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REFUGEE

Aaron is one of many men stuck waiting in a refugee camp, watching women and children board trains destined for freedom, day after day. When would it be his turn? When would they start taking the men away from his war-torn country? With each passing day, that freedom is beginning to seem less and less likely.

That is until Aaron hears that one of his friends made it onto one of the trains by dressing up as a woman. Aaron takes a close look at himself in the mirror. He’s got a petite figure with soft features, he could pass as a woman. But can he fool the many soldiers that stand between him and his final destination?


CHAPTER I

“Women and children only! This train is for women and children only!” the armed soldier called out to the lot of us men, standing behind the chain-link fence, watching the women scurry by with their children, hand in hand. “Women and children only!” Yelling it out over and over seemed like a waste of time. We all knew the train was only for women and children. They always were. It was incredibly rare a train pulled up and let men on. When they did, it was a savage battle for one of the few spots, and the destination was never ideal. From one war-torn country to another. It had been two weeks since the last train came in accepting male refugees, and its destination was Georgia. No thanks. I didn’t need to waste my life travelling from one war-torn hell hole to another.

But I needed to get out. The news kept telling us that the bad guys were getting closer and closer and soon they’d be in our little camp. In case living in ratty, old tents wasn’t bad enough, we were living in ratty, old tents, waiting for bombs to fall on our heads. Sure enough, soon, we’d all be dead.

“Women and children only, people! This train is for women and children only!” the soldier yelled yet again.

“Yeah, yeah, we know,” one of my fellow men called back. He was scorned by the soldier.

The worst part of it all was, the trains didn’t even fill up. When they took off for Germany or France or the UK, they weren’t even half full. But for whatever political reason, no one wanted men. It was even frowned upon in our own country that men would try to leave, rather than staying to fight a pointless war in the name of whichever crooked politician was in power at that moment. Oil, oil, oil. It’s all about oil. I couldn’t care less about oil. Let them hate me and call me a scab—I’m not giving my life so some American can save a few cents at the gas pumps. No thank you.

“You hear about Marty?” Roger, one of my fellow refugees asked me.

“What about him?”

“Well, have you seen him around lately?” He looked at me, waiting for me to prompt him to go on.

I thought about it. I hadn’t seen Marty for at least a few days—maybe even a week now. We were always getting shipped around, rearranged, moved from camp to camp, tent to tent, and then back again like a game of snakes and ladders, only there were only snakes and no ladders. It was impossible to keep track of anyone. It was stupid to get attached to anyone because it was so hard to stay together for more than a few weeks at a time. “He’s in Paris,” Roger said. “He got on a train on Wednesday.”

This, I had a hard time believing. First off, there were no France-bound trains that took men. Not since the big terrorist attack in Paris (which didn’t come from my country, by the way). Occasionally, a man or two would be able to battle his way into the cargo car in the middle of the night, but Marty was no fighter. He was a little guy, like me, with hardly any muscle on his body. “Yeah right,” one of my buddies said, rolling his eyes.

“It’s true. I helped him get on the train. Only he doesn’t go by Marty anymore.”

“Fake ID?”

“No—well, not really. We had to make a couple little amendments to his papers, but that was easy. Changing an M into F, that kind of thing.”

“Farty?” someone said and everyone laughed.

“No. Male to Female. He went as a woman?” I asked.

Roger explained the scenario. Apparently, Marty went and stole some makeup and some clothes from a woman in the camp, and then paid Roger a thousand bucks to doctor some documents. I couldn’t believe I’d never thought of it before—they hardly looked at those ladies’ identifications as they boarded the trains. For Marty, it would have been so easy. He was built like a woman—small build and long, straight hair.

“That little bastard,” someone said. We continued to watch the women stream by with the odd child. I scanned their faces. Hell, most of them weren’t exactly tens. With a little bit of makeup, I could imagine Marty fitting right in. A lucky bastard is what he was. As we watched the women go by, I couldn’t help but wonder if I would be able to pull it off—fool the soldiers and the other ladies. How hard could it honestly be?

“So then what? He gets to France and he’s only got identification saying he’s Marla, a female refugee,” I said.

“Well that’s the catch, isn’t it? He either has to live publically as a woman for the rest of his life, or he’ll have to find some sort of loophole in the system.”

One of the guys laughed. “Hey, maybe he can get a female to male sex change and be one of those transgender people. Isn’t that all the rage out west? Hell, you don’t even need to put on a dress to be a lady anymore, as long as you ‘identify as a woman’.” Everyone laughed but he made a good point. Just a few days before I read a thing about a white guy who identified as a black woman, and the government actually gave him a piece of ID that said he was an African-American female. Can you believe that?

“Hey, we should all just go up to that soldier and tell him we identify as women,” I joked, and everyone laughed. Of course, something like that would never fly in our country.

But that night, when I got back to my tent, I seriously considered it. I mean, I knew I could pull it off. I had a somewhat ‘feminine’ body, and my face had soft, girly features. A close shave and some makeup, and I’d be good to go. In fact, the more and more I thought about it, the more realistic the idea became. My heart started to race. Maybe I would go to Roger and get him to hook me up.

The next morning I went out to find Roger, but I was too late. When I emerged from my tent, there was a group of soldiers pushing a hand-cuffed Roger down the road. A crowd of people followed. “What’s going on?” I asked one of the many people who stood and watched. “From what I hear, they caught some guy pretending to be a woman trying to cross over into France. Apparently that guy there [pointing to Roger] set it all up. They’re going to hang him.”

I didn’t follow the crowds to the hanging, but that morning definitely put a damper on my little plan to get out of the country. There was a rumour going around that they shipped Marty back and then threw him off of a building as punishment. Apparently, pretending to be a woman wasn’t so easy. Poor bastard.

It was a sombre night that night in the camp, to say the least. On sombre nights like that one, people tend to drink more. There was a little bar set up across the camp that I found myself sitting in. The little television they had was once again warning that enemy troops were getting closer. People were being urged to evacuate. Yeah, sure, we’ll just hop on one of those trains—oh, wait.

One of the girls next to me was very drunk. She told me that she’d just arrived in the camp that morning, and was getting on a train the next day, headed straight for Munich. A one-day turnover, wouldn’t that be nice? I’d been in that camp for eight months already, watching trains pull in and out. “You don’t know how lucky you are,” I said.

She laughed. “Not all the women are this lucky,” she said. “If you can even call it luck.”

“What would you call it?” I asked.

She thought for a moment. “Willingness.”

“What does that mean, ‘Willingness’?”

She smiled and winked at me and then took a shot of whatever powerful alcohol was in front of her. Ah yes, willingness. As is tradition, willing women always get ahead. “You can get anything you want when you’re willing enough,” she said.

“Is that right?” I asked, staring at her closely. She wasn’t the most beautiful woman on the planet—rather mediocre. But she knew something most women didn’t know: men don’t really care at the end of the day. A woman is a woman. A hole is a hole. As long as there’s a tit or two to grab and a warm hole to stuff, that’s all you really need. This lady knew it. I could imagine there were many satisfied soldiers between here and wherever she came from.

“These drinks, for example,” she said. “Totally free. Hell, give a man a blowjob and you can get whatever you want.”

“Is that so?” I said, looking over at the bartender, who was a woman. When I looked back at the promiscuous lady, she winked and I understood what she meant. So I paid both of our bills and we went back to her tent.

We fucked. She was good at fucking. She skipped foreplay completely. As soon as the tent was zipped up, she reached down the front of my pants and began to massage my cock. She had me rock-hard in seconds. She grabbed my hand and brought it down to her crotch. “Finger my cunt,” she said, looking me straight in the eyes. There is a lot of power in that kind of conviction. It was no wonder she’d gotten so far in such a short period of time. Hell, all she would have to do was say, ‘Get me to Germany,’ and I would have spent the next year of my life ensuring she got to the nicest spot in Germany possible. It’s a damn shame that a man can’t harness that same sort of conviction, that power of seduction. It’s a power reserved for the female form, exclusive to beauty and sex. I fingered her warm, wet cunt, as requested.

I tried to remember the last time I’d fucked a woman. They came through the camp so quickly, it was hard to pin one down. It didn’t help that there were men around me built like action-movie heroes, and I was hardly 140 pounds, nowhere near six-feet tall. The competition was daunting, to say the least. I missed the feeling of my fingers in a warm snatch, the firm grip of a soft hand around my cock. I missed the squeezing of a soft breast, the tenderness of a nipple against my tongue. I ended up eating her out, making her squirm and moan and pull my head in tight against her pussy. I realized as she was coming on my face that not only did I buy her drinks for her, and not only was she getting a one-way ticket to the free world the very next day, but she was getting an orgasm on the house on top of it. What a deal!

I figured the least I could do was take advantage of my situation, so I climbed up on top of her, pinned her wrists to the ground, and stuck my cock deep into her slit. I fucked the hell out of her, unrelenting. I watched her tits bounce up and down on her chest, and I watched her head roll from side to side in a powerful euphoria. She came again and again. As far as I was concerned, she didn’t have such a bad deal, fucking her way from country to country, refugee camp to refugee camp. I would do it too, if I could. And maybe I could…

About an hour after we finished fucking, she fell asleep next to me. I looked around her tent. Everything I needed was right there: clothes, makeup. Carefully, I grabbed a few things and I snuck out. I was going to do it. I was going to become a woman and sneak out of the country.


CHAPTER II

I waited a few days, building up my confidence, trying to talk myself out of the crazy idea. And it was crazy. It was crazy enough that at least two men were killed because of it. I wasn’t entirely keen on being the third, but I wasn’t entirely keen on being killed by radicals in a refugee camp either. It was only a matter of weeks (maybe even days) before they cut off the trains to our camp and we were reduced to a glorified shooting gallery for the bad guys. Waiting had gotten me nowhere in those months I’d been stuck in that camp. I was through waiting.

Marty made it all the way to France before he was caught. From what I understood, he was caught because of a wardrobe malfunction. The toilet paper he used to stuff his bra fell out a few miles from the French border. That wasn’t going to happen to me. I had a plan. I would only have to make a risky trek to Romania before I could breathe. I had a surgeon friend in Romania who I knew could help me (for a price, of course). But before then, I would have to rely on my practiced voice, my stolen clothes, and my mediocre makeup skills. It took a few days of careful preparation, but I think I pulled it off.

I’d gone out in the camp to put my guise to the test. My heart was absolutely racing the first time I opened my mouth in my female persona. I was ordering a drink at the bar. The bartender looked at me for a brief moment and then poured my drink. “Coming right up,” he said casually. A man came up and sat next to me, and began flirting with me. He was already drunk, so he was a perfect dummy to test my voice on. I’m sure I made a few slips throughout that conversation, but he definitely didn’t notice. He was fixated on my fake tits, practically drooling on my lap. I’m surprised he couldn’t see my heart thudding against my chest, he was sitting so close. I had to slap his hand off of my thigh once he got within inches of my cock. Unfortunately, that only turned him on more. “Playing hard to get, eh?” I just smiled. He tried to take me home to his tent, but I refused. I was already in way too deep, and I had a long way to go still.

He was at the bar again the next night, when I went back to hone my skills further. He was less drunk but equally horny. His hand was back on my thigh and his lips were back near my ear. I let it slide and I snuck away while he was in the bathroom. At least, I thought I snuck away.

It was the night before I was going to make my escape. There was a train destined for Bucharest, where my surgeon friend lived, that was supposed to depart at noon. I had my bags all packed up, ready to go. It would hopefully be my last night in that refugee camp I’d spent so many months in. I made the mistake of telling my new horny friend at the bar that I was leaving. He wasn’t ready to see me go without a ‘proper farewell’.

He must have followed me home from that bar because when I was just about to slip out from my lady-clothes, he slipped into my tent. “Hey darling,” he said. My heart dropped into my gut. I tried to convince him to leave. I tried telling him I was sick, that I was on my period, that it was a sin (he’d told me before that he was very religious, like most men in those refugee camps). None of my excuses or efforts seemed to deter him. He was too keen to put his hands all over my body. Luckily, he was too drunk to tell the difference between real tits and toilet paper tits as he squeezed my chest through my shirt. He started to kiss me and he brought me down to the ground. He was much stronger than me, and much heavier, too. He was completely determined.

It was starting to seem as though I only had two options: blow my cover to get him to back off, or go along with it. If I blew my cover, he would almost certainly rat me out to the authorities. All of my planning and preparation would be for nothing. But how could I go along with it? I didn’t have a cunt he could fuck. I didn’t have real tits he could suck on and squeeze.

He was starting to undress me. “Wait,” I said, but he didn’t listen. I needed to think—I needed to act, and fast. “Hold on. Stop,” I said, but again, nothing. I don’t know what came over me or where the thought even came from, but all of a sudden, I said, “Fuck me in the asshole,” and he stopped. He stared me in the eyes. “It’s not a sin if it’s in the asshole,” I said, and I wasn’t technically lying. Many religious people genuinely believed that backdoor intercourse wasn’t technically intercourse in the eyes of the Lord. He smiled and then flipped me over.

I wasn’t exactly excited to be fucked in the ass, but it was my only hope. I reached back and pulled aside the thin fabric strip of my panties before he had the chance to pull my panties straight down. My heart was palpitating so hard, it was nearly thrusting me off of the ground. I couldn’t see anything except for the canvas base of the tent. I couldn’t hear anything except for his fly unzipping and the sound of his pants hitting the ground. It was totally silent for a moment before I felt the warm, hard tip of his cock press up between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes and told myself: just breathe and it will be over soon enough.

He pushed in and sunk in deep. And then deeper and deeper and deeper. I swear, it felt like his cock went on forever, stretching my anus wide, filling me up deep. He wasn’t exactly gentle and he didn’t exactly care when I moaned or groaned in pain. He was just excited to get off in a lady’s bottom. He started to thrust himself in and out, in and out. I couldn’t see his cock but I could probably draw it perfectly for you. I could feel every little ridge, every little vein, his soft pubic hair, his heavy ball sack, everything. Every thrust was harder than the one before it, and somehow deeper. Each entry hurt less than the one before it. After a good dozen pounds, it actually started to feel good (or maybe I was just going into some numb euphoria). He grunted loudly as he pounded my ass raw. His hands clutched my sides tightly so I wouldn’t move around.

I was essentially his fuck-toy, his backdoor ragdoll. He ended up coming with his cock plunged way down inside of my body. I swear, I could feel his warm goo blasting up near my sternum. But God, did it feel good. My own cock was so hard; I couldn’t flip over once he slid his long member out from my body. I had to lay there until I was soft again, but he didn’t seem to mind or care. He just got dressed and said, “Have a safe trip tomorrow,” and he was gone.

The next morning, I got onto the train. The soldier at the gate only took a quick glance at my ID and then waved me through. To be fair, I spent a few long days getting the lettering perfect on my ID, gluing on that little F over that M. I was sat between two other women who simply smiled at me and then looked back out their windows. No one was the wiser. Apparently, I passed as a woman, and I hadn’t even had my surgery yet. My plan, so far, was a total success.


CHAPTER III

I made one big mistake in my scheme to escape the country. I went too far with my makeup, my clothes, my overall guise. You see, I should have stolen some more modest clothes from my one-night stand. I should have been much more subtle with my makeup. I should have spent less time perfecting my hair and more time trying to blend into the crowd. I looked too good. I didn’t really realize this until my first night on that train, when I caught my own reflection, sitting amongst the other women. I didn’t recognize myself right away, and my immediate thought was, ‘Hey, there’s a good looking girl among the lot!’ and a moment later I realized that I was referring to myself. The second tip off that I’d done too good a job was when I realized the two male guards who were stationed in our train car had their eyes on me.

It was the middle of the night that one of them slipped into my room. I nearly shrieked when I realized he was standing above my bed. He put his index finger to my lip and said “Shh,” before pointing to the bed above me, where my bunkmate was fast asleep. He took a knee, brushed my hair off of my face, and then kissed me. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do—but I did know I didn’t have many options. The man had the power to eject me from the train, to send me back to the camp. All he had to do was take a closer look at my papers and he would have been able to see that they were doctored. So I kissed back.

He was an impassioned kisser, holding my head tight, sinking his tongue deep, as though it had been months since he’d felt a woman (the irony). He only pulled back occasionally with a deep, warm breath, and then he was back at it. I could feel his intensity rising, his hands shaking. I had a good feeling he wasn’t simply content with kissing, and I turned out to be right. He pulled back and shushed me again before standing up and dropping his pants. God, he had a big cock, already throbbing and rock-hard. Now there was really no escaping. If I screamed for help or rejected the soldier, he would certainly punish me for humiliating him. So I remained silent, heart beating ferociously against my ribcage, awaiting my fate. He walked towards me, hovering his massive dick near my lips. Then, he waited for me to do the rest.

So I did. I took the big cock gently. It was warmer than I expected, and heavier, too. I gave it a gentle stroke and watched it grow nearly twice the length in a mere moment. I could feel the thick veins throbbing, pumping blood into the magnificent rod, making it bigger, stronger. Closing my eyes, I brought it down to my lips, hesitated a moment, and then sunk it into my mouth. I heard him exhale deeply, euphorically. I began to suck, stroking the available length that I couldn’t fit into my mouth.

My mission was simple: get him off before he wanted more, before he wanted into my pants, to squeeze my bare tits (which still didn’t exist). So I beat him with determination, sucked like I wanted his cum more than anything in the world. He was as hard as a steel beam, throbbing violently. I could see his knees buckling, shaking. There was no warning: he came deep in my throat. I ended up choking on his load. He muffled me so I wouldn’t wake up my bunkmate.

He must have told his soldier friend, because the next night, the other soldier came for his turn. And of course, not wanting to ruin my pilgrim’s progress, I sucked him off, got him to come in my mouth. I made him quiver and moan. It turned out, I sucked cock like a seasoned pro.

Two nights later, we were in Romania. It was midnight when we pulled into the Romanian refugee camp. There was less than a week before the next train came, destined for France—my ride to freedom.

Two of my days in Romania were wasted tracking down my surgeon friend. I ended up finding him way across town (which was not easy to get to, as our camp had a very early curfew and I had no means of transportation). The face he made when I told him who I was cannot be described. He didn’t even begin to recognize me. He whisked me away to the privacy of his home, suddenly petrified of being caught with me, knowing he was now being implicated in criminal activity. After silently pacing around his office for a good fifteen minutes, he told me his thoughts on the matter. “Breast implants are easy, and reversible. Your downstairs, that’s another matter. If I go to change that, you’re stuck with what I give you. You’ll never get that back. You understand that, right?”

I’m not sure why, but I’d always assumed it was all reversible, with today’s technology and all. You always hear about people changing their minds months or years after their transition. I knew I’d be left with scars (my surgeon friend explained that those were inevitable). But to be stuck a woman, stripped forever of my manhood?

“You know, most people only get the implants. It’s very rare that we do a full sexual reassignment surgery,” he said. I had to weigh my options. Did I need to go all the way? Could I get by with my cock still in tact? I’d already had two soldiers essentially force themselves on me. What if they had wanted more than just simple blowjobs? What if they wanted to stick it in my pussy? Was I willing to risk it again, from Romania all the way to France?

I ended up insisting he just do the breast implant operation. I couldn’t fathom losing my manhood completely. Besides, the photos of the ‘full sexual reassignment surgeries’ weren’t exactly convincing, as far as I was concerned. If one of those soldiers really did insist I get totally naked, and he saw my fake pussy, he would have been just as confused as if he was looking at a dangling cock.

I went under the knife the next day. My friend did the whole operation himself, in his own home. The last thing he said to me before I went under was, “You know I could lose my license to practice for doing this, right?” When I came back to, it was pitch black and I was alone. My muscles were all sore and I was terribly tired. I tried to call out for my doctor friend, but no one came to me. I ended up passing back out.


CHAPTER IV

I was very sore for the first few days on the train destined towards Paris, France. I was told that most people, after a breast-implant surgery, stay in bed rest for at least a week, but I didn’t have that luxury. I had to pretend like nothing was unusual and nothing hurt like hell. I do have to say that my friend did an excellent job. I kept excusing myself for the bathroom, just so I could look at myself in the mirror. My tits were perfect. They felt great (a bit firm, but he said that they would relax after a couple of weeks). In a strange way, they seemed to complete my small-stature body. They gave me perfect curves and an aesthetically pleasing balance that I didn’t know my body was capable of.

The more and more I looked at my own reflection, the more I liked what I saw. I really did look good as a lady. Even out of makeup (especially after a shave) I looked good. I was beginning to think that maybe I was supposed to be born a woman, that the cock was just some sort of genetic error in utero. Even the voice had become second nature (and I like to think it had improved quite a bit as well). And my doctor-friend told me there were pills I could take to stop the facial hair growth and to make my voice even more convincing.

It was at the France border, where I can only imagine Marty was caught, that I faced my next big hurdle: the showers. They ushered us off of the train and brought us into what looked like a big warehouse. Inside, they had set up three long hallways with showerheads every ten feet or so. They told us to undress by the entrance and leave our clothes in a bin along with our ID papers. Naturally, I was hesitant to dress down. There were a number of armed guards standing there, all ready to shoot me dead the moment they saw the cock dangling between my thighs. “Clothes off, lady. C’mon now. Get in the showers.” My hands were shaking and my legs were trembling. What kind of excuse could I make to get out of this? One of the armed guards gave me a shove. “C’mon, Sweetheart.”

I took off my shirt first, placing it slowly in the bin, trying to buy myself some time. “Any day now, lady,” the guard said again as I slowly undid the clasps of my bra, letting my tender tits fall out. I could see a few of the guards looking my way the moment my breasts fell out, their admiring eyes ogling over the sight of my perfect curves. I took a deep breath and then let my skirt drop down to the damp ground. The eyes were still on me, and now no one was protesting my slowness. In buying myself some time, I’d effectively made my situation worse. Now I had an eager audience, all about to see my cock the moment my panties came down.

Some disturbance broke out across the shower hall and the guards all looked in that direction. Two girls were fighting over something or another. I let my instinct take over. I dropped my panties to the ground and quickly tucked my cock between my thighs. I kept my legs close together and then skirted away, into the low-lying steam from the showers. The steam hardly provided any cover, but it was enough that (hopefully) no one would be able to see the lack of pussy between my legs. I showered quick, keeping my back to the ogling men who were once again looking in my direction. I could hardly blame them—I looked really good. I caught my own reflection in one of the dirty mirrors across the lane and once again couldn’t believe how fine I looked. Maybe I should have gone through with the full transition surgery. Maybe I really was meant to be a woman.

One of the guards—a tall, husky, bearded fellow—kept his eyes on me the whole time. He didn’t even bother to look away when I looked in his direction, he was totally brazen. It seemed impossible that, with such obsessed inspection, he didn’t notice the absence of vaginal lips between my legs—or maybe the steam really was obscuring his vision (or maybe he had lousy vision).

Once my hair and body were adequately wet, I scurried over to the end of the hall where the bins were piling up. The guard at the other end checked my ID (and took a good look at my chest, too) and then went in search for my bin. The few minutes he was gone were pure agony, waiting anxiously for someone to notice my bulge that was begging to be let out, squished uncomfortably between my thighs. When he came back with the bin, I quickly threw the skirt around my waist.

Once I was dressed, I left the hall, handed my papers to a final guard near a gate, and then passed under a giant sign that read, Welcome to France, Bienvenue en France! My heart jumped up in my chest and began to beat proudly. I’d made it. I was in France, finally free. I stood, staring up at the sign, trying to keep my tears back, for just a short moment before being whisked onto a bus. I did what Marty couldn’t, what so many men back home wished they could—I’d slipped through the system. I’d survived. I’d won. Before they took us all away to the series of apartment complexes we’d be living in until we were able to get onto our feet, I noticed that husky, bearded soldier staring at me from afar, his gaze unbroken, fascinated.

My heart stuttered. Why was he so obsessed? Did he see my manhood between my legs? Was he trying to decide whether or not to rat me out? I pushed the thoughts from my head. I couldn’t fall into that negativity trap now—not after I’d made it so far. He was probably just taken by my looks. After all, I was taken by my own looks. I made a good-looking woman. I took a deep breath and the bus took off.


CHAPTER V

France is a beautiful country, and Paris is a beautiful city. I couldn’t believe life could be so magical, so perfect. If only the Parisians knew how lucky they were, to live and grow up in such a wonderful place where everyone is happy and no one hates one another. Over my first few days, I was shocked every single time I saw someone with a frown on their face, every time someone growled while stuck in traffic. If only they knew what they had—if only they realized that being stuck in traffic isn’t a big deal when you aren’t trying to escape a bombing raid. There is nothing more perfect in life than being able to sit on a patio with a cup of coffee and not be worried the emergency sirens were about to sound.

The officials apologized to us about the quality of our apartments. “We know it isn’t much. We promise to get you something better soon.” Everyone was scratching their heads. What did he mean, it wasn’t much? Had they ever seen the inside of a refugee tent? Those apartments may as well have been luxury mansions! We were living like queens (or I suppose I was living like a king, depending on how you look at it).

Then I started to notice that familiar face around town, and eventually around our apartment building: the husky soldier, dressed his camouflage outfit, gun holstered at his side. It was hard to deny that he was following me, watching me. He could have easily accessed my information given his position. But was he really lurking around for me? Or was he just stationed with the other landed refugees?

When I was returning home late one night, I saw him from down the road, pacing in front of the entrance to our building. I panicked and turned away, retreating into a nearby bar. The bar was quiet and the bartender was cleaning tables. “We’re just doing last call,” he said to me in a thick accent, so I ordered a drink. When I finally settled into my seat and looked back out the window, the husky soldier was gone. I couldn’t help but wonder if he was real or just a part of my anxiety-ridden imagination, a sort of PTSD hallucination. I finished my drink, paid, and left the bar.

As I stepped out, a hand grabbed my arm. It was the soldier. He wasn’t a hallucination. He was real. And he looked dead-serious. My heart sank into my gut. He knew my identity—he must have. Why else would he stalk me out like that, waiting until the early hours of the morning and grab me when no one was around? I tried to speak, to say anything, but there was a dense lump in my throat preventing any such excuse-making. “Don’t say a word,” he said, pulling me towards my apartment complex. I went along with him. Even if I wanted to say a word (which I did) I couldn’t because of my tense nervousness. He made me lead him to my room, and he locked the door behind us.

“Let me see your papers,” he said, reaching his hand out. My eyes were practically glued to his firearm, which I’m sure he knew how to use quite well. I handed him my papers and he looked closely at them. “You know that forging documents is illegal, right? You’re going to be sent back for this.”

My heart sunk somehow deeper into my gut and every muscle in my body began to ache. I was doomed. I knew what sent home meant. It meant sent to the nearest country where they could take care of a refugee like me, toss me off a building, hang me from a tree, throw me into a fire or some big vat of hot oil. God only knows what they would do to me—probably whatever it was they did to Marty, which supposedly was the thrown-off-a-building fate. Not the worst of the options, I suppose. At least death is quick, assuming the building they pick out is tall enough.

“Pack up your things,” he said. I hesitated. “Now.” I started to shove my things into my ratty, old bag. I was so close. Had this one guy not caught on to me, I would be free in Paris, free to live out the rest of my life however I wanted to. Tears started to form in my eyes but I held back. Crying would accomplish nothing. If anything, it might even piss the guy off more. I was lucky, he was being discreet about the whole thing. He could have grabbed me out in public and demanded I take my pants off for everyone to see, for everyone to laugh, for all of the other refugees who worked their asses off for years to hate me, throw stones at me, kill me in the streets like a diseased dog.

Then, I remembered what my one-night stand back at the refugee camp told me. “give a man a blowjob and you can get whatever you want.” Her voice was practically echoing through my mind. My heart was racing. The husky soldier was sitting down, just a few feet away from me. I took a deep breath. It was total craziness. If I pissed him off, he would just shoot me right then and there. But I couldn’t go back. I’d come too far. I reached over his lap for one of my shirts. I planted one hand down for support, just between his legs, and then slowly, I inched it towards his cock. It took him a moment to realize what was happening. “What are you doing?” he said, reaching down and grabbing me by the back of the neck.

My heart was practically exploding out from my chest. I needed to follow through. I couldn’t stop now. I began to massage his cock through his pants. “Stop that,” he said, tightening his grip. It hurt like hell, but I didn’t stop. A little voice in my head kept telling me, if he was really opposed to it, he would toss me aside. But he wasn’t tossing me aside. He wasn’t stopping my hand from massaging his rod. And on top of it, I could feel him hardening, his cock throbbing. I fought through the pain, stroking his length through his camouflage pants. “Last warning,” he said, and again, I ignored him.

I got him rock-hard. Carefully, I unzipped his pants and reached under his boxers. His cock was giant, so big I could barely get my fingers around it. I pulled it out from his pants and it sprung free with force. He didn’t stop me. He wanted it. So I gave it to him, leaning over, sinking my lips around his girth. Maybe my one-night-stand was right, maybe a blowjob was all it took. Maybe that’s where Marty failed. Maybe Marty was unwilling, as my lady-friend would have put it.

I wrapped my tongue around the thick cock, sucking mercilessly. I could feel his body relaxing, I was winning. He let out a deep moan. There was no real guarantee this would work. There was no promise that once I got him off, he would let me go. Maybe he was just getting a free fuck out of it, or maybe this would just make things worse and he would do away with me once I was finished so word didn’t get out that he let a man suck his cock. All I could do was hope for the best.

I stroked his big dick, looking up into his lethargic eyes. He was in a trance, a state of elated hypnosis. I looked down at the gun in his holster. There was another option: if I could get that gun without him noticing, I could do away with him. My heart stuttered at the thought. Could I really do it, though? Would I be able to kill a man? Unlikely. I continued to suck him off, getting him harder and harder and harder.

Then, I slipped down my panties, flipped up my skirt, and I climbed on to him. I didn’t realize until that moment that I’d gotten myself rock-hard. A wave of panic blew through me—would that turn him off, make him remember that he wasn’t fucking a woman but a man with fake tits? I tried to conceal my member with my hand as I lowered myself onto his rod, feeling it pressing up against my tight hole, pushing in slightly. He looked down at my crotch, where my hand was doing a lousy cover-up job. His eyes lit up. Damn it—I was done.

At least I thought I was. He moved my hand aside and gently wrapped his fingers around my cock. He was into it—my God, he was actually into it. My heart soared up towards my throat and I sunk down lower, plunging his cock deep into my body. It felt amazing: warm, full, throbbing, heart-melting. I started to bounce on his lap and he started to jerk me off. His free hand found my chest and he squeezed one of my tits. His eyes remained heavy, his cheeks red, still in that elated trance. I was biting my tongue, hoping it would be enough, hoping he would see the light and let me live freely in his country. Hell, I would fuck him like a bunny-rabbit every single night if it meant I got to stay!

I could feel his cock swelling up in my tight anus, stretching me wide. He was groaning, his head rolled back, inhaling deeply, loud grunts. His powerful hands clutched my sides and his fingers dug into my skin. My vision became a blur and my legs began to tremble. A strange euphoria, like a drug, was surging through my body. I was practically convulsing like an epileptic on his lap. Hell, I’d never felt anything so good, so intense, so perfect. Without any warning, I started to come—warm goo blasting out from my cock, halfway across the damned room, onto his face, his chest, his hand, everywhere. He wasn’t far behind, and when it came, I could feel it. A strange sensation: warm, filling, strangely pleasant. My nails dug into his skin and a moment later, I was slumped over his body, my tits pressed up against my own warm cum.

His arms wrapped around me and he held me while he caught his own breath. Then I wondered again, was it enough or would I be sent home? He left shortly after without saying anything. I didn’t say anything either. I wanted to ask, ‘What now?’ but I was afraid of the answer.

A few days passed and I began to wonder what happened to my French soldier. Should I expect a group of armed men at my door, ready to send me back home—send me to my death? Or was I free. Every time a pattering of footsteps passed my apartment door, my heart froze.

Then, about a week after my night with the well-hung military man, there was a knock at my door. I was hesitant to answer. There was no peep-hole on my door, so I just had to trust in my own hope that it wasn’t bad news. I opened it. It was him, alone, standing tall in my doorway. I felt a cold tingle run down my spine. Was this it? Was he going to send me home?

“I’m here for your weekly check-in,” he said with a slight grin before stepping into the room. He locked the door behind him. My heart began to soar and that cold tingle turned into a warm sense of hope. “Shall we begin?”

THE END
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