
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Agent Jade: Stuck in Silk

By Jennie Snooks
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Chapter 1: The Impossible Assignment
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My name is Jake Harlan, and I’ve never met a woman I couldn’t make scream my name by the end of the night.

Six-foot-two, two-hundred and fifteen pounds of honed muscle, broad shoulders, and a cock that measures a solid ten inches when fully hard. Yeah, I know the exact number. The women I leave behind always make sure to remind me. They talk about it in hushed, reverent tones in hotel bars and private clubs across the globe. “Jake ruined me,” they whisper. “No one else will ever feel that good.” I’ve heard the stories secondhand more times than I can count. It’s not arrogance if it’s true.

I’ve been with the Agency for twelve years. Black ops. Seduction and extraction specialist. They send me in when they need someone to slip between silk sheets and walk out with secrets. I’ve taken down arms dealers by fucking their mistresses, dismantled human trafficking rings by charming the wives of the men in charge, and once spent three weeks in Monaco turning a reclusive billionaire’s daughter into a moaning, dripping mess who handed over every password her father owned. By the time I was done, she was limping for a week and begging me to stay.

I loved every second of it.

So when Director Reyes called me into the underground briefing room at 3 a.m., I walked in expecting another glamorous assignment. Maybe Monaco again. Maybe Dubai. I was already mentally picking out which tailored suit I’d wear to seduce the next mark.

Instead, Reyes slid a thick dossier across the matte-black table and looked at me with an expression I’d never seen on her face before.

Concern.

“Victor Castellano,” she said without preamble. “Head of the Golden Phoenix casino empire. We’ve been trying to pin him down for four years. Drugs, weapons, human trafficking, money laundering on a scale that makes most cartels look like amateurs. He’s smart. Paranoid. And completely untouchable.”

I flipped open the file. Photos of a tall, powerfully built man in his mid-forties stared back at me. Sharp jaw, expensive suits, eyes like black ice. “So what’s the play?” I asked, leaning back in the chair. “I get close to one of his girlfriends? Wife? Daughter?”

Reyes didn’t smile. “None of the above. Castellano doesn’t trust anyone outside his inner circle. The only people who get real access to him are the women in his private showgirl revue. He hand-picks every dancer. Interviews them personally. Sleeps with most of them. And he’s expanding the show in two weeks.”

I waited for the punchline. It didn’t come.

“You’re fucking with me.”

“I wish I was.” She tapped a key on her tablet and a holographic display flickered to life. Blueprints of the Golden Phoenix. Security schematics. Personnel files. “The new revue is invitation-only for the elite. Castellano watches every performance from his private box. If one of the girls catches his eye, she gets invited upstairs. That’s where the real business happens. That’s where the evidence is.”

I laughed, short and sharp. “So send in a female agent. You’ve got plenty who are just as good as me.”

“None who know Castellano’s operation the way you do.” Reyes met my eyes. “You took down the Mendoza syndicate two years ago. You know his supply routes, his financial patterns, his tells at the poker table. You memorized his entire network while you were fucking Maria Mendoza’s sister. You’re the only one who can recognize the evidence when you see it.”

I rubbed my jaw. “Still doesn’t solve the obvious problem. I’ve got a dick, Reyes. Last I checked, showgirls don’t.”

She didn’t blink. “We’ve had the technology for eighteen months. Full cellular reconfiguration. Nanite swarm reconstruction. We can rewrite your body at the genetic level. Height, bone structure, fat distribution, secondary sexual characteristics. Everything. You’ll come out the other side as an 18-year-old woman. 5’9”, natural 36D breasts, long natural blonde hair, flawless skin. We’ll even remove all body hair permanently for the role. And yes... we’ve modified the throat. No gag reflex.”

My mouth went dry.

I’d seen the classified reports on the biotech program. Experimental. Expensive as hell. And supposedly reversible.

“You want me to become a fucking showgirl?”

“I want you to complete the mission,” she said flatly. “Two weeks maximum. Seduce Castellano, get into his private suite, gather the evidence we need to bury him, and we bring you in. We reverse the transformation the same day. You walk out as Jake Harlan again, mission complete, and nobody ever knows what you did in Vegas.”

I stared at the holographic image of the Golden Phoenix’s main stage. Scantily clad dancers in feathers and rhinestones spun under glittering lights. The thought of me up there, tits bouncing, ass shaking for a room full of rich perverts...

My cock twitched in my pants.

I hated that it did.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered. “You’re serious.”

“Deadly.” Reyes leaned forward. “You’re the best, Jake. This is why we recruited you. This is why we pay you what we do. But I won’t order you. This is voluntary. The procedure is... intense. And there are risks.”

I thought about it. Really thought about it. Walking away was the smart move. I could retire after this one if I wanted. But the idea of being the one to finally take down Victor Castellano... that was tempting.

And a darker, quieter part of me—the part that got hard at the idea of danger—wondered what it would actually feel like.

I exhaled slowly. “When do we start?”

Reyes allowed herself the smallest smile. “The transformation chamber is already prepped. We fly you to Vegas in forty-eight hours as Jade Harlow. Brand new identity, complete backstory, and a body built to make Victor Castellano lose his fucking mind.”

She slid a final photo across the table.

It was a computer-generated image of the woman I was about to become. Long platinum blonde hair, sultry green eyes, full lips, perfect cheekbones, and a body that looked like it had been sculpted for pure sin. Firm, high 36D breasts. Tiny waist. Long legs. An ass that made my mouth water even though it was my future ass.

I felt my cock throb again, harder this time.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Reyes stood up. “Get some rest, Jake. Tomorrow you stop being a man. For a little while.”

As she left the room, I picked up the photo and stared at the stunning blonde who would soon be me.

I had no idea how much my life was about to change.

Or how much I might not want to change back.
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Chapter 2: Becoming Jade
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The underground facility was buried so deep beneath the Nevada desert that I lost cell signal three elevators ago. White corridors, soft blue lighting, and the constant low hum of machinery made the place feel like a sci-fi movie set. Two silent technicians in crisp white coats escorted me into the transformation suite.

I was naked.

Completely.

They’d already taken blood, scanned every inch of me, and run a final psych eval. Now I stood under bright lights while a female tech named Dr. Voss ran a handheld device over my skin.

“Full permanent depilation,” she said clinically. “Laser and nanite prep. You’ll never grow body hair again. Not even peach fuzz.”

I watched as the beam swept across my chest, arms, legs, and finally my groin. The sensation was warm, then tingly. My thick patch of pubic hair dissolved before my eyes. My balls and the base of my cock looked strangely vulnerable, smooth as a teenager’s. I felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with modesty.

“On the table, Agent Harlan,” Dr. Voss instructed.

The transformation bed was more like a sleek medical pod—padded, slightly reclined, with restraints I hoped were just for safety. I lay back. Cool gel pads pressed against my spine, temples, and inner thighs. A soft dome lowered over my head.

“Any last words as a man?” Dr. Voss asked with the faintest smirk.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound cocky. “Make sure the new tits are worth it.”

She actually laughed. “Thirty-six D, firm and perky. You’ll like them.”

The dome filled with a soft golden light. I felt the first wave of nanites enter through the dermal ports—millions of microscopic machines flooding my bloodstream. It didn’t hurt. Not exactly. It felt like the world’s most intense full-body pins-and-needles, followed by deep, rolling heat.

“Oh... fuck,” I groaned.

My bones started to shift.

I watched in the overhead mirror as my height compressed. Six-two became six... then five-eleven... then five-nine. My shoulders narrowed with audible pops. My ribcage pulled inward while my hips pushed outward with a deep, stretching ache that made me gasp. My waist cinched in dramatically, creating an exaggerated hourglass shape.

Then came my chest.

It started as two sensitive points on my pecs. Heat bloomed outward. Skin stretched. Fat and glandular tissue swelled beneath the surface. I stared, wide-eyed, as two perfect, rounded breasts grew before my eyes—full, firm, and capped with soft pink nipples that tightened instantly in the cool air.

“Goddamn...” My voice cracked halfway through the word, jumping up an octave into a smooth, sultry alto that didn’t belong to me.

My face was changing too. Jaw softening. Cheekbones lifting. Lips plumping into a natural pout. My nose refined itself. Eyelashes lengthened. Long, silky platinum-blonde hair spilled over my shoulders and across the tops of my new breasts like liquid gold.

The last and strangest part was between my legs.

My proud ten-inch cock—still half-hard from the bizarre sensations—began to shrink. I felt it retreating, pulling inward. The heavy weight of my balls drew up and reshaped. There was a slick, wet sensation as new anatomy formed. When the changes finished, I had a smooth, puffy little pussy with a delicate clit already peeking out.

I was soaked.

The dome lifted. I sat up slowly, breasts swaying heavily on my chest. The motion made me inhale sharply—the weight, the bounce, the way they moved with me. Everything felt so different.

Dr. Voss handed me a full-length mirror.

I stared at the stranger looking back.

She was breathtaking.

Flawless 18-year-old face. Bright green eyes with a natural seductive tilt. Long lashes. Plump cock-sucking lips. A body built for sin—5’9” of toned legs, tiny waist, wide hips, and those mouth-watering 36D tits sitting high and proud. My new pussy was completely bare, lips slightly parted and glistening.

I reached down with trembling fingers and touched my clit.

“Fuck!” I yelped, knees buckling. The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming. A single soft stroke sent electric jolts up my spine. My nipples tightened into hard little peaks.

“Easy,” Dr. Voss warned. “Your new nervous system is extremely sensitive right now. You’ll need time to adjust.”

I couldn’t stop staring. I cupped my breasts, feeling their weight, squeezing gently. The moan that escaped my new throat was pure porn-star quality—low, breathy, and filthy.

They brought me clothes. Tiny silver thong, matching bra that barely contained my tits, a sheer robe, and sky-high clear heels. Everything fit perfectly, like it had been tailored to this new body.

I practiced walking. The sway of my hips felt obscene. My ass—round, firm, and heart-shaped—jiggled slightly with every step. The thong nestled between my pussy lips, rubbing my clit with every movement.
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