped to her knees and plunged her mouth against the teenager’s thrusting sex.

Not only was her pussy dripping wet with water, the girl was massively aroused, turning her entrance into a hot, succulent, fleshy whirlpool. Satsuki tried to provide as strong a lapping as possible, while letting the officer watch her thrusting tongue attack Ami’s labia and orifices.

“Sweet, girl, that feels soooo good… More, oh yes… Deeper... Oh, yessss…” Ami continued sighing and moaning for several minutes until the warder nudged Satsuki’s bobbing head.

“Enough, girls, go and get ready for bed.”

They each grabbed a towel from a pile by the door and hurried to their cubicles. The curtains were drawn open, so Satsuki could see that the other four were at different stages of getting ready.

Haya, who was in the cubical opposite Satsuki’s, had donned her short nightly, which was made from thin white satin-like material. Where her body was still damp, it turned the material almost transparent. Her breasts and perky nipples were particularly visible as she dried her hair with the towel.

Kayda Onishi paced back and forth a couple of times in the walkway, then pointed up at the clock with her stick. “I’ll be back in ten minutes. Anyone not in position by the time I return, gets three strikes.”

The group waited for the door to close, then came out of their cubicles, while still rubbing their hair furiously. Satsuki and Ami had only just slipped their nighties onto their wet bodies so were behind the others.

“Can we wear panties in bed?” Satsuki asked.

They all shook their heads. “Nope. If we did, the wardens wouldn’t be able to play with our cunts,” Chiyo said ruefully.

“What does ‘lock down’ mean?”

“It means we’re cuffed to our beds until seven o’clock in the morning. Go to the toilet now so you don’t soil your diaper.”

“Diaper? You’re fucking joking, right?” Satsuki surprised herself by her reaction to the news.

“No, it’s a way of punishing the whole dorm for the crimes of one,” Haya explained. “Humiliating us is supposed to make us think twice about what happened, but it’s a load of bullshit!”

“Especially as Sana isn’t guilty of a crime in the first place!” Kairi added.

Chiyo held her hands up. “Okay girls. We haven’t got Sana, but we are six. It is, what it is. We’re all in here because of what we did on the outside. We won’t be crushed!” She held her fist out and the others pushed theirs against it, as did Satsuki.

“WE WON’T BE CRUSHED!” They shouted in unison.

They all patted Satsuki’s shoulders, upper arms and back. “We call ourselves ‘The Typhoons’, cos we’re fast and kick butt!” Ena exclaimed.

Satsuki felt elated and excited to be included in the teenager’s euphoric moment. Thrown in the deep-end, the inexperienced and naïve PA was finding that the black cloud hanging over her head had the faintest glimmer of a much-needed silver lining.

Chiyo brought them down to earth. “Hopefully it’s only for one night. We must get through tomorrow without any more trouble.”

“Could it be longer?” Satsuki asked.

“Fucking security make their rules up as they go along,” Ami pointed out. “We’d better get on our beds otherwise the ‘K’ bitch will be on the war path.”

Satsuki watched Haya lie down on her back with her head on her pillow, so followed suit. The nightie was just long enough to cover her mons and two inches of thigh. At least, she thought, the bed was comfortable, but was she going to be happy after the warder had visited?


15. Satsuki – The persuader.

The girls didn’t have long to wait before the authoritarian woman returned to the dorm and dumped a bag in the walkway. She glanced in the cubicles then removed two pairs of leather cuffs from the holdall. Satsuki raised her head so she could witness what the warder was doing to Haya.

She began by strapping the cuffs to the posts on the ends of the bedhead then buckled attached cuffs to Haya’s wrists. Next came a head harness and connected hollow plastic ball gag that stretched her jaw. Finally, Officer Onishi removed a large diaper from the bag.

Standing at the side of the bed, Kayda pulled the teenager’s nightie up, while Haya obliged by lifting her knees onto her chest. After placing the nappy under her ass, the teen dropped her legs so the officer could complete the task. The pink plastic, outer exterior, had three sticky tabs which enabled the warder to secure the nappy tightly around the girl’s waist.

The whole process only took a couple of minutes, then Officer Onishi moved onto the girl in the next cubicle. Haya lifted her head and winked at Satsuki, suggesting she wasn’t too uncomfortable. The ball gag was the worst part of the punishment, but her new friend didn’t seem too concerned.

Satsuki had to wait over ten minutes, because the guard had left her to last. She entered the cubicle carrying the hand cuffs and started fastening them to the corner posts.

“I’ve been looking forward to this moment, Ayaki. I hope you have too.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” she parroted and chuckled. “I bet you have...” After fastening the leather cuffs tightly to the PA’s wrists, she bowed her head and stared into Satsuki’s eyes. “You’re the sweetest thing I’ve ever seen in here and I’ve been dying to take a closer look at your body.”

The woman studied her trembling figure, then reached down and pulled the hem of her nighty up past her navel. She had to use more effort to pull it higher and reveal her teenage, perky tits. “Are you going to be a good girl, Ayaki?”

With her wrists secured to the metal bedhead she would have been extremely foolhardy to argue with the woman. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good girl,” she said while stroking her flat tummy and the swell of her mons.

The hand returned to her tummy then started fondling her tits. After a minute, she twisted and squeezed her nipples. “Very nice, but I’ll save these for tomorrow night. I’m after the main prize tonight.”

She stood up and unfastened her skirt, then, after it had dropped out of sight, she lowered her black panties. Before making a move, she leant over Satsuki and touched the teenager’s lips.

“Open wide and stick your tongue out, kid.” She stroked the teenager’s tongue and gave it a squeeze, as though she was about to rip it from her mouth. “I want this to work harder and go deeper than your first effort. Understand?”

“Yush…” She let go. “Yes, Ma’am.”

The warder put a knee up on the edge of the bed and then hoisted herself up, until she was straddling Satsuki’s upper body. The youngster could hardly believe what was happening, when the woman slowly lowered her ass onto her face, but it was happening!

The officer concentrated on positioning her cunt on Satsuki’s mouth, before she slipped her hands under the teen’s bubble-like ass cheeks and lifted them up a couple of inches.

“Mmmmmm,” Satsuki gasped into the muskiness blotting out all the light above her.

She sucked, licked and thrust her tongue as vigorously as she could into the woman’s juicy, fleshy folds. It was difficult because the warder was determined to grind her ass and cunt onto Satsuki’s face. Her discomfort was compensated by the sensations emanating from her own pussy, for the warder was showing her how to perform the perfect sapphic cunny licking.

That was until she decided to nibble on her clitoral ridge and hood. “Urrrrrrrr,” Satsuki groaned when the woman’s attack started to cause a deep stabbing pain in her labia.

Satsuki’s arms and shoulders were pinned by the woman’s legs, while a great weight bore down on the youngster’s chest. The warder lifted her ass off the bed again and prised her legs further apart with her fingers, from behind, so she could mash the teen’s cunt with more force. She didn’t penetrate her at all, just sucked and chewed her clitoral flesh.

The sadistic woman ignored her complaints and continued to grind her own cunt on the teenager’s face until Satsuki triggered the woman’s orgasm. “Uhhhhhh,” she groaned when the heavy body on top of her started to spasm and seep pussy-cum into her mouth. It took several minutes for the warder to pull herself together and climb off the teenager.

Satsuki laid stunned and exhausted while the officer pulled her panties and skirt on. After straightening her clothes, the woman fetched a head harness from the bag and leant over Satsuki to strap it onto her head.

“That’s my baby girl. I’ll just pop that in your mouth… That’s it, open wide…” She pushed the hollow ball in, then completed the procedure by pulling Velcro straps together. “You’ll be thinking of me all night, baby, having drunk from the fountain. And, don’t worry, there’s plenty more where that came from.”

Satsuki was cursing her luck. The woman had fixated on her ever since Officer Inoue made her expose her vulva to the sadistic woman in the office. After fondling her tits again, she pulled Satsuki’s nighty down and fetched a diaper.

“You saw how Kikuchi behaved. If I have to tell you anything more than once, I’ll give you three strokes and then fit your diaper.”

Satsuki immediately lifted her knees onto her chest so the warden could slip the diaper under her lower back.

“Keep your knees there, girl,” she said, leaning over and using her fingers to examine her red raw labia and clitoral flesh.

“Uhhhhhh,” Satsuki groaned when the woman prized her lips apart and grabbed her clidge.

“I won’t be the only one chewing on this juicy steak, mark my words, baby. Now, I may be a stickler for discipline, but I also like to reward a girl if she’s pleased me…”

She released her flesh, went back to the bag in the aisle and returned with a gigantic black dildo. Satsuki’s eyes bulged and she began to tremble with dread at the thought of what she might do with the monster phallus. It was easily as stout as her forearm and almost as long.

She held it in front of Satsuki’s face. “This is my favourite toy, baby. I call it ‘The persuader’. I love to ride it, and you’ll appreciate its finer points too. Once you’ve been stretched with this baby, you’ll be aching to have it fill your teen quim and tight anus whenever I drop by at night. I need to show you that real girls always want more than what men can offer.”

Placing one hand on the back of the youngster’s thighs, she nudged the realistically veined phallus against her minor lips and slipped the shaped crown into her tight, succulence entrance.

“Uhhhhh,” Satsuki moaned and shook her head.

“Baby, I won’t warn you again. Shut the fuck up or I’ll thrash you after you’ve ridden ‘The persuader’.”

The warder had a technique that involved literally screwing the silicone cock into her tight, teenage quim, first clockwise then anti-clockwise.

She paused to taunt the teenager. “Girl, you’re tighter than most of the little shits that end up in here, but we’ll soon have you ready for a spell of fisting.” She saw the horror in Satsuki’s eyes. “Baby, we’ve got all the time in the world. Don’t worry about it, we’ll take it one step at a time.”

Satsuki squeezed her eyes shut as the officer relentlessly drove and screwed the dildo into her protesting orifice. “I think we’ve bottomed out, kid.”

She nodded, hoping the woman would withdraw it and put it away, but the warder was on a mission to drill her with it and that was exactly what she did. The pain to begin with was excruciating and only lessened slightly as she started to withdraw the dildo and thrust it back in. Satsuki tossed her head and cringed inwardly at the beginning, but as her muscles adjusted and her juices started to flow, she calmed down.

“You see baby, our bodies are amazing and only women truly appreciate what we like.” While the woman was speaking, she picked up speed.

Satsuki could no longer keep quiet. “Urrrrrr,” she groaned as conflicting sensations dominated her sensibilities.

“That’s it, baby, show your momma how much you’re enjoying yourself.”

“Urrrrrrrr,” she wailed and writhed when her orgasm exploded and engulfed her body in wave after wave of thrilling sensations.

“Good girl. I think that’ll do for today.” She withdrew the dildo, gave it a lick and then wiped it dry on the open diaper. “Legs down!”

The teenager dropped her legs and laid still while Officer Inoue pulled the three parts of the diaper together and secured it tightly at the waist with the sticky tabs. She stood back to admire her handywork, then pulled the covers over Satsuki’s prone body.

The warder returned to the bag and stood in the aisle to make an announcement. “Girls, I just found out that your pal Sana Yashida will be a Puppy-girl by the time you wake up in the morning. Never mind, I approve of her replacement. See you girls on the sports field tomorrow.”

By the time she had finished crowing, she had reached the entrance door and opened it. She then switched the lights out and left them alone in the pitch-black room. Satsuki could hear heavy breathing sounds from her new friends, but they were nowhere near as distressed as she was.

Having to wear a diaper would have been ten times worse if she was being punished on her own. She was confident she wouldn’t need the toilet until the morning, so hopefully would avoid embarrassing herself. On the up side, the parts of her body causing her the most Jip were tightly wrapped in the thick diaper.

It was on that positive note that Satsuki drifted off to sleep.


16. Satsuki – Unexpected attack.

The teenager woke with a start and panicked. “Urrrrrr,” she groaned through the hollow plastic ball gag. Satsuki pulled on the cuffs and looked around wildly in the blackness, almost in a state of panic. “Urrrrrr.”

Satsuki thought she heard a sound, then noticed a flickering light in the aisle. She froze with fear, then attempted to listen to what was going on. “Sssssss.” Someone whispered but she couldn’t make out what they were saying. “Ssssssss.” More whispers from two different sources. Satsuki could then hear struggling, almost as if two people were tussling on the floor.

Whatever was happening, didn’t sound like a friendly act. “Urrrrrr!” One of the girls started to protest.

“Urrrrrrrr!” she joined in, only for a dark shadowy figure to appear at the end of her cubicle.

A bright light came on, blinding her. “Shut up,” the girl hissed.

Satsuki had to look away when she was desperate to understand what was happening. Then, movement in the air warned her of danger.

“Oooof,” she groaned when an object thudded into her stomach, winding her. “Uhhhhhh,” she groaned softly, then writhed about on the bed to try and spread the pain.

What made it worse was that it was so unexpected. Satsuki knew how to defend herself but cuffed to the bed made her an easy target. To avoid another blow, she brought her knees up and twisted onto her side.

“Another sound and the next one will be more painful,” a girl hissed from beside her bed.

She couldn’t respond, for she was struggling to get her breath back. Across the aisle, Haya got the same treatment; and because the light was pointed into her cubicle, Satsuki was able to see that one girl was holding a mobile phone and shining the light, while the other hit Haya with a knotted towel.

Having silenced them both, they returned to what they were doing to the other girls. It was a terrifying situation because she had to lie there and hope whatever they were doing didn’t involve her. It wasn’t her lucky day though, for having spend some time in the other cubicles, three shadowy figures entered hers. One stayed at the end and gripped her ankles while the other two stood at the side of the bed.

Once again, she was blinded by the light as one of the group leant over her head. The attacker unlatched the strap running through the middle of the ball and eased it out of her mouth.

“Make a sound and you’ll regret it,” she hissed.

All the girls were wearing black masks, leaving just their eyes visible, but Satsuki was very observant and studied the girl’s eyes carefully. Another girl, holding a large bottle of water, unscrewed the cap, then handed it to the first girl.

She held it to Satsuki’s lips. “Drink, bitch” she hissed. “It’s only water.”

The girl lifted Satsuki’s head, making it easier to drink from the bottle. The first couple of mouthfuls were welcome to get rid of the warden’s pussy flavours from her mouth, but when the girl continued to force her to drink, she sussed out the purpose of their attack.

“Uhhhhhh,” she exclaimed and shook her head, knocking the bottle sideways and spilling some of the contents.

“Another fucking rebel,” the second girl hissed.

“Four, hold her head for me.”

A third girl came past the girl with the bottle and gripped the head harness.

“Bitch, you’re going to drink it all, then we’ll leave you alone.”

Satsuki drank a few more mouthfuls until the large bottle was half empty, then she began to struggle. “Uggggggggh,” she gasped.

“Hold her nose…”

Fingers pinched her nose, and because of the grip on the harness, she had no option but to drink the rest of the bottle’s contents. She hadn’t eaten a huge amount, so the water immediately made its presence felt in her tummy. Then, after replacing the ball gag, they moved down her body.

While two girls gripped her feet at the end of the bed, a third unfastened the sticky tabs on the diaper. “Very, nice, bitch…” Satsuki squirmed when she stroked her puffy lips. “Juicy, just the way we like them before we warm them up!”

A fourth girl holding a jar, stepped into the wavering light and came around to the side of the bed. She was wearing a latex glove and held it up for Satsuki to see.

“You and your pal across the aisle have been chosen by ‘The League’. You’ll get your instructions on the sports field tomorrow.” She dipped a finger in the jar and showed the PA a glob of white salve. “This is just a taste of what will happen to you and your dorm-mate if you ignore our orders. You two belong to ‘The league’ and if you do as you’re told, dorm four will have our protection.”

The girls holding her feet ran their hands up to her knees and widened the angle of her thighs, enabling the other girl to smear the oily substance along her labia and perineum, then into both orifices.

“Urrrrrrrrrr,” Satsuki raged and squirmed, while the girl continued to violate her anus as far as her fingers could reach.

“Shut it, bitch, or Two will give your stomach another pounding.” The girl withdrew her hand and re-fastened her diaper, ensuring it was even tighter than before. “Sweet dreams sprog and don’t worry, we know who you are!”

The gang left her cubicle and crossed to Haya’s, where they dished out the same treatment to her. With two girls standing at the end of the bed, Satsuki was unable to witness the attack, but from the sounds emanating from her new friend, she guessed her nether region was also being coated with the salve.

One of the girls hissed a warning at Haya, then after regrouping, hurried out of their dorm. It was at that point, Satsuki realized that her pussy and anus were beginning to feel hot and itchy. Some of the girls were groaning and moaning, but hers and Haya’s protests soon became louder and more urgent.

As the hot itch became a burning sensation, she began writhing and rolling her body. The diaper was a curse, because the air couldn’t get to her inflamed pussy. She couldn’t rub the area either, so just had to grin and bear the awful discomfort.

“Urrrrrrrrr,” both she and Haya cried for what seemed like hours.

Satsuki’s tummy began to rumble but it hardly concerned her at first, because of the discomfort down below. However, when she felt gas building in her belly and couldn’t stop a loud fart, she suffered the horrible sensation of diarrhoea squirting into the diaper. She groaned and felt her face heat up with shame, knowing that at some point she was going to have to have it removed.

Worse was to follow as her tummy cramped and more air built up. The teenager was crestfallen and shattered, as fart after fart deposited more and more poo into the diaper. A strong stench began to waft around the room which was going to shock the person that released them from their restraints in the morning. When she thought things couldn’t get worse, they did.

She had known her bladder was full for a while. Unable to hold back any further, her concentration folded and a gush of wee was added to a full load of runny poo. She laid still to try and contain the discharges in the diaper and had some success. One saving grace was that the warm sludge soothed her burning vulva and anus, enabling her to simmer down and cope with the general discomfort.

All the girls were suffering to one degree or another and all were kept awake until their bodies finally gave up the ghost. One by one they fell asleep and a hazy silence descended on the dorm. Satsuki didn’t have such a tough character as the hardened inmates and was probably the last one to drop off into a troubled, fitful sleep.


17. Satsuki – The clean-up.

When an Officer arrived in the morning, she banged on the ends of the beds with her baton to wake them. “What the fuck’s been going on in here!” she yelled.

The gang of girls had left hers and Haya’s covers off, so the warder was able to see that they had all had accidents during the night. Shit was oozing out of their diapers and soiling their bedclothes. The woman set her bag down in the aisle and pulled out a roll of trash bags. Tearing off two for each girl, she put them on the end of the beds then added wads of tissues.

“So, you think you can take the piss! This is what you do,” she said, while pacing back and forth. “Diaper in one bag, bed clothes in the other. Shower, then get into your leotards and report to me in the community room at eight with your black bags. I’ll expect a full explanation about what went on last night.”

The warden then released them from their restraints and left them to clean up the mess. It was a massive relief to have the use of her hands back, but a shock to the system to have to remove a diaper that was full of crap. Some had even got on the hem of her nightie meaning that had to go in a bag as well.

“What a fucking mess,” Haya said, while still kneeling on her bed so she could wipe her pussy and ass.

They both used plenty of tissue to mop up the surplus before dumping it in the bag. Once she was on their feet, Satsuki filled the other bag with the bed covers and placed the knotted bags at the end of the bed.

Her cunt and ass had stopped stinging, but it had turned a bright shade of red and become hypersensitive. “What the fuck did they put on our pussies?” She asked Haya.

“It’s heat rub. They use it in the gym for muscle pain. It’s a nasty fucking thing to do, but they use it to mark their fags. In their eyes, you and me belong to them. Fuck knows how they got hold of the laxative they put in the water.”

The well-planned attack suddenly all made sense to the teenager. Satsuki shrugged. “What are we going to do?”

“As far as I know, they’ve never gone this far before. We need to discuss it with the group.”

“Did they tell you you’d get a message at the sports event today?”

“Yes, and it could be delivered by anyone.” She seemed depressed which wasn’t surprising. “Every sprog there is going to know that we’ve been picked by ‘The League’, when they catch a glimpse of our pussies.”

“We’ll have to keep them hidden.”

“No chance during the races. The teachers and third years don’t let us compete in shorts.”

Satsuki was just considering the awful news, when the other four girls emerged from their cubicles, looking bedraggled and tired. It turned out that they had all been given the laxative but hadn’t had the lotion rubbed onto their nether region and into their holes. Haya quickly explained to Chiyo what the ringleader of the gang had said to them.

Because Satsuki was a newcomer, she took a back seat as the other girls discussed the ramifications of ‘The League’s’ attack on them.

“Let’s get showered…” Chiyo finally suggested.

They filed through to the bathroom, stood under the hot spray and continued their discussion.

“They’re too powerful…” Ena opined. “…and the ‘K’ bitch turned a blind eye so they could attack us. She must be getting a backhander from someone.”

“What about CCTV?” Satsuki asked.

“Huh, that’s only on when it suits them. Whenever we make a complaint, the disk is mysteriously wiped clean.

“Was Officer Onishi on duty after we went to bed?” Satsuki asked.

“Till two in the morning and I heard her say she was going to be at the sports trials,” Chiyo added. She turned to Satsuki and rubbed her right tit with a soapy hand. “Rotten luck the ‘K’ bitch has taken a fancy to you.”

The memory of the enormous dildo stretching the walls of her quim and the way the warder relentlessly fucked her with it, was going to stay with her for some time. “I can’t explain it…”

“You’re fucking gorgeous. That’s why she fancies you. Let me wash your pussy and make sure the hot rub is off your skin.”

Chiyo was three inches taller than the rest of them and made a good leader. Her body was slim and her breasts small. It was a kind offer so she accepted. “Okay, Chiyo.”

Satsuki started to turn but the girl stopped her. “We do it like this… Girls, give me a hand. Hold up Satsuki so I can wash her cunt.”

In an amazing sequence, one girl held her around the waist, another lifted her left leg until she was doing the vertical splits and Ami supported her upper body. That made it an easy job for Chiyo to lather her labia and delve into her twin holes. She gently massaged her sensitive folds and entrances to her orifices for a minute, then did the same to Haya.

Satsuki was grateful to the girls, who once again showed great comradeship in the face of a horrible situation. “Was it really necessary to do this to me?” she asked Chiyo.

“They did it to get your attention and to mark you. You and Haya might not be the only two at the sports trials with bright red pussies. It’s a sign that you belong to them. If you’re transporting product and the guards see your red cunt, they’ll give you a pass on the internal examination.”

“Surely not all the guards are bent.”

“No, but ‘The League’ know when their pal is on duty, and that’s when you’ll be sent to deliver a gram to a sister who might be sitting in the library waiting for a hit, or out at the gym when you can’t avoid the guards.

“But this will fade and then my pussy will look like anyone else’s.”

“Huh, a girl will be waiting for you in the toilets or even in the library. There are plenty of places where the cameras can’t see, and those bitches don’t take no for an answer. Once they’ve picked you, they’re relentless and will keep your cunt cherry red. A word of warning. You mustn’t utter a word of what happened to any of the guards. We may be criminals but we’re not toe-rag snitches.”

After collecting a towel, they filed out of the bathroom and began drying their hair. She wandered into Haya’s cubicle to cheer her up. The attractive teenager had put her glasses on, and with her mussy hair, looked very attractive. Having close physical contact with girls of her own age was a new experience for Satsuki.

She was deeply aroused by Haya’s naked body and wished they were in a hotel room instead of in a high security remand facility.

“Haya, have you ever considered speaking to a guard you can trust?” Satsuki asked.

The teenager stopped rubbing her hair and pushed her glasses higher on her nose. She looked slightly annoyed. “You’re new to this hell hole, but you’ll soon learn that snitching gets you into more trouble than it solves. Girls have been stabbed for less. Believe me you don’t want to mess with the older girls when a cup of boiling water can scar you for life.”

Satsuki was getting a reality check and beginning to realize that Officer Inoue had asked her to do a very dangerous thing – spy on the inmates. She began to feel extremely anxious and decided to keep her head down until she met up with the chief warder the following evening. If she didn’t find out any information, she’d face the consequences, rather than anger the inmates.

She watched her new friend wriggle into one of the white leotards and found herself fantasizing about cuddling the slim teenager. “Why are you in here, Haya. You don’t seem like the type to end up in a remand centre.”

The bespectacled girl paused, leaving her breasts uncovered. “Do you know what?”

“What?”

“I was thinking the same thing about you. I’ll make you a deal. If you suck my nipples, I’ll tell you my crime.”

“I’d like to, but I’d better put my leotard on.”

“I can wait…”

Satsuki returned to her cubicle, retrieved a leotard from the drawer and stepped into it. She turned to find Haya standing by her bed combing her hair and gripping two hair bands between her teeth.

The teenager had donned shorts and white trainers but left her tits uncovered, so Satsuki carried on until she was in the same state.

“Sit down and I’ll comb your hair while you suck my nubs.”

Wearing just a ridiculously lewd leotard, and a pair of shorts, Satsuki sat down on the edge of her bedside chair and waited for the teenager to offer her chunky nipple to her lips. They were a bit bigger than her own and looked as though they had been ravished a few times.

“Just keep quiet when Officer Akito starts asking questions. If anyone is going to say anything, Chiyo will tell her we all felt ill after drinking our milk last night. The answer to your question is that I stole a lot of money from a very rich man. He had a lot of influence and because I wouldn’t tell them where the money was, they gave me a long sentence.”

Satsuki listened and didn’t stop what she was doing. Her new friend enjoyed the experience and her careful sucking technique and gentle tit massage, obviously provided Haya with a great deal of pleasure.

Haya finished her own hair before putting Satsuki’s in bunches. She was disappointed when the girl stepped back and finished putting the bodysuit on because it was time to go. The other girls were milling around in the aisle faffing about with each other’s hair.

“Ready?” Chiyo asked.

“As we’ll ever will be.” The girls grabbed their black bags and filed out of the room, heading for the community room and an appointment with Officer Akito.


18. Satsuki – Riding the bar.

The bemused teenager followed her five companions across the deserted community room, through a door and into a corridor. They entered a small utility room and dumped the laundry bags in a large, wheeled container. They threw the trash down a shoot, then returned to the corridor. Once the girls had congregated outside a door marked ‘WARDER’, Chiyo gave it a loud rap.

A muffled sound was enough of a signal for the taller girl to push the door open and lead the group in. The guard was sitting on the edge of the only desk in the large room, sipping from a glass of orange juice.

She pointed to a blank wall which had a hand rail attached to it, like a ballet practice bar. “Line up over there.”

She waited for them to form a raggedy line, then walked over and began strolling past the girls, like an army sergeant major. On the return journey she finally addressed them. “I don’t know your dorm very well, girls. Do you have a spokesperson?”

Chiyo, standing on the end, held her hand up. “I’m Chiyo and I’m the leader, Miss.”

The warder stopped in front of the tall girl. “Well, what have you got to say for yourself?”

“It must have been the milk last night, Miss. We all drank from the same bottle.”

“In the dining room?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Is that the story from all six?” she asked, while strolling down the line again.

“Yes, Miss,” they all chorused.

“All right. I’m not buying your answer, so I’m going to choose two to ride the bar. Are you still sticking to that story?”

There was a pause, as if they hadn’t expected her response.

One by one they repeated the reply, ‘Yes, Miss’, but Chiyo put her hand up. “I volunteer to ride the bar, Miss, because we’re telling the truth.”

“I volunteer too,” Miss, Otsuka said in a positive tone of voice.

“Me too, Miss.” Ena and Kairi also piped up.

“Shut up, all of you. I’ll decide who stays behind. You know the drill. Drop your shorts, turn and grip the bar.” She drew her baton while the girls carried out her orders.

Satsuki watched the others shimmy out of their shorts, so quickly followed suit, then turned and bent forward so she could grip the bar with both hands. The chrome pole was at the perfect height for her back to be horizontal and her legs to form a 30 degree inverted ‘V’.

The warder didn’t take long to make up her mind. She tapped a girl’s ass further down the line. “What’s your name?”

“Haya Kikuchi, Miss.”

Then she stopped behind Satsuki and tapped her ass. “Name?”

“Satsuki Ayaki, Miss.”

“Ayaki and Kikuchi, stay. You others, put your shorts on and go and wait in the community room.”

Satsuki watched the four girls scramble into their shorts, while the warder tapped her baton in the palm of her free hand. She waited until the door was shut, then went across to an observation window to check the girls were doing as they were told. Satsuki and Haya were looking over their shoulders anxiously, while the guard readied a piece of equipment that looked like a hurdle from the running track.

“Come on over girls and straddle the bar, facing each other.”

It was a relief to stand but a shock to be facing another punishment. The narrow wooden ‘bar’ was supported by an inverted metal ‘V’ at each end. The shaped bar was set just low enough for the girls to be able to step over it and stand with one leg either side. The sharp top edge was capped with a narrow, knobbly rubber strip about half an inch wide.

Standing facing each other, the knobbles were about an inch below their red-raw labia. The ‘V’ supports were welded to a metal base that had two sets of metal shoes attached to it, directly under the bar.

“Trainers in the shoes,” ordered the warder.

Once Satsuki had pushed her feet into the metal shoes, the knobbly strip was nearly touching her lips. Officer Akito knelt down by her leg and closed a fastening across the trainer’s laces, effectively imprisoning her foot. After dealing with the other three shoes, she fetched two pairs of cuffs and snapped them on their wrists, behind their backs.

Satsuki was literally shaking in her boots. If she was on her own, she would have spilled the beans already, but Haya was staying remarkably cool. The attractive teenager stared at her through her lenses and seemed to be trying to convey a message of stoic solidarity.

Standing three feet apart, Satsuki looked down and couldn’t see even a glimpse of her friend’s pussy, due to the cut of the bodysuit. Satsuki suspected that the warder had chosen them because hers was as raw and vulnerable as her own.

“Right, girls. Tell me what happened last night…”

Satsuki expanded her eyes, but Haya slightly shook her head and remained silent.

“Last chance.” The warder went to the end, behind Haya and did something on a control panel attached to the support.

Her feet moved! The metal shoes were moving away from each other so that her pussy dropped onto the narrow bar. She felt the rubber nodules touch her sex.

“Miss, what’s happening?” she gasped.

“Have you something to tell me, Ayaki?”

She tried to extend her leg joints and lift her body; but, having managed to rise a fraction of an inch, her body continued to descend as her stance widened.

“Nooooo,” she wailed when the rough edge pushed into her tender pussy flesh and crushed her clitoral ridge.

“Please stop!” wailed Haya. “It hurts!”

“I’m not stopping till you tell me what happened last night.”

Tears started to stream down both girl’s faces. Satsuki tried to stay still, because the slightest movement made matters ten times worse. The pain was almost unbearable as the pressure increased on her tender ridge of clitoral meat. What was happening to her was inhuman and yet her friend still maintained her silence.

When the metal shoes stopped moving, because their pussies were jammed against the bar, the warder came round to stand between them. “Anything to say girls?”

Satsuki was distraught and in so much pain, her brain had frozen her thought process. Tears streamed down her face and dripped onto the leotard stretched across her breasts. Haya was in exactly the same state and had cried so much her wetted body suit had become semi-transparent.

The sadistic guard folded her arms. “Okay. You’ve both proved you aren’t snitches. As you know, you were both selected last night by ‘The League’ and they left their mark on your cunts…”

Satsuki stared at her tortured friend and saw shock and realization in her eyes. The warder had known all along what had happened and was testing their strength of will. “Please stop, it’s hurting so much…” Haya cried in a desperate voice.

“In a minute, girls. I need to hear you accept that you belong to ‘The League’.”

“Yes, Miss,” they wailed in unison.

“Excellent.” The warder returned to the control panel and triggered the mechanism to return the metal shoes to their original position.

She then went across to the desk, retrieved a small plastic container and returned to the girls. When she opened the box, Satsuki saw that it contained four elongated ‘eggs’.

Officer Akito held one up to show the girls. “I have one for each of your tight, teenage orifices. During the trials this morning you will each be taken to the recovery marquee by a third-year member of ‘The League’. You will transfer one egg to four girls and then your mission will end. Your reward? Protection for room four for the foreseeable future and many other perks after you have proven your commitment to the members of ‘The League’.

Both girls stood in stunned silence while the warder inserted an egg into each of their orifices, while still standing over the bar and shackled in handcuffs. They were not small objects, so the guard had to work hard to force them home in their quims and rectums.

“A word of warning girls. I’m not the only warder in here who knows about you mission. If you fuck us up, we’ll make sure you regret it for the rest of your lives…” She cupped Satsuki’s chin. “I’m sure you’d like to keep your pretty little face.”

The teenager nodded slowly, but paralyzing shock gripped her senses and she was unable to respond. The terrifying thing was that the threat was real and until her meeting with Officer Inoue, there wasn’t a thing she could do about what was happening to her.

The woman released them from the shoes and cuffs, then helped them off the bar. Two very shaky teenagers were led out of the admin office to join four very worried roommates. They didn’t even get a chance to talk to them, because Officer Akito escorted them out of the community room and stayed with them until they reached the dining room. Once there, she sat down and ate her breakfast with them.

The atmosphere was horrible as the six girls silently ate their porridge, toast and scrambled eggs. It was a good meal and they needed it to fill their tummies, after the awful night they had experienced. The four girls that escaped the ‘bar’, knew something was up and Haya was probably 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 drugs. A warder had threatened to damage her face if she didn’t follow through with her mission. When was her self-inflicted, living nightmare going to end?

More importantly – how was it going to end???




THE END of part four.

In part five, Satsuki is faced with a dilemma. Should she deliver the drugs or try and alert the head of internal security, Officer Inoue? And, will she be able to survive another 48 hours in the academy’s harsh environment?

How will Koji cope with the attentions of two Puppy-boys? And, will she enjoy a couple of hours of patrolling the fence alongside a very attentive male guard.

What will become of Fujio Matsue, who made the mistake of contacting the Tanaka Tyre Company? And finally, Etsuko is getting better, but will she be ready to go home on Wednesday?

More will be revealed in Part five.
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