
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Agent Jade: Desperate Measures

By Jennie Snooks
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Chapter 1: Routine
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Six months.

That’s how long I’d been Agent Jade Harlow.

Six months of living full-time in this body. Six months of missions, seductions, debriefings, and learning how to be a woman in a world that wanted to devour me.

And I was... good at it.

I stood on the rooftop of a luxury hotel in Singapore, the city glittering below like a circuit board. The warm night breeze tugged at my long fiery red hair as I adjusted the tiny earpiece hidden behind it.

“Target acquired,” I whispered, my voice smooth and confident. “He’s heading toward the private elevator.”

“Stay on him, Jade,” came the reply from headquarters. “We need those access codes.”

The target — a corrupt Singaporean defense contractor — had no idea the stunning redhead in the backless silver dress who’d spent the last two hours flirting with him at the gala was about to ruin his life.

I moved like liquid. Heels clicking, hips swaying, drawing every eye in the room as I slipped into the elevator right behind him. When the doors closed, I pressed myself against him, sliding my hand down his chest.

The elevator doors slid shut with a soft chime, sealing us inside the luxurious mirrored box. The defense contractor — Mr. Tan — turned toward me with a smug, expectant smile.

I didn’t give him time to speak.

“Going somewhere without me?” I purred, stepping close enough that my breasts brushed against his chest. I slid one hand slowly up his silk shirt while brushing my full, glossy lips against his ear, letting my warm breath tease his skin.

He inhaled sharply, already hooked.

Before he could respond, I pressed the emergency stop button. The elevator jolted to a gentle halt between floors. Red emergency lighting bathed us both in a sultry glow.

I kissed him hard — deep, hungry, and expertly seductive. My tongue danced with his while my fingers worked open his belt with practiced ease. Within seconds I had his cock out, thick and throbbing in my hand. I stroked him firmly as I dropped to my knees on the soft carpet.

“Fuck...” he groaned, tangling his hands in my fiery red hair.

I took him deep into my mouth in one smooth motion, no hesitation, no gag — years of training and the Agency’s modifications making it effortless. I sucked him with wet, filthy enthusiasm, moaning around his shaft while looking up at him with my best bedroom eyes. My free hand slipped into his jacket pocket, retrieving his phone and unlocking it with the fingerprint I’d lifted earlier from his glass at the bar.

While I worshipped his cock — swirling my tongue, deep-throating him, and massaging his balls — I quietly activated the hidden recorder in my choker and copied every file I needed.

Two minutes.

That’s all it took.

I felt him tense, hips jerking as he got close. At the perfect moment, I pressed a discreet pressure point on his inner thigh while squeezing the base of his cock. His eyes rolled back in overwhelming pleasure and he came hard down my throat with a strangled groan.

The combination of the orgasm and the pressure point dropped him like a sack of bricks. He slumped against the elevator wall, unconscious, a very satisfied, dopey smile plastered across his face.

I stood up gracefully, licking my lips clean. I straightened my dress, checked my reflection in the mirrored wall, and smiled at the gorgeous redhead staring back at me.

“Pathetic,” I whispered, but there was no real malice in it. Just professional satisfaction.

I restarted the elevator, stepped over Mr. Tan’s unconscious body, and walked out into the lobby like nothing had happened — hips swaying, heels clicking, looking every bit the untouchable seductress.

Another mission completed.

Another man left ruined and smiling.

By the time I stepped out onto the street, the extraction team was already moving in.

Back at the safehouse, I peeled off the silver dress and stood under the hot shower, letting the water run over my curves. My body was still sensitive, still beautiful, still mine — but the frantic, overwhelming horniness from the early days had finally settled into something I could manage.

I could enjoy sex without it consuming me.

I could finish a mission without immediately needing to fuck myself senseless afterward.

I was in control.

At least... mostly.

I toweled off and stood naked in front of the mirror, studying the woman looking back at me. Long, vibrant red hair. Striking green eyes. Full lips. Dangerous body. The diamond choker I wore on missions hid a garrote wire and a tracker.

I looked like sex and danger wrapped in silk.

And I was starting to love it.

My encrypted phone buzzed on the counter.

Director Reyes.

I answered immediately.

“Jade,” she said without greeting. “Come home. We need to talk.”

My stomach tightened. That tone usually meant bad news.

“Reversal tech?” I asked quietly.

There was a long pause.

“Just get on the jet. We’ll talk in person.”

I hung up and stared at my reflection again.

Six months of being Jade.

Six months of no real progress on turning back into Jake.

I slipped into a tight black turtleneck and leather pants, then packed my bag.

Whatever Reyes had to say, I had a feeling my relatively peaceful new routine was about to be shattered.
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Chapter 2: No Leads
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The Agency’s underground headquarters beneath the Nevada desert looked exactly the same as it had six months ago — cold steel corridors, blue holographic displays, and the constant low hum of servers and machinery.

I walked through the familiar steel corridors of the Agency’s underground headquarters with confident, measured strides. The tight black tactical suit clung to me like a second skin, hugging every dangerous curve of my new body — the swell of my 36D breasts, the narrow cinch of my waist, the generous flare of my hips, and the firm, rounded ass that swayed with every step. The suit was specially tailored for seduction and combat, with reinforced panels and hidden compartments, but it still looked like pure sin on me.

My long, fiery red hair was pulled back into a sleek, high ponytail that swung like a flame with each movement. A few rebellious strands framed my face, brushing against my sharp cheekbones. My heels — four-inch stiletto combat boots — clicked authoritatively against the polished floor, announcing my presence long before I entered a room.

Six months had changed everything.

The nervous, dripping, constantly horny mess I had been right after the transformation was almost unrecognizable now. Back then I could barely walk ten steps without getting wet and desperate. I’d spent entire nights riding dildos and fingering myself raw just to take the edge off.

Now? I was in control.

I still enjoyed sex — craved it even — but it no longer ruled me. I could finish a mission, feel the thrill of a good fuck, and then focus on the next objective without my body betraying me every few hours.

I caught my reflection in one of the dark glass panels lining the hallway and allowed myself a small, satisfied smirk. The woman staring back was lethal. Confident. Powerful.

A far cry from the macho secret agent who used to strut around with a ten-inch cock and an ego to match.

Director Reyes was waiting for me in the main briefing room, standing in front of a massive holographic display showing dozens of red “DEAD END” markers across a world map.

She didn’t waste time with pleasantries.

“Sit down, Jade.”

I dropped into the chair across from her, crossing my long legs. “You sounded urgent on the phone. Please tell me we finally have something on the reversal tech.”

Reyes exhaled slowly and rubbed her temples.

“We’ve exhausted every lead. The black market contacts, the arms dealers in Dubai, the hacker collective in Berlin... nothing. Whoever stole the technology has gone completely dark. We’ve been chasing ghosts for six months.”

I felt my stomach tighten.

“So what now?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady. “Are we just... giving up?”

Reyes looked at me with a mix of sympathy and grim determination.

“There’s one last option. One person who might actually know where it went.”

I already knew the name before she said it.

“Victor Castellano.”

She nodded. “He’s been in our highest-security black site for the last six months. No visitors. No contact. Complete isolation. He’s... not in a good mood.”

I let out a bitter laugh. “And let me guess — he won’t talk unless I’m the one asking the questions.”

Reyes didn’t smile.

“He’s made it very clear,” Director Reyes said carefully. “The only person he’ll speak to is you. In person. And he wants... private time. Unmonitored. Unrestricted.”
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