
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Agent Jade: Veil of Shadows

By Jennie Snooks
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Chapter 1: The Married Couple
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The desert wind whipped across the private airstrip as Jade stepped off the Agency jet, her long fiery red hair tied back in a tight braid. She wore a simple black abaya over tactical gear — a necessary compromise for where they were going.

James Keller walked beside her, tall and composed, carrying himself with the quiet confidence of a man who had survived his first few missions with her. Their new partnership had grown stronger over the past months. What started as professional respect had slowly deepened into something more intimate.

“Ready for this?” James asked quietly, adjusting the wedding band on his left hand. It was part of their cover.

Jade glanced at the matching ring on her own finger and felt a strange flutter in her chest.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” she replied.

Their destination was the Islamic Republic of Qaraqesh — a conservative, oil-rich nation that had become a hub for terrorist financing. Women had almost no rights. Public displays of affection were forbidden. Seduction was not just useless here — it was potentially lethal.

They were posing as Ahmed and Aisha Al-Rashid, a devout married couple returning from Europe after the death of Ahmed’s father. James would play the role of a mid-level businessman trying to expand his father’s import business. Jade would be the obedient, modest wife.

As their transport vehicle drove them toward the capital, Jade stared out at the endless sand dunes. She had chosen this life. Chosen to remain a woman. Chosen to stay with the Agency.

Now she would see what that choice truly cost.

Their safehouse was a modest apartment in a quiet residential district. The moment the door closed behind them, James let out a long breath.

“Six months of this,” he said, loosening his collar. “Strict conservative dress for you. No physical contact in public. No alcohol. No... anything that could be seen as improper.”

Jade slipped out of the heavy abaya, revealing the tight black tank top and leggings underneath. Her full breasts strained against the fabric, and James’s eyes lingered for a moment before he respectfully looked away.

She noticed.

“You can look,” she said softly, stepping closer. “We’re supposed to be married, remember?”

James swallowed hard. The tension between them had been building for weeks — long missions, shared hotel rooms, late-night strategy sessions. But they had never crossed the line.

Until now.

Jade reached up and gently touched his jaw.

“We need to sell this cover completely,” she whispered. “Inside these walls... we should act like a real husband and wife. It’ll make it more natural when we’re outside.”

James’s hands settled on her waist, pulling her closer.

“Are you sure?” he asked, voice low.

Jade answered by kissing him.

It started slow — tentative and careful — as if both of them were afraid the moment might shatter if they moved too quickly. Months of shared hotel rooms, lingering glances, and carefully restrained desire finally broke free the moment their lips met.

James kissed her like a man who had been starving for her. His hands slid down her waist, gripping her hips with barely contained hunger. Jade moaned softly into his mouth, her fingers threading through his dark hair as she pressed her body against his. The kiss deepened, turning hungry and desperate, tongues sliding together as years of professional distance burned away in seconds.

With a low groan, James lifted her effortlessly, his strong hands cupping her ass as she wrapped her long legs around his waist. Jade gasped at the easy display of strength, her core tightening with anticipation. He carried her into the bedroom without breaking the kiss, kicking the door shut behind them.

They tumbled onto the bed in a tangle of limbs. James hovered over her, eyes dark with lust and something deeper — reverence, almost worship. He peeled away her tank top slowly, revealing her full, heavy 36D breasts. His breath hitched as he leaned down, kissing and sucking at one stiff nipple while his hand caressed the other.

“God, Jade...” he whispered against her skin. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

Jade arched into his mouth, a soft, needy moan escaping her. Her body was hypersensitive after months of denial, every touch sending sparks racing through her. She tugged at his shirt, helping him strip it off, then ran her hands over his toned chest and abs, savoring the feel of him.

When they were finally both naked, James settled between her thighs. He took his time, kissing down her body with slow, deliberate reverence — her breasts, her stomach, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. When his mouth finally found her dripping pussy, Jade cried out, her fingers tightening in his hair.

He licked and sucked her with focused passion, learning exactly what made her moan and tremble. Two thick fingers pushed inside her, curling against that perfect spot while his tongue circled her swollen clit. Jade came hard within minutes, thighs clamping around his head as she shuddered and gasped his name.

But she wasn’t done.

Pushing him onto his back, Jade straddled his hips. She wrapped her hand around his thick, throbbing cock and slowly sank down onto him, taking every inch with a long, broken moan. James groaned deeply, hands gripping her hips as she began to ride him.

At first she moved slowly, savoring the stretch, the fullness, the way he looked up at her like she was everything. Then her pace quickened. Her fiery red hair spilled across his chest as she rode him harder, breasts bouncing with every roll of her hips. James thrust up to meet her, one hand kneading her breast while the other gripped her ass, guiding her movements.

“Jade— fuck—” he gasped, voice strained with pleasure.

She leaned down, kissing him fiercely as she ground against him, chasing her second orgasm. When it hit, she cried out against his mouth, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his cock. The sensation pushed James over the edge. With a deep, guttural groan, he thrust up hard and came inside her, filling her with pulse after pulse of hot cum.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat. James pulled her close, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her lips.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” he admitted quietly.

Jade smiled against his chest, tracing lazy patterns on his skin.

“So have I.”

For the first time in months, lying in James’s arms, Jade felt something close to peace.

The mission was dangerous. Their cover was fragile. But in this small, hidden moment... they had each other.

Afterward, they lay tangled together in the darkness.

“This is dangerous,” James whispered, stroking her back.

“I know,” Jade replied, resting her head on his chest. “But it feels right.”

The mission had officially begun.

And for the first time since leaving Hong Kong, Jade felt like she wasn’t walking through the shadows alone.
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Chapter 2: The First Test

[image: ]




The next morning, reality hit them like the desert sun.

Jade stood in front of the small bathroom mirror, carefully adjusting her black hijab. Only her face and hands were visible. The modest abaya she wore covered every curve she had spent six months learning to weaponize. She felt strangely vulnerable — stripped of the power her beauty usually gave her.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
AGENT ]ADE
\VEIL OF Sk \DOW'S

\J A
i BY JENNIE SNOOKS
R\





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





