
My name is Zoe Hunter, an American spy. Don't let the job 
title fool you; it's more about grit and gut than glamour. I've 
tackled threats in high-stakes operations, taking down 
targets regardless of gender. It's not about being a woman in 
this game; it's about being the best. 

My training's relentless, pushing me physically and 
mentally. The gym's my second home – sharpening my 
combat skills, boosting my endurance. But it's not just about 
muscle; it's about mind too. I'm constantly learning – new 
languages, strategy, the works. Women like me in this field? 
We're rare, but we're game-changers. 

Most of my work's been in the US and Mexico – a mix of 
dangerous and dirty. I've been in the thick of it, from 
undercover ops to thwarting terror plots. Each mission's 
been a test, but I live for the challenge. 

So when they dangled a mission in Russia in front of me, I 
grabbed it. Russia's no playground; it's a spy's chessboard. 
I'm ready to prove myself there, ready to take on whatever 
comes my way. It's not just another assignment; it's the next 
chapter in my story, where I get to show what Zoe Hunter is 
truly capable of. 
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U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

This new assignment required me to go deep undercover. 
The target was Ivan Petrovich, a Russian magnate with 
rumored ties to the government and possible involvement in 
illicit arms dealing. My mission: to infiltrate his inner circle, 
gain his trust, seduce him and uncover crucial intelligence. 

To convincingly pass as Russian, I immersed myself in the 
culture. I learned the language, studied social customs, and 
prepared myself to adopt a new identity – Natalia Volkova, 
an art dealer with connections to influential circles. My new 
persona was crafted meticulously, down to the smallest 
detail, ensuring that I could blend seamlessly into 
Petrovich's world. 

However, my naturally black hair and brown eyes, a 
reflection of my Italian and Jewish heritage, presented a 
challenge. While not exceedingly rare in Russia, they could 
potentially arouse suspicion. Additionally, they didn't align 
with Ivan's known preferences. In the competitive world of 
espionage, my colleague Karen, whose blonde hair and blue 
eyes more closely matched Ivan's type, posed a threat to my 
position in the mission. Frustrated but resolute, I considered 
a drastic option that had been mentioned in jest: undergoing 
cosmetic surgery to transform my appearance. 

 

 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

The decision was not taken lightly. The procedure 
would not only alter my looks but also involve a 
significant recovery period and risk. Yet, the 
mission's success hinged on my ability to blend in 
and captivate Ivan's interest, and giving me a new 
appearance would make me safer in case the 
Russians had already obtained some information 
on me. And on top of that I couldn’t stand that 
blonde airhead of Karen stealing the job from me. 
With determination, I chose to undergo the 
surgery, willing to show my commitment to the 
mission and my refusal to be outdone by a rival 
agent. 

The transformation wasn’t just a touch-up as I had 
initially expected. Post-surgery, my features were 
heavily reshaped to align more closely with Slavic 
aesthetics, and my eyes, once a deep brown, were 
now a captivating shade of green, sparkling with 
an enigmatic charm. My lips had been enhanced to 
a fuller, more voluptuous form, and my nose was 
reshaped into a delicate, petite structure. The 
result was a striking new appearance, both 
familiar and foreign to me. 

 
 

 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

To complete this metamorphosis, my naturally 
jet black hair underwent a drastic change. 
Thanks to an advanced hair transplant 
technique, my dark locks were replaced with a 
luxurious, soft blonde mane. Ironically, the 
original follicle used for replication came from 
Karen, the very colleague who had hoped to 
take over the mission. She playfully remarked 
that I couldn't have achieved such a stunning 
transformation without her contribution, 
welcoming me with a smirk to the 'blonde 
team.' Despite my annoyance at her taunting, I 
had to concede that the result was 
spectacular. 

As I looked at my reflection, Natalia Volkova 
stared back – a strikingly more beautiful 
woman than I had ever been, I had to admit. 

My transformation wasn’t over yet, as the 
hardest part was yet to come. They gave me 
some time to get used to my new, pretty face 
before moving on. 

 

 

 
 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

Reluctantly, I had to bid farewell to my athletic physique, a symbol of 
strength and resilience that had defined Zoe Hunter. The mission 
required a transformation that extended beyond mere appearances – 
it demanded a change in my very physicality. A specialized training 
program was designed for muscle loss, aiming to sculpt my body into 
a more slender, delicate form. The rigorous regimen was challenging, 
not just physically but emotionally. I watched as the toned muscles, 
the result of years of disciplined training, gradually diminished. It 
was a transformation that required me to embrace vulnerability in a 
way I had never done before. 

Moreover, I underwent breast enhancement surgery, a step I had 
hoped wouldn't be necessary. Yet, in the world of espionage, 
blending into the target environment was paramount. Ivan Petrovich 
was known for his penchant for women with a certain physical 
allure, and this procedure was crucial to fit that mold. 

As I recovered from the surgery, I couldn't help but feel a sense of 
loss for the powerful body I had relinquished. My new physique, 
while less capable in physical combat, was now perfectly attuned to 
the role I was about to play. My enhanced features, combined with 
the delicate frame, completed the transformation into Natalia 
Volkova – a woman who could effortlessly captivate and charm, 
drawing in a man like Petrovich without suspicion. 

 

 

 
 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

Adapting to this new body was a challenge. I 
had to learn to move, act, and even think 
differently. The skills I once relied on were 
replaced by subtler forms of influence and 
persuasion.  

Finally, the moment arrived for me to embark 
on my mission to Russia. I landed in St. 
Petersburg. The language was now my 
primary focus, and I spent considerable time 
honing my fluency to ensure I could pass as a 
native. To assist in my transition, I was paired 
with a local agent, a Russian woman who was 
an asset to our operation. She understood the 
nuances of St. Petersburg's high society and 
the fashion sensibilities required to blend into 
it seamlessly. I had never been fond of 
shopping, preferring functionality over style 
in my attire. But now, as Natalia Volkova, I 
needed a wardrobe that complemented my 
new identity – one that reflected the elegance 
and allure expected of a woman in my 
supposed social circle. 

 

 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

The plan was to first catch Petrovich's eye at an exclusive art gala in 
Moscow. Known for his appreciation of both fine art and beautiful 
women, the event was the perfect setting for our paths to cross. Dressed 
in an elegant dress that accentuated my figure, I made sure to exude the 
allure and sophistication of Natalia Volkova. 

As expected, Petrovich was in attendance, surrounded by his entourage. I 
navigated through the crowd, artfully initiating a conversation about a 
rare Russian painting. My knowledge of art history piqued his interest, 
and soon we were engaged in an animated discussion. I could see the lust 
in his eyes – he was clearly captivated. As the evening unfolded at the 
gala, I found myself expertly playing the role of a seductress, engaging 
Ivan Petrovich with an intoxicating mix of charm and allure. However, 
beneath the surface of my carefully crafted persona, there lay a hidden 
repulsion towards him and the role I was forced to play. The 
conversation smoothly transitioned from art to more personal 
anecdotes, each exchange laced with subtle flirtation and intrigue. My 
every word and gesture were meticulously crafted to captivate 
Petrovich, blending Natalia Volkova's fabricated backstory with an 
undercurrent of seductive charm. I leaned in closer as we spoke, 
ensuring my gaze lingered just long enough to create an air of intimacy. 
My laughter at his anecdotes was soft yet heartfelt, and I made sure to 
touch his arm lightly to punctuate our conversation, a classic move in the 
subtle art of seduction.  

 

 

 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

Petrovich was clearly enchanted, his eyes often holding mine in a gaze 
that spoke volumes. It was as if we were the only two people in the room, 
caught in a dance of mutual fascination. Each laugh, each touch, each 
lingering gaze was a calculated move, yet internally, I struggled with the 
discomfort of my actions. The role of a seductress was far removed from 
my true nature as Zoe Hunter, a woman of integrity and strength. Playing 
this part felt like a betrayal of my own values, a necessary evil in the 
complex world of espionage. 

As Petrovich expressed his desire to see me again, suggesting a private 
tour of his art collection, I could sense the undertones of his invitation – a 
veiled opportunity for a more intimate encounter. Accepting his offer 
with a practiced smile, a wave of unease washed over me. This was the 
breakthrough my mission required, yet it meant delving deeper into a 
role that clashed with my core identity. 

Walking away from the gala, the weight of my performance weighed 
heavily on me. I had successfully woven a web of seduction around 
Petrovich, yet the victory was bittersweet. The path ahead was clear, but 
it was lined with personal challenges and moral dilemmas. As Natalia 
Volkova, I had to continue this dance of allure and deception, but as Zoe 
Hunter, I grappled with the internal conflict of a role that demanded too 
much of my personal integrity. The mission was advancing, but at what 
cost to my own sense of self? 

 

 

 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

As I stared into the mirror, I got lost in my pretty 
green eyes, my plump lips, my long blonde hair. I 
was a babe, a Russian babe. I had gone too far to 
back up now. If my mission required me to be the 
sluttiest trophy girlfriend, that’s what I would be. I 
delved deeper into my role as the ultrafeminine 
trophy girlfriend of Ivan Petrovich.  

Suppressing the urge to workout to regain my 
muscle mass, I began taking yoga classes. These 
classes were frequented by the wives and 
girlfriends of other wealthy men, providing a 
perfect setting for gathering intelligence and 
blending in. The slow, graceful movements of yoga 
were a far cry from the high-adrenaline, strength-
based training I was accustomed to. It required a 
different kind of discipline – one that focused on 
poise and elegance rather than power and 
endurance. I noticed how my body language 
conveyed a sense of youthful, classical femininity, 
something I had never been associated with. 
Shopping became a regular activity. I was often 
seen in high-end boutiques, selecting the latest 
designer outfits. 

 
 

 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

Makeup and style took on new importance in my daily life. I dedicated 
time to learn the latest trends and techniques from popular 
influencers.  I had to adopt a demeanor that matched my new lifestyle. 
I mastered the art of small talk and social niceties, engaging in 
conversations about luxury brands, exotic vacations, and high society 
gossip. I learned to laugh delicately, express interest in trivial matters, 
and flirt innocuously – skills that were crucial for maintaining my 
cover and gaining trust. 

As for my dates with Ivan, they were progressing well, at least from 
his perspective. It was time to reveal the sluttier side of my persona. I 
did my best to appear eager by the prospect of being intimate with 
such a wealthy man, even though the idea was repugnant to me. The 
invitation to dinner at one of his mansions was inevitable, and I knew 
exactly what it implied. For the occasion, I chose the most seductive 
lingerie I could find. I was aware of how smoking hot I looked. The 
luxurious bed in his mansion, with its opulent furnishings, became the 
stage for the evening's performance. Ivan was captivated, his eyes 
tracing every curve of my body with evident desire. I played my role to 
perfection, although I felt exactly like a high class escort. Experiencing 
such a roller coaster of emotions, all while navigating the complexities 
of my increasingly dangerous mission, was intense. Lingering in the 
back of my mind was a constant fear: what if he found out about my 
real identity?  

 

 
 

 
 

 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

He was eager to show thee world his newest conquest, and soon we 
were publicly dating. He announced our relationship with a party 
where I was treated like a teenage girl. Apparently, he had a thing for 
immature, bubbly girls rather than seductive, powerful women. Thus, I 
had to deploy all my acting skills to giggle, make light-hearted 
comments, and present a version of myself that was far from my true 
nature. In Ivan‘s elite social circles, I often felt the mature women's 
eyes on me, silently critiquing my seemingly superficial and frivolous 
behavior, but it was the role I needed to play. 

Maintaining this façade required constant effort. Over time, my mind 
started to adapt, almost switching to an autopilot mode where 
lighthearted thoughts and reactions became more natural to me. 
Surprisingly, I found myself genuinely enjoying the lavish gifts Ivan 
showered upon me, and even the time we spent together, whether it 
was cruising on his yacht across the Black Sea or enjoying quiet, private 
moments. This gradual shift in my behavior and mindset was 
unsettling, especially as the progress in my mission had been so slow. I 
was supposed to gain access to classified information and I was 
spending much of my time partying, sleeping with the enemy and 
shopping. Ivan, however, maintained a strict boundary between his 
personal and private affairs, especially with his romantic partners, so I 
had to get even closer to him if I wanted to succeed. 

 

 
 

 

 

 



 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

My strategy to get closer to Ivan required a bold move – living with 
him. I started dropping subtle hints, admiring his luxurious 
mansions and playfully musing about how wonderful it would be to 
live in such opulence. To my advantage, he took the bait and made 
my wish a reality. He arranged for me to settle into a dedicated 
section of one of his extravagant villas overlooking the Black Sea. 

The area he assigned to me was like stepping into a different world. 
It was extravagantly decorated, with an overwhelming use of pink – 
from the plush furniture to the curtains. It was as if he had taken my 
playful, bubbly persona and translated it into an interior design 
theme. The most whimsical feature was a silly pink ball pond, a 
quirky addition that seemed more suited for a child's playroom 
than the home of a sophisticated woman. I also had to wear more 
revealing outfits now that I was living indoor. 

Now, not just a visitor, I had more freedom to explore and discover 
nuances of his life that were previously hidden from me. The 
challenge was to balance maintaining my frivolous, carefree façade 
while being vigilant and observant, looking for any opening or slip-
up that might provide me with the information I desperately 
needed. I was playing a dangerous game, but it was a necessary risk 
to complete my mission. 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 



 
 

 
 
 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

During a lavish party at our villa, Ivan gradually succumbed to the effects of 
alcohol. Recognizing this as my chance, I bided my time, waiting for the 
perfect moment to excuse myself and head towards his office, where I knew 
he kept his important files. 

I was aware that my new, more delicate physique had a lower tolerance for 
alcohol. However, after only a couple of glasses of champagne, I began 
feeling unusually dizzy and horny. It didn't take long for me to realise the 
unsettling truth – Ivan had spiked my drink. Sex was good, but he probably 
wanted to show everybody how slutty his trophy girlfriend was. 

Panic and clarity collided in my mind. I needed to act quickly and smartly. I 
couldn't let Ivan, or anyone else at the party, notice my growing 
disorientation and horniness. Maintaining an outward appearance of 
composure, I excused myself from the gathering, mentioning a need for 
some fresh air. My outfit, resembling a trash bag, and complete with a 
chocker, left most of my skin naked, and yet I was feeling hot. I reached the 
office room, but I had to sit for a second to collect my thoughts. I was getting 
wet down there. “Damn date-rape drug!” I cursed, while beginning to finger 
myself, a task facilitated by my revealing outfit. A few minutes of bliss 
passed. I couldn’t suppress some moans unfortunately, which proved to be 
my demise. Ivan, who was already looking for me, having noticed my 
prolonged disappearance, heard me and traced me following my moans. He 
stormed into the room and screamed “What the hell are you doing here 
Natalia?” 



 
 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

Upon being discovered, I froze under Ivan's furious gaze, my cover blown. His 
eyes narrowed as he pieced together the truth. "Natalia, or should I say, Zoe from 
America?" he spat out, his voice laced with venom. "You thought you could play 

me, but you're not as clever as you think. My men told me about you, but I couldn’
t believe they were right." Ivan's rage quickly turned to a cold, calculating 
demeanor. "You wanted to betray me, to steal my secrets. Now, you will pay the 
price." He grabbed my arm, his grip firm and unyielding, and dragged me out of 
the room. I realized with a sinking heart that my mission had failed, and now I 
was at the mercy of a man known for his ruthless ways. He took me to his garage, 
where I was firced into a van, blindfolded and taken to a medical facility. It was 
filled with medical equipment and photographs of women, each more artificially 
enhanced than the last. "You will become my masterpiece, the perfect symbol of 
beauty as I see it," The surgeon declared, probably a good friend of Ivan. 

Over the next few weeks, I underwent numerous procedures against my will. 
Each surgery altered my appearance more drastically than the last. My still 
natural features were transformed into an exaggerated version of femininity, in 
line with Ivan's twisted ideal. My face was reshaped, my body sculpted 
unnaturally. I barely recognized myself in the mirror - my lips were plumped to 
an extreme, my waist cinched unnaturally tight, and my breasts and buttocks 
enlarged to pornstar levels. Ivan paraded me around as his 'perfect creation', a 
trophy to his perverse sense of ownership.  

Trapped in this new body, my identity as a spy and as an individual felt erased. I 
felt clumsy, my gigantic breasts impeding me and depriving me of any aglity. My 
doll face lacked any of the determination of my natural features. Looking in the 
mirror I felt so defeated. I had lost, I was now under 24/7 surveillance, without 
any chance of escaping. 

 



 
 

 

 
U N D E R C O V E R  A G E N T  

The transformation I underwent at Ivan's hands was not 
only physical but insidiously deeper. Following the 
extensive surgeries that reshaped my body into his 
perverse ideal of beauty, Ivan initiated a more sinister 
phase of my punishment – mental reconditioning. 

I was subjected to relentless sessions of psychological 
manipulation and brainwashing. My ability to speak and 
understand English was systematically eroded. Days 
melded into nights as I was bombarded with hypnotic 
techniques and drugs, each session designed to sever my 
ties to my mother tongue and replace it with Russian. 

As the process intensified, my grasp on English faded like a 
distant dream, leaving me fluent only in Russian. My 
thoughts, once sharp and strategic, now meandered 
through a fog of confusion. Ivan's cruel design included the 
diminishment of my cognitive abilities. My once quick-
witted and analytical mind, trained for espionage and 
critical thinking, was dulled, leaving me with a significantly 
lowered IQ. Sex was the only thing I could focus on now. 

Stripped of my linguistic skills and intellectual prowess, I 
became a shadow of my former self – docile, compliant, 
and unable to conceive complex thoughts or plans of 
escape. Ivan reveled in his success, parading me around as 
his ideal lover, a plastic beauty devoid of the fiery spirit 
and intelligence that once defined me. 


