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Chapter One 



Tomasina sighed with relief as the parachute opened cleanly after she dropped clear of the hole in  the  fuselage  of  the  Halifax  bomber,  although  the  harness  cut  painfully  into  her  crotch  as  the  lines jerked  into  tautness.  The  cold  night  air  roared  by  as  she  fell  helplessly  towards  the  soil  of  German Occupied  France.  The  wind  was  gentle,  so  at  least  she  was  not  going  to  drift  into  the  trees  and  get impaled  by  a  branch  before  Jerry  got  a  chance  to  bag  her.  The  bag  containing  her  clothing  and  the carefully packed and padded suitcase radio dangled beneath her. There was no sign of movement in the field  below  her  feet  other  than  some  dark  lumps  about  a  hundred  yards  to  her  right  that  looked  like curious cows. 

The ground rushed up at her and she barely remembered to keep her knees together and slightly bent. Her pack struck the ground with a muffled thump, and a fraction of a second later the earth hit the soles  of  her  boots  and  she  dropped  and  rolled  as  she  had  been  taught. A  slight  breezed  pulled  at  her parachute as she climbed to her knees and struggled with the buckle of her harness. She shuddered as she  imagined  landing  under  fire  and  being  stuck  in  place  trying  to  get  out  of  the  harness  before  the parachute dragged  you across the landing field.  In the end she had to cut the harness off with her FS 

knife.  She  gathered  it  in  her  arms  and  ran  after  the  flapping  silk  canopy,  rolling  the  cords  up  as  she went. 

The site was still quiet, so she ran towards a clump of bushes and detached the small spade from her leg and began to  dig. When the hole was big enough, she stuffed the  bundled chute into the hole and then went to collect her drop bag. She extracted her skirt, socks and shoes, leaving her sten gun and radio inside. Placing her clothes on top of the bag, she unlaced her boots and took them off and stood on the damp grass in her thick woollen socks. With and instinctive glance to either side, she unfastened the "striptease suite" and stepped out of the bulky garment. Standing in just her bra, a blouse and plain cotton  panties,  she  folded  her  jump  suit  up  and  placed  it  into  the  bag.  She  stripped  off  her  woollen socks and dropped them, along with her knife, inside the bag as well and then closed it up. She quickly put on the skirt, white socks and brown leather shoes, and then carefully lowered the bag into the hole. 

Using the small shovel she buried all the incriminating material for later recovery. When the hole was largely filled she pressed the shovel into the soil and carefully replaced the pieces of turf that she had cut out, hiding the hole as best she could in the dark. She cleaned any traces of soil off her hands and headed across the fields towards the clump of trees that had been selected as the rendezvous point. 

Tomasina,  or  "Tom"  as  she  preferred  to  be  called,  froze  when  she  saw  a  quick  flash  of  light from the trees. Either she had found her Maquis contact, or she was about to be shot or captured, and fear made her legs go limp. She forced herself to walk forward, with her hands held out from her sides. 

As yet, the Maquis were not very well armed or organised, which was one of the reasons that she was here, but even being shot with a shotgun loaded with birdshot, or stabbed with a pitchfork  or kitchen knife wasn't something that she anticipated with  pleasure. She stopped when she could see the vague outline of a figure in a coat. 

"I have seen Piccadilly Circus," said the figure. 

"I  prefer  chicory  to  coffee,"  Tom  replied,  giving  a  local  food  item  in  answer  to  a  location  in Britain.  Despite  all  the  practise  that  the  SOE  had  given  her,  she  still  felt  uneasy  about  her  French accent.  She  had  learned  her  French  as  a  child  in  Toulouse  and  she  still  had  an  identifiable  southern accent. 

The figure stepped forward, and Tom saw that it was a woman. She gave a brief smile and said, 

"Bonsoir. I am Michelle. Welcome to Occupied France." 




*** 

 

Jan sighed in pleasure as the woman's hand gently stroked his cock. He eyed the beautiful dark haired woman affectionately. "You are a good woman Aimee," he said in French. His excellent French was one of the reasons that Jan Hartmann had been promoted after the start of the war. 

Aimee laughed bitterly. "The townspeople don't think so. They call me collaborator, and being the mistress of Dinan's only Gestapo Kriminalrat doesn't help either," she said. 

Jan stroked her back and chuckled. "Am I so horrible? Even the Wehrmacht Heer officers say I am a good man, and they hate the Gestapo even more than you French do." 

"Being  liked  by  the  officers  of  an  occupying  army  is  hardly  an  endorsement  to  be  envied," 

Aimee said. 

He  grabbed  her  shoulder  and  said,  "Shhh.  Watch  what  you  say  –  the  Gestapo  have  ears everywhere." 

For  a  moment,  Aimee  looked  frightened,  then  she  playfully  punched  him  in  the  stomach. 

"Idiot." 

Jan  lifted  his  squared,  Aryan  chin  and  said,  "Hauptsturmfuhrer  Idiot  to  you  when  I  am  in uniform." 

Aimee licked the head of his cock like a stick of candy and said, "Is this the new uniform of the Waffen SS? I'm sure the townsfolk will be very impressed." 

Jan  gently  pulled  her  up  until  she  lay  with  her  head  next  to  his.  "Is  our  relationship  really making  you  so  unhappy Aimee?  If  so,  we  can  end  it.  I  promise  that  I  will  not  have  villagers  shot  in retaliation," he said, trying to keep the tone light. 

She shook her head. "It's too late. If I broke off with you now I would probably be beaten up or killed as a traitor and collaborator." 

Jan kissed her cheek and said, "I'm sure that your friends of the Resistance would not allow that to happen." 

This time Aimee's fear was very real. Her body stiffened and she stared into his face as she said, 

"I don't know what you're talking about Jan. I don't know any Resistance members." 

He shook his head. "Please, I've known from the first day we met. But the fact is, I don't mind. 

At the moment, Dinan is not militarily significant. There are no major bases, depots or transport hubs around here. All I want is for the town to live in as much peace as possible in such times. I do not want to be forced to go around arresting people for sabotage or espionage. I cannot stop the Resistance from plotting  and  organizing  to  some  degree,  but  as  long  as  they  don't  blow  things  up  or  assassinate Germans,  I  try  to  leave  them  alone.  It  is  not  in  either  of  our  interests  to  attract  the  attention  of  High Command." 

Aimee looked bitter. "So, you have been using me," she said. 

Jan smiled. "And you have not? Tell me honestly, have I given you false information that have caused those people whom you do not know, to be captured or killed? Have I fed you with false troop movements or Top Secret plans? Honestly, I am much too insignificant to even have such details. Why do you think that I am posted here?" 

She bit her lip and said in a small voice, "So what happens now?" 

Jan folded his arms and looked stern. "Well, I could arrest you, but then I would have to sleep alone  until  your  imaginary  friends  found  another  volunteer  to  seduce  me.  On  the  other  hand,  if  you truly  find  me  repulsive,  my  disclosure  would  give  you  an  excuse  to  leave.  If  you  want,  I  could  even dramatically throw you out for being lousy in bed in front of the servants. Or … " 

Aimee slid her bare leg over his and stroked his calf with her toes. "Or?" 

Jan  unfolded  his  arms  and  took  her  hand  in  his.  "Or,  you  can  remain  my  channel  of communication with the um, dissatisfied elements in the population of Dinan. I will tell you if they are doing something that we will be forced to react to, and you can tell me if we are doing something that the good townsfolk find intolerable." He added sternly, "Having to say 'Heil Hitler' does not count." 

She started stroking his cock again and said, "What exactly does being your channel require?" 

Jan saw the mischievous gleam in her eye and said, "What you are doing now seems like a good start. Naturally, being a big bad Gestapo agent, I shall occasionally have to rigorously interrogate you." 

"Oooh, are you going to torture me then?" she said, wriggling her bottom against his hand. One of  the  reasons  that  she  had  volunteered  for  this  assignment  was  that  townsfolk  had  overheard  Herr Hartmann telling a drinking companion that he enjoyed spanking and similar sports when with women. 

Aimee  was  the  only  girl  in  town  of  reasonable  appearance  and  age  willing  to  admit  to  liking  such pastimes. Besides, Herr Hartmann was quite handsome and charming – for a Gestapo agent. 

Jan was actually quite relieved, as he wrapped his arms around the girl and kissed her soundly. 

He had taken quite a risk in being so frank with her. It would have been most inconvenient if he had been  force  to  arrest  her,  or,  god  forbid,  she  had  tried  to  commit  suicide.  However,  the  game  of pretending  to  leak  information  and  to  accept  the  "accidental"  disclosures  that  she  made  as  innocent gossip had become such a burden upon their rather pleasant sexual relationship, that he had decided to take  the  chance. The  feel  of  her  warm  body  made  him  lose  track  of  this  train  of  thought,  although  a small part of his mind still kept track of her movements, vigilant for a possible assassination attempt. 

Duty often made people do unpleasant things. However, pressing his face into her firm breasts was not one of them. 

Aimee  was  also  doing  some  wrestling  with  her  conscience  and  impulses.  She  was  a  true daughter  of  France,  and  the  idea  of  fraternizing  with  the  reviled  invaders  made  her  want  to  spit,  and being  viewed  as  a  collaborator  by  her  fellow  countrymen  and  women  had  really  hurt.  On  the  other hand,  Jan  was  a  decent  man  and  seemed  honestly  to  be  trying  to  maintain  the  uneasy  peace  without unduly  oppressing  the  locals.  What  really  caused  a  problem  with  her  conscience  was  that  she  found him sexy and enjoyed very much making love with him. Like Jan, she knew that it could not last, and that some day things would fall apart one way or another, but for now – she moaned as he sucked on her nipples. She tossed the bed sheet off of her body and straddled his hips. She bent over and dangled her breasts over his face, which also brought her bottom within reach of his hands. Her cheeks turned red  as  she  said,  "Spank  me." The  sharp  sting  of  the  Gestapo  agent's  hand  striking  her  arse  helped  to drown out  the mutterings  of her conscience, and at  the same time kindled the flames of desire in her pussy. She enjoyed the  mild  pain  of the spanking, each slap making her  excitement flare like a forge glowing  under  the  pumping  bellows.  Jan  had  never  seriously  hurt  her,  although  she  had  sometimes fantasised about being arrested and tortured (in an enjoyably sexual way) by him. Unfortunately, in real life she did not think that she was able to bear more intense pain, even though she wanted to. 

Aimee's penchant for spanking had been a source of both pleasure and frustration for Jan, who had a taste for inflicting more intense punishment, although outside of work he never forced this desire on his bed mates. He spanked her until he detected signs that the pain was getting too intense for her, and then used his superior strength and size to roll the two of them over so that he was on top. 

She  knew  what  was  coming,  and  squealed  happily  as  Jan  kissed  his  way  down  her  body.  She loved it when he paid attention to her down there. "Oui, lechez ma chatte," she moaned as his tongue brushed aside her carefully trimmed pubic hair and began to trace her slit, going  down perilously far, and then working its way up again, only to dance around her clit. On top of the spanking, it didn't take long for her to reach a climax, and she moaned and shuddered as Jan deliberately continued to lick her pussy even when it was much too sensitive for her to bear. 

Jan  grinned  and  continued  licking  as Aimee  kicked  and  clawed  at  the  sheets.  It  wasn't  really torture,  but  it  probably  felt  like  it  to  the  wriggling  French  girl,  who  was  yelling  hoarsely  for  him  to stop. He extracted a final scream by flicking her clitoris with his tongue before pulling back and wiping his face on her thigh. He looked down with amusement at the red faced, panting girl. 

Aimee shook her fist playfully and said, "Are you trying to kill me?" She puffed and then held out  her  arms  and  spread  her  thighs  wide.  "Come  her  darling.  Here  is  at  least  one  part  of  France  that does not mind being invaded by you," she said, pointing at her pussy. 

Jan  chuckled.  "This  is  one  secret  that  I  shall  withhold  from  the  Wehrmacht,"  he  said  as  he 

placed the head of his  cock at  her opening. She  was wet  and  ready, and  he was  able to  penetrate her defences easily. He drove deep into her with a sigh of happiness. 

Aimee gasped as his shaft touched bottom, filling her pussy completely. Her smooth legs lifted and curled around his waist and she felt the tingle of her nipples as they rubbed against his chest. The warm glow of the low powered light bulb seemed to reflect the golden glow that she felt in her belly as he began to  fuck her with a slow, steady rhythm. She murmured soft, meaningless sounds  of passion and quivered as his lips explored the curve of her neck. 

Jan  inhaled  deeply,  filling  his  lungs  with  her  fragrance  as  her  pussy  clung  to  his  cock  and squeezed it with the tightness of youth and enthusiasm. His back arched as she tickled his ear with the tip  of  her  tongue.  He  plunged  through  the  smooth,  slippery  wetness  of  her  pussy,  so  soft  and  yet  so strong.  There  were  few  pleasures  to  be  found  in  this  stupid  war,  but  having  Aimee  in  his  bed  was certainly one of the things that made it more bearable. His thrusting sped up until it was a match for the pounding  of  his  heart  and  he  felt  the  twinges  that  announced  his  orgasm.  With  a  sigh  of  regret,  he pulled his slime covered cock out of Aimee's warmth. 

She felt him withdraw and knew that he was about to come. He was always careful not to make her pregnant, and his consideration was just one more thing that made it difficult for her to think of him as the enemy. She gave him a push on his chest, and followed him as he rolled onto his back. Working quickly so that he would not lose his momentum, Aimee wrapped her lips around his knob and formed a ring around the shaft of his cock with her finger and thumb. She cupped his balls with her other hand as  she  pumped  her  fingers  rapidly  up  and  down,  while  licking  the  underside  of  his  cock. Aimee  had known none of these tricks when she had met Jan, but had proved herself to be an enthusiastic student. 

Another  thing  that  she  had  never  done  before  meeting  Jan  had  been  to  accept  a  man's  come  in  her mouth as she did now. She kept her lips firmly wrapped around his cock as he spurted jet after jet of semen. She licked and sucked industriously, milking him of every last drop and at the same time tasting her  own  flavour  on  his  skin.  When  she  was  sure  that  she  had  taken  all  of  it,  she  pulled  back  and carefully opened her mouth to let him see his own sperm glistening on her tongue. She met his gaze, smiled and then swallowed. 

Jan sat up and took her in his arms again and kissed her. He ran his fingers through her wavy, shoulder length hair as she clung to him. He knew that one day she might be ordered to kill him, and that he would try his very best not to let that happen – but right here and now, this tiny piece of warmth and comfort had to be enough for both of them. 

In a world gone mad with total war, two enemies fell asleep, wrapped in each other's arms. 

Chapter Two 



Tom  looked  out  of  the  attic  window  into  the  charcoal  grey  of  the  sky  as  evening  faded  into night, and shivered as she saw the faint shadows of German bombers and their fighter escorts heading for Britain like a flock of migrating vultures accompanied by smaller, more agile flocks of crows. She knew that the RAF was making occasional raids into France with their new Halifax bombers, but she had  not  seen  any  since  her  arrival. The  Maquis  had  recovered  her  buried  bag  from  the  field,  and  her radio  with  its  heavy  battery  unit  sat  on  a  wooden  box  near  to  the  window.  The  coiled  antenna  wire looked like a large cobweb in the dark room, hanging from a nail in the rafters. There was always the risk of any transmission being intercepted by Jerry, especially in a quiet area such as Dinan where there was not a lot of military radio traffic. 

Her  mission  was  primarily  to  make  contact  with  any  active  French  resistance  groups  and  to organise  new  ones,  where  none  existed.  This  kind  of  activity  was  far  more  dangerous  than  mere espionage  or  sabotage,  as  she  had  to  physically  meet  with  strangers  who  claimed  to  be  resistance fighters.  Many  of  them  were  well  intentioned,  but  unwilling  to  risk  their  lives  and  the  lives  of  their families  and  friends.  Some  wavered  between  supporting  the  Vichy  government  and  hatred  of  the invaders, while others were criminals, black marketeers and opportunists. The chances of deliberate or accidental betrayal was very high, and realistically, she did not expect to last very long before she was captured.  Because  of  her  assignment,  she  was  forced  to  reveal  her  identity  as  a  British  agent,  while allowing her contacts to remain unidentified. It often also meant meeting them at the time and place of their choosing. This reduced the chance her being able to betray her contacts if she was captured and interrogated. While  the  Germans  had  been  ordered  by  Hitler  to  treat  the  French  people  with  respect, this did not apply to British spies or members of the Resistance. On the whole, she had done fairly well during  the  month  that  she  had  been  in  Dinan.  She  had  been  introduced  to  several  of  Michelle's compatriots and had started training them in various useful skills, ranging from intelligence gathering to the making of explosives. She had trained a man whom she only knew as Marc in the operation of the  radio  and  the  use  of  the  assigned  SOE  codes.  She  had  also  made  contact  with  several  more independent groups who claimed the title of Maquis. 

It  was  one  of  these  groups  that  had  given  her  several  sleepless  nights.  They  claimed  to  be interested in working with the SOE and coordinating with Michelle's group. However, their leader, who called himself Le Renard or "The Fox" in English, had insisted that Tomasina prove herself to him and his followers by accompanying them on a raid to steal supplies from a German warehouse. He claimed that the risk was low as the warehouse did not contain any munitions or other military equipment, and that they had detailed information about the layout of the goods and of Jerry's security arrangements. 

"How can we trust you with our lives if you will not fight with us?" Le Renard had said. 

On the other hand, Michelle had been vehemently opposed to Tom being part of the raid. She said, "This fox is nothing but a chicken thief. What he steals he will sell on the black market, and like a fox he will abandon you and scurry off at the first sign of the Bosch." 




*** 

 

In the end, Tom had no choice but to go along with Le Renard's scheme. The other groups had heard of his challenge to her and had announced that they too would wait to see how she performed in the  raid.  She  arranged  for  Michelle  and  Marc  to  remove  the  radio  to  a  safe  new  location  which  was unknown  to  her  and  the  attic  was  cleared  of  all  trace  of  her  presence.  She  also  gave  her  sten  gun  to Michelle for safe keeping. Using a sub-machine gun to escape from a raid to steal food and kerosene would only attract German attention and ensure the destruction of all the resistance groups in the area. 

Her only weapon was her Fairbairn-Sykes Commando knife, which she wore under her skirt. 

The  approach  and  entry  went  well.  As  promised,  there  were  no  Germans  on  guard,  only  a French  night  watchman,  who  was  overpowered,  tied  and  gagged. The  watchman  had  the  keys  to  the warehouse, and once the door was unlocked, Le Renard gave the signal for the carts to be brought up. 

Sentries were posted at both ends of the street and the looting team prepared to enter, led by Le Renard and  Tomasina.  The  heavy  drums  containing  materials  such  as  grease  and  lubricating  oil  were  stored near the door, while the lighter goods were stacked at the back. 

Tom noted that there was an office cubicle at the top of a flight of metal stairs and a walkway the went around the entire building, with a second flight of stairs at the opposite side. Electric torches were  restricted  to  military  and  government  use,  so  she  carried  a  hooded  lantern,  as  did  Le  Renard. 

Using the dim light of the lanterns, they made their way into the cavernous building, enclosed on both sides by stacked drums, wooden crates and the occasional metal box. 

When  they  were  just  past  the  middle  of  the  warehouse,  Le  Renard  referred  to  a  pencil  drawn diagram and pointed. "There, those are the ones we want. Hurry, let's take what we need and get out of here." 

Before  anyone  could  move,  the  lights  went  on  and  there  was  the  sound  of  boots  on  metal. A German accented voice shouted in French, "Halt. Put up your hands and surrender, or you will be shot." 

Grey uniformed figures streamed out of the office building and from behind the crates at the end of the warehouse. 

Later, Tom  had  to  admit  that  both  she  and  Michelle  had  been  wrong  about  Le  Renard. At  the first sign of trouble, he had shoved her in the direction of the exit, and then charged towards the metal stairs,  drawing  a  pistol  from  his  coat  and  screaming  "Vive  la  France!"  Tom  darted  into  the  shadows between two stacks of crates, hoping to evade the German troops. A staccato blast of gunfire from the direction of the stairs marked the end of Le Renard, but she had no time to mourn. Using every scrap of cover that she could find, she edged her way towards the door, only to find it closed and blocked by a sentry  alertly  holding  his  Kar98k  rifle  ready.  From  the  sound  of  it,  she  guessed  that  the  other  team members  were  being  quickly  rounded  up.  She  bit  her  lip  and  made  a  decision.  She  removed  the  FS 

knife  and  harness  from  her  thigh  and  slid  the  lot  through  a  gap  in  a  box  marked  "Savon",  and  then retraced her steps back towards the middle of the warehouse. Trying to look confused, she stepped out into the light and was almost immediately spotted by the searching troops and roughly shoved towards the clearing where the others huddled miserably. 

A small, dapper looking man wearing wire rim glasses waved his arms excitedly and said, "See, see, what did  I tell  you. These hooligans threatened me and tried to force me to help them  steal from my warehouse. He glanced at the twisted, blood stained body of Le Renard and blanched. Holding his hands  out,  palms  upward,  he  said  to  the  captives,  "Even  so,  I  did  not  mean  to  get  him  killed.  I  am sorry." Then he pointed at Tomasina and said, "It is she. She must be the one. I have lived all my life in Dinan and I know everybody by sight. Her,  I do not know. But  Le Renard boasted of the British spy who was helping him, as if having an English troublemaker at his side would impress me." 

Tom gulped as the muzzles of several rifles and an MP40 submachine gun turned towards her. 

She held up her hands and said, "There must be some mistake. I am a good French woman. We were just trying to get some food for our families." 

The  warehouse  manager  grinned.  "Ha!  See,  she  incriminates  herself.  She  speaks  the  French well, but the accent, it is that of Toulouse in the South, and not of this area." 

A burly German NCO silenced the man with a wave of his hand. "We do not have an Abwehr officer  stationed  in  the  town.  If  she  is  a  spy,  we  must  call  in  the  Gestapo,"  he  said  with  a  look  of distaste. He pointed at a private. "You, go and fetch Kriminalrat Hartmann immediately. He will decide what to do with her." 




*** 


 

The  banging  on  the  door  woke  Jan  with  a  start. Aimee  was  awake,  her  dark  eyes  wide  with alarm. Jan turned on the bedside lamp and smiled. "I don't think that they've come to take me away just yet,  and  no  one  is  going  to  touch  you."  He  gave  her  hand  a  pat  and  rolled  out  of  bed  to  put  on  his dressing gown. Despite his casual words, he slipped his Walther PPK into the pocket of his robe before going to the door. "Yes, who is it?" 

"Schutze Becker, Herr Hartmann. My Unteroffizier ordered me to fetch you Herr Hartmann. We have captured a female British spy," the young soldier shouted excitedly through the door. 

Jan sighed and opened the door, and then discreetly stepped out into the hall. "And what exactly was this spy doing when she was captured, Schutze? This better not be some prostitute breaking curfew to earn a little extra money." 

The soldier gulped and slammed to attention. "No Mien Herr. She was captured with a group of bandits. They were trying to steal some boxes from one of our warehouses when they were captured. 

Their leader was shot and killed after he attacked us with a pistol." 

Jan  raised  an  eyebrow.  "So,  one  man  with  a  pistol  attacked  a  platoon  of  troops. What  was  in these boxes that was so vital? Weapons, ammunition, explosives?" 

Schutze Becker stood even rigidly at  attention. "No Mien Herr. The boxes  contained sardines, Mien Herr." 

Jan shook his head sadly. "Very well, Schutze. Wait at the end of the hall while I get dressed. I shall be with you shortly." When the soldier had stamped away, Jan ducked back into the room, where he allowed his alarm to show. 

Aimee sat up and said, "Jan, what's the matter?" 

Jan stared grimly at her. "It seems that our glorious soldiers have managed to capture a British spy." 

Aimee  gasped,  and  then  recovered  her  composure.  "How  exciting.  I  suppose  that  you  will  be rushing off?" 

Jan knelt on the edge of the bed and put his hand on her bare shoulder. "Listen to me. This could be very bad for all of us. The curfew is still on, so don't try to go out tonight. I promise that you can go shopping and gossip with your  friends, first thing in the morning. I might even have some gossip for you that you can pass along. Promise that you won't do anything reckless before I return." 

Aimee nodded casually. "Yes, I do need do a bit of shopping. I promise that I will wait for you to come back." 

Jan hurriedly dressed. He even decided to wear the trademark black leather coat that his friends had  given  him  when  he  joined  the  Gestapo,  as  it  would  hide  the  crumpled  clothing  and  give  him  a slightly more menacing look. He might need to overawe some Heer officers before the night was done. 

He remembered to transfer the Walther PPK from his robe to the coat before leaving. 




*** 

 

Jan  drove  his  car  to  the  warehouse  with  the  Schutze  sitting  stiffly  beside  him.  He  was  not  in uniform, so he didn't have to worry about protocol. Besides, he wasn't even sure that the young soldier could drive, and if he had to die in this war, a car crash was not his first choice of ways to go. When he arrived at the warehouse, he saw several soldiers wandering aimlessly around the front of the building, who  hurriedly  came  to  attention  when  he  approached.  He  paused  and  stared  silently  at  each  of  their faces for a second before raising his arm and saying "Heil Hitler". The nervous soldiers saluted stiffly, hands  to  helmets  or  hats,  but  added  a  "Heil  Hitler".  It  always  amused  him  to  see  their  confusion between  their  training  and  their  desire  not  to  offend  a  member  of  the  Gestapo.  The  locals  and  other foreigners  often  overlooked  the  fact  that  although  the  Gestapo  was  involved  in  anti-espionage  work, they were primarily a police organisation, tasked with weeding out crime and treason from within the 

German population, civilians and military alike. This made Gestapo officers unpopular with both sides of the war. 

His  arrival  created  the  same  reaction  inside  the  warehouse,  a  mixture  of  sullen  silence  and nervous volubility – and sheer terror on the faces of the captives. All except for one. She was dressed and made up like any other girl of the town, but that was where the similarly ended. It probably would not  have  been  noticed  by  anyone  else,  but  to  someone  like  himself,  who  made  his  living  by  reading people's thoughts, it shone like a beacon. There was a strength of spirit and self confidence that spoke of someone who had been tested and at the same time, knew her own limits. It did not hurt that she was also beautiful. Tall and slim, she moved with the kind of strength and flexibility that was the result of much  work  and  practise  and  not  just  manual  labour  on  a  farm  or  in  a  store.  He  knew  that  she  was different, just a street wise criminal would always recognise a policeman in plain clothes. Any thoughts that this  could  have just  been a criminal  enterprise  gone wrong disappeared. He hid  is  alarm  under a trained façade of official boredom as he approached. "So, who is in charge here?" 

The stocky Unteroffizier stepped forward and saluted. "I am, Mien Herr. Unteroffizier Meier at your service." 

Jan wanted the man's cooperation, so he did not force a "Heil Hitler". Instead, he gave the NCO 

a thin smile and said, "It seems like you have done a good job tonight Unteroffizier Meier," deliberately using  the  man's  name.  "Tell  me  everything.  Young  Becker's  account  was  sketchy  and  I  need  more detail." He swept his eyes coldly over the entire assembled group. "In fact, I need to know everything." 

The NCO stiffened and threw back his shoulders. "Thank you Mien Herr." There was relief in his tone. He had probably been dreading a reprimand for not informing the Gestapo of his activities. He told  Jan  how  the  warehouse  manager  had  come  to  him  in  desperation  after  being  approached  by  Le Renard.  The  manager  probably  would  have  been  inclined  to  help  the  Resistance  leader,  but  he  was terrified of being blamed for the loss of the German supplies stored in the warehouse, for which he was ultimately responsible. 

Jan thought that the self styled Le Renard or Fox, had demonstrated a singular lack of cunning in  this  case. You  never  placed  an  informant  in  a  position  where  he  was  sure  to  be  blamed  when  you acted on his information. Despite the Gestapo's reputation for ruthlessness, they in fact took great pains to  ensure  the  safety  of  their  informants.  This  was  one  of  the  first  things  that  you  learned  in  this business, on either side. Unfortunately for Le Renard, he was not going to have the opportunity to learn this lesson. He waved for the manager to come forward. 

Visibly  trembling,  the  man  hesitantly  edged  towards  the  Gestapo  agent,  bowing  and  grinning nervously. "B...bonsoir, Herr Hartmann," he stuttered. 

Jan stared down at him, paused for effect, and said, "And your name is?" 

The  manager  wrung  his  hands  and  replied,  "Monsieur  Felix  Lessard,  at  your  service  Mien Herr." 

Jan nodded curtly and said, "You say that there is talk of a Britisher spy in Dinan. If this is so, why did you not report it to the Gestapo?" 

"Because  we would have cut  his throat," muttered one of  Le Renard's men, earning himself  a rifle butt in his back. 

Lessard  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  nodded  towards  the  speaker,  as  if  the  answer  was  self evident. 

Jan said, "But now you say that this woman is the spy?" 

Lessard  shrugged  again  and  said,  "I  cannot  swear  to  this,  but  I  know  that  she  is  not  from Dinan." 

Jan nodded and turned to the woman. "Show me your papers. You may or may not be a spy, but looters may be shot, so it would be best for you to cooperate with me as best  you can. Do you speak French?" 

The  woman  nodded,  her  expression  neutral.  "Of  course  I  speak  French,  monsieur.  What  else 

would a daughter of France speak? Here are my papers." She reached slowly into a pocket of her dress and pulled out her forged Carte D'Identite and handed it to the Gestapo agent. 

Jan  studied  it  for  a  moment,  and  was  about  to  hand  it  back  when  something  about  the  card tickled  his  mind.  He  looked  at  the  stamped  date  of  issue,  and  then  he  remembered.  He  smiled  at  the woman. "Toinette Moreau. That is your name Mademoiselle?" 

Tom nodded. "Oui. That is my name." 

He tapped the card with his fingernail, studying the photograph of this beautiful woman. "That may be your name Mademoiselle, but this is a fake ID card." 

Tom's face paled, but she said calmly, "There must be some mistake. That was issued by your own people. How can it be a forgery?" 

Jan nodded agreeably. "Indeed, it is a most excellent forgery. Everything is just right. Except for this," he said, pointing at the date stamp. 

Unteroffizier Meier peered over the Gestapo agent's shoulder and hissed. "You have sharp eyes Mien Herr." 

"Why don't you tell Mademoiselle Moreau what is wrong," Jan said. 

Almost apologetically, the NCO said, "During that week, the ID office had run out of blue ink for their stamp pads due to a shipping error. The only ink that could be found was of a violet colour. A notice was circulated to all the local troops informing them of this fact so that those townsfolk issued with  cards  during  that  time  would  not  be  suspected  of  using  forgeries.  It  so  happens  that  the  date  of your card falls within that period." 

Tom's  heart  sank,  but  she  still  tried  to  bluff  it  out.  "The  must  be  some  mistake.  Perhaps  there was a little ink left. All I know is that the card is real." 

Jan shook his head. "Regretfully, I do not think so. Dinan is not so large that the clerks at the registration office will not remember such an attractive woman as yourself Mademoiselle, especially as you do not seem to be born here, so it will not be hard to verify." He sighed and turned to the NCO. 

"You have done well. Your superiors will hear of this. Now, if you will be so kind as to arrange some transport  so  that  we  can  move  all  the  prisoners  to  Gestapo  headquarters.  I  will  take  Mademoiselle Moreau myself." 

The  NCO  saluted  respectfully. The  Gestapo  had  a  reputation  for  taking  credit  for  the  work  of others,  and  he  was  pleasantly  surprised  by  the  behaviour  of  this  agent.  Eager  to  please,  he  shouted orders at his men and all the prisoners were efficiently herded out of the building. 

Jan produced a pair of handcuffs. "Now, Mademoiselle Moreau, I regret that I must place these on  you. Please remember that even  if  you are proven not  to  be an English  spy,  you are still guilty  of participating  in  an  action  against  the  Reich.  We  are  at  war,  and  the  penalty  for  armed  resistance  or looting is death." 

Tom held out her hands, with her wrists together. Her instructors had taught her to always try to get  handcuffed  with  her  hands  in  front,  as  this  made  it  easier  to  escape.  Unfortunately,  the  Gestapo agent  seemed  to  have  been  taught  this  as  well,  and  politely  asked  her  to  turn  and  to  place  her  arms behind her back. She tried to remain calm and to appear unthreatening. Struggling and cursing at your captors did nothing except to annoy them and guarantee worse treatment. 

With the woman safely in the passenger seat, Jan started his car and drove carefully down the road.  Now  that  they  were  alone,  he  allowed  himself  to  relax,  and  tried  to  think.  The  capture  of  this British spy was an absolute disaster for him. He made a snap decision and turned the car off the road when they were passing a stretch of trees. He drove down the track until he was sure that they could not be seen from the road, and then turned off the lights and the engine. 

Tom's heart froze at this development. The only reason that she could think of for the Gestapo agent to suddenly head off into the woods was if he wanted to perform a secret execution. She tensed her body,  and prepared  for a last ditch struggle,  even though she knew that  she didn't  stand a  chance under these circumstances. He would simply push her out of the car and then place a bullet in her head. 

Jan leaned over and opened the passenger door. "Get out," he said, as he himself climbed out of the vehicle. 

With  her  hands  still  handcuffed  behind  her,  Tom  struggled  out  of  the  car  and  stared  at  the German, expecting to see his gun appear at any moment. She held her breath when he reached into the pocket  of  his  coat,  and  then  gasped  in  shock  when  he  produced  the  keys  to  the  handcuffs,  spun  her around and unlocked them. 

Jan stepped back and said, "Go. Run." 

Tom's mouth opened in shock. She took a step away from him, and then stopped and shook her head. "You're going to shoot me in the back while I'm trying to escape," she said. 

Jan sighed in exasperation. "Look. I don't want you, and I'm not going to kill you. Just go. I will report that you used a cunning trick to get me to stop the car. You then overpowered me and ran off into the woods before I could recover and shoot." 

Tom's  eyes  narrowed  suspiciously.  "The  townspeople  will  never  believe  that.  They  will  think that I defected or was a traitor all along, especially with Le Renard dead and the others captured. They might even kill me in order to keep me from betraying others." She shook her head. "I'm not going to help you destroy the network by sowing distrust." 

Jan gritted his teeth in frustration and pulled out his pistol. "Run now, or I will shoot you." 

Tom  raised  her  head  defiantly.  "I'm  not  afraid  to  die,  but  I  won't  betray  my  friends  or  my country." 

That made Jan smile. "So you admit to being a British spy." 

Tom  gave  a  very  Gallic  shrug.  "You  already  know  that  I  am,  so  I'm  not  revealing  any  great secret." 

Jan wanted to stamp his feet and wave his fists in the air in frustration. This woman was going to get both of them killed. Instead, he leaned against the fender of his car and produced two cigarettes. 

He lit both of them and offered one to the woman. 

Confused, Tom accepted the lit cigarette gratefully and inhaled the harsh smoke. "Is this some new Gestapo interrogation technique to catch the prisoner off guard?" 

Jan thumped his fist on the bonnet of the car, making Tom jump. He realised that he could either shoot her right now or try to gain her cooperation. Since he could still shoot her afterwards, he decided to try talking. "We don't have much time, so listen carefully. I am not a Gestapo agent. Hell, I am not even German." 

"What kind of joke is this? Do you expect me to believe such a fairy tale?" Tom said. 

Jan rolled his eyes and plunged on. "When the Germans moved into France, I was working in Rennes. When the Germans entered the city on the 18th of June last year, I tried to find a way out. I met this  Gestapo  agent  who  was  also  staying  at  the  hotel  and  tried  to  convince  him  that  I  was  German businessman, and that in the confusion of the invasion, I had lost all my papers. My father was actually English and my mother Norwegian. My parents divorced when I was young and I went to live with my mother. As you can see, I look like a textbook Aryan. I also speak perfect German." 

Tom frowned and said, "What made you think that he would believe such a ridiculous tale, or that he would help you even if he did?" 

Jan bit his lip. "I can be very convincing. That's  what  I do for a living  –  convincing people,  I mean." 

Tom's eyes widened. "You mean that you're a con artist? A … crook?" 

Jan grinned and bowed.  "A very  good one. You  will notice that everyone here firmly believes that I am Kriminalrat Hartmann, dedicated agent of the Gestapo." 

"If that's true, how did you end up here?" she asked. 

Jan  grimaced.  "Unfortunately,  I  underestimated  the  Gestapo  agent's  suspicious  nature. At  his request,  I  followed  him  back  to  his  room.  He  said  that  he  needed  to  take  down  some  notes  for  his report. When we  got  there, he produced a  gun  from  his  leather coat  which was lying on the bed. We 

struggled, and  I managed to  get  the gun away from  him and then I shot him.  I was  going to  run, but when I peeked out into the hallway, I saw someone running down the stairs and crying for help." He glanced  around  nervously.  If  anyone  saw  them  talking  like  this  they  were  both  doomed.  "Then  I realised that I looked very much like the dead man, at least before the bullet had gone through the side of his face. I found his Gestapo ID in his pocket, which fortunately had not been touched by his blood. 

Before I could do anything else, a couple of German soldiers came charging in waving their rifles. The only thing that I could do to avoid being shot was to wave the ID and shout 'Gestapo'. Suddenly, I was Jan  Hartmann,  Kriminalrat  of  the  Gestapo,  assigned  to  the  village  of  Dinan  in  Brittany.  If  I  tried  to sneak away,  I  would be  shot for desertion  or arrested as a murderer of a Gestapo  agent,  tortured  and then shot. His personnel file was in his luggage, which gave me everything I needed to know in order to become Herr Hartmann." He grinned and waved his arm at the surrounding woods. "And so here I am.  Fortunately,  being  a  good  Gestapo  agent  and  being  a  good  con  artist  are  not  so  very  different.  I even had hopes of being able to disappear one day, as long as the village did not get blamed for it." He stared at Tom accusingly. "And then you came along and ruined everything." 

Tom said, "I still don't understand. Even if I believe you, why tell me this. All you had to do is to interrogate me and make a report. You might even get a promotion," she said bitterly. 

Jan glared at her. "Don't be stupid. If  I broke  you and destroyed a spy ring in Dinan, it would bring  me  to  the  attention  of  my  superiors.  I  would  be  ordered  to  Berlin  to  make  a  report  to  my superiors.  The  first  thing  they  would  do  is  review  my  file  in  Gestapo  headquarters.  I  resemble  Jan Hartmann, but not that much. I have switched the photo on my own ID card and all the photos in my file, but not the ones in Berlin. On the other hand, if I report your capture and subsequently fail to break you, a more senior Gestapo agent  will eventually be sent down to review the case and to take  you to Berlin. The results would be the same." 

Tom  tilted  her  head  and  said,  "But  you  were  willing  to  let  me  escape  just  now. Wouldn't  that also have meant disaster for you?" 

Jan  sighed  and  nodded.  "Yes,  probably.  I  was  going  to  try  to  bluff  my  way  out  of  Dinan  and disappear  into  the  countryside,  but  realistically,  my  chances  would  have  been  slim.  But  at  least  you would have survived. No point in both of us ending up in a Gestapo dungeon." 

Tom decided that there was no possible reason for the man to concoct such an absurd story. She joined him in leaning against the car and said, "So what happens now? As I said, I can't just walk away. 

Too  many  people  saw  me  handcuffed  and  driven  away  by  you.  No  one  would  believe  that  I  could escape so easily. I would destroy all the trust that the locals had in me and my people back in Britain, and probably wind up dead at their hands." She laughed. "If I survived, I might even be arrested by my own people and shot as a traitor." She looked down at the marks the handcuffs had made on her wrists. 

"But if you take me in, we're both doomed was well." 

Then Jan thought about Aimee, who was still waiting to hear from him. He turned to Tom and said,  "I  have  an  idea.  I  may  be  able  to  get  a  message  to  the  Resistance  and  through  them,  send  a message to England. I am just assuming that you brought a radio. If not, it will take too long to get a message  to  London  to  be  any  use  to  us.  Do  you  think  that  your  SOE  would  be  willing  to  send  a Lysander to pick us up?" 

Tom  shrugged.  "Honestly,  I  don't  know. They  might  think  that  it  was  a  trap.  But  even  if  they did, it might take some time to arrange." 

Jan looked uncomfortable. 

Tom stared levelly at him. "Tell me." 

He nodded. "While we are waiting for a reply, I will have to interrogate you. I shall try to fake it as much as possible, but the guards and other Gestapo personnel have to be convinced that I am at least trying to break you." 

"And if London says no?" she asked. 

Jan looked up at the clear night sky and said, "We can try for an overland escape or head for the 

coast  and an escape by sea.  If it looked like we  were  going to  be captured,  I promise to  provide  you with the means to commit  suicide, if you want it. I for one would not want to be captured alive after having murdered a Gestapo agent. Look on the bright side. The Resistance may decide that we are too much of a risk, lure us both out into the countryside on the promise of a rescue, and shoot us down like dogs." 

Tom raised an elegant eyebrow and said, "So what you're saying is you're going to torture me, but  I  have  to  keep  silent  until  you  can  negotiate  a  rescue,  or  until  it  becomes  hopeless  and  we  both commit suicide or get murdered by my allies." 

Jan held up his hands helplessly. "That's about it. You have a better idea?" 

"I must be out of my mind," she said and held her arms behind her back to be handcuffed. 




*** 

 

As the car approached the door of former family run hotel that was now the headquarters of the Gestapo  in  Dinan,  Jan  said,  "I  haven't  told  you  my  real  name  because  you  might  accidentally  use  it under  interrogation.  However,  if  the  Resistance  are  willing  to  help,  I  will  give  it  to  them  along  with details of my relatives in England who can vouch for me. If all goes well, you will need to prepare a coded message confirming that the request for a pick up is real and not made under duress. I don't have access  to  any  military  secrets,  but  I  do  have  a  lot  of  information  about  what  the  Gestapo  and  other intelligence service know about SOE, MI9 and British Secret Service activities in Europe. Also, I have information on the latest Enigma coding system used by the Wehrmacht Heer." 

Tom studied the fake Gestapo officer coolly. "That might help to convince them to rescue us." 

she said. "Assuming that you're telling the truth." 

Jan said,  "Why would the German's  go to  such ridiculous lengths  to  get  me into Britain? You know that I would never be trusted or allowed access to sensitive information once I was in England. In fact, I will probably be sent to prison. I don't claim to have vital military intelligence that might mislead British military planners. If this was a trap, what would it gain? Perhaps the capture or destruction of one Lysander and a few Resistance members? But those aeroplanes are shot down all the time anyway, and  we  just  killed  and  captured  an  entire  group  of  Resistance  fighters  without  resorting  to  such elaborate schemes." 

Tom had to admit that the whole thing was just too bizarre to be a trap and nodded. 

Jan put his hand on her shoulder. "I'm saying all this because the moment we get out of the car, I will have to behave like a proper Gestapo agent and treat you like any other captured spy. Can you hold out?" 

Tom took a deep breath and nodded again. "I'll do my best." She turned her head to look at him. 

"I'm frightened." 

Jan  held  her  hand  and  said,  "I'll  try  not  to  let  anyone  permanently  scar  or  cripple  you,  but  I won't lie. It is going to be very bad, especially as you are a woman. Rape and sexual humiliation is a basic part of the interrogation process." 

"Will you do it? I'd rather be raped by you than some anonymous thug," she said, blushing. 

Jan grinned. "That much I think I can promise." He switched off the engine and said, "All right, here  we  go."  He  stepped  out  of  the  black  painted  vehicle  and  went  around  to  drag Tom  out  into  the street. Holding her firmly by her handcuffed arm, he dragged her into the building, to be greeted by the curious  stare  of  the  duty  officer.  He  was  dressed  in  civilian  clothes,  as  the  Gestapo  was  a  police organisation  and  not  a  military  one,  although  he  had  a  gun  under  the  table  top  and  an  MP40 

submachine-gun leaning against the wall behind him. There was always the risk of a desperate rescue attempt or someone seeking revenge. 

Meier, the Heer NCO from the warehouse was waiting uncomfortably in the reception area and saluted smartly when he saw Jan. "The prisoners have been safely delivered to your men sir." 

Jan  said,  "Well  done. Thank  you  men  for  their  efficient  work  tonight. You  may  now  return  to your normal duties." He kept the smile on his face as the NCO saluted a final time and marched away. 

Then  he  turned  to  the  duty  officer.  "This  is  a  suspected  British  spy.  Her  papers  give  her  name  as Toinette Moreau, although that is unlikely to be her real name." 

The duty officer nodded and said, "Yes Mien Herr," as he noted the information in the log book. 

That  done,  Jan  dragged  Tom  up  the  stairs.  The  building  had  a  ground  floor  and  two  upper storeys.  The  rooms  in  the  topmost  floor  had  been  converted  into  cells,  with  most  of  the  furnishings removed. The glass in the windows had removed and replaced by steel bars, and the wooden shutters were closed and nailed shut. There was a duty guard seated on a straight backed wooden chair at the end of the corridor. He too was armed with an MP40 and he was reading a novel when Jan reached the top of the stairs. Some of the cells had no furniture at all, and those were the kind in which the captured men and women from Le Renard's group would be placed. Two of the converted hotel rooms, Rooms One and Two, had beds with simple mattresses and a table that was nailed to the floor. These were for long  term  or  special  prisoners  and  Jan  instructed  the  guard  to  open  the  door  to  Room  One.  "Special prisoner. A  suspected  British  spy.  No  one  is  to  talk  to  her  or  perform  any  interrogation  without  my specific approval. I shall be handling this case personally. Is that understood?" 

The  Kriminalassistent  gave  the  straight  armed  Nazi  salute.  "Understood,  Mien  Herr."  He unlocked the door and stepped back to allow Jan and his prisoner to enter. 

Jan said to the guard, "Search and process her." 

The Kriminalassistent said, "Yes, Mien Herr," and commenced a thorough search of Tom's body and  clothes.  He  started  with  her  hair,  running  his  fingers  carefully  through  her  tresses.  He  removed several hair pins, which he placed on the table. He placed his MP40 carefully out of Tom's reach and then  spun  her  around  to  unfasten  her  handcuffs.  He  handed  the  handcuffs  to  Jan,  and  then  barked  in heavily accented French, "You will now undress. You will hand me each item of clothing one at a time. 

Do you understand?" 

Tom nodded and gasped in shock when the man slapped her across the face. 

You will address me and all other Gestapo personnel as "Mien Herr. Is that understood?" 

Tom touched her bruised face and said, "Yes Mien Herr. I understand." She glanced at Jan, but his  face  was  rigidly  immobile,  and  she  went  cold  at  the  visceral  realisation  that  she  was  really  the prisoner of the dreaded Gestapo. Even if everything Jan had told her was the absolute truth, there was very little that he could do for her without raising suspicions in a group of people who viewed paranoia as  a  positive  survival  trait.  She  began  to  remove  her  clothing,  handing  each  item  to  the Kriminalassistent, who examined every seam and button for such things as hidden weapons, lock picks and suicide pills. Naturally, all her garments bore French labels. Her training to resist interrogation at the Group B school at Beaulieu,  had included being forced to stand naked in front of strangers, so she barely hesitated when she reached back to unfasten her bra. She glanced over the man's shoulder at Jan as  she  handed  the  rather  plain  looking  bra  to  the  guard,  and  received  a  wink  from  the  fake  Gestapo agent. Somehow this made her less isolated and alone, and she stood erect with her hands by her sides as the man pawed at her bra, although she winced when she heard the ripping sound as he tore open the seams  of  the  flimsy  garment.  Her  nipples  tingled  as  she  sensed  Jan's  eyes  running  over  her  exposed flesh. 

The  Kriminalassistent  tossed  aside  the  wrecked  bra  and  held  out  his  hand  and  pointed  at  her panties. Normally he might have ripped the garment off of the prisoner himself, or made crude remarks as  she  undressed,  but  having  his  senior  officer  standing  at  his  shoulder  inhibited  his  style.  Senior Gestapo agents were not known for their conviviality and sense of humour. 

As  always,  removing  her  panties  was  the  hardest. The  SOE  dressmakers  had  not  been  certain regarding  the  availability  of  elastic  in  Dinan,  so  her  panties  had  been  modified  with  a  cotton  draw string at the waistband. She tugged at the slip knot, and allowed the garment to fall to the ground rather than to bend over as if bowing to the German. When the cotton panties were puddled around her feet, 

she stepped out of them and squatted down with her knees together to pick them up. She disdainfully held them out to the Gestapo guard, her expression accusing him of every known form of perversion. 

The  man  just  smiled  thinly  and  ripped  them  to  shreds  in  front  of  her  eyes.  "You  won't  be needing  these  from  now  on,"  he  said  spitefully.  He  turned  and  spoke  to  Jan.  "Her  clothes  are  clean Mien Herr. I shall remove the underwear, belt, and shoe laces when I leave. There was reluctance in his voice as he said, "Shall I proceed with the body search, or do you wish to do it yourself Mien Herr?" 

Jan seemed to consider the matter and asked, "Have you searched all the new prisoners yet?" 

The Kriminalassistent shook his head. "No Mien Herr. They are all still handcuffed and waiting in the holding room downstairs, awaiting your orders." 

Jan nodded. "Very well.  Proceed to  process  and search  all  of them.  I shall finish  up here, as  I wish to have a word with our spy before we put her to bed for the night." 

There were two women in the captured group, so the Kriminalassistent was not too dismayed at this news. He stepped out into the hallway and shouted for another guard to be sent up to replace him. 

A young Angesteller came puffing up the stairs and stood guard just outside Room One as his superior stomped off down to the holding room and the captured Resistance members. 

Jan said, "I am going to search your body for hidden weapons or tools. Your SOE has proven to be most ingenious in  finding ways  to  hide or disguise them.  If  you resist  I shall have  you restrained. 

Now hold out your hands." He checked her hands for flesh coloured plaster or rings and then on up her arms to  her shoulders and armpits. Then he moved on to  her back, running his  fingers carefully  over every inch of her skin. Despite the fact that the room was unheated and her apparent calm, he felt a fine coating  of  nervous  perspiration.  This  was  a  sign  that  the  Gestapo  training  manuals  which  he  had assiduously  studied  had  mentioned  as  a  tell  tale  of  guilt.  From  experience,  he  had  found  that  simply being arrested by the Gestapo was sufficient to produce such a reaction, whether the person was guilty or not. However, she had a very smooth, firm back, which he enjoyed touching. 

Tom noticed the caressing nature of his touch, but decided not to say anything. If she appealed to  him physically,  all the better, as  it  would make him easier to  manipulate. Besides his  gentle touch was comforting. She could not help but tense when she heard him tell her to turn around. She held her breath as she reluctantly twirled around and then obeyed his instruction to place her hands behind her neck. 

He made her open her mouth and he ran a finger around her teeth and under her tongue. As he ran  his  fingers  down  her  neck,  over  her  chest  and  down  the  slopes  of  her  breasts,  he  said,  "Do  you know that we had a report of a captured female spy who had a false nipple made of rubber glued to her body. Personally, I am rather suspicious of the agent's report, since no one has actually seen the false nipple. I don't suppose you have one do you?" 

Tom could not prevent a small twitch of a smile. Such a development had been the subject of much  speculation  and  hilarity  at  SOE  headquarters.  As  far  as  she  knew,  such  a  device  had  never actually  been  issued.  She  shook  her  head.  "No  Mien  Herr.  Sorry  to  disappoint  you,  but  I  am  not wearing such an item." 

Jan smile back. "I hope you do not mind that I don't just take your word for it," he said as his finger drifted over the curves of her breasts to her nipples, which were crinkled and prominent due to the  chill.  He  gripped  each  of  her  nipples  firmly  with  his  fingertips  and  then  pulled  and  twisted  them firmly.  When  neither  one  came  off  he  said,  "I  apologise  for  doubting  your  word  Mademoiselle.  It appears that your nipples are indeed completely natural." He went on after that to thoroughly probe and feel the rest of her breasts, belly and legs. He allowed her to brace herself against the table as he lifted each  of  her  feet  up  behind  her  and  subjected  each  foot  and  their  toes  to  a  similarly  competent examination. "Mademoiselle has lovely feet," he said. When she had straightened up, he said, "We are nearly done. I am certain that you know where I must examine next. Will you cooperate, or do I have to force you?" 

Tom  closed  her  eyes  for  a  second,  fighting  the  shame  and  anger.  It  would  do  her  no  good  to 

express either, but there was something she had to say. She knew that it would not make any difference, but she wanted him to know. Softly and sadly, she said, "I will cooperate Mien Herr, but if there is any way at all … that is, I am a virgin." 

For a moment, Jan was taken aback, but he could not show her mercy, especially with the guard watching from the hallway. He said, "I am truly sorry Mademoiselle, but this is how it must be. If you will permit, I will try to be as gentle as possible." 

Tom saw the genuine regret in his eyes and nodded. "Do what you must." She placed her hands on the table and bent over. Her blush deepened and she surreptitiously wiped a tear from her eye as she stepped to the side, parting her legs wide. 

Jan pressed his palm on the small of her back. "Kindly arch your back. That will make it easier for both of us." 

Tom obeyed, and held her breath as she felt his fingers fumbling between her legs. He was the first  man  ever  to  touch  her  there,  and  in  a  way  she  was  grateful  that  it  was  him  and  not  the  brutish Kriminalassistent. She expected him to shove his fingers into her fanny and braced herself for the pain of a tearing hymen and the unlubricated penetration of her passage. To her surprise, she felt his fingers gently  stroking  her  fanny,  or  Berkshire  Hunt  (which  rhymes  with  cunt),  as  one  of  her  trainers  had insisted on calling it. His fingers were skilled, and she was surprised how quickly wetness appeared. 

"Brace  yourself  Mademoiselle,"  Jan  said,  and  pushed  a  stiffened  middle  finger  into  the lubricated opening. The woman was intelligent enough not to tense her muscles, and at first it went in easily, until he felt resistance and heard the British spy hiss with pain. He paused to giver her a chance to prepare and then recommenced his pushing. 

Tom  moaned  as  the  pressure  steadily  increased,  along  with  the  pain. Then  there  was  a  sharp, tearing sensation, and she knew that he had pushed past her hymen. 

Jan  moved  his  elbow  vigorously,  although  his  finger  actually  did  not  move  very  much  within her  vagina.  Then  he  pulled  it  out  and  held  up  his  blood  stained  finger.  "Ah  hah!  See,  the  Reich  has made a fresh conquest," he said loudly, speaking to the watching guard, who dutifully chuckled at his superior's joke. He dabbed his finger in the pink streaked mixture of blood and lubricant at the mouth of her pussy and without warning, pushed it into her arse hole, driving it deep with a single thrust. 

Although she had been expecting it, the pain and the horror of the anal rape forced a brief cry from her lips. Thankfully, he did not linger and quickly withdrew his finger. 

Jan wiped his soiled finger on her discarded panties and said, "You may straighten up now. The search is complete." He picked up her bra as well. "You may dress yourself. The guard will bring you some  water.  There  is  a  bucket  in  the  corner  if  you  need  to  go  to  the  toilet.  Have  a  pleasant  night Mademoiselle." He turned and strode out of the room without looking at  her or saying another word. 

He nodded at the guard and said, "She is a priority prisoner. You will handcuff her to the bed after she has  used  the  bucket  and  you  will  make  sure  that  nothing  happens  to  her.  I  hold  you  personally responsible. Is that clear?" 

The guard stiffened and saluted. "I understand Mien Herr. Heil Hitler." 

Jan returned the salute and headed for his quarters – and Aimee. 




*** 

 

To his relief, his mistress was still in his house when he returned to it. He immediately noted an air of tension about her that had never been there before. He led her into the sitting room and poured them both a glass of wine and then told her about the death of Le Renard and the capture of his gang and of the British spy. 

Aimee  studied  him  warily.  "Why  are  you  telling  me  this?"  But  before  he  could  answer,  she pressed her fingers over his lips. "No. Not yet. Everything is going to change, isn't it? I will not lie and say that I love you, but you have been good to me, and I would like our time together to last just a little 

longer. Tell me in the morning. Let us spend one last night as just a man and his mistress." 

Jan was surprised at her sentimentality, but then realised that he felt the same. In time such as these, when the whole world seemed to be tearing itself apart and the certainties of centuries crumbling, you clung to every bit of stability that you could find. 

Aimee  stood  on  her  toes  and  kissed  him  gently,  and  then  wrapped  her  arms  around  him  and pressed her face against his chest. 

Jan hugged her close, and they stood there for a long time, rocking from side to side, as if they were dancing to some slow, romantic tune. He began to undo the buttons down the back of her dress, and when the last button was undone, he slid his hand inside to feel her warmth of her body. She was naked under the dress. 

Aimee sighed happily  at  his  touch and rubbed against his  strength  like a kitten. She shrugged her way out  of her dress. She wanted to  just stay pressed against Jan and to  kick the dress  aside, but wartime  frugality  forbade  such  an  action,  so  she  knelt  down,  gathered  up  her  dress,  and  folded  it  up neatly. 

Jan tried to lead her over to the sofa, but instead she knelt down in front of him and unbuttoned his fly. With a delicate touch of her fingers, she drew his cock out and kissed it. She placed the tip in her  mouth  and  lubricated  with  her  saliva  as  her  hand  began  sliding  his  foreskin  up  and  down.  He groaned as his cock turned rock solid. It had been a tense evening, and the strip search of the British spy had been unexpectedly erotic, and he was ready to boil over. The intensity of Aimee's desire was irresistible,  although  he  mentally  reminded  himself  that  this  was  how  a  lot  of  criminals  and  Gestapo agents  got  killed. The honey  trap had been deadly  ever since humans had known how to  say  "would you like to fuck". 

Aimee pulled the skin of his cock taut and ran the tip of her tongue up the length of his shaft, going slowly from the base and all the way to the tip, taking the head in her mouth, and then starting again from the base. She looked up at Jan and said, "I know that you've always wanted to do more to me than just spanking, and you really could have forced me but you never did. Tonight, I want to give that to you, just this once." 

She had gone just a little too far in her devotion. Jan's survival instincts flashed to full alert. She was trying too hard to distract him. On the other hand, he was counting on her to be his contact with the more credible elements of the Resistance, so he did not want to offend her based purely on suspicion. 

He  said  "I  am  naturally  delighted  darling,  but  are  you  sure?  I  do  not  want  there  to  bitter  memories between the two of us." 

Aimee sucked his  cock  again,  keeping hard, and then said,  "I'm  sure. What  would  you like to do? No wait – let me guess. You have told me about your fantasies many times. You would like to whip my little chatte?" Jan's body could not help but react to her statement, and she grinned when she felt his cock jump in her hand. She laughed delightedly. "I am right, am I not?" 

Jan smiled fondly. "As always, you know me too well, little one." 

With her hand still moving up and down, she said, "Would you like to come in my mouth first?" 

He stroked her hair and gently lifted her to her feet. "No. I do not want to be distracted. I want to be able to savour what you offer me to the fullest. How would you like to do this?" 

She nodded and walked over to a cupboard. 

Jan appreciatively watched her firm buttocks sway, and he prayed that she would not force him to seriously hurt her. He tensed as she reached into a drawer. His pistol was in the pocket of his leather overcoat, hanging by the door. He almost sighed with relief when she turned with a slim, ladies leather belt in her hand. 

She cocked a hip and held out the belt on her palm. "Will this do ma cherie?" When Jan smiled and nodded, she glided over to the sofa and sat down at one end. She scooted her bottom out towards the  edge  of  the  seat  and  lifted  her  legs,  parting  them  wide.  Her  dark  curly  triangle  of  pubic  hair gleamed in the soft yellow light, parted at the bottom by the red line of her lips. 

During his time in France, Jan had picked up the local appreciation of "faire minette", and had no  hesitation  in  bringing  his  mouth  down  to  her  waiting  pussy.  He  brushed  the  soft  curls  aside  and softly  planted  his  lips  on  her  moist  lower  lips,  as  if  greeting  a  lover.  He  continued  to  kiss  her  pussy, occasionally  slipping  his  tongue  in  between  her  lips  and  caressing  her  hidden  parts  with  long,  slow strokes. 

Aimee moaned and writhed, pushing her pussy up for more, as she twisted and pulled at the belt with  her hands. The thought of having her pussy  whipped really did  not bother her. She actually like her sex a lot rougher than she had ever admitted to Jan, keeping it in reserve for the day that she needed to  manipulate  or  extract  information  from  him.  Denying  his  desire  to  whip  her  had  actually  been acutely frustrating, as there was nothing that she would have liked better, but Michelle had insisted that she needed to keep something back as a special treat. Now the time had come. The maid had slipped a note  under  the  door  just  before  Jan  had  come  home.  The  short  coded  message  only  told  her  that  a British agent had been captured, and ended with a single code word that translated as "assassinate". She assumed that Michelle planned to use the confusion caused by the death of the senior Gestapo agent in Dinan to attempt a rescue of the SOE agent. Jan's tongue began working around her clit, and all rational thought disappeared as her cries of pleasure filled the room. She felt her climax approaching and she dropped  the  belt  as  her  hands  went  to  his  head,  simultaneously  pushing  and  pulling  at  him.  The sensations of pleasure were so intense that they bordered on pain, making Aimee whimper and bite at her  upper  arm.  A  final  twirl  of  his  tongue  made  her  orgasm  explode,  and  her  thighs  clamped  shut around  Jan's  ears.  It  would  have  been  the  perfect  moment  to  make  her  move,  but  her  limbs  were  so limp  and  she  shook  so  hard  that  she  could  not  have  overpowered  a  kitten.  She  relaxed  her  legs  and pulled her lover up and kissed him passionately, ignoring the slippery fluids that covered his lips. She truly liked Jan, and the thought of killing him hurt like a burning coal in her heart, but she was a loyal daughter  of  France  and  she  would  do  her  duty.  She  consoled  herself  with  the  thought  that  she  was unlikely to survive her lover by very long, as she could not risk being captured by the Gestapo. Holding him  with  her  arms  and  legs,  she  whispered,  "Give  me  a  moment  to  recover  cherie,  and  we  will  play with the belt." 

Jan returned her kiss just as fervently. For a moment, the Jan and Aimee of previous times had returned  and  he  treasured  the  feeling  like  one  would  value  the  last  dying  flickers  of  a  lamp  when surrounded by utter hostile blackness. The smell of her, the way her body quivered after an orgasm, her tiny shy smile when he looked into her  eyes,  her kindness and consideration  –  these were the Aimee that belonged to him and not the Resistance, nor to France, nor to any other abstract notion. 

As her breathing and pulse slowed to more normal levels, Aimee smiled and shyly held up her belt. "This is my gift to you, my lover and my friend. Do as you will with my chatte. For this night, I entrust  you  with  my  body  to  use  for  your  pleasure."  She  saw  the  awe  and  delight  that  her  words brought to him, and she pushed all doubts and fears fall away to concentrate on the moment. 

Jan kissed her and accepted the belt from her hands. He said, "May you always find your trust in me justified." He slid down her body, kissing his way towards her pussy. He stroked and kissed her calves,  her  inner  thighs,  the  backs  of  her  knees,  and  finally  her  pussy.  His  mouth  found  her  pussy swollen, wet and ready, and she writhed and quivered when he ran the soft leather across her mound. 

Using  it  like  a  paint  brush,  he  drew  the  leather  strap  up  and  down,  touching  every  part  of  her  pussy. 

"Spread it for me," he said, and watched breathlessly as his mistress smilingly exposed the secrets of her pussy to his view. He resumed his painting with the tip of the belt, listening to Aimee's gasps and moans as he drew the leather over her most sensitive parts. He watched as her inner lips stiffened and spread like tiny red tinged wings, and the pearl of her clitoris peeked out to discover who had called to it. He increased the pace of the brushing, sweeping the leather tongue over her pussy like a cat lapping at milk and making soft but audible slapping sounds. 

"Oh  oui,"  moaned Aimee,  as  the  steady,  languid  slapping  made  her  pussy  lips  fill  with  blood and ache sweetly. There was no pain as yet, but merely bursts of intense pleasure that made her pussy 

feel so swollen and ripe that it was ready to explode. Then the slaps became firmer, more authoritative, and  there  was  pain  –  but  it  was  pain  of  such  sweetness  that  she  was  unable  to  give  it  a  name.  She opened her eyes and look into those of her lover. She saw no cruelty or hate, but wonder, gratitude and joy. "Harder," she whispered as she pulled firmly on her pussy lips, determined to expose every aspect of her sex to the lash and to deny him nothing. 

To Jan, she had never looked more sexy and if felt as if the belt had become part of his body and every  stroke  sent  a  jolt  directly  to  his  cock.  He  aimed  directly  at  her  clit  and  he  saw  her  entire  body jump as the lash landed on that most sensitive part. Crystal clear liquid flowed from her hole and was caught by the whip, sending glittering droplets flying in all directions. Her entire pussy was turning a darker shade of pink and red, and he could tell that her pain was very real now. 

Her  pussy  burned  and  she  had  to  clench  her  teeth  in  order  not  to  cry  out  in  pain,  but  her submission  brought  her  a  different  from  of  enjoyment,  which  came  from  her  ability  to  give  pleasure and accept what her lover gave to her. Her ability to endure made her feel strong and loving. She felt no resentment or anger, as she knew that each stinging bite of the whip expressed his desire and care for her. At last a stroke landed so precisely and so hard that she could not help but throw back her head and moan. The beating of her pussy stopped, and she felt Jan's cock touch her sore and swollen pussy. She did not flinch, but instead opened herself to him fully and she cried out in joy as his hardness filled her. 

He  was  a  good  lover  and  his  cock  seemed  to  know  exactly  where  and  how  to  touch  her  vagina, relentlessly driving her to one climax after another, like a steam engine blowing its whistle as it charged through a long dark tunnel. 

Jan drank in her pleasure and shared the joy of her climaxes. Then he increased the force and power of his thrusting, and suddenly moaned and stiffened, burying his shaft deep in her pussy. 

A flood of ice cold pain flooded Aimee's heart as she felt Jan groan and stiffen from his orgasm. 

Slowly, her right hand moved down and reached under the seat cushion for the slim stiletto that she had hidden there. Her fingers closed on it's handle and she lifted it up over her lover's back. With a single thrust, she would drive the blade into his neck, severing the major arteries and killing him in seconds. 

She gasped in shock when Jan's eyes suddenly opened wide. The wrist of her knife hand was gripped by fingers of steel, slamming it against the arm rest. The agonising backwards pressure on her elbow numbed her hand and the knife dropped to the floor. His other hand closed about her throat, expertly pressing and squeezing. She heard him say, "Not only women can fake an orgasm." The world faded to black and the last thing that she felt was the bitter sting of failure. 




*** 

 

Tom  obediently  drank  the  water  and  used  the  bucket,  cringing  with  shame  as  the  grinning Angesteller  watched.  Dehydrating  herself  or  wetting  the  bed  when  she  was  chained  to  it  merely  to protect  her  pride  was  pointless  and  against  her  training.  The  Angesteller  carefully  kept  his  pistol pointed at  her  from  across  the room until  she was lying flat  on her back on the  austere metal  framed bed. There  were  handcuffs  already  fastened  to  the  frame  of  the  bed  and  she  reluctantly  fastened  one bracelet to her wrist, and then placed her hand in position to be captured by the second steel shackle. 

The junior agent  efficiently fastened the handcuff and with Teutonic thoroughness,  checked the other hand to ensure that the cuff was sufficiently tight. He gave her breast a cheerful squeeze and wished her a  good  night  before  stepping  out  of  the  cell  and  locking  the  door. The  light  remained  on,  causing  an uncomfortable  glare.  She  knew  this  was  deliberate,  and  just  one  of  the  many  small  discomforts  and inflictions to come, carefully designed to disorientate the mind and break the spirit. 

When the door lock clacked shut, she allowed herself to relax, and to grieve at the rude loss of her virginity, and to respond to the tension and fear. Her face crumpled, and tears flowed from her eyes as her shoulders shook with her sobbing. She had been taught not to  give in to the terror and despair that came with being captured by the enemy, but she also knew that simply walling away her emotions 

would  quickly  lead  to  emotional  collapse. When  the  tears  dried  up,  she  twisted  her  head  to  wipe  her eyes on her arms. Next she tested her bonds, pulling and twisting at the handcuffs to see if she could slip her hands free. When that didn't work, she forced herself to relax and closed her eyes. Exhaustion was a weapon that they would use against her, so she would grab every moment of rest that she could. 

Although the fake Gestapo agent's promise gave her a measure of hope, she knew that it was a frail  chance  at  best.  In  the  meantime,  he  would  be  forced  to  interrogate  her  using  all  the  normal methods, including torture, and if she broke before he could arrange a rescue, they were both dead. It was  still  possible  that  it  was  all  a  lie  designed  to  break  her  spirit,  but  it  seemed  to  be  an  awfully convoluted  game  to  play  on  a  helpless  prisoner.  The  Gestapo  were  not  known  for  that  degree  of subtlety. 

Her  thoughts  were  suddenly  interrupted  by  a  woman's  scream  of  agony,  sounding  horrifically loud, even through the closed door. The nightmare had started. 




*** 

 

Kriminalassistent Bauer strode eagerly down  the stairs to the holding room. Shackles attached to  short  chains  had  been  fixed  at  intervals  all  around  the  wall.  The  chains  were  too  short  for  one prisoner to touch another and they were also too short for the prisoner to be able to sit or kneel on the floor. Another set of shackles joined by a short chain was fastened to each prisoner's ankles so that they could barely shuffle along even if their hands were freed. The Kriminalrat had given him permission to process these prisoners on his own. He chuckled as he walked. The British spy was a real beauty, and he didn't blame the boss for reserving her for his personal attention. Besides, once news reached Berlin of the capture, there would be pressure from the top to get information from her, and Bauer preferred not  to  be  the  one  that  they  looked  to  for  results.  No,  he  knew  his  place,  at  least  for  the  time  being. 

Besides Hartmann was not a bad sort, and he never begrudged his men of their rightful benefits and the pleasures that came with a difficult job. Aside from a few light  fingered prostitutes, this was the first time that he had been given the chance to work on two young and fairly pretty women. Since they were confirmed Resistance members, the injunction to be gentle with the French did not apply, and he could enjoy himself any way he liked. He unlocked the shackles from the wrists of the two women and led them away. A few of the men shouted words of encouragement, but they soon learned to shut up after he  gave  them  a  few  solid  blows  from  the  truncheon  that  he  wore  on  his  belt.  He  forced  the  terrified women up the stairs, letting them climb painfully to their feet without help whenever they fell, tripped up  by  the  short  chain  that  joined  their  ankles.  He  noticed  that  the  door  to  Room  One  was  securely locked, and he nodded to the Angesteller who was sitting in the guard's chair at the end of the corridor. 

Bauer knew that the first step to softening up important prisoners like the spy was to leave them alone for a while so that their own fears could work on them. 

Fortunately  for  Bauer,  looters  like  these  two  women  did  not  warrant  such  sophisticated methods. The good old ways were good enough for them. He dragged them into one of the empty cells and closed the door, giving the Angesteller a wink. He studied the two women while trying to decide how he would proceed. Neither was old or ugly. One was middle aged, around thirty, the other much younger, he guessed twenty. 

He said, "All right do you have your ID cards on you? If so, give them to me, one at a time. You first."  He  pointed  at  the  younger  woman.  The  soldiers  who  had  captured  them  had  already  checked them for obvious weapons such as guns and knives, so he felt safe in letting her reach into her pocket. 

The woman nodded and produced her ID Card with a shaking hand. "Here is my ID Mien Herr." 

she said. 

He took the card from the girl and studied it silently, watching as she grew increasingly nervous. 

Then he said, "Mademoiselle Odile LeClerc. Seamstress. Nineteen years of age." 

The girl nodded. 

He  pointed  at  the  older  woman.  "You."  He  accepted  her  proffered  ID  card.  "Madame  Lisette Villon.  Farmer's  wife. Widow. Thirty-two  years."  He put  the cards into his pocket. Just  like the room downstairs there were shackles affixed to the wall. He shoved Lisette against the wall and fastened her wrists  and  the  turned  to  Odile.  "I  am  going  to  remove  your  leg  irons.  Lie  on  the  floor,  face  down. 

Hands stretched above your head." When the girl was safely stretched out, he unlocked the cuffs from her  ankles.  "All  right.  Strip.  Get  those  rags  off.  Shoes  and  socks  too." Anticipating  resistance  to  his orders, Bauer pulled the truncheon from it's holster on his belt and slapped it against his palm, eager to be given an excuse to start beating the girl. 

Odile looked pleadingly at the older woman and received a nod. With a gulp, she stood up, head lowered  in  shame,  and  started  to  undress.  Her  blouse  and  skirt  came  off  without  incident,  but  she started to cry when she reached back to unfasten her brassiere. 

Lisette tried to appeal to Bauer. "Please Monsieur, she is a young girl and a virgin. Have pity." 

She grunted and choked in pain when Bauer rammed the tip of his truncheon into her belly. 

Bauer  snarled,  "I  am  a  German,  not  a  mongrel  French  bastard. You  will  address  me  as  Mien Herr. And why should I have pity on a thieving bitch who would steal vial supplies from the Reich? If the two of you please me by doing everything that I tell you to do, I may let you live. If not, I will have you thrown to the men to play with after I have finished questioning you. When they are done, you will be shot like the dogs that you are." 

Sniffing and shivering, Odile took off her bra, panties, shoes and socks. Naked, she wrapped her arms around her breasts and shyly turned the front of her body away from the Gestapo agent. 

"What  the  hell  is  that?"  he  shouted.  "Is  that  the  way  you  show  your  body  to  your  dog  of  a boyfriend? Stand straight, legs apart and with  your hands on top of  your head." He grinned when the girl  jumped  and  hurried  to  comply.  She  had  a  nice  body  and  decent  tits,  which  he  prodded  with  his truncheon. He was tempted to play with her body right away, but he had to follow the rules. Strip them and search them. Then he could play. He knew of a Gestapo agent who had let his cock get the better of him while interrogating a German woman suspected of crimes against the Reich. It turned out that she had a ROMI razor blade hidden in her hair and she cut his throat with it. There were rumours of women prisoners  who  hid  sharp  objects  in  their  Fotzen.  He  shuddered  and  reminded  himself  that  regulations were made for a reason. He pushed Odile back against the wall and shackled her wrists. Then he turned his attention to Lisette. 

When  the  shackles  came  off  her  wrists,  Lisette  was  tempted  to  attack  the  smirking  Bosch bastard. Better to  die fighting than be raped and tortured to  death.  But  before she could  move, Bauer had pressed his truncheon across her throat, slamming her back against the wall. 

He laughed. "Go ahead, Fotze. I enjoy a good fight. When I have broken your arms and legs, I will do the same for you little friend over there." 

Lisette's shoulders slumped and she shook her head. The painful pressure of the wooden baton under her chin eased, and she gasped for breath. 

Bauer  stepped  back  cautiously.  He  removed  her  leg  shackles  and  watched  as  she  stripped.  He was pleasantly surprised at what he saw when she was naked. Hard work and a shortage of food had maintained her figure surprisingly well. A glance at her belly revealed no stretch marks, so she had not had any children. Her Fotze should still be nice and tight. He had really gotten lucky tonight, and his envy of the Kriminalrat eased. His boss was a stickler for the rules, but Hartmann looked after his men. 

He returned Lisette's wrists to the shackles, leaving both naked women chained to the wall. He slipped the truncheon into its holster and rubbed his hands in anticipation. 

Lisette glanced at the terrified Odile and back at the grinning Gestapo agent. "What do you want of us – Mien Herr?" she asked, remembering to use the correct honorific at the last moment. 

Bauer  grinned  and  playfully  slapped  her  sweating  flank.  "What  do  I  want  Fotze?  I  want everything. I am going to squeeze you two dry like a couple of lemons, and have a good time with your bodies while I am doing it. But first, I will search you." 

Lisette licked her lips and tried to push aside her terror. The two of them knew nothing. Their entire group had been captured and their leader had been killed. Perhaps if this man understood that he would not hurt them. "Please Mien Herr, we are two simple working women from the town. That man they called Le Renard, the one they killed, he promised that we would have more food and some simple luxuries for our  families  if we went  with  him."  She screamed in shock  as Bauer  brutally slapped her breast. 

The  Gestapo  agent  shouted  in  her  face,  "Bitch.  Do  you  think  that  I  am  stupid? You  and  your friends were planning to kill loyal Germans and help the enemies of the Reich like that British spy who was with you. I am going to enjoy very much beating all of your secrets out of you." 

Lisette's eyes widened in horror as she realised that the man really did not care whether the two of them had any information. He was going to torture them just because he enjoyed it. 

Chuckling at her expression, Bauer commenced to search to stunned woman, roughly  yanking at her hair and squeezing her breasts like a baker kneading dough. He made her scream again when he grabbed  her  nipples,  twisted  and  pulled  upwards  hard  enough  to  lift  her  on  to  her  toes.  He  grinned, roughly patted her cheek and said, "I would save my screams for later if I were you. I'm not even trying to hurt you yet." This woman was not an SOE agent, so he did not go over every inch of her skin. He put  his  hands  around her waist and roughly pulled her lower body  forwards  and then kicked her feet apart with he booted foot. He looked down between her legs. "My god, you really have a bush on you. 

Did your husband disappear into that jungle?" 

Lisette's husband of one year had died fighting the German invasion before they had been able to have a baby, and rage filled her soul, but she was wise enough not to let it show. For her own sake and that of Odile, she could not anger the Kriminalassistent. She knew that she was still a good looking woman. Odile was young and beautiful, but she was too inexperience and frightened to use her charms effectively without guidance. She and her husband had enjoyed a healthy love life, and as a farmer, she had an earthy and realistic view of sex. If she could keep the German thinking with his cock instead of his brain, he might be inclined to be lenient. She knew that there would be no trial or judge for them. 

This man would determine their fate. She smiled at his coarse joke. "Indeed, my husband was small in every way, not a big strong man like you, but he like the hair on my chatte. How about you Mien Herr, do  you like  you women  woolly or shorn?" She made no attempt to  hide herself and even pushed her hips forward, but very slightly. It would not do to be to obvious or aggressive. This kind of man like his women  submissive.  Dinan  was  not  so  large,  and  she  knew  that  the  Germans  were  not  getting  very much sex from  the local  women, except  for a  few overworked whores,  so it was  likely that this  man was desperate for sex. 

Bauer was surprised by the woman's openness, and his cock was aching fiercely just looking at the  two  naked  women.  He  had  not  had  a  decent  screw  since  he  had  arrived  in  Dinan.  They  were forbidden to rape by the order Hitler himself, and the best whores had been swept up by the officers of the  Heer,  and  for  one  reason  or  another,  everyone  was  wary  of  dealing  with  the  Gestapo.  He  had expected to have to beat these two into submission, but it would be much better if they cooperated. It would be interesting to see what they would do in exchange for a chance to escape a bullet in the head or a hanging. He knew that all the attention would be on the British spy, so no one would question what he  was  doing,  so  long  as  he  obtained  an  acceptable  number  of  "confessions"  from  the  others downstairs. These two, he could keep for weeks for "extended interrogation". As long as he eventually shared them with the other Gestapo men, no one would make trouble. He grinned at the thought that he might even be able to charge an entry fee for the lowly Angestellers like Albrecht out in the hall. He decided  to  test  the  woman's  resolve.  Squatting  down,  he  eyed  her  bush  critically,  and  ran  his  fingers through  the  curly  hair.  He  still  had  to  complete  the  body  search,  so  he  probed  for  her  hole  with  his finger and roughly shoved it into her vagina. He explored the inside of her pussy, pleased to find it tight and wet. "A healthy bush can be nice, but these days there is too much of a risk of lice and other pests, so I prefer to have my women shorn clean." he said, deliberately using her barnyard term. He slid his 

finger in and out, enjoying the slick warmth that wrapped itself firmly around his finger as he waited to hear her response. 

Lisette looked down at the top of the German's head as his finger roughly explored her pussy. 

His  change  of  tone  from  that  of  a  violent  bully  to  almost  normal  conversation,  told  her  that  he  was interested to see if she was willing to entertain him. Her mind scrambled for a suitably sexy response to his preference to have her clean shaved. A razor or knife would not be a good idea, as it could easily lead  to  cutting,  and  scissors  would  not  completely  remove  the  hair.  There  was  only  one  obvious solution.  She  turned  her  head  towards  Odile  and  nodded  her  head,  mouthing  the  words  "follow  my lead".  She  cleared  her  throat  and  said  aloud  in  a playful  tone,  "I  don't  have  any  shears  with  me,  so  I guess you will have to pluck us like a couple of chickens." She glared at Odile and nodded fiercely. If the girl protested now, they were doomed. Fortunately, the girl  remained silent, even though her eyes were wide in amazement and fear. 

Bauer chuckled at Lisette's ingenious reply. It seemed that this woman would be an interesting plaything after all, and she would help keep the other girl compliant. Later it might be entertaining to play them off against each other and see what they would be willing to do to another woman in order to survive. With his finger still buried in her cunt, he said, "That seems like a good idea, but you have to cut the throat of a chicken before they will let you pluck them. Will I have to do that to you?" 

Lisette felt a surge of sick fear at his words,  and she shook her head emphatically. "Of course not. If you wish to pluck the hair from my chatte, it is my duty to cooperate." 

This made Bauer laugh. "So, you are suddenly an obedient subject of the Reich eh?" 

She forced a smile and said, "Of course, Mien Herr. We were foolish and hungry, so we made the mistake of listening to that traitor Le Renard. Odile and I are eager to prove how sorry we are and that we are loyal to the Reich and your obedient servants." 

The Gestapo agent grabbed several strands of her pubic hair with his other hand and said, "Very well. I shall give both of you the opportunity to  prove  your repentance and loyalty." He did not yank the hairs out, but gradually pulled them outwards, stretching the skin beneath and straining the roots to their breaking point. He felt her vagina clench tight around his finger as the pain steadily grew, and she gasped as the swatch of hair finally ripped free of her skin, leaving tiny dots of blood where the roots had been ripped out.  "Hm, my fingers will grow tired before I clear that bush, so  I'll come back to it with a pair of pliers. What do you think?" 

Lisette  winced  as  he  twisted  his  finger  inside  her  pussy  and  then  said,  "That  sounds  like  an excellent idea Mien Herr." 

Bauer finished his "search" of her pussy and made her turn around and present her arse. When she  had  pushed  it  out  as  far  as  the  chains  would  allow,  he  rammed  his  finger  into  her  dry  arse  hole, forcing  a  moan  of  pain  from  the  woman.  He  twisted  his  finger  around,  stretching  and  pulling  at  her tight  arse  hole  and  even  tried  to  use  his  fingers  like  a  meat  hook  to  lift  her  body  off  of  the  ground. 

When he was done, he pulled his slime covered finger out with a plop, and stepped over to the pale and frightened looking Odile. "So, little one, are you hiding anything in your mouth?" 

Odile shook her head innocently. "No Mons ... Mien Herr, nothing." 

Bauer  gave  her  a  kindly  smile  and  said,  "I  believe  you,  but  I'm  afraid  I  will  have  to  check anyway.  Rules  are  rules.  Now  open  wide,  and  no  biting."  When  the  girl  unsuspectingly  opened  her mouth, Bauer shoved the finger that he had just removed from Lisette's arse hole into the girl's mouth. 

He wiped it thoroughly on her tongue and the insides of her cheeks. 

Odile gagged when she realised what the Gestapo agent had done, and the taste of Lisette's shit filled her mouth and nose. Before she could close her mouth or struggle, the man's other hand clamped over  her  jaw,  pushing  her  cheeks  between  her  teeth,  effectively  locking  her  mouth  open.  Tears  ran down her face as he continued to rub his filthy finger inside her mouth. She choked and hacked when he  finally  withdrew  his  finger.  She  wanted  to  spit,  but  Lisette's  frantic  warning  expression  made  her realise that Bauer would interpret that as deliberate disrespect and punish her accordingly. Shuddering 

with disgust, she swallowed repeatedly in an attempt to rid herself of the foul taste. 

Bauer chuckled at her expression. "There, that wasn't so bad was it?" 

"N...no Mien Herr," Odile said miserably. 

The Gestapo agent continued his body search of the young woman, revelling in the feel of her soft skin and her complete helplessness. When he had finished probing her arse hole he said, "Oh dear, I think that I missed a spot when I was checking your mouth. I would be failing in my duty if I did not check again. Please open your mouth." He held up his finger, which glistened with slime and streaked with brown from its recent visit to the inside of her arse hole. 

Odile closed her eyes and shook her head, keeping her mouth tightly shut, until Bauer drove his knee between her spread legs and hard into her pussy. The shock and pain of the blow made her slump limply, hanging from the shackles attached to her wrists. 

Bauer grinned savagely and reached for his truncheon. 

"For  god  sake  Odile,  open  your  mouth,"  shouted  Lisette  frantically,  as  she  visualised  Bauer smashing the girl's kneecaps. 

Startled by  Lisette's  shout, Odile opened her eyes and suddenly realised her peril.  She opened her mouth wide and nodded at her interrogator. 

"Please  Mien  Herr,  forgive  her  foolishness.  She  is  a  silly  young  girl  who  sometimes  forgets herself. See, she is eager and willing to obey you," Lisette begged. She suspected that once he became angered, his sexual desire would disappear, overcome by rage and the excitement of violence. 

The red rage that threatened to fill his mind receded, and Bauer's sexual fantasies returned. With a  sigh  of  regret  he  released  his  grip  on  the  truncheon  and  instead  held  out  his  finger  again.  "So  you have changed your mind, little girl? Tell me that you want it. Let me hear you say it loudly. 

With a moan of despair, Odile said, "Yes Mien Herr. I want to taste it." 

"Want to taste what?" he pressed. 

Odile turned green as she said, "I want to taste the merde on your finger." 

Bauer was still not satisfied. "Whose shit?" 

With a sob, Odile said, "My merde Mien Herr," and then choked as Bauer drove his shit coated finger deep into her mouth. 

When  the  girl  had  finished  cleaning  his  finger,  Bauer  looked  at  the  two  naked  women  and decided that it was time for a fuck. But nothing so simple as throwing one them on the floor. He said, 

"Don't go away girls, I'll be right back." Chuckling, he opened the heavy door and headed for the room that used to be the hotel's linen cupboard. There was a metal trolley with a stainless steel tray on the top and a large box with built in drawers underneath. Humming happily, he pushed the trolled back to the room  where  the  helpless  naked  French  women  waited.  He  smiled  at  the  Angesteller  who  peered jealously through the open door. "You'll get your turn later, if you're nice to me." 

"Yes Mien Herr. Thank you Mien Herr. Kiss my arse Mien Herr," said Albrecht, whispering the last. 

The  two  women  stared  fearfully  at  the  trolley  as  Bauer  leaned  against  the  opposite  wall  and studied their naked forms. The door was firmly shut and locked once more and they were at the mercy of the evil looking Gestapo agent. 

Bauer  pulled  one  of  the  drawers  of  the  trolley  open  and  extracted  two  pairs  of  small  pliers, which he placed on the tray. He went over to  Lisette and squeezed a breast.  "You will recall that  we have some unfinished business, do we not?" 

Lisette  eyed  the  pliers  and  said,  "Yes  Mien  Herr.  You  wanted  to  remove  the  hair  from  my chatte." 

Bauer rubbed his hand over her naked belly and said, "That is correct. However, I have decided that  such  work  is  properly  the  job  of  peasants  like  the  two  of  you  and  not  an  officer  of  the  glorious Reich. Like all labourers, I am sure that you will work better with the chance of earning a reward. So, I will  be  generous.  Each  of  you  will  use  one  pair  of  those  pliers  and  use  it  to  pluck  the  hair  from  the 

Fotze of the other. The one who finishes her task first will have the honour of being fucked by me. The loser will have her newly shorn Fotze whipped. If I detect any cheating or collaboration, I will remove your toe nails with the same pliers. Is that understood?" 

Miserably, the two women nodded. Odile was a virgin and she was not sure which she feared more – being raped or having her pussy whipped. She could not believe anyone could beat her delicate pussy with very much force. It was simply unimaginable. 

Lisette, on the other hand, had no doubt that Bauer would show no mercy at all to the woman who had to suffer the pussy whipping. She decided that she would try to go as slow as possible without incurring the Gestapo agent's  wrath to  give Odile the best  chance of winning. On the other hand, she had no intention of having her toe nails pulled out. 

Bauer unfastened Lisette and made her kneel on the floor with her hands on her head while he released Odile. With that done he pointed at Lisette. "Good. Now you lie down on your back." Then he prodded Odile with a rough finger and said, "And you get on top of her with your head facing her feet. 

I believe you French call the position 'soixante neuf'." He picked up both pairs of pliers and handed a pair to each girl. "When I say 'go',  you both start plucking. No wriggling or dodging. No stopping or discussion. Remember, the loser gets her Fotze whipped. Ready – Go!" There were simultaneous yelps of pain as two patches of pubic hair were ripped out. Bauer found it immensely amusing, since he was going to fuck them both and would probably whip both of their pussies anyway, so they were ripping each other's cunt hair out for nothing except the honour of being the first to be fucked by him. 

Lisette tried to ignore the frantic ripping of her pubic hair by the frightened Odile and the pain that it caused, and instead concentrated on a steady, methodical plucking of her companion's bush. By doing this, she would appear to be working hard and be in  constant motion. She hoped that Odile, in her frantic haste, would manage to pluck her bald first. She was older and more experienced, and she hoped  that  she  would  be  able  to  handle  the  whipping  of  her  pussy  better  than  the  younger  girl.  She closed the jaws of her pliers on another tuft of Odile's hair and pulled. Pain flared in her groin at  the same time, as Odile tore more of her pussy hair out and despite her best intentions, she could not help but feel spiteful satisfaction as the girl's hair tore free under her hand. 

At  the  other  end,  Odile  was  totally  lost  in  her  effort  to  pluck  Lisette  bald.  She  really  did  not know what she trying to achieve. All she knew was they had each been told to rip out the other's pubic hair. She wasn't even sure why, because she had been too frightened to listen properly. She had heard something about fucking and plucking, but it was just all one huge nightmare to her. All she knew was that  she  had  to  pull  her  friend's  pubic  hair  out,  and  she  tried  to  ignore  the  pain  that  she  was  causing Lisette. The tearing pain between her own legs only served to make her more panicked. Unfortunately, her  desperation  made  her  ineffective,  as  she  did  not  try  to  maximise  the  number  of  hairs  that  were pulled out each time. 

Bauer  laughed  as  both  women's  gasps  and  cries  grew  louder  and  more  intense  when  their opponent reached the areas around the pussy lips and anus. He peered at one nearly bald pussy and then the other, and from his objective point of view, he could clearly see who was going to win. He saw the disappointment  in  Lisette's  face  as  she  plucked  the  last  strands  from  the  younger  girl's  pussy,  while Lisette's hairiness and other girl's panicky technique had left Odile still plucking away long after Lisette had finished.  Bauer  applauded mockingly.  "Good. We have a  winner.  Lisette will have the honour of being fucked by me, while I whip Odile's Fotze." He went to the trolley and found a suitable braided single  tailed  leather  whip.  He  held  up  the  whip  and  said,  "Listen  closely. You,  Lisette  will  get  up  on your hands and knees and present your arse to me. You, Odile will lie down on your back beside Lisette with your arse near to your friend's shoulders, and you will pull your legs up and spread them wide so that your Fotze is sticking up in the air. I will whip your Fotze until I come. Every time that you move away or make me miss a stroke I will give you ten extra strokes all over your body. Naturally, such an interruption will just make me take a longer time to come, so your Fotze will get more lashes." 

Odile shook her head, trembling with fear. "No, no, please don't beat me there. You can't do that 

to a woman. It isn't right." 

Bauer  lashed  out  with  the  whip,  which  landed  with  a  sharp  crack  on  her  breast.  When  Odile screamed and shielded her breasts with her arms he just struck lower, painting a bloody red line on her thigh. Odile panicked and ran to the door, screaming for help and clawing at the unyielding wood with her fingernails. 

Lisette  jumped  up  and  ran  to  the  screaming  girl.  She  turned  to  Bauer  and  pleaded  with  him. 

"Please, Mien Herr. She is just frightened. She is a good girl and she will let you whip her chatte. She has a beautiful fresh  young chatte that will be so good to whip and beat. Just let me talk to her for a moment. Please." 

Bauer  had  nothing  to  lose,  and  Lisette's  words  made  him  think  of  how  much  he  would  enjoy watching the girl's pussy dance under his whip, so he nodded. "Quickly. I am losing my patience." 

Lisette wrapped her arms around the wildly struggling girl and whispered soothing words in her ear, ignoring the kicks and blows that the terrified girl landed with her elbows. Finally, the comforting contact of Lisette's warm body and her maternal murmuring made her calm down. 

Odile sobbed and shook her head. "But  I don't  want  to  have my chatte whipped.  It  is  not  fair. 

No, no, it is too terrible. I won't do it." 

Lisette continued to soothe the girl and whispered, "Listen to me Odile. We are prisoners of the Gestapo. They are going to execute all our friends downstairs, but because we are women, and because we are good looking, we  –  you and me – may have a chance to live. But you are the  young one, the beautiful one. Only you can save us. We may have  to do many terrible things and suffer much, but if we are strong, we can survive. I need you to work with me. I need you to be strong. Please. For me and the Resistance. For France." 

Odile's  doe-like  eyes  opened  wide.  "You  need  me?  For  France?"  Like  any  young  person, idealism  often  spoke  stronger  to  her  soul  than  even  self  preservation.  She  had  always  looked  up  to Lisette, and had joined the Resistance because of her example. Now her idol needed her. Her sobbing faded and her slim  young body straightened.  "Yes. I will save  you.  I will show them that  I am a true daughter of France." She turned away from the door and kissed Lisette on the cheeks and on the lips and then  gently pushed  her away. She looked directly at  Bauer.  "I  am  sorry for my foolishness  Mien Herr. I will do whatever you want. Please do not be angry at Lisette because of me." 

Bauer  was  surprised  by  the  girl's  sudden  change  of  attitude,  but  since  he  was  getting  what  he wanted, he saw no reason to  question it. He grinned evilly and motioned for  Odile to  come closer to him. "So, you have changed your mind eh?" 

Odile nodded. "Yes Mien Herr." 

He reached out to squeeze her breast. "Then you do not mind if I do this?" 

She shook her head. "No Mien Herr. Not at all." 

He relaxed his grip, and then without warning, slapped her firm young breast hard. "And that?" 

Odile blinked in  surprise, but  did  not  flinch. "That  was painful  Mien Herr, but  if slapping my nichon pleases you, then I do not mind. Would you like to slap the other one?" She turned her shoulders to present her unmarked breast. She gasped when Bauer slapped it, but said, "Thank you Mien Herr." 

Excited  by  the  young  woman's  submissiveness,  he  pulled  Lisette  towards  him.  With  an  arm wrapped around her waist, he pressed his cock against her buttocks. 

Heartened  by  these  signs  of  desire,  Lisette  rotated  her  hips  against  his  stiffness  and  carefully nudged his hand down towards her pussy. The skin of her pussy was still red and sore from the rough plucking of her pubic hair, and she hissed in pain when he grabbed at her pussy, but nonetheless she put her hand on top of his and pressed it against her body in welcome. 

With his free hand, he pointed at Odile. "You. Play with yourself. I want to watch." 

Seeing  Odile's  confusion,  Lisette  said,  "Se  masturber,  se  branler."  She  used  the  term  which mean a man wanking, but to her surprise Odile seemed to understand the term. She smiled and nodded. 

"Mais  oui!"  she  replied  and  made  a  rubbing  motion  over  her  pussy  to  show  that  she  understood. 

Assuming that he wanted her to do it standing up, she straddled her legs, lifted up on the balls of her feet and bent her knees. Using one hand she spread her pussy lips apart and showed the inside of her pussy to the German. 

Lisette gasped in amazement and said, "Where did you learn that?" 

Odile said, "One of our best customers at the dress shop is a popular putain. She has told and shown  me  many  things  while  I  do  her  fittings."  She  started  to  play  with  herself,  exaggerating  the motions of her fingers and moaning sexily. 

Lisette felt Bauer's cock stiffen against her bottom, and nodded at Odile to let her know that it was  working.  She  used  her  hands  to  spread  the  cheeks  of  her  bottom  and  let  his  cock  slip  between them. Then  she  rocked  her  hips,  giving  him  a  dry  fuck  while  Bauer  held  on  to  her  breasts  with  both hands. 

Odile said, "See Mien Herr, how wet my cute virgin chatte is getting. She is so very excited to have you looking at her. You are the first man to see her like this." 

Bauer  groaned  as  he  rubbed  his  cock  in  the  hot,  moist  crevice  of  Lisette's  arse.  "By  god,  I'm going to whip that Fotze and then I will show you how a real German man can fuck you." 

Odile spread her pussy lips with both hands and opened herself wide. "You mean you are going to fuck this, Mien Herr?" 

Bauer gasped and said to Lisette, "Get on your hands and knees Hure," He followed her down and knelt between her legs. 

Despite the fact that she was being raped, Lisette's pussy was wet and ready. She wriggled her bottom and found the tip of his cock with her opening. 

The  Gestapo  agent's  cock  slid  smoothly  over  the  French  woman's  wet,  hairless  pussy  and  he sighed  with  relief  as  his  knob  slipped  into  her  tight,  hot  hole.  He  pointed  at  Odile.  "You,  get  me  the whip." 

Odile stopped masturbating and obediently turned to take the leather whip from the tray on top of the trolley. She handed it to Bauer and said, "Shall I lie down and open my legs for you Mien Herr?" 

Bauer closed his  eyes  in bliss as his  cock slid  deep into Lisette's  vagina.  He nodded and said, 

"Yes. Show me that virgin French Fotze. My whip itches to taste it." 

With  the  typical  reckless  disregard  for  her  own  safety  of  a  teenager  on  a  mission,  Odile gracefully  knelt beside her friend and ran her hands  over her sleek  young body, leading  Bauer's  eyes from  her  neck  all  the  way  down  to  her  knees.  Using  her  memories  of  tales  imprinted  on  her impressionable mind by her prostitute friend as a guide, she placed her hands back to back between her thighs  and  smoothly  spread  them  apart  like  the  velvet  curtains  of  a  theatre.  This  exposed  the  pink mound of her vulva, set at the top of the inverted "V" of her trim muscular thighs. 

Working  with  her  young  companion,  Lisette  gently  moved  her  hips  and  squeezed  on  Bauer's cock using the muscles of her vagina, giving erotic emphasis to what Odile was showing him. 

This  concentrated outpouring of sexual  stimulation had Bauer sweating heavily. He was  fairly quivering with eagerness, and yet mentally savouring each moment of the experience as a connoisseur of wine would linger over every drop of a fine vintage. 

Odile placed her hands  behind  her  and to  either  side of her body. Then she slid her  feet  apart beneath  her  hips  and  gracefully  rolled  onto  her  back,  with  her  feet  flicking  out  from  under  her  and lifting to point into the air. The flexibility of youth allowed her to bring her knees almost all the way to the floor on either side of her head, lifting her pussy straight up into the open. 

Lisette reached out and held Odile's hand, squeezing it tightly. 

Bauer  knelt  upright  and  used  his  hands  to  guide  Lisette's  hips  into  a  back  and  forth  motion, making her fuck herself on his cock. When he as sure that she would maintain the rhythm, he turned his attention  to  the  Odile's  upraised  pussy.  He  flicked  out  the  whip,  stretching  it  out  along  her  belly  and slowly drew it back, letting the braided, oiled leather run over the girls pussy. His teeth bared in a grin as  he  flicked  the  whip  over  his  shoulder,  and  then  sent  it  shooting  back  with  a  powerful  snap  of  his 

wrist. With  the  ease  and  accuracy  of  long  practise,  the  tip  of  the  whip  slashed  across  her  pussy  with vicious force. Leather struck fine, smooth female skin with the explosive sound of a firecracker. 

Odile's  hand  closed  with  crushing  force  on  Lisette's,  and  her  face  paled  with  shock  as  the intense agony of the whip tore at her pussy, but she refused to scream. 

Lisette realised that Odile's new mental role as a Heroine of the Resistance demanded that she bravely bear the torture without showing weakness or screaming. But this was exactly the wrong thing to do in this case, as she was certain that a bully like Bauer would enjoy the screams of his victims. He would interpret her silence as defiance, which would only anger him. She shook Odile's hand and when the girl looked at her, Lisette nodded her head emphatically and mimed screaming, and then used her eyes to indicate the man who was fucking her. 

Odile looked confused,  but  after a moment,  she  realised that her  friend  wanted her to  scream. 

Since it was Lisette who was telling her to scream and not her own weakness, Odile decided that she did not have to be brave and silently bear the pain. It was too late to scream now, but she expressed her agony by moaning loudly. 

Bauer was impressed by the girl's ability to take the lash in silence, but he knew that the silence would not last. It never did. He eyed the dark red diagonal weal that the whip had painted on her skin, and then took careful aim. 

The whip flashed again, and Odile's body shook violently as she screamed. And screamed. And screamed. Each blow of the whip seemed to hurt more than the one before it, as the unforgiving leather slammed  into  her  bleeding  and  swollen  pussy,  but  she  stubbornly  kept  her  trembling  thighs  spread wide, inviting more punishment. 

The splat of the whip as it struck the wet, swollen inner lips made Bauer shudder with pleasure, as Lisette obediently and energetically fucked herself on his throbbing cock. The sight of the tip of the whip sinking deep into Odile's secret crevice, and the bright trickle of blood that followed it out drove him  past  the  peak  and  he  came,  shouting  hoarsely  in  ecstasy.  He  dropped  the  whip  and  grabbed Lisette's hips as he convulsively thrust himself into her pussy and sprayed his come all over her cervix. 

He  pulled  out  of  the  gasping  woman  and  shoved  her  aside.  Staggering  to  his  feet,  he  moved  over  to stand astride Odile's head and then knelt down. He grabbed her by the hair and lifted her head, bring her mouth level with her lips. "Suck me, you French bitch. Get me hard again, or I will slice the Titten off of your friend." 

Gasping with relief that the whipping of her pussy had ended, Odile dazedly opened her mouth and accepted the man's slime covered cock. She had never sucked a man before, and she only had the exaggerated tales of a prostitute to guide her. His cock was soft, limp and covered with strange tasting fluids. The burning pain of her whipped cunt made it difficult for her to think, but it seemed logical to clean  him  off  as  a  start,  so  Odile  slurped  and  licked  industriously,  imitating  a  hungry  kitten  as  she gently  lapped  at  his  cock,  terrified  that  she  might  accidentally  hurt  him  and  cause  the  death  or mutilation  of  her  friend.  To  her  surprise,  her  sanitary  efforts  seemed  to  have  another  effect,  as  the German's cock started to grow, making it difficult for her to keep its entire length in her mouth as she worked. Instead, she let it slip from between her lips and she licked her way up and down the rapidly stiffening shaft, with an occasional diversion to the hairy balls hanging below. Under her enthusiastic ministrations, Bauer's cock soon recovered its full erect dimensions, bumping solidly against her nose as she continued to work on it. She totally immersed in her work and was surprised when he jerked her head away from his cock. 

Bauer growled, "That will do, Hure. Now spread those legs again and let me see that Fotze that I so kindly warmed up for you." 

Odile spread her legs, bracing herself against the agony to come when he touched her savagely beaten  pussy.  However,  the  end  of  the  whip  had  not  been  heavy  enough  to  cause  deep  bruising  or severe cuts, so even though every inch of skin on her pussy was raw and painful to the touch, there was none of the agony that would have come from a broken bone or a serious burn. Nonetheless, she gasped 

in pain when Bauer roughly spread her pussy lips apart with his thumbs, yanking hard on her flesh to expose the virgin orifice, that was flecked with blood from the final stroke of the whip. 

The Gestapo officer gave her clit a disdainful flick of his finger, as if he was trying to kill a fly, and grinned at her yelp of shocked pain. His thumb returned to its position at the edge of her cunt hole and he pulled her pussy apart until she cried out again and her entire cunt was a flat disk of pink with a deep,  crinkled  opening  in  the  centre.  He  peered  closer  and  was  pleased  to  see  traces  of  a  hymen. 

Apparently the French bitch had not been lying when she claimed to be a virgin. Viewing her battered and swollen pussy had fully revived his lust, and he drove his cock into her hole, using the full weight of his body. 

Compared to the whipping of her pussy, Odile found the pain of loosing her maidenhead quite bearable, and she only gasped as the strangely soft solidity of the man's cock ploughed into her. She did not  mourn  her  rape,  as  it  was  a  necessary  sacrifice  to  her  duty  as  a  warrior  of  France.  Instead,  she wrapped  her  legs  around  the  German's  stocky  frame  and  did  her  inexperienced  best  to  please  him. 



Having just came, Bauer had plenty of endurance, and he was able to enjoy the girl's tight virgin cunt  to  the fullest. The slippery, rippling walls of her vagina exquisitely  massaged his  cock while his hands  explored  her  firm  young  body.  His  eyes  fell  on  the  luscious  curves  of  Lisette's  body  and  he shouted, "You, get your arse over here. You're here to suffer, not to lie around." He made her get on all fours and to back up over Odile's head and shoulders, until her pussy was right in front of his face. He said  to  Lisette,  "I'm  going  to  hurt  your  Fotze.  If  you  pull  away,  I  will  strangle  your  friend.  Is  that understood." 

Lisette  twisted  her  head  around  and  nodded  at  Bauer.  "Yes  Mien  Herr.  I  understand."  She lowered her head and met Odile's sympathetic gaze. Lisette gave her a wink. A moment later, she cried out in fear and pain as she felt Bauer's teeth close over her pussy as if he was biting into a ripe peach. 

He  did  not  touch  her  with  his  hands,  and  she  understood  his  injunction  against  moving  away.  He needed her to press back firmly in order for him to get a good grip with his teeth. 

Bauer inhaled the smell of Lisette's pussy as he worried at it with his teeth, as his tongue licked her  labia.  He  found  her  yelps  of  pain  and  panic,  combined  with  the  sensation  of  holding  her  sexual flesh  hostage  in  his  mouth  to  be  incredibly  stimulating,  and  moments  later  he  bit  down  harder  as  he came inside Odile's pussy. 

Lisette gasped with relief when Bauer's jaws released her pussy and she fell forwards to slump panting on the floor. 

Bauer pressed his lips, which were stained with the blood of Lisette's pussy, to Odile's pouting lips  and thrust  his  tongue into her mouth as he squeezed the final  drops  of his  come out  of his  cock. 

When his last spasm ended he sat up and leaned his back against the wall, panting in sated exhaustion. 

He sighed when he recovered his breath. Tired as he was, he still had a final duty to do. His superior and the rest of the staff, would expect to see some obvious marks on the women's bodies, indicative of a serious interrogation, even though he was almost  certain  that they knew nothing of significance.  In the end, he  would just get  them to  sign  a confession  which also  incriminated all the others that  were captured together with  them, especially the British  spy, and file it away  as  a job  well done. The very fact  that  they  knew  nothing  was  what  would  allow  him  to  drag  this  "interrogation"  on  for  as  long  as humanly  possible.  So  long  as  everyone  who  wanted  go  a  share  of  the  fun,  no  one  would  complain. 

Using  the  wall  as  a  support,  he  got  to  his  feet  and  went  over  to  the  trolley  and  found  and  lighted  a cigarette, the smoke of which he inhaled with a sigh of pleasure. Then he put away the whip and pulled a rattan cane from the trolley. He made the girls stand up and pushed them against the wall. "Listen to me. You have cooperated well, and I will keep your names off of the execution list for now. However, I am required by the rules to formally question you. They – " he nodded his head towards the door, "will expect to see marks on your bodies, showing that I did my job. So, I am going to cane your Titten and your  arses  while  I  ask  you  some  questions.  When  we  are  done  with  that,  I  will  return  you  to  your shackles and leave you for the night." 

The promise of an end of torment for the day gave the girls the strength to rise and press their backs to the wall. Following Bauer's orders, they placed their hands on top of their heads and exposed their breasts. 

Bauer swished the cane and said, "Give me the names of the other French contacts of the British spy." He pointed at Lisette with the cane. "You." 

Lisette wanted to scream in frustration. She knew nothing about the spy as only Le Renard had dealt  with  her.  She  had  no  choice  but  to  shake  her  head.  The  cane  slashed  three  times  in  quick succession and she moaned as her elbows bent inwards. 

Bauer  studied  her  breasts  and  nodded  in  satisfaction  at  the  marks  left  by  the  cane.  He  said, 

"Turn  around  and  face  the  wall."  He  repeated  the  question  and  barely  waited  for  an  answer  from  the groaning woman before caning her bare bottom, painting six dark red lines on her quivering flesh. 

He repeated the process on Odile, who stood proudly erect as he beat her breasts and buttocks, a martyr to a free France. Although he had enjoyed the caning, he was tired, and eager to have a meal and to go to bed. "Right. Hands up, the both of your. I am going to put the shackles on." He was surprised when Lisette spoke. 

"Please, Mien Herr. We are at your mercy, and you know that we have no secrets that you have to tear from us. Surely you can be merciful and allow us to sleep on the floor." She smiled winningly and said, "We accept that we are to be your playthings, but what pleasure can your toys give you if you break them right away." 

Bauer  had  heard  pleas  for  sympathy  and  mercy  from  every  prisoner  ever  to  pass  through  his hands,  but  her  logic  made  sense.  His  plan  was  indeed  to  keep  these  two  as  toys.  The  standard interrogation process used exhaustion and hunger as tools to break the will and minds of the enemies of the  Reich,  but  what  purpose  did  it  serve  in  this  case?  On  the  other  hand,  prisoners  should  never  be allowed  to  think  that  they  could  manipulate  their  jailers.  They  had  to  be  kept  mentally,  as  well  as physically helpless. However, if he named a price, then they were still playing by his rules.  "You get nothing for free. Give me some useful information, and I might consider it." 

Odile said earnestly, "But Mien Herr, we do not have any information." 

Bauer  rubbed  his  chin  thoughtfully.  "All  right.  You  claim  you  don't  have  any  information,  so prove it." 

Lisette saw that Bauer was leading up to something. "What do you want of us, Mien Herr?" she asked. 

Bauer nodded and dragged on his cigarette. "There does not seem to be an ash tray in here. If one of you volunteers an interesting part of her body for me to stub this out, I will handcuff one of your hands to the rings on the floor and let you sleep." 

Lisette looked at Odile. She knew that the younger and prettier girl was going to suffer the most abuse from Bauer over the next few days, so it would be better that she did not suffer from a serious burn on the very first night. She held up her hand. "Please Mien Herr, would my nipple be acceptable?" 

The Gestapo man grinned and said, "It will do. So, show me this nipple." 

Lisette stepped forward and placed her hands behind her back. "Take you pick, Mien Herr." 

Bauer made a show of choosing, and then pointed at her left nipple. "Make it stiff for me," he said. 

Lisette  nodded  and  reached  across  her  chest  with  her  right  hand  and  played  with  her  nipple, brushing and stroking until it stiffened and stood up proudly. "Will that do, Mien Herr?" 

Bauer said, "That will do nicely," and without warning, pressed the burning tip of his cigarette against the crinkled brown skin of her nipple. 

Lisette  could  smell  her  flesh  burning,  and  the  pain  was  worse  than  anything  that  she  had suffered so far. Her knees went weak and she had to fight not to lose control of her bladder or to move her  nipple  away  from  the  smouldering  paper  and  leaves. A  tear  ran  down  her  cheek  and  she  made  a choking sound. 

Bauer chuckled and pulled the cigarette away before there was deep tissue damage. He dropped the cigarette and stepped on it with his shoe and then reached across to the trolley and pulled out a large knife and a small ceramic jar with a matching lid. "Don't move," he warned, and pressed the flat of the chilly steel blade against the burn, rapidly cooling the flesh. Then he opened the jar and scooped out a daub of ointment, which he rubbed brusquely rubbed on her burn. With that, he put  everything away and made the two girls lie down side by side. With his usual efficiency he snapped a pair of handcuffs on each of them and attached them to the heavy iron ring bolted to the floor. He slapped Odile on the bottom and pushed the trolley to the door. "I will see you two tomorrow," he said, before opening the door. He smiled at Albrecht and said, "These two are being stubborn and will need more work." 

Chapter Three 



Jan opened his  eyes  and checked the clock. He  had a natural  sense of time, and could  always wake at a chosen time. He got out of bed and went to the sitting room where he was relieved to find that Aimee was still safely handcuffed to the leg of the sofa and had not managed to kill herself during the night. In fact, she lay curled up against the cushions with her head resting against her arm. She must has sensed his movement because her long lashed eyes opened and she stared at him. He nodded at her and said, "Good morning." 

Aimee  glared  bitterly  at  him.  "I'm  surprised  that  I'm  still  alive.  I  suppose  that  you  wanted  to interrogate me before having me shot." She saw her dagger on the coffee table and said, "How did you know?" 

Jan said, "I didn't, but it seemed a likely action for the real Resistance, not Le Renard's bunch of bandits, to try. A kidnapping might have been better, bit too difficult under the circumstances." He went over and cautiously handcuffed her ankles together before unfastening her wrist and helping her sit up before cuffing her wrists together. "Stay there, I'll be right back." He went to the kitchen and brushed his  teeth,  and  then  made  a  pot  of  coffee  which  he  put  on  a  tray  with  two  cups,  sugar,  which  was  a luxury because of the war, and fresh cream. He carried the tray back to the sitting room, set it down and poured two cups. "If you promise that you won't throw it at me or make a mess, I will undo your hands and let you feed yourself." 

Aimee nodded. "I promise," she said and rubbed her wrists when the cuff came off. 

Jan noticed her eyeing her cup warily, so he took a sip from it before offering it to her. As she sipped the hot beverage gratefully, he said,  "As  you will note, you are unharmed and still here in  my house and not a guest at Gestapo headquarters." He leaned forwards and put his hands on his knees. "I have a little story to tell you, and I ask that you listen to all of it before you get all excited. Do you trust me that much?" 

Aimee sipped her coffee as she studied his face, and then said, "Very well. I will listen." 

Jan told her his story, going into a lot more detail about his own background than he had with Tom.  "So,  her  arrival  has  forced  my  hand. Any  result  is  going  to  attract  attention  to  me  which  will mean my doom. So, if your people will not help, then I will try to get her out by myself." 

Aimee shook her head. "You would never make it." 

Jan shrugged. "Mademoiselle Moreau or what ever her name is, agrees with me that she would rather die trying to escape than be tortured to death or executed. No matter how determined and well trained she is,  it is  also  possible that she will break and  reveal  information about  the SOE that could harm the British and the Resistance." 

Aimee put her cup down on the floor, held her head in her hands and groaned. "I do not know what to do. Your story is just too fantastic. How do I know that it is not just a trap designed to get us to reveal ourselves and betray the location of the radio." 

Jan said, "I can help on that point. I am sure that everybody in Dinan knows that we only have one radio  detector van.  Give me a little time and  I will make sure that the van has a breakdown.  I'm sure that you can get someone to watch the van to confirm what I say." 

Aimee said, "I must be mad, but I believe you. I've been with  you for nearly a year and know when you're lying. Your crazy story also explains some things about  you that have puzzled me. But  I must warn you that others may not be so gullible." 

Jan  nodded.  "One  step  at  a  time.  I  will  give  you  details  of  my  relatives  in  England  and  a photograph. The  British  can  confirm  my  identity  and  get  a  description. You  know  that  I  have  a  birth mark on my leg. In the end, if they want to kill me, it won't make much difference anyway, so long as you can get the British agent out. If you come back and tell me that your people are willing to help, I 

will get Mademoiselle Moreau to draft a message to her people that will confirm her identity and that she is not being coerced." 

Aimee looked him in the eye and said, "Swear to me that you are telling the truth." 

Jan returned her stare levelly and put his hand over his heart. "I swear by all that's holy that I am telling the truth." 

She  nodded  and  said,  "All  right  then,  Monsieur  Patrick  Baker  of  England  and  Norway,  I  will take your message to my people." 

Jan pointed at the dagger and said, "Naturally I have to be careful too. I shall have to inform the guards  that  because  of  an  illness  in  your  family,  you  shall  no  longer  be  staying  with  me  and  not  be allowed free access to this house. But I will also tell the guards that you are an important informant and still welcome to visit me at any time. This way you can continue to relay messages between me and the Resistance. 




*** 

 

The door to Tomasina's cell slammed open, waking her abruptly from an uneasy sleep. A guard that  she  had  never  seen  before  stood  in  the  doorway.  The  man  stepped  over  to  the  top  of  her uncomfortable bed and unfastened her handcuffs. He said, "You will make use of the bucket and then I will take you to the bathroom." 

Tom climbed stiffly out of the bed and squatted over the bucket. She looked up at the man who was staring at her and said, "Please, could you turn away?" 

Stony faced, the man snapped, "Filthy spies like you have no need for modesty. You are lucky that I do not make you shit out in the courtyard like the animal that you are." 

There  was  no  toilet  paper,  so  when  she  was  done,  Tom  uncomfortably  stood  up  and  allowed herself to be dragged out of her prison and over to the bathroom. She undressed and the guard shoved her  against  the  rear  wall  and  she  watched  him  pick  up  a  rubber  hose.  She  grabbed  the  piece  of  hard soap that he threw at her and gasped in shock as a jet of icy cold water hit her. She quickly began to shiver, her teeth rattling despite her clenched jaw. 

The guard rapped, "Wash your filthy body. The Kriminalrat himself is going to interrogate you, and he will not be pleased if you stink like a dirty English pig." He turned down the water and allowed Tom to soap herself, and then told her to toss the soap aside and resumed spraying her with the frigid water. 

The jet of water pounded her like a fist, slamming into her body with enough force to dent her flesh. She nearly drowned when he sprayed her face. 

The  guard  said,  "Spread  your  legs.  We  must  make  sure  that  your  Fotze  does  not  stink."  He turned up the water pressure even more and directed the jet between her legs. 

The impact of the cold  water on her pussy forced a gasp of shock Tom's lungs.  It felt like her pussy was being pummelled by fists carved from ice. The water penetrated into every crevice. It stung her clitoris like a shower of frozen needles and drove into her vagina as if she was being fucked by an Ice Giant. She turned and bent over when ordered, and cried out in pain when the high pressure jet of water drove into her arse hole, efficiently blasting every trace of shit from her body. The impact made her stagger forwards and she had to brace herself against the wall with her arms to avoid falling on her face.  She  turned  thankfully  when  the  water  stopped,  and  caught  the  thin,  coarse  towel  that  the  guard threw at her. 

He said, "Dry yourself carefully. If you drip on the floor of the Kriminalrat's office you will be punished." 

Tom scrubbed herself with the stained, sandpaper like towel, thankful that she didn't have long hair. When her skin was glowing a healthy pink and she was certain that she was not going to drip, she hung the towel on a hook and returned to her cell, watched carefully by the guard. 

The guard let her stand there for a moment and grinned as he stared at her naked body. Then he said, "Get dressed, quickly." 

Tom said, "Yes Mien Herr, " and put on her blouse and skirt. She looked at the her socks and shoes and received a shake of the head from the guard. 

He grinned. "You will not want those with you if they pull out your toe nails." 

That  made  a  grim  kind  of  sense,  so  Tom  brushed  her  moist  hair  back  with  her  fingers  and nodded at the guard, who pushed her out into the hall and pointed to the stairs. With the guard holding on to her arm, she padded along bare footed down the stairs and was led to the door of what obviously used to be the hotel manager's office. 

The guard knocked, and when Jan's voice said "Come", he opened the door, gave a strait armed salute and said, "The British spy Mien Herr, as ordered." 

Jan  looked  up  from  his  desk  and  pointed  at  the  chair  in  front  of  the  desk.  "Good  morning, Mademoiselle – Moreau." He turned to the guard. "You may go. The Mademoiselle and I are going to have a little chat." 

The guard saluted and left the room, closing the door behind him. 

Jan held his finger to his lips, pointed at the door and then cupped a hand over his ear. 

Tom nodded. 

Jan stood up and said loudly , "You are a captured spy, carrying fake identification. This is all the proof that I need of your guilt. I could have you shot right now, as spies have no rights and receive no mercy. But, we are civilised people and I would prefer to do things in a civilised manner. So, I will give  you one chance to  do the intelligent  thing and cooperate with  me. For a start,  just give me  your real name. That can harm no one, but at least we can talk without the use of an alias." He nodded and mimed the word "yes". 

Tom  decided  that  it  would  not  hurt  to  give  her  real  name  and  it  would  provide  Jan  with  an excuse  to  be  lenient  with  her  for  a  little  longer.  "My  name  is  Tom  Meadows,"  she  said.  Seeing  his raised eyebrow, she said, "Tomasina, but I prefer Tom." 

Jan  smiled.  "Good. Well,  Miss  Meadows  –  Tom,  why  don't  you  join  me  in  a  civilised  cup  of coffee and have some breakfast while we talk." He brought his lips close to her ear and said, "Eat fast. I am going to start shouting and throwing things in a moment." 

Tom was thirsty and starving, so she wolfed down the sandwiches and two cups of coffee while Jan talked. 

Jan sat down and said "I am not asking anything so terrible. We already know about most of the locals who are active in the Resistance, and are just waiting for the right time to sweep them up. All I want you to do is to give me a list of names, so that I can verify that you are not lying to me. Then you can  write  a  confession,  admitting  that  you  are  a  British  assassin  sent  by  your  SOE  to  kill  innocent French civilians and to blow up their homes and work places, so that you can stir up resentment against the Reich by blaming it all on us." He handed her a writing pad and pencil and whispered instructions to her to write a confirmation message to the SOE, followed by a second item." 

Tom said, "All right. Give me the paper and I'll give you what I know." 

Jan  sipped  his  coffee.  "Excellent. You  are  being  wise."  He  continued  to  blather  on  about  how reasonable  and  generous  the  Gestapo  could  be  to  cooperative  informants  while  Tom  hurriedly scribbled. She had formulated the message during the night, so she just had to make sure not to make any mistakes, especially with the secret code words that would indicate that she was not being forced to write her message. When she was done, she silently tore the page off the pad and handed it to Jan. She also  tore  off  the  next  page  and  handed  that  to  Jan. This  would  reduce  the  chances  that  anyone  could read her message from the indentations in the paper. Then she began work on the final page. 

Jan stood up and prepared for the next part of the performance. He peeked over the top of the pad  and  grinned  at  the  insulting  caricature  of  Hitler  that  Tom  had  sketched.  Then  he  poured  some coffee into her cup and put a sandwich, from which he had taken a bite, onto her plate. He said softly, 

"Get ready," and then snatched the pad and pencil from her. He ripped her handiwork from the pad and crumpled it up as he roared, "How dare you!" He tossed the crumpled ball of paper into the corner of the room where the others would find it later, and then swept her cup and plate onto the floor, where they landed with a loud crash. 

The door opened and the guard came rushing in, gun drawn. 

Jan waved him down and tugged at his coat, visibly struggling to regain his composure. "It is all right. The prisoner has just decided to be foolish. You can leave." 

The guard smiled and saluted. "Yes Mien Herr." His eyes swept the room as he turned and went out the door, closing it behind him once more. 

Jan whispered in her ear again. "I'm sorry. I cannot delay any more. Prepare yourself." 

Tom nodded grimly and took a deep breath to calm her mind. 

Jan said, "Since you do not wish to behave in a civilised manner, you do not need to dress like a civilised person either. Strip! Take your clothes off now. If you refuse, I will have the guard come in to help you. I am sure that he would enjoy that very much." 

Tom bit her lip and stood up. Since she was only wearing her blouse and skirt, it did not take her long  to  get  naked,  neatly  folding  her  clothes  and  placing  them  over  the  back  of  her  chair.  Jan  had already  seen  her  naked  and  had  touched  her  just  about  as  intimately  as  was  possible,  so  she  did  not attempt any false modesty, but stood erect and faced him with as much dignity as she could muster. Jan came up to her, and she was very much aware of his strong, masculine body and the way eyes ran over her body. 

Jan whispered quickly, "It is the senior interrogating officer's prerogative to be the first to rape a female prisoner if she is attractive. Rape is the first step to breaking the prisoner's will. I am going to use my hands to squeeze your body in various places in order to leave some appropriate bruises, and then we will just wait. You will not need to fake any sounds, as many prisoners remain silent while they are  being  raped,  presumably  in  order  not  to  give  her  interrogators  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  their distress." 

Tom smiled and reached out to touch Jan's hand. She whispered back, "I really appreciate you trying  to  spare  me,  but  I'm  guessing  that  some  of  the  other's  will  rape  me  too  as  part  of  the interrogation?" She bit her lip when Jan nodded. "During training our instructors told us that people can always tell when someone has just had sex, and that we should never try to fake it if it is part of our cover. Go ahead and do it. At least my first time won't be a rape." 

Jan  was  touched  at  this  indication  of  trust  in  his  sincerity. As  a  con  man  and  then  as  a  fake Gestapo agent, he had become so used to lies and deceit that such simple faith in him came as a shock. 

He touched her cheek and said, "Are you sure? Very soon, I am going to have to hurt you very badly." 

Tom's reply was to press her naked body against him and to kiss his lips. "I'm sure." 

Something in her simple plea and obvious sincerity stirred him more than Aimee's practical and ruthless  sexuality,  and despite the fact  that  he had fucked his  mistress  barely  an hour  ago, he felt his body stir in arousal. He put his arms around her and ran his hands up and down her smooth, muscular back. He carefully stroked and rubbed, paying particular attention to the area at the base of her spine just above her bottom, and was rewarded by a gasp of pleasure. Her buttocks were solid and muscular, as would be expected from someone with her training, but somehow still retained a rounded feminine softness that was a delight to touch. 

Tom  shivered under his  touch and she was  amazed to  find that she was  strongly aroused. She clung  to  him,  enjoying  the  feel  of  his  clothing  and  the  body  underneath,  and  she  moaned  when  he began  to  suck  on  her  nipples.  She  suddenly  realised  that  this  was  supposed  to  be  a  rape  and  that  the guards would expect to see bruises and finger marks on her body. She whispered, "You don't have to be so gentle. Remember, you need to leave marks." 

Jan  nodded  and  pressed  his  lips  to  her  neck,  sucking  and  using  his  teeth,  leaving  some  very visible love bites. He pushed her backwards and guided her to the wall. When she was braced against 

the wallpaper covered surface, he brought his hands to her front and squeezed her breasts hard, even as he licked the side of her jaw and sucked on her earlobe. He forced a leg between her thighs and pushed her feet apart, and then drove his hips against hers, grinding his cock against her lightly haired pubic mound. 

Tom reached down and unfastened his belt and then unbuttoned his trousers. 

Jan pulled his trousers and underpants off of his legs, but left his shoes on. He straightened up and looked Tom in the eye as he felt her fingers gently close around his cock. 

Tom  shyly said,  "I've never seen a man's …  close up. May  I?" When Jan smiled and nodded, she slid down the wall and onto her knees, bringing his cock level with her face. She sniffed and then she frowned. She instinctively recognised the scent of another woman. She looked up and said, "You've had sex recently?" 

Jan said softly, "My contact with the Resistance is also my mistress." 

For a reason unknown even to herself, Tom asked, "Are you in love with her?" 

Jan  shook  his  head.  "We  are  what  you  might  call  'friendly  enemies'.  We  both  know  that  we might be required to try to kill each other at any moment." 

Tom smiled at his reply. "That must make for a very unusual relationship." 

Jan thought of the knife in Aimee's hand and said, "It can certainly be exciting." Then it was his turn  to  gasp  as  Tom  unexpectedly  closed  her  lips  over  the  head  of  his  cock.  "I  thought  you  were  a virgin," he said. 

Tom reddened. "Our training was very thorough. They even brought in a prostitute to teach us what  to  do  in  case  we  were  forced  to  seduce  one  of  the  enemy  during  a  mission."  She  realised  the implications  of  what  she  had  said  and  hastily  added,  "The  lessons  were  all  theoretical  of  course." To hide  her  confusion,  she  carefully  pulled  back  his  foreskin  and  ran  her  tongue  over  his  cock.  She thoughtfully  squeezed  his  shaft,  and  found  the  thought  that  she  could  bring  him  to  this  degree  of excitement,  even  though  he  was  fresh  from  the  bed  of  another  woman,  to  be  ego  boosting  and comforting. She also felt a twinge of some emotion that she told herself could not possibly be jealousy. 

She climbed to her feet, and with her hand still on his cock said, "How do you want me?" 

Jan said, "Put your arms around my neck." When she was securely braced, he instructed her to lift one knee and to wrap her leg around his hip. He reached down and guided his cock to her opening, sliding  over  the  fine  coat  of  pubic  hair.  He  found  her  cunt  to  be  wet  and  welcoming  as  he  carefully introduced the tip of his cock into her hole. A movement of his  hips  gradually slid his  cock upwards and into her body. 

Bracing her shoulders against the wall, Tom clung to his neck and allowed gravity to impale her on his cock. There was  a twinge of pain  as the final remnants of her maidenhead were brushed away and her vagina was stretched to degree that it had never before experienced, but there was also a sense of achievement and satisfaction. Jan was  an experienced lover, and he penetrated her with a care and skill, avoiding the awkwardness and discomfort that often accompanied the first time. The knowledge that both of them might die very soon, or at the very least that she would soon be suffering rape at the hands of other men who hated her, added a touch of urgency and poignancy to their lovemaking. For the very first time, she felt a cock moving inside her pussy, and she clutched at it with the muscles of her vagina, trying to hold on to it. She was overwhelmed by the intense, intimate, and very pleasurable human contact that she was experiencing. She almost cried out in disappointment when he pulled out of her pussy. Had she been wrong? Was he going to throw open the door and laugh at her gullibility? 

From her reactions, Jan realised that Tom was truly inexperienced as far was sex was concerned. 

He knew that the chances of a virgin like her experiencing an orgasm during intercourse on her first try was very slim indeed, and realistically, she might never have another opportunity. Because of this, he decided that he wanted to give her an orgasm before he came and was forced to drag her into the torture chamber down and across the hall. He smiled reassuringly and lowered her to the floor. 

Puzzled, but realising that he was not about to change into a monster, Tom obeyed the urging of 

his hands and lay down on her back. Expecting him to climb on top of her, she was startled when his head dived between her thighs, which would have snapped shut if not for his hands on the sides of her knees. Tom had heard of cunnilingus, but she would never in a million years have had the courage to ask  a  man  to  do  it  to  her,  and  she  had  to  cover  her  mouth  with  her  hand  to  muffle  a  shriek  of  alarm when she felt Jan's lips touch her pussy. All sorts of ridiculous things went through her mind  – What did she look like down there? Was her fanny ugly? Was she clean? Oh god, she was all wet, it must be disgusting. Did she small bad? – Then he started licking her, and all her speculation disappeared when she realised that it felt really nice. Then she realised that it didn't just feel nice, it felt terrific! A drawn out moan escaped her lips before she could stop it, and her face turned bright red. His hands reached up to her breasts and caressed her there while his tongue worked magic between her legs. Tom threw her head  from  side  to  side  and  her  hands  helplessly  patted  his  head  and  hands  as  the  strongest,  most wonderful  sensations  she  had  ever  felt  filled  her  loins  and  made  her  head  spin.  She  seemed  to  lose control  of  the  muscles  of  her  belly,  which  quivered  and  rippled  in  an  alarming  manner,  and  her  hips thrust up at Jan with a most embarrassing lack of control. Then it hit her like a bolt of lightning, and she almost fainted from the intensity of the sensation. She bit her forearm to stop herself from shouting and moaning like a madwoman. Suddenly, her pussy became unbearably sensitive, and Jan seemed to sense that as he tenderly kissed her pussy a few times and then lifted up onto his knees. 

Jan used Tom's skirt to wipe his face, carefully removing all traces of her juices. Then he moved up to kneel between her legs. He smiled at her and said, "Was that good for you?" 

Tom  grinned  to  hide  her  embarrassment.  "A  bit  more  of  that,  and  I  would  have  confessed  to being the Empress of Russia." She knew why he had done it and she was touched. She pulled his head down and kissed him deeply. "Thank you for that." 

Jan kissed her back just as warmly and said, "I'm afraid that I have to rape you now." 

Tom  spread  her  legs  wide  and  put  her  arms  around  his  chest.  She  kissed  him  again  and  said, 

"Rape away. I am your helpless victim." This time, she did not try to hide the noises that she made, as the men outside were expecting to hear them in any case. 

Jan pounded her hard, slapping his belly and thighs against her and making sounds that could be heard outside. He wanted to make sure that her pussy was swollen and visibly well fucked. Then he felt himself  nearing  his  climax.  Usually  he  would  have  come  deep  inside  the  woman,  and  made  a  joke about planting the seed of the Reich, but he did not want to do that to her. He pulled out of her pussy and  looked  around  frantically  for  somewhere  to  unload  his  semen  that  would  not  be  spotted  by  the guards or cleaners. 

Tom  felt  him  pull  out,  and  she  quickly  realised  what  he  was  doing  and  why.  She  saw  the urgency on his face whispered, "What would your mistress do?" 

Jan replied without thinking. "She'd swallow it." 

Tom sat up and plunged his slippery cock into her mouth. 

Jan gasped at the sensation and lost control. He came hard, shooting thick jets of semen into her mouth, coating her tongue with his sperm. 

Tom's eyes widened in surprise at the strange taste and the feeling of having a man's cock spray liquid  into  her  mouth.  There  was  a  moment  of  revulsion,  and  she  had  to  fight  the  urge  to  gag.  She swallowed  hard,  and  then  noticed  the  expression  of  ecstasy  on  his  face.  She  realised  that  she  had caused this reaction, and experienced a feeling of power and pleasure. 

Jan  realised  what  he  had  done  and  his  face  fell.  "I'm  so  sorry.  I  should  not  have  done  that  to you." 

Tom smiled. "We are told that we have to learn and adapt fast in the field. I've certainly learned a lot of new things today.  It's all right.  I suppose if it's all right to take the stuff in my fanny, there is nothing wrong with swallowing it instead." 

Jan  gave  her  a  hug,  and  allowed  them  one  more  precious  minute.  Then  he  looked  at  her  and said,  "Now  the  bad  part  begins. As  soon  as  I  get  dressed,  I  am  going  to  have  to  become  the  big  evil 

Gestapo interrogator. Brace yourself. I am going to slap you around and shout at you as I open the door. 

Then you will be taken to the interrogation room down the hall. I am truly sorry." 

Tom  hugged  him  back.  "Don't  worry.  I'm  tough.  Just  remember  your  promise  if  it  looks hopeless." She looked at him pleadingly. 

Jan kissed her again. He said, "Liberty or death." He stood up and put on his trousers. He looked around  the  room  to  make  sure  everything  looked  right  and  that  Tom  looked  suitably  raped.  Then  he grabbed her upper arm and dragged her to her feet, knowing that he would leave bruises. He raised his hand and looked into her eyes. 

Tom made sure that her teeth were clenched and her tongue would not get caught by them, and then she nodded. 

Jan slapped her face hard, knocking her against the wall and shouted, "Very well. If you refuse the Reich's kindness, then you shall face her wrath." He stomped over to the door, and swung it open hard.  The  door  crashed  struck  the  wall  with  a  crash,  making  the  guard  who  was  waiting  discreetly down the corridor jump. "Take this spy to the interrogation room. She has decided to be brave," he said and laughed as he tugged at his cuffs. 

The guard dutifully laughed along with his superior and saluted. He walked into the room and eyed the dishevelled and bruised prisoner. He noted the signs of rape and the dark bruise on her face and nodded with respect. The boss certainly knew how to deal with spies like her. He grabbed her arm and twisted it up painfully behind her and then walked her out of the room. Close up, he realised that she had a really nice body and he looked forward to the chance to rape her when the time was right. His French was basic and he did not speak English at all, so he said, "Soon we fuck yes?" 

Tom grunted from the pain of her twisted arm and concentrated on memorising the layout of the building  just  in  case  she  ever  needed  to  try  an  escape.  Unlike  Bulldog  Drummond  or  the  scores  of comic heroes that came from America, she did not attempt any witty repartee with her captor. By now, she hardly noticed her nudity, except for the feeling of vulnerability that the lack of clothes engendered. 

She managed to turn her head in time to avoid having her nose smashed when the guard slammed her against the wall so that he could open the door bearing a sign that read "Vernehmungsraum" which her German lessons translated as "Interrogation Room". The room was not very large, with one end entirely dominated by a large German flag and a big heavy wooden chair which had ankle straps attached to the front legs  and ominous stains in the dark wood. From the alignment of the room, Tom suspected that there was a boarded-over window behind the flag. At the other end of the room the was a working desk, bearing  a  table  lamp,  a  flask  of  water  and,  from  the  smell  of  it,  coffee.  It  appeared  that  the  Gestapo were not affected by wartime shortages. There were a couple of more comfortable looking chairs, and a large  book  shelf  that  had  been  converted  to  a  storage  place  for  a  multitude  of  evil  looking  items, ranging from coils of rope to boxes with crank handles and suspicious looking wires protruding from them.  There  was  even  a  charcoal  brazier  with  the  handles  of  what  appeared  to  be  branding  irons protruding from it. The room smelled of sweat, fear and blood and her steps faltered at the sight. 

The  guard  grinned  at  the  evidence  of  her  fear  and  said,  "We  have  good  time  here.  For  you maybe not so good yes?" He shoved her towards the chair. "Sit." 

Tom  eyed the chair with disgust,  but  only hesitated for a fraction of a second before obeying. 

There was little point in getting beaten because of squeamishness. Despite that, the skin of her bottom and  thighs  crawled  as  her  body  made  contact  with  the  torture  chair.  Despite  her  determination  to  be cooperative as  possible without revealing any information,  she still earned herself an ear ringing slap when she automatically crossed her legs. From the guard's shouted tirade, she gathered that prisoners were  not  to  close  their  legs.  Fortunately  for  her,  Jan  strode  into  the  room  before  the  guard  found something else in her behaviour to disapprove of. 

Jan stared down his nose at the guard, studied Tom's condition and nodded stiffly. He said, "You are Angesteller Muller?" 

The man saluted crisply and said, "Yes Mien Herr." 

Jan nodded at the table and said, "You will wait over there. I will tell you if I need assistance." 

He would have told the man to leave if he could, but no senior Gestapo officer would do the manual labour associated with an interrogation such as tending to the brazier, tying up the prisoner or setting up the  torture  devices. There  was  also  things  like  mopping  up  blood  and  urine,  and  fetching  buckets  of water for reviving prisoners who fainted. However, it meant that from now on, any torture would be the real thing. He turned to Tom and said, "Muller's French is not so good, so allow me to explain what he was getting so worked up about. Prisoners under interrogation are not allowed to close their legs when sitting down. The genitals are a favourite target for our persuasive efforts, and we find that forcing the prisoners to keep their genitals on display at all times, is a very effective method of concentrating their minds  on their vulnerability.  It  helps  to  keep them  in  the right  frame of  mind." He smiled at Tom.  "I don't  mind telling  you this,  because it doesn't matter whether  you know  what  we are doing or not.  It works just as well either way. 

Jan snapped his fingers at Muller and said in German, "Let's make her seat more comfortable. 

Give me the number one size wooden block." 

Muller said, "Yes Mien Herr" and went over to the converted bookshelf. He scanned the shelves for a moment and then found what he was looking for. 

Jan held out his hand impatiently and nodded when Muller placed the solid wooden prism in his hand. He moved in front of Tom, who sat with her knees two feet apart and staring straight ahead at the wall, and showed her the wooden item. It was a twelve inches long and measured three inches from the tip of the triangle to its base. On one flat face of the prism protruded three short wooden pegs, which matched shallow indentations carved into the seat of the chair. He said curtly, "Lift up from the seat." 

It was fairly obvious what the prism was intended to do. She had the option of refusing, which would earn her more blows, or she could do as she was told. She shrugged casually and lifted herself off  of  the  seat  high  enough  so  that  Jan  could  slip  the  sharp  wooden  block  under  her  body. The  pegs fitted  into  the  indentations  with  a  soft  click,  leaving  a  sharp,  three  inch  high  ridge  running  from  the front to the back of the seat. 

Jan  nodded  and  said,  "Sit.  I  suggest  that  you  adjust  your  Fotze,  otherwise  the  pressure  could seriously damage anything caught between the edge and your body." 

It was cringingly shameful, but she knew that Jan was right, so she reached under her body and spread her pussy lips apart and held them open as she lowered herself onto the wooden edge so that it fit snugly inside her pussy. It was very uncomfortable when she placed her full weight on the seat, but she knew that it would rapidly become agony. Riding the wooden horse was a very old torture. 

"Put  your  palms  flat  on  the  back  of  your  hips."  Jan  picked  up  a  leather  wrapped  riding  crop from the table and pointed at her feet with it. He said, "Up on your toes. I will do this  – if I see your feet flat on the floor at any time." The crop slashed down across the tops of her breasts. 

Tom's head tossed once as she clenched her teeth. Her breasts burned fiercely and she wanted to soothe them, but she knew better than to move her hands. 

Jan nodded in  satisfaction and said,  "Very well. Now that  you are comfortably seated, we can begin. Tell  me  how  you  came  to  Dinan  and  the  names  of  your  contacts  in  the  Resistance. Take  your time, I am in no hurry." 

The  position  that  he  had  placed  her  in  made  her  back  ache,  and  her  breasts  felt  frighteningly vulnerable. With her feet up on her toes and her back arched, her pussy was directly on top of the sharp ridge, and the full weight of her body rested on it. Within minutes she was in agony. It felt like she was slowly being split in half by the relentless pressure of the wooden edge. Her thighs and calves quivered with  the  strain  of  staying  spread  wide  and  lifted  on  her  toes.  The  temptation  to  jump  off  the  seat steadily  grew  to  almost  an  irresistible  level  as  the  pain  increased  even  more  and  she  was  sure  that serious damage was being done to her pussy. 

Jan smiled sadistically and said, "You may be tempted by the thought of standing up. You might think that a few strokes of this crop across your breasts might be worth the relief. Before you do that, I 

should tell  you that there are many variations to  the wooden block that you are seated on. There is  a metal one, with a much sharper edge, another one with saw teeth instead of a smooth edge, one that is covered with sharp spikes, and so on. Plus, I could have your ankles fastened to the chair. Sadly many prisoners have ended up with broken ankles when they fall out of the chair with the straps fastened to their legs. Now once again. You are Tomasina Meadows, an agent of the British organisation called the SOE."  He  tapped  her  sweat  covered  breast  with  his  crop.  "That  means  that  you  are  not  even  a  spy. 

Spies  try  to  steal  information.  I  can  even  respect  a  spy.  But  you,  you  are  nothing  but  a  terrorist. A violent  criminal  sent  here  to  assassinate  and  destroy.  You  were  sent  here  by  your  masters  to  cause terror. Well,  now  it  is  your  turn  to  feel  terror,  Miss  Meadows." The  crop  swished,  and  the  leather  tip struck her nipple with loud snap. 

Tom gasped. The sharp pain in her nipple made her body flinch, and the movement aggravated the crushing pain between her legs. She shook her head. "I won't tell you anything," she panted. 

Jan  shook  his  head  sympathetically.  "It  has  only  been  less  than  half  an  hour,  Miss  Meadows. 

This can go on for days, weeks, even months. Is it worth it? Just a little information, and the pain can stop. Just tell me which airfield your aircraft took off from and where you landed. What harm can that do?" 

Tom shook her head. Sweat trickled into her eyes and stung. The pain between her legs was a sharp,  thumping  agony,  as  if  a  wedge  was  being  hammered  into  her  pussy.  Her  treacherous  mind tempted  her  with  thoughts  of  just  giving  a  few  harmless  details  in  order  to  get  some  relief  from  the pain, but she knew from her training that once you opened the gate, it was almost impossible to prevent more from coming out. She knew that very few people lasted forever under torture, but she had to cling to the hope that London would agree to rescue her. She stubbornly clung to her silence as the crop bit her breast again and again, each time stoking the flames that crackled between her legs. 

After two hours, Jan decided to take her off of the ridge. Intense pressure applied for too long could  cause  permanent  tissue  damage  due  to  loss  of  circulation.  Giving  a  prisoner  a  fatal  case  of gangrene  on  the  very  first  day  of  questioning  was  not  good  technique.  He  turned  to  the  attentively staring Muller. "I think that our guest needs a little diversion. Why don't you try her back door." 

Tom  was  lost in  her pain  and did  not  hear what  Jan had said,  and was  surprised when Muller pulled  her  off  of  the  chair.  She  gratefully  stood  up,  and  then  her  knees  buckled  as  the  returning circulation  brought  a  fresh  pain  to  her  pussy  worse  than  anything  that  she  had  felt  so  far.  She  would have smashed her face on the floor if Muller had not caught her and slowly lowered her onto her hands and knees. 

Muller  pushed  her  head  down  to  the  floor  and  pulled  her  hips  up.  He  kicked  her  knees  apart, spat  on  his  fingers  and  rubbed  the  moisture  on  her  exposed  arse  hole.  He  freed  his  cock  from  his trousers and brought it to full stiffness with a few strokes of his hand. Then he grunted, "Don't move" in French and pushed the head of his cock against her virgin arse hole. He was experience in this form of rape and managed to force two inches of his cock into her arse hole with a single shove. 

The pain and anger forced a single scream from Tom, that combined suffering and helpless rage. 

After that she clenched her teeth and just grunted as the Gestapo guard violently raped her arse hole. 

His  uncaring  thrusts  stretched  and  tore  her  fragile  tissues,  and  flecks  of  blood  stained  her  skin  and painted streaks on his cock. 

Tom  pounded  her  fists  on  the  ground  in  rage  and  shame,  as  the  painful  rape  went  on  and  on. 

One cool trained corner of her mind noted that Jan had deliberately ordered her anal rape so as to avoid the chance of her getting pregnant from her rapist, although it was difficult to be grateful while the man thrust and grunted on top of her. The pain of the rape was aggravated by the soreness of her perineum which  had  been  badly  bruised  by  the  wooden  ridge.  Finally  her  rapist  groaned  and  she  felt  the  man shudder  as  he  came  inside  her  arse.  Intensely  relieved  when  he  pulled  out  of  her  body,  she  was surprised when he grabbed her hair and forced her to spin around to face him. Her heart sank when she was presented with the sight of his shit streaked cock. 

Muller  yanked  on  her  hair  and  said,  "Clean  me  with  you  mouth.  You  bite  me  I  cut  off  your Kitzler." 

"He means your clitoris," Jan clarified helpfully. 

That word had not been included in her German lessons, but Tom had guessed his meaning even before Jan had translated. She squeezed her eyes shut and opened her mouth, which was immediately filled by the guard's foul tasting cock. She knew what was required of her, and she fought the urge to gag as she sucked and licked, carefully cleaning his cock. She swallowed frantically, hoping to get rid of the foul taste. When the guard finally pulled his cock out from her mouth, she remained on all fours with  her  head  hanging  down  as  she  coughed  and  choked.  Her  pussy  and  the  surrounding  area  still throbbed with pain, and it was a effort for her not to despair. 

Jan  nudged  her  thigh  with  his  shoe  and  said,  "Go  and  wash  your  mouth  in  that  sink  in  the corner. I don't want to smell your shit on your breath. 

Tom climbed painfully to her feet and walked to the sink. Each step brought a fresh stab of pain between her legs,  but she forced herself not to  waddle, even  though walking normally  multiplied the discomfort. The cold  water was  a blessing, cleaning her mouth and helping her recover her calm and mental focus. She splashed herself as long as she dared, making loud gargling noises, and then turned and walked back to the torture chair, with her back straight and head upright. 

While Tom was busy at the sink, Jan spoke softy to Muller in German. "When we have broken her, Berlin will want to use her for propaganda purposes. A young, good looking British spy will be a boon to Reich Minister Goebbels and his people. For that reason,  I don't want to use anything on her that will leave visible scars or other signs of torture. She must look like a willing convert. Understand?" 

Muller  was  flattered  that  Kriminalrat  Hartmann  chose  to  explain  his  thinking  to  him,  and  the mention of the Propaganda Minister gave him visions of quick promotion and honours. He stiffened to attention and nodded. "Yes  Mien Herr.  I understand. No pulling fingernails, breaking bones  or burns. 

Not in visible places, anyway." 

Jan patted him on the shoulder and smiled. "Good. You show potential Muller. This spy could be my ticket to a promotion and maybe even a transfer to Berlin. I could always use an intelligent and loyal assistant when the time comes." 

Muller's chest swelled and he saluted. "I am your man, Mien Herr." 

Jan smiled. "Good. Good. Now, back to the task at hand. I think a change from physical pain to some psychological torture at this point will help to keep her off balance and vulnerable. It is her mind we must break, not her body." 

At  this  point,  Muller  would  have  agreed  if  Jan  had  suggested  dancing  the  polka  with  the prisoner,  filled  as  he  was  with  dreams  of  promotion  and  honours.  On  his  superior's  instructions,  he removed the wooden prism from the chair, and then stood back to allow the Kriminalrat to work. 

Jan went to the shelves and scanned all the items, looking for a suitable device. His eyes fell on an elaborately carved wooden dildo. He nodded and picked it up, surprised by its weight. It was made of  solid  teak  wood  and  weighed  almost  as  much  a  similar  one  made  of  metal.  It  was  covered  with carved swastikas, with the corners and ends of the arms forming hard edged bumps all around the shaft. 

Then he selected a second wooden prism, but this one having blunt teeth on its edge. Bearing his new toys, Jan returned to stand in front of Tom, whom Muller had escorted back to the chair. He held the two items  up for her inspection. He said,  "I am  going to  give  you a choice. You will either  stand up, spread your legs and fuck yourself with this dildo, or sit for the rest of the day on this corrugated ridge. 

I can guarantee that you will suffer serious injury if you select the latter. 

Of course, Tom had really no choice at all, so she pointed at the dildo. "I choose that one, Mien Herr." 

Jan nodded and handed the toothed prism to Muller and then the dildo to Tom. He pointed at a spot a yard in front of the chair and said, "You will stand here and then insert the dildo into your Fotze. 

Then you will fuck yourself with it until I tell you to stop. You may change hands, but you will not stop 

otherwise. If you stop for any reason, I will exchange the prism for that toy. Do you understand?" 

Tom said, "Yes, Mien Herr," and studied the dildo thoughtfully, trying to judge all the aspects of the task that she had been given. Naturally, her pussy was going to get very sore after a while, but that was the least of it. The muscles of her, back, arms and legs were going to hurt increasingly badly after a little while, especially as the dildo was so unusually heavy. 

Jan did not dare show any sympathy with Muller watching avidly from just a few yards away, so he stepped back a pace and said, "Very well. You will begin now." 

Tom  placed  the  rough,  swastika  covered  tip  of  the  dildo  between  her  legs.  She  found  it surprisingly difficult to manipulate with her fingers due to its weight. She spread her pussy lips apart with her other hand and slid the tip of the ugly instrument into her vaginal orifice. She knew that her comfort was not of any consequence to her interrogators, so she ignored her natural impulse to work up sufficient lubrication, and to allow her vagina to expand enough to comfortably accept the hard wooden implement. Instead she just forced it upwards, wiggling it from side to side. She bit her lip and pressed upwards as hard as she could, and the irregular surface of the dildo gradually scraped its way into her body. She spread her feet apart a little more and bent her knees in a partial squat. She made the mistake of  looking  upwards  and  saw  the  eager  faces  of  the  two  men  watching  her  as  she  symbolically  raped herself with the swastika covered dildo. She knew that they were shaming her, and trying to make her doubt her self worth. She could not help blushing, as she forced the wooden shaft into her pussy with a grunt.  She  had  never  done  anything  like  this  before  in  her  life  and  she  could  imagine  that  for  some women, this abuse of their sexuality could be traumatic in the extreme. As the dildo went all the way in and touched the back of her vagina, she realised that although she certainly did  not  like the way that Muller  was  staring  at  her,  the  act  of  public  masturbation,  especially  in  the  presence  of  Jan,  did  not shock or horrify her. Neither did the pain caused by the jagged surface of the dildo bother her as much as her recent anal rape. She felt herself getting moist, and sliding the dildo out of her pussy was much easier  than  getting  it  in.  This  was  going  primarily  to  be  a  test  of  physical  endurance,  and  she  was superbly fit. She realised that Jan had deliberately chosen this torture to play to her strengths and it was up to her to make Muller believe that she was suffering worse than she actually was. As she began a regular pumping motion of her arm and fucking herself with the torture dildo, she focused her eyes on Jan's face. 

Jan met her gaze and saw that she was coping well with this latest infliction, as he had hoped she would. It was still going to be hard and painful, but he hoped that she would survive this better than some of the other tortures. Even before he had become a fake Gestapo agent, he had long ago learned to read a person's body language and to read the tiny signs in their face that revealed their true feelings. 

He was both surprised and pleased to see that the sexual aspects of the torture were not disturbing her as  much  as  he  had  expected.  She  boldly  met  his  eyes  even  as  she  performed  the  degrading  and shameful forced public masturbation. Far from being disgusted, he thought that she looked very sexy as the muscles of her fit young body tensed and rippled from the effort of driving the heavy dildo in and out of her pussy, and he let her see his admiration and appreciation in his face. "Faster! Fill that British Fotze with the power of the Reich," he snapped. 

Just like the way a long distance runner focused on the working of her body and reaching the finish line, Tom blocked out everything from her mind with exception of driving the dildo up and down like the piston of a steam engine, and showing Jan her strength and her sensuality. She could endure the pain in her pussy, and the aches and cramps of her muscles so long as Jan found her beautiful and sexy. 

To her surprise, beneath the burning pain in her muscles, she began to feel a surge of arousal and erotic pleasure. As a young girl, she had often had elaborate fantasies of being captured by handsome pirates and being subjected to all manner of bizarre and erotic tortures, although the details of what the pirate captain  did  to  her  helpless  naked  body  were  often  fuzzy,  given  her  lack  of  practical  knowledge.  Her friends had dreamed of being rescued in the nick of time by the handsome hero and living happily ever after  in  some  unspecified  dreamland,  but  somehow,  Tom's  heroes  never  quite  seemed  to  make  it  in 

time, and she always ended up naked on the deck of the pirate ship, her hair flowing in the breeze as the gigantic sails flapped and cracked above her. There was always pain and shame, but somehow, the admiration and love in the pirate captain's eyes always made it worth while. Even as she continued to fuck  herself  with  the  dildo  for  the  entertainment  of  the  Gestapo  agents,  she  realised  that  one  of  the reasons that she had volunteered for the SOE was the tingle that she got between her legs at the thought of being captured and tortured by the Germans. She was not crazy enough to actually desire such an out come, but now that it had actually happened, she realised that deep down, she felt a strange excitement that had saved her from total despair. She was actually beginning to enjoy the hard, unyielding thrusts of the dildo, and she found herself making soft, moaning noises. 

Jan heard the sounds  coming from  the sweating woman, and quickly realised what  they were. 

Fortunately,  a  woman's  groans  of  pleasure  and  her  moans  of  pain  were  practically  identical.  He  had often  noted  this  odd  fact,  and  had  theorised  that  it  was  one  of  the  reasons  why  some  men  reacted erotically to female pain. Men like him. The fact that he was a sexual sadist was one of the reasons that he  had  been  able  to  convincingly  carry  out  his  impersonation  of  Jan  Hartmann.  He  did  not  enjoy hurting  men,  but  his  sexual  tastes  allowed  him  to  display  the  correct  amount  of  sadism  during interrogations. He had never met a woman who had complementary desires, and in the past had usually found  relief  with  those  prostitutes  who  specialised  in  being  spanked  and  caned,  and  who  had  been willing  to  entertain  his  unusual  requirements.  He  turned  to  Muller  and  said,  "See,  she  is  starting  to suffer. Soon she will be in hell." Having planted that misdirecting thought in Muller's mind, he turned back to Tom and risked a small, admiring smile. 

Tom  had  been  stabbing  the  jagged  dildo  into  her  body  for  nearly  an  hour  now,  and  her  the muscles  of  her  thighs  and  arms  screamed  with  pain.  Her  pussy  felt  like  a  skinned  knee,  raw  and stinging, and every stroke of the dildo created a fresh sting of pain. Sweat dripped from her body onto the floor and her hair clung in twisted strands to her head and neck. Jan's smile acted like a charge of electricity to her system, and she felt like a runner getting her second wind. 

Jan said, "This pain can end at any time. Just confess and tell me what I want to know and you can rest and have a nice cool drink. Why do this to yourself?" 

Tom shook her head and continued raping herself, panting regularly in time with the motion of her arm. She switched hands when the muscles of her arm agonisingly cramped to immobility. 

Jan slowly walked around the straining, quivering woman as she struggled with her obscene self punishment. When her body blocked his arm from Muller's vision, he reached out and gently stroked her back, before returning to his position in front of her. He pulled a chair over, sat down, and calmly crossed his legs. Inwardly, he was concerned that Tom would not be able to last much longer. She was mentally and physically exhausted and he was afraid that she would break when she was subjected to severe pain. 

Finally after more than two hours, Tom's muscles could not take any more, and she fell to the ground  with  a  cry  of  alarm  as  she  lost  control  of  her  cramped  legs.  Her  entire  body  convulsed  and spasmed and she moaned from the racking pain. 

Jan caught a glimpse of her pussy as her legs moved apart spastically and saw that the lips were badly swollen and raw, with  fluid  dripping out  of her vaginal opening. He turned to  Muller and said, 

"Get some salt and more drinking water. She is overheated and badly dehydrated. I don't want her heart to stop." 

Muller nodded and obediently ran out of the room. 

Alone for a moment, Jan stroked Tom's forehead and said, "You'll feel better in a moment when you  get  some  water  and  salt  in  you."  He  massaged  her  quivering  thighs,  digging  his  fingers  into  the tight muscles. 

Tom  winced  as  a  calf  muscle  cramped  again,  but  gave  Jan  a  tight,  determined  grin.  "Don't worry. You won't break me that easily." Her cheeks reddened even more, but she looked into his eyes and said, "If it was just you and me, I might even find some of this quite enjoyable." 

Jan patted her thigh and said, "How is your … " 

Tom smiled. "My fanny? It's pretty sore." She looked up at him shrewdly. "I get the feeling that you enjoyed watching me hurt myself there." 

It was Jan's turn to blush. "I know it sounds terrible, but torturing women there is a particular fetish of mine. Under the circumstances I must sound like a monster." 

Tom shook her head and said, "I liked you watching me." She didn't have time to say any more as Muller came trotting back into the room with a tray containing a large jug of water, a shaker of salt from the staff canteen, a tin cup and a teaspoon. 

Jan said, "Good. Now mix a little salt in a mug of water and give it to me." He lifted Tom's head onto his lap and slowly fed the water to her, and then a second cup without the salt. He poured a third cup  and  put  it  on  the  floor  and  lowered  her  head  back  to  the  ground.  He  stood  up  and  signalled  for Muller  to  follow  him  to  the  other  side  of  the  room.  "I  think  that's  enough  for  today.  She's  going  to continue to be weak for many hours and I think her Fotze will give her a bad night. Come to think of it, chain her to the wall and come back in about half an hour. She should be able to walk by then. Take her to the bathroom and give her a normal shower to wash the sweat off of her. No high pressure hose. She would probably fall over and crack her head, or catch pneumonia and die. When she's dry take her to her cell and handcuff her to the head of her bed. Do not feed her. I think that I shall take her home with me tonight and make her sing for her supper. I might as well get some fun out of her, and the way her Fotze is,  a  good  fucking is  going  to  be hell  for  her."  He smiled at  Muller.  "You did  well today.  I am pleased." The praise made Muller stand straighter, and it ensured that he would follow Jan's orders to the letter and not take any liberties with Tom when Jan was out of sight. Jan could not attend to Tom himself, as that would have been out of character and suspicious. He walked back to the supine English woman and chuckled evilly. "I will see you later tonight for some personal persuasion." 




*** 

 

Apart from a few shoves and slaps, Muller followed orders and did not abuse Tom as he washed her up and took her back to her cell and fastened her to the bed. He did make her spread her legs to let him examine her pussy and he laughed when he saw it's raw and swollen state. Tom managed to look suitably  frightened and angry when Muller teased her about  the Kriminalrat's  plans for her tonight in his broken French and gave her pussy a pinch. Tom slumped when the door to her cell slammed shut and she heard the key turn in the lock. Her entire body was racked by aches and uncontrolled muscular tremors and her pussy throbbed painfully both from the dildo and the earlier session of sitting on the wooden ridge. The space between her vagina and her arse hole felt as if it had been beaten with a club and  she  guessed  that  it  was  badly  bruised  and  probably  black  and  blue. There  was  no  certainty  as  to when she might be rescued, even if Jan managed to get a message to London and they decided that it was worth the risk. She could be facing days and even weeks of torture, and it would only get worse, as her physical condition deteriorated and Jan was forced to employ ever harsher techniques. On the other hand, her discovery today that her teen aged sexual fantasies of torture and rape seemed to work in real life  gave  her  some  hope.  Jan  seemed  to  understand  what  she  only  dimly  grasped  herself,  and  if  he managed  to  maintain  a  sexual  element  in  her  torture,  she  might  be  able  to  hold  out  longer  than  she originally imagined. Although she had a fairly normal and conservative upbringing, her SOE training and  the  people  that  she  met  during  that  time  had  rapidly  broadened  her  horizons.  The  use  of  sexual lures has always been a part of espionage and assassination, and it was an advantage to be familiar with the more common perversions and deviations. She had learned that spanking and caning was popular with many people in Britain, and in Germany too, so she was able to accept her own newly discovered taste for punishment with equanimity. Still mulling on the subject of her sexuality she dropped off into an exhausted sleep. 



*** 



Tom was getting used to being woken by the crash of the cell door being flung open. She was pleasantly surprised to see Jan's face appear through the door instead of Muller or another guard. 

Jan paused at the door and said loudly, "Wake up spy. This is not a holiday resort. I have more questions  for  you."  He  closed  and  locked  the  door,  and  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed.  "How  are  you doing?" he asked. 

Tom smiled. "I'm coping. I don't suppose that you've heard from the Resistance?" 

Jan shook his head. "Not yet. We might get some news tonight." 

Tom raised her eyebrows. "We? Are you planning on spending the night? I'm afraid that I'm not equipped for guests." 

Jan smiled, relieved that she still retained her sense of humour. "No. Being a lecherous Gestapo agent, I am taking you home for some personal attention." 

"Ah, is that what it's called in the Gestapo?" she said. 

Jan produced a key for her handcuffs and said, "Remember, you're not supposed to be pleased at the prospect of being raped again, so watch your expression and the way you hold your body. Some of the men have a good deal of experience and they will spot any behaviour that looks out-of-place." 

Tom  stretched and rubbed her wrists.  She said,  "Don't  worry,  I'll just concentrate on how that wooden triangle thing made me feel between my legs." 

Jan was immediately concerned. "Are you hurting very badly? I chose it because it was a torture that justified using up more time and fit with my declared objective of keeping you looking undamaged so that Berlin can use you for propaganda films and photographs. 

Tom shook her head touched his arm. "No, it's not that bad, and I understand what you're trying to do." 

Jan helped her stand up and said, "All right. I'm going to handcuff your hands behind your back and  walk  you  naked  to  the  car.  It  is  part  of  the  process  of  breaking  your  spirit  by  shaming  you  and making you feel vulnerable and helpless. Are you ready?" 

Tom brushed her hair back with her fingers and put her wrists behind her back. She checked her expression  as  the  handcuffs  clicked  shut  around  her  wrists  and  she  slumped  her  shoulders  and  head sullenly.  She  braced  herself  as  the  door  opened  and  Jan  marched  her  down  the  stairs.  The  news  had spread through the building, and there were even a couple of German women from the administration section peeking from a doorway as she padded nakedly out of the building, shoved along by Jan. She sighed with relief when they got in his car, although it was uncomfortable sitting in the vehicle with her hands cuffed behind her. 

As Jan negotiated the car away from  the Gestapo headquarters and through the town, he said, 

"I'm sorry that I cannot unfasten your hands, but someone might see us and notice it. There are many elements  among  the  Wehrmacht  Heer  who  do  not  like  the  Gestapo  and  would  be  happy  to  have something to bring up against me." 

Tom shivered in the chill of the night. "It's all right. We do what we must. Are you taking much of a risk in taking me home like this?" 

Jan shrugged. "Most Gestapo officers abuse their powers in small ways, and sometimes in more serious  ways.  If  we  were  talking  about  gold  or  art  treasures,  a  report  to  my  superiors  by  a  jealous subordinate might draw dangerous attention. But using my authority to have sex with a very attractive prisoner won't ring any immediate alarm bells.  It might get me a black mark for poor judgement,  but somehow I don't think that I'm going to have a very long career in the Gestapo anyway." 

Tom glanced sideways at him and said, "You think I'm very attractive?" 

Jan  grinned.  "My  credentials  may  be  false,  but  my  eyes  work  perfectly  well  thanks.  I  think every man at headquarters is drooling and envying me at this moment. Perhaps a few women too." 

Tom  looked  down  at  her  knees  and  said,  "What  you  said  about  liking  to  torture  women's  … 

fannies, would you mind talking about that a bit?" 

Jan took his eyes off of the road and looked at her. "Why? Do I frighten you or disturb you?" 

Tom's voice lowered to a husky murmur. "No, not at all. I … I think that I might like it too." 

Jan said, "What, you want to join the Gestapo?" But before she could answer he added, "No, I'm sorry. You are trying to be honest and I should not be flippant. Pretending to be someone else for half of your  life  makes  you  try  to  avoid  honest  emotion.  Because  of  my  peculiarities,  I  have  never  had  a girlfriend  or  real  lover  in  my  entire  life.  I  have  always  felt  that  I  was  dealing  with  them  under  false pretences, even when  I  was  being myself. And  on the few occasions when  I did  try to  be honest, the look on their faces was enough to end any thought of romance or even friendship." 

Tom was tired and in pain, so Jan's joke hurt her more than it might have, and she prepared to retreat into angry silence. But she was surprised by his sudden reversal and his willingness to expose his own emotional pain. She realised that while she had just come to a partial understanding of her true sexual orientation, Jan had been hiding that aspect of his character for many years, and had been treated as a pervert by the very people that he wanted to like him, whenever he did expose his true self. She said, "That doesn't say very much for my prospects of finding a partner then." 

Jan  smiled.  "Don't  be  modest. You  are  a  really  beautiful  woman,  who  is  brave  and  intelligent too. Just be careful. I've met lots of other men who claimed that they enjoyed including sadism as part of their sex life. But on closer examination, it almost always turned out that what they meant was that they preferred women who would let them slap them around and treat them like door mats. What drives me  crazy  is  that  so  many  attractive  and  otherwise  intelligent  women  seem  to  prefer  men  who  will mistreat them." 

Tom  nodded.  "I've  seen  it  too.  It's  the  obsession  with  the  'bad  boy'. They  look  dangerous  and exciting and make the girls wet their knickers." 

Jan glanced at her and raised his eyebrows at her language. 

Tom blushed, but raised her head defiantly. "Girls talk dirty too. We just never let the boys hear us do it. Besides, just in case  you didn't notice, I'm sitting here naked with my hands chained behind my back. I don't think that modesty is one of my great concerns at the moment." 

Jan smiled. "Since you don't have any knickers on, it puts me at a disadvantage, as I can't tell if yours are wet." 

Tom said, "I suppose that you will just have to touch me there to see." She was shocked at her own daring and glanced at Jan to see if he was disgusted by her crudity. 

Jan caught her eye and said gently, "Is that an invitation?" 

She hesitated for a second and then nodded and grinned. "You know, I think that it is." 

"Aren't you a bit sore for that right now?" Jan asked. 

Excited by her new found brazenness, Tom said, "Not if you're the one who is touching me." 

Jan grinned and said, "There is a serious risk that I will lose control of the car and kill both of us." Then his face turned serious. "There is something I need to tell you before we get to the house." 

Tom noted his change in tone and twisted her shoulders to face him. "What is it?" 

Jan  said,  "Well,  you  recall  the  Resistance  contact  that  I  told  you  about? The  one  that  was  my French mistress?" 

"Was?" Tom said, astutely catching the tense he used. 

"She tried to assassinate me last night after she heard about your capture. That did put a bit of a damper  on  our  relationship,  and  I'm  not  sure  how  it  will  affect  my  communications  with  the Resistance." he said. 

"It must have come as a nasty shock," Tom said. 

Jan shook his head. "I always knew that it might come to that one day." 

Tom  felt  an  unexpected  pang  of  jealousy  and  said,  "Did  she  have  a  taste  for  –  what  was  that term I saw in the library, ah yes, sado-masochism, too?" 

Jan caught the edge in her voice. "She claimed to, but never allowed me to do very much to her 

apart from the occasional light spanking, until last night when she used it as a diversion just before she tried to stab me in the back with a dagger." 

Tom had a strange feeling of relief, although she told herself that it was ridiculous. 




*** 

 

Jan's appropriated house had a high, wrought iron fence around the grounds and a large double gate at the main entrance. He felt a bit guilty that he had never bothered to find out what had happened to the original French owner.  A guardhouse had been built outside the gate and was manned by Waffen SS troops, who crashed to attention when his car pulled up. The guards discreetly kept their eyes above the level of the car's roof, ignoring the naked woman in the passenger seat. Tom's trained eye spotted a roving patrol making its way around the perimeter. 

Jan  noticed  her  attention  to  the  security  arrangements  and  said,  "There's  a  small  gate  in  the fence at the rear of the grounds. Only I have the keys. It opens out to a path into the woods and down to the river." 

Tom said, "That's  good to know." She felt comforted by the way he took pains to brief her on such things as potential escape routes. 

Jan said, "There are no resident serving staff, except for a German female cook." The car pulled up near to the front door. He said, "I'm afraid that the drive is surfaced with gravel." 

Tom  had  to  wait  for  Jan  to  open  her  door  and  help  her  out  of  the  car. As  he  had  warned,  the gravel was uncomfortable for her bare feet, but she ignored this minor discomfort and followed him to the door. 

Jan led her to the sitting room after she had brushed off the chips of gravel embedded in her feet using the doormat, and seated her on the sofa where Aimee had tried to kill him. There was a tap on the door and a middle aged woman appeared in the portal. 

"Shall I serve you dinner here, Mien Herr?" she asked. 

Jan smiled. "Yes Nora. I'm hungry so your excellent cooking will be most welcome." 

The  cook  eyed  the  naked,  handcuffed  woman  coolly  and  said,  "Will  you  be  needing  an  extra place setting Mien Herr?" 

Jan appeared to consider the matter and sighed. "I suppose that she has to be fed. Yes,  I might was well do it here. Did you prepare enough food?" 

Since the headquarters staff had notified Nora of Jan's "guest" before hand, she had prepared for the  eventuality.  "Of  course  Mien  Herr,"  she  said.  "I  also  prepared  some  more  in  case  Mademoiselle Aimee should decide to drop in for dinner." 

Jan gave her small bow. "As efficient and thoughtful as always Nora. You are a treasure beyond price." 

Nora beamed and bustled away to fetch the food, and returned with a serving trolley laden with steaming food. 

When she had set everything out, Jan said, "I think that I can manage from here. Why don't you have an early night." 

Nora gave the naked woman on the sofa a knowing glance and nodded. "Thank you Mien Herr. 

Enjoy  your  meal,"  she  said,  again  looking  at  Tom  rather  than  the  food.  Herr  Hartmann  had  always treated her well and she in  turn was  extremely loyal  to  him. She bowed and backed out  of the room, closing the door behind her. 

When  he  was  certain  that  Nora  had  gone  into  the  back  of  the  house,  he  unfastened  Tom's handcuffs, leaving them on the seat behind her. "If anyone turns up, put your hands behind your back. 

If necessary, I'm sure that you can slip the cuffs on without my help." He waved at the food. "You must be  starving,  so  help  yourself."  For  the  next  half  hour,  they  concentrated  on  eating  and  limited  their conversation to light matters, as if it was a normal thing for a female dinner guest to be naked. 

They had just finished dessert when there was a rap on the door. Tom scrambled to assume her position on the sofa. 

Jan stood and said, "Who is it?" 

Through  the  door  the  voice  said,  "Unterscarführer  Schulz  Mien  Herr. You  have  a  visitor.  It  is Mademoiselle Aimee, Mien Herr. Shall I bring her in?" 

Jan  said,  "Yes  Unterscarführer.  Escort  her  in."  His  use  of  the  word  "escort"  told  the  Corporal that the "guest" should be searched and not allowed to wander freely around the premises. He went the coat rack next to the door and brought back a housecoat, which he placed on the seat next to Tom. "You can put this on as soon as the guard has left." 

Tom was surprised by his consideration for her feelings. Most men would not have realised that she  would  feel  particularly  embarrassed  to  have  to  sit  naked  in  front  of  a  woman  who  was  both  a Resistance member and his ex-mistress. "Thank you," she said. 

There was another rap on the door, and Jan said "Enter." The door opened and Unterscarführer Schulz ushered Aimee into the room. Jan nodded and said, "That will be all Unterscarführer." 

The soldier saluted and quietly closed the door. 

Aimee  stared  curiously  at  Tom,  who  had  donned  the  house  coat  and  stood  facing  the  French woman. Aimee looked surprised as she said, "This is the British agent?" 

Tom  nodded.  She  stepped  forward  and  shook Aimee's  hand.  "Tomasina  Meadows.  Pleased  to meet you." 

Aimee frowned suspiciously. "You look to be in very good shape for a prisoner of the Gestapo." 

Expressionless,  Tom  silently  pulled  the  dressing  gown  open,  revealing  her  heavily  wealed breasts and the bruises and marks that covered her body. 

Aimee gasped. "I'm sorry. I did not know … " 

Tom smiled and said, "That's all right. Herr Hartmann has managed to minimise the damage so far, although I am certain that it is going to get worse in the following days." 

Jan said, "Which is why we are eager to hear if you have any news for us." 

Aimee said suspiciously, "Herr Hartmann? Has he not told you about – " 

Tom interrupted her. "I am well aware of Jan's real identity. However he has not told me his real name because I might call out to him using the wrong name under extreme torture. I can't reveal what I don't know." 

Aimee looked abashed. "Once again I must apologise. You are a truly courageous woman." She looked  at  Jan  and  said,  "The  news  is  neither  good  nor  bad.  They  have  agreed  to  pass  on  a  message under the terms that we discussed, although they are still very suspicious. I may be able to change their attitude after I report what I saw tonight." 

Jan  said,  "I  have  a  message  dictated  by  Mademoiselle  Meadows,  which  contains  information and code words from her which should tell London that she is not acting under force. Of course, they will still be suspicious of me, but I have hopes that they can verify my story too." He handed Aimee a metal cigar tube. "The message is in here." 

Aimee smiled and Tom and said, "Pardon me." She lifted her skirt and pulled aside the crotch of her knickers. With a grimace, she pushed the rounded head of the tube into her pussy, and inserted the entire object into her body before readjusting her knickers. "As I am still a 'friend' of Herr Hartmann, the  guards  will  not  probe  too  deeply  when  they  search  me  on  my  departure,  so  it  ought  to  be  safe enough." She moved towards Jan and said, "I don't know how this will all work out, but I want you to know that I truly do believe you." 

Jan indicated to Tom for her to resume her handcuffed position on the sofa. "I'm sorry, I have to fasten  your  legs  if  I  am  to  leave  you  alone." With Tom  safely  secured,  he  led Aimee  out  to  the  front door  where  the  guard  was  waiting  and  watched  as  his  former  lover  walked  away  into  the  night. 

Although he felt that he could trust Tom, he was relieved to find her still seated on the sofa when he returned. He reached into his leather overcoat as he turned to lock the door and removed his Walther 

PPK from the pocket of his coat. A quick check showed that it was still fully loaded. His gun cleaning kit was in a small drawer under the coffee table and he bought it out after he had unfastened the cuffs from Tom's ankles. Setting his gun down next to the metal case of the cleaning kit, he turned his head towards Tom and said, "What do you think?" 

Tom stared levelly at him and said, "About your little friend? She's trying to gain your trust, but she was lying when she said that she absolutely believed you." 

Jan nodded. "I think so too. That could be a problem if her opinion influences the others in her group." He shook his head. "We'll just have to deal with that when the time comes." He moved to the sofa and said, "What about you. How are you feeling? I would like to check you over, if you trust me to do that." 

Tom nodded. "I'm tired and frightened, and I hurt down there." She paused and looked at Jan. 

"I'm also feeling inexplicably randy as well." 

Jan said, "Let me check you over, and then I'll run a hot bath. I'm afraid we will have to share the tub. Nora will hear the water running and she might get suspicious if she sees that I haven't bathed in the morning." He touched her arm. "After that, we'll see about your other needs, if you're still in the mood." He gently pushed her down on the sofa and checked her over for serious injuries. The skin and flesh  over  her  cheekbones  were  badly  bruised  from  the  slaps that  she  had  received,  but  there  was  no indication of fractures or damage to her jaw bone. He moved down to her breasts, and he checked the weals for open cuts. Splinters were unlikely as he had used a leather wrapped riding crop. One of her nipples was badly swollen, but again, there did not seem to be any serious damage. She had not been seriously  kicked  or  punched,  and  her  back  and  belly  did  not  show  any  marks  that  might  indicate internal  injuries.  Below  her  hips,  she  was  covered  with  fingermarks,  bruises  and  weals.  Her  pubic mound  was  covered  with  traces  of  blue  and  yellow  and  dark  red.  He  gently  urged  her  legs  apart  and hissed at the state of the flesh between her legs. The entire area looked like she had been badly beaten, and marks covered her thighs. When he pushed her knees upwards, he could see blood where Muller's rape had torn her anus. Finally, her pussy lips were swollen and obviously sore. He pointed at her pussy and said, "May I?" 

Tom bit her lip and nodded. She winced in pain  as he gently spread her pussy lips and leaned closer to examine her vagina. She felt his warm breath on the sore, sensitive tissues of her pussy and despite the pain, she felt a tingling in her uninjured clitoris. 

Jan  said,  "You  don't  seem  to  be  badly  injured  anywhere,  although  the  bruising  between  your legs is quite bad. A hot bath will help sooth much of the swelling and I have some aspirin tablets that will  help  ease  the  pain."  He  made  some  sandwiches  from  the  left  overs  of  their  dinner,  which  he wrapped  in  a  napkin.  "It  would  be  suspicious  of  me  to  feed  you  breakfast  tomorrow,  but  these sandwiches should do." He held out his hand and helped her up from the sofa. She leaned against him as he replaced the handcuffs on her wrists, and he had to admit that the feel of her warm body was most pleasant. He put on his coat and put the sandwiches in one pocket and his pistol and cleaning kit in the other and then let Tom out of the sitting room and up the stairs to his bedroom. With the door safely locked, he unfastened the handcuffs and put  the sandwiches  and pistol  into  the drawer of his  bedside table. He started the water running in the bath, and then returned to the bedroom to an awkward silence. 

Tom  winced  and  gingerly  sat  on  the  bed.  She  smiled  at  Jan  and  patted  the  bed  beside  her. 

"Come and sit with me. I could use some comforting right now." 

Jan lowered himself onto the bed beside her, but refrained from touching her. He did not want to do  anything  that  might  turn  her  opinion  against  him.  He  was  surprised  when  she  leaned  her  body against  his  and  rested  her  head  on  his  shoulder.  His  arm  naturally  went  around  her  shoulder  and  he heard her sigh as she snuggled up to him. He felt a strong attraction for her, but he told himself that her affection could be based solely on fear and loneliness, as well as the subconscious need for protection and kindness in a deadly situation. Whatever the reason, she felt really good in his arms. 

Tom was also uncertain what she felt about Jan. After all, they had only known each other for 

two days.  On the other  hand, she had seen him  demonstrate kindness, bravery  and self sacrifice.  She knew that his subordinates respected and liked him. And she sensed that he like her and was attracted to her. The feel of his arm around her bare shoulders was both soothing and erotic. She lifted her head and found that he was looking down at her and she tilted her face in unmistakable invitation. His lips met hers, and suddenly her doubts were gone. Whether this was just her body's desperate instinct to mate and reproduce in the face of death, or the real thing, all she knew was that she wanted it and she wanted him. 

Jan suddenly remembered the bath, and gently pulled away from her arms. He kissed her on the forehead and said, "Time for our bath." 

On an impulse, Tom pulled him towards her. She felt her face turning a flaming red as she said, 

"Remember what I said about my knickers in the car? Well I want you to check right now." 

Jan looked at her in surprise. He said, "It will hurt." 

Tom smiled and said, "Pains of love be sweeter far, than any other pleasures are." 

Jan  chuckled.  He  nodded  and  said,  "John  Dryden.  My  English  teacher  was  a  romantic."  His fingers  touched  her  thigh,  feather  soft,  and  he  felt  them  slowly  spread  apart.  His  fingertips  drifted across the bruise mottled plain of her inner thigh until they reached the edge of her mound. When Tom nodded, he let his touch move to the heat of her swollen pussy. Her breath came fast and warm against his cheek as he finally touched her red, puffed up labia. 

Tom  hissed  in  pain,  but  she  quickly  said,  "Go  ahead.  It's  all  right."  The  sting  and  throbbing caused by his  touch  grew into a sweet,  aching throb that matched the pounding of her heart, and she moaned softly and pushed her hips up to meet his touch. Her fingers dug into his back as he wormed a finger between her lips, and she uttered a satisfied gasp as he discovered the secret, hidden pool of her moisture. 

Jan's  fingertip  dived  in  and  gambolled  within  that  secret  pool,  soaking  in  the  warmth  of  her desire, and then lifted out, glittering and sparkling in the lights of the room. He showed it to her, and then he slipped it into his mouth and drank from her fountain. 

Tom's  spirit  danced  when  he  smiled,  and  she  gasped  like  a  little  girl  when  he  demonstrated amazing  strength  by  lifting  her  up  from  the  sofa  with  his  arms  and  effortlessly  carried  her  to  the bathroom, where the steam of the hot water clouded the room. He lowered her to the ground and she sat on  the  toilet  seat  to  watch  as  he  undressed.  As  indicated  by  his  strength,  his  body  was  lean  and powerful, with a long, thin scar running along his ribs beneath his left arm. 

Jan saw the direction of her gaze and said, "A dissatisfied customer." 

She had been too  distraught  at  the time of her supposed rape in  his  office to  notice any detail about his cock, but now it bobbed in front of her face in its full glory, a salute and tribute to her charms. 

She said, "I have to question you taste in women, if a bruised and battered specimen like me can cause this sort of reaction." She stretched out her hand softly closed her fingers around his shaft and added, 

"However, it certainly does wonders for my ego." 

Jan grinned and said, "If you're going to fish for complements, you had better get in the water." 

She waved his cock around and said, "I'll have to borrow your rod." She stepped gingerly into the steaming water, supported by Jan's arm, and she waited until he joined her before lowering herself into the liquid warmth. Jan was behind her and she sat between his legs and leaned against his chest. 

The  heat  made  the  deep  bruises  between  her  thighs  throb  painfully  and  she  gripped  his  knees  and gasped. 

Jan  slid  his  arms  around  her  waist  and  held  her.  "I  know  it  hurts,  but  it  will  feel  better  in  a moment." 

Tom nodded and sniffed. "That smells nice. What is it?" 

Jan kissed her shoulder and said, "Perfumed bath salts. I had some left from before the war that I  bought  in  Paris.  It  will  help  sooth  your  pain."  Both  of  them  were  exhausted,  and  they  dozed companionably in the warmth and security of the bath for nearly an hour before the water cooled too 

much to be comfortable. 

Tom felt much better as she stepped out of the tub. Jan helped her dry off, carefully patting her weals and her hair. She wrapped a hand towel around her hair and she took his hand and let him to the bed. She slipped under the blankets and watched solemnly as he joined her. "This is the first time that I've been naked in bed with a man," she said softly. 

Jan put his arm around her and said, "I know that I have said this before, but are you sure that you want to start this. Tomorrow, I am going to have to hurt you badly. Is this going to make it harder for you?" 

Tom  buried  her  face  in  his  chest  and  then  shook  her  head.  "The  worst  part  of  torture  is  the horror and fear that comes from knowing that the person who is doing it wants to destroy you, to break not just your body but your mind and soul. What ever you do to me tomorrow and the days to come, I will know that  you are not  driven by hate or duty." She grinned and poked him playfully in  the side. 

"And if you get a bit of enjoyment out of it, so much the better." 

Jan kissed her and said, "I just don't want you to hate me." 

Tom kissed him back. "Tomorrow, you will not be taking from me. I will be giving the gift of my pain  to  you. That  will make me strong." She pushed him on to  his  back and straddled his  thighs. 

"But tonight I want you to give this to me," she said, cupping her hands around his cock. 

Jan knew that despite the bath, it was going to hurt her a lot to take his cock into her pussy. But he also realised that she wanted to feel their joining, and to be able to make love to him while her body was still not too broken to be able to enjoy it. He pressed his lips to her neck and cautiously stroked her body like someone trying to pet a frightened fawn. 

With  a  sigh  of  exasperation, Tom  took  hold  of  his  hand  and  pressed  it  firmly  over  her  breast. 

She felt a twinge of pain from the whip marks and bruises, but the pain was insignificant compared to the pleasure and satisfaction that his touch generated. Her nipple tightened and rose to greet his hand, and she guided his palm in a firm, circular motion that massaged both nipple and breast. Her other hand pressed on his shoulder, urging his head down to her other nipple and she gasped with pleasure as his lips closed over her waiting bud. She said, "I'll tell you if I'm in too much pain. Now please just fuck me." 

Jan  chuckled  in  surrender,  and  went  to  work  on  her  breasts  with  obvious  enthusiasm  and  no more than normal caution. He was rewarded by a great deal of writing and moaning, which, judging by her grip on his ears, indicated enjoyment rather than discomfort. He discovered that Tom's nipples were very sensitive indeed when he managed to bring her a small orgasm just by sucking on them. While she was distracted by her climax, Jan made his way down her belly and into the valley formed by her wide spread  thighs.  He  kissed  and  licked  the  insides  of  her  thighs  and  backs  of  her  knees,  and  then  right down to the hollows above the large tendon that joined her thighs to her pussy. He realised that he had been hesitating about touching her pussy, so he slid his hands down from her knees, across the smooth skin of her inner thighs and on to her hips, so that his forearms held her legs spread wide apart. By now he had grown used to the welts and bruises that covered the entire area between her thighs and they did not  alarm  him  or  fill  him  with  guilt.  He  planted  a  moist  kiss  on  her  swollen  labia,  which  protruded prominently from her slit, and then began to lick. 

The  touch  of  Jan's  lips  on  her  pussy  had  actually  hurt  quite  a  lot,  but  Tom  forced  herself  to remain still and silent, knowing that if she moaned or made any sign of pain, Jan would be frightened off and would stop touching her pussy. Back when she had been just a normal girl in England, she had hardly ever thought about oral sex, and if she did, it was to wonder whether her boyfriend or husband would demand it of her, and how she would react. None of the men that she had known, even the other trainees  in  the  SOE  school  at  Beaulieu,  had  ever  mentioned  wanting  to  perform  cunnilingus  on  their partners,  although  she  had  heard  jokes  about  muff  diving  when  they  thought  that  she  was  out  of earshot.  However,  as  soon  as  Jan  had  done  it  to  her  that  morning,  she  knew  that  she  was  going  to demand lots of it from any lover who ever hoped to have a chance of getting his thing inside her. As 

Jan's  tongue  began  to  trace  the  lips  of  her  sex,  she  forgot  about  everything  except  the  incredible pleasure  that  he  was  giving  her.  Surprisingly,  the  pain  that  he  caused  by  his  touch  did  not  seem  to detract  from  her  enjoyment.  In  fact,  it  seem  to  add  spice  to  the  sensation,  like  the  bite  of  pepper sprinkled  liberally  on  shepherd's  pie.  She  found  herself  making  all  sorts  of  embarrassing  noises,  and pressed  her  forearm  over  her  mouth  to  muffle  her  cries.  In  her  imagination,  she  could  imagine  the German  cook  downstairs  listening  to  her  cries  and  grinning.  When  Jan's  tongue  started  circling  her clitoris,  she  replaced  her  forearm  with  a  folded  corner  of  the  blanket,  biting  down  hard  to  prevent screams  of  operatic  magnitude  from  frightening  the  guards  patrolling  the  grounds.  She  could  feel streams of moisture flowing from her pussy and she blushed at the thought of leaving a large damp spot on Jan's sheets. She clawed at the blankets as she came, the delicate tendons of her throat quivering like violin strings, and she whimpered when he didn't stop. He continued to lick at her agonisingly sensitive sex, and she wanted to squeeze her legs together or to pull him off of her quivering pussy. Instead, she forced her legs to spread even wider and threw her arms out to her sides, spreading herself out like a sacrifice to the gods of sexual pleasure. She flung her head from side to side, spreading her hair over the pillow like a halo of ancient bronze, and then arched up off of the bed as she came again. 

From experience, Jan knew that women felt less pain when highly stimulated, so as soon as she stopped convulsing from her latest orgasm, he moved forward on his knees and skilfully drove his cock into her wet pussy with a single stroke. Without the need to fuck her to climax, Jan slowly and gently slid  his  cock  in  and  out  of  her  scratched  and  sore  vagina,  letting  her  feel  the  stiffness  of  his  cock moving deep in her body, and enjoying the sensation of her warm, slippery sheath wrap around him. He was still hurting her, but her eyes told him what this was what she wanted. 

Tom  made  soft,  moaning  sounds  as  Jan  fucked  her.  She  let  the  pain  show  in  her  face,  but complemented it with the welcoming clasp of her arms and legs. As he fucked her, she whispered into his ear, "It hurts so good. Your cock feels like a burning torch plunging in and out of me, burning my cunt. You like it, don't  you? I love the fact that my pain excites you. I'm yours to play with, fuck me, hurt me, any way you like. I think that I can even come from the pain." 

Her soft, obscenely erotic whispers filled Jan's mind like floating sheets of dark red silk, giving him  feelings  that  he  had  never  experienced  before.  Opium  dreams  of  pain  and  torture  swirled  and mixed  with  the  sight  of  her  beautiful,  straining  face  and  the  feel  of  her  strong,  lithe  body  writhing against  his,  transporting  him  to  a  different  world  filled  with  infinite  pleasure.  Finally,  even  the  slow steady stroking of his cock in her tight, hot pussy brought him to the edge of cliff, and he pulled out of her with a moan of despair. 

Tom had been waiting for the moment, knowing that he would not come inside of her. Ignoring the pain of sprained and aching muscles, she pushed Jan onto his back and straddled his head with her knees. She said, "Look at my fanny. See how swollen and sore you have made it. See my bruises and imagine how much it hurt when you pressed your body against mine." She took a deep breath and drew his cock deep into her mouth, tasting her juices and her blood. 

Jan looked up at the rose red mass of her battered pussy and gasped as her mouth closed over him, licking and sucking. He was right at the edge, and it only took him moments to explode, pumping gushes of white, sticky semen onto her tongue. He felt her swallow and suck some more. His cock was so sensitive that it bordered on pain, but he allowed her to suck and nurse his cock until it finally began to shrink and soften. 

Tom swallowed and licked around her mouth, trying to remove all traced of his sperm. She did not know how he might react to his own semen on her lips, and she wanted everything to be perfect on this  night. Then she tiredly turned and pressed her hot,  damp  body  against  his. She wanted to  cuddle and talk, and she was afraid that he would fall asleep as her more experienced friends had told her all men would after sex, but she felt a glow of satisfaction and happiness as his arms went around her and he kissed her  cheek. He  held  her and they  whispered  and laughed  and dreamed,  creating a bubble of warmth and happiness around them that held the horror of reality at bay for a little while. 

 




Chapter Four 

Kriminalassistent Bauer was on his way to pay a morning visit to the two French women who were effectively his sex slaves, when he met Angesteller Muller in the corridor. "Guten Morgen Muller. 

What are you doing standing around like that?" 

Despite Bauer's friendly greeting, Muller knew that the man was both cruel and ambitious, and not to be trusted. He stiffened and extended his arm in a salute. "Heil Hitler. Guten Morgen Herr Bauer. 

I  am  waiting  for  Herr  Hartmann  and  the  British  prisoner.  It  is  my  responsibility  to  prepare  her  for interrogation later in the morning when Herr Hartmann is ready." 

Bauer's eyes narrowed in speculation. "Herr Hartmann took the woman back to his house for a little playtime eh?" he asked jovially. 

"It  is  not  for  me  to  speculate  about  Herr  Hartmann's  actions  Herr  Bauer,"  Muller  replied cautiously. 

Bauer's  smile  was  more  of  a  baring  of  the  teeth.  "Of  course.  Quite  right.  You  are  to  be commended  for  your  discretion.  Carry  on Angesteller."  He  spun  around  and  headed  towards  the  cell holding the two women, but for the moment his thoughts were on other matters. 




*** 

 

The morning for Tom was a bitter sweet experience. On one hand, it was marvellous to wake up next  to  the  man  that  she  was  growing  to  love.  On  the  other  hand,  she  was  going  back  to  Gestapo headquarters  for  another  day  of  real  torture.  She  did  not  feel  like  eating,  but  she  forced  herself  to swallow the sandwiches that Jan had thoughtfully prepared the previous night. She was going to need all the energy that she could get. She leaned against Jan as he had his breakfast and shared his coffee. 

Jan's concerns were different but just as worrying. He was determined to protect Tom from the more  savage  tortures  such  as  the  branding  irons  and  spikes  under  the  fingernails,  but  with  Muller watching, he could not be seen to be obviously being lenient with her either. He had considered using water torture, but there was the risk of damage to her lungs and broken bones. He decided that he could justify  not  using  it  on  the  same  grounds  as  the  other  methods  –  that  there  was  too  much  risk  of permanent damage. He cleaned his pistol and made sure that it was in perfect working order, and then, unable  to  put  it  off  any  longer,  he  gave  her  and  kiss  and  led  her  downstairs.  Both  of  them  looked suitably  grim  as  he  drove  her  back  to  headquarters,  with  her  hands  securely  handcuffed  behind  her back. At least he was able to spare her the cold water hose shower and having to use the toilet in public. 

During the drive, Tom worked on her attitude. She must not accidentally smile at Jan, or look to him for help if Muller or another guard was assigned to hurt her. Until they were alone again, Jan was only  another Gestapo interrogator. But  the knowledge that Jan would kill her before the pain  became unbearable, or her will broke under the stress and exhaustion of the questioning, reduced the temptation to panic. 

Jan greeted Muller with a smile. He was surprised when the  young Angesteller indicated with his  head  that  he  wanted  a  private  word  with  him.  He  nodded,  and  then  pushed Tom  against  the  door frame  and  said  "Don't  move."  He  moved  back  down  the  steps  and  out  of  the  building,  followed  by Muller. He said, "Yes Muller. You have something for me?" 

Muller appeared uneasy, but determined to speak. "Yes Mien Herr. It may be nothing at all, but I met Herr Bauer this morning, and he showed great interest in the British spy and what you were doing with her. I should not say this of a superior officer, but I do not trust Herr Bauer. I do not mean that he is  a traitor or criminal,  but  he is  a very  ambitious man and always thinks of his  own interests first.  I 

have the feeling that he has his own plans for her," he said, nodding his head at Tom. He snapped to attention and said, "I apologise if I have behaved improperly in speaking to you this way Mien Herr." 

Jan  shook  his  head  calmly.  "You  should  be  careful  who  you  say  such  things  to,  Muller. 

However, I appreciate your loyalty – and your warning," he said, letting Muller understand that he took him seriously. "Is there anything else?" 

Muller hesitated, but it was apparent that he had something else on his mind. 

Jan said, "You may speak freely. I give you my word that nothing you say will be held against you." 

Muller  nodded  gratefully  and  said,  "It  is  about  myself,  Mien  Herr.  I  had  joined  the Kriminalpolizei just before the war started. But when the Reich extended its protection to France, there was a great shortage of men in the Gestapo who spoke French and it was 'suggested' that I apply for a transfer from KRIPO to the Gestapo, and here I am." 

"But?" prompted Jan. 

Muller raised his head proudly. "I am a loyal German, and I will serve the Reich in any way that I  can,  but  I  feel  that  I  am  not  suited  to  working  in  the  Gestapo.  In  the  KRIPO,  we  were  harsh  with criminals, but we were professionals, and we did not … " 

Jan studied the young man's face. "Torture? Rape?" 

Muller nodded miserably. He said,  "I have watched  you Mien Herr, and  you do not  abuse the prisoners even when you are required to torture them. I am trained to observe details, and I can see that the prisoner that you took to your home looks better than when she left  yesterday. I do not doubt that you questioned her, and I do not blame you if you had sex with her, for she is very attractive. But I can see  that  she  does  not  look  at  you  with  fear  and  loathing.  On  the  other  hand,  I  have  seen  what  Herr Bauer does to the two women in his custody, and he boasts that he will let the other men fuck them in exchange for money before he tortures them to death. Most of the others just laugh and applaud, so I stay silent. Please Mien Herr, can you release me from the Gestapo and allow me to return to KRIPO?" 

Jan sighed. "War makes harsh demands on us all, but I would not force a man to act against his conscience. Very well, prepare a formal request for transfer and I shall approve it. I suggest that you do it today." 

Muller grinned and shook Jan's hand. "Thank you Mien Herr. I shall be eternally grateful." 

Jan smiled. "Perhaps you will be able to return the favour one day." 

Muller  saluted  and  went  to  take  Tom  back  to  her  cell.  There  was  a  spring  in  his  step  as  he thought of returning to Germany. 

Jan rubbed his jaw thoughtfully as he followed them into the building and made his way to his office. Like any public servant, there was always paperwork to do, and his was piling up. He did  not want to be called to the carpet for failing to submit his reports on time. 




*** 

 

After lunch, Jan watched as  Muller let Tom  into the interrogation room and shut the door. He smiled  at  her  and  said,  "Ah,  Guten  Tag  Miss  Meadows. Are  you  feeling  more  talkative  today?  You know,  policemen,  even  in  the  Gestapo,  would  much  rather  be  drinking  coffee  and  filing  reports  than looking stern and questioning suspects. Sign the confession and give us the names of your contacts in Dinan and it will be all over." 

Tom stubbornly shook head and seated herself on the chair in front of the huge Nazi swastika. 

Jan sighed and turned to Muller, who was as usual, standing alertly beside the work table. Jan had signed and  approved the Angesteller's  transfer application before lunch, and the  ex-police officer would be returning to his old KRIPO unit in a week's time. "Remember my concerns about keeping her in  reasonable  shape  for  propaganda  films?  Well  I've  decided  to  spend  the  day  concentrating  on  her Fotze.  It's  the  ideal  spot  on  her  body  for  our  purpose.  Easy  to  cause  her  pain,  but  no  one  can  see 

anything."  He turned thoughtfully towards the shelves and said, "Keep an eye on her Muller, while I look for something." 

Muller stared dutifully at the naked woman. "I am watching her Mien Herr." 

There were several sacks stacked on the shelf for the convenience of the interrogators. Jan took one and dumped a selection of items in it, the last of which made a loud thump as it struck the floor. He returned to the middle of the room, bearing the sack like a nationalised Father Christmas. He placed it on the floor and extracted a short leather whip. "I'll need her legs drawn up and spread, so I suppose we will have to tie her to the chair. It's bolted to the floor, so it should do nicely to keep her in place." 

Muller nodded and picked up a coil of rope from under the chair. 

But before he could start tying her up, Tom said, "There's no need for that. I'm not afraid of you or your silly whip. I will open my legs for you, and keep them open." 

Jan  knew  that  Tom  wanted  to  be  able  to  move  quickly  in  the  event  of  an  emergency.  But  he needed a reason to agree to her request. He smiled and winked at Muller. "Very well. It will be amusing to see how long you can be brave. However, we will have to make this a real test of your courage. You will spread open your Fotze with your fingers, so that the whip can reach right inside it. Every time that you fail to  keep  your Fotze spread open for the whip,  I will stick one of these needles somewhere in your Fotze." He rummaged in the sack and produced a small tin. When he opened the lid, it revealed a strip  of heavy brown paper in  which  was neatly  stuck dozens  of large, pearl headed sewing pins.  He had been planning to use them on her after the whipping, but they served as a convenient penalty. From Muller's expression, Jan's plan sounded convincingly threatening. 

Tom  had found herself  making to offer to keep  her legs spread without  being  tied, before she even had time to consider the situation. Afterwards, she told herself that it was the logical thing to do in order to stay unbound in case they had to make a desperate attempt at escape. But deep down, she knew that  she  wanted  to  present  her  pussy  to  Jan's  whip.  She  wanted  to  feel  it  and  she  wanted  to  see  his expression  as  she  willingly  took  his  punishment.  She  realised  that  she  was  getting  wet  just  thinking about it and she prayed that Muller would not notice. Jan had moved to stand in front of her, slapping the  whip  against  his  palm  menacingly,  obviously  waiting  for  her  to  present  her  pussy. The  chair  was large  and heavy enough  for her to  easily slide her bottom  to  the edge,  far enough for her to  arch  her back, and to lift her feet up and brace her heels on the seat to either side of her bottom. The wood of the seat was not finely lacquered and polished, so she wouldn't slide off onto the floor when she began to sweat. Despite the risk, she paused to allow Jan to admire her pussy and to see the gleam of her juices. 

Then she reached her hands  down between her thighs  and used her thumbs  and tips  of her fingers  to pull  her  pussy  lips  apart.  She  recalled  the  medical  text  book  that  she  had  secretly  peeked  at  in  the library  when  she  was  much  younger,  and  the  illustration  of  the  female  genitalia  with  the  individual parts  clearly  labelled. According  to  the  illustration,  she  was  spreading  her  labia  majora,  leaving  her labia minora boldly standing out like the pink crinkled wings of a butterfly spreading its wings for the first time. She looked up, and Jan's admiring gaze told her that he thought her pussy was beautiful. 

Jan  drew  the  thongs  of  the  whip  over Tom's  pussy,  their  touch  as  soft  as  a  lover's  kiss.  "I  am going  to  whip  you  here,  and  it  is  going  to  hurt  you  very  much.  Is  this  really  necessary?  No  one  will ever know if you tell us what we want. Why submit yourself to this kind of pain?" 

Tom solemnly gazed at him and said, "It is necessary, because I will not talk." 

Jan felt his heart pound as he said, "So be it," and raised the whip. From the corner of his eye he could see that Muller was fascinated by the scene as well. His wrist flexed and the whip swished. The leather strands struck her widespread pussy with a loud "smack!". The very immobility of Tom's face told him how much had it hurt. He struck again, and he watched her body quiver as she absorbed the terrific  pain.  He  leaned  forward  as  if  to  examine  the  damaged  more  closely,  and  whispered,  "You're beautiful." Stepping back he said out loud, "Still feeling so brave? Don't be stupid. Talk." 

Tom inhaled deeply and said, "You tickle my fanny with that thing and then expect me to talk? 

Don't make me laugh." 

Jan hissed and feigned anger. "Very well. We shall see how long my tickling makes you laugh." 

He  flogged  her  pussy,  whipping  it  mercilessly,  laying  on  stroke  after  stroke,  until  her  inner  labia became rigidly swollen from the beating and her delicate, secret flesh became covered with dark weals and tiny abrasions. 

When  the  agony  became  unbearable,  Tom  began  to  scream,  the  whip  forcing  hoarse  cries  of pain from her straining throat. But still she refused to talk or to close her legs. 

Jan became frightened as  blood  began to  flow, but  he could  not stop whipping her pussy. The crack of the whip against her torn flesh beat against his ears until suddenly her head flopped backwards and she toppled from the chair. He dropped the whip and managed to catch her before her head struck the stone of the floor. He carefully lowered her to the ground and ordered Muller to fetch a bucket of water and a cloth. He looked at his watch and shook his head in amazement. He had been whipping her pussy for almost two hours. When Muller returned, he shook his head and said, "She's a stubborn one. 

I'm going to clean her up before I wake her. Then I'm going to try something else. She's going to need some healing time before I do that again or she might bleed to death or suffer a heart attack." The water in  the  bucket  and  the  towel  were  stained  with  crimson  as  he  gently  cleaned  and  soothed  her  ravaged pussy. 




*** 

 

Michelle  turned  from  the  window  and  faced  the  radio  operator.  "What  is  the  word  from London?" 

Marc  glanced  up  from  his  pad  and  said,  "I'm  nearly  done  with  the  decoding.  There,  I  am finished." He handed the scrap of paper to her. 

Michelle  frowned  at  Marc's  scribbled  handwriting  and  read,  "Identity  of  P  B  confirmed.  T's emergency  code  verified.  Rescue  authorised,  but  only  Lysander  available  tonight  8pm  your  time  at landing point A5." She sighed. "That's impossible. By the time we get a message to them and arrange an escape it will be too late." 

Aimee's face paled as she realised that Jan had been entirely truthful with her. She snatched the note from Michelle's hand and read it. She said, "No. If I tell him now, they might make it. They know me at Gestapo headquarters. They think that I am one of Jan's French informants. I can go to him now and say that I have an urgent message for him." 

Michelle shook her head. "It's a suicide mission. They will capture you as well as Tom and this strange man." 

Aimee looked into Michelle's eyes. "I have to try. I have the cyanide tablet that the doctor gave us. I will not betray you." 

Michelle sighed. "Go. May god be with  you.". She watched as Aimee dashed out of the house and turned to Marc. "Pack up the radio. We will abandon this place and go into hiding." 

Marc said, "You expect her to fail?" 

Michelle shrugged. "Do you honestly think that the three of them can just walk out of that place without raising suspicion? Even the Bosch are not that stupid." 




*** 

 

Tom opened her eyes. Someone was patting her face and the shaking was making her head spin. 

"Stop it. What's happening?" she mumbled. 

Jan nodded to Muller. "She's waking. Help me get her up on the chair." 

Tom was fully awake by the time they dumped her back on the chair. The impact on her bottom on the hard wooden seat applied sudden pressure to her whipped pussy and she cried out in pain. Her pussy was on fire. It hurt more than anything that she had ever imagined, and she wanted to just curl up 

and  die.  Then  she  remembered  where  she  was  and  what  had  happened.  She  looked  up  at  Jan's concerned  eyes  and  felt  her  strength  and  determination  return.  He  was  supporting  her  with  his  hands under  her  armpits  and  she  put  her  hands  on  his  forearms  as  if  for  support,  and  gave  him  a  discreet squeeze to tell him that she was all right. 

Jan wanted to hug her, but all he could do was to press her back with his fingertips. Reluctantly he let her go and stood up and looked over at Muller. "I think that she can sit up by herself." He pushed her firmly back against the chair, and then walked over to the table to pour himself a cup of cold, bitter coffee.  He  offered  Muller  a  cup  and  said,  "Let  her  rest  for  a  moment  to  recover  and  to  dwell  on  her pain. It may make her more reluctant to suffer any more punishment." 

Muller shook his head. "She is a brave and stubborn one," he said with a hint of admiration in his voice. 

Jan shook his head. "She presents a difficult problem. I doubt that she really knows anything of value to us other than some background information on how the SOE is training their agents. Anyone can be broken, but a drooling vegetable is of no use to us either. Headquarters may lose patience with me  before  we  get  a  result.  I  would  guess  that  we  have  at  most  a  week  before  someone  in  Berlin remembers  my  report  and  orders  me  to  send  her  off  to  a  prison  camp  where  she  will  be  eventually executed." 




*** 

 

Bauer was smoking a cigarette and fantasising about shoving a hot iron into Lisette's pussy. He wasn't actually going to do something like that  yet, as he still had uses for her pussy, including some money making ones. But once everyone was fed up with her …. " 

One  of  the  guards  looked  out  of  the  window  and  said,  "Hey,  isn't  that  Herr  Hartmann's  local informant?  I  wonder  what  she  wants  at  this  time  of  day.  I  heard  that  she  wasn't  living  with  Herr Hartmann any more. How come our informants are alley rats and drunken bums and he gets the sexy one?" 

Bauer frowned thoughtfully. The guard was right. The girl looked flushed and he could see her excitement,  even  though  she  was  trying  to  appear  calm.  He  decided  to  take  a  chance,  and  began walking towards the main corridor, where the French girl had been stopped by the desk officer. 

Aimee  smiled  at  the  officer  at  the  reception  desk  and  said,  "I  have  an  urgent  message  for Kriminalrat Hartmann. It is for his ears only." 

The Angesteller recognised Aimee and smiled back at the pretty girl. Herr Hartmann had given orders that she was to have access to him, so he nodded. "Please wait a moment Mademoiselle. I shall arrange for a guard to escort you to Herr Hartmann's office and to let him know that you are here." 

Bauer stepped up and put his hand on the junior officer's shoulder. "That will not be necessary Angesteller. I will take care of this person. Return to your duties." 

The  Angesteller  heard  the  edge  in  Bauer's  voice.  He  stiffened  and  nodded.  "At  once,  Herr Bauer," he said and turned away. He wanted nothing to do with any of Bauer's schemes. 

Bauer  barked  at Aimee,  "Come  with  me."  He  led  her  down  the  hallway  and  when  they  came level  with  the  empty  detention  room,  he  flung  open  the  door  and  shoved  the  startled Aimee  into  the room and slammed the door. 




*** 

 

Jan  judged  that  he  had  given  Tom  as  much  rest  as  he  dared  and  strode  back  to  confront  her again. "So, are you feeling more cooperative now? Surely you can see that you are suffering terribly for nothing. Agree to talk and this can end right now." 

The worst of the pain had faded, and Tom actually managed to experience an erotic flash as she 

remembered Jan's awed expression as he whipped her pussy. She gripped the edge of the seat with her hands, arched her back to thrust her breasts out, and spread her legs. "Are you tired of playing with my fanny already? You men are so fickle," she said to him with a gleam in her eye. 

Jan  struggled  to  keep  a  straight  face.  He  paused  to  make  sure  that  his  voice  sounded  serious before he said, "Ah, you want to play games. Well I have a game here that will make your Fotze jump with joy." He reached into his sack of goodies and pulled out a bulky metal object with a crank handle protruding  from  one  end  and  two  wires  from  the  other.  He  held  it  out  and  said  to  Muller,  "I  read  a report from our Vichy French allies on interrogation techniques, and one of their experts proposed the use of electricity as a method of torture. He listed the advantages as the lack of visible marks, minimal physical damage, at least in the short run, and the ease by which the intensity of the pain inflicted can be controlled." He twitched the thing he held in his hand. "This is a standard dynamo used to power our military field telephones. You just turn the crank to generate electricity, after having attached the leads to suitably sensitive parts of your subject's body. Usually this is the earlobes, nipples or genitals." He turned to Tom with an exaggerated fiendish grin. "In  your case Miss Meadows, we both know where that will be." 

Tom had no idea what it would feel like, but she trusted Jan to have a reason for choosing this method of torture. Defiantly, she smiled at him and said, "I'll wager that it's just another excuse so that you can play with my fanny." Despite the pain it caused her, she spread her legs wider and pushed her hips forward. "There, an open invitation," she said, deliberately echoing her earlier invitation to him. 

Jan winked at her and knelt down between her knees. The wires had metal clips attached to their ends  for  obvious  reasons.  Although  he  knew  that  it  would  hurt  Tom  badly,  he  gripped  one  of  her swollen inner labia and pulled it outwards. 

Tom gasped and her knuckles turned white as she squeezed the wooden seat hard. The pain was even worse when Jan fastened the jaws of the clip on her pussy lip, making tiny beads of sweat spring up  all  over  her  body. The  pain  doubled  when  he  repeated  the  process  on  the  other  lip.  She  reminded herself that worse was to come and braced herself against the unmoving wooden chair. 

The  clips  had  rubber  shields  that  prevented  them  from  touching  each  other  and  shorting  the circuit. Jan made sure that they were in the correct position, then gave her thigh a comforting squeeze. 

He moved backwards and adjusted the dynamo to a comfortable position. He looked at Tom. "Just say the word and this need not happen." 

Tom shook her head and bit down hard on her teeth. She had heard somewhere that people who were electrocuted often bit their tongues by accident. 

Jan gave a dramatic sigh and experimentally turned the crank. 

The sensation of an electric current shooting into her pussy was so novel that she was unable to say what she actually felt from the first jolt. Her eyes went wide and she gasped in surprise as she first felt  a  sharp,  pins  and  needles  sensation  that  rapidly  changed  to  a  strange  internal  pounding,  as  if  she was  being  beaten  by  a  club  that  was  somehow  in  side  her  body.  Her  thighs  jerked  and  quivered, seemingly of their own accord. Then it all stopped, as if it had never happened. 

Jan watched Tom's reactions with apprehension and interest. The idea of inflicting pain on her pussy without causing any visible damage was interesting, but not really to his taste, as there was no way  to  really  judge  what  she  was  feeling,  somewhat  like  trying  to  judge  the  intensity  of  a  woman's orgasm. However, in this instance, it was ideal, as Muller could not be sure how badly she was being hurt either. He turned the crank again. 

As Tom watched Jan operate the dynamo, she realised that because of the relatively short arm of the crank, the small variations  in  the speed and force used to  turn it created very different  sensations with almost every turn. This time the feeling was more like the rapping of the tip of a cane, and more painful. The current sent frightening and painful shocks running up into her vagina, womb and ovaries. 

Tom cried out, as much from fear as from any pain she felt. 

Hearing her cry, Jan paused and said, "Not so confident now? Why don't you talk before you get 

seriously shocked." His question provided Tom with a brief rest, and also gave her the chance to let him know if the pain was too bad. 

Tom shook her head and said, "Go to hell." 

Jan  shrugged,  secretly  relieved  that  he  had  not  hurt  her  too  badly,  and  turned  the  crank  twice this time and faster. 

Unfortunately  for  Tom,  Jan's  latest  variation  in  cranking  velocity  sent  more  power  at  higher voltage  through  the  wires.  Every  muscle  in  her  vagina  and  her  abdomen  contracted  and  cramped, producing  excruciating  pain.  Her  body  convulsed,  jerking  violently,  and  as  soon  as  she  could  draw  a breath, she screamed shrilly. 

Jan was shocked by Tom's reaction. He knelt down between her legs and peered at her pussy to see  if  there  was  any  visible  burns  or  damage.  He  stiffened  at  the  sound  of  the  door  swinging  open multiple footsteps. 

Bauer's  voice  said,  "That's  right  traitor.  Stay  right  there  where  you  belong,  kissing  the  arse  of that British whore." 

Jan  slowly  turned  his  head  and  was  stunned  to  see  Bauer  pointing  a  gun  at  him  and  his  other hand  gripping  a  handcuffed Aimee  by  the  hair.  His  own  pistol  was  in  a  shoulder  holster  that  he  had donned after Muller's warning, but he knew that he would never draw it, aim, and fire before Bauer put a  bullet  in  his  head.  He  tried  bluffing.  "What  are  you  talking  about  Bauer.  Have  you  gone  mad? 

Threatening a senior officer is a capital offence." 

Bauer was not to be intimidated. He grinned and said, "But shooting a traitor is not. I found the note on your French bitch giving the details of your plan to escape to Britain with that spy. I'm going to enjoy shooting you." 

Jan snapped, "You fool. The Resistance were planning a rescue attempt. Aimee had discovered the  details  and  was  bringing  it  to  me.  Now  put  down  that  gun  and  stop  being  an  imbecile."  The consummate con artist, Jan's confidence and glib explanation made Bauer hesitate, but not enough for Jan to draw and aim his  gun. Jan dodged even as Bauer's pistol barked, but the bullet still caught  his upper arm and the impact made him drop his Walther PPK. 

Bauer snarled. "And now  you die." He slammed Aimee against the door frame and she fell to her knees, dazed and bleeding from her lip and forehead. Then he took deliberate aim at Jan's head and slowly squeezed the trigger, savouring his triumph. 

"No!" Muller screamed and charged forward at Bauer with a truncheon in his hand. 

Bauer calmly turned and fired. 

The bullet hit Muller in the thigh, making him stumble and fall to the ground. 

Jan tried to pick up his gun with his left hand, but the unfamiliar grip made him fumble and he saw Bauer's muzzle turning towards his head. Bauer's ugly grin filled his vision and he braced against the next bullet which would end his life. He felt a flash of regret that he had failed Tom. Then there was a high pitched yell of pain and something grey and heavy hit Bauer in the side of his head. Blood ran down the side of Bauer's face, but the glancing blow had only momentarily stunned him. However, that moment was enough for Jan to lift his gun and to fire twice. He was a terrible shot with his left hand, but  it  was  impossible  to  miss  at  that  close  range.  Jan  had  aimed  at  Bauer's  chest,  but  the  first  bullet struck him in the groin. The recoil lifted his unfamiliar grip and the second bullet struck Bauer in the throat and drilled up into his head. 

Bauer's pistol  fell  from  his  hand and he folded  over to  fall on his  face,  revealing  a splatter of blood, bone and brains on his back. 

Jan  spun  to  look  at  Tom,  who  had  her  hands  clenched  over  her  pussy  and  groaning.  Blood dripped from between her fingers. 

Tom shook her head. "I'm all right. The clips got ripped off of my fanny lips when I threw the dynamo. Hurts like hell, but nothing serious. Go and look at Muller. He saved our lives." 

Jan holstered his Walther and quickly checked Aimee. She was still dazed, but did not seem to 

be seriously injured. Finally he knelt down beside Muller, who was holding his thigh, applying pressure to the bullet wound. Jan said, "How bad is it?" 

Muller  groaned  and  said,  "I  think  it  missed  the  artery,  but  the  bullet  is  still  in  my  leg,  maybe lodged in the bone." 

There  was  a  large  first  aid  kit  on  the  wall.  Many  of  the  prisoners  required  first  aid  after interrogation. Jan brought the kit over to Muller and extracted a pair of scissors, a pressure pad, a roll of bandages and a sachet of sulphur. As he cut open Muller's trouser leg and attended to the wound he said, "Thank you. You saved my life." 

Muller had a strange look on his face. He said, "I couldn't let him shoot you like that, even if you are a …. " He was unable to finish the sentence. 

Jan  said,  "A  traitor?"  He  shook  his  head.  "I  do  no  know  if  it  is  any  improvement,  but  I'm  a fraud.  I'm  not  even  German.  The  real  Jan  Hartmann  was  killed  in  an  accident  almost  as  soon  as  he arrived in France. I found his ID and assumed his identity." 

Muller chuckled. "You were a better Gestapo officer than most of the ones I've ever met, and as far as I know, you did your job well and with honour. Not like that swine Bauer." 

Jan  looked  at  him.  "So,  are  you  going  to  call  for  the  guards?  I  won't  shoot  you  if  you  do, although none of us are going to be taken alive." 

Muller smiled. "If I do, then my transfer back to Berlin becomes invalid and I'll be stuck here. I agree with you when you said that the British spy doesn't know anything that will help the war, and I really  do  admire  her  courage.  Go.  I'll  tell  the  others  the  same  story  that  you  told  to  Bauer,  and  that Bauer went crazy with jealousy and tried to shoot both of us." 

Jan  shook  Muller's  hand.  "You  are  a  good  policeman,  and  believe  me,  I've  known  a  lot  of policemen, both good and bad. Good luck Muller, and thank you." 

Muller said, "There are two more women upstairs. Take them too. They were just trying to feed their friends and families, and they've certainly paid enough for their mistake." 

The guards finally arrived, responding to the sounds of the gunshots. They peeked through the door and gaped at the all the blood. In his most authoritative voice, Jan told them that Bauer had gone crazy  and  was  possibly  a  traitor.  He  ordered  the  guards  to  bring  the  two  female  prisoners  down  for questioning. Muller supported his story and the guards ran off to carry out their orders. 

Tom and Aimee were huddled together beside the interrogation chair. Jan said, "Can the two of you walk?" Both women nodded. "All right. We leave as soon as the other two women arrive." 




*** 

 

Tom,  Jan  and  Aimee  stood  at  the  edge  of  the  moonlight  field  and  watched  the  Lysander approach like a giant dark moth gliding through the sky. 

Aimee giggled. "I will never forget Michelle's face when three naked women and me covered with blood climbed out of your car." 

There  had  been  no  time  to  get  clothing  for  Tom,  who  still  held  a  pad  of  gauze  against  her bleeding pussy. All she wore was Jan's jacket. His leather long coat would have been too bulky to fit in the cockpit of the Lysander. As it was, she was going to have to sit on Jan's lap for the entire flight back to England. 

The  Lysander  rolled  to  a  landing  guided  by  torch  lights,  and  Jan  turned  to  give Aimee  a  hug. 

"Take care of yourself Aimee." 

Aimee kissed him and smiled. "I am glad that I did not manage to kill you." She squealed when Jan smacked her on the bottom. 

He grinned. "One last spank for old time's sake." Aimee smiled and made an obscene gesture as he and Tom ran for the plane. 

Tom had to bow her head, which was pressed against the glass of the canopy as she sat on Jan's 

lap. She winked at the pilot, who kept glancing at his half naked passenger in the rear view mirror. She shouted over the roar of the engine, "Jan, can you do something for me?" 

"What?" Jan shouted back. 

Tom  shouted,  "My  arms  are  getting  very  tired  holding  this  pad  against  my  fanny. Would  you mind doing it for me?" She wriggled her bottom invitingly against his lap. The small aircraft seemed to rock and bob suspiciously as it made its way back to England and safety. 




*** 

 

The black and white Pathe News clip flickered to an end on the cinema screen. Next up was a special cartoon feature from the USA before the main feature. The MGM logo appeared, followed by an  image  of  a  grinning  cat  and  mouse  duo  with  the  text,  "MGM  presents,  TOM  and  JERRY  in  'The Midnight  Snack'  ".  The  cinema  audience  were  totally  outraged  when  a  couple  started  laughing helplessly and ran hand in hand out of the cinema into the foggy streets of London. 



The End 
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