
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Agent Jade: Shadows of Dubai

By Jennie Snooks
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Chapter 1: Welcome to Dubai
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I still remembered the night I sealed my fate.

Three weeks ago, in Madame Zhao’s luxurious Hong Kong penthouse, I had stood before her completely naked, body still flushed and trembling from the way she had just made me cum. The reversal module sat glowing on its pedestal across the room — the one thing I had been fighting for months to recover.

“I accept your terms,” I had whispered, voice hoarse.

Six months of loyalty. Six months as her lover. Six months as her partner in the shadows of her empire.

In exchange, she would hand over the complete reversal technology.

Madame Zhao had smiled that slow, victorious smile and pulled me into a deep, possessive kiss. She had taken me again right there on the silk sheets — slow and deliberate this time — as if sealing our agreement with every thrust of her fingers and every moan she drew from my lips.

She had delivered on her promise.

The technology was now safely in Agency hands — or at least, that’s what I told myself.

In reality, Madame Zhao had handed it over, but only after making it very clear that she expected me to honor every single part of our deal. The look in her eyes that night had said everything: You belong to me now.

And I had agreed.

I had sold six months of my life — my body, my time, my loyalty — to one of the most dangerous women in Asia.

As I stood on the terrace of the Burj Al Arab, the hot Dubai wind whipping my fiery red hair, I could still feel the ghost of her touch on my skin. The taste of her lips. The way she had claimed me so completely that night.

I closed my eyes and let out a slow, shaky breath.

The Agency thought I was still primarily working for them.

Madame Zhao believed I was hers.

And I... I no longer knew where my loyalty truly lay.

I had the tech.

Now I had to survive the price I had agreed to pay.

Which was why I was standing on the private terrace of the Burj Al Arab in Dubai, the hot desert wind whipping through my fiery red hair.

I was here for her.

Not for the tech. Not for the Agency. For Madame Zhao.

I wore a stunning white designer dress that hugged every curve of my body, with a plunging neckline and a high slit that showed off my long legs. My red hair flowed loose in the breeze. Scarlett Vale was no longer just a cover — she was my current reality.

My phone vibrated. A message from Madame Zhao:

Enjoy the desert, my beautiful Jade. The Sheikh is expecting you tonight. Make him want you. Make him trust you. Then find out who is trying to move against us.

I smirked at the screen.

Six months.

Six months of working for one of the most dangerous women in Asia. Six months of seduction, espionage, and nights spent in her bed. Six months of walking the razor’s edge between loyalty to the Agency and the growing pull I felt toward this new life.

I took a deep breath, letting the warm air fill my lungs.

The Agency still believed I was primarily working for them. They didn’t know how deep I had gone with Madame Zhao. They didn’t know how much I was starting to enjoy it.

I whispered to the glittering Dubai skyline:

“Let’s see how far I can go before everything falls apart.”

I turned and headed back inside to prepare for the evening’s party at Sheikh Khalid Al-Mansour’s desert palace.

This wasn’t about the reversal tech anymore.

This was about power, loyalty, and how much of myself I was willing to give to Madame Zhao.

And deep down, I was terrified of the answer.
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Chapter 2: The Sheikh’s Invitation
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The desert palace rose out of the dunes like a mirage made real.

Sheikh Khalid Al-Mansour’s private oasis compound was a monument to excess. Palm trees swayed around illuminated artificial lakes. Gold-leafed pavilions glowed under thousands of lanterns. Supercars worth more than most people’s lifetimes were parked in perfect rows while beautiful women in designer gowns and tiny bikinis moved between guests like living jewelry. The air smelled of oud, expensive cologne, and the faint sweetness of shisha smoke.

I stepped out of the Rolls-Royce into the warm night air, my crimson gown shimmering under the floodlights. The sheer fabric clung to my body like liquid sin, the plunging neckline and high slits revealing generous glimpses of skin with every step. My fiery red hair spilled over my shoulders in soft waves, and my makeup was bold — smoky eyes and deep red lips that matched the dress perfectly.

Scarlett Vale had arrived.

Heads turned immediately.

The moment I stepped into the main courtyard, the entire party seemed to pause for a heartbeat. Conversations faltered mid-sentence. Glasses stopped halfway to lips. Men in thousand-dollar suits and women dripping in diamonds openly stared, their eyes widening with undisguised hunger and envy.

I felt every single gaze crawling over my body — tracing the deep plunge of my crimson gown between my breasts, following the curve of my hips, lingering on the long, toned expanse of leg revealed by the high slits with every step I took. The sheer silk clung to me like a second skin, shifting and shimmering under the golden lights, leaving almost nothing to the imagination.

And for the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel ashamed.

I let myself enjoy it.

Six months with Madame Zhao had taught me just how intoxicating power could feel when you wielded beauty like a weapon. I had learned to savor the way rooms fell silent when I entered them. The way powerful men lost their train of thought. The way even the most elegant women couldn’t help but look twice — some with jealousy, others with open desire.

I walked slowly, deliberately, letting my hips sway and my fiery red hair catch the light. A small, confident smile played on my lips as I soaked in the attention. This body wasn’t a curse anymore. It was a tool. A luxury. A source of strength I was finally learning to embrace.

A tall attendant in traditional white robes with gold embroidery approached and bowed low, his eyes respectfully lowered.

“Miss Vale,” he said smoothly, “His Highness Sheikh Khalid Al-Mansour is expecting you. Please, follow me.”

I gave him a graceful nod and followed, feeling dozens of eyes burning into my back as I moved deeper into the opulent desert palace. The night was only just beginning, and already the game was in full swing.

He escorted me through the opulent courtyard toward the main pavilion. Sheikh Khalid Al-Mansour spotted me the moment I entered. He was exactly as the dossier described — tall, sharply handsome, with a neatly trimmed beard and the effortless arrogance of a man who had never been denied anything in his life.

He excused himself from a group of guests and approached, his dark eyes devouring me.

“Miss Scarlett Vale,” he said, his voice smooth and cultured with that faint, polished British accent from his Oxford days. “Madame Zhao told me you were extraordinary. She failed to mention you were also breathtaking.”

Sheikh Khalid Al-Mansour was even more striking up close. Tall and broad-shouldered, he carried himself with the effortless arrogance of a man born into extreme power and wealth. His dark eyes locked onto mine with open, unapologetic hunger as he took me in — slowly, deliberately, from the plunging neckline of my crimson gown to the long, toned leg revealed by the high slit.

I offered my hand with a slow, seductive smile, tilting my head just enough for my fiery red hair to cascade over one shoulder.

He took it immediately, his grip firm and warm. Instead of a simple handshake, he lifted my hand to his lips and pressed a lingering kiss to the back of my fingers. His gaze never left mine, dark and intense, as if he were already imagining what the rest of me would feel like.
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