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   The Making of a Sissy
 
    
 
   “Dr. Makhno? Um… I have to tell you something. Besides the other day with you, this is the first time I’ve ever… You know...”
 
   I stood nervously in the foyer as I felt the words pour from my mouth, my knees clanking together like two steel rods. The tall, dark-skinned professor stared at me through his pale blue eyes, not deigning to respond and letting the awkward silence linger. The grandfather clock in his living room began to chime midnight and finally he spoke.
 
   “Look, I don’t give a shit. The bathroom’s down the hall, so go make yourself pretty and don’t make me wait too long. I’m gonna go make myself a drink,” he commented, turning towards the kitchen with a dismissive nod.
 
   I turned beet red, my eyes cast down at the duffle bag sitting at my feet. I felt like an idiot for opening my mouth, but I guessed that couldn’t be helped. Dr. Makhno had a way of making me feel that way, and for some reason I didn’t really mind. I picked up my bag and made my way down the long hallway. Awards and photographs of the handsome mathematician lined the dimly lit walls. Recognizing a face, I paused and stared in amazement at a picture of him shaking hands with none other than President Obama. I noticed that the two beared a certain resemblance to one another not only in looks, but also in age and bearing. I continued the stroll down the long hall, finally reaching my destination.
 
   I turned on the light of the hall bathroom, unzipped the haggard looking gym bag, and emptied its contents onto the counter. I rustled through a tangled pile of lingerie, looking for the precise outfit Dr. Makhno had asked me to wear. I found the matching set of lingerie and hung the bra and panties in front of my body, setting the stockings and garter belt in the sink. My hands trembled. I didn’t know what exactly was set in store for me in the next few hours, but deep down I was terrified. I’d come all this way, but I didn’t know if I could go through with it. It was too much; I sat down on the toilet, my mind a turbulent mess. I looked back at the lingerie in my hands and thought back to last week. I put my head down, cursing my lazy, adrenaline junkie self. This wasn’t what I wanted, but then again, Dr. Makhno had a way of knowing things about me that even I didn’t understand. I took a deep breath and then stood up, slipping out of my boy clothes and running through the course of events that led me to my present circumstances. 
 
   It was dead week and I sat alone in my dorm room, frantically calculating the grade I needed on my college algebra final in order to pass the class. I did the calculation three separate times and each time I ended up with different results that told me the same thing: buddy, no matter how well you do on the final, you're not passing the class. My nails were already bitten down to their nubs, so I chewed on the skin. I was fucked and I knew it. My sloth had finally caught up to me. Alas, there was still one hope open to me. I'd throw myself on the mercy of the professor. Maybe he'd be a big bleeding heart and let me do some extra credit. The chances were slim, but then again I had absolutely nothing left to lose. I’d already fallen into academic probation and if I failed this class, it was curtains for me. I’d be expelled and sent home in disgrace. 
 
   Gathering all of my courage, I thought up of a speech to give the professor, Dr. Makhno, and  the next afternoon I found myself pacing in a tight circle just around the corner from his office. It was game time. Despite being an agnostic, I said a little prayer and knocked on the open door. 
 
   “Hold on,” he muttered, finishing typing something into his computer.
 
   I craned my neck through the doorway and glanced around the tidy, spartan workspace. Framed diplomas lined the wall in front of his desk. Floor to ceiling bookcases lined the other three save for a corner holding a stout, steel-grey filing cabinet. He finished his typing and spun his high backed office chair around.
 
   “Come on in,” he called out, without the least bit of enthusiasm.
 
   I stepped through the threshold, my palms a wet mess. Too nervous to make with any small talk, I started immediately into my pitch.
 
   “Hi Dr. Makhno, my name’s Trevor Philips and I’m in your college algebra class. I was wondering if…”
 
   “My 9:00 or my 11:00?” he interrupted.
 
   “Your 9:00. I was wondering if we could go over my grade. To tell you the truth, I haven’t been the best student in the world this quarter, but I think I’m gonna do super well on the final. It’s just that when I was calculating my grade I’m still a little shy of passing. I know the material pretty dang well. I’ve been hitting the books really hard lately and…”
 
   “Let me stop you right there,” once again interrupting me. “How many points behind are you?”
 
   “Well… it’s a lot. At least 30,” I admitted.
 
   He chuckled and then rubbed his chin.
 
   “Sorry guy, that’s way too many to make up. Take the class next semester and do your work.”
 
   He stood to usher me out the door, but I wasn’t ready to give up just yet.
 
   “Dr. Makhno, please I…”
 
   “Nope. Too many points. Final answer.”
 
   I felt my eyes begin to well up with tears. I felt so powerless. Hot tears began to trickle down my my cheeks and I made no attempt to hide them. I could have shuffled out of there mostly shame free, but I was desperate.
 
   “I…”
 
   I choked back a sob and tried again.
 
   “I can’t fail this class, professor. I… I… won’t be able to come back next semester. I’m already on academic probation and this is my only F and I did well in all my other classes…” 
 
   I trailed off, wiping the tears away with my forearm. Dr. Makhno stared back at me, stone-faced. A long silence hung in the air like a Mexico City smog. After what seemed like an eternity he finally spoke.
 
   “Close the door behind you,” he deadpanned.
 
   I turned and closed the door.
 
   “Lock it and pull up a seat.”
 
   I complied unquestioningly, turning the lock and setting up a folding chair that had been propped up behind the door. Dr. Makhno had already seated himself. I sniffed, still trying to calm myself down after the sudden crying spell. I think it had worked. Maybe we were going to be able to work something out. Dr. Makhno opened his mouth to speak, hesitated for a moment, then began.
 
   “Do you suck cock?” he asked, simply.
 
   “Excuse me?” I answered, turning my ear towards him, positive that I had misheard him.
 
   “I didn’t stutter. I asked if you sucked cock. Because that’s literally the only way you’re getting what you want,” he replied, without a hint of playfulness or sarcasm in his voice.
 
   I stared at him, dumbstruck. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I glanced nervously from side to side and then realized that he was dead serious. I didn’t know what to do, so I did the first thing that came to mind: I answered truthfully.
 
   “No. I don’t.”
 
   Hearing those words, Dr. Makhno stood and clapped his hands together.
 
   “Whelp, it was worth a shot. See you next semester. Bye bye,” he told me, waving his hand in front of my face.
 
   I looked at his smiling face and the tears made another appearance. There was no way! I was desperate but I wasn’t that desperate.
 
   “You can cry all you want, but that’s my offer. I normally wouldn’t try anything like this, but you’re on academic probation and nobody would believe the self-serving argument of a desperate student flunking out of school. But yeah, bye. I’ll see you at Burger King or wherever it is you end up working,” 
 
   I sobbed audibly as the reality of my situation was made clear as day. It was only then that I began seriously considering his proposition. Maybe I could do it. I’d pass all of my classes, get off academic probation, finish my degree, get a high paying job and a wife and a couple of kids and it would only cost me a few minutes of disgust and humiliation. I made eye contact with my professor and saw the sides of his mouth begin to curl. He could tell that I was considering it.
 
   “Come one, kid. It won’t be so bad. Give it the ol’ college try!” he urged me.
 
   I hated how he was making light of this. How could he force me to choose between this and my future? I thought about having to return home, about having to face the ignominy of my failure. Applying for fast food jobs because I knew my parents would charge me rent. Neither path looked appealing, but if I went through with this right here at least I could save face in front of my peers.
 
   “Ok…” I muttered from under my breath.
 
   “Pardon?”
 
   “I said OK I’ll do it, as long as you promise that I’ll pass, regardless of how I do on the final.”
 
   “Done,” he shot back, “now strip naked.”
 
   “Naked?” I replied, incredulously.
 
   He didn’t reply and just kept eyeing me. I stood from my chair and my mind began to empty. I slipped off my shoes and set them to the side. Taking a deep breath, I slowly peeled off my shirt, tossing it to the floor. The chill of the room caused my skin to contract into gooseflesh. I crossed my arms and tried not to look at Dr. Makhno.
 
   “Get on with it! We don’t have all day,” he barked.
 
   My heart shot off at a sprint, beating intensely inside my chest. I undid my pants and slipped them, along with my boxer shorts, around my ankles before kicking them off to the side. 
 
   “Socks too,” he ordered.
 
   I used my toes to roll the socks off of my feet and stood there freezing, naked as the day I was born. I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to shoo away the voice screaming at me to cut my losses, turn tail, and get the hell out.
 
   “One last thing. You gotta put these on.”
 
   He tossed something at me which I instinctively caught. A small piece of fabric and it felt soft in my hands. I unfurled the loose ball to find myself holding a pair of women’s panties.
 
   “You’re kidding me,” I uttered in disbelief, holding the black thong out at arm’s length.
 
   “You gotta give me something nice to look at or you’re gonna be gagging on this thing for the next 45 minutes. You’ve already come this far, so stop being such a bitch and put on the panties,” he chuckled, grabbing his cock through the front of his slacks.
 
   I fumed with anger for a moment before realized that he was right. This was already humiliating, and what different did a pair of panties make? Plus, if that’s what he gets off on maybe it would make this whole ordeal go by as quickly as possible. I slipped on the panties, squirming at the uncomfortable sensation of the thong riding up my ass. My skin burned red as I adjusted my penis in the cool silken fabric, stopping it from poking out the side.
 
   “Do a little spin for me, sexy. Let’s see that ass,” he urged me.
 
   I glanced up and saw that he’d taken his cock out of his pants. I quickly looked away and began to spin awkwardly in place, particularly self-conscious about my humiliating outfit.
 
   “Slower!” he huffed.
 
   So I slowed down, facing away from him for as long as I dared.
 
   “Sexy little body you have there,” he observed.
 
   “Thank you,” I muttered, compelled to say something. Anything.
 
   “Get your little ass over here, Time for you to get to work,” he growled.
 
   I took a deep breath and turned around, my body trembling. I’d stopped crying, my despair slowly transmuting into nervous excitement. The adrenaline corsed through my veins as I stepped forward and dropped to my knees. His cock stood at attention two feet in front of my face. The first erect penis other than my own I’d ever seen in person. It was veiny and long, much bigger than my own. I thought that I would be disgusted by it, but I was wrong. I stared at in awe at it before finally looking up at Dr. Makhno.
 
   “This really is your first time, huh?” he asked, his voice lacking any real concern.
 
   I didn’t reply and just kneeled there total exposed, terrified of the task ahead of me. Realizing I wasn’t going to make the move, he reached forward and grabbed the back of my head, pulling it down into his crotch. I instinctively resisted, but soon found my cheek placed firm against the bottom of his girthy cock. He ground his hips and held me in place.
 
   “Open your mouth, boy. Do it,” he instructed.
 
   I parted my lips and felt something wet touch the tip of my tongue.
 
   “Lick it.”
 
   I swiped my tongue up the tip of his shaft. It was wet with clear, sticky pre-cum. The salty tang overwhelming my senses, I licked, licked again, and then felt Makhno ease his grip. He took ahold of the base of his member and guided the glistening tip past my lips. He moved it deeper and deeper until it hit the back of my throat, eliciting in me a mild gag. He eased off, allowing me to wrap my lips around the circumference of his pulsing prick. A slight musk clung to his pubic hairs, thick and unkempt as they were. The smell was foreign to me but, much to my shock, was not entirely unpleasant. He began guiding my head up and down, always letting up before his cock breached my throat.
 
   “That’s a good boy. Suck it just like that,” he urged, leaning back in his chair and letting go of my head.
 
   It was like I was an automaton, everything running on autopilot. My mind was a blank canvas, the circumstances and consequences of my situation a million miles away. I just kneeled there with his cock in my mouth, doing something I’d never thought I was capable of. A pool of saliva had begun to pool around the base of his shaft as bobbed up and down, the rhythm slow and regular. I noticed my professor lean in and felt him grab a handful of my hair. My body tensed up, but he didn’t let go.
 
   “Relax,” he whispered.
 
   I let loose a long breath through my nostrils and tried to untense my muscles. He pulled my head down lower and lower until the tip of his cock slid down into my throat. I wretched and attempted to pull away but was held firmly in place by the much stronger man. My limbs failed as I struggled to catch a breath and just when thought I couldn’t take it any longer he finally unsheathed himself from my throat. My heart pounded in my ears and a sheen of sweat formed on my skin, despite the cold. I coughed up a thick strand of spittle and took a gasping breath, trying to regain my bearing.
 
   He grabbed ahold of his cock and began jerking himself off frantically. He grabbed another tuft of my hair, causing me to wince and close my eyes. I heard him let out a moan and then I felt a hot gob of cum splash against my face. I tried to turn away but was held firmly in place by his powerful grip. Another spurt hit me, and then another; I dared not open my eyes. After I was thoroughly soaked, he finally let go and I fell back onto my ass, his cum flowing down my face and onto my body.
 
   “Looks like you enjoyed that a little more than you might care to admit,” he chuckled.
 
   I heard his words without my mind really registering them. Then a shock shot through my body, powerful and all consuming. I squealed and hopped off my haunches. The strange feeling stemmed from my groin. It was Dr. Makhno’s hand wrapped firmly around my cock, as hard as I’d ever seen it. Waves of pleasure shot through my cum-covered body, hormones and adrenaline in control of my actions. I bucked my hips back and tried to wipe the sticky slime from off my eyes. The sensations were intoxicating, the pleasure unbearable. I let out a yelp as the orgasm shattered through me. I hunched forward as Dr. Makhno kept stroking, my body shaking as spurt after spurt of white hot cum spilled out onto the floor.
 
   And just like that, it was over. I sat back down on the floor of the small office. The world began spinning back into focus, and just like that, the bottom fell out of my stomach. I peeled off the panties and left them on the floor, groping blindly for something to towel myself up with, finally finding my boxers. I stood and wiped off my face, then the rest of my body. All the while, Dr. Makhno just stared at me with a smirk of bemusement.
 
   “Wasn’t expecting that,” he observed. 
 
   I shot him back and icy look and started getting dressed. 
 
   “Consider it a win win. Now you get to stay in school and you learned a little bit about yourself,” he laughed, picking my pants off the ground and handing them to me. 
 
   I turned to leave, but was interrupted by Makhno.
 
   “Wait. How’d you like to get an A in this class complete with glowing letter of recommendation?”
 
   I stopped in my tracks, my hand resting on the door handle.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Jesus, I am not at all surprised that you failed this class. You come visit me at my place this Friday night, we have a little fun, and you get an A and a letter of rec. You sure seemed to enjoy the hell out of yourself today, despite your feigns of protest,” he told me.
 
   I felt a pea of anger burning in my stomach. God, what a colossal prick. With a colossal prick. He was right though. Once things got going, I enjoyed it. There was no use in lying to myself. Turns out I’d been a closet case all along, and with a penchant for getting weird at that. I knew that I should be more shaken up, but for some reason this didn’t seem to bother me.
 
   “OK.” 
 
   He approached me and held out his business card.
 
   “Text me your number.”
 
   I snatched the card from his hand and left without another word. I walked back to my dorm room in a daze. When I arrived, I realized that I’d been lost in thought the entire way. I sat down on the hard twin bed, the only piece of furniture in the room besides the desk. 
 
   “I’ve done it,” I thought to myself, “I’ve weaseled my way out of yet another jam. And learned something about myself in the process, or so says Dr. Makhno. Trevor Philips, you old smoothie, you.”
 
   I pulled out my cell phone and texted him my number. A few minutes later my phone buzzed displaying the following message:
 
   “398 Pine St. Midnight this Friday”
 
   So I went. I waffled a few times, but knew at the end of the day that I wasn’t going to pass up another round with the good professor. When the time finally came I was downright excited, that was until I found myself in an oversized washroom holding a bag of tangled up lingerie, fighting the urge to bug out. Gathering my courage, I slipped into the bra and panties he’d provided, savoring the cool feeling of the fabric against my cock. It was enough to give me an erection. I sat on the lid of the toilet and slid the stocking on over my legs. Next, I attached the matching garter, which only took me three times as long as it should have. Finally, I put on the cheap blonde wig and impossibly high patent leather heels. 
 
   I turned to look at myself in the mirror and was shocked by what I saw. I looked like a tramp, like a piece of meat ready to be served up for dinner. I took a few hesitant steps in the heels and quickly realized walked in them was tricker than it looked; I looked like newborn deer learning to walk, but there was nothing to be done about that. Fully done up, I left the bathroom and started the long walk back into the living room, my erection held snug against my stomach by the panties. The house was freezing just like his office; apparently he liked it this way. 
 
   I turned the corner and caught sight of Dr. Makhno, wearing a robe and sitting in an overstuffed brown leather chair. He eyed me from across the room and then beckoned me over with his finger. I walked towards him until he gestured for me to stop, desperately fighting the urge to fiddle with the outfit. He gazed at me hungrily, looking me up and down before focusing his eye on my erect cock.
 
   “This really gets you off, huh? I had a feeling you were a wanton little slut.”
 
   Without any warning he shot to his feet. I startled back, catching the heel on a tuft of carpet and losing my balance. Before I could fall, however, Dr. Makhno grabbed ahold of me and pulled me into his body. Our faces were mere inches from one another and I could see his eyes blazed with a fire. He clutched roughly at the back of my neck and jammed his tongue into my mouth, flicking it around, exploring every inch of my mouth. His five o’clock shadow scratched against my smooth face and after a moment of shock, I began to kiss him back, wrapping my arms around his shoulders and grinding myself crotch against his leg.
 
   I closed my eyes and suddenly my world fell out from under me. I was on my back pressed between Dr. Makhno’s heavy body and the floor. He bit and sucked on my neck, climbing messily out of his robe and climbing between my legs. I let loose a lewd moan as I felt his cock brush up against my own. He slid down my torso and began ravenously sucking at the entire area between my legs. I writhed on the floor as he took both of my nuts into his mouth, the sensations pleasurable but completely overwhelming.
 
   Skipping over my cock entirely, he pinned my knees into my chest, pulled my panties to the side, and dove face first into my ass. I let out a squeal, the feeling of his warm, wet tongue in that spot unbearably pleasurable. I reached down and grabbed my cock, sensitive and absolutely hemorrhaging pre-cum. He began tongue fucking me and my hips bucked up. I squealed and writhed in his grasp, my entire body lost in a haze of lust and excitement. Suddenly, he let loose his grip and spit in his palm, smearing gobs of spit up and down the shaft of his penis. My body trembled as he tore the panties off of my body, snapping the cheap clips off the garter belt.
 
   “Hands and knees,” he barked, rubbing more spit on his cock.
 
   I nervously turned myself over, hopping on all fours and facing away from him. My heart pounded and my cock throbbed and suddenly I wanted to have him inside of me. I had no idea my ass was so sensitive and now I wanted it. I wanted it bad.
 
   Dr. Makhno positioned himself behind me. I felt the tip of his wet cock lean against my sensitive pucker, causing a wave of desire to wash through my body. I felt him begin to slide inside me and my body tightened up, a sharp pain shooting from my back side. I tried squirming away but was held firmly in place by the stronger man.
 
   “Relax,” he urged me, his voice low and soothing.
 
   “I can’t!” I squawked.  
 
   “Just relax,” he repeated, inching his cock deeper inside of me.
 
   I let loose a high pitched squeal, the sensations of pain and desire overwhelming my entire being. His hips remained motionless for a moment in an attempt to let my body adjust. Until then, the only thing to ever go in my ass had been my finger, and that had just been because I was bored one Sunday. This… I never imagined it could feel like this.
 
   Dr. Makhno began to sway his hips, slowly at first, and then with gusto. I collapsed onto my chest and bit into the bedspread, lost in the mixture of great pain and great pleasure that accompanied my asshole getting absolutely destroyed. He pounded my ass with stroke after aggressive stroke, driving his cock as deep as my body would let it. At first it felt like I had to pee, and then suddenly I felt something building in my loins. I started returning his strokes, taking him deeper and deeper until I felt his cock twitching. He grabbed hold of my ass and then suddenly my eyes flashed white and everything went topsy turvy.
 
   The orgasm crashed into me and I couldn’t help but scream. He kept on fucking and shooting his seed deep inside of me, my pucker squeezing like a vice around his throbbing member. My body tensed and shook like I was having an epileptic fit and then…
 
   I was on my back and Dr. Mahkno was straddling over me. My stockings sat bunched down around my knees and my wig in a lump on the floor.
 
   “What happened?” I asked aloud.
 
   “You passed out,” he responded, squeezing the last of the cum out of his deflating penis with his hand.
 
   “What?” I responded stupidly, reaching back and touching my asshole, inflamed, loose and wet with his cum.
 
   “You came so hard you passed out,” he laughed.
 
   I sat up, giving myself a minute to bask in my orgasmic haze. I puddle of my cum sat on carpet, lazily soaking into it. My ass ached and my muscles felt like wet noodles. I looked to see Dr. Makhno on his feet, wandering around and collecting my various discarded articles of clothing from around the perimeter of the bed. His erection had subsided, and he was smiling to himself.
 
   “Put these back on,” he told me, throwing a big clump of fabric into my lap.
 
   I thought that we had finished, but apparently Dr. Makhno had more in store for me. I staggered to my feet, heels still firmly attached, and slipped on the panties. After a few minutes I was in more or less the same state as I had began the night, nervous as whore in a confessional, and dressed the part too. Dr. Makhno, back in his robe, looked me up and down.
 
   “You’re one step away from earning your A,” he told me, holding his fingertips together and making a triangle out of his hands.
 
   “What’s left?” I asked, my knees beginning to tremble.
 
   He produced a cell phone from out of the pocket of his robe, held it in from of his face, and snapped a picture of me.
 
   “Just a little something by which to remember this night. I hope you enjoyed yourself. I hope to see you next time.”
 
   He stared at me, then glanced out the door, then stared at me again. I looked quizzically at him.
 
   “Can I go get my normal clothes?” I asked.
 
   “Nope.”
 
   He continued staring, positioning himself between me and the bathroom I’d gotten dressed in earlier that evening.
 
   “Are you crazy, I can’t go out like this!” I protested, a hint of panic seeping into my voice.
 
   “Can and will. So yeah, I’m gonna go and let Kazak out from my room now. Had to lock him up in there before you came over. He’s not too friendly to guests, you see. His breed is supposed to have a nice temperament, but not Kazak. He’s the exception. He’s a real bastard. OK then. Night night. Enjoy your A.”
 
   He turned down the hall and I began to make chase when he whistled with two fingers in his mouth, the shrill sound hurting my ears.
 
   “Help, Kazak! A hooker is trying to rob me! Help! Help!” he yelled before turning back around to shoot me a devious smile.
 
   A deep, thunderous bark echoed down the hall, followed swiftly by the hiss of scratching on one of the doors. I didn’t know if he’d actually sic the dog on me if I stayed put, but there was no doubt in my mind that he was capable of it. My fight or flight instinct kicked in and the next thing I knew I was in Dr. Makhno’s front yard, crouched behind a hedge trying desperately to stay hidden. I was stranded sans wallet and cell phone. Hugging my shoulders for warmth, I desperately racked my brain for a way to get home safety, but came up short. I thought about camping out in his yard for the night, but then came to the conclusion I’d be better off just trying to make a run for it. It was 2 in the morning and I figured that if I stuck to the shadows, I might be able to stay out of sight.
 
   I sat down in the itchy grass and ditched the shoes before trying and failing  to position the microscopic skirt in a way that preserved some of my dignity. I kept the wig, hoping that it would keep anyone from recognizing me. I considered ditching the bra but decided against it, figuring it might keep me from getting in trouble for indecent exposure. I poked my head over the hedge and surveyed the neighborhood. Thankfully, it was like a ghost town.
 
   Not wanting to waste any time, I stood up and began jogging in the direction of my dorm. The jog out of the neighborhood was nerve racking but uneventful. I didn’t see a soul. This was a quiet college town to begin with, and around final everything seemed to shut down. When I finally reached the campus, my feet were practically frozen and ached like you wouldn’t believe. I still had to make my way to Craig Hall, and there were sure to be more people out and about on campus. Avoiding the library, I took the long route past the chemistry building, hugging against the walls and stopping periodically to pull down my skirt.
 
   In the distance I caught sight of the 10 story building that I call home. All I had to do was cross the quad, sneak in through the side, and I was home free. I stripped out of my outfit and threw it in a garbage can, figuring it would be less embarrassing to be caught naked than dressed as a lady of the evening and counting on the fact that there wouldn’t be any cops hanging out next to the dorms. I waited for a group of smokers to scurry back inside when I made my brake for it. I sprinted across fifty yards of open grass and made it to the side entrance without being caught. I was home free.
 
   I squeezed through the door, savoring the warm air that filled the vacant hallway. All of the sudden, one of the room doors swung open and three female Dutch exchange students, one of whom I had chem lab with, emptied into the hall. I turned to flee back outside but one of them had already caught sight of me.
 
   “Kijk! Hij is nacht!” laughed one of the girls.
 
   My skin turned beet red and I covered my crotch, my penis shriveled from the cold night air. Not knowing what else to do, I shuffled meekly past them as they tried to get my attention, keeping my eyes on the floor. Once I made it to the end of the hall, I bolted towards my room, only to find it locked. Luckily, the girls hadn’t followed me. I knocked, the taps loud and fast.
 
   “Murry! Open up, it’s Trevor! Hurry!”
 
   I knocked and knocked and then finally he answered, eyes dreary and mouth agape. I rushed into the room, pushing past my roommate.
 
   “Close the door!” I yelled.
 
   He did as asked and then started giggling as I started digging through my dresser.
 
   “What happened to your clothes?” he asked.
 
   “I don’t want to talk about it.”
 
   “Why not? What happened?”
 
   “I said I don’t want to talk about it.”
 
   He opened his mouth to say something, then shrugged his shoulders.
 
   “You’re one weird ass motherfucker, Trevor,” he said, climbing into his bed and turning away from me.
 
   I soon followed suit, climbing into my bed and laying on my back, the adrenaline leaving my body, I found myself replaying the events of the night over and over in my  head, smiling. I pulled my laptop from off of my desk and started writing an e-mail. An e-mail to Dr. Makhno.
 
    
 
   “Dear Dr. Makhno,
 
    
 
   You’re a bastard for doing that to me, but I made it home safe. I’ll be sure to borrow a car next time I come over.
 
    
 
   Your Star Pupil,
 
   Trevor Phillips”
 
    
 
   I closed the laptop shut and began plotting my revenge.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The Prison Sissy
 
    
 
   It all seemed so unreal. Well, not all of it. The day of the arrest was burned into my memory, but everything else: jail, bail, and the trial, they all felt like a terrible dream. An opiate tinged nightmare. In fact, I made a conscious effort to make sure it felt like that, because despite my dad’s expensive lawyer I knew that I was going down, and any descent into hell would be incomplete without first taking a stroll through purgatory. Ultimately, I was given only three out of the ten years that I was facing. If I behaved myself, I’d be out in 18 months on good behavior. While money couldn’t get me off the hook completely, it could make my life a lot whole lot easier. Given the amount I was carrying when I got busted, I was expecting to face the stone walls of Clinton Correctional Facility. Instead I ended up behind the chain-link fence of The Lyon Mountain School for Wayward Boys Minimum Security Penitentiary.
 
   I started coming off of it about an hour after I’d been processed. I sat in the bottom bunk of a two man cell, cursing the gods and scratching at the non-existent bugs menacing my bones. I puked and shit and puked and shit until my body dried up like a raisin in the sun. My cellmate’s visage floated in and out of the hellish fever dreams, filling my tin cup with water and passing me the occasional thimble-full of offbrand pink bismuth. I remember him telling me that this wasn’t the first time he’d seen someone go through withdrawls, but that was about all I remembered.
 
   The whole process lasted three days and three nights, not that long considering the severity of the habit I’d acquired. I awoke in the morning to the smell of nescafe burning on a hotplate stacked up top of a tiny, black and white television. The local news loop ran quietly in the background as my cellmate, Stanley Williams, tidied up around the 8’ x 10’ concrete cubby I’d be calling home for at least a year and a half.
 
   “River Phoenix, returning from the brink. Welcome back to the land of the living, youngster,” he told me, straightening a picture of a toploss woman pinned to a tiny corkboard.
 
   I sat up in my bunk, naked and disoriented. My head was still pounding, but I could tell that I was over the worst of it. Stanley introduced himself and filled me in on any gaps that had appeared in my memory. “Puking, screaming, and crying,” he’d said. I told him that I remembered him giving me water and pepto and thanked him for the kindness. He responded with a simple smile.
 
   “You want some coffee? It’s fresh,” he asked.
 
   I accepted as graciously as possible, taking in my surroundings for the first time since I’d arrived. Stanley was by far the most interesting thing in the room. Built like a brick-shithouse, he stood about 6 foot 4 inches tall. His face was clean shaven, his head bald and shiny, his skin black as a skillet. I wondered to myself if I’d be as muscular as him when it was time for me to get out. I was skinny as a twig, but then again, I had all the time in the world to workout. Or so I thought.
 
   “What are you in here for,” the imposing man asked, pouring himself a cup of his own joe.
 
   “Drugs,” I answered, “how about yourself?”
 
   “It’s considered bad form to ask about that in here,” he replied, hopping up on his bunk.
 
   I finished my coffee and laid back down on my own thin mattress.
 
   “This is it,” I thought to myself. “Prison. The big house. My home for the next 18 months to three years of my life. God damn I want to get high. How am I gonna do it?”
 
   My parents let me know in no uncertain terms that, aside from their visits, I would be on my own. They didn’t want me buying drugs with the money they gave me, they said. Serves me right I guess. Chow time came (it was miserable) and then we visited the prison library, a dismal place but well stocked with sci-fi and mystery paperbacks, more than enough stories to keep me entertained throughout my stay. 
 
   After the library, I was let out into the “yard” where I kept to myself, sitting pensively out in the open against the stout cyclone fence that encircled the facility. I was fiending like a beast, but at least it was quiet. I decided then and there that I’d spend the next few years reading, working out, and shaking the damn addiction that had brought me here in the first place. I figured that would keep my head down and before I knew it I would be a free man. I figured wrong.
 
   When lights out came, I was ready for some sleep. I put my head on the pillow and immediately began drifting off when I felt a hand tapping me on the shoulder.
 
   “Yo, River.”
 
   It was Stanley
 
   “Oh hey. What’s up,” I replied, groggily.
 
   “I need some points on my card. Hook a brother up with a few so I can go to the commissary tomorrow,” he said, expectantly.
 
   “Points? I don’t know what you’re talking about, man,” I stated.
 
   “I need some money so I can get some more coffee from the commissary. What, you didn’t think that shit came for free, did you?”
 
   His voice sounded hot and I began to feel a sliver of fear begin to creep into my chest.
 
   “I’m sorry man, I don’t have any money right now,” I told him.
 
   “Well when are you gonna get some?”
 
   “I don’t know. I don’t know anybody who’ll give me money,” I confessed, my heart all the while pounding in my chest.
 
   Stanley put his finger, barely visible in the dark, right up against my face.
 
   “You better get some, fool. Ain’t nothing come for free up in here, ya heard me?”
 
   He poked me hard in the forehead before climbing back into his bunk. I sat there, alone and terrified. I fought back tears as my body started shaking. What was I thinking, accepting favors from someone I barely knew? Was he going to beat me up, or worse? I barely got any sleep that night, terrified that Stanley would do something to me.
 
   He didn’t say a damn thing to me the next morning, even when I tried to start a conversation. I told him that I was good for it and that he just needed to wait until I could get ahold of one of my friends on the outside, but he made no response. He just started back at me with an angry, knowing look. I made some phone calls that day, but my parents wouldn’t even speak to me and additionally I found out that it’s damn near impossible to squeeze money out of a junkie. And given my lifestyle on the outside, junkies were the only friends I had left. 
 
   By the time evening had rolled around, I was past desperate. After having collect-called any and every phone number I could remember, I was still without a benefactor. When lights out came I waited in terror for Stanley to confront me, and confront me he did.
 
   “Yo dawg, you get my money?” he asked, his disembodied voice booming from the bunk above mine.
 
   “Look Stanley, I can get it. Just give me a few days,” I replied, pulling my wool blanket up to my chin.
 
   A long silence hung in the air before he decided to reply.
 
   “Looks like me and you got a problem. You’re sitting on some unpaid debts to one of the meanest motherfuckers in here, Stanley Motherfucking Williams.” 
 
   “I’ll pay it back.”
 
   “Like shit you will. And here I was, helping out your white ass when you were all strung out. You got money, son. Don’t lie to me. I can smell it on you. You got money and you’re holding back!”
 
   Stanley barked the last sentence, shaking the shoddily assembled steel bunk bed and striking terror deep into my heart.
 
   “I’m not! My parents are rich but they won’t give me money. I’m not holding back, Stanley. I promise!” I shrieked, fighting back tears.
 
   Another long silence reigned.
 
   “Well shit. Looks like you’re telling the truth,” he finally stated in a very matter of fact way.
 
   “I am. I promise,” I replied, my voice still quivering.
 
   “You ain’t lying to me, but that don’t repay those debts though. You see the little short Mexican guy out on the yard? He’s got a bunch of tats all up on his face, goes by the name of Manuel Santos?” he asked.
 
   “I think so.”
 
   “Well I want you to fuck up that stupid face. Dude was looking at me funny in the shower like he wanted to fuck me or something. Use a padlock in a sock. Have it done by tomorrow.”
 
   The words fell on me like a ton of bricks. I’m barely 130 pounds dripping wet, there was no way I could hurt some Mexican gangster.
 
   “Stanley, that’s crazy I…”
 
   “Have it done by tomorrow!”
 
   There was a note of finality in his voice and I was left there alone in my bunk, the faint din of chatty prisoners finishing up their day the only thing to keep me company.
 
   ***
 
   I had some delusions about going through with it as I sat for breakfast the next morning. However, when I went back to my cell and felt the weight of the steel master lock resting in the sock, I knew that it wasn’t going to happen. Every since I was a child, I’d avoided any sort of physical confrontations. Hell, I didn’t even like playing dodgeball in PE. And as much as I was terrified of Stanley, I was more terrified of spending any more time locked up in this place than I absolutely had to. When lights out rolled around and I hadn’t done the deed, Stanley confronted me again.
 
   “Manuel’s face isn’t fucked up,” he stated. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I… I can’t do it,” I confessed.
 
   “You still got a debt to repay,” he replied.
 
   “I know that.”
 
   Stanley hopped down theatrically from his bunk and sat down at the foot of my mattress. I did my best to hide the absolute terror that encompassed me.
 
   “Stand up for me,” he said.
 
   I complied instantly, hopping to my feet and adjusting the baggy orange jumpsuit that had bunched up at my waist.
 
   “Do a little turn for me,” he requested, making a little circle with his pointer finger.
 
   I awkwardly spun in place, confused but too scared to say anything. When I made my way back around to face Stanley, I saw his smile of pearly white teeth standing out from his coal black skin like the disembodied grin of a cheshire cat.
 
   “Take that jumpsuit off. Let me get a look at you in them skivvies.”
 
   For a moment, I hesitated. But only for a moment. The next thing I knew I was standing there naked, save for a pair of white briefs that were a size too small for me, my skinny body shaking like a leaf. Nerves and the cool, damp air of the cell caused goosebumps to form over ever inch of my body. Stanley stood there gazing hungrily at my body as I shifted anxiously from one foot to the other. 
 
   “You owe me. Since you can’t fight, looks like I’m gonna make you my punk,” he informed me. 
 
   From the look on his face I could tell that this is what he’d had in mind all along. I stared at my feet in silent acquiescence, accepting the situation as it was. Besides, there was a little voice in the back of my mind that knew it was going to lead to this all along, and part of me had already prepared for it. I remember hearing people snicker about it behind my back during the trial. Everybody knows things happen in prisons, especially to people like me. I knew as well as anyone else.
 
   “Strip those tighty-whitey’s off and slip into these,” he commanded, digging his finger into a hole on the side of his mattress and producing a ratty black thong.
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut and dropped the briefs around my ankles, kicking them off underneath the bunk. Stanley tossed me the small tuft of fabric. I stepped into the panties and pulled the filthy thong up my ass cheeks before struggling to fit my shriveled penis into the small triangle of fabric that made up the front.
 
   “Come over here and sit on daddy’s lap,” he growled.
 
   Legs as shaky as those of a newborn deer, I shuffled across the cold concrete and into the embrace of my cellmate. I squirmed uncomfortably as he squeezed my small body with his bulky, muscular arms. I felt the scruff of his beard scratch against my neck and felt Stanley inhale my scent into his wide, stout nostrils. The oddest shiver of disgust mixed with a tinge of excitement corsed through my body. I felt heat on my cheek and then Stanley’s tongue wiggle its way into my ear. I squirmed even harder against his grip. When he let go I scrambled to the other side of the tiny bunk.
 
   “Me and you are gonna have a whole lotta fun together,” he gibed, grabbing the outline of his erect prick through the front of his white boxer shorts. 
 
   I cowered in the corner as he began to crawl his way to me, his giant frame moving closer and closer until he was right on top of me. He laid an unexpectedly gentle hand on my stomach, caressing my flat abs before moving down and grabbing hold of my painfully erect cock poking out from the top of my panties. He squeezed and a powerful and unfamiliar sensation rocked my entire being.
 
   “So this is how it’s gonna be, huh? You dirty little slut!” he cackled, smearing around the copious puddle of precum which had already dripped from the tip of my aching member. 
 
   I bit my lip and thrust my hips against the motions of his hand when all of the sudden he let go.
 
   “Oh no. No way you get to cum right now. Come suck daddy’s cock,” he ordered, laying back and beckoning me over with his finger. 
 
   It was like something had come over me. I moved myself onto my hands and knees and crawled to position my face just inches away from his veiny, black cock. I grabbed the base of the shaft, my hands all the while trembling. Opening my jaw, I wrapped my lips around the pre-cum covered head, black and purple and swollen. The taste of his drippings was overwhelming. It was bitter and quite different from the taste of my own. I recoiled back and smacked my lips, the distaste apparent on my face. The next thing I knew, there was a loud crack in my left ear and stars were swirling around in my vision. I’d been slapped.
 
   “Nuh-uh, bitch. I didn’t tell you to stop sucking,” he barked, grabbing me by the hair and forcing his cock back into my mouth. 
 
   With an overwhelming force, he yanked down on my head and half of his long, thick cock slid into my throat. I immediately started gagging but he only forced himself deeper down my gullet. A horrible sound elicited from my diaphragm as I struggled for breath, my throat absolutely impaled on his gargantuan prick. He began to thrust his hips, throat fucking me deeper and deeper as I felt my stomach seize. A forceful spurt of liquid vomit sprayed from the corners of my mouth, dripping down his balls and forming into a puddle on the mattress. 
 
   He let go of my hair and I pulled off of his cock, gasping and filling my lungs with desperately needed air. He slapped me again, and although I don’t care to admit it now, I let out sob. A tear rolled down my cheek and dripped down onto my still erect cock. I kneeled there, sobbing and shaking as he gestured toward his puke covered crotch.
 
   “Lick this shit up,” he ordered.
 
   Part of me was horrified, and yet my cock remained hard. Not wanting to risk another slap I reluctantly leaned forward, the acidic smell stinging my nostrils. I licked hesitantly at his wet balls; the taste was not as bad as I had imagined. I licked and licked his undercarriage: balls, taint, and inner thighs until it was clean and shiny as he moaned and stroked his cock the entire time. When I was done, I sat back on my haunches, my throat raw and my stomach queasy.
 
   “Again. Fuck my cock with your throat,” he demanded, rising to his knees.
 
   I felt dejected, but complied nonetheless. I hunched down and opened my mouth, taking him into my throat through my own fruition. The gag reflex was less intense this time around, but I nevertheless still wretched when his cock slid past a certain point. When I was halfway to the base, I felt his calloused hands wrap around the back of my head. I tried to pull back but was held down in place, impaled all on his massive prick. 
 
   My airway was cut off. I struggled to get away, to catch a breath, but it was to no avail. Five seconds turned into ten turned into thirty as I tapped my hands frantically against his tree-trunk thighs. My throat stretched to the absolute limit and my vision closing in, I started to panic. My body spasmed as I tried desperately to go up for some air. Then it all went black. 
 
   I was laying on the bare concrete when I came to in a puddle of my own spit and slobber. I curled into a little ball and took in breath after fast, shallow breath.
 
   “You were only out for a few seconds. Quit being such a bitch about it,” remarked Stanley, sitting down on the concrete next to me and roughly pulling my panties to the side.
 
   “Stanley please…” I begged, rubbing a thick trail of snot from off of my face and wiping it off on the floor. 
 
     I felt a wet finger press against my exposed asshole. A shock shot up my spine as I instinctively moved away from the sensation. I was met with a hard, open handed spank on my bare cheek, its crack echoing down the prison hallway. I pressed my hips back against his index finger and tried to steady my breath. I’d never been fucked before, but it doesn’t take a genius to know that if I didn’t relax and relax quick, the experience was going to be a lot less pleasant that it strictly had to be. 
 
   I felt my pucker stretch and then felt the first knuckle of his digit slide inside of me. I let out a gasp, the sensation less painful than I’d expected. 
 
   “You like that, huh?” he asked, sliding his finger in even deeper. 
 
   I let out a low moan, despite myself. My cock, trapped between me and the cold concrete floor, stiffened. He spanked me again and my ass clenched around his finger sending a strange admixture of pain and desire throughout my body.
 
   “Bitch, I asked you a question!”
 
   “Yes…” I whispered.
 
   “Yes what!” he yelled back.
 
   “Yes, Stanley. I like it,” I moaned.
 
   He started fucking me with his finger, wet with spit and ass juice.
 
   “It’s daddy to you, shithead,” he growled, withdrawing his finger with a pop.
 
   “Yes, daddy,” I replied, my face blushing red as I said the words. 
 
   “Hands and knees bitch. I’m a take that cherry,” he informed me.
 
   I hopped into position as he ruffled through a small tupperware container which he’d grabbed from his belongings. I heard a *click* and then felt a cool liquid drip, drip, dripping onto my virgin hole. He rubbed the lube in and around my ass with gusto, slathering the remnants onto his still-erect prick. Without warning he positioned himself behind me and forced the head of his thick cock directly inside of me. I let out a high pitched scream which must have woken up half the tier. I tried to move away but was held firmly in place by the gargantuan man. 
 
   “Take that cock, you slut!” he barked at me, pulling hard on the waist of my panties.
 
   A spike of agony rushed through my body as my hole stretched to its limit. My elbows buckled and I fell hard onto my chest. My body relaxed a little and Stanley pushed himself a little deeper. I felt so full, so stretched. There was pain, but still my cock ached. Stanley began stroking his hips, sliding his greasy cock in and out of my quivering hole.
 
   Then it all fell away.
 
   In that moment, I wasn’t just some statistic. I wasn’t an institutionalized loser taking up space on a ledger. I wasn’t anything at all. I was Nothingness, the Dao that cannot be named. I relaxed. I opened up. His cock slid against my prostate and I started returned his strokes, bumping my cheeks against his hips as I took all nine inches of him up my ass. 
 
   “That’s a good girl,” he remarked grabbing me by the hips and thrusting even faster.
 
   I squeaked and squealed as I started to feel something building in my loins. It was like I had to pee, but different. Very different.
 
   “Fuck… fuck… fuck…” I whispered inadvertently, the orgasm building and building.
 
   “You want to cum?” he asked, slowing his rhythm.
 
   “Yes!” I practically screamed.
 
   “Yes what?”
 
   “Yes daddy! Please can I cum?”
 
   “Cum you little bitch!”
 
   Stanley grabbed my hair from behind and roughly yanked me back onto my hands. Next, he grabbed my hips and began jackhammering my hole. I let out a howl and my body exploded in the most powerful, soul shattering orgasm I had hitherto experienced. It stemmed from my ass, but encompassed my entire being. My body shook like it was having an epileptic fit as spurt after spurt of white hot cum shot from my cock onto the bare concrete floor. 
 
   I was still cumming when Stanley drove himself as deep as he could manage, and then there was the queerest sensation as his cock twitched and shook, filling my bowels with hot cum. And just like that it was over. I collapsed into a heap on the floor, my body still twitching as the remnants of the orgasm passed through my body. Stanley stood up, picked up my prison jumpsuit, and wiped his cock off on it.
 
   “Stan…” I stopped myself. “Daddy… thank you.” 
 
   The words poured out of my mouth. I didn’t know where they came from, but they somehow felt sincere. Sure, I was reluctant. Terrified actually. But there were things… Things I didn’t know about myself, apparently. At least that’s how I rationalize it now. Stanley grunted and hopped up into his bunk.
 
   “Come here, baby,” he beckoned.
 
   I forced myself onto my wobbly legs and climbed into his arms. We lay there in a post-orgasmic haze. Me and Stanley. Stanley and his punk, his sissy. I closed my eyes and realized that there were worse things to be.
 
   “ I knew this would happen from the moment your strung-out-ass waltzed up in here. You put up a fight, but I’ve got a sixth sense about these things. I saw your inner bitch and knew that I was gonna have you.”
 
   I nuzzled my face into his chest, silently acknowledging to his words. 
 
   “There’s a few ground rules we gotta go over, River. Tomorrow, you’re gonna shave. Face, ass, chest, cock, legs, feet. Everywhere, and you’re gonna stay like that your whole stay here, you heard me? Next, you sit down when you pee. Not just in the cell. Anywhere. You understand?”
 
   I nodded my head.
 
   “That’s ‘Yes, daddy.’ Whenever I ask something of you, you reply ‘Yes, daddy,’ and do it. You feel me?”
 
   “Yes, daddy,” I replied, obediently.
 
   “Those are the rules: stay shaved, sit down when you pee, and whenever I ask you to do something, it’s ‘yes, daddy’ and you do it. Pretty simple.”
 
   “Yes, daddy.”
 
   “Shut up. I didn’t ask you a question. Now, it’s not gonna be all ‘give, give, give,’ on your part. While you belong to me, ain’t nobody gonna fuck with you. If anybody does, let me know cause me and him are gonna have a real serious problem. You’re free to use any of my shit unless I say different. I’ll hook you up with some good razors, some Mach 3 type shit, so you can stay looking pretty. Maybe I’ll get you some makeup if you’re a good girl. One of the other punks will show you how to put it on. You alright with that?”
 
   “Yes, daddy.”
 
   “Oh!” he said, sitting up, “I almost forgot. Close your eyes.”
 
   “Yes, daddy.”
 
   Stanley stood and I heard him rustling around through his belongings somewhere in the cell.
 
   “Open them,” he said.
 
   I gave my perfunctory reply and did as he said. A few inches from my face was a white, circular pill. I recognized it immediately. 40mg oxycodone. My heart simultaneously sank and lit up. It was back. I opened my mouth and swallowed the pill dry. Leaning back into his arms, I waited for the warm, numbing sensation to take over my body. I thought about my sentence and about how I would be spending my time in here. 18 months with good behavior, three years if I’m a bad girl. Only time will tell.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Sissies of the Third Reich
 
    
 
   “Crawl across the floor.”
 
   The command came, thickly accented and as if out of the ether. Private Ari Strauss, its recipient, hesitated and was met with a harsh, impatient reprimand.
 
   “Crawl Private, or we will send you back to the camp and find someone who will follow orders!”
 
   It had been nearly a month since Ari had been captured by the Germans. A month of meager rations and abuse by the guards. A month of forced labor. A month of wishing he was back in Brownsberg, Indiana.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” heaved Ari, dragging his hands and knees across the icy, meticulously clean floor of the camp commandant’s private quarters. 
 
   “Very good, Private. Now, back again.”
 
   Three days earlier, Ari had been allowed to wash and was given private quarters next to the camp officers. Puzzlingly, he was provided with whatever he desired: steak, brandy, caviar, anything his whims fancied. He was allowed three days of indulgence and on the fourth at four in the morning he was dragged out of bed, stripped, blindfolded, beaten, and…
 
   “I didn’t tell you to stop! Back again!”
 
   Private Strauss crawled back and forth and back and forth and back and forth until his hands and knees were bruised and raw, just shy of bleeding. The moment came that he realized he could take no more and his exhausted body flopped to the floor. The darkness began to close in. He felt himself being lifted onto his feet and carried from the room, his small body hanging sweaty and limp. In a haze he floated around the building: for how long, he couldn’t say, but when the blindfold was ripped from his eyes, he caught just a glimpse of the tails of black trench coats before collapsing onto an overstuffed bed, clean and covered in bleached linens. His whole body shuddered, and everything went black.
 
   ***
 
   Ari’s tried to scream but his cries were muffled by a soft, smooth hand held tightly against his mouth. A few moments of terror until finally the accoster’s voice rang out, quiet but clear: “Stop it, Ari! Shut up! I’m here to help!” 
 
   “A French accent,” Ari thought.
 
   He stopped thrashing and felt the hand being slowly moved from off his lips.
 
   “Look, we don’t have much time. My name is Patrice. I was Corporal with the French Army. I’ve been held at this camp since the beginning. Since the fall of Paris. You must listen! Do what the Commandant asks of you, no matter what. You must obey him! Submit! Survive!”
 
   Ari’s heart thumped and before he could think of a question to ask, Patrice had fled, locking the door behind him. Ari groped frantically for a lamp or a candle until the adrenaline began to fade and the soreness in his body and the memories of war came rushing back, a splash of cold water. Too much. Ari threw his face into his pillow and cried himself to sleep.
 
   ***
 
   Dawn broke, rousing Ari Strauss from a troubled sleep. He rarely remembered his dreams, but tonight was, for some reason, an exception. He was back in boot camp, being roughed up by his drill instructor, Sergeant Green, for not having his rack made up to standards. It was just like he’d remembered. 
 
   “Get it together fuck face or I will beat your skinny ass purple!”
 
   “Christ, what an easy target I make,” Ari thought to himself, sitting up amidst the half dozen pillows piled on his four-post bed. 
 
    Curling into a ball, he closed his eyes and imagined home, imagined being out in the corn fields in the back of a tractor. He thought about his family and all of his old friends and wondered aloud: 
 
   “Who has survived?” 
 
   “Has my brother? Forrest Presley? Sergeant Green?
 
   The door to his room swung open and much to his surprise, young woman, dressed as a French maid, shuffled wordlessly in. Ari’s feelings of astonishment were plain on his face. 
 
   “A girl? Am I still dreaming?”
 
   Young, petite, and beautiful, the maid held a covered platter aloft in her hands. Setting it down on the nightstand, she lifted the tray and revealed to Ari his breakfast. The scent of warm scones, cinnamon, and coffee filled the air. Ari’s mouth watered until he felt himself struck with a keen sense of embarrassment; he was still naked from the night before. Neither war nor imprisonment could manage to shatter the overpowering sense of modesty instilled in Ari’s God fearing, mid-westerner brain. He yanked up the covers in a futile attempt to make himself decent. The maid rolled her eyes.
 
   “Americans!” she guffawed.
 
   “I’m sorry,” he apologized, “it’s just that I…”
 
   The maid cut him off.
 
   “Is there anything else monsieur would be liking?” she asked, her accent thick with the South of France, a voice that Ari found not altogether unpleasant.
 
   It had been ages since he had seen a girl, even longer since he’d laid with one, nine months and four days to be exact. An unbearable dry spell and now here one was in the strangest of all places, and a beautiful one at that. Blonde hair. Young. Sultry despite her flat-chest. 
 
   “If Monsieur would stop gawking and sit on the edge of the bed, this one would be happy to help with the erection he is attempting to hide underneath his sheets,” she finally intoned, smiling mischievously all the while.
 
   Ari turned beet red but still didn’t hesitate scooting his bony hips to the edge of the bed. The young maid dropped to her knees and crawled seductively toward him, sitting nude on the edge of the bed, his erect cock throbbing, its glistening head pointing straight at the ceiling. She wrapped her soft, pink lips around his swollen member and Ari moaned, suddenly recalling the moment he had finally lost his virginity. 
 
   Barely a year had passed since his 19th birthday when his platoon sergeant, at the urging of his squad, had taken Ari to a whorehouse just outside Fort Benning, Georgia. It was a nice, but the whore was old, matronly even. Nothing like…
 
   She took Ari’s shaft all the way into her throat and growled a low, wet gurgle. When she came off, a thick rope of saliva hung from her mouth all the way down to the tip of his pulsating cock. He was astounded. Confused, in love, and astounded.
 
   “I didn’t even know that was possible.”
 
   Before he could think too much about it, the maid took both balls into her mouth and began slowly stroking his shaft, wet and slippery with saliva. Though she had been pleasing him for less than a minute, it quickly became too much for Ari to take.
 
   “I’m gonna cum. I can’t…” he whispered, trying to pull away.
 
   The young woman kept sucking, holding him in place. The orgasm glowed fiercely throughout his body as rope after rope of white hot jism exploded all over this strange girl’s uniform before coating her face, mouth, and chest in a sticky glaze. Everywhere. It was more cum than Ari had ever seen. Much to his surprise, the girl began scooping it seductively into her mouth, even the few drops that had managed to land on the floor. Just the site of this was enough to keep Ari’s rock hard, even after such a recent orgasm. When she was finished, the beautiful stranger made eye contact and smiled her perfect smile.
 
   “It might be shocking to you, but a good whore mustn’t waste a drop. You will learn that in time.”
 
   She rose to her feet and kissed Ari softly on the cheek, leaving behind a dab of cum.
 
   “What’s your name?” he asked, wanting to speak and not knowing what else to say.
 
   She said that it was Madeline and then began walking away. She opened the door and stood on the threshold. Turning, she faced Ari, lifting her petticoats, and exposing a small, shaven, fully erect penis. 
 
   “Maybe next time you can do me. Adieu, mon ami.”
 
   Ari’s jaw dropped to the floor as Madeline left. Two SS men walked in and grabbed Ari, screaming at the top of his lungs, though not realizing it. A cool, damp rag was placed over his mouth. The smell of astringent was overwhelming as everything faded to black.    
 
   ***
 
   “Ari. Wake up, Ari. We’ve finished. It’s Madeline. You remember me. Wake up.”
 
   Ari’s eyelids slowly crept open. His pupils turned to pinpricks, a response to the bright, fluorescent lights beaming into his eyes. The room began to spin as a cold pain struck just behind the young soldier’s eye sockets. The spinning eventually stopped and the headache subsided, but that did nothing to assuage the panic that set in as soon as Ari realized he was back inside the Commandant’s office.
 
   “Take a deep breath, Ari. He is not here yet. You are going to be fine. Just do as you are told. Submit. Survive.”
 
   Ari coughed as he surveyed his situation: his hands were bound together above his head, attached to a fixture on the low, wooden ceiling. He was stark naked and shaved of all of his body hair, legs, crotch, chest, and all. A pair of black stilettos mediated between his feet and the floor.
 
   “Madeline? Patrice? What is happening? Am I going mad?” whispered Ari, still too disoriented to put together a complete thought.
 
   Madeline giggled a girlish giggle, walked next to Ari and put her head on the young man’s smooth chest.
 
   “People who go mad don’t know they are going mad, so it is safe to say that you are of sound mind, my Ari. Once I was Corporal Patrice, but no longer. Today, I am Madeline. Forever I will be Madeline. You are Private Ari now, but one day you will be…”
 
   The door burst open, and Madeline cut off her sentence, dropped to her knees, and placed both hands behind her head. 
 
   “You may rise,” said the Commandant, lighting a cigarette as he sauntered into his office.
 
   Madeline rose to her feet and went to the uniformed Commandant, standing on her tip toes and kissing him on the cheek. For a moment, Ari felt the pangs of jealousy, but only for a moment.
 
   “Private Ari, I see that my Madeline has finished with the preparations. Are you ready to begin your training?” asked the Commandant.
 
   “Training? What training? Just what the hell is going on here? Why are you doing this to me? I want to go home I…”
 
   Ari’s demands were cut short by a harsh closed fisted blow to the face, delivered dispassionately by the stone faced German. Stars flashed in Ari’s field of vision as he was again stuck with a vivid recollection of the past night’s dream.
 
   “When I ask you a question, the proper answer is ‘Yes, Sir,’ or ‘No, Sir.’ Let me ask you again, Private, are you ready to begin your training?”
 
   Ari looked over at Madeline, whose face shouted one and only one emotion: fear. Ari thought of his family back in Indiana when Patrice’s, rather Madeline’s words rang clear in his mind’s eye: Submit. Survive.
 
   “Yes… Yes, Sir,” Ari replied meekly, pressing his aching jaw into his shoulder.
 
   “Good. I was hoping Madeline would talk some sense into you,” the Commandant muttered, his accent thick and Teutonic.
 
   Madeline smiled and batted her eyelashes.
 
   “Now, to get to business. Madeline, it’s time to attach the device,” said the Commandant.
 
   The slender assistant walked back towards Ari, his body now trembling both in fear and from the strain the bonds put on his muscles. Grabbing Ari’s flaccid cock, Madeline tried to slip it into a plastic, phallic shaped device. Ari gasped and tried to turn away.
 
   “Stop it! What is that? What are you doing? St…”
 
   Ari’s sentence was cut short when Madeline delivered a harsh knock to his balls, raw and sensitive. He yelped in pain and Madeline saw the fight leave his body.
 
   “I didn’t want to do that, but you must learn how to follow orders. To answer your question, this is a new device that Herr Commandant has had his camp engineers working on. It will aid you in your training.”
 
   This time, Madeline had no trouble slipping on the device, a half dollar sized plastic tube attached to a small plastic ring with room for a small, metal lock that held the two together.
 
   “This will keep you from getting hard, Ari. It’s a chastity device, if you will. If you are to become a good slut, you must learn how to cum like a good girl.”
 
   Ari’s face turned white and he began to sob, wild and panicked as his ultimate fate became clear. 
 
   “Madeline, your panties,” barked the Commandant, snapping his fingers impatiently.
 
   Madeline slipped off of her pink, ruffled knickers and hand them to the Commandant. Panties in hand, the goliath of a man took two steps toward his captive, raised his foot, and jammed his boot heel into Ari’s solar plexus. Ari tried doubling over but was stopped by the bonds. His body hung weakly for a moment, until it finally let loose an ugly wheeze. Calmly, the Commandant took the pink, balled up panties and shoved them into Ari’s mouth. Madeline followed with piece of duct tape, completing the gag.
 
   “Relax, Ari,” Madeline whispered, throwing a black hood around the prisoner’s head.
 
   Ari caught his breath and issued a pained, muffled sob. 
 
   “Get him ready Madeline,” came the Commandant’s voice.
 
   “Oui, Mon Commandant.”
 
   Ari heard the clack of heels echo out from the floor, first in front of him and then in back. He felt a small pair of hands softly brush the back of his legs. Ari’s body tensed as Madeline breathed against the inside of his thighs. Without warning, she slipped her tongue between his hairless ass cheeks, licking and tasting and making circle slow with the tip. 
 
   “Submit, Ari,” she whispered, her voice vibrating throughout his body.
 
   Ari fought the imposition, though overwhelmed with erogenous sensations, the wet twirls of Madeline’s tongue, pleasuring him in a way that dulled the world around him. Ari’s sob sounded more a moan as his body tried sending blood to his bound cock. Madeline kept licking and grabbed the cruel plastic device preventing his fruition. Ari was sobbing again, the sensation of his body’s futile attempt at bursting through the small, curved tube of plastic becoming too painful to handle with any sort of dignity.
 
   “Do you want to cum, Ari?” asked Madeline, shuffling on her knees so that she was again in front of him.
 
   Ari went silent. Madeline waited for a response, momentarily taking the plastic device into her small, pink mouth. When she realized one wasn’t coming, she stood. 
 
   “It’s OK, Ari. Don’t be embarrassed. I’ll let you cum. Just tell me you want to.”
 
   Ari fought the urge to give in but the urge was so desperate, the physical need so overwhelming that he couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t help but nod his head.
 
   “I will take that as a yes,” said the Commandant, breaking his silence, an intense gaze placed upon the unfolding situation.
 
   Dropping hard to her knees, Madeline crawled back to her Commandant and undid his pants, taking his already hard cock into the back of her mouth, letting her spit carelessly run down its shaft and into a puddle on the floor.
 
   “Thank you Madeline, but that won’t be necessary. Just prepare your friend,” said the Commandant, pushing her head away from him.
 
   A few moments later, Ari felt something against his asshole, this time cold. Slippery. He tried to move away but Madeline had already doused him in the oily solution. A long silence followed. 
 
   Ari squeezed his hands in agony, the ropes still holding them bound over his head. The panties in his mouth had fully soaked through with saliva, making it harder and harder to take even the shallowest of breaths. His feet, strapped tightly into the ill-fitting stilettos were raw. Worst of all, a cruel ache occupied every last nook and cranny of his loins as his manhood struggled uselessly against the uncaring plastic Madeline had snapped around his cock.
 
   “Let them, Ari. Let them,” he thought to himself.
 
   “You’ll cum and the feeling with stop. You won’t want it anymore.”
 
   Ari felt the grip of strong, calloused hands against his hips. He felt the officer’s erect cock poking and prodding at his backside until its tip came to rest against at the center of his hole.
 
   “Relax, Private.”
 
   The voice came in a thickly accented German as Ari felt his asshole begin to stretch. He struggled uselessly against what was happening. The head of the Commandant’s thick shaft popped in and Ari was broken, able to dredge up nothing more than a perfunctory squeal.
 
   “Do not fight it, Ari. Submit. Survive.”
 
   It was Madeline, her soft arms thrown around his chest. The Commandant’s cock slid in another inch. There was pain.
 
   “Submit. Survive. Submit. Survive. Submit. Survive.”
 
   The words echoed throughout his mind as the tension finally began its slow descent from his body. The Commandant’s hips pressed against Ari’s cheeks, impaled deep on his cock. A wave of pleasure swept throughout his body.
 
   “Yes, Ari. Yes,” said Madeline, kissing him over the hood.
 
   The Commandant, taking note of Ari’s change in demeanor, began to fuck. 
 
   “He’s going slowly, thank God. He’s being gentle. He can be gentle.”
 
    Ari offered a moan, his sore wrists were no longer a concern, nor his shoulders, nor his feet. His cock still hurt, yes, but something was happening. The pain was present but was being slowly replaced with what he would later describe as an intense longing. With each thrust, more and more pre-cum oozed out the end of the plastic. Ari shivered as he felt his tormentor’s thrusts getting faster. His moans became high pitched and his body shook violently.
 
   “It’s happening. It’s happening.”
 
   The Commandant’s cock twitched as Ari felt a swelling and then his asshole was being filled with his tormentor’s seed, warm and wet. The twitches came and came until finally the Commandant pulled out and Ari snapped back into reality. 
 
   “It didn’t happen…”
 
   His body was on fire. His muscles were cramping and his asshole felt raw and used. His caged cock still ached but to his relief it felt as it finally the erection might subside. The Commandant ripped off Ari’s hood, revealing the young man’s brutalized, tear covered face. Not daring to make eye contact with the German, Ari faced the floor. Madeline crawled into his field of vision as the cum started its leak out his asshole, leaving a wet trail down the back of his legs.
 
   “She did say a good slut mustn’t waste even a drop.”
 
   Madeline licked the smooth floor underneath Ari’s body clean before moving to his leg. Ari shivered as he felt her slippery tongue moving slowly up his leg, taking possession of every drop of viscous jism that had leaked out. 
 
   “Madeline, no.”
 
   She thrust her tongue eagerly into Ari’s asshole and began to lick and suck what was left from his hole. Ari squirmed and felt sickened at himself when his cock again started to swell against its plastic cage, but was all over in a few seconds. Looking about, he saw that the Commandant had already left the room.
 
   “The chastity device will stay on, as will the shoes,” Madeline told him, offhandedly.
 
   Ari gave a pained nod and Madeline began undoing his bonds, starting with his gag. When his arms were finally free, he dropped to the floor in exhaustion. Madeline gently peeled the duct tape, and Ari spit the rest of his gag onto the floor.
 
   “Put those on,” Madeline ordered.
 
   Ari hesitated, but then remembered the mantra: Submit. Survive.
 
   He picked the wet panties off the floor and slid them onto his body, shivering in fright and embarrassment. For a moment, he even tried to cover his shame before realizing what a futile task it would be.
 
   “It’s OK, Ari. You will be OK. You can follow me back to your room.”
 
   Ari, enmeshed in a wobbly haze, followed the cool headed servant down a dark, low ceilinged hall and back into his private cell. He never thought that he would be happy to see this cell, but here he was, waves of relief rushing over his body as he collapsed onto the plush bed, the cold wet panties still clinging to his hips. Madeline sat down on the bed next to Ari’s spent body. She lit and produced an American cigarette, puffing as she offered one to Ari. He declined.
 
   “I came here 2 year ago, Ari. France was busy falling and my squad surrendered before the German’s had even fired a shot in our direction,” said Madeline, her soft, blue eyes drifting off into the distance.
 
   Ari sat up and paid attention.
 
   “I had expected to go home after a few weeks of captivity, that they’d let me go, just like everyone else. If it wasn’t for him. If it wasn’t for him, Ari, I would be home right now,” she continued, tears welling up in her eyes.
 
   “He’s not a bad man, Ari. He simply took a liking to me. He’s shown me things, Ari. Shown me things and opened up a whole new world to me. I… I love him.”
 
   Ari wanted to open his mouth, to tell Madeline that she was crazy, that she was brainwashed, a slave and nothing more, but something stopped him. He remembered the haze he had entered earlier, the serenity that had come over him as his captor penetrated him. He remembered the Commandant’s cock slamming inside of him, ripping him open. He remembered how close he’d been to cumming…
 
   “I can see it in your eyes too, Ari. You know the power he has. You know exactly what it is I speak of. Submit. Survive. When the war is over, you can go back to being who you once were. You can go back to being Ari. Until that day comes, until the guns stop firing, you will be Amelie. Amelie Cousteau. Is that understood?” asked Madeline, standing up snuffing the cigarette out on the floor.
 
   Ari, lost in thought, didn’t seem to object.
 
   “Good,” Madeline observed, “wait here for a few moments. I will bring you a basin to wash in, plus some fresh lingerie and a meal. Herr Commandant knows that you are tired and that you have a lot on your mind. If there is anything you need, there’s a guard outside your door. He will let me know.”
 
   Ari nodded and laid back down when Madeline made for the door. 
 
   “Amelie?” she said turning back around in the threshold.
 
   There was a delay when Ari realized that she was talking to him.
 
   “Yes?” he replied.
 
   “It is good to have someone to talk to. Be a good girl. I hope that we can be there for one another during our stay,” said Madeline, a pained smile plastered across her face.
 
   Ari, rather Amelie, tried not to smile but couldn’t manage to hold it back. Despite, or maybe because of the circumstances, he had fallen for her.
 
   “Thank you, Madeline. I would like that very much.”
 
   ***
 
   Asleep in a clean, white nighty, Ari’s/Amelie’s cock welled against his/her chastity device as he/she thrashed in his/her sleep. First, she is Amelie. She is back home and the Commandant is teaching her high school math class. The chalk board had been covered in pagan runes that the Commandant studies intensely. Turning to the class, he makes eye contact with Amelie.
 
   “Amelie, you will find the difference quotient to the following problem.”
 
   “Ja, Herr Commandant,” replies Amelie, bending over and picking up a piece of chalk from the ground, the boys in the class catcalling when they see what’s hanging out the back of her negligée. Standing up straight and facing at the chalkboard, half of the indecipherable symbols begin to float inches above the meticulously clean blackboard.
 
   “I cannot do it, Herr Commandant,” she confesses.
 
   “Then you will suck.”
 
   Amelie drops to her knees and crawls around the classroom, stopping to pleasure of each and every last boy in the class, letting them shoot their loads wherever they please.
 
   “A good girl mustn’t waste a drop,” she announces flatly, her face covered in thick sheen of thick cum.
 
   The Commandant blows his load and then she is in bed at the camp with Madeline. Amelie turns back into Ari.
 
   “I don’t care. It doesn’t bother me. You’re beautiful, and I love you,” he says, kissing her gently on the forehead.
 
   Madeline wraps her arms around him and kisses him on the cheek.
 
   “I love you too, Ari. But you must submit. You must survive.”
 
   The chastity device was gone and Ari climbs on top of Madeline and slides himself inside of her. Madeline chuckles as Ari feels the cock between her legs.
 
   “You know this can never be. You are no longer Ari. You are Amelie.”
 
   “I am Ari.”
 
   “You are Amelie. Look.”
 
   Amelie shot straight up in bed, wide awake. Morning had poked itself through the barred windows of his cell, narrow sun beams bouncing against Madeline’s feminine figure as she tidied up around the room.
 
   “Good morning, Madeline.”
 
   “Good morning, Amelie. I thought you’d never awake. Did you sleep well?”
 
   “Yes. I dreamt of you.”
 
   “Who did?” asks Madeline.
 
   “I did,” she replied, hesitantly.
 
   A long pause hung in the air.
 
   “You know what I mean,” whispered Madeline, flatly.
 
   “Amelie. It was Amelie,” she replied.
 
   Madeline furrowed her delicate brow.
 
   “Tell me again,” she requested. “Be a good girl.”
 
   “Amelie. My name is Amelie.”
 
   “What will you do for the duration of your stay, Amelie?” asked Madeline, a smile slowly growing on her face.
 
   “I will submit. I will survive.”
 
   “There is truth in dreams. It is nice to meet you, Amelie,” she beamed, jumping into the bed and wrapping her small arms around Amelie’s neck.
 
   That morning, the pair ate together, a breakfast of fruit and sweet coffee. The conversation was light, Madeline being careful to limit the breadth of the conversation. They discussed the camp food. According to Madeline, a famous chef, she wasn’t sure his name, had been captured in Rouen. He was set to be executed, but the Commandant had arranged for him to be spared, eventually making the man his personal chef. After breakfast, Madeline set to the task of informing Amelie of her duties during her stay in the Commandant’s private quarters.
 
   “How does the chastity device feel today, Amelie?” she began.
 
   “It’s fine. It’s stayed in place,” Amelie blurted out, a little embarrassed.
 
   Madeline put her hands on her hips and shook her head.
 
   “I thought we were going to be honest with one another.”
 
   “OK. I’m sorry Madeline; it hurts. I want it off,” confessed Amelie.
 
   “Thank you for being honest. It is, however, there for your own good, my dear. Herr Commandant knows what he is doing. It will help you feel pleasure in… different ways.”
 
   Amelie turned bright red as she recalled how close she had been to orgasm the night before.
 
   “You know what I speak of! I could tell that you were getting close last night. Don’t be embarrassed. You are a lucky girl, and it’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Once you can, you now, cum like that, I’m sure that Herr Commandant will let you take it off.”
 
   A pained looked overcame Amelie’s face when she heard this.
 
   “Do not worry, Amelie. I wore the cage for almost a month before I could do it. At first I couldn’t even get close. It was nothing but pain when he took me like that, but for you, well, I can see that you are a natural.”
 
   “A natural girl. A natural faggot. What the hell are you doing, Ari?”
 
   “Amelie, stop it. You can’t fool me here. You must give in, you mustn’t fight it. Trust me!” cried Madeline.
 
   “It’s just… I just want to know… why me?”
 
   Madeline was unable to hold back a patronizing smile.
 
   “Why do you think? You make a very cute girl, Amelie! You can’t be more than what, 120 pounds? Your hips have a natural curve. You hardly have any hair on your body, and I heard that when you were in general population of the camp, life was very hard for you. You were too much of a sissy to make it on your own. Herr Commandant saw that and took pity on you. You never would have survived, Amelie. He’s done you a favor. You owe him your life.”
 
   Amelie turned red, embarrassed at not seeing it earlier. Madeline continued.
 
   “It will not be bad at all, mon petit cher, as long as you follow a few rules. Rule one, you must listen to and obey everything that Monsieur Commandant orders of you. If he says to sit, you say ‘Yes, mon Commandant,’ and you sit. If he asks you to suck, you say ‘Yes, mon Commandant,’ and you suck. Rule two, you must always look ladylike and presentable. You will keep yourself clean and hairless. We will get you a wardrobe and I will help you with your makeup at first, but after a little while you are going to be on your own. Do you understand me so far?”
 
   “I understand.”
 
   “Rule three, you must ask permission before you cum. If you cum without permission, you will be sorry. I speak from experience. Monsieur Commandant is very adamant about this, and as you know full well, he is a man best not provoked. I don’t want to scare you, but as long as we are being honest with one another, it’s a warning that I must give. Those are the rules. Other than that, enjoy the luxury of his personal quarters. He’s a generous man, as you’ve seen. You can have whatever you want to eat and drink, as you’ve seen. If you want books, he will get you books. If you want records, do not be afraid to ask. He will do his best to fulfill your every whim as long as you follow those three simple rules. Now Amelie, what are the rules again?”
 
   “Rule one, listen and obey all of the Commandant’s orders. Rule two, keep myself clean and feminine. Rule three, I must ask permission before cumming.”
 
   Amelie’s voice trailed off as she spoke the third rule.
 
   “I see you are still embarrassed. Monsieur Commandant will like that. You will be meeting with him on your own this evening. In the meantime, we will begin your lessons.”
 
   “Alone?” asked Amelie, a tremble entering her voice.
 
   “Yes, alone,” replied Madeline, unwilling to open the point up for discussion.
 
   Amelie composed herself and continued.
 
   “There will be lessons?”
 
   “Yes, I will be instructing you on how to be more feminine. How to better please the Commandant. Clothes. Beauty. Sex. Things of that nature. We can start right now, if you would like.”
 
   “I wouldn’t mind,” replied Amelie, secretly thrilled to be spending the afternoon with her new mentor.
 
   “Good. First thing’s first, you have to learn how to walk in those high-heels. As of now you look like a uh… how do you say… a dino?”
 
   Amelie racked her brain for a moment before she realized what Madeline meant.
 
   “A dinosaur?”
 
   “Yes!” laughed Madeline, “A dinosaur. Watch how I do it.”
 
   Over the next two hours, Madeline instructed Amelie in some of the more delicate matters of the feminine arts: she was given crash courses on how to apply makeup and how change the register of her voice.
 
   “It’s too deep! You sound every last bit the boy. Listen to me, listen to how I do it.”
 
    By the end of the afternoon to two girls were enjoying themselves in a way they hadn’t done since before the war had begun. For a few hours they were able to forget they were prisoners. They were able to forget there was a war on. They were able to forget that all of humanity had forgotten how to act human and was in the process of self-destruction. When their time was up, neither girl wanted it to end.
 
   “You are a natural, Amelie! I am very proud of you,” Madeline cooed.
 
   Amelie was still a little embarrassed, but smiled nonetheless.
 
   “Tomorrow, we will review today’s lessons, and then get on to sex! I can’t wait!”
 
   Amelie felt her heart flutter in her chest. She wrapped her arms around Madeline’s neck.
 
   “I can’t wait. Wish me luck tonight. To be truthful, I am scared to death,” confessed Amelie.
 
   “Don’t be. Obey instructions, keep yourself pretty, and don’t cum without permission. Remember the three rules and you have no reason to be scared. You might even enjoy yourself. I’ll have someone come in with a change of clothes for you in a little bit. Au Revoir, Amelie.”
 
   “Au Revoir, Madeline.”
 
   The door closed and Amelie prepared for the night ahead.
 
   ***
 
   “This is the first time we’ve been able to have a proper conversation, Amelie. I hope that you do not find me to be too much of a brute,” said the Commandant, taking a sip of red wine.
 
   “No, sir,” replied Amelie, her voice small. Meek.
 
   Her hands shook violently as she adjusted the straps of the black, silk evening dress that were digging into her shoulder blades. The dress, along with fresh lingerie, had been delivered to her shortly after Madeline had left.
 
   “Amelie, you have to relax. You are here now as my guest. All of that earlier unpleasantness must be put behind us. I want the two of us to develop a rapport, yes? Don’t you want that? All you have to do is follow the rules and I will be happy, and if I am happy, you will be happy.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” said Amelie, taking a small bite of salad, not daring to touch the soup lest she spill.
 
   The Commandant stopped eating, staring a hole into the back of Amelie’s head.
 
   “I see you cannot relax.”
 
   Amelie remained silent, not daring to return the Commandant’s gaze.
 
   “That is OK. I have an offer for you, Amelie. I will ask you this once, and only once. Do you wish to return to the general population? Do you want to go back to being Ari?”
 
   Amelie dropped her fork to the table.
 
   “A trap,” she thought to herself.
 
    Amelie’s heart pounded in her chest as she looked down at her plate. She remained mute.
 
   “Just say the words and you may return. Go back to being Private Ari Strauss, punching bag of your brutish, American Sergeants. Private Ari Strauss, always hungry, always weak because his comrades take his food. You can go back. You can be Private Ari Strauss, in the latrine at night, pen knife at your wrists.” 
 
   Amelie looked up from her plate, remembering.
 
   “How could he know?”
 
   Her former life came flashing back. Though she’d only been living like this for days, her past life as Private Ari Strauss seemed as far away from her as Indiana. For the first time in her life, she made eye contact with her captor, the Commandant. She cleared her voice and spoke, clearly and without fear.
 
   “No, Herr Commandant. I’ll stay. I’ll… I’ll take my chances here.”
 
   Amelie dabbed the corners of her mouth with her cloth napkin and placed it to the left of her dinner plate, just as Madeline had instructed.
 
   “A wise choice, Amelie. Come and sit on my lap.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” she replied, her responses becoming more and more instinctual.
 
   Standing up, she glided smoothly around the table, remembering her lessons. Taking a deep breath, she sat down on his lap and felt his strong arms wrap around her waist. She remembered last night, what he had done. She remembered hanging there. Her body began to shake.
 
   “You must calm down, my dear. I know I have been harsh in the past, but you needed it! You weren’t thinking clearly before. You and I both know you will die in that camp. Here, I will treat you well. At the end of the day, all of this,” he said gesturing to the room, “harmless little games. That is all.”
 
   He latched onto Amelie’s neck with his mouth, sucking and licking. Amelie let out a squeak and the Commandant reached up her dress, his fingers wrapping around cruel plastic.
 
   “Stand up and take of your dress,” he spoke. An order.
 
   “Yes, Sir.” 
 
   Amelie stood, and the Commandant allowed it, but he did not let go his grip. Amelie undid the straps, and pulled the dress over her head. She let the expensive looking black silk fall to the concrete, ever polished and reflective.
 
   “The floor I was made to crawl across. The floor that Madeline licked, no hesitation.” 
 
   “You make a beautiful girl, Amelie. So slender, my God! Those tiny hips! Have you ever sucked a cock before, Amelie?”
 
   Amelie shook her head.
 
   “That’s no Sir!” barked the commandant, pulling firmly down on her caged cock.
 
   “No, Sir!” cried Amelie, dropping hard to her knees.
 
   The Commandant released his grip. He unbuttoned the front of his black trousers and pulled out his cock, flaccid but with a pearl of dewy pre-cum clinging to the tip.
 
   “As you’ve been learning, there’s a first time for everything. Get to work.”
 
   Amelie crawled forward and hesitated. Her heart was in her ears, his cock dangling an inch from her face. When he had earlier done things to her, her eyes had been blindfolded. Now she could see and everything felt different. This was a choice. She started to open her mouth when the Commandant grabbed her by the hair. 
 
   “Suck on it! I will not ask again! And if I feel teeth, you will be sorry.”
 
   Opening as wide as she could, Amelie took the head of the commandant’s cock into her mouth. Flesh and salt filled her senses. She remembered how Madeline had serviced her like this, back when she had been Ari. Amelie let the spit pool in the back of her mouth, slowly sliding her lips and tongue up and down the hardening shaft.
 
   “That’s a good girl. Madeline has taught you well,” he moaned.
 
   The Commandant pushed himself deeper and Amelie fought the urge to gag. The pressure of her own cock was beginning to build, pushing against the cage limiting her erection.
 
   “That’s a good little slut. I can tell you like it, slut. Being used like this, little cock-sucking whore. Filthy. I see your little cock leaking. Give in, slut. I will use all of you.”
 
   “Submit. Survive.”
 
   Madeline’s mantra came echoing back into her mind. She repeated it, again and again until all her fears and all of her doubts fled into the nothingness.
 
   “Submit. I’m a good slut. Survive. I like this. Submit. Little cock-sucking whore. Survive. I will let him use me.”
 
   The commandant grabbed Amelie’s head with both hands, forcing his cock into the depths of her throat. Amelie wretched and he pulled out. Thick, viscous threads spilled out of her mouth and onto her chest.
 
   “Good! Yes! Now, get on all fours on my bed. Immediately!”
 
   Amelie rushed to her feet and practically ran to the Commandant’s bed, her high heels clacking hard against the floor with every step. She climbed up and fell to her hands and knees, the cool, silk sheets a comfort on her skin. Pointing her ass toward the Commandant she turned her head back and waiting for further instructions.
 
   “Pull your panties down. Slowly.”
 
   Amelie did as she was told, exposing two smooth cheeks framing perfectly her clean, pink asshole. The Commandant dove in, face-first. His tongue entered Amelie and she squealed aloud. The pre-cum began flowed freely, the Commandant’s wet tongue working its way in and out of her tense pucker, still sore from its treatment the night before.
 
   “Do you like when I lick your asshole, you little slut?”
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   “Do you want my cock inside you?”
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   Amelie answers were instinctual. There was no way around them.   
 
    “Get over here and get it wet. It’s all the lube that you’re gonna get this time. Good sluts learn how to make do.”
 
   “Yes, Sir. Good sluts learn how to make do,” repeated Amelie, turning around and taking him back inside of her mouth. She let her drool gather, trying desperately to get his cock as well lubricated as possible.
 
   After a few seconds, the Commandant impatiently withdrew his cock and grabbed Amelie on her chin. 
 
   “Back on the bed, on your hands and knees. Ass in the air. Do it, do it now,” he ordered.
 
   Amelie obeyed, laying her face against the flawless silk. The Commandant stepped behind her and placed the tip of his throbbing cock at the entrance of her smooth, pink hole.
 
   “Beg for it. Beg for it or I give you back to your old squad, dressed like this. Beg,” he ordered.
 
   Amelie tried not to panic, quickly begging best as she could.
 
   “Please, Herr Commandant. Please fuck me with your cock, fuck me hard and deep. Tear me open, make me hurt. Make me cum.”
 
   The words came pouring out of Amelie’s mouth as her face, flush against the mattress, turned red in desperation. 
 
   “This all comes so natural. For once in your life you are good at something.”
 
   The tip of his thick cock pressed and pressed against her dry asshole until, with a pop, it forced its way inside.
 
   “Fuck!” she yelled, his cock like a knife to her insides.
 
   “Shut up, whore!” he screamed, slapping his palm into Amelie’s ass and sliding his cock in even deeper.
 
   “Take it out! Take it out! It’s too big!” screamed Amelie, trying desperately to pull away.
 
   “Shut up and take it,” he yelled, thrusting all eight of inches inside.
 
   Amelie’s body went limp as the commandant started fucking her in earnest. The strokes were long and the strokes were deep. Amelie soon became overwhelmed. Her body went limp. It stopped resisting. 
 
   “Submit. Survive. Submit. Survive. Submit. Survive.”
 
   The Commandant saw how badly Amelie was trying to give in. In a small gesture of mercy, he grabbed both of her ass cheeks, spreading them apart and slowly withdrawing his cock, taking a good look at her beat up, stretched out asshole.
 
   “Do you want me to put it back in?” he asked, placing the tip of his cock at the threshold of her aching pucker.
 
   Amelie stayed silent.
 
   “I asked, do you want me to put it back in? I will stop right now if you ask me to. You go back to the camp, never see my face again. Never see Madeline’s either.”
 
   The reply came softly and it came through sobs, but it came sure enough.
 
   “Please put it back in, Sir,” her voice not much louder than a whisper.
 
   “That’s a good girl,” he replied, sliding himself back in, slowly this time.
 
   Amelie, moaned. This time, it felt good.
 
   “Isn’t this better, when you do as you’re told?”
 
   “Yes, Sir. Yes!” cried Amelie, reaching back and grabbing her chastity device in frustration. 
 
   The Commandant kept fucking, fucking slowly and fucking deeply. Amelie’s mind was a buzz as she moaned, waves of compulsory pleasure vibrating through every last inch of her body, now calm, now relaxed and accustomed to the Commandant’s intruding cock. Without warning, he pulled out, unleashing a frustration in Amelie’s body hitherto unfelt. She bit her lip and turned back toward him.
 
   “Get on your knees and clean it off,” he ordered.
 
   “Sir?”
 
   “Suck it clean. Now!” he barked.
 
   Amelie turned, hesitating only a moment before wrapping her lips around her tormentor’s veiny cock, savoring the metallic and not altogether unpleasant taste of her own ass.
 
   “That’s a good slut. Tell me when it’s clean.”
 
   Amelie sucked and swallowed until she felt the Commandant would be satisfied.
 
   “It is clean, Sir.”
 
   “Very good. Kneel.”
 
   Amelie kneeled until the Commandant picked her up, flipping her back into the doggy style position. He shoved his prick back inside. Amelie arched her back in pleasure. She savored the fullness of the man inside of her. She resented the treatment, all the abuse, but this, this she could deny no longer.
 
   “I need this.” 
 
   “Do you want my cum?” growled the Commandant, his orgasm building.
 
   He grabbed Amelie by the hair, throwing her off of the bed. She hit the floor with a crash.
 
   “Yes, Sir. Please, sir,” she begged, writhing on the ground.
 
   The Commandant entered her right there on the floor. He thrust his hips forward. Amelie thrust back in kind, her cock begging for release against the plastic cage. She closed her eyes and a warm ball of pleasure began to build not in her cock, but deeper. It built and built until her entire being felt alight in ecstasy.
 
   “Sir, please,” she begged, “Sir, I’m…”
 
   Before Amelie could finish her sentence she felt the commandant’s cock harden and twitch inside of her, warm spurts of cum shooting deep inside her bowels. Amelie’s body was shaking almost violently, her own cock spurting cum, over and over. Everywhere. Her body twitched and twitched. A full minute passed before it stopped. She lay limp, her breathing slow and regular. The Commandant slid his cock out. He picked Amelie’s dress off the ground and wiped himself off on it. When her strength had returned she saw the Commandant had already dressed. His expression was cold.
 
   “Amelie, there are three rules that you must follow. Remind me what they are, please.” he asked, his voice unreadable.
 
   Amelie rolled onto her back, her body loose and warm in its post-orgasmic state.
 
   “Rule 1:” she began, “listen to and obey every order you give. Rule 2: I must always look ladylike and presentable. Clean, pretty and shaved all over. Rule 3…”
 
   Amelie’s voice trailed off as she remembered rule 3.
 
   “Rule 3?” he questioned.
 
   “Rule 3: I must ask permission before I cum.”
 
   A long silence hung in the room as the fear returned.
 
   “I’m sorry, Sir!” she spit out, tears leaking from the corner of her eyes.
 
   “If you can’t follow the rules, I guess I’ll just have to be done with you. We can transfer you back to the general population tomorrow,” he mused calmly, gesturing at Amelie’s clothes, strewn across the floor.
 
   “No!”
 
   “No? Who are you to tell me ‘no’, you whore?”
 
   “I’m sorry…”
 
   “Just what use do I have for a tiny dicked faggot who won’t even follow orders? I have my eye on another young thing, anyways. Sent here trying to flee to Spain. He can take your place tomorrow. Get out.”
 
   “Sir, please. Don’t send me back. Please! I’m sorry! It will never happen again, I promise. I’ll do anything. Anything!”
 
   Amelie was on her hands and knees, pulling at the Commandant’s coat tails. A look of desperation was in her eyes. He saw this and smiled a sly, German grin.
 
   “It’s going to be a big task to make up for this. Are you sure that you’re up to it?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, Sir. Anything. I can’t go back now. I can’t leave you. I can’t leave Madeline,” she cried, choking on her sobs.
 
   “It’s so easy to brainwash little cunts like you. Get dressed and get to your quarters. Madeline will attend to you.”
 
   Amelie slipped back on her panties and cum covered dress, leaving the room with a bow of submission.
 
   ***
 
   When Madeline came she was back in the maid’s uniform. Her expression was sober but she still smiled when she caught sight of Amelie. Amelie, had cleaned herself up, though her eyes were red and puffy from crying.
 
   “It is OK, my dear. We all make mistakes,” whispered Madeline, announcing her presence.
 
   Amelie ran across the room and threw her arms around Madeline’s shoulders.
 
   “I wasn’t thinking. I couldn’t help myself. I’m so sorry,” sobbed Amelie into Madeline’s bosom.
 
   Madeline kissed her on the cheek and sat down on the bed. Amelie did the same.
 
   “What is wrong with me, Madeline? Why do I feel like this? I feel so horrible for letting him down, like I could die.”
 
   “He has a certain way with us, I supposed. A certain je nais se quoi,” she mused.
 
   “It’s not that. He controls me. I think of him day and night. I… I… I think he is messing with my dreams,” Amelie confessed.
 
   “Well of course he is. Every night we…”
 
   Before Madeline could finish her sentence, the doorknob rattled. She jumped to her feet, reared her hand back, and slapped Amelie across the face. The door swung open and in marched the Commandant.
 
   “You dumb whore! You have three simple rules you must follow! Three and you’re too fucking stupid to do even that,” screeched Madeline, her French accent jumbling some of the oaths.
 
   Out of pure instinct, Amelie jumped to her feet and tried to flee from the room, but she was easily caught by the Commandant. Screaming and struggling the whole time, Madeline and her master stripped Amelie bear, the fabric of her negligee ripping as the pair violently forced off her clothes. Amelie screamed and they tied her wrists behind her back. Throwing her on the bed, they next tied her ankles together and again gagged her again with Madeline’s panties. Once the finishing touches of a blindfold was applied, Amelie was fully helpless, struggling impotently on her bed as Madeline and the Commandant talked quietly to one another.
 
   “What will they do to me? What do I do? Madeline wouldn’t hurt me, would she?”
 
   A whisper came into her ear. Feminine. Caring. Tender.
 
   “Amelie. Amelie this is Madeline. You must stop struggling. You are wasting your energy. This is going to happen whether you like it or not.”
 
   Her entire world dark and her body unable to move, Amelie rolled onto her belly and stopped struggling, defeated.
 
   “Very good my dear. You must submit.”
 
   “I must survive.”
 
   A load crack rang out throughout the room and a hot pain ran across Amelie’s exposed ass. The Commandant’s studded, leather belt had made hard contact with her skin.
 
   “Eins!” yelled the Commandant.
 
   The pain was so intense that Amelie didn’t even have the wherewithal to move. Madeline closed her eyes as another loud crack rang out through the room.
 
   “Zwei!” he yelled again, a sadistic grin beaming over his face.
 
   Amelie thrashed against her bonds, her screams muffled by the gag.
 
   “Drei! Vier! Funf!”
 
   The blows came one after another until Amelie finally lost consciousness, overcome by the pain. When she awoke, the blindfold had been removed from her eyes and a towel had been draped over her ass. Madeline had her arms around the commandant’s neck and was whispering to him, loud enough so that Amelie could make some sense of it.
 
   “…not used to it. I know you want her here… you can test it out on her. Yes, Sir. No, Sir I have no doubts. She is the one. She…”
 
   The Commandant looked over at the bed and waves of terror again washed over Amelie.
 
   “There is no need to be scared. You have been appropriately punished for your digression,” announced Madeline.
 
   “The bleeding has stopped. Take off the towel,” ordered the Commandant.
 
   Madeline did as ordered and removed the towel from Amelie’s ass, dark purple bruises forming over every last inch of skin.
 
   “I know that it hurts, but you need to roll yourself over onto your back. Do it, do it now,” said Madeline.
 
   Her hands and legs still bound, Amelie struggled to roll over, but managed on the third try. The pressure on her raw ass was excruciating, enough to cause her eyes to tear back up.
 
   “I want to go home. I want to go home. I want to go home. I want to go home,” she repeated to herself over and over again.
 
   “Mon petit cher, look down. Your cock, look,” whispered Madeline into her ear.
 
   Amelie, using all of her strength, cocked her head up and looked towards her feet. Much to her surprise, the chastity device had been removed.
 
   “Let him beat you and I’ll give you the best orgasm that you’ve ever experienced,” smiled Madeline.
 
   “Resist and you’ll be sorry,” grinned the Commandant, stripping off his shirt and exposing his gruff, muscular frame before walking across the room and ripping the panties out of Amelie’s mouth. He placed the wet knickers on Amelie’s stomach and waited for a reply.
 
   “Hit me, Sir. Please beat me,” she cried out not knowing what else to say.
 
   “That’s the answer I wanted to hear. Yes, you were a naughty girl and didn’t ask permission to cum, but at least you came. I was going to send you back to the camp, let the men have their way with you, but Madeline convinced me not to. She convinced me that you weren’t just trying to piss me off,” mused the Commandant, slipping out of his trousers.
 
   “It will never happen again, Sir. Never! I promise!” sobbed Amelie.
 
   “I don’t want to go home. Look what he’s done for me. He could let me die but instead he makes me cum. I’ll be a good girl. I won’t disappoint.”
 
   “Madeline!” barked the commandant, knocking Amelie out of her fugue, “get Amelie’s little clit hard for me.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” replied Madeline, crawling up on the bed and placing her warm cheek against Amelie’s thigh. Her entire body quivered in response.
 
   “Do you want me to put your little clitty in my mouth?” asked Madeline, brushing her smooth chin against Amelie’s hip.
 
   “Yes please, Madeline. I…”
 
   “Thank you Madeline. You may wait,” interjected the Commandant.
 
   All five inches of Amelie’s cock was already standing at attention. Madeline hopped off the bed, curtsied, and dropped to her knees. The commandant approached and placed his hands on both of Amelie’s smooth thighs, squeezing with all of his might. Amelie squealed, her hips inadvertently cocking from side to side.
 
   “That’s a good girl,” he growled, moving his hands inside and taking control of Amelie’s small, hairless balls.
 
   “Please,” Amelie squeaked out as the Commandant’s hand began to tighten.
 
   “Please? Please, you say? Who are you to ask me for favors?” he asked indignantly, squeezing even harder and ignoring Amelie’s now desperate cries.
 
   “Madeline, sit on her face,” he barked.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” she replied, bouncing onto the bed and straddling her hips over Amelie’s head.
 
   Amelie took a deep breath as Madeline sat down, all of her weight pressing against Amelie’s face.
 
   “Lick! Lick I say!” yelled the Commandant, not bothering to release his grip.
 
   Amelie, her mind awash in a haze of disparate emotions, complied without second though, licking and lapping up every last inch of Madeline’s smooth, pink asshole. 
 
   “Mon Dieu! Baise-moi, Amelie. Baise-moi!” moaned Madeline, rocking her hips back and forth across her lover’s face.
 
   “You like licking her asshole, don’t you, you dirty little slut?” asked the Commandant, finally letting go and moving his finger, wet with her pre-cum, down to Amelie’s hole.
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   Amelie’s reply came automatically, her soul a ball of submissive goo.
 
   “You love him. You would do anything for him. You would die for him.”
 
   The Commandant in turn shoved his thick, calloused fingers into Amelie’s hole. She cried out, half in pain and half in pleasure as her tormentor and newfound love slid two of his gruff fingers in and out of Amelie’s aching cunt.
 
   “Fuck her face,” ordered the Commandant.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” replied Madeline, hopping onto her knees and grabbing Amelie by the throat.
 
   “Wait,” he said, grabbing Madeline by the arm, “I must make her taste it.”
 
   “A good slut tastes her own asshole,” chanted Madeline.
 
   “Open up,” he said, lowering his two fingers near Amelie’s face.
 
   Amelie grimaced as the commandant forced his dirty fingers, wet with spit and everything else, into her mouth. 
 
   “Suck,” he ordered, giving her a swift slap to the balls with his off hand.
 
   Amelie closed her eyes and did as she was told, going so far as to swirl her tongue around either of the commandants digits.
 
   “That’s a good slut. I like a girl who takes the initiative. Now you can fuck her face.”
 
   His gaze turned to Madeline who grabbed Amelie by the hair, pulled down hard and jammed her slight, aching cock into the back of her lover’s throat. Amelie gagged and tried to pull away, but her face was held firmly in place by Madeline’s smooth thighs. The cock came out and Madeline spit into Amelie’s mouth before jamming her clit exactly where it belonged: as deep into Amelie’s throat as it could fit.
 
   “Get her untied,” order the Commandant, slathering his cock with an oily lubricant. “I want to fuck.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” said Madeline as she unsheathed her cock from her girlfriend’s throat, immediately getting to work on the bonds.
 
   “Your little girl-cock is quite erect,” observed Madeline, undoing the last knot holding Amelie’s feet in place.
 
   For a moment, the reality of her situation came crashing back, causing Amelie’s face to flush a deep crimson.
 
   “Aw, the poor little girl is embarrassed. Mon Commandant, I did promise her the best orgasm of her life. May I please hop on? I’m sure it will make her forget all of her troubles,” cooed Madeline, batting her eyelashes at their master.
 
   “You may,” he answered, grabbing Amelie’s cock and holding it in position.
 
   Madeline giggled and climbed on top of Amelie, her hips hanging inches from the tip of Amelie’s newly released, aching member.
 
   “Beg for it, mon petit cher. Beg for it,” she moaned lowering herself so that her asshole was positioned just at the tip of Amelie’s cock.
 
   “Please, my love. A little lower. I want to be inside of you, I want to feel your dirty asshole squeezing around my… my little girl-cock,” whimpered Amelie, the words mindlessly escaping her mouth.
 
   The Commandant gave a nod of approval and Madeline eased herself down onto Amelie’s cock, moaning in pleasure, sliding lower and lower until her smooth cheeks rested on her lover’s hips.
 
   “Madeline,” sighed Amelie, in heaven as she penetrated her lover for the first time.
 
   “Ride it,” ordered the Commandant.
 
   She did as she was told and Amelie closed her eyes as her lover rocked her hips back and forth and back and forth, Madeline’s wet hole pleasuring every last inch of her aching member. When Madeline bent down for a kiss, however, the Commandant snatched Amelie’s foot and hit the sole hard with his ringed hand.
 
   “Fuck!” she yelled, bucking her hips, held down by her lover.
 
   A sadistic smile crossed the face of the Commandant’s face as he grabbed Amelie’s right ankle and started hitting away, over and over every last inch of her foot.
 
   “No! Sir, stop it! Please, sir! No! Ouch! No!” 
 
   Amelie struggled and screamed for mercy as Madeline calmly rode her cock, which remained rock hard, unaffected by the beating.
 
   “What did I say? Don’t you fucking tell me what to do!” yelled the Commandant, delivering the hardest blow yet.
 
   He took hold of Amelie’s ankles and dragged both girls to the edge of the bed. Folding her in half by the hips, taking care to keep the pair entwined, he spread Amelie’s smooth ass and spit on her hole. Amelie’s body tensed in fear and anticipation as she realized what was coming.
 
   “Whore,” barked the Commandant, jamming all eight inches deep into her tight pucker.
 
   Amelie’s hips bucked and she screamed and struggled but the weight of Madeline, still calmly riding her cock, was enough to keep her held down.
 
   “It hurts!” she sobbed, clawing desperately at Madeline’s chest.
 
   “Relax, my love. Relax and take his cock,” purred Madeline, reaching down and pleasuring herself.
 
   “Submit. Survive.”
 
   “Good girl,” cooed Madeline as she felt some of the tension leave her lover’s body.
 
   “Good slut,” added the Commandant, pounding away at his prisoner’s young, tight hole, each thrust deeper than the last.
 
   “Please Sir, may I cum!?!” screamed Amelie, all of her inhibitions lost in the heat of the moment.
 
   “Yes!”
 
   Amelie closed her eyes. She tried to remember her home, her friends and her family, but then she felt her asshole beginning to tighten, her cock began to twitch. When she came her whole world went black. Her body shook and a high pitched scream escaped her lungs, loud and orgasmic, as rope after rope of white hot cum shot straight from her cock into Madeline’s asshole. 
 
   “Cum in my ass, baby,” she moaned as she brought herself to fruition, her body spasming as her own cum shot out onto Amelie’s bare, toned belly.
 
   “On your knees,” interjected the commandant, dragging the pair off the bed, their bodies still twitching in orgasm.
 
   Both girls kneeled and Madeline turned and gave Amelie a kiss. Amelie kept shaking, the orgasm still running through her body. The Commandant took no notice, hanging his prick in front of their faces.
 
   “Now!” he commanded.
 
   Amelie gathered herself and took the initiative, wrapping her lips around the Commandant’s cock, taking the time to savor her own ass juices before thrusting the length of his shaft down her throat. 
 
   “You are learning,” he observed, grabbing Amelie roughly by the hair and thrusting even deeper.
 
   Amelie lifted up as she gagged and Madeline, seeing an opening, dove in to lick his balls.
 
   “No!” he barked, slapping Madeline full in the face and knocking her to the floor.
 
    Madeline cried out and crawled back to her knees, uneasily. A look of fright came across Amelie’s face at the sight of the violence, hitherto never directed toward Madeline. 
 
   “Dumb bitch has to ask for permission,” smirked the Commandant, driving his cock back into Amelie’s throat.
 
   Amelie heaved and the Commandant unsheathed his member, jerking himself off inches away from Amelie’s face.
 
   “Amelie,” he growled, “you must hit Madeline. Hard.”
 
   Madeline lifted herself off the floor and onto her hands and her knees.
 
   “Monsieur Commandant, must you be so cruel?” sobbed Madeline, tears and makeup streaming down her face as her hand nursed a split lip.
 
   The Commandant merely smiled.
 
   “You better fucking do as I say, Amelie, or you will be sorry. Madeline, I see how you two look at each other, like little lovebirds. It makes me sick! Amelie, you will beat her.”
 
   A long pause hung in the air as Madeline cowered and Amelie stood like a deer in the headlights.
 
   “Wait,” he interjected, breaking the silence.
 
   The Commandant took two paces in the direction of Madeline and she kneeled, put her hands behind her back, and opened her mouth, tears streaming down her cheeks but her training rending her actions rote and automatic. 
 
   “Take my cum,” he snarled, jerking his wet cock harder and harder until he moaned and the cum exploded like a fountain from its tip, spools of thick, hot jism splashing hard against Madeline’s tear covered face.
 
   “Now you can beat her,” he sighed, wiping the last of his cum into Madeline’s hair.
 
   Amelie stood over Madeline’s cowering form and closed her eyes. She remembered vividly the first conversation they had had, when Madeline, dressed as Corporal Patrice snuck into her room.  She remembered the warning that he had given her:
 
   “You must listen!” he had said, “Do what the Commandant asks of you. You must! Submit! Survive!”
 
   Amelie looked Madeline in the eyes and raised her hand.
 
   “I must listen and do what the Commandant asks of me. I will get used to it. I must. Submit. Survive. I hope you will not hate me.”
 
   With those words Madeline let loose her blow, slapping Madeline hard as she dared on her cum covered cheek. Madeline screamed and Amelie hit her again, and again, until both girls were crying and the Commandant had to rush over and pull Amelie off.
 
   “Stick your fingers in her cunt!” he demanded, and Amelie did, eliciting yet another scream from Madeline, in shock at the sudden harsh treatment.
 
   Just when Amelie’s reluctance was slipping away, the Commandant grabbed Amelie and yanked her hand away.
 
   “I like your enthusiasm, but we musn’t hurt her too badly. Not yet.”
 
   Falling to the floor, Madeline wiped the last of the Commandant’s cum from her face and put it in her mouth. She then curled her body up into a ball.
 
   “Thank you, mon Commandant. Thank you for letting Amelie beat me,” she whispered.
 
   ***
 
   Amelie whimpered in her sleep as her dreams turned violent.
 
   “Hit me baby.”
 
   Madeline kneeled. She was naked, stroking her cock in the middle of a bare, concrete room.
 
   “Hit me, Amelie,” she whined, “it’s the only thing that will make me cum.”
 
   “Hit her,” said the Commandant. “Hit her or I’ll put my cigar out on the tip of your cock.”
 
   Amelie looked back and forth between the Madeline and the Commandant, unable to move.
 
   “It’s just a dream, Amelie. Hit her as much as you like. It pleases me, and I know deep down that you like it.” 
 
   Amelie slapped Madeline across the face.
 
   “Moan and cum,” said the Commandant, his voice showing neither passion nor concern.
 
   Wiping the blood off her lip, Madeline let loose a loud, theatric moan and shot her load onto the floor.
 
   “Amelie, you’re my new favorite. You can have the honor of cleaning up.”
 
   Amelie dropped to her knees and licked the warm cum off of the cold floor.
 
   “When we win the war, it can be like this forever,” observed the Commandant, giving a Roman salute.
 
   “But you won’t win the war. The Russians are on their way. I hear you muttering in your sleep. You’re scared and now you’re taking it out on me,” said Madeline, playing with her hair and smiling coyly behind her bruises.
 
    “Don’t say things like that, Madeline,” Amelie squealed with fear.
 
   “Submit. Survive,” they both chanted in unison.
 
   “Submit! Survive!” cried Amalie, shooting straight up in bed, now awake.
 
   A terrified doctor in a German medical corps uniform took a backwards step away from Amelie’s bed, tripped over his own feet, and fell onto the floor. 
 
   “Who are you?” shrieked Amelie, cowering in shock.
 
   The man, middle aged and balding, jumped to his feet and ran out the room.
 
   “What are they doing to me!” she yelled.
 
   “Nothing that you can do anything about, Amelie. You must submit. You must survive.”
 
   She was scared, but she was also tired and it took her only minutes until exhaustion won out. It was Madeline who woke her this time, her makeup heavy with concealer. 
 
   “It’s time to rise and shine, mademoiselle,” she announced, dressed in the maid’s outfit and straining to keep the well-rehearsed smile strong across her face.
 
   “Amelie, there was a strange man in here last night,” blurted Amelie, running across the room and throwing her arms around Madeline’s narrow shoulders.
 
   “Yes. Dr. Blix, probably,” she replied, blankly.
 
   “Madeline! Why are they doing this to us? Why are we doing all of this? Are we going to die?” screeched Amelie, letting all the tension that had built up burst forth from her lungs.
 
   “Dr. Blix is a good man. A good German. He’s here to help you,” replied Madeline, resting her chin on Amelie’s shoulder.
 
   “Madeline,” whispered Amelie, “I don’t think he is. I think they’re doing something to us, to our heads.”
 
   “Don’t be silly, little bird, I…”
 
   “Madeline, where did you grow up? What were you doing before the war?”
 
   “What a silly question, I was, I was…” Madeline hesitated, trailing off.
 
   “You can’t remember, can you? Neither can I. Madeline, I think that…”
 
   “Quiet!”
 
   The echo of an exploded shell bounced around the room. The girls made eye contact, knowing instinctually what these explosions met.
 
   “The Russians,” whispered Madeline.
 
   Warm urine began soaking Madeline’s red, satin panties, running down her leg, and forming a small puddle at her feet.
 
   “What do we do?” asked Amelie, fear and uncertainty slowly building in her chest.
 
   “We... We…”
 
   Madeline’s whole body shook. She stepped into the small puddle of urine and tried to recompose herself. 
 
   “We have to find him,” she finished.
 
   “Madeline, we can’t. He’s doing things to us.”
 
   Madeline turned and slapped Amelie across the face.
 
   “I know and I don’t care! I love him! He takes care of me! He protects me! He’ll protect me from the Russians!” 
 
   Madeline turned and ran out into the dim hall adjacent Amelie’s room. Her first instincts were to follow, but then she remembered the doctor. She remembered how she had beat Madeline the night before, how she had beaten her mercilessly. She wanted to follow Madeline but hard as she tried, knew that only death awaited down the hall. She shouted after her friend, shouted until she was horse, but it was of no use. Another half dozen explosions rang through Amelie’s quarters as she remained frozen, staring at the puddle of urine left by her dear friend.
 
   “I loved her. She made me…”
 
   The next shell landed much closer, the shockwave shattering two windowpanes. Snapping into action, AmelIe put on her shoes and pushed the heavy oaken dresser in front of the door. Taking care to avoid the broken glass, she then closed the thick, velvet curtains. Finally, Amelie sat on her bed and prayed.
 
   ***
 
   The battle raged on and Amelie waited. For two hours she sat on the edge of her bed, shaking, neither daring to imagine what the future held in store, nor trying to remember her past. 
 
   “I know exactly who I am. I am Amelie Cousteau. Personal servant to the Commandant, Obersleutnant in charge of Camp Meiran.”
 
   When the explosions stopped, Amelie decided it would be prudent to get dressed. Slipping out of her nightgown, she opened the dresser and pulled out a pair of white, silk stockings and matching garter belt. With those she matched a pair of white, Parisian made panties and a bra. Next, a small white dress. White shoes. White hat. Light makeup and a pinch of perfume. Wig. Lipstick. 
 
   “You are Amelie Cousteau, youngest daughter in a family of five. You were raised in Rouen by your father Pierre and your mother Annabella.”
 
   When the footsteps finally came, she slid the dresser out of the way and opened the door herself. She was greeted by a young man pointing a rifle at her belly. Amelie stood frozen as he barked a few words of Russian, then of German. She took a step backwards when the soldier refused to lower the barrel of his rifle.
 
   “I speak English,” replied Amelie, her voice trembling.
 
   “English no good. Name, Pasha. I have!” he said, the rage of battle thick in his voice.
 
   “He’s going to force himself on me. Look at him…”
 
   Amelie put her hands above her head, her mouth trembling as she opened it to talk.
 
   “Pasha, there is something I need to show you. If you don’t find out about this now, you might kill me when you see it.”
 
   Reaching up her skirt, she grabbed her panties and pulled them down around her ankles. Pasha remained stone faced.
 
   “Wait,” said Amelie, gesturing with an open palm.
 
   Grabbing tails of her skirt, she pulled the dress over her head and let it fall to the floor. Amelie’s stood terrified, her slender body exposed, cock and all.
 
   “This is the end.”
 
   Pasha gawked, his Slavic eyes wide in shock. He took one step backwards toward the door. Two. He reached for the door knob, grabbed it, and turned the lock closed. Leaning his rifle in the corner, he stepped to the center of the room and beckoned Amelie. Her slender body shaking, she took two reluctant steps forward.
 
   “Submit. Survive.”
 
   Her training kicking in and Amelie dropped to her knees. She reached for the soldier’s belt buckle, but Pasha grabbed her by the wrists. There was a fire in his eyes.
 
   “Like the Commandant.”
 
   He gestured for Amelie to stand, and she did. He placed his rough, calloused hand against her cheek. Amelie squeezed her eyes shut, bracing for the coming blow.
 
   “Submit. Survive.”
 
   She waited and yet a slap did not come. A shy grin greeted her as she opened her eyes with a squint. Pasha smiled. The bloodlust was gone from his face, replaced with a curious smile. He leaned his face in and gave Amelie a closed mouthed peck on the lips. Amelie couldn’t help but freeze up for a moment, gazing wide eyed and confused at Pasha.
 
   “He didn’t hit me?”
 
   Pasha looked offended, but all that went away when Amelie leaned in for another kiss. It was a long kiss: open mouths, closed eyes, and this time there was no fear. An eternity passed and then Pasha broke from the kiss, placing both hands on his lover’s bare hips as he leaned in to smell Amelie’s perfume. 
 
   “Pasha…” she sighed, the soldier’s breath warm on the nape of her neck.
 
   He kissed her on the shoulder, and lightning shot throughout every inch of her body. He kissed her arms, kissed her hands. He kissed her thighs, and then she was fully erect.
 
   “Is it… Is it supposed to feel like this?” Amelie wondered aloud. 
 
   Pasha said nothing, kissing the underside of his lover’s cock before taking her into his mouth. Amelie let loose a squeal of ecstasy as he began to slowly run his lips up and down her girlish protrusion. 
 
   “This is heaven. He’s so gentle… He…”
 
   Amelie body began to shake. She was going to cum.
 
   “Stop!” she gasped, turning away and then laughing aloud.
 
   She looked at Pasha with a grateful glint in her eye. He returned her gaze, a self-satisfied grin plastered across his face. Amelie beamed, skipping over to the bed and laying on her back. She spread her legs and gestured for Pasha to come join her. Without hesitation, he climbed to his feet and stripped out of his tattered uniform.
 
   “He’s gorgeous.”
 
   Amelie looked at him with dreamy eyes. She had been too scared to take notice of how he looked before. His face was angular and smooth, his hair jet black. His frame was lean and chiseled. Small patches of trim body hair covered his chest and groin. His uncircumcised cock stood at attention and it struck Amelie that she had never wanted anything in her life more than she wanted Pasha at that moment.
 
   “Pasha!” she begged, biting her bottom lip and spreading open her ass cheeks with her hands.
 
   Pasha got the idea, climbing between her legs and placing the tip of his cock at the entrance of Amelie’s hole. He kissed her on the lips as he pressed his pre-cum soaked penis head against his lover’s pucker.    
 
    “I want you,” she moaned, knowing that despite the language gap, Pasha would understand.
 
   Amelie moaned as she felt him begin to slide in. There was pain, but it was nothing like with the Commandant. This pain was sweet. This pain she yearned for. He took one of her nipples into his mouth and sucked. Amelie let out a cry of pleasure and Pasha began to rock his hips ever so gently. His cock throbbed inside of her as Amelie’s soul melted into the soul of this strange soldier, her liberator.
 
   “Pasha, finish inside of me. I can’t take it much longer. I love you. I’m gonna, I’m gonna…”
 
   Amelie felt his cock twitch deep inside of her, triggering an orgasm that started deep in her loins and spread like a wildfire. Her girl-cock began to shoot, the first rope hitting her face, the rest soaking her chest and stomach in sticky, white cum. She felt her bowels being filled with Pasha’s cum as he let loose a squeak, wrapping his strong arms around her slender body. The couple laid there for the next twenty minutes, a pile of bliss and ecstasy.
 
   “I feel complete.”
 
   When Pasha finally stood, he was overcome with a sudden sense of modesty. He apologized in Russian and then began to hastily pull back on his uniform. Amelie watched with a smile on his face as her soldier struggled with the buttons on his rough spun shirt. Amelie giggled and Pasha turned red despite himself.
 
   Then there was a knock at the door.
 
   Pasha’s head snapped to the noise. He ran to retrieve his Mosan-Nagant rifle still propped in the corner, chambering a round as soon as he picked the gun up. Amelie pulled the covers up around her neck as old friend fear returned to pay its respects. There was a spattering of Russian from the other side of the door. Pasha lowered his rifle and relaxed, but Amelie was smart enough to know that she wasn’t out of trouble quite yet. He unlatched the lock, opening the door to reveal a Red Army Lieutenant. 
 
   The soldiers exchanged salutes and began a conversation that Amelie could not understand. The talking went on and on and every so often, one of the soldiers would turn and look nervously at her. Finally it stopped, and the Lieutenant approached the bed.
 
   “I am Comrade-Lieutenant Karl Orlov. This camp has been liberated by the 5th People’s Army,” he said wearily. 
 
   Amelie opened her mouth to speak but was cut off by Orlov.
 
   “You and the Corporal, what you just did is punishable under the Articles of War, bourgeois decadence and what have you, so never speak of this to anyone else, is that understood?”
 
   Amelie didn’t quite understand what he meant, but nodded her head yes anyway. She would never do anything to hurt Pasha.
 
   “He’s my liberator. I owe my life to him,” she offered.
 
   “I owe my life twice over to the young Corporal here. He fancies boys, but who gives a shit, right?”
 
   “Boys? What do you mean?”
 
   The gruff Lieutenant looked at her quizzically and then back over at Pasha.
 
   “What is your name?” he finally asked.
 
   “My name?”
 
   “Yes, your name?”
 
   Silence.
 
   “I know exactly who I am. I am Amelie Cousteau. Personal servant to the Commandant, Obersleutnant in charge of Camp Meiran.”
 
   “I know exactly who I am. I am…”
 
   Another long pause. Lieutenant Orlov turned to Pasha and muttered a few words in Russian. He turned back.
 
   “Are you American? Canadian?”
 
   “I am American.”
 
   “You are Amelie Cousteau, youngest daughter in a family of five. You were raised in Rouen by your father Pierre and your mother Annabella.”
 
   “Well, Yankee, come with us. We’re on our way to Berlin, but you can go to the rear, get yourself repatriated. God knows what they’ve done to you in here,” he muttered, gesturing to Pasha that he should help get the former prisoner dressed.
 
   The young Corporal approached the bed and placed a hand on his lover’s cheek. He furrowed his brown in a gesture of concern as he wrapped a blanket around the naked body in front of him. He offered a gentle kiss, which was accepted. Orlov turned away.
 
   “Sir, my name is Private Ari Strauss. 3rd infantry division of the second army. My squad was caught in an ambush outside of Normandy. I was captured and taken here. The Commandant of the camp… he picked me… he chose me to…”
 
   Ari’s lip trembled as everything came rushing back. He burst into tears, tears that turned into wails. Pasha picked up the slender figure into his arms, making sure the blanket covered his nakedness. The trio exited, and Ari left behind Amelie’s room for good.
 
   ***
 
   Two days later, Ari gave his account of what had happened to Lieutenant Orlov who had been given command of the newly liberated camp. He made an office out of the Commandant’s former quarters. Everything looked just as it did, save for a red hammer and sickle which had been painted over the swastika carved into the Commandant’s desk.
 
    
 
   Being back in the Commandant’s room made Ari nervous, but he wasn’t about to tell that to the Russian Lieutenant. Word around the camp was that over half of his men had been killed on the march over. It seemed as if Ari wasn’t the only person who had been through hell and back. The weary officer listened to his story intently but showed no signs of shock, the war having left him incapable or such an emotion. He simply nodded, copying down what he heard onto a notepad in an undecipherable Cyrillic hand.
 
   “Madeline left when the bombs started dropping. Pasha found me and well, you know the rest Sir,” finished Ari, pulling at the collar of the beat up, surplus army uniform given to him by the Lieutenant.
 
   “That’s fucked up. Real fucked up. Fucking Nazis…” Orlov muttered, closing his ledger and taking a drink from a flask.
 
   “Sir? May I ask you a question,” stuttered Ari.
 
   “You may.”
 
   “What happened to the Commandant? I need to know.” 
 
   “He’s dead. Shot himself before we could get to him.”
 
   Ari hesitated for a moment before speaking.
 
   “Good. May I ask if Pasha is still here?”
 
   “Nyet, Nyet. Off to the front. He asked me to give you his regards, however. He was sad he couldn’t bid you farewell, if you know what I mean.”
 
   Ari turned red and continued with his questions. 
 
    “One last thing. Is Madeline still here? Did you find her? Is she…”
 
   Ari couldn’t bring himself to ask if she was dead. 
 
   “He’s not dead.”
 
   “She’s not? Can I see her?” Ari asked excitedly, the corners of his mouth curling into a smile.
 
   “Unfortunately, no. When the French prisoner, Patrice you said his name was, got captured, he insisted that he was the Commandant’s personal assistant. The Captain took him for a collaborator and put him on a train to Siberia.”
 
   “Siberia!” yelled Ari. “But she was being brainwashed!”
 
   “He was being brainwashed,” corrected Orlov.
 
   “I don’t care! Him! Her! Madeline was a victim! How could you?”
 
   “Look, not everyone here is as lenient as me, Private. When he was captured, he went on and on about how much he loved the Commandant. He spit in the face of one of my Sergeants when he tried to calm him down, called him ‘commie scum.’ He’s lucky he was sent to the gulag and not executed on the spot.”
 
   Tears began to well in the eyes of Private Ari Strauss.
 
   “Sir, if it weren’t for Madeline, I would be dead right now.”
 
   “Ari, let me be honest with you. I’m sorry about your friend, but she is a low priority for us at the moment. The whole of Europe is on fire! As much as I’d like to help you, the war must be my first priority. My advice since you’re leaving for the rear tomorrow; tell everyone. God willing, someone will be able to find your friend.”
 
   The Lieutenant took another drink, and stared off into space. Ari composed himself and stood at attention.
 
   “I don’t mean to complain, Sir. I owe you my life. You and Pasha and the rest of the Red Army. Heroes, the lot of you. I will find Madeline. I will find her and rescue her, like you did to me.”
 
   “Your train leaves tomorrow. God speed, Private.”
 
   “God speed, Sir.”
 
   Ari saluted and the Lieutenant returned the gesture. He did an about face and left the Commandant’s quarters. In the corridor, he adjusted the belt on his trousers. He was wearing six pairs of Amelie’s knickers that he intended on smuggling out of the camp. 
 
   “I will save you, mon petit cher. I will traverse the world for you, light of my life. The Commandant is dead and we can be free. Free and together. Ari, Amelie, Patrice, Madeline, it doesn’t matter. I will save you and we can live however we please, free of violence. We will make love, and if you say stop, I will stop. I will show you how. Stay alive, my love. I don’t know how I could ever live without you.”
 
   Ari/Amelie walked out onto the train platform and sat, his/her back propped against a light post. The train back east was due to arrive early in the morning and Ari/Amelie didn’t mind waiting.
 
   ***
 
   Thank you for reading my stories. Be sure to check out my back catalog at http://anniedubois.blogspot.com and also look me up on Twitter @AnnieDuBois69.
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