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		Chapter 1.

		

		Cassie Claymore was barely inside her hotel room before she started stripping off her clothes. After six hours in some of Bucharest’s seediest nightclubs, she reeked of sweat, cigarette smoke, and knockoff designer perfume. I smell like a Romanian street whore, she thought as she tossed her clutch purse onto the bed then pulled her skimpy black minidress over her head and flung it into a corner. She unfastened her bra as she walked to the bathroom, dropping it on the floor as she kicked off her high heels. Her black thong went last, slithering down her long legs to form a damp silk puddle on the floor.

		The showerhead only gave a weak cough when Cassie cranked the hot water on, but after a minute it finally let out a warm drizzle. Like most of Bucharest’s hotels, the Grand Continental was an old leftover from the Soviet days with concrete walls, ancient fixtures, and linens that smelled like moldy bread. Cassie lathered her hair and body then stood under the weak stream with her eyes closed as the water washed over her.

		It wasn’t just the nightclub stink she wanted to get rid of; it was also the memory of all those men’s hands on her body. Since she was undercover as a rich socialite enjoying the local party scene, she couldn’t act like a prude in public. Nearly a dozen men had bought Cassie drinks that night, and many of them thought that earned them the right to grope her on the dance floor. A few had grabbed her tits and two others slipped a hand up her dress to squeeze her ass. One man even muscled her into a dark corner and jammed a finger under her panties as he slobbered kisses all over her neck. Cassie shut that man down with a hard pinch on his trapezius muscle, but she’d just gritted her teeth and tried not to blush as the other disco Romeos pinched and probed her. Since the mark she was searching for would probably act the same way, she had to advertise the fact that she was open to being manhandled.

		Cassie finally shut the water off and stepped out of the tiny shower cubicle, then swore out loud as she reached for a towel only to find the towel bar empty.

		Wonderful. Just wonderful. The maids had done the same thing the previous day, forgetting to leave fresh towels when they took the dirty ones away, but that time Cassie had called the front desk before she bathed. Tonight she’d been so damn tired she hadn’t even noticed, and now water was streaming off her naked body as she stood dripping on the tile floor.

		Huffing, Cassie pulled a huge fistful of toilet paper off the roll and blotted her body with it until she was mostly dry. Her long brown hair was another matter, and all she could do was wring it out over the sink then flip it over her shoulders and wait for it to air dry.

		What a perfect end to a shitty day, she thought as she padded out of the bathroom naked. With my luck, the minbar will be empty and —

		Cassie stopped in her tracks and stared at the man on her bed. He was bald, athletic, about forty, and wearing a dark suit with a blue polo shirt. Pillow behind his back, legs stretched out casually, like a man watching TV in bed. But this man was watching Cassie’s nude body instead, and his eyes lit up as he gave her a grin. The two had never met but Cassie recognized him instantly; Boris Gorchik, one of Russia’s most notorious spies.

		Before she started working for the service, Cassie’s first reaction in a situation like this would’ve been to fling her arms around herself to cover her nudity. But now the girl simply planted her hands on her hips and spread her legs a little wider, giving the man an unobstructed view. She used her body as many things including a weapon, a bargaining chip, and, in cases like this, a distraction. If drooling over her tits and pussy slowed Gorchik down for even a second, it might just save her life.

		Despite her calm expression and relaxed posture, Cassie’s heart hammered in her chest and her mind was racing. She had seen Gorchik’s face in dozens of files and she knew him better than some of her own relatives. He was smart, strong, cocky, and unbelievably cruel. He was also the man Moscow sent when they needed a problem handled with no possibility of failure.

		Gorchik cracked his knuckles then laced his hands behind his head. “You look better in person,” he remarked, his thick accent turning his voice into a low growl. “Some of the photos make you look a little…I don’t know, skinny. But in the flesh you look healthier, like a fine Russian woman.”

		Cassie wasn’t surprised that Gorchik had studied her, too. He worked for the FSB and she worked for the CIA, but otherwise their lives and job descriptions were very similar. They had even been on opposite sides of operations before, but this was the first time a mission had brought them face to face.

		“Gee, thanks,” she said, trying to sound calmer than she felt. “You want to tell me why you’re here or do I have to guess?” Cassie knew the answer already but was trying to draw the conversation out until she saw what Gorchik had done with her clutch purse, which held the small .380 Glock she’d been carrying all night. Her 9mm had a lot more stopping power, but it was stashed away under the bed and she’d never get to it.

		“You know why,” Gorchik told her. “Leon Van Acker. You need to leave him alone.”

		“I’ve never even met him.” Cassie shifted her weight, trying to ignore the way Gorchik leered as he enjoyed the view of her naked body. The Russian spy had bedded plenty of beautiful women, but Cassie’s figure put most supermodels to shame. She was tall and athletic but with a set of full, round tits that many men described as flawless. Her ass was also full and round, so whether Cassie was coming or going, both men and women tended to stare at her with awe. And while some women with great figures had plain faces, Cassie’s face was just as perfect as her body. She had inherited her Puerto Rican mother’s big brown eyes, dark wavy hair, and plump lips while her firm jaw and perfect cheekbones came from her Scottish father.

		Gorchik sighed and stood up slowly. “Don’t play dumb. You’ve been searching the city for three days trying to find him. Now I’m telling you to give up and go home.” The Russian looked even more fearsome now that he was on his feet. Gorchik’s file said he had never trained in the martial arts, but he was an accomplished street fighter who could overcome most adversaries by sheer strength alone.

		Cassie scanned the bed, spotting her clutch purse half-buried in the covers. “If that’s the end of your message, you can leave now. And next time just send a text. It’s a lot faster.”

		Gorchik chuckled as he shook his arms lightly, loosening up. “You’ve got a smart mouth. Maybe I should put my big cock in it to shut you up.”

		“Oh, yeah? Maybe I’ll rip it off first and flush it down the toilet.”

		The Russian took a step closer and Cassie shrank back. If Gorchik wanted her dead, he would’ve put a bullet in her while she was still in the shower. But taking a life was a serious move in the spy trade because of the international consequences it could spark, so most agents weren’t given the green light to kill at will. Injuries were another matter, though, and if Gorchik really wanted to slow Cassie down, he knew a stint in the hospital would do just that.

		“Van Acker has agreed to talk to Russia and Israel,” Gorchik growled. “No one else. America needs to butt out.”

		Cassie took another step back as Gorchik advanced. “He has a product to sell, and we want to make an offer. What the problem?”

		“The problem is that he’s only negotiating with two buyers. You have no chance, understand? So sticking your nose into our business does nothing but slow the deal down.”

		“All I want is one meeting,” Cassie said, circling the foot of the bed as she kept walking backwards. “If he says no, I’ll give up and go home.”

		“You really are thick-headed. It’s time you learned how serious we are.”

		Gorchik lunged forward, arms out, but Cassie anticipated the move and dove face-first onto the bed, grabbing her clutch purse. It was already open and she thrust her hand inside, swearing when she found it empty.

		“I already took your little toy,” Gorchik said, spinning to face Cassie. He tried to dive on top of her, but she rolled off the bed and stumbled to her feet. Gorchik rolled off just as quickly and the two faced each other, Cassie’s big tits heaving on her chest. With her black belt in judo she could hold her own in most fights, but the fact that she was naked gave the Russian a clear advantage. Gorchik obviously planned to capitalize on it, because his next move was to lash out one leg and send a kick straight at Cassie’s exposed cunt. The girl jerked her hips back just in time, but before she could regain her balance the Russian charged forward and wrapped his arms around her in a bear hug. Cassie wriggled and fought as Gorchik’s hands slid down her back and over her ass, then the big man wrestled Cassie around until he was behind her. Now his hands were on her tits, squeezing the soft, warm flesh as Cassie kicked and flailed her arms.

		“You’re very pretty, and pretty things break easily,” he muttered in her ear, his breath hot on her cheek. “It would be hard to chase Van Acker around the city with your leg in a cast.” Still clutching her tits, the Russian picked Cassie off her feet, spun her around, and launched her onto the bed again. She landed on her stomach and Gorchik dropped down on top of her, his elbow digging into her soft ass as he tried to get a grip on one of her legs. Cassie knew he could break it with one hard twist, so she kicked wildly to keep it out of his hands. Her heel slammed into Gorchik’s nose and he grunted and clutched his face as Cassie rolled away from him and tumbled off the end of the bed.

		Gorchik leapt to his feet, blood gushing over his mouth and down his chin. “You bitch. Now I’m breaking both legs.” As he wiped a hand roughly over his face, Cassie’s mind raced. Gorchik was even stronger then she thought. Without a weapon, she would lose this fight for sure. She had to attract the police or hotel security or someone else to the room, but how? The phone was on the other side of the bed and she’d never be able to dial in time. And since the walls and floor were thick concrete, a bomb could probably go off without anyone hearing it.

		Cassie moved until the bed was between her and Gorchik. Now the wall was at her back, along with the room’s lone window. She had left it open because the room was so stuffy, and now its flimsy curtains were fluttering in the breeze. They were on the second floor, overlooking Grosnas Street. The curb was lined with cars but not many people were out at this late hour, so even if Cassie yelled for help, no one was around to hear her.

		An ugly lamp with a thick metal base sat on the nightstand near her. She snatched it up, ripping the electric cord out of the wall in the process, and raised it above her head. Gorchik tensed up, ready to duck if he had to, but instead of throwing it at him, Cassie turned and hurled the lamp out the window. She aimed for the newest, nicest car within range—a black BMW sedan—and the lamp hit the hood with a bang then bounced off, leaving a huge dent. The car’s alarm blared to life and soon the quiet street was filled with the harsh sound of its bleating horn.

		Gorchik swore under his breath. This late at night, the alarm would annoy enough people to bring the police running. And once they saw what caused the damage to the car, they would probably search the hotel and question the guests and staff. Getting in and out of situations like this unseen was a top priority for field agents, and in five more minutes that would be impossible.

		“Forget Van Acker,” he growled, stabbing a finger at Cassie. “And leave town tonight. I don’t care if you go by plane or train or bus, but if you’re still in Bucharest tomorrow morning, you’re going to be walking on crutches.” Then the Russian was gone, leaving the door open behind him.

		Cassie didn’t even take a moment to breathe. Her suitcase was fully packed, as always, so she knelt beside the bed and dragged it out from underneath. There was no time for a complete disguise, but the girl did take a chin-length black wig out of the front compartment and tucked her long hair inside it then snatched her sweaty, wrinkled black dress and panties off the floor and pulled them on again. With her suitcase in one hand and her heels in the other, Cassie was out the door less then two minutes after the Russian had vanished.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2.

		

		The streets were mostly deserted by then, just a few whores and dealers lingering on street corners. Cassie stuck to the shadows as she walked south toward the heart of the city, stopping once to duck into a well-lit alley behind a restaurant. She took her phone out of her bag, popped in a fresh SIM card, then dialed a number from memory.

		Someone answered on the second ring and a bored female voice said, “Human Resource Department. This is the acting manager. May I have your reference number?”

		Cassie rarely spoke to the same person twice when she called from the field. Sometimes it was a woman, sometimes a man, and the person could sound old or young, but the bored inflection was a constant.

		“My reference number is 7844603. This is a clean call.”

		At the start of each mission, agents were issued a reference number. Once this number was plugged into an agency computer, the operator had access to a file with the agent’s name, location, and all other details of their assignment. Agents were also given a stack of encrypted SIM cards so advanced and secure that calls were nearly impossible to trace or listen in on. A rival outfit would need sophisticated equipment and plenty of time to hack into the signal, which meant agents had at least 15 minutes to talk freely on one of the “clean” phones. But just to be sure, all incoming calls were kept under ten minutes.

		“I have your details,” the Human Resource manager said. “Ten minutes starts now. How can I help you?”

		“I just have a quick update. I haven’t met with the target yet, but I did have a run-in with someone from the other side. Boris Gorchik.”

		“His name is already in the file. We knew he was in the area. How serious was the run-in?”

		“No damage on either side, but I need to change hotels. I’m in the process now.”

		“Understood. Do you need anything from us?”

		“No, this is information only. I’ll make contact again once I’m settled.”

		Cassie ended the call then removed the SIM card and broke it into pieces that she tossed into two different trash bins. She would touch base with the department once a day regardless of the circumstances, but a face-to-face encounter with a top Russian operative had to be reported immediately. And now that it was done, she could grab a short rest before she collapsed right there in the gutter.

		Cassie always had a fallback hotel lined up in case she had to move in a hurry. In Bucharest, she’d chosen a run-down dive used mostly by hookers who paid by the hour. The man at the front desk was about twenty with spiked blonde hair, a pierced nose, and tattoos crawling down both arms. He frowned at Cassie when she staggered in with her suitcase, then asked her something in Romanian. When Cassie shrugged and shook her head, he tried again in Russian then German.

		“You speak English?” Cassie asked, using her best Spanish accent.

		The desk clerk nodded. “What are you, British? American?”

		Cassie rolled her eyes. “I’m from Barcelona, but we all learn English in school. Can I get a room?”

		“Just you?” the man asked, leering. He was short but muscular, like a pit bull. “Where’s your customer?”

		In the cheap wig and wrinkled dress with no bra, Cassie knew she looked like a hooker at the end of a long shift. “Look, I’ve been getting pounded in bathrooms and parked cars all night and I need to crash for a few hours, okay?” She pulled out a wad of Romanian lei, roughly twice the nightly rate posted on the sign outside, and held the brightly-colored bills under the man’s nose. “And if you promise nobody will disturb me, I’ll make it worth your while.”

		The man snatched the bills out of her hand without hesitating then gave her a key attached to a cheap plastic keychain. “Room 23. Second floor. Bathroom’s at the end of the hall. No parties or loud music. And if you’re not out by noon, you have to pay again.”

		The room was small and dark with only a single bed, a night stand, and a trashcan with a used condom stuck to the bottom of it. In other words, the last place any sane person would try to throw a party. But after the night she’d just had, the musty little room looked like heaven to Cassie. She jammed her suitcase under the bed, pulled off her wig and dress, then collapsed on top of the covers in just her panties. It was past three in the morning and she was beyond exhausted, but her mind was racing too fast to allow her to sleep.

		This had been a shit assignment from the beginning. Leon Van Acker was a Belgian engineer who had created a new tracking program for missile defense systems. Van Acker’s program could locate, identify, and target incoming missiles much faster than anything currently in use. His MiTT system, short for Missile Tracking and Targeting, could also be easily integrated into existing systems, allowing countries to upgrade their defenses through a quick plug-and-play process.

		Normally a creator would peddle a device like that to the highest bidder, but Van Acker had chosen to bargain exclusively with Russia and Israel. The Kremlin’s S-400 system and Israel’s Iron Dome were both world-renowned, but Van Acker knew the two governments could still be lured into a bidding war. When the US State Department contacted Van Acker to discuss a meeting, his representative said the engineer wanted to keep things simple, quiet, and uncomplicated by only negotiating with the two countries. Even a reminder that the US had deep pockets in situations like this failed to sway Van Acker’s acting agent.

		But the US had an ace in the hole; Van Acker was a known womanizer with a fondness for Eastern European party girls. He was currently traveling through Romania, Bulgaria, and Greece for a series of engineering conferences, but it was common knowledge that he’d spend the evening hours trolling bars and clubs for local pussy. Cassie’s mission was to make contact and use her natural assets to bring Van Acker to the bargaining table with America. That would be a lot tougher, however, now that Gorchik was on her tail.

		Cassie yawned and stretched her nearly-nude body. The hotel sheets were as rough as sandpaper and the room smelled like the bathroom of an adult theater. The girl’s nerves were frayed and she desperately needed a drink, but she had nothing with her and it was too late to search for a nearby bar or store. That left only one option for calming herself down.

		Rolling onto her back, Cassie spread her legs and moved her hand down her firm stomach to her crotch. Her pussy was already damp from all the running around she’d been doing, and her index finger slid right in after she nudged her panties aside. Her breath caught in her throat as she jammed the finger in up to the last knuckle then moved it in and out, fucking herself with it. Cassie imagined a man was on top of her, thrusting his hips as he plowed into her, and because she had just seen him, that imaginary man became Boris Gorchik. He might be evil and ugly and rude, but he probably had a huge cock as well. Cassie had felt a hard bulge pressing into her when she and Gorchik wrestled, and she reimagined that scene with Gorchik nude as well, both of them naked and sweaty as they grabbed and squeezed each other.

		One finger won’t do it, she thought, breathing faster now. She jammed a second finger into her wet snatch, then quickly added a third. Yes, that’s more like it. That nasty Russian cock would be three fingers wide for sure. Panting, Cassie thrust the fingers up her cunt over and over, imagining Gorchik’s sweaty body on top of her, crushing her with its weight, smothering her with its smell. Her other hand went to her tits, mauling them the way Gorchik had when they tussled. She squeezed one of them hard then pinched the nipple, making herself gasp. She worked her two hands in rhythm for a while, one on her tits while the other serviced her dripping pussy. Soon the bedsheets were damp and sticky and Cassie’s whole body was trembling like a violin being played by a rough, untrained musician.

		The girl couldn’t stand it anymore. As a warm tingling sensation built up in her crotch, she slid her second hand down there as well. Soon she had one set of fingers thrusting in and out of her cunt while the other rubbed and stroked her clit, sometimes pinching it the way she’d pinched her nipple. Now her legs were shaking and she was panting like a dog. Her hands moved faster and faster as she pictured Gorchik pounding into her like a madman, his huge cock jammed as far inside her as it would go. Her dripping fingers made a wet sucking sound as they thrust in and out of her snatch, but that noise was drowned out as Cassie arched her back, opened her mouth wide, and let out a strangled cry.

		“Aaaahhhhhhh!” she moaned, the orgasm ripping through her body like a jolt of electricity. Her hips jerked and her legs flailed as she came over and over until eventually her hands fell to her sides and she let out one last weak sound. Cassie lay still for a moment, only her chest heaving, until she finally stretched again and rolled onto her side, fumbling for the lamp. As the room went black, the darkness swallowed her up and she tumbled down a deep hole into the void of sleep.

		

		* * *

		

		Stefan Murgoci knew how to handle whores. He’d been the night clerk at the Satin Dreams hotel for over a year, and he was an expert at breaking up fights, diffusing tantrums, and tossing out any girl who was so drunk or so stoned that she might throw up all over the room. He’d also worked out a discount plan for any hooker who was short on cash; a girl could blow him for a half-price rate, or Stefan would let her sleep for free if she spread her legs. The girl in room 23 obviously had plenty of cash, but Stefan was sure he could talk her into a deal as well.

		Cassie’s eyes snapped open the second she heard the soft thud. As always, she had stood her suitcase upright and left it pressed against the door so it would tip over the moment anyone entered the room. The front desk clerk who’d checked her in the previous night now stood in the doorway with his hand on the knob, grinning at her. The room was bathed in soft morning light, revealing just how dingy and depressing it really was.

		Groaning, Cassie rolled over and checked the time on her phone. It was barely ten o’clock. “It’s not noon yet,” she muttered, pulling the filthy hotel sheet over her naked chest. “And what about the extra cash I gave you so I wouldn’t be disturbed?”

		“I just had a visitor,” Stefan said, shoving Cassie’s suitcase aside with his foot as he entered the room. “A big, bald guy who spoke Russian. Is that your pimp?”

		A tingle zipped down Cassie’s spine. “What did he say?”

		“He showed me a picture of you and said to call him if I see you. He also said that phone call would be worth 2,000 lei. I wasn’t sure at first because your hair was different when you checked in last night, but now that I see you without the wig, I can tell it’s you.” Stefan’s eyes crawled over Cassie’s body like two roaches, admiring the long legs and shapely ass that were still in plain view. “In fact, you look a lot different in the daylight. Very beautiful and sexy.”

		Cassie coughed out an ugly laugh. Her hair was tangled, she had no makeup on, and she desperately needed another shower, but the desk clerk looked like a man who would probably fuck anything with a hole in it. “Let me guess,” she said. “If I give you more than 2,000 lei, you’ll conveniently forget to make that call, right?”

		Stefan shook his head as he closed the door behind him. “I don’t want more money. All I need to keep my mouth shut is a free ride.”

		“A free what?”

		“Come on, you probably fuck a dozen men a night. Taking one more cock is probably better than dealing with that Russian, right? He looked mad, and I’ve seen how some of these pimps treat their whores. I’ll bet he could bust your nose with one slap from that big hand of his.”

		“Look, I can get you the money. How about 3,000 lei? I don’t have that much on me, but—”

		Stefan snickered as he reached down and grabbed a fistful of the sheet draped over Cassie’s chest. “I told you, I don’t want your money. What I want is your pussy.” He yanked the sheet away and tossed it in a corner, leaving Cassie naked except for her tiny black thong. “And I’m so fucking horny I probably won’t last long. Now come on, spread those legs for five minutes and this will all be over. It’s all part of the job, right?”

		Cassie bit her lip as she moved her arms over her tits. The man was right; the cheap whore she was pretending to be wouldn’t think twice about paying someone off with a quick fuck. If she flat-out refused, it would make him suspicious and might piss him off enough to call Gorchik out of spite. She had learned over the years that a man with a hard dick can either be your best friend or your worst enemy, depending on how you treat him.

		“Okay, but make it fast,” she muttered. “And you better have a condom, because I ran out last night.”

		“No problem. Every time one of you girls checks out, I find a few extras on the nightstand.” Stefan pulled one out of his pocket then unfastened his pants and shoved them and his boxers to the ground. His cock was average-sized but it was already hard as steel and Cassie saw a bead of pre-cum glistening wetly on the tip as it pointed straight at her. Stefan ripped the package open and rolled the condom over his erection then waved a hand at Cassie’s crotch. “Get those panties off and scoot forward.”

		Cassie slid her thong down her legs and kicked it off then slid forward until her ass was right at the edge of the bed. The clerk took a leg in each hand and spread them, handling Cassie like she was a piece of lumber he was about to saw. Once she was positioned to his liking, Stefan thrust a finger into her cunt, which was still moist. He grunted, probably assuming Cassie was still lubed up after a night of non-stop fucking, then he moved forward until his cockhead was nudging the girl’s cunt.

		There was no foreplay at all, not even a wink or a grin. Stefan just rammed his cock into Cassie up to the balls, groaning as the warm wetness of her pussy clamped down on him. He was so short that he could fuck her while standing up, bucking his hips like a maniac as he thrust into her over and over. Cassie laid there like a piece of meat, biting her lip and listening to the slap of their damp stomachs every time Stefan rammed into her. His hands moved to her tits in a hurry, like she knew they would, and for a while Stefan held them like handles as he fucked her, his fingers digging into the soft flesh.

		Cassie had been so horny a few hours earlier that the surprise fuck should’ve seemed like a gift from heaven, but Stefan was so wild and jerky that she felt like she was riding a lame horse down a rocky path, sliding around on the bed so much that she was afraid she’d fall off. The clerk kept on pounding, sweat dripping down his chest onto Cassie’s crotch, then he let go of the girl’s big tits and thrust his hands under her knees, lifting her legs up so he could plow even deeper inside of her. Now he was fucking her like a jackhammer, his balls flattening against the lower curves of her ass every time he thrust all the way in.

		Stefan couldn’t last long at that pace. Soon he was panting like a dog, then he arched his back and let out a wail as his dick started spurting. He shook and moaned for a good ten seconds before he finally sighed and stepped back, his cock sliding out of Cassie’s cunt with a wet sound. Stefan peeled off the slimy condom and dropped it in the trash can then pulled his jeans and boxers back up.

		“That was pretty good,” he said, still breathing hard. “So I won’t call your pimp, but you still have to get out of the room by noon.”

		“Thanks a lot,” Cassie mumbled. Now she needed a shower more than ever, and her crotch was sore from the pounding she’d just taken. She’d be lucky if she could make it to the bathroom at the end of the hall without falling down.

		“By the way, great tits,” Stefan said with a grin as he left the room, like someone tossing a scrap of stale food to a hungry dog.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3.

		

		Cassie needed to find a new room fast, and she’d already decided where it would be. Instead of checking into some small, out of the way place—which would be just what Gorchik would expect—she would march right back to the Grand Continental. The Russian would probably never suspect that she’d check back into the same hotel she’d fled from only eight hours before, and this time she’d have a new name and appearance that wouldn’t be on anyone’s radar.

		After she left the Satin Dreams, Cassie stopped at the nearest train station and locked herself in one of the bathroom stalls. She came out half an hour later as Shannon Tremblay, a fortyish Canadian schoolteacher on vacation. Her long brown hair was hidden beneath a shoulder-length blonde wig, and the implants she’d tucked into her cheeks and upper lip changed the shape of her face and gave her a slight overbite. She’d used heavy makeup to make it look like she was hiding wrinkles, and the padded bodysuit she wore under her shapeless dress not only camouflaged her big tits but also added inches to her stomach and ass. Cassie knew the disguise was a success because as she shuffled out of the train station, not a single man turned to look at her.

		The cab ride to the Grand Continental would take 15 minutes and Cassie planned to use that time to review the encounter with Gorchik, but her mind kept wandering to the encounter with the Satin Dreams desk clerk instead. It wasn’t his leering grin or his greasy hands or even his thrusting cock that consumed her attention, but rather something he’d said before he started his ruthless fucking: It’s all part of the job, right?

		Cassie always knew she wanted to work in law enforcement. Her father was a New York police detective and her mother was an intelligence analyst for the FBI, and the girl dreamed of growing up and catching bad guys from the time she dressed as Wonder Woman for Halloween at the age of ten. The one thing she didn’t want to do, though, was spend her life behind a desk. She wanted to travel and see the world. She wanted action and danger and excitement, just like in the movies. So she majored in criminal justice at college, earned a black belt in judo just before she graduated, then scheduled an interview at CIA headquarters before the ink on her college diploma was even dry.

		Agent Bill Blake, a middle-aged man with a soft stomach and thinning blonde hair, showed no emotion as he scanned Cassie’s application. “I see you have no specialized computer skills…no experience with firearms or other weapons…and although your mother is Puerto Rican, you don’t even speak Spanish.”

		“My father’s Scottish, so we never spoke Spanish in the home,” Cassie explained. “But I earned all As in my criminal justice classes and I’m a quick learner. I’m sure I can pick up new languages, new skills, whatever you need, in no time flat.”

		Blake just nodded, his eyes still on Cassie’s application. The interview room was small and bare, with nothing but the desk and two chairs inside it. The overhead lights were blindingly bright, and as Cassie sat across the desk from Blake, she felt like a suspect during an interrogation. Since the walls were glass, every person who passed by glanced inside and some of the men actually stopped to stare.

		Blake finally laid the application on the table and gave a deep sigh. “Miss Claymore, I’ll be honest with you. I only agreed to this interview because your mother is so well-respected in our industry. Otherwise I would’ve tossed your application aside after about ten seconds.”

		“Agent Blake, look, I know I’m young and inexperienced, but I also know I have loads of potential. I’m smart, I’m fit, I’m—”

		“But here’s the thing,” Blake interrupted. “I have hundreds of applicants who are fresh out of college, just like you, but many of them have advanced computer skills, or years of experience with firearms, or they can speak six or eight languages.” He tapped a finger on her application. “What I see here would put you at the bottom of the list. To be blunt, you just don’t have what we’re looking for. But if that changes over the next few years, you’re welcome to reapply.”

		As Blake walked Cassie to the front entrance, he couldn’t help staring at her body. The girl had worn black slacks, high heels, and a tight white blouse that showed plenty of cleavage. He shook her hand at the door then said, “By the way, I’m surprised you want to work in law enforcement at all. You could easily make millions as a model or an actress.”

		Cassie didn’t know whether to be flattered or offended so she just said goodbye then marched toward the parking lot with her heels clicking sharply on the pavement. But she couldn’t resist looking back over her shoulder before she reached her car, thinking it might be the last time she ever saw the famous CIA Headquarters in all its glory.

		She found out how wrong she was when her phone rang that evening and she was invited back for a second interview. She returned the next day stunned and confused, and this time she was led to a large, nicely decorated office that was different in every way from the cramped, bright room where she’d sat with Agent Blake. The occupant of the office was different from Blake as well; Agent Packard was also middle aged but he was tall with broad shoulders, a massive chest, and a brooding, craggy face that reminded Cassie of Clint Eastwood.

		“Thanks for coming back,” Packard said, waving Cassie into a chair.

		“Sure, no problem. I was just surprised, that’s all. Agent Blake told me I had virtually no chance of being hired.”

		“Agent Blake and I work for different departments. I passed by the interview room yesterday while you two were talking, and after you left I asked for a copy of your application.” Packard rubbed his chin as he stared at Cassie from across his massive oak desk. “I actually think you’d be a perfect fit for my department, but would you mind going through a few routine workouts first? I can fetch a change of clothes for you and we can do it right now.”

		Cassie sputtered out a yes, still shocked by the turn of events, and she soon found herself in a changing room that looked like it belonged in an upscale spa. A female assistant brought her a pair of navy blue gym shorts and a matching t-shirt with a small CIA logo over the left breast, and after she changed, Cassie was led to a large gymnasium divided into different sections. About two dozen men and women were lifting weights, riding exercise bikes, or walking on treadmills. In one corner of the gym, which had thick mats on the floor, a small group was engaged in light hand-to-hand combat.

		Along with one of the agency’s trainers, Packard walked Cassie through a set of exercises to test her strength and endurance. The trainer seemed happy with Cassie’s performance, and afterward Packard took her to the padded corner of the gym to spar with a female agent. Cassie used her judo moves to flip the woman to the mat over and over, and she even held her own against a male agent who was taller and heavier. Once the workout was over, Cassie showered and changed back to her street clothes. Packard then sat her down at a computer where she completed an hour-long aptitude test that rated her judgement, instinct, and decision-making skills. She also had to fill out a questionnaire about her views on politics, religion, and ethics.

		After she was finished, Cassie was brought back to Packard’s office. Printouts of her test results and completed questionnaire were spread out on his desktop.

		“You did well on the physical assessment, and your score on the aptitude test was nearly perfect,” Packard said. “As for the questionnaire you filled out, I’d like a little more information. Judging by your answers on the questions about sex, you’re obviously not a prude. Do you mind telling me how many men you’ve slept with?”

		Cassie’s face went red. “Actually, I do mind. What does that have to do with anything?”

		“You have two options, Miss Claymore. You can end this interview right now and look for another line of work, or you can answer all my questions honestly.”

		Cassie let out an irritated sigh then shrugged. “I’m not sure. At least twelve, but maybe more. Probably about fifteen.”

		“But you’re not sure? You haven’t kept track?”

		“Why would I? I like sex, but I don’t attach a lot of importance to it. It’s like seeing a movie. It’s fun while it’s happening, but a few days later I don’t remember much about it.”

		“Do you currently have a boyfriend?”

		“No.”

		“Have you ever had a boyfriend?”

		“Not really.”

		“That’s surprising, because you’re a very beautiful woman.”

		“And beautiful women can’t be single and independent?”

		Packard shuffled the papers on his desk. “Have you loved any of the men you’ve slept with?”

		“No.”

		“So having sex with someone you don’t love isn’t an issue for you.”

		“Obviously not. Now when are you going to tell me what this has to do with the job?”

		Packard leaned back in his chair and laced his hands over his stomach. “My department handles procurement. To put it simply, we get things the US government wants. It could be information, or data, or equipment, or an object of value. It could also be a person, or something related to a person. For example, we might want a certain person’s cooperation, or their silence. Sometimes we use bribes or payouts, other times we use force. But in many cases, another method works much better than either of those.”

		“You’re talking about sex, right?”

		“That’s right. Sex can be a currency used to buy things, or a bargaining chip to give one side leverage in a negotiation. It can also be a tool to fix a situation or get a job done.”

		“Like a hot, sweaty Swiss Army knife, huh? Just pull out whichever little device you need.”

		“In a way, yes. And sometimes just the idea of sex is enough to get the job done. A female Russian spy once distracted a hotel security guard for ten full minutes by simply leaning over while wearing a low-cut dress. By the time she stood up straight again, her partner had assassinated a defector who was hiding in the hotel’s penthouse. And a beautiful Italian agent once picked the pocket of a government employee by walking up to him in a bikini at a pool party and trailing one of her hands up and down his thigh. So sometimes you need to serve the whole meal, but other times just handing out the menu is enough.”

		“Let me get this straight,” Cassie said. “You called me back for a second interview just because I’m hot? And now you want to hire me as one of these women who uses their body to get whatever you want?”

		“Miss Claymore, we have assets all over the globe who perform tasks like this on a needed basis. They’re not full-time agents, they’re just independent contractors who get paid for doing a single job. And while we do have a handful of agents who are prepared to do this type of work whenever needed, we don’t have anyone who even comes close to your…qualifications.”

		That made Cassie chuckle. “Yesterday you guys told me my skills and experience were so low you wouldn’t even consider me. Now you’re saying I’m more qualified than anyone here?”

		Packard spread his hands. “Give us a year and we can teach anyone to be an expert with any weapon you can imagine. But if an applicant can hit a bullseye at 100 feet the first time they pick up a gun, we’ll hire them on the spot and let them name their salary. You’re at that same level, but in a different category. To be blunt, only the tiniest fraction of women in the world are as beautiful as you are. Any man who doesn’t get rock-hard when you enter a room is either blind or dead. That makes you a powerful tool and a valuable asset.”

		“So valuable that I could name my own salary, like you just said?”

		“If you complete our training course and earn satisfactory scores across all fields, I’m sure the agency would make you a very attractive offer.”

		Cassie didn’t even have to think about it. Being paid to walk in sexy clothes or bikinis, which she did anyway, was like a dream come true. And if she had to sleep with a guy from time to time, what was the big deal? She enjoyed a good fuck, and if the guy was fat or ugly, she’d just close her eyes and think of Chris Hemsworth.

		“Okay, I’ll do it,” she announced. “Where do I sign?”

		Packard smiled. “I’m glad you’re enthusiastic, but we’re not finished here. The next thing I need you to do is strip so I can make sure you don’t have any scars, birthmarks, or other issues.”

		Cassie just stared. “You’re joking, right?”

		The smile slid from Packard’s face and he crossed his arms over his chest, the body language signaling Do I look like I’m joking?

		Cassie knew she had a great body and never felt self-conscious about showing it, but stripping naked in some stranger’s brightly lit office in the middle of the day just seemed creepy. But she also knew the CIA wouldn’t hire her as a sex lure without seeing the total package, so there was no way to get out of this.

		So how is this supposed to go? Slow and sexy like a striptease, or quick and simple like I’m at the doctor’s office?

		Because Packard was already glancing at his watch, Cassie decided on the second option. Biting her lip, she stood up and reached for the buttons on her blouse. She’d worn another “business sexy” outfit that day, with a pale blue blouse and tight khaki slacks this time, and she stared at a spot above Packard’s head as she undid the blouse then dropped it on her chair. Now her big tits jiggled freely in their pink bra, and they swayed even more as she bent over and worked the tight slacks down her legs. The bra went next, followed quickly by the thong, and soon Cassie stood stark naked with her arms hanging loose at her sides, ready for inspection.

		Packard tried to show no emotion, but his dick was so hard he had to shift positions in his chair to ease the pain. His voice came out low and rough as he asked the girl to turn around, which she did. Holy shit, the agent thought, her body isn’t just great, it’s perfect; those tits, those legs, that amazing ass, and all of it wrapped in skin as smooth as satin. He asked her to face him again, and now those big tits were back on display.

		“All right, your body’s fine,” he said.

		The ghost of a smile crept onto Cassie’s face. Just fine? she thought. Sure, and that’s why you look like you’re about to have a heart attack.

		“Now I have another test for you,” Packard said. “No, wait, you’re fine the way you are,” he added as the girl reached for her clothes.

		Cassie dropped her blouse again. “What kind of test requires the test taker to be naked?”

		“A test of cunning and resourcefulness. I want to see how fast you can think on your feet and handle a critical situation at a moment’s notice.” He stood and walked to the front of the desk, then perched on the edge of it with his legs slightly spread. “Imagine you’re alone in a room with a Navy pilot who’s about to meet with the Chinese and sell them the blueprints of our latest stealth bomber. You need to distract him for 20 minutes so he misses that meeting. Show me how you’d do it.”

		“Y-you mean here? Now?”

		“That’s exactly what I mean.”

		Cassie’s heart beat faster and an unpleasant tingle crawled down the back of her neck. Stripping naked in the office was bad enough, but now it sounded like Packard expected something far more extreme. Or maybe it was some kind of trick, a way to see how gullible and easily manipulated she was. If she reached for Packard’s zipper, would he laugh in her face and tell her to get lost? The girl didn’t think so; Packard’s expression and body language screamed I’m horny as fuck, now make me come. Cassie had felt the same vibe dozens of times when she was alone with a man, and it was unmistakable.

		Now Packard was starting to look irritated, and Cassie knew she was losing credibility with each second that ticked by. If she hesitated much longer, the agent would think she was all talk and no action and didn’t have the nerve for the job. She just needed to break out all her best moves and send the man to heaven, no matter how awkward the circumstances.

		Cassie walked forward until she was face to face with Packard, slow enough so he could savor the sight of her body getting closer and closer. The man was trying to keep his poker face, but Cassie could tell he was breathing hard now—and that wasn’t the only hard thing she noticed. The bulge in his pants was enormous, and the girl let her eyes linger on Packard’s crotch for a few moments so he would know she saw it. Packard’s own eyes were roaming back and forth between Cassie’s big tits and her shaved pussy, all of which was mere inches away.

		Now what? Does he expect me to act, like I’m doing a scene in a play, or should I just get down to business?

		Because she had no idea what to say, the girl decided to say nothing at all. Instead she moved even closer to Packard and slid a hand around his neck, pulling his body against hers. He gasped as those big, soft tits mashed against his chest, and when Cassie leaned forward and planted a warm, breathy kiss on his neck, the agent shuddered with pleasure.

		Oh, so he likes that. Let’s keep it up then.

		Cassie trailed kisses up and down Packard’s neck, using both her lips and her tongue. She played with the man’s hair while she did it, occasionally letting out a soft moan to let him know she was having a good time, too. Her tits rubbed against Packard’s chest while she kissed and caressed his neck, and after a while the man rested his hands on Cassie’s hips then let them trail down to her ass. He squeezed her warm, firm butt cheeks with both hands, kneading the flesh with his fingers as Cassie licked his neck then nibbled on his earlobe. Her hands moved over his shoulders, rubbing and caressing, then she took a step back and slid them down Packard’s muscular chest until her fingers grazed his crotch. The agent groaned as Cassie deftly unfastened his belt and unzipped his fly, then she lowered herself to her knees as Packard lifted his hips from the desk so the girl could slide his slacks down to the ground.

		Cassie’s face was level with Packard’s crotch, and when she tugged his boxers down, his stiff cock nearly smacked her in the face. It was big for sure, but looked even more massive as it hovered inches from her eyes. It was twitching and the head glistened with pre-cum, and Cassie could tell Packard was dying to get it into her mouth, but she decided to tease him a little longer before she started the grand performance.

		She went for his balls first, which were huge and heavy. The girl kissed and sucked them, running her tongue over the man’s sack. Packard groaned, his legs trembling as Cassie cupped his nuts and squeezed them while she moved her mouth to the base of his shaft. She ran her tongue over that too, still massaging Packard’s balls, then she began peppering his hard dick with kisses, letting her moist lips linger for a moment after each one. Her mouth finally made its way to Packard’s cockhead, which she kissed and licked before she took it in her mouth.

		Packard let out an anguished moan as Cassie’s lips engulfed him, sliding down his dick until half of it was in the girl’s mouth. She pulled back, swirling her tongue around the head, then moved forward again. She kept that rhythm up for a while, using her lips and tongue to massage the top half of Packard’s cock, until the agent rested a palm on the top of her head and began bucking his hips a few inches every time Cassie leaned forward. That drove even more of his dick inside her mouth, and soon his cockhead was nearly bumping the back of her throat.

		Cassie relaxed her lips and slowed her pace down a little. She was such a good cocksucker that some men came in less than five minutes, but the point of the exercise was to keep Packard distracted for 20. She wasn’t sure how long it had been since she started, but she didn’t want to risk finishing him off early. She pulled back and sucked on his cockhead for a moment, massaging his balls again, but Packard was obviously irked that she had cranked the action down a notch. His hand was still on her head and now he used it to mash her face more firmly into his crotch, bucking his hips even harder. Soon he was fucking the girl’s mouth, ramming his cock in and out with short, hard thrusts as he panted and moaned.

		Packard had a fistful of Cassie’s hair, holding it like a handle, and the girl felt him tighten his grip as his legs trembled even harder. Soon his whole body was shaking uncontrollably, and the agent let out a series of grunts as he pulled Cassie’s face into his crotch and started spurting in her mouth. The girl gagged as the jizz coated her tongue, quickly spilling down into her cheeks. Packard’s dick kept squirting over and over like it would never stop, and Cassie finally had to swallow just so she could breathe. She shuddered a little as the greasy wad slid down her throat, but the agent wasn’t through yet. His cock spurted weakly two or three more times before it finally went still, lying thick and heavy in Cassie’s mouth. The girl let it stay there for a moment, using her tongue to swipe away any last traces of cum before she slid her mouth back and Packard’s semi-hard cock plopped out with a wet sound.

		Cassie was pretty sure she’d gone the full 20 minutes, but she wasn’t taking any chances. She took Packard’s wilting cock in her hand and stroked it as she nuzzled his crotch and planted a few final kisses on his balls and the insides of his thighs. Then she wrapped her arms around the man’s legs, pressing her big tits against them as she gave him one last embrace.

		“Okay, that’s fine,” Packard muttered, clearing his throat. He pulled his boxers and slacks back up then glanced at the wall clock as he fastened his belt. “Twenty-two minutes and nine seconds. Nice work.”

		Cassie rose to her feet. “Can I get dressed now?”

		“Sure. I’ll have my assistant print the agreement so you can take it home and look it over. If you choose to continue, I’ll set up your training schedule. With any luck, you’ll be ready for the field in about six months.”

		Cassie couldn’t help grinning as she stepped into her thong and pulled it up. As she fastened her bra, she wondered where they would send her first. Europe? Asia? The Middle East? No matter where it was, she knew it would be exciting and fabulous.

		“By the way, your performance just now was great,” Packard added. “One thing, though; I can tell you don’t like to swallow, but you need to get used to it. It’s part of the job now.”

		Cassie had nodded, a little upset that Packard had slipped in an insult after she’d just sucked the life out of him. At the time, she assumed that spontaneous blowjob would be the most awkward and unpleasant part of the training process. Five months later, though, she found out just how wrong she was.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4.

		

		Cassie knew her current disguise was good because the desk clerk who checked her into the Grand Continental was the same one who was on duty when she first arrived two days earlier, and he apparently had no idea that she was the same person. Cassie prattled on in a loud, obnoxious voice, asking for restaurant recommendations and directions to local tourist attractions while the clerk entered her information and prepared her key card.

		“You guys have plenty of Dracula tours, right?” she asked. “I know he’s your biggest celebrity, isn’t he? Do they let you tour the castle? Do you see the coffin where he slept?”

		The clerk mumbled an apology and pretended to answer the phone as he shoved Cassie’s key card and paperwork across the counter, rolling his eyes as he turned away.

		Cassie took her bag to her new room, which was just as dim and depressing as the previous one. This time she’d asked for a room on the first floor, though, so she could come and go through the hotel’s side entrance instead of passing through the lobby each time. When she went out to search for Leon Van Acker, she had to be dressed as her young, sexy self instead of a frumpy, middle-aged Canadian tourist.

		After a quick nap and a long, much-needed shower, Cassie put on a white tank top and red mini skirt then sneaked out of the hotel without being seen. It was too early to start hitting the clubs, but Van Acker reportedly enjoyed long afternoon walks so Cassie’s plan was to scout the parks and main avenues during the daylight hours. First, though, she needed to touch base with the bureau again. She found an abandoned bus stop on a dirty side street and sat down to prep her phone before she dialed. But this time when she gave her reference number, they said Packard needed to speak to her personally.

		A chill went down Cassie’s spine. She never spoke to Packard directly while she was in the field unless there was an emergency. The girl heard a series of clicks and beeps, then Packard said, “Cassie, it’s me. Ten minutes starts now.”

		“I’m ready.”

		“We’ve been working the Van Acker case from both the inside and the outside, and our mole just revealed some critical information. Van Acker’s MiTT program isn’t only defensive; it can also enhance the targeting systems on outgoing missiles.”

		“What?! That means if Russia gets it and passes it along to China or North Korea—”

		“Exactly. It put the US and our allies at a much greater risk.”

		“But how are we just learning about this?”

		“Our inside contact is Van Acker’s lab assistant. Van Acker keeps the MiTT software on a zip drive that he carries home with him at night, but the assistant found some old documents in the trash file on his laptop. She hacked the encryption key and found a full description of the MiTT capabilities. I’m guessing that’s why Van Acker chose to only negotiate with Russia and Israel. If word got out that he was peddling an attack system to the highest bidder, his own government might shut him down.”

		“Isn’t that still an option?”

		“If Belgium sends agents after him, he’ll go underground and we might never find him. As long as he thinks he’s fooling us, we’ve still got a chance to get our hands on this thing. Listen, Cassie, it’s crucial that you get this man to the bargaining table. We’ll pay him whatever he wants, but you have to convince him to sit down with us first. There’s no room for failure.”

		The line went dead. As Cassie removed the phone’s SIM card and broke it to pieces, her hands shook so badly that bits of plastic fell all over her lap.

		

		* * *

		

		The bureau had swept the computers of every hotel in Bucharest without finding a reservation under Van Acker’s name. That meant he was either staying with a friend or using an alias, and Cassie was betting on the second option. When he traveled, Van Acker always booked a room within stumbling distance of the city’s nightclubs so he could get to bed fast whenever he snagged a new playmate. He would also want privacy so he could be as rowdy as he wanted.

		Four downtown hotels seemed like good matches for Van Acker, and they were separated by less than a mile. Cassie decided to walk a grid between them, showing Van Acker’s picture at cafés and restaurants along the way. It was a desperate and tedious way to search for someone, but the girl had no other choice; she couldn’t just stroll through parks all day and hope she bumped into the scientist by chance.

		Fortunately, the area hosted so many tourists that many of the workers spoke English. But the men were all more interested in Cassie’s tits than the photo of Van Acker on her phone, with most of them drooling over her cleavage instead of inspecting the picture. To make matters worse, it was a hot day and by the time she’d trudged between all the hotels, Cassie’s sweat-soaked tank top clung to her like a second skin. Her hard nipples poked out like bullets, and the top was so thin that her dark areolae were clearly visible.

		After walking the hot streets for hours, Cassie finally caught a break. She stopped at an outdoor café for a cold drink and was waited on by a young woman with bleached hair, a nose ring, and a firm, sexy body tucked inside tight shorts and a black crop top. Cassie showed the waitress Van Acker’s photo on a hunch, and the woman paused and bit her lip.

		“Sure, I’ve seen him a few times,” she said. “Who is he, your husband? Your father?”

		Cassie pulled a 200 lei bill out of her purse and laid it on top of her check. “What can you tell me about him?”

		The waitress pocketed the bill then shrugged. “He’s a total pervert. He’s eaten breakfast here three days in a row and he always sits at one of my tables. He’s a good tipper, but he thinks that gives him the right to pinch my ass. Even the locals don’t do that, so I’m not taking that shit from a tourist.”

		“Do you see how he gets here? Does he walk, take a cab?”

		The waitress pointed south. “He stops there on the corner for the morning paper before he comes here. Maybe his hotel is down the street.”

		It was exactly the break Cassie was looking for, because as she passed the corner newsstand and kept walking, she soon found herself at the rear of one of the four hotels that seemed like a good fit for Van Acker. There was even a small park beside the hotel, which checked another box for the Belgian. Cassie circled around to the front of the building. The Bucharest Royale was a midsized concrete building like Cassie’s own hotel, but with a few more fancy embellishments on the outside. The entire first floor was walled with glass, and the girl watched as guests and hotel employees mingled in the lobby area.

		What now? Show Van Acker’s photo to the maids and bellboys and hope I get lucky? Or just hang out in the lobby or the bar until he happens to walk by? But what if I’m wrong and he’s not even staying here?

		Cassie blew out a deep sigh and glanced around. The park next door had plenty of benches so she could sit there for a while and watch the hotel entrance, but she didn’t want to attract attention. Two policemen were strolling through the park at the moment, nudging the homeless people sleeping on the grass. One of them kicked a thin, dirty man in the back and snarled something at him while his partner grabbed a tattooed teen girl by the arm and starting shouting questions into her face. The girl turned the pockets of her shorts inside-out and babbled hysterically as the cop smirked. Cassie knew that all drugs, even marijuana, were illegal in Romania and that the cops were notorious for randomly searching any teen who looked suspicious. Would they also hone in on Cassie and accuse her of loitering if she hung out in the park for hours?

		Frustrated, Cassie turned to look at the lobby again and her eyes opened wide. Right there at the front desk stood a silver-haired man in his fifties dressed in a tan suit and white shirt. He was average height, average weight, and wore glasses with round gold frames. His most distinguishing feature, though, was his hair; it was so thick and lush that it almost looked like a silver helmet perched on his head. It’s him! It’s Van Acker!

		As the man stood flirting with the female desk clerk, Cassie saw a rolling suitcase at his feet. Is he checking out? Shit! What now? She moved away from the front entrance. If Van Acker was leaving town, he’d probably take a cab to the airport. Should she grab one too and follow him? But all of her things were back at her hotel, including her passports! The girl paced on the sidewalk as Van Acker collected a receipt from the desk clerk and gave her one final wink. He’s coming! I’ve got to move fast! Cassie scanned the curb to see how many cabs were waiting. At the very least, she could trail Van Acker to the airport and try to see which flight he boarded. If she knew what city he was headed for, she could collect her things and grab a ticket on the next available flight.

		The girl was checking her pockets to make sure she had cash for the taxi when a large hand suddenly clamped over her mouth and she was dragged backward toward the side of the building. Cassie kicked and flailed as she was pulled down a dim, narrow alley that reeked of trash, unable to see who was behind her. Once they were hidden in the shadows of the building, her abductor slid his hand off her mouth and spun her around.

		“You must not be very smart,” Boris Gorchik said, grinning. “I told you to leave town, but you’re still here.” The Russian pulled a gun from inside his suit and jammed the heavy barrel into Cassie’s stomach. “So maybe now I should send you away for good.”

		“Then you’re the one who’s not very smart,” Cassie snapped, forcing her voice not to quiver. “Because if you kill an American agent over this, it’ll start a war between your bosses and mine. Do you really want to be responsible for that?”

		Gorchik gritted his teeth. “You are making me very unhappy. Why can’t you do what I fucking tell you to do?”

		“Here’s a news flash. I don’t take orders from you. If you—” Cassie grunted as Gorchik suddenly jabbed the pistol harder against her stomach. The two cops from the park had wandered to the front of the alley, and for a moment Cassie thought they had seen what happened and were on their way to rescue her. Those hopes vanished, though, when the men leaned against the wall and pulled out a pack of cigarettes. Soon they were smoking and laughing as they casually watched the pedestrians strolling past the hotel.

		Gorchik muttered something in Russian as he glanced over his shoulder. The alley was a dead end with a couple of overflowing Dumpsters at the rear. Unless the Russian was willing to climb over one and scale the wall, he had no way out.

		“Don’t be stupid,” Cassie told him, keeping her voice low. “If you shoot me, those cops will come running. Actually, if you hurt me at all, I’ll just scream and the same thing will happen. You’ll be arrested and locked up, and even if some slick Russian lawyer manages to get you out on bail, you’ll probably be stuck there for at least a day or two.”

		Gorchik had been chewing his lip nervously, but then his eyes opened wide and he started chuckling. “Ha! Maybe you’re smarter than I thought, because you just gave me a great idea!” Before the girl could react, Gorchik stuffed his gun back into his jacket then grabbed the bottom of Cassie’s tank top with both hands and jerked it over her head. She gasped as her bare tits were revealed, but before she could slap her hands over them Gorchik yanked her skirt to the ground as well. Cassie stumbled as the Russian grabbed a fistful of her silk thong and ripped it off, leaving her totally naked except for her sandals.

		“What the—” she sputtered, but then Gorchik took her by the arm and dragged her toward the front of the alley, waving his other hand in the air.

		“Officers! Hello!” he called out, and the two cops turned lazily around. When they saw Cassie’s nude body, though, their eyes opened wide and one man’s cigarette fell from his mouth. “Please help me!” Gorchik continued as he got closer. “This woman just assaulted me!”

		One cop started talking in rapid-fire Romanian but the second put up a hand to stop him. “Assaulted you how?” he asked in English. “What’s going on here?”

		“How the fuck should I know?” Gorchick bellowed. “I left my business meeting for a quick smoke and this bitch walks up naked, grabs my crotch, and asks if I want to go behind the building with her. She’s probably crazy or stoned!”

		“She looks Italian, too,” one of the cops said, taking Cassie’s other arm. “What’s the matter, lady? You run out of cocks to suck in Rome?”

		“She’s fucking beautiful,” the other cop added. “I’ve never seen a junkie or a street whore who looked like that.”

		“I’m no hooker!” Cassie spat, struggling as the cops sandwiched her between them, each one gripping an elbow. “And I’m a fucking American, so let me go!”

		The first cop laughed. “I don’t care if you’re the queen of England, you can’t run around the streets naked. You’re already in trouble for indecent exposure, and if this man presses charges…” He turned to look at Gorchik, but the Russian had disappeared. “Huh. Must have gone back to his meeting.”

		“You get the car and the cuffs,” his partner said. “I’ll hold her steady.”

		Cassie winced as the cop pulled both her arms behind her back and clamped his huge hand over both of her wrists. People nearby started to notice what was happening, and soon a small crowd had gathered. Some frowned, some laughed, and most of the men whipped out their phones to take pictures or video. Cassie stood there red-faced and humiliated as the cop held her in place while his partner opened the rear door of a squad car parked at the curb. When he came back, he was dangling a pair of handcuffs in the air.

		“I’ve got some nice jewelry for you, lady,” he said with a chuckle. “A matching pair of silver bracelets. What do you think about that?”

		Dozens of people were now crowded around the trio, and most of the men were practically drooling at the sight of Cassie’s exposed body. She could tell the cops were just as excited, especially the one with the cuffs. His eyes were locked on Cassie’s tits and he had a huge bulge inside his uniform pants. He was about to pass the cuffs to his partner when Cassie hunched forward and let out a soft whimper.

		“Please, no,” she begged. “Not behind my back, okay? My arms are killing me. It feels like they’re ripping out of the sockets.” She slumped her shoulders and bent her knees a little, trying to look as beaten and pathetic as possible. “Cuff my hands in front. I promise I’ll be good. I’ll…I’ll do whatever you want.”

		Now the cop’s bulge was harder than ever. Having a beautiful, naked, helpless woman in front of him was more than he could stand. The cop chuckled as he held onto the cuffs and nodded to his partner. “Sure, why not? But you better be very appreciative once we get to the station.”

		As the cop behind her released Cassie’s wrists, the girl immediately sprang into action. Subduing two attackers, one in front and one behind, was a scenario she’d practiced hundreds of times in her self-defense classes at the bureau. First she slammed her head backward, breaking the nose of the cop behind her, then she drove her knee into the other man’s crotch. As he wailed and hunched forward, she slammed her fist down on his neck and drove him to the ground. The bystanders gasped and stumbled back as Cassie charged right through them, knocking several of them down as well. Her sandals flew off her feet as she ran toward the park at top speed, zigzagging through traffic as she tore across the street. Cars honked and slammed on their brakes, the drivers goggling at the naked girl with her big tits bouncing on her chest.

		Once her feet hit the grass on the other side, Cassie risked a quick glance over her shoulder. One cop was clutching his face, blood streaming down onto his shirt, and the second was down on his knees making ugly coughing sounds. Cassie turned around again and pumped her arms and legs, running at top speed. She had to get back to the hotel so she could call the bureau and let them know Van Acker was leaving. That meant getting away from the cops and traveling across town without being seen—which would’ve been much easier if she wasn’t stark naked.

		The people in the park stared in awe as Cassie charged across the grass, her tits heaving with every stride. She wove between the trees, trying to put as many obstacles as possible between her and the cops back by the hotel. Even if they weren’t chasing her yet, she didn’t want them to see which direction she was headed. She ducked behind a massive tree trunk to catch her breath, nearly stepping on a homeless man sleeping in the shade. He mumbled something and stared up; as Cassie stood above him with one leg on either side of his body, her open pussy was right above his face. The man grinned and pawed at her leg, but Cassie took off again before he could grab her.

		I’ve got to find something to cover up with, she thought. If not, I’ll be fighting off every horny man I pass.

		As Cassie neared the edge of the park, she glanced around for a stray blanket, a jacket left on a bench, or anything else she could grab as she ran. But she hit the street on the other side of the park empty-handed, startling a group of teenagers waiting at a crosswalk as she stumbled right into them. The girl squealed and the boys laughed, and one even managed to pinch Cassie’s ass before she ran across the street against the light. Cars honked and swerved, and the girl nearly fell on her ass when a woman on a moped skidded to a stop inches away from her.

		“I need to borrow this!” Cassie shouted, reaching for the handlebars, but the woman just shook her head in disgust and sped away again. Cassie swore and ran across to the sidewalk, weaving her way through astonished bystanders until she was able to duck into a narrow alley between a clothing store and a restaurant. The alley was dim and deserted, and Cassie grimaced as her bare feet splashed through wet, sticky puddles as she made her way to the back of it. A row of dirty trash cans lined the rear wall, and Cassie’s nose wrinkled as she picked through the garbage for anything she could cover up with. Most of it was rotting food, small paper wrappers, and greasy cardboard boxes, and Cassie didn’t find anything large enough to hide her nudity. Even a slimy trash bag would’ve seemed like a Gucci robe at that point, but all the garbage had been dumped into the cans loose.

		Huffing, the girl made her way back to the opening of the alley. What now? You can’t run along the sidewalk naked. The cops have been on the radio by now, and any officers in the area will be on the lookout. You might as well hold a siren and a flashing light above your head.

		The only other way out was to go over the brick wall at the back of the alley. It was only eight feet tall and Cassie would normally scale something like that in her sleep, but being naked made everything tougher. The girl climbed carefully on top of one of the garbage cans and stood on the lid so she could peek over the wall. On the other side was a deserted parking lot behind a building that was being renovated. Boards and boxes and other materials were scattered around, and maybe she’d get lucky and find a tarp or a drop cloth.

		Cassie stood high enough to plant both hands on top of the wall. She pushed herself gently upward then swung one leg over the top, wincing as the rough brick scraped her tender inner thigh. She scrambled on top of the wall then jumped down, landing on a soft patch of dirt. The area was still and quiet and the only vehicle in the lot was an ancient-looking bulldozer. The building nearby looked like it might have been a small store or café before half of its walls had been knocked down. Cars and pedestrians were passing by on a nearby street, but the ruined building shielded Cassie from view.

		After picking through the piles of materials, the only thing Cassie could find to cover herself with was a heavy brown paper sack with traces of dry concrete powder at the bottom of it. Cassie shook all the powder out then ripped a large hole at the bottom of the bag. She ripped two smaller holes on the sides, then pulled the bag awkwardly over her head. The girl coughed and spit as concrete dust coated her face, but she finally managed to get her head and both arms through the holes. When she looked down at herself, she couldn’t help laughing. It looked like she was wearing a shapeless brown paper dress barely long enough to cover her pussy.

		Wonderful. You’re not naked anymore, but you still won’t be able to walk down the street without everyone staring. Cassie pictured the route she had to take to get back to the hotel. She could use a few side streets instead of main avenues, but she would still encounter hundreds of people as she crossed the city. The way she looked now, there was no way she could blend in.

		As she looked down at her bare legs, Cassie suddenly remembered the homeless man she’d nearly stepped on back at the park. Bucharest had a large homeless population, and those men and women were a common part of the backdrop. Squatting down, Cassie scooped up handfuls of dirt and rubbed them into her hair and skin. Then she found a jagged rock and rubbed it lightly over her arms and legs to make light scratches and red marks, as if she’d been sleeping on the ground. She checked her reflection in the bulldozer’s rearview mirror and was pleased at how awful she looked. The combination of the dirt and concrete dust made her face look at least 10 years older, and her hair was now a wild rat’s nest that stuck up in all directions. For once in her life, she could walk down the street without any man looking at her twice—unless they were afraid of being bitten, that is.

		Taking a deep breath, Cassie circled the abandoned building until she reached the sidewalk. This road was less busy than the one in front of the hotel, but plenty of people were still out. The ones who passed Cassie on the sidewalk barely glanced her way, but most of them stepped to the side to put extra distance between them. Cassie walked along the very edge, shoulders hunched and head down, mumbling to herself as she made her way back to her hotel. She made the two-mile trip in under an hour without encountering any police or creating attention. The only person who spoke to her was a homeless man who chuckled and spat out something that sounded dirty when Cassie passed him as he lay sprawled on a bench. Probably looking for a homeless hookup, she thought. Well, too bad, buddy, because once I take a shower, I’m out of your league again.

		Cassie breathed a sigh of relief once she reached her hotel, but her struggle wasn’t over yet. Her key card was in the pocket of her skirt, and without it she couldn’t even get into the building through the side door. There was no way she’d make it through the lobby without being tackled by security, either.

		Good thing you got a room on the ground floor, she thought. The back of the building was deserted, and all it took was one fist-sized rock to knock a hole in her window so she could reach inside and unlock it. She scrambled through and climbed over her bed, reaching for her suitcase before her feet even hit the floor. She had her phone loaded and ready in thirty seconds.

		“I think Van Acker’s leaving town,” she told the Human Resource manager. “He might even be at the airport by now. Try to get eyes on him. I’ve been compromised and I just got back to my hotel. If I know where he’s headed, I can be at the airport in an hour and try to get on the next flight.”

		“Understood. Stand by for instructions.”

		Cassie crumbled the SIM card into bits then carried them to the bathroom and dumped them in the toilet. Next she pulled the heavy paper bag over her head and stared at her nude reflection in the mirror. She was dirty, sweaty, nasty, and her face was a grim mask of exhaustion. She hadn’t looked this bad since the end of her training period. The worst five days of her life. Days she never wanted to think about again, but she couldn’t stop her mind from wandering back there during tough times.

		“Fuck that,” she told her reflection. “You’ve got work to do.”

		Cranking up the hot water, Cassie stepped into the shower and tried to blast away all the day’s unpleasantness. Ten minutes later her body was clean, but her mind still hadn’t shaken off all the dirt and the grime.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5.

		

		The redeye to Athens was packed, and Cassie was jammed into a middle seat between a teenage boy and a plump middle-aged businessman. Every time the plane swayed or rocked, one of them poked an elbow into her tits. She was traveling in her quickest, easiest disguise, with her long hair tucked into a chin-length blonde wig and her face disguised by glasses with huge silver frames. She wore no makeup and a long, unflattering dress, but her curves were still getting more attention than she wanted.

		The bureau had been able to hack the Bucharest airport’s security cameras and caught Van Acker boarding a flight to Athens earlier that day. They already had an operative in place at the Athens airport, who would tail Van Acker once he landed and contact Cassie to let her know where the Belgian ended up.

		The flight was only an hour and a half and Cassie had planned to catch a quick nap, but as she closed her eyes, images from the past swam up to confront her. Images of her training period, stirred up by the stress and humiliation of running around Bucharest naked that day.

		CIA training was like being back in college for an extra year. She attended classes on surveillance, cryptography, and counterterrorism. She learned to use firearms and practiced hand-to-hand combat. She learned how to make and use disguises, and because of her specialized area of expertise, she was also given lessons in the art of seduction by a series of middle-aged women who used explicit photos and videos as teaching tools.

		Cassie got along well with most of her instructors, but one of them made her life hell. Frank Kruger was a short, stocky man who spent half his time in the field and the other half at Quantico training new agents. He was bald and had the pinched, thick-jawed face of a bulldog, and he didn’t think twice about shouting orders into the faces of new recruits like some power-mad drill sergeant. He also let his hands roam all over Cassie’s body whenever they engaged in hand-to-hand combat, often grabbing a tit or squeezing the girl’s ass. When she confronted him about it, Kruger said, “Do you think an enemy agent is gonna be a perfect gentleman when you get down on the ground and tussle with him? Toughen up, Claymore.”

		Despite the aggravation from Kruger, Cassie made it through her training without any problems. As her final week of classes arrived, she even went out for drinks with a group of other trainees to celebrate their upcoming graduation. But as Cassie walked to her apartment later that night, alone and slightly buzzed, she was suddenly jumped by two men in ski masks. Normally Cassie’s judo skills allowed her to hold her own, but because it was late and her reflexes were slow, she quickly found herself handcuffed, blindfolded, and shoved into the trunk of a car. The girl shivered in fear as the car drove down twisting, bumpy roads for over an hour, then it stopped and she was dragged out again. Rough hands pushed her as she stumbled across a dirt field, unable to see because of the blindfold, then the two men gripped her shoulders and hoisted her into something with a metal floor. Cassie gasped as her clothes were torn from her body, leaving her naked except for the blindfold. Her cuffs were unlocked then the girl was shoved into a chair, with one of her captors squatting down to tie Cassie’s wrists to the back of it. Once that was done, the blindfold was finally ripped off.

		Cassie trembled as she glanced around. She was in a red metal storage container about 20 feet long and 10 feet wide. Its walls and floor were streaked with dirt, sand, oil, and other filth, and the only light came from a bare bulb dangling from the ceiling. The two men in ski masks stood in a corner, talking in low voices. They wore dirty canvas pants and ripped sweatshirts, and they spoke in a language Cassie couldn’t identify.

		It was the middle of August and the inside of the container was like an oven, so Cassie’s naked body was slick with sweat in no time. The men finally came over to her, their eyes glittering inside their masks as they stared at her damp tits and exposed pussy.

		“We know who you are,” one man said. “You’re Cassie Claymore, trainee for the CIA.” He spoke in a low, rough growl like someone who smoked two packs a day, and from that moment on, Cassie thought of him as Smoker. The second man was taller and his sweatshirt was red, so his nickname became Red Shirt.

		“W-what do you want?” Cassie asked, trying to sound braver than she felt.

		“Tell us the name of your training instructor,” Smoker demanded. He had a slight accent, but his voice was so harsh that Cassie couldn’t place it. Middle Eastern? North African?

		“Give us the name, bitch,” the man repeated, but Cassie just sat and stared straight ahead.

		“How many trainees are in your program?” Red Shirt asked. His voice was high and nasally, but with a similar accent.

		“What is the password to your login on the CIA training web site?” Smoker demanded.

		Cassie kept her mouth shut. The first rule she’d learned in her CIA lecture on surviving abduction had been Say nothing. Don’t beg, don’t bargain, don’t lie—and never, ever give away government secrets, no matter what you’re promised. Once you give your captor the information he needs, you become worthless to him.

		Smoker and Red Shirt repeated their three questions, in the same order. When Cassie still didn’t answer, Smoker slapped her across the tits so hard that her chair nearly tipped over. She bit her lip and fought back tears as the man chuckled for a moment, then he grabbed both her nipples and pinched them until Cassie cried out in pain. Her CIA lecture had warned about this, too; If you refuse to answer, you’ll probably be tortured. And if you’re a woman, there’s a high probability you’ll also be raped.

		The questioning went on for over an hour. Smoker and Red Shirt repeated their questions like robots, and every time Cassie refused to answer, Smoker would attack her tits. By the time they finally gave up, the girl’s boobs were red, swollen, and covered with scratches from Smoker’s ragged nails. The men left her alone for a while after that, switching off the light and slamming the door on their way out.

		Once the men were gone, Cassie finally let herself cry. She sat there and sobbed until she finally got it out of her system, then she took a deep breath and tried to make a plan. The men obviously knew about the training program and were hoping to get enough info from Cassie to breach the bureau’s security system. But since Cassie didn’t know who they were and what country they were from, she had no idea what their end game might be.

		The girl sat in the dark, her heart beating so hard she could hear it in her ears. Otherwise, the container was dead silent. No traffic sounds outside, no voices, not even birds or animals. The car ride had taken about an hour, so they could be anywhere within a 50-mile radius of Quantico. There were plenty of forests in the area, plus dozens of deserted fields and abandoned farms. They probably took me out in the middle of nowhere so nobody could hear me scream.

		The two men came back while it was still dark outside. When they pulled the chain for the light bulb, Cassie saw that each man carried a large duffle bag. Cassie had peed in her chair, and Smoker wrinkled his nose and muttered something to Red Shirt. The taller man left and came back moments later with a plastic bucket full of water, which he dumped over the girl’s head. Cassie sputtered and coughed, her wet hair now hanging in her face.

		They asked the same questions again, and Cassie still refused to answer. Smoker shrugged and unzipped one of the duffle bags, pulling out a weird device that looked like some type of wand. It had a rubber handle, a thin metal shaft, and a black U-shaped device at the end.

		“Don’t feel bad about pissing in the chair,” Smoker said. “We were planning to use the water anyway. It makes it work better.”

		Before Cassie could ask what “it” was, Smoker turned a knob on the rubber handle then touched Cassie’s shoulder with the end of the device. She squealed and jerked as the electricity raced through her; it felt like someone had grabbed her in a bear hug and was shaking her like a rag doll. When Smoker pulled the cattle prod away, Cassie slumped down in the chair, her chest heaving.

		“What is the name of your training instructor?” Smoker asked. When Cassie didn’t answer, he touched the cattle prod to one of her tits. “How many trainees are in your program?” Still no answer from Cassie, so he used the prod on the other tit. “What is the password to your login on the CIA training site?” The girl still wouldn’t reply, so this time Smoker jabbed the cattle prod between her legs. When the current hit her bare pussy, Cassie screamed and arched her back, her toes clenched and her eyes open wide.

		Smoker shook his head sadly, then let out a sigh of frustration. “Very well. We’ll be back soon. Until then, think hard about how much you value your life.”

		After they turned the light out and left, Cassie sat shivering in her chair with her teeth chattering. It had to be close to 100 degrees in the container, but the girl couldn’t stop herself from shaking. Her body felt like it was filled with millions of ants, crawling and climbing all over each other. The spots where Smoker had touched her with the cattle prod ached like she’d been stung by a wasp—especially her pussy, which tingled in a way it never had before.

		Cassie had learned about electric shock torture in one of her training classes, but the devices she’d studied were larger and more powerful. The one Smoker had used was obviously battery powered; if she still refused to answer his questions, would he move on to something bigger?

		Cassie closed her eyes and tried to rest, which wasn’t easy while she was tied to the chair. All her little aches and pains kept her awake too, and at one point she opened her eyes to find the inside of the container lit by a faint glow. She looked up and saw a small grate in the ceiling, with dawn sunlight leaking through it. I guess that’s why I never ran out of air, she thought. And if I ever get my hands free, maybe I can find a way to climb out through there.

		As she sat studying the grate, Smoker and Red Shirt came back. They still wore their ski masks and hadn’t changed their clothes. They untied her from the chair and led her outside, and Cassie blinked like a mole as full daylight hit her. The container sat in a dirt field littered with rocks. A small cabin was nearby, which was probably where the two men went whenever they left her alone. The field was surrounded by pine trees so tall that they walled the area in.

		“If you need to piss again, do it now,” Smoker told her. The men stood staring at Cassie, obviously not offering any privacy, so the girl squatted on the ground and relieved herself. Afterward, she was led to a corner of the field where an ancient tractor lay on the ground. Its wheels were gone and its body was covered with rust and dirt. Smoker told Cassie to lay face-down across its hood, then he tied her wrists to one of the metal rods crisscrossing the engine section. Without its wheels, the tractor was low enough that Cassie’s feet were still on the ground but her stomach and tits were mashed against the scarred, rusty metal. In that position she couldn’t stand straight or even move from side to side. All she could do was remain hunched over with her bare ass jutting out behind her.

		Cassie couldn’t see what the two men were doing, but she heard them muttering and chuckling. Was this a new form of torture? Leave her outside all day until her naked body was sunburned and her legs had turned to jelly from the awkward position? But then she heard the sound of a zipper going down, and her blood froze as she realized what was about to happen.

		Red Shirt moved up behind her, his hard cock sticking out of his pants. He rubbed its head back and forth across the girl’s cunt, which was slick with sweat from her night in the metal box. Then he grabbed her hips with both hands and plunged his dick inside her, groaning as he thrust it balls-deep.

		Cassie bit her lip to keep from crying out. She’d known the two men would probably rape her, but she didn’t think it would happen so fast. And speaking of fast, Red Shirt wasn’t wasting any time. He thrust into the girl with short, quick strokes, rabbit-fucking her as she lay helpless across the grimy hood of the old tractor. Cassie’s tits rubbed back and forth across the rusty metal, and soon her nipples were aching. She tried to keep her face lifted, but after a few minutes her neck got so sore that she had to lay her cheek on the tractor as well. She kept her eyes closed during the ordeal, but when Red Shirt finally stiffened and shot his load inside her, she opened them to find Smoker watching from a few yards away, his mouth twisted into a grin.

		Red Shirt groaned and stepped back as he tucked his sticky cock into his pants. Cassie lay there quivering with a stream of cum leaking down the inside of her thigh, waiting for Smoker to take a turn. Instead, the man leaned down beside Cassie until his mouth grazed her ear.

		“What is the name of your training instructor?” he whispered.

		“F-fuck you,” Cassie whispered back.

		Smoker laughed as he straightened up. “I’m afraid you’ve got that wrong. It’s fuck you, all day if we want.” He took Red Shirt’s place behind Cassie, using the side of his foot to shove the girl’s legs farther apart. Cassie grunted as her face was mashed harder against the dirty metal. She heard the rustle of pants dropping then Smoker shoved a callused hand into her crotch. He scooped up some of Red Shirt’s cum and smeared it over his own cock, then leaned forward and pressed his cockhead against Cassie’s puckered asshole.

		“No!” she gasped, unable to contain the outburst. She’d never let any man put his dick there. But Smoker wasn’t taking orders from her, and he chuckled as he pressed his cock forward, twisting his hips back and forth at the same time. Soon the tip of his cock was buried inside Cassie’s ass, her clenched cheeks gripping it like a vice. The girl shivered and sobbed as Smoker kept moving his hips, inching his cock forward. Cassie tried to turn, shift, pull her legs together, do anything to stop Smoker’s anal invasion, but in her awkward position it was impossible. All she could do was grit her teeth as his cock slid further and further until it was finally all the way inside her, drawing a deep, contented sigh from the man in the ski mask.

		Smoker hawked and spit on Cassie’s ass then rubbed the saliva against the base of his dick. Then he grabbed her hips with both hands like Red Shirt had and started rocking back and forth until the girl’s rectum began to loosen up. Soon he was able to slide his cock all the way in and out, grunting every time he thrust forward again.

		Cassie lay with her cheek pressed to the tractor, teeth gritted, eyes clenched shut. Smoker’s cock was big and it hurt, but she had no choice but to lay there as he jammed it inside her again and again. Luckily Smoker enjoyed it so much that he came even quicker than Red Shirt, flooding Cassie’s ass with cum as he shook and moaned behind her. When he pulled out, the stream of cum that escaped was so thick that Cassie felt it trickle all the way down to her ankle.

		The men walked away and left her there. Cassie couldn’t turn her head enough to see where they went, but she thought she heard the cabin door slam shut. The sun rose higher in the sky and soon the girl’s back was baking. She lay there covered in sweat and cum for what seemed like forever before the men came back. Smoker untied her and she stood up, cringing as pain shot down both legs. Her back was sore too, and her ass burned like someone had stuck a hot poker up it. She shuffled back to the storage container, where she was tied to the chair again.

		“Can I please have some water?” she croaked.

		“Will you answer my questions?” Smoker asked.

		Cassie just sat and stared at the floor, and after a moment the two left again.

		

		* * *

		

		The rest of that day was a blur. The vent in the ceiling allowed Cassie to see when the sun was setting, but she nodded off at one point and when she woke up she had no idea how long she’d been out. A few minutes? A few hours? An entire day? She hadn’t had food or water for at least 24 hours, and her mind was so foggy she could barely see straight.

		The men came back sometime after dark and started asking the same questions as before. When Cassie didn’t respond, they used the cattle prod again. It still hurt like hell, but the girl was too exhausted to cry out each time it touched her body. The men seemed to get bored with the torture after just a few minutes and gave up early that night. As they were preparing to leave, Cassie begged for water again. Red Shirt left, but Smoker reached into the big duffle bag he always brought with him and pulled out a full plastic bottle.

		“You want this?” he asked, waving the water in front of Cassie’s face. When she nodded, he pointed to his crotch. “Well, if you want to swallow that, you have to swallow this first.”

		In her training, Cassie had learned that the average person could go three days without water. But because she’d been sweating so much, she wouldn’t last more than two. That meant she probably had less than twelve hours to go before her body shut down. She knew her chances of being released or rescued were slim, but if she died, the game was over forever. If she could stretch her time out by a day or a week or even a few hours, she had to do it.

		Smoker grinned when Cassie slowly opened her mouth. He unzipped and pulled out his hard cock, which was just as big and thick as the girl had imagined when it was jammed up her ass. Smoker shoved it into Cassie’s mouth, sighing as it slid over her warm, wet tongue. Cassie didn’t bother with the teasing foreplay she gave most of her lovers; no kisses on the cockhead, no little licks, no flick of the tongue against the balls. She just started sucking like her life depended on it, which was probably the truth. Smoker gasped as Cassie pursed her lips and cranked the vacuum power up to HIGH, sucking so hard she could feel the individual veins on Smoker’s cock rubbing the insides of her cheeks.

		Once she had Smoker’s dick in a power lock, she darted her head forward and back in quick little lunges. His cockhead bumped her throat with each thrust, and the wiry hair on his balls scratched her chin. Smoker was just as stunned as he was aroused; he expected the girl to be nervous, hesitant, embarrassed, or maybe all three, but she was swallowing his dick like a thousand-dollar-a-night whore. He knew he wouldn’t last long, and within minutes his balls were tingling like mad.

		Groaning, Smoker blasted a huge wad of cum into Cassie’s mouth, followed by a second then a third. The girl gulped the jizz down, working her mouth and her throat at the same time. Smoker kept shooting and shooting, his big dick spurting like a fire hose. Then he finally let out a long, drawn out sigh and his shoulders slumped as he stepped back and pulled his cock free from Cassie’s lips. She stared up at him, waiting, a thin trickle of cum leaking from the corner of her mouth down to her chin.

		Smoker put away his cock and zipped up then fetched the bottle of water from the floor. He uncapped it and held it to Cassie’s mouth, and the girl started gulping it down. It was lukewarm and the neck of the bottle was dirty, but it was still the most delicious water she’d ever tasted.

		“Not so fast,” Smoker warned. “You’re going to puke, and then I’ll have to clean it up.” He pulled the half-empty bottle away and made Cassie wait a few minutes before he gave her the rest. Once the bottle was empty, he dropped it on the floor and left Cassie alone again.

		The day passed in a blur with Cassie dozing off and on. The men came back at nightfall, with Red Shirt carrying a plate loaded with steak, a baked potato, and broccoli. Cassie hadn’t eaten in over two days and the sight and smell of the food made her drool.

		“What is the name of your training instructor?” Smoker asked, for what seemed like the hundredth time. When Cassie didn’t respond, he pointed at the food. “This fine meal for your answer. It’s a bargain, yes?” The girl still didn’t answer, so the men turned and left.

		By the next morning, Cassie was so weak from heat and hunger she could barely keep her eyes open. Smoker came back with another bottle of water, and she sucked his dick again to pay for it. Later he and Red Shirt brought the cattle prod, but when they jabbed her with it the first time, the girl barely flinched.

		“We need something bigger than this little toy,” Smoker told Red Shirt, and the two left again.

		Day and night blurred together after that. Because she was either sleeping or blacking out so often, Cassie had no idea how much time had passed when the men finally returned. A day? Three days? Or was it only a few hours, stretched to an agonizing length by hunger, heat, and pain?

		This time, Smoker pulled a much bigger cattle prod out of his duffle bag. This one had a thick cable at the end which he attached to something that looked like a car battery. When he turned it on, the tip sparked and smoked.

		“One last time. What is the name of your training instructor? How many trainees are in your program? What is the password to your login on the CIA training site?”

		Cassie stared blankly ahead, still as a statue. When Smoker moved the cattle prod toward one of her tits, she didn’t even flinch.

		Smoker paused then motioned for Red Shirt to switch the battery power off. He handed the cattle prod to his partner than shook his head sadly. “You know what? I don’t think this bitch will ever talk. Go tell them it’s time.”

		Red Shirt left the container as Smoker untied Cassie from the chair, then the girl stood and walked on shaky legs as Smoker took her elbow and led her outside. It was late morning and the sun was fully up, the dirt field and the little cabin bathed in pinkish light. Something was different, though. Half a dozen vehicles were parked near the cabin, including an ambulance. As Cassie stood there confused, the cabin door opened and people started filing out. Faces she knew. All her instructors from the bureau. The last person in line was Packard, who came and put a gentle hand on Cassie’s shoulder.

		“Congratulations, Agent Claymore. You passed your training. Welcome to the CIA.”

		As Packard and the others started clapping, Cassie was so shocked that she didn’t even remember she was standing there stark naked, covered in dirt and sweat and her own filth. She turned in a slow circle, taking everything in, and as her eyes fell on Smoker and Red Shirt, her jaw dropped. They had pulled off their ski masks, and now Cassie saw that Smoker was really Frank Kruger and Red Shirt was one of his assistants, a man named Jerry. They were clapping along with the others, but Kruger was also giving her a wolfish grin.

		A doctor and nurse were part of the group, and they took Cassie inside the cabin for an immediate inspection. Packard made a huge plate of eggs, bacon, and toast, which the girl devoured as the medical team poked and prodded her. They deemed Cassie medically sound but the doctor wanted her hospitalized for 24 hours with an IV drip to make sure her vitals rebounded. Cassie was ready to comply, but she insisted on using the cabin’s shower first.

		It took a while for reality to sink in. As Cassie shuffled around the tiny bathroom waiting for the water to get warm, she could almost believe the last few days had been nothing but a nightmare. But then she caught her reflection in the mirror and stared at her naked body, streaked with sweat and dirt. She ran a hand over her tits, down her stomach, then between her legs. As her fingers touched her inner thighs, she realized she still had dried cum all over her legs.

		As she locked eyes with her reflection, she made herself a promise. She might have agreed to use her body as a tool and a weapon, but from now on, it would always be on her own terms. If she took a cock into her cunt or her mouth—or even up her ass—it would be her choice and no one else’s. If her legs spread, she’d be the one who spread them. The only finger on the trigger would be her own.

		Cassie tied a bow on her new vow one month later, when she was practicing some fight moves in the bureau’s gym. She and Frank Kruger were sparring in front of a new group of trainees when Kruger tripped Cassie up then fell on top of her, pinning her face-down with one arm locked behind her back. With his mouth pressed to her ear, he’d whispered, “By the way, I want you to know something; your ass is the tightest thing I’ve ever fucked, and it was absolutely amazing.”

		Cassie’s blood boiled, but she let herself go limp so Kruger would think she was giving up. He held her slack body to the mat for a few more seconds then started to roll away, but Cassie surprised him by rolling along with him, knocking Kruger flat on his back as she straddled his chest. Soon her ass was planted on Kruger’s stomach, her knees pinning his arms to the mat. Before the man knew what was happening, Cassie reached back and slammed a fist into Kruger’s crotch then shoved the heel of her other hand down on his nose, breaking it. Then she sprang to her feet as Kruger writhed on the floor, clutching his balls with one hand and his bleeding nose with the other.

		“Thanks for the match,” Cassie told him, “Any time you want to roll around together, just let me know. I’ve got a few more moves I’d love to show you.”

		

		* * *

		

		Cassie’s eyes opened as the pilot’s voice came over the loudspeaker to make an announcement in rapid-fire Greek. Then he switched to English and said the plane would be landing in Athens in ten minutes. As she stared out the window at the twinkling lights of the city, Cassie wondered how long she’d be able to sleep before the chase was on again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6.

		

		The bureau had booked Cassie a room at a business hotel connected to the Athens airport. She crashed for a few hours after her plane landed, then phoned for instructions. Van Acker had been tracked the moment he landed, and now Cassie had a reservation at the same hotel.

		“Isn’t that risky?” she asked the Human Resource manager. “What if Gorchik is staying there too?”

		“He’s not. This is a very exclusive hotel, and we had to call in a favor from the Greek prime minister’s office just to get you a room. The hotel owner also hates the Russians; his father fought the Communists in the Greek Civil War and he’s had an unofficial “no-Russians” policy at the hotel since the day he took over. He’s also a friend of the bureau, and if you need help while you’re there, he can arrange it.”

		“That’s a nice little perk.”

		“It certainly is, and the rest of the mission should be smooth and easy. You won’t have to hunt Van Acker down now, you just need to make contact and convince him to deal with us.”

		“Understood.”

		“Oh, one more thing…this hotel is very, um, unique. I recommend you do a little research before you arrive.”

		Once they hung up, Cassie googled the Eros Palace on her phone. When she saw the results, her jaw fell. The place wasn’t just a hotel, it was also a sex club. Swingers went there to flirt, mingle, and fuck other guests within the safe haven of the Eros Palace’s walls. No wonder Van Acker stays there. It saves him the trouble of trolling the clubs for his nightly pussy. And now it won’t seem odd at all if some random stranger comes up and offers to screw him silly. I just hope there’s not a line of perverts ahead of me.

		The change of plan also meant a change of wardrobe; most of the clothes in Cassie’s bag weren’t right at all for a sex club. So she took a cab to the nearest mall, bought an expensive rolling suitcase and enough clothes to fill it, then took a second cab to the Eros Palace. It was a sleek glass five-story building located in a quiet suburb of Athens, away from the crowded downtown streets but close enough to have a view of the Parthenon from the top-floor balconies.

		The lobby was modern and sophisticated with white tile, black furniture, and plenty of glass and chrome accents. Cassie checked in using a passport with the name Karen Grant, although she wore no disguise in the photo. The woman at the front desk raised an eyebrow as she pulled Cassie’s reservation up on the computer. “How lucky that you were able to book a room on such short notice. We normally take reservations months in advance.”

		Cassie shrugged, glancing around as if she were bored. “Several members of the prime minister’s cabinet are good friends of mine.”

		“Then we’re honored to have you with us.” The woman, who was tall and thin and wore a skin-tight dress as black as her hair, gave Cassie a large but fake smile. “But since this is your first time, I’m obliged to explain our rules. First, you’ll need to wear this at all times.” She snapped a yellow vinyl bracelet onto Cassie’s wrist. “It identifies you as a registered guest and allows you access to all areas. It also identifies other guests, whom you may choose to interact with in any way that pleases you—as long as the other party gives consent. Our hotel employees wear red bracelets, and they should be considered off-limits for any amorous activities.”

		“Well, isn’t that unfortunate,” Cassie muttered, pretending to admire one of the bellboys nearby.

		The desk clerk’s fake smile never faltered. “I’m sure you’ll find plenty of new playmates. The guidebook in your room will help you get started, and feel free to call the concierge at any hour if you have questions.”

		Cassie’s room looked like something out of a Hugh Hefner daydream; black silk sheets, heart-shaped pillows, a sunken tub big enough for two, and even an assortment of complimentary adult toys in the nightstand drawer. Cassie flopped down on the bed and read through the guidebook, which she mistook for a porno magazine at first because of the glossy sex photo on the cover. According to the book, the hotel’s pool, lounge, and bar areas were designated as “free zones” where guests could behave however they liked as long as they received consent for any “group activities.” Other areas, including the lobby and dining room, required “a professional yet comfortable level of dress and decorum.”

		Cassie had no idea what all the sexual doubletalk meant, but figured she’d find out soon enough. She took a nap first, crashing for two solid hours so she’d be well-rested for a late night of partying. Afterward she changed into her new black bikini and headed to the pool area, anxious to make contact with Van Acker as soon as possible. She was a little nervous that her bikini might seem too scandalous; she’d not only bought the skimpiest one she could find, but she’d also bought it one size too small. The bottom was hardly more than a piece of string, and the top showed so much of her tits that every time she raised an arm or shrugged her shoulders, one of her nipples popped out.

		When she reached the pool area, Cassie laughed at herself for being worried. Two dozen guests were swimming or sunbathing, and all were completely naked. Cassie ducked into the nearest bathroom and stuffed her bikini into her beach bag, then she took a deep breath and strolled out onto the pool deck nude.

		The pool was large and kidney shaped, with plenty of lounge chairs and umbrellas scattered on the deck. A natural hedge surrounded the area, walling the pool in with native trees and plants. Waiters in red Speedos and waitresses in red bikinis hustled back and forth bringing drinks and snacks. The area reeked of so much cologne, perfume, and suntan lotion that Cassie’s nose wrinkled.

		When the girl walked out, every head turned in her direction. The men all stared and drooled while the women scowled, unhappy about the new competition. Cassie sprawled out on one of the lounge chairs and barely had time to pull out her phone before men surrounded her, smiling and introducing themselves. They came in all shapes, sizes, and nationalities; a handsome young Spaniard, a plump middle-aged Englishman, a tough-looking Greek with a shaved head, and so many more that Cassie couldn’t keep track of them all. The one thing they had in common was hard, exposed dicks, and as the men stood around Cassie’s chair, those members were practically waving in the girl’s face.

		Cassie did her best to be cordial, but the only man she was interested in meeting didn’t seem to be part of the crowd. She needed to give off the impression that she was open to encounters, though, so she finally allowed herself to be led into the pool by the group of horny men. She quickly realized their intentions, though, as a flurry of strange hands started pinching and probing her under the water. Her tits were squeezed, her ass was groped, and more than one man tried to wiggle a finger into her pussy. Cassie gritted her teeth, scanning the area every few minutes to make sure Van Acker hadn’t arrived without her knowing it. Cassie didn’t see the Belgian, but as she glanced around she saw one couple fucking on a lounge chair and a woman having her pussy eaten by a muscular man as she perched on the edge of the pool in the shallow end. Cassie was tired of being manhandled by so many strangers, so she wrapped her arms around the good-looking Spaniard and asked the other men to give them some privacy.

		After a few groans of disappointment, the men waded away to try their luck elsewhere. But the Spaniard, who had shoulder-length hair and said his name was Juan, was in heaven. He moved behind Cassie and squeezed her tits as he rubbed his erection all over her ass. “I’m clean,” he muttered in her ear. “Is okay without a condom?” Cassie had to take some chances when she was in the field, but a bareback fuck with an Eros Palace guest seemed about as hygienic as licking the nearest toilet seat. The pool reeked of chemicals, though, and she was guessing the hotel loaded it with chlorine for situations just like this. So she nodded grudgingly, and Juan slid one hand down to her pussy.

		Being probed by all the strangers had been awkward, but it had also started Cassie’s juices flowing and her cunt was warm, wet, and ready for action. Juan didn’t waste any time, lifting Cassie up in the water then lowering her down onto his stiff cock. He bent his legs slightly like he was sitting in midair then starting bouncing Cassie up and down in his lap. The girl tried to moan and purr as Juan fucked her with short, fast strokes, but the position was awkward and every time she rose up and down she made a huge splash in the water. She was also unnerved by having two dozen strangers stare and smile at her as she got screwed, because nearly everyone at the pool was watching the action. The men were enjoying the sight of Cassie’s big tits flopping up and down in the water, and the women seemed to love the uncomfortable look on the girl’s face as she suffered through her first public boning.

		It only took a few minutes for Juan to arch his back and groan as he flooded Cassie with cum. The girl wasn’t even close to coming herself, but she made some convincing noises then detached herself from the sweaty Spaniard and swam to the other side of the pool, furiously scrubbing her pussy along the way. A few other men approached with hopeful faces, but Cassie just smiled and said she needed time to recover before she went another round.

		As the afternoon waned, the pool deck got more and more crowded. By dusk, more guests were taking advantage of the dim, romantic lighting to hook up in pairs or small groups around the poolside. Cassie was approached so many times—by both men and women—that she couldn’t turn them all down without looking suspicious. She gave two men hand jobs and fingered a pretty young French woman during the course of the day while keeping an eye out for Van Acker the whole time.

		Most of the guests seemed to like Cassie, but one woman spent the afternoon giving her dirty looks. She was tanned and athletic with short, shaggy blonde hair, firm tits, and a tight round ass. At one point she wandered over to Cassie’s lounge chair and said, “It’s odd to see a stranger here. That’s probably why everyone’s making such a fuss over you.”

		The woman spoke in English but with a heavy German accent. She had cold blue eyes, half a dozen tattoos, and one pierced nipple. When Cassie just shrugged and turned away, bored, the woman squatted down beside Cassie’s chair and gripped the other woman’s wrist.

		“What’s your problem?” Cassie snapped, yanking it away.

		“Do you like to wrestle? I’ll bet I could pin you in under ten seconds.”

		“Thanks, but I prefer wrestling with men.”

		“It’s your loss,” the woman said, standing again. She gave Cassie one last look then wandered over to a group of men and began flirting.

		Van Acker finally appeared as night was falling. He walked out naked with a towel around his neck, scanning the pool deck as if looking for someone. When his eyes fell on Cassie, he stopped and stared. The girl had noticed him too and was staring as well, but not at the Belgian’s face. The cock that swung casually between his legs was average length but it was one of the thickest Cassie had ever seen. It dangled there like a club, and Cassie wondered just how many women were able to accommodate such a monster.

		Van Acker noticed Cassie staring and approached her. “You must be the American everyone’s talking about,” he said with a smile. “Some men at the bar were ranting and raving about you…and now I see that every word they said was true.”

		The Belgian was just as ordinary up close as he had been when Cassie first saw him in Bucharest. His face was plain but pleasant, which matched his average build. The thick silver hair was probably all someone would remember if they met him. In street clothes he would go mostly unnoticed, but with his cock out in the open, he would attract plenty of attention. Cassie invited him to sit down on the lounger next to hers, which drew stares from several other women—including the tattooed German.

		“I’m Leon,” Van Acker said. “And you are?”

		“Curious. What were the men at the bar saying about me?”

		“They said an exciting new guest with a beautiful face and a perfect body was driving everyone at the pool into a frenzy.”

		“And you came out to see if they were lying?”

		Van Acker chuckled. “I came out to see this goddess for myself. May I ask your name?”

		“Karen. Nice to meet you.”

		“And it’s nice to—”

		“Leon!” the German woman squealed, appearing from nowhere and plopping down into the Belgian’s lap. Van Acker winced as the girl mashed his cock under her firm ass, then shifted positions to move her weight off of it.

		“Good evening, Gretchen,” he said. “Have you met our new member?”

		“I’m only interested in this member,” she replied, groping between her legs until she had a firm grip on Leon’s dick.

		“Be polite, my dear,” the Belgian muttered.

		“What a shame,” Cassie said, twirling a strand of her long hair around her finger as if she were bored. “You seem far more interesting than the other men I’ve met here, but it looks like you’re already taken.”

		“Nonsense. There’s no such thing as taken here. We do what we want with whomever we want; that’s the beauty of the Eros Palace.”

		Cassie chuckled, which made her big tits jiggle. “Well, I can’t exactly take you for a joyride if someone else is already in the driver’s seat.”

		“Leon, you always fuck me on your first night here!” Gretchen whined. “Don’t break our perfect record!”

		“How about this,” the Belgian suggested. “I’ll order room service and the three of us can have a private banquet in my suite. Steak, lobster, champagne, whatever you ladies desire. That way we can get to know each other without all these distractions. What do you say?”

		Gretchen sighed and Cassie shrugged, but Leon took that as two yeses and gave the women a dazzling smile before he left to place the order.

		“Don’t fill up on all that rich food,” Gretchen warned, “because Leon loves to watch me wrestle other women…and if you and I go at it, you’ll be eating this for dessert.” The blonde pointed at her shaved pussy with a wicked grin on her face.

		Not if you’re face-down on the carpet with my foot on the back of your head, Cassie thought, but something about the German caused the hairs on her neck to stand up. When Leon reappeared and motioned for the girls to follow him, Cassie was surprised at how her legs trembled when she rose from the lounge chair.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7.

		

		Leon’s suite was identical to Cassie’s, with plenty of silk and satin and sexy framed photos on the walls. Once the food was delivered, the Belgian and the two women spread everything out on a wide table near the window and sat down to eat. Dining in the nude felt both ridiculous and obscene, but Cassie did her best to smile and laugh during the meal, hoping to charm Leon away from Gretchen so she could make her pitch to him in private. But the Belgian obviously had other plans, because after they finished he called the waiters back to clear the dishes and move the dining table up against the wall.

		“Now then,” he said, rubbing his hands with glee, “Karen, you’re obviously in fantastic shape. Let’s see how you fare in a little sporting contest against Gretchen.”

		“Um, Leon…Gretchen’s lovely, but to be honest, I prefer to roll around with men. I was hoping you and I could…”

		“Nonsense, the more the merrier! Besides, think of this as a warmup activity before the main event. Watching two beautiful women wrestle gets me very excited, which will make the evening far more enjoyable for you as well.” He pointed down at his thick cock, which was already swelling with anticipation.

		“What’s wrong?” Gretchen asked. “Scared?”

		Cassie took a deep breath to keep her temper from rising. She knew she could snap this German twig in two, but she didn’t want to waste time doing it. If Leon insisted, though, she would have to play along.

		“Whatever,” she muttered, standing up and flexing her arms. “Let’s get this over with.”

		Van Acker clapped his hands. “Excellent! Just remember, ladies, this is a wrestling match, not a barroom brawl. No punching and no kicking. Pin the other girl for a count of three and you win the match. Best two out of three is the victor.”

		Cassie and Gretchen circled each other on the thick carpet as the Belgian watched, grinning. Cassie was taller and heavier than the German, and she knew she had the advantage. Too bad she couldn’t use her martial arts skills, though. That would—oooof!

		Suddenly Cassie was flat on her back, staring up at the ceiling. Gretchen had been a blur as she dropped to her knees, swung one leg in a wide arc, and swept Cassie off her feet. Before Cassie could react, Gretchen scurried over, laid both arms across Cassie’s chest, and pressed her full weight onto the other girl’s big tits, flattening them. Cassie squealed in pain and humiliation as Van Acker counted out loud.

		“One…two…three! Gretchen wins the first round!”

		“That was dirty,” Cassie hissed as Gretchen climbed off of her.

		“So is your cunt,” the German hissed back.

		Cassie’s jaw dropped as she got to her feet. She’d obviously underestimated Gretchen; the German might be smaller, but she was also fast, wiry, and played rough. Cassie needed to stay on her guard and use every tactic in her arsenal.

		The two women circled each other again, but this time Cassie kept her distance. When Gretchen lunged and tried to grab her in a bear hug, Cassie slid out of the way. The German lunged again and still got nothing but air. The two kept up that awkward dance for a while, with Cassie evading every attack. She was hoping Gretchen would get both tired and angry, and soon her strategy paid off. Growling, the German rushed at Cassie with her knees bent and arms out, as if she meant to tackle her. Cassie pivoted to the side, wrapping her arms around Gretchen’s waist and pulling the other girl to the floor. The two rolled around for a moment, their sweaty bare bodies rubbing against each other, before Cassie managed to grab both of Gretchen’s wrists and pin her on her back with her arms over her head. Cassie’s big tits dangled inches from the blonde’s face as Van Acker counted to three and declared Cassie the winner of that round.

		Panting, both women rose to their feet for the final round. This time Gretchen was more subdued and Cassie was the aggressor, lunging and feinting toward the German to knock her off guard. Cassie’s plan was to rattle Gretchen’s confidence and keep her constantly on defense until Cassie moved in for the kill—or the pin, to be more precise. The strategy seemed to be working, and when Gretchen finally stumbled a little, Cassie lowered one shoulder and launched herself forward.

		The two landed on the carpet with Cassie on top, but Gretchen used the larger girl’s momentum to roll her over until Cassie was the one pinned down. Cassie grunted and tried to shove Gretchen back off, and the girls wound up rolling over and over each other as each one fought for dominance.

		“Just give up!” Cassie hissed in Gretchen’s ear. She was on top at the moment, but Gretchen was wriggling so much that Cassie couldn’t pin her.

		“In your dreams!” the blonde shot back. She struggled for a few more seconds, her smooth, slim body writhing on the carpet like a snake, then she suddenly dropped her shoulders to the floor and lay still. Because Cassie was still thrashing, Gretchen’s move caused the brunette to fall forward until the two girls’ faces were pressed together and Cassie’s tits were mashed against the blonde’s chest. Cassie was so startled to find Gretchen’s lips against hers that she lost her momentum, allowing the blonde to thrust a knee between Cassie’s legs and use it like a lever to flip Cassie over. Now Gretchen was on top, and before Cassie knew what had happened, the blonde had shifted all her weight to Cassie’s shoulders and Van Acker had begun his count.

		“One…two…three! That’s it! Gretchen wins!”

		Sweaty and sore, Cassie rose to a sitting position as Gretchen bounced to her feet and raised her fists in the air. Cassie couldn’t believe the German had beaten her, but at the same time she was glad the stupid match was over. Not completely over, though, as Van Acker reminded her.

		“Now it’s time for the winner to receive her prize,” he beamed.

		Gretchen moved to the sofa and flopped down, spreading her legs wide. “Dessert is served,” she said, grinning at Cassie.

		The brunette knew there was no way out. All she could do was get this over with as fast as possible so she could try to get Van Acker alone. She crawled the short distance to the couch and leaned forward until her face was inches from Gretchen’s exposed pussy. It was pink and damp, although Cassie couldn’t tell if that was from sweat or excitement. Sighing, the brunette lowered her face and started licking. Gretchen squealed and opened her legs wider, and soon Cassie was lapping the blonde’s pussy like a dog. She’d done this a few times during other missions, but never in her personal life. Eating another woman’s cunt wasn’t the worst thing in the world, but it definitely wasn’t something she would do of her own free will.

		As Gretchen moaned and writhed, Cassie flicked her tongue even faster. She hoped her rapid attack would make the blonde come quickly, and it seemed to be having the desired effect. Van Acker had come closer to get a better look, and he now stood beside the sofa slowly jerking his cock as he stared down at Gretchen’s crotch. The Belgian seemed mesmerized by Cassie’s dancing tongue, and his dick was already as hard as steel. Gretchen was mesmerized too, and she soon began bucking her hips wildly, grinding her ass cheeks into the sofa cushions like they were the flanks of a horse she was riding. The German thrashed around for another minute then she grabbed a fistful of Cassie’s hair and pulled the other girl’s face into her crotch as she let out a wail. Cassie kept on licking while Gretchen shuddered, not stopping until the blonde dropped her arms to her sides and sighed.

		“Very nice,” Van Acker said. “Now it’s your turn, Karen.”

		“Um…my turn?” Cassie asked, wiping a hand across her sticky mouth.

		“Of course. The victor gets to go first, but everybody gets to play.”

		Gretchen grudgingly stood up and Cassie took her place on the sofa. She hadn’t expected this at all, and couldn’t help being excited; normally she didn’t get a thrill from other girls—she liked the feel of a man’s hands and mouth, and she really liked hard dick—but it would be fun to watch Gretchen squirm as she took a turn eating pussy. Cassie planned to ride the other girl’s face hard and leave Gretchen dripping with pussy juice from forehead to chin.

		The German got down on all fours and leaned forward. At first she just flicked her tongue lazily from side to side, barely brushing Cassie’s pussy lips, but then Van Acker dropped to his knees behind Gretchen and pushed her head forward from behind.

		“Come now, Gretchen,” he chided. “Put some effort into it. Here, maybe I can help.” The German gasped as Van Acker entered her from behind, his big, hard dick sliding into her pussy up to the balls. Without ceremony, the Belgian then grabbed Gretchen’s hips and started fucking. He rammed her with long, hard strokes, fucking the girl so roughly that her face was mashed into Cassie’s open pussy with every thrust.

		Cassie gasped; she’d never felt anything like this before. Every time Gretchen was pushed forward, her tongue stabbed into Cassie’s pussy like a miniature cock as the girl’s nose rubbed Cassie’s clit. The sensation was strange and exciting, and being able to watch the German get a rough doggy-style fucking made it even better. Cassie felt like she was watching a porn movie that she’d somehow stepped into, and it was making her so excited that she was dripping all over the sofa cushions.

		Van Acker kept up his steady pace, pounding into Gretchen over and over. The blonde’s small, firm tits jiggled with each thrust and she grunted every time the Belgian slammed into her. Those puffs of warm breath on Cassie’s damp cunt, combined with Gretchen’s licking, was too much for the brunette. She moaned with pleasure as Van Acker picked up the pace, and soon Gretchen’s face was ground so deeply into Cassie’s cunt that the girl couldn’t even pull her head away. Cassie let out a deep, animal moan as she came, her whole body trembling as the orgasm ripped through her. She thrashed and shook for nearly a minute before she finally lay still, panting heavily. She was so exhausted she was about to doze off when Van Acker suddenly let out a cry of his own and Cassie opened her eyes to see him jerking his cock over Gretchen, spraying the girl’s back and ass with warm jizz as she crouched on all fours.

		Afterward, all three lay sprawled in a stupor for a while with Cassie on the sofa while Gretchen and Van Acker lay on the floor. At one point, the German crawled over to Van Acker and ran a finger lightly over his sweaty chest.

		“Now can we be alone for a while?” she asked.

		“Of course not. After the wonderful time we just had, that would be rude.”

		The blonde huffed and stood up. She found her beach bag, pulled a yellow sundress on over her naked body, and headed for the door. “Then I’m going to be alone for a while. I’m sure I’ll hear from you as soon as the novelty wears off.”

		But for Van Acker, the novelty lasted all night. He was hard again soon after Gretchen left, and insisted that Cassie ride him cowgirl style so he could keep his hands on her magnificent tits the whole time. After he exploded inside her, the two dozed for a while. But Cassie awoke in the dark with Van Acker’s cock nuzzling her ass, and soon he was fucking her doggy style. That time the two came together, with Van Acker’s moans driving Cassie over the edge until she climaxed herself.

		As the two collapsed onto the damp sheets, Cassie vaguely wondered how secure the room was. She really should check the door, and maybe set up a crude alarm system. But the girl was so drained that before she could even set foot out of bed, the darkness swallowed her whole.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8.

		

		Cassie woke up as the sun was rising. Van Acker’s room was dim and quiet, the smell of sweat and sex still lingering in the air. She and the Belgian were both sprawled naked on the bed, half-covered by twisted sheets. Cassie laid a hand on Van Acker’s cheek and his eyelids fluttered.

		“Well, good morning,” he said, his voice low and rusty with sleep. He yawned, stretched, then wrapped his arms around Cassie. Soon one of his hands wandered down to her tits, and he grinned as he pulled her closer. Cassie could feel his hard cock poking her in the leg.

		“Someone’s up early,” she giggled.

		“Trust me, I’m up early, late, and most times in-between.” He placed a hand on Cassie’s head and gently pressed down. “Now why don’t you give my friend here a good morning kiss.”

		Cassie slid away then sat upright, pulling a wad of sheets into her lap to cover herself. “Listen, Leon, I had a great time last night, but now we need to talk. I have something important to tell you.”

		“What, you’re married? Don’t worry, so are half of the other club members.”

		“No, it’s not that. I’m not who you think I am, and we didn’t meet by accident. I came here to find you. My name is Cassie Claymore, and I’m with the CIA.”

		Van Acker rolled sideways so fast Cassie barely saw him move. In seconds he was on his feet, yanking the nightstand drawer open and pulling out a pistol. He stood for a moment with his chest heaving, both the gun and his still-hard cock pointed straight at Cassie.

		“You’re a lousy assassin. You shouldn’t introduce yourself before you try to take down a target.”

		“I’m not an assassin, I promise. I’m just here to talk.”

		“So far you’ve done a lot more fucking than talking.”

		“I wanted you to be comfortable around me. Now can you please put the gun away so we can have a civil conversation?”

		Van Acker walked backward and sat in one of the overstuffed chairs a few feet from the bed. He placed the gun on a side table within easy reach, resting his hand beside it.

		“This is about MiTT,” he said bluntly.

		“Yes. We were interested in it when we thought it was only a defensive program, but now that we know about its offensive capabilities, we’re ready to offer you much more.”

		Van Acker chuckled. “That’s exactly what the Russians said you would say, which is why I never released that information. How did you even find out?”

		“Someone in your lab saw a copy of the decrypted program. Leon, this changes everything. If the Russians get their hands on this, they could share it with China, Iran, North Korea…”

		“You think I don’t know that? But what choice do I have? They refused to even let me negotiate with anyone else but Israel, and they only allowed them at the table to make the deal look respectable. From the beginning, they’ve told me no one else will offer me a better price.”

		“America’s pockets are just as deep as Russia’s, Leon. But you know the biggest difference between the two of us? Once you sell your secrets to Russia, they’ll tuck you away in some remote corner of Siberia and claim they’re doing it to keep you safe. You’ll be stuck in a tiny cabin alone, isolated, and hundreds of miles from civilization. But if you ask America for protection, you’ll probably wind up in a mansion on the beach or a nice lodge in the mountains. You’ll have gourmet food, silk sheets, all the electronics you want, and plenty of company, too.”

		Van Acker raised an eyebrow. “From who? You? Or other women like you?”

		“Let’s just say America is more…open-minded about those things than Russia is.”

		Van Acker sat for a moment, thinking. “How would this work? The negotiation, I mean.”

		“We fly you to a neutral location in the region…probably London…and you listen to our pitch. If you take the deal, that’s wonderful. If you turn it down, we fly you back here with no hard feelings.”

		“Why should I believe you? Lying is a big part of your tradecraft.”

		“If you don’t trust us, call your assistant and give her all the details. Tell her that if she doesn’t hear from you in 48 hours, she should alert the media. You know our president hates negative press, and if the rest of the world thinks we’re holding you against your will, we’ll be facing sanctions or worse. Look, I know we just met and I don’t expect you to trust me, but think about it; have you ever heard of the US holding someone hostage during a negotiation like this? It just doesn’t happen, and that’s because we always offer the most money.”

		This time Van Acker sat thinking for a solid minute. Cassie was still propped up in bed, but now she’d let the sheets slide down off her chest so her tits were on full display. The Belgian’s eyes stayed locked on them as he stroked his chin, deep in thought.

		“The Russians are watching me nonstop,” he finally said. “They claim it’s for my own protection, but I know they’re trying to stop me from meeting with anyone else.”

		“I think I know how to handle that…and if you’re willing to hear our offer, I’ll get that plan in motion right away.”

		A slow smile spread across the Belgian’s face, then he pointed to his crotch. “First, why don’t we finish what we started? To seal the deal, that is. It seems much nicer than a handshake.”

		Cassie slid off the bed and came to him, sinking to her knees in front of the chair. The moment she closed her lips over Van Acker’s cock and heard him gasp, she knew she had him.

		

		* * *

		

		It was the fastest blowjob she’d ever given, five minutes of intense sucking until the Belgian exploded in her mouth with a sigh. Now Van Acker was packing his things as Cassie sat in the bathroom with the door closed, cell phone in hand as she perched naked on the edge of the tub.

		“He accepted,” she told the Human Resource manager. “Now we need to get him out of here, and the sooner the better.”

		“Gorchick and one other agent still have eyes on the building. Any ideas?”

		“Actually, yes. Remember how we got our ambassador out of Istanbul a few years ago?”

		“The double switch? You think it’ll work?”

		“The Russians are watching everything from across the street, probably with binoculars. They can’t get near the hotel entrance because it’s gated off. When guests want to leave, they wait in the lobby lounge until their car arrives. The driver comes inside to fetch them so they don’t have to stand around outside. We’ll need some extra warm bodies to pull this off, but since the hotel is friendly to our cause, I’m betting the manager can round them up. All I need is a few hours to plan and the materials for light disguise work. I can do the transformations myself.”

		“Tell me what you need and I’ll have it sent immediately. I’ll make the package part of a food or laundry delivery.”

		“Perfect. Here’s how it’ll work…”

		

		* * *

		

		Gorchik was tired of watching the Eros Palace’s front door. He was sleepy, cranky, and the hard steel bench he’d been camped out on for hours was making his back ache. Since it was past lunchtime, he was also starving. When a black limousine pulled up to the hotel’s gate, the Russian lifted his binoculars for another perfunctory look; similar cars had been coming and going all day, but there had been no sign of Van Acker. He watched as the chauffer, a short, professional-looking man in a uniform and cap, walked inside to fetch his passengers. Moments later the man returned, and this time Gorchik sat up straight when he saw the couple walking swiftly behind the driver. The man was average-sized and tucked into a knee-length coat with the collar pulled up around his ears. He also wore a dark scarf wrapped loosely around his neck to hide his lower face, but Gorchik clearly saw the thick silver hair and the round gold-rimmed glasses before the man ducked inside the limo. The woman had looked familiar, too; with her spiky blonde hair and sharp features, Gorchik was almost certain it was the German bitch who tagged along with Van Acker whenever he was in Greece.

		The Russian tried for a closer look as the limo pulled out of the entryway, but its tinted windows made that impossible. Swearing, he launched himself off the bench and ran down the sidewalk to his car. Moments later he sped away down the street, following the path the limo had taken.

		If Gorchik had waited another ten minutes, he would have seen a second limo pull up at the hotel’s entryway. The driver who got out also wore a uniform and cap, but his black hair was long enough to brush his collar and he had a thick black moustache. The man entered the club and came back two minutes later followed by a middle-aged couple dressed for a day on the town. If someone had been watching carefully, though, they would have noticed that the limo driver was now slightly taller than he’d been a few minutes ago, and his moustache wasn’t quite so bushy. The man also walked a little unsteadily, as if he were having trouble seeing. But no one was around to see Van Acker in his chauffer disguise, which meant no one chuckled as he pulled slowly out of the hotel’s entryway, driving more like an elderly grandmother than a professional driver. Without his glasses, the Belgian was lucky just to keep the car on the road.

		

		* * *

		

		As Cassie stepped out of the shower, she had to smile; she still couldn’t believe it had all gone so smoothly. Now Van Acker, who had been picked up by another agent a few blocks away from the hotel, was on his way to the airport for a flight to London while Gorchik was probably still tailing the fake Van Acker on his scenic driving tour of the city. The disguises and role-switching had worked like a charm, with the toughest part being convincing Gretchen to go along with it. But after a few heartfelt words from Van Acker and a big chunk of change deposited into her bank account by the CIA, the icy German had agreed to be part of the plan.

		Cassie finished drying off then glanced at the clock as she walked into the bedroom of her suite. Van Acker’s flight was due to leave in half an hour; just thirty more minutes until he was in the air and permanently out of Gorchik’s reach. And Cassie hoped she herself would be on a flight soon afterward. Maybe someplace with a nice beach, and —

		The woman jumped as she spotted Gorchik leaning against the wall, his gun held lazily at his side.

		“What do you Americans call this? Déjà vu?” the Russian said with a chuckle.

		“It’s French, and everyone calls it that,” Cassie snapped, but despite her bravado, she couldn’t believe Gorchik had surprised her once again when she was leaving the shower naked and defenseless. “How the fuck did you get in here, anyway? The hotel has a no Russians policy.”

		“I go wherever I want. The only reason I’ve stayed outside since you arrived is so I wouldn’t spook Van Acker. But now that he’s gone, all bets are off.” Gorchik moved up close to Cassie, backing the girl against the wall. “So where the fuck is he?”

		“He went sightseeing with his German girlfriend. They left in a hired limo after lunch.”

		“We stopped his car once it left the city limits and found the German bitch cuddled up with a man in a silver wig. Now I’ll ask you one more time; where is Van Acker?”

		When Cassie hesitated, the Russian leaned closer until she could feel his breath on her face. Now her bare tits were almost pressed against his chest and Gorchik’s crotch was only inches from hers.

		“Okay, okay, he’s still in the building!” she blabbered. “He’s hiding until I come get him!”

		“Where in the building?” Gorchik hissed.

		Cassie mind was racing a mile a minute as she made a new plan. Even though Gorchick was here, he probably had several agents outside the building. She needed to keep all of them occupied until Van Acker’s flight took off.

		“Look, I don’t expect you to believe me, so I’ll take you to him, okay? You don’t have to trust me because I’ll be right there with you. Just give me a few minutes to get dressed.”

		“I have a better idea. You tell me, I break both your legs, then if I find out you were lying, I come back here and finish the job. That way I don’t have to worry about you running off while I go fetch him.”

		Like before, Cassie knew the Russian was bluffing. He wouldn’t risk an international incident by killing a foreign agent over something like this. But he also wouldn’t hesitate to injure her enough to put her out of action for a while, and Cassie had to avoid that at all costs.

		“Wait, wait. You win, okay? We’re professionals. We both know how this works. I’ll lead you to Van Acker and you can take him. You can even tie me up to keep me from following you or calling for help, but if you promise not to hurt me, I’ll make it worth your while.”

		Gorchik snickered. “You think money excites me? I already have more than I can spend.”

		“I’m not talking about money. I’m talking about me.” Cassie took a deep breath, which made her tits press even harder against Gorchik’s chest. The Russian glanced down, licking his lips as he stared at those fantastic jugs.

		“I have plenty of women as well,” he muttered, but his eyes stayed locked on the girl’s tits.

		“Plenty of women with tits like these?” Cassie asked innocently. “And I’ve read your file…I know you like it Russian-style. Just imagine how good it would feel to slide your cock between them.”

		Gorchik licked his lips then slid one hand up to Cassie’s tits, kneading the soft, warm flesh. His dick had already been hard, but now it was about to burst through his pants.

		“No tricks, got it? After I’m done, you take me to Van Acker. And when we leave, you’ll be tied up and gagged. Understand?”

		Cassie nodded. “Completely. Just promise not to hurt me and I’ll do whatever you want. Like I said, you won. I know I’ll never beat you, so I’m ready to give up.”

		The girl had read Gorchik’s file, and she knew that stroking his ego had nearly the same effect as stroking his cock. She kept murmuring how brave and powerful the Russian was as she led him to the bed, unfastening his pants and pushing them to the ground before laying flat on her back. Gorchik kicked off his shoes then wrestled his boxers over his erection and stepped out of them too, leaving him naked from the waist down. Grinning, he climbed on top of Cassie and straddled her chest. But before he started the action, he slid his hands under both pillows and moved them from side to side.

		“There’s no gun under there,” Cassie whispered, thinking I’ve got all the weapons I need right here. She grabbed a tit in each hand and pressed them together, trapping Gorchik’s cock between them, then nodded toward the nightstand. “Check the top drawer. There’s plenty of…”

		The Russian yanked the drawer open to find an array of oils and lubricants provided by the hotel. He grabbed one of the bottles and squirted vanilla-scented lube into Cassie’s cleavage, then began rocking back and forth as he slowly fucked the girl’s big tits. Soon Gorchik was muttering in Russian as he began pumping his hips faster, planting both hands flat on the wall behind the bed to steady himself. Cassie kept her tits pressed tightly together, using the extra time to fine-tune the escape plan she’d already concocted. Another fifteen minutes and Van Acker would be in the air and out of reach.

		The bed squeaked as Gorchik picked up the pace, panting now as his hard dick was smothered by Cassie’s tits. He was thrusting so hard that his cockhead nearly bumped her chin with each forward stroke, and Cassie could tell he was close to coming. His eyes were closed and his mouth open, his tongue nearly lolling out of his mouth. Soon Gorchik’s legs began to quiver, then he let out a deep moan as his cock started spurting. He came so hard that wads of cum splashed all over Cassie’s face and neck, making her gasp as the warm goo landed on her cheeks and nose and lips.

		Gorchik let out a deep sigh then chuckled as he looked down at Cassie. The girl cringed as she tried to clean her face with her fingers, but all she managed to do was smear the cum around.

		“That felt good,” the Russian said. “Most Americans can’t give a titfuck to save their lives.”

		“I need to use the sink,” Cassie muttered, wincing as a trickle of cum leaked into her mouth.

		Gorchik sighed and rolled off her. “Hey, wait. Hold it, not so fast.” As Cassie made her way to the bathroom, Gorchik yanked his boxers back on then snatched his pants from the floor as he charged after her. “You’re not going in there alone. Wait for me.”

		“Seriously? You think I keep a gun stashed in the toilet?”

		“You could have one in your twat for all I know. I don’t trust you.”

		Cassie huffed as she stood naked in the doorway to the bathroom. “I’ll leave the door open, okay? You can stand there and watch me like the pervert you are.”

		Gorchik pulled on his pants as Cassie scrubbed her face at the sink, then he stood staring with his arms crossed as she patted her cheeks with a towel.

		“I need to pee, too,” she told him. “Can I close the door halfway?”

		“Fuck you, it stays open.”

		“For god’s sake, it’ll still be open. Just let me close it a little so you can’t see me sitting on the commode.”

		Gorchik barged into the bathroom, nudging Cassie aside. He checked the sink, the tub, and even looked behind the toilet, then he grabbed the fresh towels stacked beside the tub and tucked them under his arm. He also snatched up the small case on the sink that held Cassie’s toothbrush, toothpaste, and other toiletries. Now the room was totally bare except for the damp hand towel the girl had dried her face with. Cassie didn’t blame him; people in their business hid weapons everywhere. She’d once carried a hairbrush with a knife hidden in the handle and a tube of toothpaste filled with plastic explosive.

		“Keep the door half open,” Gorchik growled as he stepped out again, dumping everything onto the floor. “And if I hear anything I don’t like, I’m coming in.”

		Cassie nodded as she put her hand on the doorknob. Having the Russian’s permission to do that gave her an extra second of time before he reacted, and she was able to slam the door closed and lock it before Gorchik could rush forward. He was already pounding and kicking as Cassie slid the bathroom window open, rested one knee on the sink, then pulled herself out until she stood on the fire escape.

		The first thing all agents did when they checked into a new room was plot the best escape route. Cassie had already tested the window and had even timed herself to see how quickly she could get through it. She’d also tested the fire escape while mapping out the path she’d take if she needed to leave this way in a hurry. She hadn’t planned on climbing down the side of a building naked, of course, but what other choice did she have?

		Taking a deep breath, Cassie began her descent. It sounded like Gorchik was throwing his full weight against the door now, and she probably only had another thirty seconds before he broke through. As she climbed carefully down, her bare feet slippery on the metal rungs, she checked the windows and terraces of each room she passed. Her plan was to make the Russian think she’d reached the ground and run away, but her real escape route would require some cooperation from another guest.

		The girl had almost given up hope when she spied what she was looking for on the second floor; an open window. Cassie grabbed the balcony railing and scrambled off the ladder, completing the move as quickly and quietly as she could. Then she stepped over the windowsill and into the room without even looking first, and as her feet hit the floor she heard a gasp of surprise. She looked up to find herself face to face with a thin, naked man in his sixties. He was pot-bellied and nearly bald, and he stared at Cassie with wide, unblinking eyes.

		“Uh…hi,” she began. “Do you speak English?” When the man nodded, Cassie took him by the arm and led him toward the bathroom. “I’m sorry to barge in like this, but I saw you by the pool this morning and haven’t stopped thinking about you since. Let’s get in the shower and soap each other up, then we can—”

		Someone else gasped as Cassie hustled the stranger into the bathroom. The woman brushing her hair in front of the mirror was also thin and in her sixties, and she was just as naked as the man. When she saw Cassie, the woman dropped her hairbrush into the sink and her jaw nearly hit her chest.

		“Oh, hello!” Cassie chirped. “I know this is unexpected, but maybe we could all have a shower together?” As she ushered the speechless couple into the large, ornate shower, she cranked the water up hot enough to fog the glass. If Gorchik—or anyone else for that matter—came into the room, she really didn’t want them to see what she was about to do.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9.

		

		Cassie never knew if Gorchik followed her down the fire escape or not. After slathering the confused older couple with shower gel, she had used one hand to jerk off the man while she fingered the woman to orgasm. As Cassie had guessed, that left the older couple drained and afterward they had spent a few awkward minutes lounging in the bedroom over drinks from the minibar. The man, who turnout out to be a retired banker from England, explained that he and his wife had come to the hotel to celebrate their anniversary.

		“Always wanted to try something like this, but never could convince her,” he chuckled, motioning to his wife. “She always thought these places sounded like madhouses, but now I think she’s sold. Right, dear?”

		The woman nodded but she still seemed uncertain, and as she sat with her arms folded over her sagging tits, she kept stealing glances at Cassie’s impressive jugs. Cassie’s story about using the fire escape to creep out of the room for secret sex while her jealous husband was napping still sounded suspicious to the woman, and she wasn’t completely comfortable with having such a young, sexy girl parading around naked in front of her husband. The little tramp did have magic fingers, though…

		During the small talk, Cassie had been planning her next moves. She needed to get back to her room so she could call the bureau from her clean phone, but she didn’t have her key card and didn’t want to go to the lobby in case Gorchik was still in the building. She didn’t think the Russian would risk walking around in the open, but she couldn’t be certain. In the end, she decided to climb the fire escape back up to her room. The Russian was probably gone by now, but one person who was definitely gone was Van Acker; his flight should’ve left nearly an hour earlier, so even if Gorchik was still hanging around, he had no way to stop the Belgian from meeting with the Americans.

		Cassie said her goodbyes and then, wearing only a borrowed undershirt that barely covered her ass, she slid out the window and climbed stealthily back up to the balcony outside her room. She peeked through the bathroom window and found the broken door barely hanging on its hinges, but Gorchick was nowhere in sight and the room was silent. Cassie perched outside and listened for a few minutes then slipped back through the window and checked the bedroom to find it empty. Her phone was still stashed away safely, and once she’d swept the room and made sure the door was locked and bolted, she called the bureau. After she identified herself, she was transferred to Packard immediately.

		“Great work,” the director told her. “Van Acker’s in the air with a glass of champagne in hand and thoughts of a plush retirement in the states dancing through his head.”

		“What about Gorchik? Any sign of him in the area?” Cassie told Packard about the Russian busting into her room and nearly ruining the plan.

		“He’s probably on his way to Moscow by now,” the director said, chuckling. “Eros Palace security caught him sneaking around the club and threw him out. I’m sure he knows Van Acker’s gone by now because we found one of the other Russians lurking around the airfield after takeoff. We wanted to draw the heat off of you, so we leaked the details of the upcoming meeting in London. Gorchik will show up back home with his tail between his legs.”

		“I’d pay good money to see that,” Cassie said with a grin. “So what about me? Where am I headed next?”

		“To a weeklong vacation wherever you want. After that, I’m sending you to the Bahamas for a honey trap operation.”

		“Why, because I’m so persuasive?”

		“And because you look so good in a tiny bikini,” Packard added, chuckling again. “In fact, I’d say you do your best work when you’re wearing almost nothing.”

		Forget the almost, Cassie thought as she pulled the borrowed undershirt over her head and dropped it on the floor before she started packing her suitcase. And if Packard, Gorchik, or anyone else had been around to see her at that moment, they would have agreed completely.

		

		# # #
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