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She wasn’t what he was expecting. Not one bit. The black hood came off. The two brutes clomped out. The door clanged shut. And there he stood eyeing her, she him. The voice was as classy looking as the rest of her.

“Sit,” it said.

He took in the one-way mirror across one wall, the grey metal of the others, the bare single lightbulb hanging above as he sat. Then his gaze was back on her. On the dark shiny blonde hair swept back into a ponytail. On the high cheekbones, the full red lips, the smooth lightly tanned skin. She was…

“Two tours of Afghanistan. Medal of valour. Not yet thirty. Impressive.”

“Thank you ma’am.” Stunning, beautiful was what he was thinking. The first day had already been long. There’d been a helicopter drop. A marathon run. But this, this was something different entirely.

“Given such achievements what makes you want to be part of the SSF.”

“I want to prove myself amongst the elite. And the SSF are the best of the best,” said Mark barely taking a breath.

“You do know we’re about far more than bravery and brute strength.”

“I’m aware ma’am.” Again no hesitation.

The woman briefly dropped her gaze to the file open on the table before her. Not the ape man he’d been expecting at all. She can’t be much older than myself, Mark noted.

“It says here you’re single. No girlfriend? No ambition to start a family?”

“No ma’am.”

“When were you last with a woman?”

Mark only hesitated a blink. “Three weeks ago ma’am.”

“Get around often do you?”

“Not particularly ma’am.”

“When was your last serious relationship?”

“Two years ago ma’am.”

“How did it end?”

“I cheated on her ma’am.”

“Do you have trouble controlling your cock?”

Mark detected a glimmer of a smile on the woman’s full lips. A typical military mindfuck. That’s what this is. Put him in with a beautiful blonde. Push and probe, throw up whatever emotional dust, see where it settles. They were heading down a blind alley on that one, thought Mark.

“No,” he replied, firmly holding her gaze.

There was another of those pouty half smiles, a look from the woman that said she wasn’t convinced.

“What’s your favourite part of a woman. Breasts, ass, legs?”

“Legs ma’am,” replied Mark, keeping his gaze above the desk and the sheer stockinged legs beneath. The woman gave him a pouty look somewhere between amusement and concentration.

“At the beginning of this process you were given a codeword. Told not to reveal this word to anyone. Do you think you’ll reveal it to me?”

Mark eyed the beautiful blue-eyed woman in the white blouse. This was it. This was the challenge. And Mark accepted it. “No ma’am.”

This time there was no mistaking a smile. A sparkle in the eyes too. “We’ll see,” she said. “Guards!”

The door clanged open. The hood of black descended. Out Mark was marched.
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The hood came off, and there she sat radiant and sexy, posture iron board straight. The table was gone. There was no hiding toned tanned legs, a tight short black skirt.

“See something you like soldier?”

Mark didn’t know quite how to answer that, so didn’t.

“When I ask you a question soldier you answer me.”

“Yes ma’am.” Mark cleared the slight croak in his voice. “I see plenty I like.”

“Do you have a problem with female authority?”

“No ma’am.”

“Good. Then get those fatigues off along with the rest of it. That’s an order soldier.”

There was no hesitation. The dark sweater came off, the boots and trousers and boxers too. Arms behind his back, one hand clutching a wrist at his spine, Mark stood, posture straight, shoulders back, gaze on the woman. Her eyes roamed up and down, then up and down again.

“Turn around,” she said.

Mark turned, briefly glimpsing the unfolding scene in the one-way mirror to his left. He didn’t feel much. There was no room for modesty in the army. Service had taught him that. And yet…there was something. A prickling, a needling burn deep within. Was it because she was female? Attractive? His own age?

“Hands at your sides soldier.”

He placed his arms at his sides, baring his firm tush to her. That fiery feeling deep within his guts flamed a little more fiercely.

“Face me.”

He did. And he saw the shadow of a smile, the narrowed lustful eyes that told him how much she was enjoying this.

“Did you always want to be a soldier, soldier?”

“As far back as I remember ma’am.”

“Were you one of those little boys who wanted to be the hero, protect the girl, save the world?”

“Yes ma’am.”

She smiled properly at that. Showing perfect white teeth. Mark stared at those lips and eyes, and felt the first stirrings below.

“How does it feel having me order you to strip and stand naked before me?” She reached behind, shook her blonde locks free from its ponytail.

“Exposing ma’am,” gulped Mark. His cock was inching upwards. He could do nothing to stop it.

“Are you enjoying this soldier?”

What could Mark say but the truth?

“I thought you could control that cock of yours?”
Mark stood, cock pointing vertically as if in salute. “I suppose not ma’am.”

She smiled again at that. “Have you played with it since you’ve been here?”

“With it?”

“With that big cock of yours stupid.”

Once again Mark was aware of that fierce burning inside. “No ma’am,” he answered. There was hardly time for it between the sapping runs, the cold showers, the assault activities, and this.

“Good,” she replied, uncrossing then crossing a different leg over another. “No touching yourself during your stay here. That’s an order soldier. And don’t doubt I’ll know if you disobey me.”

“Understood ma’am.”

She smoothed down her skirt, eyes on him, called for the guards. Naked and hard the hood went on and out Mark was dragged.


3

Test, everything was a test, and right now Mark felt like he was failing it. Within a few seconds of his entering she had him naked again. Within a handful more the handsome soldier was stiffening. Now she had him in front of the one-way mirror. The tips of a few fingers gently skimming down his back. They stopped at the curve of an ass cheek. She squeezed, leaned in close enough for him to breathe in a lungful of her sweet, fragrant perfume.

“You have no idea how many women are watching you right now?”

Mark stared at the reflection of the small room, of him, of her. She was bluffing…surely. But the doubt lingered.

“A well hung soldier like you.” She gave his ass a playful slap. “I can’t keep them away.”

Every other prospective recruit had told him their interrogator had been the hard nut, stubbly bearded sort. When he’d said his had been a woman they’d been intrigued. He didn’t say any more about it. Three days it had been since the last session, and in that time there’d been more of the beasting runs, there’d been abseiling, wild swims, a brutal muddy game of something akin to rugby. He was in the fittest shape of his life, but nothing, nothing, had prepared him for this.

Her hand found his nipple and she tweaked. In the mirror she was grinning, looking right back at him. Hair down she looked sensational. Mark tried to withhold a groan and failed.

“That’s it. Let it out,” she purred.

Her fingers trailed down his abs, jumping away at the last moment before they were suddenly there at his balls, cupping.

“You know what I want soldier.”

The codeword, thought Mark.

The cupping became a squeeze. “And I could tear these right off to get it if the mood took me.”

She let go and Mark gasped. Then she was back at his ear, nibbling his lobes, whispering softly. “You have no idea how much I’m enjoying this.”

Eyeing her eyeing him in the mirror, his entire body tensed. Her breast pushing in at his side, her hand once more tiptoed over his abs, lower and lower till…

Oh Jesus.

She stroked the precum that dribbled out from his tip over his bulging glands, making his helmet shine. Just two fingers. But it was enough to close his eyes, make his pecs flex and his shaft twitch for more. She lifted the two fingers smothered in his juices to his mouth.

“Lick,” she ordered.

Mark did just that, tasting his own arousal.

“Good boy.” Her hand returned to his cock and she began to stroke in long slow strokes. “What’s the code soldier?”

Mark shut his eyes again, bit his lower lip.

“Give me the code and I’ll milk you dry,” came the purring voice. “Or…”

Her hand let go and Mark was left twitching, humping the air.

“Well, what’s it to be?”

Every inch of his body screamed at him to tell her. Somehow he held off from doing so.

“I guess we’re done here then.” A smile. “Guards!”

The door clanged open. The black hood came on.

“Oh, and no touching yourself remember,” came her measured voice as he was dragged from the room.
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One day blurred into the next till it was impossible to tell them apart. Under the glare of the bright bulb Mark was naked again, this time kneeling across from the blonde interrogator. Her bare legs were crossed in front of him. A shiny black heel dangled.

“I hope you don’t think you’re going to be living the life of James Bond should you get through this,” she said. “Because you won’t. You’ll be working for me.”

Another mindfuck, thought Mark. His big erection jutted out in front of him. The sight, the smell of her was all it took. He’d been true to her command not to touch himself. It was a direct order. Another test of will. And he wouldn’t fail it. And yet…the running up hills, the carrying loads, all the brick shitting challenges the instructors put him through he could manage. But this, her…

“You didn’t think I picked you by chance. I wanted a test drive. I wanted to see if you were up to it.” Her gaze lowered to his stiff cock. “No complaints so far. But I still think you’ll break.”

He didn’t blink. He kept his posture straight, didn’t drop an inch.

She stared down at him as she twirled that heel, as his cock throbbed. “What’s your favourite position soldier?”

“Excuse me ma’am.”

“How do you like to fuck?” There it was, the grin, the half-smile.

“Mis—” he started to answer. But one leg lifted over another. Thighs parted. There were no panties. In his eyeline were the glistening pink lips of her smooth pussy. Then the other leg came over and it was hidden from his desperate gaze.

“What’s that soldier?”

Mark swallowed, wanting to wrestle her to the floor, ravish her. “Missionary,” he replied.

“Spoken like a true soldier.” She circled that heel, stared down at him, watched him wanting her. Then she was up, taking something tucked into the back of her dress, stepping around behind. A blindfold – that’s what it was. She put it on him, turned his world almost as dark as the hood. And suddenly he was aware of not just his throbbing cock, but his thumping heartbeat.

“Lie down,” came her cool commanding voice at his right ear.

He did so, feeling the hard floor at his back, feeling its coolness. He heard the woman’s step close by. Above through the blindfold saw the faint glimmer of the bright bulb. Then she was on top of him. He felt the flick of her hair at his cheek, smelt her delicious scent, felt her warm breath. She nibbled his lip, purred at his ear. “No cumming soldier. That’s an order.”

Mark felt her scoot back, imagined her hitching up that skirt, imagined that smooth pussy he’d glimpsed. Then he was feeling it. Its wetness. Its outer lips slowly sliding up and down his shaft, trapping that big helmet of his momentarily, before enveloping him whole.

The woman groaned a delighted groan. Then she was squelching down on him, slow to begin then gradually upping the tempo. Mark felt his mind melt, existence fade away. It didn’t take her long to orgasm. The power obviously got her off. Mark felt the grinding clinch, heard her soft moans. He was right behind her ready to blow when she was suddenly pulling away.

“The codeword. What is it?” She squeezed his jaw, parted his lips. “Tell me and I’ll slide you back in.”

Every fibre of his being urged him to say it. All he wanted was those tight lips back around him. All he could do was lie there trying hard not to even think the word should his mouth betray him. Finally, she lightly slapped his cheek, pressed up and off him. No! Mark wanted to cry.

“Guards!” came the call.

In they came. Up he was hauled. Hood on, out he was pushed.
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“Your self control really is admirable.”

Once again her voice was playful, amused. She circled around him, heels clicking on the floor. Mark did his best to ignore her. The two weeks were nearly up and he was still standing. He felt knackered like he’d never felt before, except for one part of him. One part of him had plenty of life left in it.

His cock stood to attention for her, a thin strand of precum dribbling from the shiny tip all the way to the floor. She stepped in front of him, hands behind her back looked down at it with a smile. Then stepped closer still. Mark wanted her, wanted her like nothing he’d ever wanted before. The glossy red lips. The satin skin. The breasts beneath the strained material of her blouse. Ohh, his body groaned for them.

“You’re almost there soldier. But I’ve got one last test for you.”

She reached out and ran a single finger slowly down his chest. It was electric. Mark felt like sparks might fly. Then he was closing his eyes, mind in another dimension as her finger tiptoed over his sensitive glands, drew the precum over his shaft and began to stroke.

“Open your eyes. Look at me soldier.”

He did. He looked into those devilishly beautiful eyes and shivered a delicious warm shiver that rolled right through his core. Suddenly, without warning, she stopped and stepped to his side leaving him throbbing. Then she was at his ear, nibbling. “The codeword soldier. What…is…it?”

Chest heaving up and down, cock throbbing, jaw clenching, Mark remained silent. She gave an amused pant, reached back down, resumed her stroking. On it went, the edging, the questioning. Each and every time he was close she’d stop. Ask the question. Each and every time Mark kept it locked in a dark corner of his mind. Finally, finally, nothing could hold it back.

With one skimming touch he blew his load. Her hand was on his ass, squeezing as he erupted, as his spewing cock flexed and spewed some more, as the ruined orgasm rippled right through him. Then he was sagging, thinking it was finally over. But it wasn’t.

“I don’t think I gave you permission soldier.”

She took hold of his cock and began stroking, rubbing the sensitive glands. And suddenly Mark was in a world of trouble. Suddenly he desperately wanted to push her clear. Where seconds ago there’d been a pleasure of sorts, a blessed release, now there was only something akin to torment.

“Tell me the codeword,” she said. “Tell me!”

It was there on his tongue. Just say it. End this hell. His body squirmed, his mind repeated the word over and over. It was there. He was on the cusp of conceding. She wins. She wins. She… The stroking stopped.

“Congratulations soldier. I look forward to seeing you at the complex,” she said with a half-smile. “Guards!”

The hood went on. Mark was bundled out for the final time.
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“Your missions here won’t always be conventional” said the rather gruff looking general as the group stepped out the hangar. “But one thing you won’t be lacking is kit.”

They stood by the runway, the rest of the unassuming military complex nestled in the green countryside stretching out behind.

“Ah,” said the general craning his head as he looked beyond them. “Here she comes.”

Mark heard the clicking of heels. Then he was turning, seeing her, gasping a little at sight of the woman that hadn’t left his head in the last month. She wore a sleeveless black dress, had her hair drawn sleekly into a ponytail. As she strode past his eyes dropped to the toned calves, the sun kissed skin, the sexy ass. He briefly glanced across to see the lustful gazes of the other recruits. Then his eyes were firmly back on her.

“General,” she said.

The general gave a deferential bow, stepped aside. “Ms Ridge.”

She turned and slowly let her gaze drift from left to right across the gawping recruits. At Mark there was a half-smile. A holding of his gaze a little longer than the others. Or was that just his imagination?

“Some of you will know me. Others won’t,” she said in that polished and commanding voice. “For many of you it will stay that way. But behind the scenes I’ll be watching. Gentleman you won’t piss without me knowing about it. Let your performance dip. Fail to live up to the high standards you’ve set. Start thinking you’re more than you are, and I won’t hesitate to cut the cord. Counter-wise, you please me, impress me, you’ll gain no greater ally.”

She fell silent and the world was silent. “Is that clear gentleman?”

“Yes ma’am!” cried Mark and the rest of the recruits together.

“Good. Then get back to ops. Major Allen awaits you with your first briefing.”

Mark stared a few seconds longer as the others turned for the base. Then he was turning about to follow when…

“Not you soldier,” came her voice. She stepped the couple of paces to him. “We have unfinished business I believe.” He saw the glimmer in her eye, the pouty smile. His cock stirred. “I want you naked and kneeling in my office in five. That’s an order soldier.”

“Yes ma’am,” he saluted.

She smiled, strode back over to the general. Mark turned and walked. He peeked a look back at her, cock swelling with each stride. They had unfinished business all right.
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