Ch8—(now for commercials—I need a beta reader, I need a beta reader, I need…)

He was back. There he stood in front of the door that was slightly ajar to tease him with a glance of freedom. He carried something in his arm; ugly red and black clothing it looked like. Hopefully it was clothing.

He didn’t care what it looked like; he just wanted clothing, any clothing, even if it was a Ziedian uniform. His old clothing was scrapes now. They served as a pillow now, a constantly flaking dried blood pillow. He didn’t mind the blood; he was used to leaving in blood in this once gray, now red walled cell.

The scrapes and bite marks on his neck almost registered hurt to him as he looked up at the man. He looked up because if he hadn’t, the price would pain that registered extreme pain even for him. That was why he sat with only butt on the floor; it hurt him the least.

The man smirked as he walked over to the prisoner. He reached out his hand and pressed it against the prisoner’s side, making him gasp.

“Heero, the perfect soldier who beat them all but us, can you walk?” He smirked as he jabbed against Heero’s stomach. Heero yelped and toppled into Kuroi. Kuroi took the opportunity to bite and kiss against the sore neck. His hands traveled around the waist to pinch at the back.

Heero felt the stirring in his groan whenever he received pleasure, or pain. Kiroi had trained him good in the past two weeks. He no longer felt the deep shame that he felt earlier; now only helplessness he felt.
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