
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Agent Jade: The Price of Failure
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Chapter 1: Return to Hong Kong
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The private jet touched down in Hong Kong under a blood-red sunset.

I stared out the window as the wheels kissed the runway, my heart heavy with a strange mixture of exhaustion and dread. Dr. Karl Brandt sat several rows behind me, silent and pale, still processing his forced defection. Victor sat beside me, his powerful frame tense, jaw clenched the entire flight.

Neither of us had spoken much since leaving Moscow.

The moment the cabin door opened, the humid tropical air rushed in, thick and heavy. Two of Madame Zhao’s black SUVs were waiting on the tarmac, flanked by armed guards. I stepped down first, my long crimson coat swirling around my legs. Victor followed, then the doctor.

I could feel the weight of what was coming.

We were escorted directly to Madame Zhao’s mountain villa — the same opulent fortress where I had sealed my six-month deal with her. The drive up the winding road was silent. Victor’s hand brushed mine once, but I didn’t take it. Not here. Not now.

When we finally entered the grand hall, Madame Zhao was waiting.

She stood like a queen on her throne — sleek black cheongsam hugging her athletic body, long dark hair cascading over one shoulder. Her expression was calm, but her eyes burned with cold fury.

“Jade,” she purred, stepping forward. She cupped my face with both hands and kissed me deeply, possessively, right in front of Victor and the doctor. When she pulled back, her gaze shifted to Victor like a blade.

“And you,” Madame Zhao said softly, her voice like velvet wrapped around steel. She slowly circled Victor, her sharp heels clicking against the marble floor. “The man who ruined months of planning with one impulsive, jealous act.”

Victor stood tall, shoulders squared, refusing to show even a flicker of fear. “Volkov was hurting her,” he growled. “I ended the threat.”

Madame Zhao stopped in front of him. A slow, dangerous smile curved her lips as she tilted her head.

“Hurting her?” She let out a soft, mocking laugh. “Oh, Victor... you really are blinded by possessiveness, aren’t you? Volkov wasn’t hurting her. He was edging her. For hours. Bringing her to the very brink of orgasm again and again without letting her cum. That, my dear, is not torture. It is an exquisite form of sexual pleasure.”

She stepped closer, her dark eyes gleaming with cruel amusement.

“Jade could have handled it beautifully. She would have gathered everything I needed while dripping and desperate, exactly as I trained her. But you...” She reached up and patted his cheek condescendingly. “You couldn’t stand the thought of another man making her moan, could you? So you murdered a valuable asset in a fit of jealousy.”

Victor’s jaw tightened, but he stayed silent.

Madame Zhao’s smile vanished, replaced by cold authority.

“You ended my leverage,” she corrected sharply. “Dmitri Volkov was going to deliver half of Eastern Europe into my hands. Instead, his death has created chaos. And chaos, Victor... requires payment.”

She snapped her fingers. Two guards immediately seized his arms.

He snarled and began to struggle, but they were ready. A sedative dart hit his neck before he could break free. His eyes widened, then rolled back as his powerful body went limp.

“Take him to the transformation chamber,” Madame Zhao ordered calmly, as if she were asking for a cup of tea.

Two guards immediately dragged Victor’s sedated body toward the reinforced elevator that led deep beneath the villa. His head lolled, powerful limbs limp. The sight of him so helpless sent a strange, unwelcome flutter through my chest.

Madame Zhao turned to me, her dark eyes sparkling with wicked satisfaction. Her voice was silky, intimate, and undeniably cruel.

“You will watch, my sweet Jade. Every single second. This is his punishment for killing Volkov. I even received full approval from your precious Agency to do this. They agreed that Victor needs to learn a lesson about following orders and controlling his jealousy.”

My stomach dropped like a stone.

“No...” I whispered, barely audible.

Madame Zhao stepped closer, her fingers gently brushing a stray lock of my fiery red hair behind my ear. The touch was deceptively tender.

“Yes,” she murmured, her breath warm against my cheek. “They understand that sometimes extreme measures are necessary. He wanted to protect you so badly. He couldn’t bear the thought of another man making you moan and writhe. So now... he gets to become just like you. A beautiful, sensitive, helplessly aroused young woman with a body that betrays her at every touch.”

She trailed her fingers slowly down the side of my neck, sending a shiver through me.

“And you, Jade... you will help train her. You will teach her how to walk in heels. How to dress like the seductive little slut she now is. How to spread her legs and take cock. How to cum screaming in this new, exquisite body.”

Madame Zhao’s lips curved into a predatory smile as she studied my face, clearly enjoying my conflict.

She leaned in and kissed me again — slow, deep, and possessive. Her tongue slipped past my lips, tasting my shock, my guilt, and the dark, shameful arousal I couldn’t quite hide. When she finally pulled back, her forehead rested against mine.

“Welcome home, darling,” she whispered against my mouth. “The real game is just beginning.”



As they dragged Victor’s unconscious body away, I stood frozen in the grand hall, heart hammering.

I had spent months learning to live in this body. Learning to crave it.

Now the man who had once owned me completely — the man who had fucked me senseless in Vegas, who had claimed me so brutally in that prison cell — was about to go through the same nightmare.

And deep down, in a dark corner of my soul I barely recognized...

...part of me couldn’t wait to see it.
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Chapter 2: The Transformation Chamber
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The transformation chamber was exactly as I remembered it — cold, clinical, and terrifyingly efficient.

Deep beneath Madame Zhao’s mountain villa, the underground facility hummed with low machinery and soft blue lighting. I stood behind the reinforced observation glass, my arms wrapped tightly around myself. Madame Zhao stood beside me, one hand resting possessively on my lower back.

Victor was already strapped to the transformation bed when we arrived. The sedatives were wearing off. His eyes fluttered open, then widened in fury as he realized where he was.

“What the fuck is this?” he snarled, straining against the reinforced restraints. His powerful muscles flexed, veins standing out on his arms and neck. “Zhao! Let me go!”

Madame Zhao smiled sweetly through the intercom.

“Victor Castellano,” Madame Zhao said, her voice smooth and commanding as it echoed through the speakers in the transformation chamber. “For the crime of killing Dmitri Volkov and single-handedly destroying months of my carefully laid plans, the Agency has granted me full authority to punish you as I see fit.”

She paused, letting the weight of her words sink in. Victor strained against the restraints, his muscular body flexing powerfully.

“You will now experience the same gift you once mocked Jade for receiving,” she continued, her tone dripping with cruel satisfaction. “The full cellular reconfiguration. The same nanite swarm that turned a cocky, arrogant man into a beautiful, hypersensitive woman. You laughed at her back then. You mocked her new body. You told her she looked better on her knees.”

Madame Zhao leaned closer to the observation glass, her dark eyes locked on Victor’s furious face.

“Now you get to live it. Every humiliating, overwhelming, dripping second of it. By the time this chamber is done with you, you will understand exactly what Jade has endured... and what it truly means to be owned by this body.”

Victor’s head snapped toward the glass. His eyes locked onto mine.

“Jade,” he growled. “Don’t let her do this.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat was tight.

The technicians began the process without ceremony. The dome lowered over Victor’s head as millions of nanites flooded his system. His body jerked violently as the changes began.

At first it was the bones — his broad shoulders cracking and narrowing, his height compressing from six-foot-three down to five-nine. His powerful chest reformed, ribs pulling inward while his hips widened with deep, audible pops. Victor roared in pain and rage as his body betrayed him.

Then came his chest.

Two sensitive points appeared on his pecs. Fat and glandular tissue swelled rapidly beneath the skin. Victor’s eyes widened in horror as two full, firm breasts ballooned outward — round, perky, and capped with soft pink nipples that hardened instantly in the cool air.

“No— fuck— stop this!” he shouted, his voice cracking halfway through as it rose in pitch, becoming smoother and more feminine.
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