The Recruit

By Keiko Tanaka

Ms. Omukae sat in the back of her black stretch limousine as it cruised through the Roppongi district in Tokyo.  Many young people hung out in Roppongi, and young people was what Ms. Omukae was looking for tonight.


She leaned forward as Akiko, the sinister looking, leather clad woman seated next to her, lit her extra long thin brown American cigarette for her.  Akiko was officially her bodyguard, but she was also so much more.  The woman never smiled.  Ever.  That stony faced expression was the most emotion you would never get out of Akiko.


Ms. Omukae was born into a rich and powerful Japanese family.  She had never wanted for anything her entire life, never had to lift a finger except to command the servants she had had since birth.  Ms. Omukae had been taught by her father that accumulating more wealth and power was the sole purpose in a happy life.


Her parents had totally indulged their only child.  Ms. Omukae got everything she ever wanted.  Toys, animals, playmates, electronics, whatever she wanted, she got.  One gets used to having one’s every whim fulfilled, and Ms. Omukae was only human in that respect.


When she was a teenager, it got worse.  When she started drinking, it was condoned.  The same when she started smoking cigarettes.  Lovers, both male and female, spent the night in her room.  She lived life by her own standards.


Ms. Omukae went to the finest schools and universities, of course.  Whenever school officials tried to discipline her for any transgressions, she phoned her father and he brought the full weight of his wealth and power down on the person inconveniencing her.  Finally, they stopped trying and again, she got her way.


Once her education was finished, Ms. Omukae was ready for marriage.  Her family arranged a marriage for her with an even more rich and powerful family, which delighted Ms. Omukae to no end.


If her new husband expected a dutiful wife, he was quickly set straight.  Ms. Omukae pushed him in his career in order to reach her life’s goals.  She also continued to live her own life.  Ms. Omukae was not one to be subordinate to anyone. In fact, she never even changed her surname.


Her husband was now a powerful Cabinet Minister in the Japanese government.  In fact, many expected him to be the next Prime Minister.  Ms. Omukae now had more wealth and power than she ever did in her life.   Accumulating more wealth and power, of course, was what life was all about. 

Because there were never consequences to her actions any time in her life, Ms. Omukae was utterly ruthless.  Conscience and morality were foreign concepts in her world.  She simply did as she wished.

Ms. Omukae watched out the smoked glass window as they pulled along an area she knew well.  Runaways, orphans, and homeless hung out here.  Ms. Omukae barked out a command to the driver and the car pulled alongside where an attractive young girl was standing nervously.  She put out the remainder of her cigarette in the ashtray.

The automatic window on the limo rolled down, surprising the girl.

Ms. Omukae smiled her most winning smile.  She was quite beautiful and could be quite disarming when she turned on the charm.

“Do you need a ride, dear?” she asked.

The girl shook her head.

“You look frightened,” Ms. Omukae said.  “I would like to help.”

The girl walked over to the car.  She was probably 16 at most, Ms. Omukae thought.

 
“My parents kicked me out of the house,” the girl said.  “I have nowhere to go.”


Ms. Omukae opened the door.  “Come with me,” she said.  “I’ll look after you.  I promise.”


The girl hesitated, then seemed to decide her predicament couldn’t be worse.  She climbed inside and sat across from the two women.


Ms. Omukae shut the door and told the driver to leave.


The girl’s eyes were fixed on Akiko, who was most definitely not disarming.  In fact, the girl was probably noticing the bulge under each arm where Akiko was armed.


“Don’t worry about Akiko,” Ms. Omukae said.  “She is my bodyguard.  Unfortunate, but those of us who have money have to protect ourselves.”


The girl nodded.  “Thanks for giving me a ride.”


“Not at all,” Ms. Omukae said.  “What is your name, dear?”


“Suki.”


“Nice to meet you, Suki.  I am Ms. Omukae and I have already introduced Akiko.  Our driver is Mayumi.”


Suki turned around and the woman driving tipped her chauffeur cap.  Suki turned back around toward Ms. Omukae.


“Where are we going anyway?” Suki asked.


“Home,” Ms. Suzuki replied.  “We can get you a hot meal and a place to stay for the tonight.”  She paused.  “If that is OK with you.”


Suki looked at her in disbelief and willed her jaw not to drop.  “Great,” she said, then sat back and enjoyed the ride.


After all, Ms. Omukae was a rich woman who showed her kindness.  What could possibly go wrong?


The first thing Suki noticed when they walked from the car to the elegant mansion on several acres of land was that Akiko kept herself between her and Ms. Omukae.  A bodyguard probably did that by instinct, so she dismissed it.


They walked inside the house and Suki looked around at the vaulted ceilings, the elegant furnishings.  The house looked very Western in style and furnishings.  The land around it was huge.  The house was huge.  Very rare in Japan.  Ms. Omukae must be loaded.


“I am sure you would like to bathe and freshen up before dinner,” Ms. Omukae told Suki.  “Akiko, why don’t you show Suki to the guest suite?  Dinner will be in an hour.”


Akiko bowed and motioned Suki to follow her.


Ms. Omukae smiled as she watched them go.


Akiko was waiting with a towel when Suki got out of the bath.


“Thanks,” Suki muttered.


Akiko nodded and stood aside as she dried off.


Suki was a bit embarrassed at the woman being with her the whole time.  She got the distinct impression that Akiko enjoyed seeing her nude, watching her bathe.  But you would never know it from the neutral expression on the young woman’s face. 


She supposed that Akiko was just making sure she didn’t make off with the good silver or something.  Her imagination was obviously working overtime.


When they got back into the outer bedroom, there was a school like sailor suit hung up waiting for her along with clean underwear, socks, and shoes.  All the clothes freshly pressed, shoes shined, and exactly her size.


Akiko watched as she dressed.  It was really getting freaky.


They went downstairs to the dining room.  Suki had never seen such a beautifully set table in her life.  The food was steaming hot and looked good.


Ms. Omukae was already seated at the head of the table.  She stood as they approached.


“Just in time,” she commented brightly.  Ms, Omukae motioned to a seat on her left.   “Please.”


Suki seated herself and Akiko sat at Ms. Omukae’s right hand.


They dug into the food.  Suki ate like she was starving, which wasn’t far from the truth.


Ms. Omukae smiled at her throughout the meal, as if pleased she was enjoying the food.


After the meal, the young lady serving them poured glasses of wine.


“I am not old enough to drink,” Suki mildly protested.


“Nonsense,” Ms. Omukae snapped, raising her glass.  “You are my guest.  Enjoy.”


Suki shrugged and drank the wine.  It was quite good.  She drank more.


She looked at Ms. Omukae and the room began to spin.


“Are you all right?” Ms. Omukae asked.


Suki blinked.  “I don’t know.  I think the wine went to my head.”


Ms. Omukae smiled.  It looked quite sinister.  “Of course it did, my dear.  As I expected.  You will feel better when you wake up.”


Akiko was suddenly behind her to catch Suki as she passed out.


“Put her with the others,” Ms. Omukae ordered.


Suki woke up on a couch in a bare room.

“I think she’s awake.”

She opened her eyes to see several other girls, all from about 14 to 19 and beautiful, looking down at her.

“Do you know what’s going on?” the nearest one demanded to know.

Suki shook her head.  She looked around and counted twelve girls in all, standing, sitting on chairs or couches, the only furniture in the room.  She must have been the last to wake.

“Don’t bother with the door, it’s locked,” another girl said.

“What do they want with us?” a third asked.

Suki had no idea.  She had heard of white slavery rings but never thought she would learn about it first hand.  She voiced her suspicions to the group.

“No, that makes no sense,” a girl said in the back.  “Ms. Omukae is a Minister’s wife.  I recognized her from television.  Why would she be mixed up in something like that?”

“The rich love to use people,” another cynical girl said.

The door burst open as Ms. Omukae and Akiko entered.  Akiko now had her jacket off and they could see both the Glock pistols in holsters under each armpit over her black shirt.  Ms. Omukae herself now had a Glock .45 in a holster on her curved hip.  Two young girls with Uzis dressed in black form fitting coveralls came inside with them and shut the door behind them, standing guard.  As the door closed, the girls could see two more similarly dressed young girls with Uzis out in the hall. 

Akiko chased the girls off the couch and Ms. Omukae sat, crossing her long legs under her leather skirt.  Akiko sat beside Ms. Omukae and watched the girls warily.

“Why are you holding us here?” one of the girls demanded to know.

One of the girls holding the Uzis stepped forward and struck the girl across the face.  Blood dripped out of the corner of the girl’s mouth.

“You do not speak until you are spoken to, bitch,” Akiko snapped.

Ms. Omukae raised her hand to stay her.  “Perhaps I should explain to our guests.”  She fixed her gaze on them.  There was no compassion whatsoever in her eyes, unlike when the girls first met her.

“You now belong to me,” Ms. Omukae announced.  “Your life as you knew it is over.  I will feed you, clothe you, give you shelter.  You will learn seduction.  You will learn how to fight.  You will learn how to kill.  You will be obedient.  Or you will die.”

“I want to go home!” one girl exclaimed.

In one motion, Ms. Omukae drew her Glock .45 and shot the girl right in the center of the forehead.  Her blood sprayed on the face of the girl standing next to her.  Another girl screamed.

“She was my friend!” the girl exclaimed.

The smoking pistol in Ms. Omukae’s hand moved.  Ms. Omukae pulled the trigger and shot her between the eyes as well.

The girls looked at the two bodies in hsock.

“Anyone else?” Ms. Omukae said lightly.

No one said a word.

“Very well then,” Ms. Omukae said, returning her pistol to her holster.  “As I was saying, lesson one is seduction.  You will be called upon to seduce both males and females in your work.  As we are all women here, we will start with the female.  Akiko will give me pleasure, and you will watch.  I suggest you watch carefully.”

Akiko knelt down in front of her and lowered Ms. Omukae’s skirt.  She was wearing no underwear.  The girls watched as they were told while Akiko went down between Ms Omukae’s thighs and did what her boss demanded.

Some of the girls were embarrassed at watching two women make love.  Some were repulsed.  But most watched fascinated, knowing they were being given this demonstration for a purpose, not to mention they didn’t want to end up dead like the two corpses on the floor.

Then with a cry of pleasure, it was over.

After a minute or two of recovery time, Ms. Omukae gathered her dignity and pulled up her skirt.

“Now you will practice on each other,” she announced.

The girls slowly paired off, not wanting to be another dead body.  When Ms, Omukae left the room, they were deep in practice.

Ms. Omukae walked up to the barrel chested man looking in the one way glass, watching the girls. A big cigar was clenched between his fingers.  Actually, almost crushed at this point.

She walked up to him and put one of her brown cigarettes between her lips.  He lit it with the burning end of his cigar.

Ms. Omukae blew smoke in his face.

“You have chosen a good crop, my dear,” he said.  “I look forward to having my fill of them.”

“I can see that,” Ms. Omukae said, stroking the tent between his legs.  She wondered if it was because of the girls he was watching now or watching her with Akiko.  He groaned in response to her touch and she stopped, almost cruelly as if to not dare give him release.  She always had to be in control and made sure he never forgot it every day of their lives together.  “Just remember, Takeo, you don’t get them until I am finished with them.”

Takeo turned back to the view of the room and fumed.  He was a cabinet minister yet had no say in what happened under his own roof.

When he married Ms. Omukae, he expected a dutiful wife from the good family she came from.  He found out quite quickly he was wrong.  His marriage was an alliance of families, a political marriage, nothing more.  Ms. Omukae only had her own goals, ambitions, and interests at heart.  

 They did not share the same bed.  In fact, they had never shared the same bed.  On his wedding night he found this out, just before she took a beautiful blonde, her lover at the time, to her bed.  He spent his wedding night listening to his wife’s cries of pleasure as she made love to another woman for several hours.

Even when they did have sex, on her terms, of course, she never stayed after.  They had separate rooms to this day.

She allowed him his mistresses, of course.  A man in his position had the right to that.  He suspected each one of them was a plant of hers.  Another way to control him.

Ms. Omukae patted his cheek as if he were a child.  “Just remember who really is in charge around here and you’ll be fine.”

“As if you will ever let me forget,” Takeo said darkly.

Ms. Omukae moved faster than he could have expected and grabbed him by the throat.  She squeezed hard and smiled as she did so.

He was choking.  He tried to get free, frailing wildly to break her hold, but she would not let go.

“Don’t fuck with me,” Ms. Omukae snarled.

He couldn’t get air.

“You are not as important as you think,” she reminded him.

Just as he was about to pass out, she released him.  Takeo coughed and sucked in great lungfuls of air.

Ms. Omukae laughed.  “Pathetic,” she commented before leaving the room.

Takeo was incensed all the way to his mistress’ apartment.

When she answered the door, he pushed his way inside.

Then he started beating her.  In the red haze of his anger, all he could see was Ms. Omukae’s face.

“Why?” the sobbing girl asked as he stood over her fallen body.  “What have I done?”

“You’re a fucking woman,” Takeo spat.

He beat her some more until his anger was spent.

Then he fucked her.  Several times.  Until he was spent in that way too.

He was still seeing his wife’s face when he fell asleep, both his anger and his lust finally sated.

Ms. Omukae laughed when she heard Takeo had beaten his mistress.

She hated weak women.  They deserved what they got.

Ms. Omukae had her husband watched constantly.  Takeo never took a piss without her knowing about it.  Even when the Cabinet was in session, he wasn’t beyond her reach.  Her powers were that extensive.

She hung up the phone and climbed back in bed where Akiko was waiting.  Akiko warmed her bed most often these days, but Ms. Omukae would never be monogamous to asnyone.  

Ms. Omukae was not above using sex as a weapon.  But mostly she invited to her bed whomever she wanted to give her sexual pleasure that night.  Male or female, it did not matter, as long as they performed up to her considerable expectations.  

Besides being an excellent lover, Akiko was her prize pupil.  She was totally obedient and had no qualms at obeying any of her orders.  In fact, if she were to order Akiko to put her own gun in her mouth and pull the trigger, she would do it.  Immediately.  Without hesitation.  She was that loyal.

“You should dispose of him,” Akiko said.

Ms. Omukae was shocked.  Akiko hardly ever gave an opinion or even spoke unless asked. 

Instead of disciplining her for her insolence as Akiko expected, Ms. Omukae just grabbed her by the hair.

“Patience, my dear,” she whispered.  “He will outgrow his usefulness very soon.”

Ms. Omukae kissed Akiko passionately and rolled her over on her back to claim her most loyal servant once again.

