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“Honey, you stay away from that thing. God knows what they made it for.”

Sheila smirked at the text from her mom emblazoned lightly on the screen of her smart phone. She looked back up into the midafternoon sky. Not a single cloud obscured the crystal blue sky on that perfect day. Her rented bungalow butted up against the South Carolina shoreline. Waves crashed lightly against the sand as a warm, gentle breeze ruffled her shoulder length blonde hair. Underneath her white blouse and tan capri pants she wore a pink bikini in hopes of swimming that day and yet, here she stood, staring up at the one and only thing that could ruin her vacation.

She sighed as the sea breeze ruffled her curly blonde hair.

The espionage device looked…

well…

harmless.

A large, white helium balloon corrupted the American skies. Beneath it hung a long solar panel array and a large metallic box featuring a multitude of viewing ports. Exactly what the box contained had been the source of a serious geopolitical argument that led to harsh exchanges between powerful governments with nuclear weapons pointed at one another. Diplomatic channels had been stretched near their breaking point as the twenty-four-hour news cycle paraded dozens of talking heads to help ‘break down’ and ‘spin’ the meaning of the terrifying balloon.

“They say it’s a weather balloon, mom.” Shelia texted back.

“Sure, and the Cuban Missile Crisis was a theme park.” Came her mother’s reply.

Sheila smiled and whispered under her breath, “okay, boomer.”

“Besides, when has the Chinese government told the truth about anything?”

Sheila pursed her lips at that one. She looked up and down the empty coastline.

“At least it let me have the beach to myself.” She replied snapping a few shots of the empty beach as well as the balloon and texting them to her mom.

“Are you crazy, don’t take pictures of it!” her mom replied.

“It’s only fair. They’re probably taking pictures of me.”

“Get inside! You don’t want them to see you!”

Sheila nearly dropped her phone in laughter. What did her mom think? That the Chinese balloon would suddenly start dropping tactical nukes on a random American woman standing on the Carolina shoreline just because it could ‘see’ her? She looked back up at the balloon and wondered who was behind it, obviously the Chinese government but, seriously, who? She closed her eyes and imagined some poor Chinese soldier stuffed away in a top-secret bunker under layers of concrete and gun turrets staring intently at a screen depicting the land of his enemy desperately trying to glean tactical advantages from the view.

She opened her eyes and looked up at the balloon once more. A strange knot of pity filled her as she contemplated that the balloon had floated across the entire length of America. Did that soldier really watch the screen for the entire length of America? She pictured the balloon floating over her home state of Nebraska and a sense of empathy filled her at this.

“No human should be forced to look at the state of Nebraska.” She muttered as she contemplated the vast, desolate cornfields which constituted a solid ninety-five percent of a state that boasted nothing beyond agricultural production and a decent university basketball team. “That truly would be a crime against humanity.”

She cocked her head to the side as she looked up at the balloon.

Was that Chinese soldier looking at her now?

Her eyes remained skyward for a moment before glancing back down at herself as she wondered what he saw of her. Was she little more than a white dot standing out on the beach, or did they have high-powered zoom lenses on that thing capable of rendering her in glorious, telescopic enhanced high resolution. She judged the angle before glancing back down the V-neck of her white blouse. She pursed her lips thoughtfully realizing that if the soldier was looking at her up close, he had a nice angle of her cleavage.  The thought simultaneously terrified and oddly aroused her. What was he thinking about her, seeing the woman standing there on the beach staring up at his top-secret military balloon? Did his heart seethe with hatred as his finger lingered over the nuclear ‘launch’ button? Did he feel a twinge of pity, a pity born from the intimacy of killing a single person rather than blindly irradiating three-hundred million? Or was he merely bored. The last one made the most sense. After staring at hundreds of hours of the boring American countryside slowly sliding beneath his weather-borne reconnaissance vehicle he was probably bored. Besides, the cold war was technically over...

well…

sort of. 

-ish?
 

For a planet in which the cold war “ended” around 1991, the current conditions felt pretty damn frosty to Sheila.

Sheila sighed and made up her mind. She would never know the strange enemy soldier manning the optics on the other end of the balloon, but she could still do something to brighten up his day. She slid her phone into her pocket and stuck out her hip in a flirty pose. She licked her lips and smiled at the balloon. She was going to be the last thing that poor soldier saw of America, and she decided to make the best of it. She gave the balloon a wink and blew it a kiss with her hands with an exaggerated gesture hoping that it would show up on their spy cameras.

Her face contorted to terror in an instant as a deafening roar filled the air followed by an explosion.

“Shit!” she screamed, falling to her knees and covering her ears. Her mother had been right all along. The damn thing was dangerous. That soldier had looked right into her flirty face and pressed the ‘kill’ button.

All she did was blow him a kiss and that bastard had decided to kill her!

After a few seconds, Sheila experienced a notable lack of death. She opened her eyes to see the beach exactly the same as it had been before, rather than covered with shrapnel and on fire as she had originally expected. Slowly she trailed her eyes skyward as an American fighter jet roared off over the horizon and the now burst balloon satellite tumbled rapidly from the sky directly towards…

her.

Her eyes went wide as she watched the tumbling enemy contraption spiral wildly as it flailed about tangled in the remains of its own balloon and connecting lines. Sheila stood there transfixed and terrified for a second before snapping out of her own mind and racing back into the bungalow slamming the door shut behind her.

She frantically ran about the room unsure what she should do. Of all the emergencies she had learned how to handle growing up: tornado, earthquake, house fire… downed enemy spy satellite had not been one of them. She had contemplated running to an interior bathroom, same as she did for tornados out in Nebraska, before a loud thud emanated from the beach just outside the vacation home followed by a shrill cacophony of terrified sea gulls fleeing for their lives.

Sheila stood still and listened intently.

Very faint mechanical whirring noises, barely audible above the sounds of the surf, floated in through the open windows. Slowly, Sheila placed her hand against the wooden door and breathlessly pushed it open.

White pieces of balloon fabric fluttered in the ocean breeze where they lay strewn about the beach. Tangles of nylon lines lay scattered about haphazardly connected to the pieces of fabric and all snaking back down into a freshly smashed crater in the sand where a metallic box the size of a refrigerator lay between two broken solar panels. Further out in the surf sat a few pieces of large, metallic super-structures nearly the size of a pair of school buses. Although the solar panels had sheared off at the joints, the main box itself appeared unharmed save for being partially buried in the South Carolina shoreline. Whirring and clicking noises emanated from within it.

“That machine survived being shot down. That’s amazing. Especially since it was made in China.” Sheila muttered in astonishment.

She peered around. Save for the surf and the indignant chattering of sea gulls, silence filled the air. She knew that her vacation was now well and truly spoiled. No house-rental contract would reimburse her for international acts of espionage destroying the beach. The soon to arrive spooks and military types who would greedily strip this thing apart in order to learn what nefarious secrets they could discover about the terrible ‘other side’ of the inane conflict could care less about her.

For the moment, however, this box, this satellite, this tool of malicious espionage…

…was hers.

A wry smile played about her lips. Forget the vacation, this was a once in a life-time chance to explore the ultra-secret hush-hush cloak and dagger ‘man-behind-the-curtain’ operations that both controlled and threatened to destroy the planet she resided on.

Sand splayed playfully in and out of her flip-flops as she made her way down the beach towards the machine. The shiny metal glinted in the sun while the multitude of wide, dark glass-covered lenses appeared to greedily suck in the light the way a fish sucks in its prey. Sheila got within about ten feet of the machine and noticed a faint shift in the reflection from the portal facing her. Alongside it sat a fabric-like circle reminiscent of a speaker, or perhaps a large-scale microphone. She cocked her head at this and pursed her lips thoughtfully. She squinted and took a few steps to the left watching the portal intently. The inquisitive whirring hummed forth as something behind the portal moved into focus. She smiled at the machine mischievously as she turned heal and took a few steps to the right. Once again, the portal rotated internally and whirred in excitement as it shifted to look at her.

“You like looking at me, don’t you.” Sheila said to the spy device playfully.

She giggled as she walked back directly in front of the portal that seemed to be watching her most intently. This time she purposefully placed one foot across the front of the other swaying her hips as she went giving the machine a flirty smile.

“God, I can’t believe I’m doing this.” Sheila said, taking in a deep breath and letting it out.

“My mom says this thing is dangerous. I shouldn’t get close to it. But…”

Sheila jutted out her hip same as she did before and gave a flirty smile as she continued “were you looking at me when you got shot down?”

The satellite only let out a few mechanical buzzes and whirs in reply.  Sheila pouted and said, “Why am I talking to you like this. This thing probably doesn’t have audio.”

More whirs and buzzes as something inside the machine seemed to shift and adjust menacingly.

Sheila’s eyes went wide, “shit! I’m an idiot. You guys probably put a self-destruct device on this thing!”

She held up her hands defensively as she said “wait, wait, don’t kill me.” She gestured towards herself saying “I’m not military. I’m not from the government. I’m… well… I’m Sheila.”

The buzzing ceased as Sheila breathed out a sigh of relief. She said, “okay, thanks for not killing me…I think.” She cocked her head to the side and stared at the portal which stared blankly back at her. “Are you planning to kill me? I mean… like… all of us?” She asked intently. She frowned and said “I know you can see me well, but I can only imagine what you look like. I imagine you as some lonely soldier stuffed in a dark room somewhere.” Sheila contemplated the implications of speaking to an enemy national as she quietly continued, “Do you hate me for being an American?”

Sheila swallowed hard and ran her hands through her hair saying “Why am I talking to you like this? It’s not like a Chinese soldier would know English anyhow.”

More whirring came from the machine, this time in a rhythmic back and forth motion. Sheila squinted in amazement. Whoever operated this thing from lands beyond her reach seemed to be… saying… something.

Were they…

nodding…

at her?

Clearly somebody operated the machine as its behavior clearly indicated intelligence beyond simple robotics.

Sheila tipped her head and stared curiously into the lens which stared blankly at her. She licked her lips and smiled saying, “Even if you do hate me, I don’t hate you. I want you to know that. Yes, our governments like to wave their nuclear penises around and prance about like little boys playing punch-nuts at the playground, but that doesn’t mean…” she alternated between gesturing towards her own chest and back to the lens “you and me are enemies. Understand?”

Silence.

Sheila smiled, “I know you can’t say anything back. It would probably get you in trouble or something. Not like this thing would have a speaker on it anyhow. Did you really watch all of Nebraska? God, I feel sorry for you. I’m from Nebraska. Lots of corn and not much else. That had to be boring as hell.”

Slight whirring, nothing more. Another lens rotated and seemed to focus in on her.

She smiled as she noticed this saying, “you really do like looking at me. Don’t you?” She turned her body to the side and kicked up a foot coyly asking, “do you think I’m pretty?” She turned back forwards and giggled saying, “I’m probably the most beautiful sight you’ve had on this whole sodden trip across the most boring parts of America you had to endure there. I suppose you now know where our tactical supply of corn and yeehaw is hidden.”

As she stared into the unblinking lens her bravery mounted.

She cocked her head lightly to the side and continued, “I’m glad you’re looking at me. There is more to America than highways and military bases. I think it’s important for you to know that.”

She stepped in closer to the satellite and bravely reached out a hand to touch it. She gently caressed the side of the lens and asked intimately, “would you like to see more of me?” Her heart pounded at the thought of what she was about to do. Slight whirs of cameras focusing served as her only response.

“I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’”

She took a few steps back to get her whole body in the camera’s view as she continued, “I bought a very cute bikini for this beach-side vacation. Of course, I was hoping to show it off in front of the boys, but they all fled because of Chinese military espionage action in the area. Go figure.” She chuckled and tugged at the hem of her blouse saying “I never did get to show it to anyone and now it doesn’t seem I’ll get the chance to do so. That’s a shame. I’ll show it to you. Consider it my way of making it up to you for having to look at Nebraska.”

Sea breezes kissed Sheila’s skin as she lifted her blouse up and over her head, sliding it off her body. Her smooth skin glowed in the blinding sunlight as thin pink strings and two small, triangular panels propped up her soft, lush breasts. Sheila casually tossed her blouse down onto the sand and threw her shoulders back shifting her frame from one side to the next asking “do you like my bikini top?”

Bravely, she put her hands up over her head and clutched them together as she danced in a slow circle. She heard another lens whir and click into focus on her. She smiled feeling the amorous desire of unseen eyes tracing along the curves of her body as she gyrated her hips slightly. Whoever was watching, they were watching hard.

“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’” Sheila giggled lightly as she turned back to face the machine once more. She knelt in front of the lens letting her face and chest fill full view of it. “I’m single, by the way. Do you have a wife? They say women are scarce in China because of the one-child thing, so you probably don’t. You poor guy. You’re probably lonely and crammed in some spy-bunker watching boring states float by all day.” Sheila clutched her arms beneath her breasts squeezing them together and pressing them upward sensually towards the camera. She glanced down at her own, rounded, deliciously smooth chest and back at the lens saying “do you like my breasts? They’re just as soft and warm in real life as they look on your screen. If you were here, I would probably let you touch them. Like I said, you and I aren’t enemies, just our countries. Or…” Sheila jiggled her breasts lightly saying “are you picturing my breasts fried to a crisp under the radioactive fallout from one of your bombs? I suppose I’ll never know. When you do decide to kill me, I’ll be dead before I even know it, won’t I? That’s kind of sad, isn’t it. You would just kill me and never even know who I was.”

Sheila stood back up and took a few steps back saying, “well, probably when you kill me it will be because you’re under orders to do so. You probably won’t have a choice. Anyhow, I’m still alive, so…” She lifted her hand nonchalantly saying, “that’s good, right? You haven’t nuked me yet, so I guess I’ll show you my bikini bottoms as well.”

More whirring machines.

More focusing cameras.

Sheila laughed and said, “Oh, that got you excited. Okay, okay, calm down there big guy. I suppose this means you do speak English, doesn’t it. Well, since you haven’t fried my sweet, rounded, beautiful ass to a radioactive crisp, I’ll let you look at it. I was hoping to do some slow walking in front of cute guys on the beach but…” Sheila unclipped her capri buttons as she continued, “I suppose you are cute, for a spy satellite that is, and you are technically lying on the beach.”

Cool air and hot sun danced along her hips as her capri pants slid down her legs. Sheila stared intimately into the lens as she let the pants fall away from her hands exposing her smooth legs and voluptuous thighs. A thin triangle of pink nylon suspended by pink cords which converged around behind her was all that covered her womanhood.

She shifted her hips back and forth seductively as she continued “do you like what you see? Better than Nebraska, I bet.” She stepped out from her pants and turned around to face away from the spy-camera. She glanced over her shoulder as she presented a glorious view of her own buttocks bearing no more covering than a thin strip of pink fabric descending along the line of her butt crack. She imagined her own delicious, wide-spread hips filling the screen of some lonely Chinese soldier’s viewer and this image made her face feel flush and her pussy feel wet.

“I know this is the land of your national enemy, but…” Sheila reached down and grabbed hold of the cords on either side of her hips pulling them teasingly away from her body asking, “do you wish you were here instead of your spy craft?”

She ran her hands along her butt cheeks saying “I assure you. My ass is just as supple and tender in person as it looks on your screen. Just think, if you were here…” She whispered seductively to the camera “I would let you touch it, if you like.”

Sheila bit her lip and trembled as the thoughts of what came next flooded through her mind. How far would she go with this? So far, she had been flirty and seductive but still technically wore clothes but just thinking of that soldier staring at her body, probably drooling all over himself with desire by now, just made her want to show him more. She turned back to face the spy drone saying “I hope you like my bikini. Like I said, I never got to show it off to any of the guys on the beach. So, I’m glad at least you got to see it.” She stepped in close to the machine and knelt in front of it speaking directly into the lens that had first focused on her saying “and we’re both single. Well, I am, and I assume you are. I like to think of you there, staring at me. Is my body making your cock hard?” Sheila continued breathily as she continued, “I hope it is. I hope I am the best part of America you’ve seen this whole damn trip. Is your commanding officer around? I hope not…”

A smile spread broadly across her face as she continued, “…because I want to show you more of me.”

She stood back up and took a few steps away. Reaching back, she began untying her bikini asking “have you ever seen an American girl’s breasts? If not, you’re about to.” Slowly and teasingly, Sheila untied her bikini and began toying with the cords while leaving the triangles of cloth over her nipples. She lifted one then the other dancing back and forth.

“It’s too bad I don’t have any music to strip to. I suppose you’ll still enjoy it, though. Is your commanding officer away?” She lifted the bikini up exposing her tight little pink nipples to the unblinking lens as she lifted her hands up stretching them to the sky. She leaned her head back and felt her own blonde, curly hair tickle her bare shoulders as gentle breezes played about with her exposed breasts now proudly displayed and flexed deliciously close to the spy lens.

“Mmmhmm… yes, It’s exactly what you think. My nipples are just as sweet and tender in real life as they look on your screen. What would you do with them if you were here?” She brought her arms back down casually dropping her bikini top down into the sand. She squeezed her shoulders together pressing her breasts outward impressively as she continued, “Would you caress them? Would you lick them? Surely you wouldn’t nuke them if you could be here to appreciate my breasts in person. That would be a waste of such succulent and sensual flesh.” She cupped her own breasts in her hand pinching her nipples lightly and gasping before giving a satisfied sigh saying, “they feel sensitive right now. I don’t know why, but this is really turning me on. Somehow imagining you thinking about the things you would do with my body if you were here is incredibly sexy to me.” 

She continued slowly dancing in the sand letting her hips and breasts sway back and forth deliciously in front of the camera as she slid her hands down along her abdomen to reach her bikini bottom. Breathily, Sheila asked in trembling anticipation “do you want to see more of me?”

Nothing happened.

Every camera the spy-craft had was already focused directly on her.

Sheila slid her fingers beneath the pink straps pressed against the pale, smooth flesh of her hips. She moaned lightly as she said, “would you believe I have a sweet, tight pussy under here? I suppose you did come to America to find out our private secrets.” A smirk spread across her face as she continued “maybe I should show you my secret privates. Are you ready?”

Sheila played with her straps for a moment as she danced in front of the unblinking machine as she contemplated whether she was ready. Should she be doing this? Or was her mother right about this thing? She pondered that if the beach had been populated, no force on earth could have compelled her to put on such a promiscuous show and yet here, in front of this unblinking thing, breathy anticipation filled her at the thought of exposing her pussy to the intelligence community of a foreign adversary hell bent on her destruction.

Sheila slid the straps down over the hump of her voluptuous hips. She paused momentarily and asked the spy drone “do you want to see me completely naked from the front or the back first?”

She danced lightly, still holding the straps for a moment before making up her mind to turn with her back towards the spy-craft. “I’ll let you see my bare ass first. Then I’ll show you my pussy.” She swayed her hips sensually as she slowly lowered the pink lines of her bikini stripping away the last bits of clothing from her womanhood. She looked over her shoulder and spoke, “Just think, if you were here, you could caress my sweet, round ass.” She ran a hand along her butt-cheek sensually.

“Or maybe, you could…” She swung her hand out and smacked it hard against her own butt cheek letting out a shuddering whimper and a gasp before sighing and continuing “spank me. I have been a very naughty girl, after all, showing off my body to my country’s enemies. Maybe you would like to be here so you could punish me for that. Give me a nice, hard spanking across my supple ass to teach me a lesson.” Sheila ran a hand along her buttocks soothingly saying “would you like to spank my ass until it turns red? Maybe, if you spank it just right, I’ll lose my control and cum all over the place like the naughty little girl that I am. I bet you would like that.”

Sheila groaned as she ran a hand down along her crotch feeling the well-groomed triangle of pubic hair trimmed just above her womanhood followed by the delicious tingle of her fingers caressing her labial lips. “Speaking of cumming, you feeling ready to see my womanhood? It is my most secret of places after all and you are powerful spies. I’m helpless to stop you from seeing my secrets. You’re going to discover them anyway so I might as well give up the secret of my pussy to you.”

Slowly, Sheila turned back around letting her fully nude body fill the view of the spy-craft’s lens. 

Sheila trembled as she posed with her legs spread apart slightly and a hand on her hip saying, “do you like what you see?” She reached down with her other hand and gently parted her labial lips letting the sweet, pink, secret flesh peek out slightly. “Here it is, my secret place. Congratulations on finding it. It’s every bit as tight, wet, and amazing in real life as it looks on camera. Is your commanding officer around?”

Sheila stepped back in close to the camera and said “Is he, or is he not? If he’s away, I have a naughty idea, but I think we’ll both like it. Let’s have sex. You take out your cock and stare at my gorgeous body while I press my fingers up to my clit and we’ll both start rubbing. Any man who comes to America and stares at Nebraska from the sky for a week deserves to get laid at least once.”

Sheila stepped back and collected her clothing and spread it out flat on the cratered sand beneath her to serve as a make-shift seat. She sat down on top of it, trembling with excitement. Luckily the sand was nicely tilted towards the cameras such that she could lie back and still have pretty much her entire body well within view of the machine. The fact that she was about to have sex with an enemy spy felt so incredibly exciting. She looked directly at the camera saying “Now, remember this is sex, not just jacking off. We do this together. I don’t want you to cum until I do. Understand?”

With that said, Sheila leaned back on her clothing. The crater propped her upright so she could still look into the cameras of the enemy spies. She smiled mischievously as she spread her legs wide open with her knees bent up in front of the camera. With her right hand, she reached down and pressed her small fingers through her trembling labial lips finding her own swollen clit. She moaned deliciously as her body responded instantly to the sensual touch. “Okay, you go ahead and start rubbing your cock now. Just imagine rubbing your hot, throbbing cock across my succulent, warm, breasts.”

As Sheila massaged her clit her other hand came to her chest and began squeezing and rubbing her breasts. She held one up and then the other squishing it with her hand and jostling them playfully for the camera “My soft, beautiful breasts feel so good against your cock.” She ran her hand up across her neck rolling her head gently as she did so. The pleasure began to mount in her womanhood as her hand came to her face. “Would you like to stick the smooth purple tip of your cock in my mouth? If you were here and you did that, I would teach you exactly how much I don’t care about the stupid national enemies thing. I would look right into your eyes and suckle your warm, swollen, hungry cock lapping at it deliciously with my tongue. You would know right then and there that I want to please you. I want to be the girl who makes your dirty dreams come true. I want to take you on an amazing adventure of exploration and pleasure.” After she said this, she rolled her tongue out from her mouth licking sensually at her index and forefinger before gently pressing them into her mouth and staring right into the spy camera as she bobbed her head forward and back lightly demonstrating exactly what kind of pleasure the enemy spy could expect if his cock was over seventy-six hundred miles long and could reach her lovingly sweet mouth.

She removed her fingers and slowly dragged the slickly wet digits down the middle of her chest and across her abdomen as she spoke “or maybe, you would like to feel my most private of places. You found it, after all. You had to go through Nebraska to find me by balloon but here you are. Would you like to claim your prize? Would you like to fill my womanhood with your throbbing, hot cock? I want you to. I want to feel your firm and hungry cock devour my womanhood from the inside. I want to feel the power of your desire as it consumes my sex. Would you give it to me?”

Sheila lined up her wet fingers in front of her pussy feeling her abdomen begin to sparkle with pleasure from her the ministrations of her other hand. She paused, feeling her finger tips dancing along the delicate folds of her lips.

“Go ahead and give it to me. We’re just two lonely people, trapped on opposite sides of a stupid conflict. How about you and I make this cold war of theirs hot as hell? I want to do that with you. Would you do that to me? I bet you would. I bet you want to press your hot cock down my pussy even more than you want to push that launch button right about now. So, what do you say, Mr. Spy? You ready to fuck a decadent western girl?” Sheila’s body began shivering with pleasure and it took every force of her will not to drive her two, wet, fingers deep inside her womanhood. The aching emptiness within her pussy demanded it, but she had made a promise with the Chinese enemy and, unlike the governments on both sides of the conflict, she wasn’t going to break her promise. She gasped as she continued, “You got your cock ready? Cause I’m about to cum. Imagine my fingers are your throbbing, veiny cock. You ready to shove it in me? You ready to spray your hot, sticky cum all over my insides? Too bad you’ll have to spray it all over that screen of yours, but I want you to imagine you’re spraying it deep inside me. You ready? Good. Come on in and claim my body for your pleasure.”

Sheila finally succumbed, pressing her fingers deep inside her vagina as her right hand continued its delicious dance across her clitoris. Her head fell back, and she moaned loudly feeling explosions of pleasure burst through her body like nuclear bombs across the countryside. She flexed her two fingers inside her rubbing the smooth, sensitive muscles inside her pussy at the same time as she caressed her clitoris with her other hand and that ended it for her. Whatever will, intelligence, or thoughts she possessed fled from her mind in a beautiful, animalistic explosion as her screams of ecstasy echoed across the seaside scaring the gulls as much as the initial collision had. Her body bucked in powerful orgasm and she felt her womanly juices trickling down across her fingers and across her balled-fist sweetly welcoming the invited guest in for more pleasure. She pressed even further spreading her labial lips across the top knuckles of her pinky and ring finger parting the sweet curtains of soft flesh to partake in the erotic dance of delight which lay within her. She danced there, with her own hands, on that desolate beach with the surf crashing the sand and the warm sunlight reflecting harshly off the spy satellite while simultaneously caressing her smooth sensual flesh. As the waves of pleasure from her self-serve orgasm slowly subsided, intelligible words returned to Sheila’s mouth as she called out in exultation.

“Oh god! I love the way you’re fucking me. It feels so incredible. Like paradise beyond my body. Did you cum? God, please tell me you came! I hope you sprayed jizz all over that creepy spy room you’re stuck in. I hope you’re sitting there shivering with pleasure just as much as I am. God, I hope this was incredible for you because I know it felt incredible for me.”  Sheila’s body jiggled as her leg shook uncontrollably in an after-sex tremor. Sex-drunk giggles came to her mouth as she said “God, I hope you’re superior officer isn’t there. I better let you go so you can clean up before he comes. I don’t want them killing you for having had sex with a decadent western enemy.”

Slowly, Sheila staggered to her feet feeling her wobbly legs beneath her. She staggered over to the spy satellite before falling to her knees in front of it. She leaned her hands against the enemy device to support her. She stared languid desire into the camera.

“Thank you. Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for not killing me. I don’t know if we’ll ever see each other, probably not, but still, thank you.” She leaned in and planted a wet, sensual kiss across the lens of the spy-craft leaving behind a pair of red lipstick marks. She lovingly caressed the lens as police sirens blared in the distance.

She sighed saying “time to leave. The stupid military and stuff coming. I hope you never forget me. I know I’ll always remember you.”

Corporal Zhang’s eyes bulged out of his head as his face burned bright red. Sweat beaded across his forehead underneath the drab green and black leather cap that he wore. The stiff uniform he wore felt like a prison as he hoped that Captain Chen leaning over his shoulder and staring at the screen alongside him wouldn’t notice the raging boner propping up his crisp military pants right at the crotch.

Without turning his head, Zhang shifted his eyes to look at Captain Chen who stared back at him with eyes as wide as dinner plates. Zhang took heart to the fact that Captain Chen likely did not notice his raging boner, given that Chen himself seemed to remain bent over in an awkward position and unwilling to right himself potentially pressing his crotch outward against his own crisp military pants. Besides, they both had bigger problems than their raging libidos.

Slowly the two men looked back to the three screens. One screen bore several images of a naked woman collecting up her clothing and blowing one last kiss to the cameras as she sashayed her way back towards the bungalow letting her gorgeous ass disappear over the sand.

The other screen depicted President Xi in a darkened military bunker surrounded by generals of every military force bristling with medals and stars. Computers and communications equipment blinked in the background alongside automated maps depicting trajectories and course calculations for intercontinental missiles. The other screen depicted President Biden, also in a military bunker surrounded likewise by American generals and equipment of destruction. Every single mouth held silence as every single eye spread wide and mouth hung limply from minds unable to comprehend what had just happened. The sexual tension could be cut with a uranium-crafted knife as both rooms hung under the weight of ten thousand thermonuclear warheads.

That…

of course…

was to be expected given that war-rooms were used for war.

What had not been expected, however, was for a random woman in South Carolina named Sheila to live broadcast a striptease and masturbation show right onto the main screens in both rooms smack dab in the middle of an international, thermonuclear DEFCON 2 level situation. For a solid twenty minutes, not a single word had been spoken between the two rooms filled exclusively with men and nuclear launch codes as Sheila’s strip-show and pussy-play filled the entire view of the massive tactical screens in both rooms despite not having a slot on the agenda.

Corporal Zhang heard Captain Chen whisper, “Dear Buddha, grant me Kamma enough to not return as a cockroach.”

“Cockroaches may be the only thing left to return as after today” Zhang whispered back trembling.

President Xi cocked his head to the side lightly and Zhang felt his heart stop beating. He could already sense the bullet entering the side of his head and his brain splaying out the back of his skull. Would he live long enough to fill the wetness of his own blood cascading down his face and neck? Sadness filled his heart as he pictured his parents receiving a small bill demanding repayment to the People’s republic for the bullet that had been used to kill their son. Somehow, the secure knowledge that he was already dead worked loose the bonds holding his mouth shut.

“Captain Chen. I believe the…uh… weather… cameras were damaged after American engagement. I suspect that everything imaged afterwards may be…uh… corrupted and unusable.” Zhang reported, haltingly.

Chen swallowed hard and nodded saying, “yes. Looks unusable to me.”

Xi squinted at Commander Dingqiu and said, “is what your men reporting true?” Dingqiu gritted his teeth as taught muscles played along his face beneath the dark buzz-cut of his hair and replied, “Yes. The images are corrupted. Not usable after the American’s illegally shot our… weather balloon.”

On the American side, President Biden turned to Admiral Gilday and said, “I thought this thing was going to go down three miles off the coast. Get your god damn Navy out on this thing before more civilians decide to, I can’t believe I’m saying this, strip for it.” Light glinted off his polished, bald head as Gilday nodded with a snort and pulled up a phone reaching out to ream the crap out of some mid-level commanders close the scene.

President Biden spoke out loudly to the opposing side, “what were we talking about again?”

Behind him, Gilday growled into the phone, “Get that damn satellite secured before more fucking civilians start playing OnlyFans with the damn thing. Yes, yes… You heard every word of that sentence correctly! We got people out here twerking like they need fucking rent money in front of the god damn commies. You secure that asset before I secure your ass in Fort Leavenworth.”

President Xi glanced back and forth amongst his admirals and generals before looking back into the screen at Biden. “Nothing important.” Xi replied with an unreadable expression on his face. One did not rise to power in China by belaying their thoughts through expression and Xi had mastered a perfectly unreadable face. There was no need to remind Biden why both sides had gathered about to complete nuclear retaliation.

“Good. Just so we are clear, that balloon went down out in the ocean and was immediately recovered by our navy. We’ll make sure the appropriate news agencies get that memo on our side.” Biden said.

“We strongly protest the downing of this civilian balloon.” Dingqiu growled back.

Biden shrugged and replied, “If you don’t like something, just do what I do. Blame it on the Republicans. See you all next disaster.”

Both screens went dark leaving the leaders alone with their respective militaries.

“Should I order the strike?” Dingqiu asked President Xi.

“No.” Xi replied.

“But, President, they shot down our…” Xi shook his head and said, “it’s all part of the game. We took down their Aries plane on Hainan, they took down our balloon. Don’t order the strike, instead, order me travel tickets. I need to make a diplomatic visit to smooth over tensions with the west. They may be decadent capitalists, but turning this planet into radioactive waste helps no one.”

“Where should I order the tickets too?”

Xi’s face remained flat and calm as he continued, “International diplomacy needs restored to America’s South Carolina. I should go there. Besides…”

The faintest hint of a smile crossed his face “their South Carolina seems nice this time of year.”

“Corporal Zhang!” Captain Chen barked.

“Sir!?” Zhang replied.

“Delete that corrupted data from the official report of our spy craft immediately.”

“Sir, yes, sir!” Zhang snapped back.

“That is, after you save a copy of it to my private server for… training purposes.” Captain Chen said as he stomped back to his office.

Zhang quietly highlighted the last twenty minutes of footage from the recorded feed and cut it from the official data set. His eyes darted back and forth as he saved it both in Chen’s private server as well as his own. Silently, he rewound the footage to select a screenshot of Sheila’s face. His fingers furiously danced along his keyboard rapidly pulling up the TikTok master database. A few more clicks and he had the listing for her home address. He glanced over his shoulder briefly before secretly opening a virtual private network and clicking through several more options.

As she pulled into her driveway from the most miserable ‘vacation’ of her life, Sheila noticed a small Amazon box propped up against her door on her front porch. She opened it slowly, discovering a gift-wrapped box. Confusion filled her mind as she untied the ribbon and opened it discovering a glittering jade and gold necklace along with a printed note:

“Dear Sheila of Nebraska, thank you for showing me something better than Nebraska. You wanted me to know that you didn’t hate me. I want you to know something too. Your beautiful body just saved eight-billion human lives.

Until I watch you again,

your loving enemy, Zhang.

p.s.

Yes, I am single.

No, my commanding officer was with me the whole time.

And

No.

I will never forget you.”
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