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The Extraction

A. Ritter

Despite his training, Jack’s head felt fuzzy, and he had a hard time putting the memories together. It was dark all around, but he wasn’t supposed to be here. When he tried to move his arms and legs, he felt the metal restraints around his wrists and ankles.

Jack didn’t know how they had done it, but they caught him.

They must have drugged him. While unconscious, they had stripped him, shipped him back to one of their facilities, and now he was a prisoner. But which faction caught him? More importantly, what did they want?

He should have been back at HQ with Iliana, the Russian nuclear scientist who he had recently convinced to defect. In fact, he remembered what it was like to see that beautiful woman pull her glasses away from her face, loosen her hair and allow the blonde mane to cascade along her shoulders and down her back before she pulled off her lab coat.

None of her previous employers recognized just how beautiful she was, but he couldn’t wait to seduce her again, to press his lips to hers, to run his hand along her body, to hold her down in the dark and hear her moan as she arched her back.

Just the thought was enough to make Jack hard!

As those thoughts pulsed through his head, the lights came on. Bright, shockingly sharp illumination cut down through the gloom.

His lips hardened, yet he smirked when the door opened, and another beautiful woman walked in. Unlike Iliana, this one had black hair, vividly red lips, and bright blue eyes. Not only that, she wore a black, shining catsuit. The leather highlighted her perfect breasts, trim waist, and long legs. Her high heels clicked along the floor as she approached.

“And who might you be, my dear?” Jack inquired playfully. He flashed her that same smile he had used to seduce so many other women. They could have been government operatives, corporate employees, or random women. So often, they melted beneath the heat of his charms.

“My name is Victoria, but you will address me as Mistress.”

Jack threw his head back and laughed. “No. I don’t think I’m going to be doing that. But if you release me right now, I can make sure you have a very good weekend.” He winked at her and waited to see how she might react.

Although Jack kept his eyes aimed at this woman, he took in the rest of his surroundings. As a spy, he had been trained to multitask, to strategize and absorb as much information as he could all at the same time.

He was naked, tied down, and probably unable to slip free. If he had his laser equipped watch or utility belt, then he probably would have been able to slip free. Unfortunately, they hadn’t just taken all of his gear. They had stripped him utterly naked.

The woman came forward, gently touched her fingertips to his foot before gliding her touch up along his ankle, past his shin, all the way to his thigh.

“Jack Devereaux,” she said. “An agent for Section 16.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, my dear,” he replied, just as smooth and blithe as before.

“Jack Devereaux,” she repeated his name. “Officially sanctioned to operate in foreign countries. If I’m not mistaken, you also have a license to assassinate.” This time, she didn’t wait for his denial. Instead, she reached up and brushed her fingers along his scrotum. That tantalizing contact made him shiver, but he did his best to hide it.

“You should know,” Jack told her, “I have been thoroughly trained in resisting torture.”

“Perhaps,” she allowed. “I’m sure there are any number of techniques I could use against you. They would all be quite painful, and you would probably wear the same cocky grin throughout all of them. Of course, there are other ways of breaking a man like you.”

“Strictly speaking, I’m just a logistics technician,” he said. “If you like, I can give you my boss’s card. I’m sure we can have this all sorted out in just a couple of hours.”

Victoria didn’t dignify that with any sort of response even as she tilted her head to the side and flashed him a crooked smile.

“Before I even walked in here, you made yourself sexually aroused. What were you thinking about?”

“Nothing in particular,” he replied. “Maybe just a random celebrity.”

“Perhaps you were thinking of Iliana, the beautiful nuclear scientist?”

His lips parted for a moment, and he tried to put on an appropriate look of confusion. As hard as he tried, Jack knew he failed. That’s why Victoria smiled and chuckled even as she continued to run her hand up along the length of his body.

“I’m sure you’ve been able to impress many women with your body, Mister Devereaux. You are a handsome man, but that won’t save you, not here. You see, I’m not impressed by your gallivanting swagger. In fact, I have met many men just like you.”

“I’m just an innocent logistics technician,” he said. But then he smiled and winked at her.

Obviously, he wouldn’t be able to genuinely deceive her, so he had to try something else.

“As you say,” she replied. “But of course, this makes me wonder. When you see me like this, are you aroused?”

His brows creased with confusion. “I sense the clinical, don’t you think?” After another moment, but before she could respond, Jack seemed to consider her and decided, “I think you’re a very beautiful woman. Would you like to come over here and kiss me?”

She smiled, leaned down, and brushed her lips along his.

Wow!

Arousal began to play through his body.

Of course, when he first kissed her, he assumed he would be able to manipulate her. It was supposed to be so easy, especially because women were so malleable. With a dash of confidence, a condescending smile, and the right kind of body language, he thought he could melt any woman.

Only there was something different about Victoria as she kissed him.

Her lips pressed down, and then she started to pull away.

Without even thinking about it, he tried to lift his head. He wanted to continue to kiss her. The desires crashed into him, hot and fast. To make matters worse, she reached down and wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

Yes, he was hard. Yes, his body was bound and on display. Even so, he couldn’t quite think clearly.

“Did you enjoy that?” Victoria asked.

“Not bad,” he said with his usual air of brazen playfulness. “Not bad at all.”

“Let’s try it again then,” she said.

Jack was about to say something else, only she cut him off. Her lips pushed down against his. Their tongues started to flirt and tease one another. Oh yes, that was delicious. The taste of her lips, the feel of her tongue, and the heat of her body made him strain against his shackles.

But then, Jack still believed this was all about the art of seduction. He was drawing her in, allowing her to become more and more confident. Then she would start to fall in love with him…

“You’re an arrogant boy,” she said. “I know exactly how to tame arrogant boys.”

“Pain won’t do it,” he said with another little smirk. “But if you really want to try, be my guest.”

“Who said anything about pain?” Victoria asked. But even as those words jumped from her lips, she dragged her nails down along his chest. He arched his back, tensing. His lips continued to tingle from her kiss, only now the mixed sensations made him shiver.

Before he could come up with some clever retort, she leaned down and kissed him again. Victoria grabbed Jack by his hair, pulled his head back, and gently brushed her lips along his. He tried to raise his head, to strengthen the kiss. He wanted it to be deep, powerful, and passionate. It was supposed to be the kind of kiss that made her swoon.

But Victoria knew what she was doing, especially with a boy like this.

She kept drawing back, making sure he couldn’t apply the pressure he strategized.

“I’m going to get started with you,” she said. “I’m going to play with you, tease you, and break you.”

“If you want to know the password for my email, I can give that to you right now,” he said.

“I’m not interested in your dummy accounts,” she said. “Obviously, we copied your retinal data and fingerprints while you were unconscious. Now, we just need the main database code.”

“I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” he said.

With her hands on her hips now, Victoria didn’t appear impressed or deceived. Instead, she flipped her hair back, walked over to him, and ran her fingers down his cheeks, along his shoulders, and passed his flanks. As she stroked and massaged him, she actually tried a different tactic.

“I want you to know that men are weak. You might not want to believe it. You might not be able to accept it, but this is true. In terms of raw physical strength or muscle mass, men might be superior, but you know what makes you so vulnerable?”

At that moment, she touched one fingertip to the base of his erect shaft and slid it up his leg.

“This,” Victoria said simply.

“Really?” Jack asked with that same brazen confidence from before. He flashed her his winning smile and continued, “Many women seem to disagree.”

“You have no idea where you are or who you’re dealing with,” she replied.

Even as she spoke, Jack could feel something different glow deep within his core.

As a consummate seducer, he always set the pace with the different women he fucked. Whether she happened to be a Russian nuclear scientist, a tennis star, a lingerie model, or some other gorgeous specimen of femininity, Jack Devereaux always took the initiative. He was always the aggressor.

He could decide when to kiss her and for how long. He picked that moment when he might slide his hand along her leg or a soft caress. When his fingertips began to stroke her slit, he would detect her wetness and decide just when he needed to pull away and make her moan for more.

Only now, Victoria brushed her fingers along his length again. She touched him, and those sparks of arousal burned through his body. Each one flared out like a lightning bolt, making him crave more.

More!

He liked to think his expression remained placid and utterly secure in his infinite reserves of confidence.

But Victoria knew better. She had spent time with cocky boys just like Jack Devereaux, so she knew the truth. She could see his mask begin to shake and crack. Maybe it was just a twitch of his lips or the way his eyes darted slightly. No one else would have noticed, but Victoria could read men quite easily.

“I might be inclined to let you have an orgasm,” she said, “once you give me the code.”

Despite his desires, Jack laughed at her just as he had laughed at various terrorists and criminal masterminds.

“I’m not giving you the code,” he promised with another smirk. “But if you tell me who you’re working for, maybe I can give you something else.”

“Oh? And how would you do that?” Victoria inquired. “Do you think you can slip free from your manacles? Would it be so easy for you to escape right now?”

Jack had a clever remark ready, only his tormentor gently squeezed his shaft again. Those sensations scattered his thoughts, but she wasn’t done. With her free hand, she reached up underneath his balls, and she started to gently stroke and caress him. The onslaught washed over him, and he arched his back, groaning as wild anticipation shot through his body.

Then she pulled away, and he found himself panting.

Having never been in a situation like this before, he didn’t know how to defend himself.

“What is the code?” Victoria asked again.

“Who are you working for?”

“The Green Hand,” she said.

Jack blinked, surprised. Normally, he expected to have to fight for every iota of information. But as he tried to put the different pieces together and figure out what the Green Hand had to do with any of this, she leaned down and kissed him again. Her lips brushed along his mouth for just a moment. At the moment when he started to reciprocate kiss her back, she pulled away. Then she kissed the side of his neck, all while her fingers slid down his flank and along his thigh.

Jack didn’t think about it, but he did try to pivot his body to the side, to bring his shaft closer to her soft touch.

If they had been lovers, she would have taken the hint and started to stroke him because it was what he craved. Victoria understood this just as well; her tantalizing little smile made it clear she could bring him incredible pleasure.

Jack made the mistake of glancing up at her. Her eyes seemed to glow as she enjoyed her work.

She started kissing his chest. She brought her hand closer and closer to his erection, only to slide it away again and again.

“This isn’t going to work,” Jack said. “I don’t actually care who you work for. I’m going to burn your facility to the ground.”

“You’re naked and helpless,” she replied. “You are little more than my plaything right now. Face it, Devereaux. You can’t do anything except endure and enjoy the sensations I give you.”

“I will get out of here,” he promised.

“Okay,” she said, making him blink with surprise. Victoria pulled her hands away, drew her wrists behind her back, and smiled down at him. “If you can free yourself from those manacles right now, I will order the soldiers to let you go. In fact, I will in return your watch and belt.”

“You can’t be serious,” he said.

“Oh, I am. You see, I think it would be helpful for you to understand just how powerless you are right now. You get what I give you. Nothing more. Nothing less.”

His mouth suddenly turned to dry.

Jack knew numerous methods of escape. At the same time, he didn’t think a woman like Victoria would be an actual fighter or warrior. Maybe she understood the male libido and psychology, but she wouldn’t be able to stop him once he freed himself from those restraints.

If he could…

That sort of uncertainty and insecurity was unusual for a man like Jack Devereaux. Normally, he could jump out of planes or off of buildings without even thinking of the consequences. People might have called him crazy, but he had survived every encounter with danger and death.

This time, something about her beautiful eyes unnerved him.

Uncertainty seemed to swirl through his chest, but he started to talk and twist on the manacles. He wiggled his body from side to side as he tried to bring his legs together, slip a hand free, or kick a limb out of those metal bands.

“Go on,” she said as he writhed there helplessly. His muscles twitched as he worked at the bonds, yet they still held down!

He tried to think through the strategies. There were always logical openings to be exploited. Every system had vulnerabilities. He understood this, yet he didn’t know how to draw them out or use them.

As he worked, she reached down and started stroking him again.

“No. Don’t,” he said, gasping through the words. Even as they left his mouth, Jack recognized they were a mistake. He shouldn’t have exposed that kind of vulnerability to this woman, only now it was too late!

As that regret pumped through his body, fresh sensations seemed to pummel into him. He arched his back, gasped, moaned, and yearned for more.

“That’s right,” she said. “Accept it. You are restrained, Devereaux. You are helpless, and that means I can touch and play with you as much as I want.”

For once in his career, he stopped thinking about his mission. He decided he didn’t even care about the Green Hand or what that criminal organization might have planned. Instead, he closed his eyes and tried to focus on her touch as she squeezed and massaged his shaft. She played with the base of his cock. She brought her fingers up to the tip. She stroked and teased him, making him moan again.

Just a little more…

…A little more…

…Close!

So close!

Then she stopped!

Right before he could climax, she pulled her hand away and smiled down and him. A loose bang of hair fell in front of her face. She tugged it behind her ear and grinned at him. His eyes moved along the shining black of her catsuit, and he wished he could have touched her. In fact, his arms moved, seemingly of their own accord. He would have wrapped his arms around her waist, maybe fondled her breasts, kissed her neck, nibbled on her bottom lip, and made her moan.

Unfortunately for Jack, Victoria was in control.

“It’s funny,” she said, “I can see that your defenses are already melting. I probably don’t even need this. But I’m going to use it anyway.”

She raised her right hand, snapped her fingers, and that’s when a door behind him open.

Jack managed to protect some shred of his dignity because he didn’t wiggle and struggle to turn his head around.

But then a young woman stepped over to Victoria.

She wore a white nurse’s uniform, complete with the silly cap and white stockings. She handed Victoria a syringe who examined the label and decided, “This looks perfect. Administer the medication.”

Medication?

Some of his libido began to fade. Even though his shaft remained just as hard as before, he did his best to push through the desire to think clearly once again. If they had tortured him, then pain would have sharpened his focus and clarity. But as she continued to tease him, he wished he could just get off.

In fact, Jack Devereaux, the vaunted spy, didn’t feel like a highly trained operative. Instead, he remembered what it was like back in middle school, checking out the girls and desperately wondering what would happen if he tried to talk to one of the cheerleaders.

In fact, he stumbled across the words as he asked, “What, what is that?”

“This,” Victoria said before handing it back to the nurse, “Is a special kind of stimulant. I suppose you could call it an aphrodisiac.”

Jack gulped. He stared at her hard. He kept waiting for her to smile or smirk. Yes, he had been trained to resist truth serum, but he didn’t know how to contemplate something like this.

His breathing quickened, and he started to struggle twice as hard now. He pulled and twisted, yanking his body from side to side as he fought hard through the panic.

Fear coiled through his chest, but it didn’t do any good because he could just barely move. Worse, he wouldn’t be able to stop her.

He understood his strategically flawed position, which meant just watching as the nurse wiped down a patch of skin with an antiseptic wipe. The aroma of alcohol wafted along his nostrils.

“Get ready,” Victoria said.

The nurse aimed the needle, pushed it down, and he almost enjoyed that little snap of piercing pain as it reverberated through his arm and into the rest of his body.

“Don’t do this,” he said. A different sort of nervous energy seemed to pace every word now. He didn’t sound like at the swap, overly confident operative who had gotten away with so many different risks. “Look, if you let me go right now, I’m sure I can get you clemency.”

“But I don’t want clemency,” she said. “Besides, what kind of laws have been broken? I’m just a subcontractor. As far as I’m concerned, you want to be here. That’s why you are so hard. Before we are done, you’re going to beg for this. You will tell me how much you love being touched and owned. You will tell me that you will do anything for the chance to get off.”

“That’s not true,” he said. Again, he couldn’t pack any sort of real certainty into those words. Every sound seemed desperate and pathetic.

Normally, he had women begging him for more time. Often, those beautiful bikini models and tennis stars fell in love with him, only to realize that he would never give up his life of adventure.

This time, Jack sounded like he couldn’t control his needs or desires.

And then she reached up, touched one finger to his scrotum, brought it along the base of his cock, up his length, all the way to the tip.

“Look at that,” she said. “Shiny.”

Biting down, Jack did his best to erect some kind of psychological bulwark. He wanted to build a wall inside of his mind and push those sensations away. If it had been pain, he might have succeeded. As things stood, the anticipation and desire seemed to wash away his every defense, leaving him bare, exposed, and completely at her mercy.

Then he started to feel the effects of the drug.

His vision didn’t swim, time didn’t shift, but the desires became even more intense!

“Please!” Jack pleaded.

“What was that?” Victoria asked. “Did you want to give me the code? Is that it?”

“I, I can’t give you any codes,” he said. “But maybe I can tell you something else. Please, just let me have an orgasm. Okay? Just one. That’s all I need!”

Victoria tilted her head down, and then she kissed him again.

She still had her hand between his legs, and every second meant another soft caress or gentle squeeze. He kept hoping that maybe she would draw him close enough to an orgasm that he could clench down and feel that explosive burst of pleasure. Unfortunately for him, Victoria was a consummate professional who understood the male libido. She could predict his movements and discern when to start and went to stop to keep right there on the verge of release.

She brought him to the edge again and again, all without letting him fall into that perfect bliss.

As he kissed her, he moaned with desperate need. His chest vibrated as he whimpered for more. While their lips touched, he couldn’t speak, yet he continued to beg.

She pulled away, and she wore that coquettish smile again. She was flirting with him. “Tell me a secret,” she commanded.

“I nearly failed out of the training academy,” he confessed.

“Really? What was wrong with you?”

Jack answered with silence. Pressing his lips together, he bit down and stared up at the ceiling.

On some level, he understood this had to be a mistake. He was being too transparent; Victoria would easily be able to guess his thoughts, but she said nothing.

Instead, she started touching him again. Her fingers moved along his inner thighs, up his scrotum, and along his length. She teased him, sending fresh waves of anticipation and hope simmering through his body.

The uncertainty wracked at him. He didn’t know what was going to happen. He didn’t know if she would allow him an orgasm because she could mess up. At some moment, she might make a mistake, he thought.

Only she didn’t. With her same expertise and professionalism, she played with his body, making him squirm.

Jack turned the manacles around his right wrist, then his left. He glared at both of them. Hot aggravation burned through him, but it still didn’t help.

“Tell me,” she commanded.

“I fell in love with a fellow cadet,” Jack confessed.

“Oh? What was her name?”

“Alexandra,” he said.

“And did she respond? Did she reciprocate your feelings?”

Jack shouldn’t have said anything. He understood how psychological warfare worked. He was letting her again; he was giving this woman the opportunity to mess with his head!

Jack had to stop this! He had to stop it right then and there!

Although he possessed misunderstanding, she continued to manipulate him.

Victoria kissed him softly, just once before whispering, “Tell me.” She pinched the tip of his cock before sliding to fingers down his sides.

He arched his back, lifted his hips, and tried to enjoy an orgasm, but she pulled her hand away right before he could finish.

“Tell me,” she ordered again.

Jack remained silent.

“Tell me,” she said for a third time. He glanced at her. She was so beautiful, and he wanted to please her. He wanted to give her anything, so long as it meant the release he feverishly craved.

“Yes! Yes, we were both in love. We were both in love, and I told her how I felt.”

“But?”

“She said no. She said she loved me but her career was more important…”

“And that is how you turned yourself into Jack Devereaux, the vaunted agent.” She shook her head. “That wasn’t so bad, now was it?”

Jack stared up at his tormentor, but he didn’t quite understand. He had kept those feelings locked away for years! From one mission to the next, he concealed those feelings and that beautiful girl with her crooked smile and cute nose.

Alexandra was gone; she had disappeared into the government apparatus they both worked for. Maybe he would see her again some day. Probably not. But now he stopped thinking about her because Victoria started stroking him again. “For telling me the truth, I think you deserve a little reward.”

“Yes, please…”

“That sounded like begging,” she said. “Are you begging me? Are you begging me for release? Do you want an orgasm right now?”

Her words seemed to wash over him.

Somewhere deep down, he must have known that playing her game would mean defeat, yet he couldn’t hold out. Then, at the last moment, just before his defenses could break, he found some extra reservoir strength. “I’m not going to give in! I will beg for nothing!”

“But you’ll share one of your deepest secrets with me?” She giggled like a schoolgirl who knew she had already won. It was really just a matter of time, of breaking this boy down, of making sure he understood his place.

She gave him another squeeze.

She made sure he came right there to the edge.

Then she drew her hand back. She relaxed her touch. Moments later, she sped up again, squeezing down.

At any moment, he knew he could have climaxed so easily. Better yet, it would have been the best orgasm of his life! He had never been kept on the verge of release like this for so long!

In fact, Jack, Devereaux never had to wait. He always set the pace with every lover. He decided when she should kiss him, go down on him, get on her hands and knees, or fall to her back…

But he didn’t have that kind of control over a woman like Victoria.

Frantically, he searched for some psychological weakness.

When he looked up into her eyes, he saw none. She was beautiful, confident, and she knew exactly how to tease him.

Perhaps she sensed his strategizing because she gave him another little dose of pleasure. She brought him to the edge, stopped, brought him back, and stopped again. Not only that, she made it impossible for this boy to predict exactly what would happen or when.

A gentle squeeze, stronger, fast then slow.

He came so close!

The pleasure dissipated. The possibility faded and flared seconds later as she orchestrated this delicious torture.

“Please…!” he said, his voice straining through raw, primal need.

“You know, you’re in control here,” she teased. Although Jack didn’t understand, she taunted him with a hint of clarity, “You decide when you give up the code. You decide when I make you come.”

Jack stared at her, his eyes dark, intent, and filled with incomprehension for those first few heartbeats. But then he stared at her with his lips tensed. “No…” He tugged helplessly on his manacles. The metal bands held him down, making sure he couldn’t go anywhere. “No. You can’t be serious!”

“One little password for one intense orgasm,” she said. “It sounds like a good trade to me.”

It wasn’t!

Jack Devereaux understood this. He knew just how valuable that code could be, but this beautiful woman continued to smile down at him. To make matters worse, she brushed her fingers along his cock. He tried to throw his body to the left, to the right, all in a futile effort to keep her from touching him.

Every delicious caress and wonderful sensation made him wish he could just break and give this woman what she demanded. It should have been so easy!

And yet, his loyalty to his organization remained intact. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t surrender to this beautiful woman.

“It’s your decision,” she said playfully. “We can wait a couple of hours or days or weeks. Whatever you think is a good idea.” She cracked another smile. Her perfectly white teeth shined, and he felt like prey in front of some dangerous feline.

“Please…” Jack said, nearly whimpering now.

“When do you want that orgasm? I mean, I’m sure I can make it worth your while. Go on. Tell me the code. Give it up, Devereaux.” Her eyes glistened with amused delight. He couldn’t even take some kind of solace in the idea that he was frustrating her. On the contrary, she seemed utterly content.

Victoria was having fun with him! She enjoyed every second of this!

He couldn’t escape. Trapped there like a bug in front of her, he could only squirm helplessly.

Again, he tensed and flexed his muscles as he tried to get away. His skin was hot, damp, and clouded red as he fought the bonds. For once, he didn’t have some clever stratagem to employ or any wickedly cute devices. He was truly trapped beneath this woman, so she took advantage of him.

Employing both hands now, she stroked the underside of his balls with one hand. With the other, she rubbed the heel of her palm along his cock. At this point, the manacles bit down against his wrists and ankles, leaving flat, uniform indentations.

“Poor boy,” she teased. “It’s obvious you want release badly. In fact, I think you might be willing to do anything to get it.”

“It’s the aphrodisiac,” he said. “You drugged me. The essential me. I can fight this. I can beat it.”

He uttered those words without really meaning to. And yet, Jack Devereaux had never been turned on like this before. No woman had ever been able to tease or manipulate him.

And to think, she remained almost entirely covered. Yes, he could see the soft shine of her beautiful hair, the vivid allure in her eyes, and gorgeous contours of her face, yet she hadn’t touched him with her breasts, nor had she promised to mount him.

She only teased him with her soft fingertips and smooth palms. Again, she wrapped her fingers around his circumference, moved her hand up, and slid it down. The temptations coursed through his veins as his heart pounded faster and faster.

“The aphrodisiac may have helped,” she said, “but we would have gotten here eventually. The drugs just sped things along. Face it. You are a man, and men can always be manipulated.”

Devereaux remembered making a similar comment about women. He had been back at the office and laughed at females because “you can always get them to do whatever you want. It might take a kiss or a promise, but they are all so desperate deep down to win a little bit of affection.”

Now those words echoed between his ears as he strained. He lifted his head, tried to look forward, and wished he could rip through the metal.

Jack Devereaux may have been a brilliant operative who could sneak in and out of so many facilities, yet he had never confronted a woman like Victoria.

As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he remained helpless. Then he arched his back again as he surrendered to those sensations.

“Please. Please, don’t make me say it.”

“Tell me the first letter.”

“A.”

She rewarded him, bring him closer and closer to release right before that moment when—

Victoria pulled her hands away. Her touch disappeared.

“FZ721,” he said.

Manipulating men may have been Victoria’s primary skill, but she easily calculated the digits. “We are almost there,” she said.

Desperate and panicked and breathless despite the fact that he couldn’t move from this one table, Devereaux shook his head frantically from side to side. “No! No. Please. Please, don’t make me say it. Please, you can’t!”

“I can’t, or you think you’re going to be able to outlast me? Because right now, Devereaux, it looks like you would give anything for release. Is that true?”

Victoria didn’t give him the opportunity to answer for himself. Instead, she started stroking and teasing him again.

His body may have relaxed a tiny bit, except now his instincts cried out for him to get off. He needed to feel that pulsating, throbbing ecstasy between his legs. Every evolutionarily programmed instinct in his body screamed for him to give this woman whatever she wanted, so long as he could savor that blazing rush of completion.

Somehow, he held out.

“Tell me,” she instructed.

“AFZ721,” he repeated.

“Oh, you already told me that part,” she said. “Tell me the rest.”

“No. Please. You can’t do this. Please, don’t make me!” Terrorists, criminals, and warlords had attempted to intimidate Jack Devereaux, but none of them succeeded like the beautiful woman standing above him.

“I can’t…” Jack said again.

“Are you sure about that? Are you really certain?” Victoria asked as she gently massaged the base of his cock with one hand while sliding the pad of her thumb up his member with the other.

Straining as hard as he could, he tried to hold out.

“K.”

“And?”

“8873,” he continued.

“Just one more digit,” she said. “What is it, Jack?”

“I can’t!”

She touched the underside of his chin and forced him to look up at her. His eyes locked on her beautiful face, and he almost wished she would just kiss him again so he could close his eyes and surrender to that warm, alluring embrace.

“You can do this,” she said sternly. “You can give me whatever I want because you know how good it will feel when you do so. You can surrender right now, Jack. You can embrace your place because you know that you’re not getting up. Keep down, you already know I own you. Face it. You aren’t going anywhere. You are mine. You are my plaything, my toy, and I’m going to wear you down one way or another. You might as well enjoy it, don’t you think?”

“No! I can’t!”

“Think about how good it would feel…”

“X!”

“Good boy,” she said. Victoria glanced up at some hidden camera or microphone. “Double check.”

Someone elsewhere in the facility heard her command and obeyed. Jack understood what was happening, but he stopped thinking. He had betrayed his organization, but at least he would get that rush of pleasure now. She stroked and teased him, patted him, fondled him, and made sure he enjoyed every second of this.

Incandescent pleasure coursed through his body, but this time he didn’t have to worry. He understood the truth and knew what was about to happen—

“Code confirmed,” came a voice from one of the hidden speakers.

Victoria instantly pulled her hands away.

He blinked, suddenly confused. “Why, why did you stop?”

“You gave me what I wanted,” she said. He stared up at her, his eyes wide and filled with confusion even as she started laughing and walked away.

He wanted to beg, to plead, but he already knew it wouldn’t do any good. Victoria had made up her mind, so now she sauntered off and left Jack Devereaux to soak in his failure.

Right before she disappeared through the doorway, she glanced over her shoulder. Her hair cut the light as she promised, “Don’t worry. I will be back. I’m sure you have other secrets for me to extract!” Despite the arousal still coursing through his body, his skin turned white as the fear filled his chest.

The door closed behind her, leaving this bound boy to contemplate what could happen next…

The End
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