
        
            
                
            
        

    
The helicopter hit a pocket of turbulence and shook violently, forcing me to reach out and grab the nearest strap to stabilize myself. “Headquarters, please repeat,” I yelled into my headset.

As the chopper jolted through the rough air, I clung to the strap for dear life, my knuckles white. My handler's voice crackled over the radio, his words distorted by static. "...fully surrender...every whim..."

I glanced out the window at the dense forest below, a sea of emerald green stretching as far as the eye could see. My mission was to infiltrate a heavily guarded research facility deep within these woods, rumored to be developing advanced bioweapons. But first, I needed to find out my point of insertion.

The turbulence eased, and I released my death grip on the strap, trying to regain some composure. "HQ you need to repeat," I said, exasperated. "You're still breaking up."

Frustration mounted as I waited for HQ to respond clearly. The pilot, a grizzled veteran named Jack, shot me a sympathetic look before focusing back on navigating the treacherous skies.

Just as I was about to try again, HQ finally came through, their words still slightly garbled but intelligible enough. "We've determined the easiest way for you to infiltrate to the base. The Wolf will be throwing a Free Use sex party for a select group of his staff and VIPs after he shows them the new weapon."

A chill ran down my spine at the mention of "The Wolf", our codename for the enigmatic figure behind this sinister operation. His true identity remained a mystery, but one thing was certain - he played by no rules, and his parties were infamous for the debauchery that took place under the guise of hedonistic revelry.

"To pass yourself off as one of the Free Use girls you must be ready to fully surrender your body to these men’s every whim. Any hesitation could get you killed. The Free Use girls are on a bus en route to the party now. The helo will drop you off 3 klicks away from the facility near the roadway. Your job is to sneak onto that bus so that you can infiltrate the base, neutralize The Wolf, and decommission whatever bioweapons he has on hand. Do you understand?"

Nodding curtly, even though HQ couldn't see me, I mentally rehearsed the plan. Sneaking onto the bus would be the easy part; getting past the security checkpoints once inside the compound would be the real challenge. And then there was the matter of finding and eliminating The Wolf amidst all the partying...

"I'm clear on the op, HQ. Do you have any other intel I could use to help with my objectives?"

As I waited for their response, I unclipped my harness and moved to stand beside Jack, peering out at the approaching treetops below. We were close now, and every second counted. The fate of countless lives depended on my success.

"Affirmative, Agent. Intel suggests The Wolf likes to keep a low profile during these events, often disappearing into private rooms or areas reserved exclusively for him. If you can somehow get him alone, it would be the best way to eliminate him."

The helicopter began its descent, and Jack expertly guided us towards a narrow clearing amidst the dense foliage. Through the windshield, I spotted the winding road snaking its way up the hillside, leading to the imposing gates of the research facility.

I gripped the door handle tightly as Jack brought the chopper in for a rough landing on the edge of the clearing. Dust swirled around us as the rotors died down, and I leapt out, grabbing my backpack and checking my weapons.

Glancing up at the darkening sky, I estimated we had about an hour until nightfall, giving me just enough time to make my move. I pulled out a pair of high-powered binoculars and scanned the road, searching for any sign of the bus carrying the girls.

Nothing yet, but I knew they'd be coming soon. I needed to find cover and wait patiently for my chance to strike. This was going to be a long, tense hour...

I changed into a casual sundress in the style of the local area and stashed my weapons and tactical suit in the brush.

Time seemed to drag on, each tick of the clock echoing in my ears. I checked my watch repeatedly, growing increasingly impatient as the minutes crawled by. Finally, just as the last rays of sunlight began to fade, I heard the distant rumble of tires on gravel – the bus was arriving.

I crouched low, using the dense foliage for concealment as I watched the bus round the bend, kicking up clouds of dust. It slowed as it took the turn, giving me my opportunity to roll underneath and grab hold of the undercarriage.

Heart pounding, I began to crawl towards the rear, inching my way along the length of the bus. The engine hummed loudly above me, drowning out any sounds I might make. I reached the rear exit stairs and paused, listening intently for any signs of activity within. Silence greeted my ears, so I continued onward, determined to slip aboard unnoticed.

With a final burst of speed, I hoisted myself up and over the lip of the step, tumbling onto the rear of the bus in a heap. For a moment, I lay there, catching my breath and assessing my surroundings. The interior was dimly lit, with only a few flickering overhead bulbs illuminating the rows of seats. A few of the women, dressed in the attire you'd expect sex workers to be in, milled about, chatting and sipping drinks from plastic cups.

They seemed oblivious to my presence, too caught up in their own excitement for the impending party. I slowly rose to my feet and found a seat at the rear of the bus.

The atmosphere onboard was electric, charged with anticipation and lust. I kept my head down, avoiding eye contact as much as possible while still taking in my surroundings.

A few minutes later, the driver's voice came over the intercom, announcing our arrival at the research facility. The doors hissed open, and the women began filing off the bus, giggling and calling out to each other as they made their way toward the main building. I waited and joined the stragglers as they filed off.

Inside, the foyer was bustling with activity. Guards in crisp black uniforms stood at attention, manning metal detectors and ushering people toward the grand ballroom beyond.

I blended in with the crowd, keeping my expression neutral as I passed through the metal detector without incident. One of the guards gave me a cursory once-over before stepping aside, allowing me to proceed into the lavish ballroom.

The room was a whirlwind of color and sound - flashing lights, pulsating music, and the scent of expensive cologne mingling with something else, something acrid and chemical. I scanned the crowd, spotting clusters of men in designer suits, many with earpiece wires dangling into their collars. The VIP bodyguards.

My gaze locked onto a tall, imposing figure standing at the far end of the room, surveying the scene with a calculating gaze. The Wolf. He was even more intimidating in person, his broad shoulders filling out a tailored black tuxedo.

I made my way through the throng of partygoers, keeping the imposing figure in my sight. The Wolf's piercing eyes seemed to bore into me as I approached, but I maintained a calm exterior, not wanting to arouse suspicion.

Suddenly, a hand reached out and grabbed my waist. "Going somewhere?" a man asked in a posh British accent.

I turned to face the man, forcing a smile onto my lips. "Just looking for a drink," I replied, trying to sound flirty rather than desperate.

He smiled back, revealing perfectly white teeth. "Drinks can wait," he murmured as his hand reached underneath my dress and found my lacy black panties.

My heart raced as his fingers brushed against my skin, sending a shiver down my spine despite the heat of the room. I bit my lip, pretending to enjoy his touch.

He pulled my panties aside and started gently rubbing my folds, searching for my clit.

I let out a soft moan, hoping it sounded like pleasure rather than fear. I placed a hand on his chest, pushing lightly as if urging him on, all the while my mind racing with the need to get free and complete my mission.

His fingers found my sensitive nub and began circling it, applying just the right amount of pressure. I felt my knees weaken slightly, but I gritted my teeth, refusing to give in to the sensation. Not here, not now.

He leaned in closer, his hot breath tickling my ear as he whispered, "Come on, get wet for me?" His fingers continued their relentless assault on my clit, making it harder to maintain my composure.

I let out a shaky breath, trying to focus on the task at hand despite the intense pleasure coursing through my body. I needed to think, to come up with a plan to escape this situation and get closer to The Wolf.

"Maybe we should..." I trailed off, biting my lip as another wave of desire washed over me. I had to distract him, create a diversion. "I guess I’ll do it myself," he purred, kneeling between my thighs.

His hands grasped my hips, pulling me forward as he buried his face between my legs. I gasped as his tongue slid against my folds, probing and teasing, driving me closer to the brink of climax.

I couldn't afford to lose control, not when I was so close to achieving my objective. It was then that I remembered HQ's words: "You must be ready to fully surrender your body to these men’s every whim. Any hesitation could get you killed."

I forced myself to relax, letting out a low moan as the man's skilled mouth worked magic on my most intimate parts.

With a surge of determination, I wrapped my fingers in his hair and pushed his face harder against me, surrendering to the pleasure.

As I lost myself in the sensations, I subtly shifted my position, angling my hips to align better with the man's eager mouth. My grip on his hair tightened, guiding him deeper, faster.

I closed my eyes, focusing on the building pleasure as I rode the waves of ecstasy. The man's skillful tongue sent shockwaves through my core, drawing me closer to the precipice.

With a final, powerful thrust of his tongue, I let go, surrendering completely to the orgasm that crashed over me.

As my body convulsed in release, I clutched the man's head tighter, holding him in place as I rode out the aftershocks. As I finished riding out the orgasm, he released himself from my hold and stood up, unsheathing his cock.

His hand pressed my shoulder to a kneeling position and I looked up at him with hooded eyes, my breathing ragged from the intensity of my climax. He loomed over me, his thick erection bobbing inches from my face.

Without hesitation, I opened my mouth, welcoming him inside. I took him deep, swirling my tongue around the shaft as I began to suck, determined to please him well enough to keep my undercover identity intact.

His hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I bobbed my head, taking him further with each pass. I relaxed my throat, allowing him to hit the back of it with ease.

I focused on the rhythmic motion, letting him set the pace as I worked to bring him to completion. My mind wandered briefly to the mission at hand, knowing that time was of the essence.

As he neared his peak, I doubled my efforts, sucking harder and stroking his length with my hand. With a low groan, he finally erupted, flooding my mouth with his warm seed. I swallowed it all, maintaining eye contact as he pulsed and throbbed against my tongue.

As he finished, I released his spent member from my mouth with a soft pop. He tucked himself back into his trousers, straightening his tie with a satisfied smirk. "Not bad for a rookie," he said, patting my cheek condescendingly. "Enjoy the rest of the party."

I smiled up at him, playing the part of a grateful, inexperienced girl. "Thank you," I purred, running a finger along his lapel. "I'm sure I'll have a wonderful time."

Regaining my composure, I scanned the room and spotted The Wolf by the bar, engaged in conversation with several high-ranking officials of some third world country. Now was my chance.

I smoothed out my dress, making sure everything was in order before making my move towards the bar where The Wolf held court.

As I approached, I noticed the men around him were laughing and clinking glasses together, clearly enjoying his company. I slowed my pace, trying to appear nonchalant as I sidled up next to them at the bar. Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder.

I turned to see two Slavic looking men. Tall with broad shoulders and beards, my guess was Russian.

They flashed me predatory grins, their eyes roving over my curves appreciatively. "Well, well, what do we have here?" one of them said with a heavy accent. Definitely Russian. "Looks like Wolf has new plaything."

They stepped closer, trapping me between their muscular frames. I could smell the vodka on their breath as they leaned in, whispering lewd suggestions in my ear.

I felt a chill run down my spine as the Russians' hot breath tickled my ear. Their rough hands gripped my arms, pinning me in place.

"I think you've got the wrong girl," I managed to say, trying to sound confident despite the fear simmering beneath the surface. "I'm not your type."

The taller of the two men chuckled darkly, his fingers digging into my flesh. "Oh, but you are, little dove. And we're going to make sure you remember who's in charge here."

Suddenly he spun me around and hoisted up my dress.

I cried out in surprise as my skirt was yanked up, exposing my lace-covered bottom to the cold air and the hungry gazes of the Russians. The shorter man pressed his hard body against mine, grinding his hips into my rear.

"You like that?" he growled, reaching around to fondle my breasts roughly through the thin fabric of my dress.

I bit my lip to stifle a whimper, trying not to show weakness as their hands groped me.

The shorter one pulled down my panties, gripping my sex with his rough hand as he pulled his cock out.

Without warning, he shoved his thick member into me, stretching my walls painfully wide. I let out a muffled scream as he began pumping in and out, using my body for his enjoyment.

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as he ravaged me, his brutal thrusts sending jolts of pain through my core. I clenched my fists, fighting the urge to push him away and instead forced myself to relax, hoping to reduce the discomfort.

As he continued to pound into me, the pain started to turn to pleasure, and I surrendered to the feeling.

The shorter man's grip on my hips tightened as he picked up speed, his heavy balls slapping against my skin with each forceful stroke. I could feel the heat building in my belly, my own arousal mixing with the pain until it became an intoxicating cocktail of sensation.

Just as I was teetering on the edge, he reached around to rub my clit in tight circles, pushing me over into a screaming climax.

My vision blurred as the intense orgasm ripped through me, my inner muscles clenching around the man's pistoning cock. I screamed, my voice barely audible over the pounding of blood in my ears.

He continued to fuck me through the aftershocks, prolonging my pleasure until I was limp and trembling in his grasp. Finally, with a grunt, he buried himself deep and came, filling me with his hot seed.

As the shorter man finished, he slowly withdrew, leaving me feeling empty and used. I sagged against the bar, my legs no longer able to support me. The other Russian watched with a smug expression, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he stepped forward, ready to take his turn.

I gazed up at him through hooded eyes, still reeling from the intense encounter. My body ached, both from the physical exertion and the emotional toll of being so brutally taken.

The tall Russian unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, veiny erection. He slicked it with lube, his gaze never leaving mine as he prepared to claim my asshole.

With a cruel smile, he grabbed my hips and positioned himself behind me, the tip of his cock pressing insistently against my tight, virgin hole. I tensed, my heart racing as I realized what was about to happen.

"Relax, little one," he sneered, giving my ass a sharp slap. "It will hurt less if you don't fight it."

A whimper escaped my lips as he slapped my ass, the sting only adding to my anxiety. I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing myself for the inevitable pain.

But as he pushed forward, something unexpected happened. Instead of searing agony, I felt a strange mix of pressure and fullness, like my body was being stretched open in ways it had never been before.

It hurt, yes, but there was also a twisted sort of pleasure in it, a sense of submission and surrender that made my toes curl.

The Russian's grin widened as he felt my resistance give way, my body accommodating his invasion. He sank deeper, inch by excruciating inch, until he was fully sheathed within me.

"Such a good little slut," he purred, starting to move. Each powerful thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure-pain through my core, leaving me gasping and writhing against the bar.

His hands gripped my hips mercilessly, pulling me back onto his cock with every stroke. I could feel his heavy balls slapping against my sensitive skin, the obscene sounds of our coupling filling the room.

I couldn't hold back the moans that tore from my throat as he fucked me relentlessly, each thrust hitting a spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids. The pain had morphed into a delicious ache, fueling the growing need building in my core.

My own hands found purchase on the bar, gripping the cool metal as I arched my back, offering myself more completely to the Russian's ruthless onslaught. I was lost in a haze of sensation, my mind consumed by the primal urge to take his cock deeper, to submit to his dominance completely.

And then, just when I thought I might shatter from the intensity, he reached around to pinch and twist my nipples, sending me careening over the edge into another screaming climax.

The Russian's grip on my nipples tightened as I convulsed around his cock, milking him for all he was worth. With a guttural roar, he slammed into me one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he emptied his balls deep inside me.

We stayed locked together for a moment, panting and trembling in the aftermath of our shared release. Then, with a final squeeze of my ass, he pulled out, his cum leaking from my abused hole.

I slid down the bar, landing on shaky legs, my body sore and used. The Russian tucked himself back into his pants, zipping up with a self-satisfied smirk. "You did well, little one," he said, patting my head condescendingly.

As I gathered my wits and caught my breath, I looked up to see The Wolf standing right next to me.

I turned to face The Wolf, my heart skipping a beat as I took in his imposing figure. His piercing blue eyes seemed to bore into my very soul, searching for...what?

I swallowed hard, trying to meet his gaze without flinching. "Hello sir," I said simply, my voice husky from the abuse my throat had endured.

He studied me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, to my surprise, he reached out and gently brushed a strand of hair from my face, his touch surprisingly tender.

"Hello there," he murmured, his thumb tracing the curve of my cheekbone. "That was quite a show. How about you join me in my private quarters for something a little more...intimate?"

With a small nod, I allowed him to guide me towards the elevator, my movements slow and deliberate. As we ascended, I couldn't help but steal glances at him, trying to decipher the enigmatic aura that surrounded him like an invisible cloak.

When the doors opened, he led me down a plush carpeted hallway, the soft glow of sconces casting a warm ambiance. We arrived at a set of double doors, which he opened with a flourish, revealing a lavish bedroom adorned with rich fabrics and dark wood furnishings.

"Make yourself comfortable," he said, gesturing to the king-sized bed draped in silken sheets.

I stepped inside, my eyes roaming over the opulent decor as I tried to shake off the lingering effects of the earlier encounters. The Wolf's presence was both calming and unnerving, his quiet confidence a stark contrast to the brutish aggression of the Russians.

As instructed, I sat down on the edge of the bed, running my fingers over the smooth fabric. It felt decadent beneath my touch, like everything else in this room was designed to indulge the senses.

Glancing up, I met The Wolf's gaze, a hint of vulnerability creeping into my expression. "What do you want to do?" I asked softly, my voice barely above a whisper. I actually had him alone, the perfect opportunity to take him out without anyone noticing. But something kept me glued to the bed, waiting for his next move.

The Wolf's eyes darkened as they settled on me, a flicker of desire igniting within their icy depths. He closed the distance between us, his tall frame looming over me as he knelt beside the bed.

“You’ll find out soon enough," he said, his voice low and husky. His large hands grasped my thighs, spreading them apart as he leaned in to press a gentle kiss to the inside of my knee.

Slowly, reverently, he worked his way up my leg, trailing open-mouthed kisses along the sensitive skin. His breath was hot against me, making me shiver despite the warmth of the room.

A soft gasp escaped my lips as his mouth made contact with my skin, sending tingles racing up my spine. This was so different from the rough, animalistic lust displayed by the Russians. The Wolf's touch was deliberate, almost worshipful, stoking a fire within me that had nothing to do with duty or mission objectives.

As he kissed higher, his tongue darting out to taste the hollow of my thigh, I found myself arching into him, craving more of that electric connection. My hands came up to tangle in his hair, holding him close as he continued his sensual assault.

By the time he reached the apex of my thighs, I was panting, my core throbbing with a desperate need. And yet, even as I ached for release, I knew I wouldn't dare interrupt whatever intimate ritual he had planned. Not now, not with him.

The Wolf paused at the juncture of my thighs, his breath ghosting over my heated flesh. For a moment, he simply looked up at me, his piercing gaze drinking in the sight of my parted legs, my chest heaving with anticipation.

Then, with a subtle smile playing on his lips, he dipped his head and dragged his tongue along my slick folds, savoring the taste of my arousal. A low groan rumbled in his chest as he delved deeper, his mouth working magic against my clenching walls.

I cried out, my fingers tightening in his hair as waves of pleasure crashed over me. The Wolf's technique was masterful, each lap and suckle designed to push me closer to the brink. I could feel the coil of tension winding tighter within me, threatening to snap at any moment.

My entire body trembled as he feasted on me, his skillful ministrations driving me to the very edge of ecstasy. I'd never experienced anything like it - the way his tongue danced and curled, the gentle scrape of his teeth, the firm pressure of his lips.

It was too much, not enough, everything I needed. I thrashed beneath him, helpless to resist the tidal wave of sensations crashing over me. My orgasm built with terrifying speed, the pressure in my core reaching a fever pitch.

With a strangled cry, I came undone, my vision whiting out as pleasure ripped through me like a lightning bolt. I bucked wildly, grinding against his mouth as he lapped up every last drop of my release. It seemed to go on forever, each pulse of my clit prolonging the blissful agony.

The Wolf continued to drink in my essence, his tongue laving and sucking until I was a quivering, spent mess. Only when the last tremors of my climax subsided did he finally pull away, rising up to tower over me once more.

A smug satisfaction gleamed in his eyes as he gazed down at my flushed, disheveled form. "Exquisite," he murmured, his voice thick with approval.

Without warning, he yanked me to my feet and spun me around, bending me over the edge of the bed. His hands roamed possessively over my curves, kneading and squeezing as he positioned himself behind me.

"Now, let's see how well you can take a real fucking," he growled, his thick cock probing at my dripping entrance.

A whimper escaped my lips as he entered me, stretching me wide with his impressive girth. The Wolf was massive, easily the largest man I'd ever been with, and he filled me completely, claiming me utterly.

He began to move, his powerful thrusts driving deep into my core. Each stroke hit a spot that sent sparks flying behind my eyelids, the pleasure-pain of being so thoroughly taken pushing me to new heights.

The Wolf's hands gripped my hips hard, pulling me back onto him as he pistoned in and out. The sound of skin slapping against skin mingled with my ragged breathing, creating a primal symphony of lust.

I braced myself against the mattress, my nails digging into the silk as I surrendered to the relentless pace of his fucking. He was dominating me in every sense, reducing me to a mere receptacle for his pleasure.

The Wolf's rhythm was merciless, each thrust designed to drive me wild with abandon. He pounded into me relentlessly, the force of his strokes rattling the bedframe and leaving me breathless.

My mind went blank, consumed entirely by the sensation of being so thoroughly claimed. I could feel every inch of his thick length splitting me open, the head of his cock bumping against my cervix with each brutal plunge.

As the intensity mounted, I became aware of a second orgasm building within me, faster and harder than the first. The Wolf seemed to sense it too, his pace quickening as he chased his own release.

With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his hot seed flooding my channel in powerful spurts.

I screamed as the Wolf's climax triggered my own, my body convulsing violently under the onslaught of pleasure. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me, each spasm of my inner muscles milking him for every drop of his release.

For a few glorious moments, we were locked together, our pulses synchronizing as we rode out the aftershocks. Then, slowly, he started to thrust again.

The Wolf's renewed efforts caught me off guard, my over sensitized nerves screaming in protest even as my body responded eagerly to his insistent rhythm. He was still hard, still hungry, and I found myself matching his fervor, meeting each thrust with a desperate countermove.

We fell into a frenzied dance, the bed creaking ominously beneath us as we rutted like animals in heat. Sweat dripped down our entwined bodies, the air heavy with the musk of sex and exertion.

I couldn't remember the last time I'd been fucked this relentlessly, this savagely. Every fiber of my being was focused on the Wolf's relentless pounding, on the exquisite torment of his thick cock stretching me open again and again.

“Oh my fucking God!” my voice echoed off the tall ceiling.

Panting and gasping, I clawed at the sheets, trying to anchor myself against the maelstrom of sensation. But there was no escape, no respite from the unrelenting onslaught of pleasure.

As the Wolf's thrusts grew more erratic, I sensed another climax approaching, building with dizzying speed. With a final, brutal shove, he drove deep and held fast, his hot cum flooding my already saturated passage as I shattered once more beneath him.

The Wolf's grip on my hips tightened as he emptied himself inside me, his pulsing shaft triggering a series of intense contractions that wracked my core. I could feel every throb and spurt of his release, the warmth of it seeping deep into my womb.

As we both drifted down from the peak, the Wolf slid free with a wet squelch, his softening member leaving my oversensitive flesh feeling raw and tender. I collapsed onto the bed, my limbs trembling and my mind reeling from the sheer intensity of what we'd just shared.

The Wolf loomed over me, his chest heaving as he gazed down at my spent form with a look of dark satisfaction. "You're a remarkable fuck," he purred, trailing a finger through the sticky evidence of our coupling on my thigh. "It’s too bad it will be your last."

I lay there, catching my breath, as the Wolf's words slowly registered. He knew I was from the agency. We must have a mole. Or he had one of his people on the bus. My mind raced with the possibilities.

A cold dread crept up my spine as I met the Wolf's piercing gaze, the weight of his knowledge settling heavily between us. I'd come so close to achieving my mission, only to be foiled by his cunning and foresight.

I swallowed hard, trying to maintain an air of nonchalance despite the turmoil churning inside me. "I have no idea what you're talking about," I managed to say, injecting a hint of amusement into my tone.

I sat up slowly, my movements deliberate and controlled as I began to gather my scattered wits. The Wolf's revelation had thrown me off balance, but I refused to show weakness. Not now, not when so much hung in the balance.

The Wolf chuckled, a low, menacing sound that sent shivers down my spine. "Don't play coy with me, Agent," he drawled, his eyes glinting with amusement and something far darker.

He leaned in closer, his breath hot against my ear as he whispered, "I must admit, I'm impressed. Getting into my compound undetected took real skill. But unfortunately for you, the mission is over."

His hand closed around my throat, applying just enough pressure to make my pulse race. "You see, I can’t let a CIA operative leave my facility alive. Not after what you’ve seen."

Panic flared in my chest as the Wolf's fingers tightened around my neck, cutting off my air supply. I reached up instinctively, trying to pry his hand away, but he was too strong.

Black spots danced before my vision, and I felt myself starting to slip into unconsciousness. No... I couldn't let that happen. Not now, not when I was so close to completing my mission.

With a surge of adrenaline, I brought my knee up sharply, aiming for the Wolf's groin. It was a desperate move, but it was all I had left.

The Wolf's grip on my throat relaxed fractionally as pain lanced through his groin, his eyes widening in surprise. I seized the opportunity, wrenching free from his grasp and scrambling backward across the bed.

Gasping for air, I fumbled for the knife hidden in my heel, my heart pounding in my ears. The Wolf recovered quickly, his face contorting with rage as he lunged at me, fists clenched.

I parried his initial blow with the flat of my blade, then struck out with a precision strike aimed at his shoulder. The razor-sharp steel bit deep, drawing a grunt of pain and anger from the Wolf as he stumbled back.

"Fuck you!" I spat, brandishing the knife defensively.

The Wolf's eyes narrowed, a cruel smile twisting his lips as he assessed the situation. Blood trickled down his arm from the shallow wound, but it was clear he wasn't seriously hurt.

"You just did, he sneered, taking a step closer.

He feinted to the side, trying to catch me off guard, but I was ready for him. I sidestepped the attack, bringing my elbow up to connect with his jaw in a swift, vicious motion.

The Wolf grunted, stumbling back as stars exploded behind his eyes. I didn't give him a chance to recover, pressing my advantage with a flurry of punches and kicks that sent him crashing to the floor.

Breathless and battered, I stood over him, the knife poised above his throat. "This ends now," I hissed through gritted teeth, the blade trembling with barely contained fury. The Wolf looked up at me with a mix of pain and admiration in his eyes, a twisted respect for the enemy he'd underestimated.

"Impressive," he croaked, his voice ragged from the blows I'd landed.

He made a sudden, desperate lunge, trying to grab my wrist and wrestle the knife away. I reacted instinctively, jamming the blade deeper into his throat in a brutal, mercy-killing strike.

Blood sprayed across my face and breasts as the Wolf's life ebbed away, his struggles growing weaker until finally, he went limp beneath me. I stood panting, the weight of what I'd done sinking in slowly.

I dragged his body to the computer nearby, using his fingerprint to access the facility controls.

As the systems came online, I quickly initiated the self-destruct sequence, setting a timer for five minutes. Just enough time to get out of here before the whole place turned to rubble.

I gathered my stained panties and dress before putting them on. Then, with a final glance at the Wolf's lifeless form, I slipped out of the room and made my way back through the labyrinthine corridors of the compound.

3 minutes remaining...

My footsteps echoed hollowly in the deserted halls as I raced against time, my heart pounding in my chest. I pulled out a fake molar and pressed a button, signaling Jack that it was time to pick me up.

I burst through the doors of the helipad, surprising the two guards standing on it.

2 minutes remaining...

Before they could react, I grabbed the closest one's sidearm and dispatched his partner before taking my knife to his throat and jamming it deep. I stole the radio from his belt and called Jack over our pre-determined frequency.

"LZ is clear!"

1 minute remaining...

From the treetops I saw his sleek black chopper approach, low and steady.

30 seconds remaining...

Jack expertly set the helicopter down on the helipad, the rotors whipping up a whirlwind of dust and debris. I sprinted towards it, tossing the dead guard's gun aside as I climbed aboard.

"Hold on!" Jack yelled over the din of the blades as he lifted off just as the countdown hit zero.

The research compound erupted in a massive fireball, the shockwave rocking the chopper violently. Through the smoke-streaked windows, I watched as half of the facility crumbled into ruins, leaving only the residential structures and ballroom intact.

Jack guided the helicopter towards the distant horizon, the cooling embers of the blast fading into memory as we flew off to safety, mission accomplished.

As we flew over the endless expanse of forest, I allowed myself a moment of relief. We'd made it out alive, and the Wolf's operation was destroyed.

I sighed, rubbing the bloodstains from my face with a shaky hand. Jack glanced over at me, concern etched on his weathered features.

"We did good work today, Sandy," he said quietly. "That son of a bitch won't be able to kill any more innocent people."

I nodded, a small, grim smile playing on my lips. "Yeah. Mission complete."

As the miles rolled by and the sun dipped below the horizon, I couldn't shake the feeling that this was far from over. The Wolf may have been defeated, but his organization was vast and ruthless.

For now, I could simply take solace in knowing that he, and his massive, otherworldly cock, were out of this world for good, and his new bioweapon was blown off the face of this earth.

All in a day’s work for the CIA’s sexiest agent.
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