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Introduction

My Hotwife – The Spy in Action

(A First-Time Interracial Hotwife Romance)

I would like to begin with a brief biographical note. I am happily married to a gorgeous woman who is the love of my life, and we have one daughter and an aging cat. Until lockdown, life was spent shuttling between London, California, and Singapore as our careers demanded. Believe me, there is no better time for creative writing than when you are cruising at 39,000 feet on a long-haul flight. However, post-COVID life involves less travel, and creating stories at sea level demands much more focus. Not easy for me!

The theme of all my hotwife stories is the ultimate adventure of married couples exploring the hotwife lifestyle together for the first time. My tales contain an essential thread of real-life situations significantly enhanced with more extreme experiences from the hotwife genre. For all my books, the catalyst is the dramatic and unpredictable collision of women at the peak of their sexuality and husbands with fantasies of watching their wives with other men.

I realize the hotwife, wife-watching, and wife-sharing genres cover a broad spectrum of tastes, and I have read many stories from the darker end of that spectrum. However, my work may not be for you if you are looking for serious cuckoldry. Husbands will not be humiliated, and wives will not be violated. Instead, my novels focus on couples sharing the romance of discovering the lifestyle together. My stories are told from both the husband's and the wife's perspectives in an attempt to capture both the raw sexuality and a more cerebral, feelings-driven narrative of the hotwife lifestyle, the psychological aspects, as well as the purely physical.

This two-volume set represents only the third time I've become so invested in a story's characters and plot that one book couldn't contain all my ideas. I hope you find David and Sarah Russell as fascinating as I did. This second book in the series will only make sense if you have read the first, My Hotwife – The Spy in Training.

I look forward to hearing your feedback. Amazon reviews are genuinely welcomed.

I want to thank those who took the time to rate my earlier books: Natalie in Nassau, Amy in Amsterdam, Samantha in Singapore, Hannah in Hawaii, Isabella in Istanbul, Izzy's Paradise, They're Still Banging!, My Hotwife's Inheritance (Books One and Two), My Hotwife – The Spy in Training on Amazon. Equally, my gratitude goes to those who have emailed me personally with their kind comments.

My sincere thanks must also go to my advance reader/editor and friend, Andrew. Above all, my love and gratitude to my wife for indulging my interest in erotic literature and offering guidance when a word won't come or a scene doesn't work. Her contributions and insights from the female perspective are always invaluable.

Contact: alexjamiesonwriter@gmail.com

Thanks for reading. I hope you enjoy it. Alex.


The Story So Far

In My Hotwife, The Spy in Training, the first book of this two-volume series, we were introduced to David Russell, who met his sexually inexperienced wife, Sarah, while they were at college studying for their doctorate degrees in Advanced Mathematics.

After graduation, they founded Russell Cyber LLC., a consulting company specializing in the burgeoning field of cybersecurity. In its eight years in business, the company has evolved from humble beginnings to a workforce of 240 employees across three countries, and boasting a stylish headquarters in London's Canary Wharf. The CEO, Paul Holland, very capably takes the administrative burden off the couple's shoulders, allowing them to focus on the things they love – developing complex algorithms to protect the integrity of their clients' technology infrastructure and consulting independently on a pro bono basis to advise governments and major corporations worldwide. 

Preferring quiet evenings together, the couple's home life might have appeared dull to many, but they remained happiest in each other's company. The wealth generated by the success of their company meant they wanted for nothing. Still as in love as they were back in their Cambridge days, they enjoyed a good, if not particularly adventurous, sex life. David never had a single complaint about his gorgeous wife, although he sometimes found himself wishing she were a little more open to experimentation in the bedroom. However, David was hardly blameless in the matter. Regrettably, he could never summon the courage to suggest anything new or different to Sarah for fear of offending her. She was still the same naive girl he had first met, and her exposure to any of the wilder aspects of sexual adventure was non-existent. Unbeknownst to David, Sarah had also entertained unspoken visions of sexual experimentation, having been influenced initially by her wildly outgoing college roommate Harriet. So, their sex lives remained very plain vanilla. At least until Jim and Sue MacLean came into their lives, that is.

With an intimate dinner at their favorite restaurant hijacked by the MacLeans, David and Sarah were recruited into a newly created division of the British security service. The considerable commitment they made was to work for The Service on a three-year secondment from Russell Cyber, establishing a network of sources with expertise similar to their own to protect the nation and its allies from cyberattacks.

The new network was intended to cover the entire EMEA region, to provide Britain with a cybersecurity capability unparalleled anywhere in the West. However, David and Sarah were warned of a degree of urgency to the assignment as The Service had become aware of a particular bad actor whose activities were increasingly cropping up throughout the region. Their goal would be to use a range of cybersecurity capabilities to uncover the identity of The Service's nemesis. Unfortunately, The Service had no idea whether it was state-sponsored activity from one of the autocratic countries actively attempting to undermine democracy, or maybe something as simple as an organized crime operation. There was even the possibility it could be some previously unheard-of entity. Because of their unparalleled experience with cutting-edge technology and their connections to the industry’s key players around the world, the Russell's objective would be to determine whether the underlying motivation was political or merely financial, providing a significant leap forward in allowing The Service to formulate a response.

A rigorous training program was designed to provide David and Sarah with the necessary additional skills to operate as intelligence agents. On the first day of the program, conducted at The British Espionage Academy, Chorley Hall, affectionately known as The Beach, the couple was assigned cover identities and a new legend by their controllers, Jim and Sue MacLean. They became Dylan Russo, a photojournalist, and Stella Ruskin, a journalist specializing in conflict zones. They would always work together as a team, even though they would ostensibly be unconnected romantically. The Russells were warned of the potential for difficult sacrifices that could be required of them as part of their work, although no specific examples of those sacrifices were provided.

The couple were surprised to find that MI6 regularly utilized the services of outside advisors. One such individual, Charles McClelland, CEO of the global security consulting firm ISC, frequently appeared as a guest lecturer and consultant at the Academy. When they learned that ISC had amassed one of the biggest private armies in the world, their initial shock was magnified tenfold. The other unusual appointment was Dr. Laszlo Kopic, who had formerly headed the intelligence service of a former Soviet Eastern European country. It seemed strange that anyone from outside The Service would have access to such a crucial government project as the one they had been assigned to.

Jim and Sue MacLean also introduced them to two impressive young field agents, Emmy and Xavier, who had been hand-picked to act as their mentors throughout the training and program development phase. They would then serve as their assistants when the couple was ready for active field-operations status. Emmy was a stunning yet enigmatic Eurasian beauty, while Xavier was a tall, muscular, charismatic, and incredibly handsome black guy.

The first significant shock for Sarah and David, now known as Dylan and Stella, was how they were treated by their mentors, Xavier and Emmy. The legend of them being romantically unconnected work colleagues was put to the test from the first day at The Beach. Xavier flirted suggestively with Stella, even in front of her husband. Was it all part of the act to enforce the legend, or was there something more to it? Emmy seemed content just holding hands with Dylan wherever they went to reinforce the separation of our two protagonists.

The second, even greater shock arrived when, during their training, the couple learned of a commonly used espionage tactic called sexpionage – the use of sex, intimacy, or seduction by an agent to achieve an operational objective. 

When Stella's custom-designed training program expanded to include those sexpionage tactics, the previously shy, sexually inexperienced woman found herself exposed to the most outrageous sexual practices and situations. In the event, she mastered the techniques with a skill that was more extraordinary than anyone had foreseen. It helped that her instructor in those formerly unfamiliar sexual practices was the Adonis-like alpha male, Xavier. It soon became apparent that the ‘training’ had created something far more complex than just a student/teacher relationship, as Stella developed growing unprofessional feelings for her virile tutor.

Being forced to watch the love of his life in such explicit circumstances brought a new realization to David, or Dylan as he was now known – he discovered the disturbing fact that he enjoyed watching his wife experience sex with another man. He'd heard of the hotwife fetish but never realized how compelling he might find it. Nor had he appreciated how avidly his shy wife would embrace her burgeoning sexuality as the ‘lessons’ became more explicit. Interestingly, while Stella’s relationship with Xavier became more complex and increasingly physical, there was never a similar connection between Emmy and Dylan.

Now considered ready for operational fieldwork, David and Sarah Russell and their alter-egos, Dylan Russo and Stella Ruskin, are about to embark on the life-changing experience of being operational spies for Britain's highly respected intelligence services.


My Hotwife -The Spy in Action

Prologue.

The powerful man sat impassively in his imposing mahogany-lined office, speaking on his phone in a quiet but menacing tone: "Of course I'm authorizing it," he snarled. "Just grow a pair, Emilio. He's only the President of the African Union. Just make sure your aim is perfect. The old fool's not going to stand in my way any longer. He needs to be stopped before he delivers that speech."


Chapter One – London

Dylan

"You can't imagine how proud we are of you both."

Coming from the man we admired so much, Gus Singleton's praise was the greatest compliment we could have wished for. As the director of The British Espionage Academy, Chorley Hall, affectionately known as The Beach, he had monitored every step of our progress as we were indoctrinated into the murky world of espionage. Gus reported directly to C, the chief of MI6, and he commanded the utmost respect from everyone around him.

"As you know," he continued, his normal avuncular tone tinged with a slight militaristic shortness, "you are both about to carry an enormous burden on your shoulders. The success or failure of this project could impact our country's security for years to come. It will remain classified as top secret, with only a limited number of people even aware that your team exists.

"You, Dylan, and Stella, along with your two assistants here, Xavier and Emmy, and your immediate controllers, Jim and Sue MacLean, will report either directly to me, and I will report regularly to C. As we outlined during your field-ready briefing, you have been assigned a team of nine data scientists, coders, and intelligence analysts who will provide support to you. In turn, they will be divided into teams of three, headed up by Tom Gardner, your lead analyst. Apart from Jim and Sue, Tom will be the only person at Grove House who is aware of all your ongoing projects, and he will be your initial point of contact back here in London. Each of his sub-teams will know only of the specific projects you assign to them. This reporting structure has been designed to minimize the number of people with access to the entire project.

"At all times, you will also be able to call on the advisory services of me, Charles McLelland, and Laszlo Kopic, both of whom are held in the highest regard by The Service. I hope you have no objection to our also calling on your company, Russell Cyber, as a backup technical resource in case of need. The capabilities of your organization are highly regarded around the world, so it would be ineffective not to use them in situations where you consider their involvement could add value. Your CEO, Peter Holland, will be familiar with the broad outline of your operation, but he will not be aware of who is leading it. Your cover stories and secret identities will continue to be protected at all times.

"When you are in the field, Grove House will be dedicated to your team alone. Your apartment will continue to be your home in this country until the end of your assignment, and The Service will continue to care for your real home."

When I glanced over at my wife, I was surprised to see her looking completely calm. That morning, she'd confessed to feeling totally overwhelmed at the magnitude of the responsibility that faced us. But there, in Gus Singleton's office, Stella looked calm, confident, and utterly in control of her emotions. Xavier, too, exuded confidence as he nodded in agreement with Gus' instructions. He and Emmy both seemed eager to return to field operations after being cooped up at The Beach, while they were responsible for overseeing our training period. They were both experienced field operatives, and their excitement was almost palpable.

Gus wasn't finished with us.

"I intend to convene a meeting at eight hundred hours tomorrow to brief you on what we know so far about our adversary and your first operation to uncover his identity. From your team, I expect all four of you to be here, as well as Jim and Sue MacLean. I will also include Tom Gardner as well as Charles and Laszlo. Please ensure you have bags packed for overseas travel to warm climates, as you will be leaving before lunchtime. Any questions?"

There were so many questions, but I was at a loss about where to start. Even Stella looked rattled for the first time.

"No, sir," I mumbled.

"Confidence, Dylan." Gus sounded angry. "You and Stella have done brilliantly well throughout your training, and The Service is confident in your abilities. However, you need to demonstrate the same level of confidence, or our adversary will outmaneuver us at every turn. Understood?"

"Yes, sir," I responded, summoning a forceful tone that belied how nervous I was feeling inside.

"Good. Good. Eight hundred hours tomorrow, then."

The meeting was evidently over.

#####

Stella

"How about the four of us have dinner together this evening," suggested Xavier as we strolled back to Grove House through the woods. It had become the norm for him to hold my hand as we walked. "It could be our last night at home for a while."

"I'm afraid I can't," Emmy told him. "I’ve got to go up to London to deal with a minor family emergency if we are to head overseas.” Although she was often more aloof than Xavier, she looked genuinely sorry to miss out on our tight-knit group’s final dinner at Grove House. The four of us had become an intricately bound and potentially formidable team, but more than that, we had developed a genuine bond. Emmy was clearly disappointed not to be able to join us for such a meaningful evening.

Xavier stopped and looked deep into my eyes. “Shame. But what about you guys – are you up for sharing our last night in England?”

Why did he glance meaningfully over at my husband when he mentioned the word ‘sharing’? Maybe I was misreading the situation, but it seemed like he had some hidden agenda in his suggestion. In hindsight, the twinkle in Dylan’s eyes should have been the only hint I needed.

#####

It was a beautiful summer evening, so I suggested we take a picnic into the rolling hills of the parkland surrounding Chorley Hall. It was easy to imagine the grandeur of the estate in its heyday from the planning of the arboretum, the massive ornamental lake, and the perfect combination of manicured lawns and secluded wilder areas. The setting was idyllic for a final al fresco meal before we headed off into the unknown, questionably considered fully-fledged spies by the head of The Service, even if we considered ourselves mere nervous novices.

In the main hall of Grove House, a wicker picnic basket was waiting for our collection. I’d taken responsibility for ordering the meal from the kitchen, so I knew what delicacies awaited us: sandwiches of lobster mayonnaise, mini spinach quiches, traditional sausage rolls that were my husband’s favorite, and an array of fresh fruits and chocolate desserts that made the entire basket that much more decadent. Two bottles of vintage champagne completed the feast.

Dylan and I were first down to the hall, and when Xavier joined us, my husband’s first comment came as a shock. Despite the fact that we’d been with the young guy all day, Dylan stepped forward and took him in a manly hug.

“Just wanted to say how much we have valued your mentorship, Xavier.” He sounded deadly serious. “But now things have changed, haven’t they? On our first day at The Beach, we were instructed to follow all your instructions while you were our mentor. However, in that initial briefing, Gus clearly told us that once we were deemed field-operational, we would call the shots, and you would be our assistant. Isn’t that right?”

I couldn’t work out where my husband was going with his clearly prepared speech.

“It is,” agreed Xavier. “You two are in charge now. Whatever you say goes,” he chuckled.

“Good. I’m glad we all understand each other. Now, let’s grab the food and find a good spot for our picnic.”

What had been Dylan’s purpose in setting out our hierarchy when we all knew we were in it together? Dylan and I could never cope with being the sole decision-makers when it came to complex intelligence operations. Decisions would surely be made collectively. So, with that lingering question in my mind, we set off to find our ideal picnic spot.

We walked for about a mile before we all simultaneously recognized the perfect location. A grassy clearing surrounded by mature oaks and chestnut trees. It looked like it had been plucked from a book of fairy tales. With no dissent, we spread our blanket on the ground, sprawling there together in the balmy evening warmth.

“Would you do the honors with the champagne, Xavier?” Dylan asked. Was this his first attempt at establishing his authority as our young assistant’s boss?

Xavier complied without question, and we toasted our efforts to uncover the Service’s adversary, who was causing such havoc throughout the world.

For the next two hours, we ate, drank, and chatted without any further mention of our team’s strange hierarchy. We were as comfortable as old friends and only regretted that Emmy wasn’t with us. By that time, I was feeling quite tipsy from more than my usual quota of champagne. It was only then that Dylan dropped his bombshell.

“Xavier,” he started. “Last night, you instructed me to watch from the street as you ravished my wife in the window of our marital home. I was required to do that because you were in charge. I had committed to following all your instructions to the letter.” His enigmatic smile gave away nothing about what he was intending with his explicit pronouncement. I was mortified with embarrassment.

“But we’ve all agreed that Stella and I are in charge now. As such, I think it’s only fair if we take the lead this evening, don’t you?”

It was astounding how my husband’s confidence seemed to have blossomed with the new reversal of roles. Our handsome young assistant’s cheeky smile clearly showed he was up for anything. I seemed to be the only one with no idea of what was happening.

“Stella,” my husband continued. “Tell Xavier what you would like him to do.”

I was still confused. What was I supposed to say?

“Yeah, gorgeous, tell me what you want me to do to you.”

Xavier’s lascivious chuckle was so sexy it made me realize what the pair of them were implying. But despite all my training in dirty talking that had been so dramatically liberating, I found myself unable to speak.

“Maybe you’d like him to get naked for you. What do you think?” Dylan asked.

Of course, I wanted that. The thought of Xavier’s magnificent body with those sculpted muscles covered in that smooth black skin was beyond tempting. But out there! In the open! What if someone came along? I knew it was a remote possibility, but there was still a chance. What the hell was Dylan thinking?

Meanwhile, our cocky young assistant wasn’t waiting for any agreement from me. He stood up and started to pull off his clothes in the most sensuous striptease I’d ever witnessed. With his gaze fixed on me, he must have known his performance was driving me wild.

“Oooh,” he moaned, sexily. “Tell me what to do, boss. You know I’ll do anything you want.” My tipsy brain was whirling.

Finally naked, his cock was already ramrod hard, and my visceral response made it obvious what effect he was having on me. A warm moist, tingling feeling excited my pussy, making it impossible for me to stay silent.

“Stroke your cock for me, Xavier,” I bravely instructed, barely knowing where such words had sprung from.

He didn’t hesitate for a second. He stood there in the middle of our picnic blanket, stroking up and down his massive black shaft.

“Is there anything else you want, boss? Just give me the order.” He looked me directly in the eyes with such a sultry gaze that I thought I might melt. There were so many things I wanted from him. I wanted to feel the hot hardness of him in my mouth; I wanted to feel my married pussy stretched once again by his enormous cock. I wanted to swallow a giant load of his cum, and I wanted to experience once more the feel of him taking my ass. All the things he’d done to me during my sexpionage training — I wanted them all on our final evening together at Grove House. 

My selfish daydreams drove out all logical thought, causing me to ignore any feelings my husband may have had or any empathy I may have had for him. Luckily, his admission to loving watching me with Xavier was the likely motivating factor in his instigation of the whole lurid scene.

Dylan’s newfound confidence in his role as team leader had brought out a very different side of my beloved husband.

“Let Stella suck your huge black cock, Xavier,” he instructed. “We all know she’s craving it.” His newfound proclivity for dirty talk was so arousing that I was ready to melt.

With no regard for the possibility of being seen, Xavier stepped toward me, still stroking his throbbing shaft. A delicious stream of clear pre-cum was pouring from him.

“Open your mouth for me, boss,” he requested. “Taste my excitement. It’s all for you.”

I never doubted myself for a second as I opened my mouth and let him milk his pre-cum onto my tongue.

When I glanced over at my husband, I found his eyes locked onto the outrageous sight of me leaning forward to take the massive head of Xavier’s cock into my mouth.

“Do you want to feel me in your throat, boss?” my impudent young lover asked. His insistence on calling me ‘boss’ was both amusing and somehow arousing.

With my mouth stuffed full of his cock all I could do was raise my hand in thumbs-up agreement. It was all the encouragement he needed. He pushed forward, and with relative ease, his huge cock slid past my gag reflex and into my throat. Deeper and deeper he went until my nose was pressed into his hard six-pack abs, and he was literally balls-deep in my throat. It hardly seemed possible that I’d only learned the art of deep-throating such a short time before. The feeling was blissful. I couldn’t see what effect it was having on Dylan, but I could hear his excited breath.

“Do you want me to shoot my load in your mouth, boss?” Xavier asked in his deep sexy baritone that almost made me cum there and then with excitement. “Or maybe you’d like me to fill your tight little pussy.”

What was happening to me? I wanted both. I pulled away and immediately regretted the loss of his impressive cock stretching out my throat. Despite the lessons in dirty talk I’d received during our training, I still found it difficult to express my most filthy desires. Summoning every bit of courage I could muster, I responded to his outrageous question.

“I want you in my pussy,” I croaked, my throat feeling rough from the effects of such a massive intrusion. “And I want you in my mouth, Dylan.”

With nothing more to say, I ripped off my clothes in urgent anticipation.

As soon as my filthy wishes were spoken and my clothes were strewn across the grass, I felt Xavier’s strong hands pushing me down onto all fours. My beloved husband crawled in front of me and pushed his stiff cock into my mouth just as my young black ‘assistant’ slid his magnificent shaft into my needy pussy. The feeling of his girth stretching me wide was sublime. To be shared by the two most important men in my life was like nothing I could ever have imagined. And, as they both started to fuck me in earnest, I was transported onto a parallel plane of existence. The feeling of Dylan’s hardness plundering my throat while Xavier’s rampant cock stretched my tight married pussy was transcendent. I had to be the luckiest woman alive.

I could feel an earth-shattering climax building in me as so many physical and emotional thrills collided in unison. When it burst uncontrollably through me, I was suddenly aware of Xavier’s cock pulsing in my clenching pussy as he shot jets of his hot, white cum into my most intimate depths. At the same time, my wonderful husband was filling my mouth with his own surging load. I was in seventh heaven.

Only weeks before, I had been an uptight, naïve, sexually inexperienced married woman. Embarrassingly, I had never even tasted cum. Yet, after my indoctrination into the world of sexpionage, I felt like the most liberated, open-minded female on the planet.

#####

Dylan

Jeez, it was terrific. No matter how many times I got to witness it, watching my wife take that magnificent specimen of manhood all the way down her throat as she’d been taught during our training sessions, and then in her pussy was the most exciting thing I’d ever seen. For a man who’d never even considered any of the wife-watching or wife-sharing hotwife fantasies, I felt almost as enlightened as Stella seemed to be. Grove House had been a turning point in our marriage as my wife gradually realized her incredible sexual potential, and I recognized an unexpected love of sharing her. For that, I will always be eternally grateful.

BUT.

I would have been crazy not to recognize the dangers lurking under the surface of our newfound freedoms. Any sane man would fear the presence of a man like Xavier in his wife’s life. It was evident and understandable that she had started to develop feelings for him. He is charismatic and stunningly handsome, with a perfect body and a cock that most women would beg for. The festering fear of being replaced by such a man was inevitable. For all the new, exciting sexual pleasures we were enjoying, I dreaded that the moment would come when it was time to pay the piper. The time when our marriage finished forever because I’d been reckless enough to encourage my darling wife’s infidelity. Another creeping discomfort came from the fact that Xavier seemed to have a dominant streak and a certain ruthlessness in getting whatever he wanted for his own pleasure. My insecurities naturally made me worried that he could attempt to push me aside and take my beloved wife for himself.

#####

The champagne, the intensity of the day, and the sexual euphoria of the evening all contributed to our feeling of exhaustion as we crawled into bed that night. Despite our tiredness, I could tell that something was on Stella’s mind.

“Are you okay, darling?’ I asked as she snuggled naked into my arms. Her tears came immediately.

“Oh, David,” she sobbed, reverting again to my real name as she did whenever her emotions were in turmoil. “This is all too much, too soon. We had everything going for us before Jim and Sue came into our lives, and now I feel like I am hurting you and our marriage on a daily basis. And the worst thing is, I don’t think I can stop.”

I hugged her closer.

“Sarah,” I whispered reassuringly, in turn using her real name to root her in the reality of our lives rather than the bizarre world of espionage we’d fallen into. “Nothing in the world can jeopardize our marriage. We are soulmates – meant to be together for our whole lives. Just because you’ve discovered this incredible sexual freedom that had been hidden inside you, it doesn’t mean that our marriage won’t survive the epic changes we are going through.”

“But I still can’t see how you’re not jealous when you see me with Xavier and how I behave with him. I’ve admitted to having feelings for him, and the sex is wondrous. Yet you seem to be perfectly happy. But, are you hiding your feelings and telling me lies because you value my happiness over your own? Do you think I want him more than you? Because that’s NOT TRUE. I love you more than anything in the world, David. It’s just that he’s so exciting.”

“Sarah, I’ve told you before that I DO feel jealous. How could any man NOT feel jealous seeing you with a man as impressive as Xavier? When I watch you with him, so many feelings collide – jealousy certainly, but also pride that you have managed to break free of your inhibitions and become such a sexual being. Then there’s fear of how this could all turn out. On top of that, add the ultimate erotic excitement of watching you perform like my own personal porn star, and you’ve got the whole panoply of emotions. But I’ve already admitted that, as weird as it may seem, I love watching you with him. It’s one of the most sexually exciting sensations I’ve ever encountered. It feels strange, but my only consolation is that there are millions of men just like me, with that same fantasy of watching their wives with other men. Most of them probably never get to share the kind of experiences we are having. So, ultimately, I think I’m pretty lucky. And let’s face it, the two of us have never had such great sex as we are now.”

“So, you still love me?” she asked quietly.

“More than anything, my darling.”

“And what if our new lives mean I’m required to use some of the bizarre sexpionage tactics we've learned about and have sex with yet more men to bring success to an operation?” She sounded fearful.

“We will cross that bridge when we come to it, Stella. Just remember that it will be Stella Ruskin, intelligence operative extraordinaire, using those tactics. It won’t be my soulmate, Sarah Russell.


Chapter Two – Mid-Air Operation

Stella

The following morning’s meeting in Gus Singleton’s office drove home the reality of what we’d let ourselves in for. His briefing about our unknown adversary made our task seem dangerous and scary, and I could see doubt writ large on Dylan’s face.

“In every single one of their malicious operations against so many targets worldwide, our adversaries have used cyber warfare tactics as their opening salvo,” Gus began. “We have no idea who is behind these efforts, but we are convinced the only way to uncover their identities is to get into the code that underlies their cyber-attacks, as well as to infiltrate their internal communications. Your skills in code analysis could be invaluable to that effort.”

“May I ask the nature of their attacks?” Dylan chimed in.

“Of course, young man, although I don’t think it will help in narrowing anything down. You see, they have been using every malicious tool in the book: Phishing, Malware, Ransomware, DDoS attacks, Zero-day attacks, DNS Spoofing, Supply Chain attacks, IoT Vulnerability attacks, Code Injection attacks, Social Engineering attacks, and more. They are even starting to use AI-powered attacks that make tracing them almost hopeless. Every one of their targets reports a different methodology, making it practically impossible to identify trends in tactics or underlying coding.

“The perpetrators are using a random array of disruptive tactics. They have made attempts to overthrow struggling democracies by encouraging coups; they have planted misleading intelligence designed to pit ally against ally; and all manner of operations where their overall goal seems simply to be the sowing of chaos.

“Our analysis to date finds the only common motivational thread to be a desire to overturn the international order and cast doubt on the veracity of global institutions and the rule of law – in effect, to overthrow the rules-based societies that have dominated the world for almost a century.

“But who would benefit from global chaos?” I asked.

“An excellent question, Stella. That’s what we hope you can find out, my dear,” he responded.

“It’s very possible it could be state-sponsored terrorism perpetrated by a nation considered a pariah state by civilized societies, isn’t it?” He continued. “If so, there are relatively few potential culprits. It could also be organized crime with a simple profit motive, although we haven’t managed to understand how monetary advantage would be achieved in most of their operations. Or is there some other less obvious monster trying to wreak havoc for their own warped reasons?

“So, team, I hope you see the dire urgency of your task. Your work will start immediately. We have no time to waste.”

Glancing around the room, I saw the weight of our assignment etched into everyone’s face.

“And one last factor puts us all under even greater pressure,” he continued. “As I mentioned, we have picked up whisperings on the intelligence grapevine through signals intercepts that the President of the African Union is under threat when he visits the upcoming AU Summit. The guy has been on a one-man crusade to clear West Africa of all the hacker and scammer groups that proliferate there. Unsurprisingly, he is not popular among that sector of the criminal classes because they have been so successful over the last decade. They are determined to stop him from delivering his address to the General Assembly of the summit. To have any chance of stopping an assassination, we need to know the man’s detailed schedule. Unfortunately, he is completely paranoid because of past attempts on his life, and those details are always kept safe by his head of security.”

Jeez. No pressure there, then. Not only was Western democracy as we know it in jeopardy, but one man’s life could be in our hands. My brain felt like it was about to explode, and Dylan looked just as overwhelmed. Basically, Gus Singleton’s briefing had scared us both witless. And then it got immeasurably worse.

“Stella, we are all so proud of how well you have adapted to the job’s sexpionage requirements. It will potentially be an essential skill in this and other operations.” His kindly voice was lulling me into a false sense of security. But then came the hammer blow.

“You might wonder why Emmy can’t bear some of the burden,” he continued. “She is clearly both beautiful and sexy, like you, my dear. But the reason is quite simple. Emmy is viewed as a long-term employee of The Service, whereas you are only here for the duration of this project. It would be foolish of us to reveal Emmy’s identity as an agent when we will be relying on her for years to come. It may sound harsh, my dear, but I’m afraid the short-term nature of your assignment makes your identity more expendable.”

My husband looked horrified while Xavier and Emmy both shifted uncomfortably in their seats.

“So,” Gus continued after delivering his disturbing bombshell, “to your first assignment. The head of security for Simon Kungaya, President of the African Union, is traveling from London Heathrow to Dubai later this afternoon. Our sources discovered he will be carrying a document detailing Kungaya’s complete travel schedule for the summit. Only with that information in hand do we stand a chance of saving his life. Tickets have been booked for the four of you on the same flight. Between now and boarding, you will develop a plan to access and copy that all-important document.

#####

In the limousine on the way to Heathrow Airport, Emmy brought us up to speed on what The Service knew about Sinclair Mbulu, the head of security for the President of the African Union, Simon Kungaya.

“Mbulu will be traveling alone and carrying a briefcase that will contain the documents we need. The briefcase will be a model exactly like this.” She showed us a photograph and the specifications of the case. Reaching into her backpack, she pulled out a small gadget that resembled a television remote. “This nifty piece of equipment that’s been developed by The Service’s technology whizzes should make short work of opening the combination locks, but we still need to separate the man from the case.”

Knowing that Sinclair Mbulu was irrationally protective of his boss’s security when we were all supposed to be working for the same objectives, we knew that a degree of subterfuge was the only answer. It took the four of us less than fifteen minutes to develop a relatively simple plan: for me to distract Sinclair Mbulu long enough for Dylan to get access to his briefcase. It might have been simple, but its success depended mainly on me, and just as Gus had predicted, that probably meant an attempt at seduction. He had made it clear that Emmy would only play a supporting role, as The Service freely admitted they were throwing me to the wolves. And potentially under the bus. I think ‘expendable’ was the term Gus Singleton used.

#####

It was exciting to find that MI6 had booked us into the First-Class cabin for our flight to Dubai. It stood to reason – that’s where our mark would be sitting.

We arranged to approach the check-in counter as two separate couples to keep our two assistants from being compromised by their association with Dylan and me. With boarding passes in hand, we were whisked immediately to the sumptuous First-Class lounge, where a hostess gave us a brief tour of all the fantastic amenities.

Xavier and Emmy arrived a few minutes later, and as they walked past us, I heard Emmy’s urgent whisper.

“Psst. Look over at the bar. That’s him. You can even see the briefcase.”

The imposing man at the bar looked like he could have been a professional boxer in a former life. He was probably around fifty years old, with a touch of grizzled grey hair at his temples. Broad shoulders topped a barrel chest, leaving little doubt that he was a force to be reckoned with. A glance at his profile revealed a nose that had been broken on more than one occasion. He was a man familiar with physical violence.

Our mark was chatting with an attractive blonde who seemed to be hanging onto his every word.

“Look how he’s flirting with her,” chuckled Dylan quietly. “He’s clearly a ladies’ man. That should make our plan reasonably easy. He’ll be an ideal sexploitation target.”

“Unless blondie is on our flight, when the plan could be blown straight out of the water. He’d be too engrossed in her to fall into my honeytrap,” I pointed out.

“Yeah. Good observation, Stella,” my admiring husband complimented me. “So, let’s hope she’s on a different flight.”

All we could do was make ourselves comfortable and wait. Imagine our relief when the lounge hostess announced the departure of a flight to New York, and luck turned out to be on our side. The blonde wished Sinclair Mbulu goodbye and left in search of her boarding gate.

Thirty minutes later, it was our turn to head to our gate and our turn to be stunned by the opulence of the cabin of the enormous A380. The first-class cabin was upstairs, and it was the most luxurious aircraft cabin I’d ever seen.

Instead of the usual flatbed seats, every passenger had a private suite with walls and a door. At the front of the cabin were two spacious bathrooms, each with a full shower. Then, at the rear of the First-Class section was a full bar with a handsome young bartender.

Dylan had been assigned a suite in row two, directly across the aisle from our target. I was right behind him in row three while Emmy and Xavier were in the center suites in the row in front of him. We had him almost surrounded. Xavier and Emmy made a point of ignoring Dylan and me, which made me feel very alone as we faced our first real-world challenge.

As we settled into our seats, I leaned over Dylan’s seat back. I attempted to reinforce our cover story by engaging in the type of professional conversation that a journalist and her photographer sidekick would typically have.

It came as little surprise when, soon after takeoff, Sinclair Mbulu headed straight back towards the bar.

Emmy stood up to look back at me with a nod to indicate it was precisely what we’d hoped. Things were going according to plan.

When my husband stuck his head into my suite, he looked excited.

“I got a quick look inside his suite as he was leaving, and he has padlocked his briefcase to his seat. Maybe we could get to it while he’s having a drink in the bar. That would save you from the most stressful part of our plan.”

“Yeah,” I countered. “But what if he comes back while you’re in his suite, waving your magic gizmo around and opening his case? Tough as it may be, I think we need to stick with the plan.”

I couldn’t tell whether my husband was worried or excited by the fact that I was expected to seduce Sinclair Mbulu and do whatever it took to keep him out of the way while David photographed the President’s itinerary. He had to be worried that I planned to take the tough-looking character into the bathroom to have sex with him. But since his admission to enjoying me being with other men, was he finding it more appealing than frightening? His thinking was way beyond my comprehension.

With a cursory nod to Dylan, I strolled back to the bar.

The sheer size of Sinclair Mbulu made the sleek bar stool look like it could collapse under his weight. Two couples had grabbed two of the comfy sofas on the outer edge of the cabin, but my mark was alone at the bar.

“May I join you?” I asked him.

“Without a doubt, you may, beautiful lady. His lilting accent sounded gentler than I’d expected. He also sounded more Caribbean than African. “Please sit with me and tell me all about yourself.”

For a man who looked so tough, his chivalrous behavior seemed strangely out of place. Without asking what I wanted, he turned to the bartender and ordered champagne.

Luckily, he turned out to be much easier to talk to than I’d anticipated. I knew Emmy, Xavier, and Dylan were all listening to my conversation as I’d been wired for sound in the bathroom of the lounge before we boarded, and I wanted to make them proud of me on this first actual operation.

I stuck with our assigned legend and introduced myself as a journalist, Stella Ruskin. For safety’s sake, I mentioned that I was traveling with my photographer, Dylan Russo. Our controllers, Jim and Sue MacLean, had assured us that a website would be set up to support our credentials. If anyone used the ‘contact us’ feature on the site, they would be connected directly to a specialist desk at MI6, where trained agents would support our cover story.

I tried to pull out all the stops, flirting using all the seduction techniques Emmy had taught me at The Beach. The hair flicks, the moistening of the lips with the tip of my tongue implying all sorts of filthy pleasures, and the piéce de résistance, the playful squeeze of his massive biceps in appreciation of his incomparable wit.

My goal was to befriend Sinclair Mbulu by making him feel sexually irresistible.

“Enough about me, though. What do you do, Sinclair?” I asked, appearing fascinated by my new friend.

“I’m the Head of Security for the President of the African Union, Simon Kungaya,” he said proudly.

I layered on my admiration to a point where I feared I was going over the top, but he relished every minute of it.

“Oh my God,’ I gasped, sounding like a star-struck groupie. “Do you think you could get me an interview with him? That would be such an achievement. It might even get me a promotion.”

His lewd chuckle proved that my tactics were bearing fruit. I was reeling him in.

“Mmm, now, what would it be worth – this interview?” He reached his hand out to grab my thigh, starting to stroke up and down without any pretense of subtlety.

He was falling into my trap. I was actually doing it. Through my newfound sexual wiles, I was turning a powerful man into soft, malleable putty in my hands. As challenging as my training had been, it was bearing fruit.

“Well, since you mention it, I have always wanted to join the mile-high club,” I giggled sexily. “And the bathrooms on this aircraft are enormous…”

I purposely left any further offer unspoken, dangling tantalizingly in the charged atmosphere between us.

“Mmm, so you want Daddy to fuck your brains out at forty thousand feet, is that it?”

Jeez. What was I getting myself into? The brute of a man was certainly not my ‘Daddy,’ and the idea of him ‘fucking my brains out’ was as unappealing as root canal work. I had to remind myself repeatedly that I was doing my job. With a mission to save the life of a tremendously important man, my delicate sensibilities needed to take a back seat. If he got off on referring to himself as Daddy, I needed to act as if it was a turn-on for me, too.

“Oooh, Daddy,” I purred. “You are wicked.”

When he grabbed my hand, I thought he was going to pull me off my barstool in his eagerness.

Without another word being spoken, he marched me up to the front of the cabin, straight past my husband, who never said a word. Then, on past Xavier and Emmy’s row, where, with their doors open, they appeared to be engrossed in the latest blockbuster action movie. Neither of them even glanced up at me, but I knew they were monitoring every word I said. I also knew Dylan was poised to employ the covert tactics he had been trained for and undertake his role in the drama as soon as he heard me say the trigger phrase, ‘magic spell.’

With the flight attendants busy, there was no need for the minor subterfuge I’d planned to sneak us both into the bathroom. Sinclair just opened the door, and we walked in. Even with his formidable size, there was plenty of space in the luxurious room.

‘Holy jeez,’ I thought. I was actually expected to go through with this. During our training at The Beach, such an outcome had seemed entirely hypothetical despite the exquisite lessons Xavier taught me.

Without any attempt at romanticizing our adventure, the brutish giant put his hands around my waist and lifted me to the countertop beside the sink. I shouldn’t have been surprised when he reached up under my skirt and literally tore off my white lace thong. Then tugging open his belt and his pants, he released the gnarled-looking beast that he intended to fuck me with. It was so dark, almost blue-black, and a road map of thick veins made it look all the more intimidating.

“I’ll bet you like a little rough, don’t you, girlie? Tell Daddy what you want.”

The first thing I wanted was for the uncouth dickhead to stop referring to himself as my ‘Daddy.’

“Oooh, Daddy,” I groaned sexily, “I’d let you do anything to me. I think you have me under a magic spell.”

And there it was – the plan was in motion, the game was afoot. The team would have heard the trigger phrase, so we were off to the races. With his trousers around his ankles and his hard cock waving menacingly towards my pussy there was no way Sinclair could get out of the bathroom and back to his seat before Dylan was done with his part of the operation. Xavier and Emmy had planned to keep the flight attendants occupied while my husband attended to his assigned task.

I couldn’t help thinking of the phrase misattributed to Queen Victoria – ‘lie back and think of England,’ Sarah. You can do this. A man’s life is at stake. The unease that first surfaced when I was being trained in the deceptive art of sexpionage loomed large in my mind.

“Do you want Daddy to stretch that tight little pussy with his big black cock, little girl?

“Mmm, yes, Daddy.” I tried to sound genuine, but I think he was too excited to care. Pre-cum was pouring from his cock as he moved forward. At least it would provide lubrication because my excitement was non-existent.

“Have you ever been pounded by a huge black cock before,” he asked.

I had no intention of telling him that over the past weeks, I had been ‘pounded’ by the most amazing black cock on the planet. The uncouth asshole needed to feel special.

“You’ll be my first, Daddy,” I cooed. His sneering smile proved I’d hit the spot with my compliment.

Reassured that he would be providing a brand new and probably earth-shattering experience for me, he pushed the big head of his cock between my lips and eased the first couple of inches inside me.

“How does it feel to have your first black cock, little girl?” he asked as he started to pump harder and faster inside me. He would have been devastated to hear that the whole experience was incredibly mediocre.

“Oooh, Daddy, it’s amazing. You’re so big and so hard.” I attempted to make some encouraging noises as if the feeling of him inside me was the most blissful thing I had ever felt.

I hoped my three team members listening in were in agreement that I deserved an Oscar.

After what seemed like an eternity of his animalistic pounding, his question contained elements of both horror and relief:

“Do you want me to fill your tight pussy with my cum, girlie?”

Absolutely fucking not, I thought. But I was acting a part, and it demanded an inevitable finale.

“Oooh, Daddy. Yesss. Fill me up.”

His grunts and groans could probably have been heard back in the Economy cabin. Sweat poured from his face as he blasted rope after rope of cum deep inside me.

I had never felt so dirty. It took me back to my initial reaction when I heard about sexpionage as an operational tactic. It felt little better than prostitution and went against all the moral values I’d been brought up with.

Almost immediately, it occurred to me that I had played a key part in an attempt to save a man’s life. Rather than feeling that I’d been taken advantage of, I needed to realize that I was the one who had taken advantage of Sinclair Mbulu. The poor man had played right into my hands. The idea of sex without love had initially been abhorrent to me, but now even the idea of sex with a vile brute like Mbulu seemed palatable if there was a strong underlying reason. The encounter had changed me irrevocably, and I had come to realize that an end can indeed justify the means.

#####

Dylan

My part in the plan was relatively easy when compared to the indignities my poor wife was suffering, and that I could hear clearly through my earpiece. Accessing Mbulu’s briefcase was straightforward using the cool gadget provided by the MI6 technical division. When the lid sprang open, I was freaked out by the stack of documents in the case. I could be there forever. Luckily, the third one in the pile was titled Simon Kungaya – African Union Summit (Travel Schedule and Itinerary). With the photos done and the briefcase relocked, I was back across the aisle and pretending to nap within minutes. Certainly, well before my wife and Mbulu snuck out of the bathroom looking sheepish. I was kinda proud of my first efforts in the field.

Despite having achieved everything we’d intended, I was suffering a severe level of discomfort. I’d only recently realized that I harbored a serious hotwife fetish, so I had expected my wife’s encounter with Sinclair Mbulu to be a real turn-on. However, it had the opposite effect. It was challenging to identify precisely why it was so different to watch her with Xavier, but it was like night and day. The conflicting thoughts were confusing. Why did I find it beyond thrilling to watch Xaviers thick black cock disappearing inch by inch into my wife’s tight married pussy but the very thought of her with Mbulu was repulsive? I couldn’t wait to talk to Stella. I needed to know how she felt about the whole ordeal. It was a conversation that would have to wait until we were alone in our hotel room in Dubai.


Chapter Three – Dubai

Dylan

When we landed in Dubai, the four of us still had to be careful not to be seen together as a group. Two separate limos had been arranged to take us to our hotel, where we were able to regroup. Stella and I didn’t dare discuss anything substantive in the car, fearing the driver would overhear. It meant we still had an agonizing wait before we could unburden ourselves of all the intense and disturbing feelings that the Sinclair Mbulu operation had aroused in us.

The Service's travel administration team had booked a sizable three-bedroom suite to minimize the time the four of us had to spend in the hotel's public areas and moving between rooms. Our instructions were to limit our visibility as much as possible.

As we threw our bags on the soft, comfortable-looking, king-size bed, the concern on Stella’s face made it clear that she was struggling with the way the operation had played out. Unfortunately, we still didn’t get a chance to talk because Emmy and Xavier were keen to report back to Grove House.

“We need to get this stuff back to Tom Gardner and Gus Singleton as soon as possible,” Emmy told us. I’m setting up an encrypted line to forward a copy of the itinerary document and routing it through Jim and Sue MacLean.”

I’d imagined our controllers would have been much more hands-on, but the MacLeans had left us very much to our own devices, expecting us to use our initiative and rely on the experience of Emmy and Xavier.

I could understand the urgency. It was the obvious course of action. But it was annoying when I desperately needed to talk to my wife and find out what was upsetting her.

Within minutes of Emmy sending the document back to Grove House, we received an urgent message from Gus. He wanted an immediate video conference to debrief us. And still, my conversation with my wife was put on hold.

Gus wore a beaming smile when his face popped up on our screen. He was thrilled with the success of our operation. One by one, separate video boxes appeared on the screen as each participant logged in. As promised, Tom Gardner was online, then Jim and Sue joined the session. The surprise came when a window opened to Charles McLelland’s smiling face, followed by Laszlo Kopic looking as grumpy as ever.

“I thought it would be useful to have Charles and Laszlo involved in your entire operation, guys,” Gus told us. “Their advice could be invaluable. Oh, yeah, and by the way, we have also looped in Paul Holland, but he is on an audio-only link that uses voice-changing technology to keep your identities secret.”

I had always found it strange that two outsiders like Charlie McLelland and Laszlo Kopic would have access to top-secret British intelligence operations, even if they could provide valuable advice. Now, Gus was involving the CEO of our company, Paul Holland, apparently because of our organization’s depth and breadth of cybersecurity knowledge.

My rumination on the weirdness of these interwoven relationships was interrupted by Gus Singleton’s elated voice.

“Well done, you guys. It all went according to plan — especially your efforts, Stella. You were the key component that made the operation so successful. You should all be very proud of yourselves for getting such a result on your first-ever field operation.”

All four of us sat there with smiles on our faces as everyone on the call echoed Gus’ compliments. Even Stella, who had been looking so concerned, seemed cheered by the praise they were heaping on her, but I could tell she was experiencing an underlying level of discomfort — I could see it in her beautiful eyes.

We had to go through every tactical moment of the plan for the benefit of the high-powered team back in England. Understandably, Stella left out the most lurid details of her sexpionage deception, but the core of it was clear to everyone. My wife had fucked a target as a simple distraction to facilitate the successful execution of our plan. The admiration of the whole group was clearly evident. But let's face it, they could view it dispassionately as a mere assignment. They had to understand that it was different for me. She was my wife.

Admittedly, I was bursting with pride at the thought of my wife’s total transformation from a sexually inhibited math geek into an empowered, sexually liberated, and triumphant spy. But still, I found my emotions torn between the excitement of being married to my very own hotwife and, on the other hand, a feeling that my enjoyment of her newfound liberation was disgusting. What right-thinking man would willingly encourage his wife to have sex with another guy? Did it make me less of a man? There were too many unanswerable questions. I attempted to comfort myself with the belief that no matter how many men she was required to have sex with, she would always be going home with me. At least, I hoped she would.

#####

Dylan

With the debrief eventually over, we finally got some time alone together for our much-needed discussion about the outrageous events of the day. The bravado Stella had shown throughout the entire ordeal and its aftermath melted away as I took her in my arms.

“Oh, David,” she cried. “What are we doing?”

“Just the job we signed up for, my darling. We've known since the early days at Grove House that operations like this one could be part of our routine assignments.” I tried to sound reassuring, but the doubt in my voice was easy to pick up on.

“I know it’s part of the job, but you weren't in that airplane bathroom with that ugly brute’s cock pounding inside you. It made me feel so dirty, David. I know you heard every word that vile man said to me, so you know how humiliating it was. I kept trying to summon a vision of Emmy being put through even worse torments with her African general who had been planning a coup, but it couldn’t overcome the feeling of him defiling me.”

For her, it had been like a form of torture, and I felt so sorry for my delicate wife, having been put through such an ordeal. Her tears were flowing freely as she remembered the horrors of her assignment.

“I don’t think I can go on with this, my darling,” she whispered. “Having sex with other men goes against all my principles. I thought I could treat it the way Emmy does – as just a job. I thought I could act the role. When I was with Mbulu, I kept thinking of Emmy’s story of her assignment with the African general. She had no qualms about agreeing to every one of his outrageous sexual demands despite the fact that the man was a cruel, ugly brute. He was probably far worse than Sinclair Mbulu, but that didn’t help. Oh, David, my darling, if my role demands more situations where my morals and beliefs are so dreadfully compromised, I just don’t think I can do it.”

“Shhh, Sarah,” I coaxed, trying to calm her frayed nerves. “Let’s think about this. We've been brought on to lead this project because of our analytical skills. So, let’s analyze your feelings and your emotions about what you could be asked to do. You are just as strong as Emmy, and if she can overcome her doubts, then I’m sure you can. But only if you really want to.”

Her breathing calmed as she considered treating her problem in the only way we knew how – with rigorous analysis.

“Yeah, sure,” she ventured tentatively. “But where do we start with our logical analysis?”

“How about with a straightforward question,” I suggested. “Is your objection broadly toward having sex with other men, OR is it more specific – you object only if it involves sex with a vile brute like Sinclair Mbulu? That raises the issue of whether this is truly a question of morals and principles or simply the fact that you found your mark disgusting.”

I could see she was considering the question seriously.

“I don't know David. I get what you’re implying, and maybe I am hiding behind the whole morals and scruples excuse when, all along, I simply found the man repugnant. But I have no way of testing out that hypothesis.”

I wasn’t intending to sound sarcastic, but it inevitably sounded that way. “I'll bet if we invited Xavier over to our room, your principles would be far less compromised.” I laughed in an attempt to lighten her mood. I feared that I just sounded cynical.

“Oh, David, I don’t even know anymore,” she protested. “But maybe it would get me back on track with this whole sexpionage business."

“So, let's invite him, and we’ll see,” I suggested as casually as possible. Did my perversity know no bounds?

#####

Unsurprisingly, Xavier was delighted when we asked him to join us for a late-evening glass of brandy. When we explained Stella’s dilemma, he immediately expressed a willingness to help her conquer her doubts. Hardly a surprise, as he made it evident at every opportunity that he desired her. But what transpired was far from what I’d initially planned. It turned out that we were all exhausted from the day’s intense operation. So, when Xavier asked if he could stay over, and my mind raced to envisage the filthiest of scenarios, I was immediately disappointed by his next suggestion:

“Wouldn't it be good just to cuddle, gorgeous,” he asked my wife, using his usual term of endearment.

Maybe his intuition told him how difficult she was finding her new role, and he wanted to treat her with kid gloves. Perhaps he wanted to ease her back into the comfort level she’d possessed while we were in training at Grove House. Sadly, I’d hoped to witness a hell of a lot more than cuddling. However, Stella was overjoyed at the idea,

“God, yes, that would be wonderful,” she whispered. “I’m just so tired.”

We all unselfconsciously stripped off our clothes and climbed into the massive bed, still nursing our brandy glasses. Being naked together was a hurdle we’d crossed soon after arriving at Grove House and The Beach. Sitting there, sipping the warming liquid as we discussed the events of the day seemed entirely natural despite being altogether surreal. When I considered it objectively, it seemed all the more bizarre. My wife and I were naked in our marital bed with an Adonis-like young black guy and chatting as if it was the most normal thing in the world. The effects of the brandy soon took hold of us all, and Stella was the first to succumb to the embrace of sleep. Xavier wrapped his strong arms around her and spooned her from behind, fulfilling her wish to be cuddled. My imagination ran riot as I pictured his hard cock lodged between my wife’s ass cheeks.

“Good night, my friend,” Xavier whispered to me. His smile was one of genuine friendship. The whole arrangement was nothing short of weird.

I’ve no idea what woke me, but when I glanced at the clock, it was only three-thirty in the morning. The light of a full moon filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a monochromatic hue over the room.

Stella’s heavy breathing made it clear she was in the depths of a contented sleep. However, there was no sound from Xavier. When I propped myself up on one elbow and glanced over at him, he smiled, wide awake like me. He still had his muscular arms around my wife, which was a little disconcerting. They looked like the perfect couple, her petite, pale, naked body enveloped by his dark black strength. The monochromatic light created a vision that was almost painterly in its intensity. Xavier was still spooning my wife from behind, and I became aware of a wicked twinkle in his eyes.

When he winked at me and put a finger to his mouth to keep me quiet, I knew he had something devious planned. He pointed to the armchair at the bottom of the bed, and unquestioningly, I pulled back the sheet, slipped out of bed, went over, and sat down.

As I’d guessed, his ‘let’s just cuddle’ idea had been a ploy to ease Stella back into feeling comfortable having sex with another man. As he shifted his position, it was impossible to miss the fact that his black shaft was rigid with excitement at whatever he was planning.

I watched as he gently slipped his massive cock between her legs, using his own spit to provide some lubrication. Slowly he eased himself inside my wife’s welcoming pussy, and inch by slow inch he disappeared inside her.

Despite her exhaustion, I noticed her slight involuntary wriggle as her body sensed the overwhelming pleasure of feeling so totally filled by his magnificent cock.

I wasn’t sure if the sensation had woken her or if the almost imperceptible undulation of her hips was a simple reflex action in response to the blissful feeling of being impaled so thoroughly.

If she was rousing herself, Stella clearly decided to keep the pretense going. She liked the feeling of being sexually worshipped while she was sleeping. From my point of view, it was incredibly erotic to watch as Xavier slowly, gently fucked my wife from behind. He lifted her leg and propped it up at the knee – an action that could only have been intended to give me a better view. I watched, up close, as Stella’s wetness developed fast, and the sloppy sounds of their conjoined bodies added another sexy dimension to what I was witnessing.

It was riveting to watch. I couldn’t help but stroke my cock in time with Xavier’s movements in and out of my wife’s perfect pussy.

When he unexpectedly pulled out, his cock was shiny with their combined excitement.

Once again, he put his finger to his lips to ask for my silence. When he slipped off the bed, his huge cock bouncing with every step, I had no idea what to expect. But knowing Xavier, it was likely to be excruciatingly hot. He came around the end of the bed, tiptoeing in front of me, then climbed up again so he was positioned directly in front of Stella’s face.

Kneeling there beside her head, he audaciously wiped the tip of his wet glistening cock all over my beloved wife’s lips.

And still, she feigned sleep. She must have been awake and aware by that point, but she clearly found her situation erotic. Being made love to – for that’s precisely what he was doing – while she slept was obviously a turn-on for her.

When the tiniest tip of her tongue poked from between her lips, I knew she was at least half awake in that wonderful dozing state that can feel so euphoric.

As soon as Xavier spotted her tongue, he sensuously milked an entire shaft of precum onto it for her to taste. And still, she pretended to sleep. However, her half smile as she opened her lips just a little was a telltale sign that she was fully aware of what was happening to her.

With her lips slightly parted, Xavier eased them further apart with the tip of his cock and then slipped it into her mouth. In precisely the same way he’d fucked her pussy he proceeded to slowly, gently, and erotically fuck my wife’s throat.

I jerked my cock ever faster. The sight was almost too exciting to handle. I should have known there was more to come. The young guy had been face-fucking my wife for maybe five minutes when another change in position was apparently on his agenda. He pulled out every last inch of his cock with a final wet popping sound then he moved her body, so she was lying on her back.

I watched in wonderment as the stunning young man slid down her body, easing her legs apart, then dropped his head between her legs. All pretense of sleep was abandoned by Stella as he licked and sucked at my beloved’s sopping pussy. Her moans, squeals, and sighs were a testament to the skill of Xavier's talented tongue. He tickled her clit with the very tip of his tongue, driving Stella wild. He pushed his tongue in and out of her wetness, tongue-fucking her until I could tell she was close to a powerful orgasm. Then, seeing she was so close, Xavier got up to his knees and slid his magnificent shaft back into my wife’s depths. All the gentle slowness was gone as he fucked her with all his intensity, powering into her over and over, his muscular ass cheeks tensing with every thrust.

Stella had been close even before he was inside her, and the shuddering of her body made it clear her earth-shattering orgasm was taking hold. Seeing her like that had me close to the edge as well as I pumped my hard cock.

It was a wonder that hotel security wasn't sent to our suite because as all three of us orgasmed together, the screams were loud enough to wake the dead. I watched Xavier's cock pulsing over and over as he filled my wife’s unprotected womb with his huge load, and it was one of the most disturbing sights I’d ever witnessed. Bizarrely, it was also one of the most deliriously exciting sights at the same time.

When we had all recovered from the intensity of our nocturnal adventure, Xavier decided to leave us and head back to his own room for the rest of the night. There was no chance that Emmy hadn't heard the passionate volume of our escapade, but we would have to cross that bridge in the morning.

“I hope your mind is clearer now, Stella,” the self-assured young man offered before he left us alone. “Another man’s cock inside you doesn’t always have to feel bad, does it?”

My wife lay there on our bed, looking totally at ease and thoroughly satisfied. She was positively glowing.

“Mmm, no,” she said in quiet agreement. “I suppose not.”

For my part, I wasn’t sure if she meant she could carry on with our sexpionage assignments or if she just treasured the feel of Xavier making love to her. It was blatantly obvious she had an emotional attachment to him, so it called into question whether the whole episode had really qualified as a viable test.

“Good,” he said emphatically, making it obvious he understood that her commitment to her intelligence operative role had been renewed. “I’ll wish you a good night then.”

#####

“Make love to me, David.”

They were the sweetest words I could wish to hear. My fears that she would choose Xavier as her exclusive lover over me were unfounded. We lay there beside each other in a euphoric state after he left us.

Initially ignoring her offer, I rolled on top of my beautiful wife and kissed her deeply, exploring her mouth with my tongue. I should have found it dirty or even obscene. Dear, God, her lips had been around another man's cock only minutes before. His pre-cum had coated her tongue. Was she testing me to see how much I could take of this new, challenging life?

“Do you still love me, David?” she asked warily.

More, much more than ever, my darling,” I insisted, eliciting a whimper of gratitude from the love of my life.

I found myself unable to resist the most challenging test of all. Sliding down my wife’s body, I took in the sight of her reddened, recently-fucked pussy. The sight was incredible. The mingled scents of sex, both hers and his, were almost overwhelming. It taunted me and excited me at the same time.

I could see that my warm breath on her pussy was exciting her even though she’d only just received the pounding of her life. But could I go through with it? While I wrestled with doubt, the woman I'd been married to for all those years, and whom I thought I knew so well, promptly shocked me to the core.

Reaching down, my darling wife took my head in both hands and raised her hips to push her newly fucked pussy in my face. As you can imagine, there was an enormous psychological barrier for me to overcome if I wanted to worship my wife’s glorious sex. The unmistakable scent of a man in her mouth, on her body, and especially on her pussy made my brain pulse with terror. But I knew immediately that all I wanted in the world was to pleasure her with my mouth – to press my lips to her pussy and probe her depths with my tongue. I knew her taste so well, and strangely the fact that Xavier had pumped her full of his massive load of cum did nothing to detract from her delicious essence.

My cock was throbbing with excitement as I took her delicate petals into my mouth. I was in heaven as I worshipped my liberated wife’s sex.

“Will you make love to me, David?” she pleaded.

There was nothing in the world I wanted more. Sliding up her body, my cock entered her so easily through the silky lubricant of another man's cum. The sensation was brain-tinglingly incredible, knowing that my shy, reserved wife had just been so well fucked by someone else. There was an unexpected urgency for both of us, and my wife gripped my ass to pull me deep inside her as I fucked her hard and fast. The wild look in her eyes told me Stella was about to experience another earth-shattering orgasm. That look drove me close to the edge, too. It was the rumbling growl emanating from somewhere deep within her that finished it off for me as we climaxed together in the most beautiful affirmation of our love for each other. Stella’s screams of passion, combined with my exhilarating cries, sent a message to the heavens that we were indeed soul mates. 

The excitement of watching Xavier fuck the love of my life had filled my balls with a huge load of cum – a load that I blasted into my wife’s tender pussy in great streams, all the while accompanied by her moans of pleasure.

Typically, after such an intense sexual encounter, I would have rolled to my wife’s side, sated, drained, and deliriously happy. However, rather than collapsing beside Stella, I was drawn like a moth to a flame back down to her gorgeous pussy. I was mesmerized by the evidence of her emancipation. I wanted nothing more than to savor the intoxicating cocktail that combined the marital bliss of our lovemaking with the dark infidelity that had filled her such a short time before.

As I was confronted by her puffy, swollen, well-used lips, I inhaled the potent mixture that personified my newly liberated wife. I was struck again by that gut-wrenching combination of sexual excitement and stark fear as I leaned in to taste her. Inevitably her flavors were complex where my cum was added to Xaviers, but my wife’s essence was still paramount. The lingering tastes of all our combined excitement were the ultimate testament to the total transformation of Sarah Russell. My wife was a hotwife, and my hotwife was a spy.

#####

The following day, the four of us sat down to review Kungaya’s schedule and the supporting documents that I had managed to photograph. Emmy must have heard the wild sex of the night before, but she never said a word.

As we were going through the pilfered information with a fine-tooth comb, we received an encrypted message with a new set of instructions from Gus.

Following our success in obtaining Kungaya’s travel schedule, we were to attend the African Union summit in Lagos, Nigeria. Flights were already booked for later that day. Gus emphasized that, first and foremost, our objective was to do whatever it took to keep Kungaya safe.

Unfortunately, however, MI6 had intercepted signals intelligence indicating that an unknown perpetrator had hacked into African Union systems by exploiting a simple IoT vulnerability in the African Union’s headquarters heating system. They had attempted to obtain the President’s exact schedule. We had to assume that the hack was intended to facilitate the assassination attempt.

Finally, Gus advised us that he would forward the underlying code of the hack for our analysis. He made it clear that he expected the formidable Russells to use our extensive experience to recognize any coding anomalies or trends that could point to the source of the hack.

The source code Gus had promised arrived on Emmy’s laptop, which she had left with Stella and me, so we immediately turned our attention to identifying the source of the African Union hack and attempting to recognize any specific coding patterns and stylistic traits. It was exactly the work we’d been trained to do and precisely why MI6 had recruited us in the first place. So, no pressure there, then! Meanwhile, Emmy and Xavier busied themselves, packing for our imminent departure to Lagos.

It was my whip-smart wife who first spotted the telltale line of code that set us on the right path.

“There. Look there, Dylan,” she pointed excitedly at the laptop screen. “It can't be a coincidence. That line bears all the hallmarks of SouthWind.”

We had come across SouthWind several times before at Russell Cyber, typically in connection with social-engineering attacks aimed at deceiving unsuspecting individuals through psychological manipulation. This IoT attack was new territory for the group, but the code design had all its hallmarks. The only thing we knew about their operation was that they were a loosely formed boiler-room hacker group based near Lagos, our next operational port of call. Their motivation had previously been entirely financial rather than political, so, from that point of view, this latest activity broke the usual pattern. The most likely explanation was that SouthWind was simply a contractor for our archnemesis, who was probably paying them an exorbitant sum. They were likely still in it for the money.

Suddenly, our trip to Lagos took on a second dimension. The four of us still needed to keep Simon Kungaya safe, but we also had to find some way to infiltrate the hacker group. Only then could we hope to uncover the identity of the person or group intent on destroying the international rule of law.

“All MI6 could tell us was that there had been an attempt to hack into the AU systems. Apparently, it isn’t clear whether the hack was successful.” Emmy’s matter-of-fact delivery of such crucial information did nothing to alleviate our rapidly developing fears.

“Yeah, but even so, I think we need to treat the situation as if they succeeded,” I replied. “Even if SouthWind’s hacking attempt failed, it looks like we are still in a race against time.”


Chapter Four – Lagos

Stella

Our flight from Dubai to Lagos was uneventful, but nonetheless, our nerves were frazzled. A man’s life was in our hands, after all. The fact that our plane was landing only fifteen hours before the opening session of the summit multiplied the stress a hundredfold.

Our transport from Murtala Muhammed International Airport was arranged similarly to that in Dubai. Dylan and I were in one limo, still using our legend of a journalist and her trusty sidekick photographer; Emmy and Xavier were in the second car, pretending to be a young married couple on vacation.

Once again, it wasn't until we were settled in our hotel suite that we were able to regroup to discuss our plans for the following day. Our skill set had been helpful in identifying the coding patterns used by the hackers, but what now? We were acutely aware that when it came to field operations, we had to defer to Xavier and Emmy for their more significant practical experience.

“How do we approach the assignment, guys?” I asked them.

Xavier sounded a little doubtful as he explained their thinking.

“This isn't meant as an insult to you and Dylan, Stella,” he fumbled for a subtle way to explain his obvious concerns. There was inevitably a ‘BUT’ to be delivered.

“You see,” he continued. “Normally, we would split into two pairs, with one assigned to protect Kungaya and the other responsible for infiltrating the SouthWind hacker collective. But.”

There it was – the highly anticipated ‘BUT.’

“But with your lack of field experience, Emmy and I feel we should all stick together for both objectives.”

“Ha,” laughed my husband. “You surely didn’t think we’d be offended by the idea. If anything, we’re relieved. So, what’s the plan?”

“Well, we've just had another message from Grove House. They have arranged a rental car for us. It’s parked in the hotel's basement car park. Now, we know where Kungaya is staying, so we drive over there first thing in the morning and stake out his hotel. Then, we follow his motorcade to the convention center, where the summit is to be held. Emmy and I studied the route while you two were analyzing the hacker codes. The most likely alternatives for an assassination attempt appear to be either a sniper attack from the shopping center roof opposite the convention center or some kind of roadside improvised explosive device somewhere along the route.”

To Dylan and me, it sounded like a well-formulated plan, but we were as skilled as kindergartners in such life-or-death operations. Even so, it was Dylan who identified the critical issue.

“But what the hell do we do to stop it in either of those scenarios?” he asked. 

Emmy smiled at my husband's perceptive question.

“Well,” she reassured us. “Xavier and I have made a few arrangements. We put our heads together on the flight and have already involved our local MI6 operatives from the Deputy High Commission here in Lagos. They have arranged with the local police to install fake ‘Road Works’ signs that will necessitate a last-minute change of route for the President’s motorcade. That negates the first of our anticipated scenarios. They have also arranged the local equivalent of a SWAT team to keep the shopping center rooftop under surveillance. That’s our contingency for scenario number two.”

Dylan looked as impressed as I was. All the intricate planning they’d pulled off in such a short time was mind-boggling. 

“So, all we need to do is follow along at the rear of the motorcade, which has also been arranged. We've tried to think of everything.” Xavier's self-satisfied smile seemed justified for once. The two of them had done an incredible job.

#####

Stella

Dylan and I had a perfect night's sleep, comforted by the knowledge that Emmy and Xavier had anticipated every eventuality of our operation. It seemed almost certain that President Kungaya would be able to deliver his address as planned, and the general assembly would vote on his proposal to crack down hard on the hacker scene. The first part of our mission would be accomplished, and we could move on to infiltrating the SouthWind hacker collective.

We had a light room-service breakfast well before dawn, and by eight o’clock, our rented black Mercedes was in position opposite the entrance to Kungaya’s hotel, ready for his eight-thirty departure. As we sat there watching, a roadworks truck started placing orange cones across the planned route precisely as our friends had arranged. The motorcade would be forced to take the alternate route we’d planned, and any potential threats along the previously planned itinerary were circumvented.

By eight-thirty, quite a crowd of onlookers had gathered around the main entrance doors of the hotel, eager to catch a glimpse of the hugely popular Kungaya.

“Should be any minute now,” Xavier whispered quietly. “There. He’s coming out.”

A group of about eight men was coming out of the hotel, led by Sinclair Mbulu, the vile man who I’d been unlucky enough to have sex with as my unpleasant initiation into the mile-high club. Mbulu’s eyes were scanning right and left, watching the crowd like a hawk. The security team around the President looked impressive. For his part, Kungaya, always known as a man of the people, was shaking hands and acknowledging the people he passed. His friendly persona must have been a nightmare for his security detail.

As impressive as the security team appeared, the following moments proved just how difficult it is to stop a lone-wolf terrorist. A serious-looking young man in the second row of the crowd simply lifted his arm, and too late, everyone spotted the gun.

The President's assassination took mere seconds. A bullet into the forehead was instantaneously fatal. While everyone reacted in shock and horror, we watched as the lone gunman slipped backward through the screaming throng. Emilio Castro, the world-renowned assassin-for-hire, disappeared into the service alley at the side of the hotel.

“I’m going after him,” yelled Xavier. “You three get back to the hotel. We can’t be spotted anywhere in the vicinity of what just unfolded.”

And with that, he was gone – out of the car and running across the road toward the alley.

What an ignominious start to our operation. The man we’d been assigned to help protect had been assassinated right in front of our eyes. Anonymous Adversary 1 – Good Guys 0.

#####

We had only been back in our hotel suite for about twenty minutes when Xavier arrived. It was the first time I’d seen him looking disheveled. He’d clearly been running, and he was panting as he gave us the details of his futile chase.

“He was already gone,” he exploded angrily. “There was almost certainly a getaway car waiting for him behind the hotel. That was a highly professional hit we witnessed. Whoever is behind this seems to be one step ahead of us all the time. Every intricate plan we devise gets thwarted by our adversary’s simple audacity. Kungaya’s departure from the hotel was never even deemed a potential risk, so why did the shooter find it so easy?”

His question was clearly rhetorical, as none of us could answer him.

“We knew someone had probably accessed his schedule,” he continued, almost as if he were thinking out loud, attempting to reason out what had happened. “But they also anticipated our plans with a frightening degree of accuracy.”

“Do you think we can trust Sinclair Mbulu?” I asked. “After all, he was supposed to be in charge of security. Could he be feeding information to our adversary?’

Xavier’s frown made me wish I’d never spoken.

“Even if he is a traitor, it doesn’t explain how he could anticipate the changes we made to the travel plans.” His tone implied that I should have thought harder before suggesting explanations that weren't feasible.

Emmy attempted to defuse his annoyance.

“What’s done is done, I’m afraid,” she said rather matter-of-factly. We need to alert London and then concentrate on the crux of our mission. As I see it, the operation that initially had two distinct objectives now has three: first, we need to identify the hacker group our adversary is using, and second, we need to determine who assassinated Kungaya, which could lead us to the mastermind behind this entire evil plot. Ultimately, our goal is to establish an EMEA-wide cybersecurity capability. We need to consider whether any members of SouthWind could be potential candidates. After all, there are loads of examples of former hackers changing allegiance, becoming white-hat hackers working for legitimate organizations.”

#####

Although the failure wasn’t ours alone, we were all understandably anxious as we joined the video conference to explain the debacle to Gus Singleton and Tom Gardner. The audio signal was oddly delayed for a few seconds, but as soon as the video connection went live, we saw the dejected faces of Tom, our Grove House coordinator; Jim and Sue MacLean, our controllers; Gus Singleton, our ultimate boss, second only to C, the head of The Service, and annoyingly, he’d invited Charles McLelland and Laszlo Kopic to sit in on the debrief call. Every one of them looked disappointed. In addition to their general disillusionment, Charlie looked mildly annoyed by the turn of events. Laszlo didn’t attempt to hide his utter disdain for our failed efforts. We had let them all down. It would have been easy for Dylan and me to plead our case as novices in the intelligence arena, but that would have hung Xavier and Emmy out to dry. We were all in it together – we were a team. It was a shared failure.

As we provided the group with a detailed explanation of how the morning had unfolded, I focused solely on Gus. He seemed more understanding than some of the others. They bombarded us with questions, some of which drove home our lack of forethought in preparing for our assignment. It also raised the question of whether Dylan and I had relied too heavily on Xavier and Emmy without using our own analytical skills. It was clear that we needed to up our game.

As the video conference came to a close, Emmy repeated her suggestion of how we should proceed after such a disheartening start.

“The four of us have obviously discussed the new circumstances at great length,” she assured our U.K.-based colleagues, who at that moment felt more like a panel of judges. “As we see it, the operation now has three components. First, we need to identify the hacker group; second, we need to determine who assassinated Kungaya; and finally, we need to initiate efforts to establish the required cybersecurity team across the EMEA region. It’s quite possible that the success of the first line of attack could provide us with the answer to the second. And maybe SouthWind will even provide some candidates for the third objective if we could turn them into becoming ethical hackers.”

I was impressed by how confident she sounded in the face of the daunting group of individuals confronting us and the circumstances of our initial failures.

“Good plan.” Gus’s kind voice seemed a complete contradiction of the response I was expecting. “And, by the way, Stella and Dylan, don’t get too discouraged by the outcome of this first major operation. We all have assignments that don’t go as planned. Just learn from your mistakes. I have every faith in your ability to track down whoever is behind this mayhem, even though they have just made it abundantly clear that we are up against an extremely clever adversary.”

#####


Chapter Five - Hackers

Stella

No sooner was the video conference finished than Dylan and I set our minds to the problem of how we would infiltrate the hacker group, SouthWind. They had cleverly bounced messages around the world from server to server, making it difficult to identify the original source. Difficult but not impossible. Analyzing the complex routing, along with the lines of code in their hack of the African Union, we eventually identified the specific server from which their plan originated.

“Maybe we should just send a message to the server administrator,” my husband suggested. “It’s highly likely that the specific server is entirely legal and has just been hijacked by the hackers, but there’s a good chance a SouthWind collaborator would be monitoring activity and would see any message we send.”

We called Xavier and Emmy into our room and explained the plan to them. Then, having agreed on an approach that kept it short and sweet, we sent our message.

Currently in Lagos to cover the regional conference and current cyber issues, hence interested in a filmed interview with the head of SouthWind. My credentials and contact details are available at the web address below. Stella Ruskin.

Tom Gardner had assured us that the fake website would be convincing, promising details such as testimonials, citations, and even a portfolio of articles that I had purportedly written.

All we could do was sit around the hotel room and wait.

Amazingly, the ping of an email notification arrived within forty minutes.

Maybe some interest if you can guarantee complete anonymity.

The message provided no contact name, but it came from a standard email address, so lines of communication were open. The excitement among the four of us was palpable. After we had failed to keep Kungaya safe, the possibility of a successful mission was electrifying.

We replied:

All filming would be done with blurred facial features and voice-altering software. We agree to whatever additional security measures you require.

Our contact was staying online, so the response was immediate.

Send a photo of your team members with personal details.

We quickly decided our intervention team should be made up of Dylan and me, accompanied by Emmy, to give us a degree of comfort that a seasoned agent was involved for our protection. Xavier would stay on watch outside whatever venue they demanded.

We decided to give Emmy a new cover name for the operation, even though it seemed doubtful that her real name was Emmy. Xavier took a group photo of the three of us with his phone, and we sent it off to our SouthWind contact.

Photo attached. The team will consist of Stella Ruskin (Lead Journalist), Dylan Russo (Cameraman), and Lizzie Wong (Sound Assistant).

Again, the response was almost immediate.

Let me talk to my team. We are a democratic collective, so everyone must agree. Expect a detailed reply within the hour.

It was the longest hour I’d ever experienced. I could see the tension on everyone else’s faces as we attempted to do justice to the immense array of sandwiches that we had ordered from room service. SouthWind’s ‘discussions’ seemed deliberately timed to prolong our anticipation. At the fifty-eighth minute of our wait, the ping notification startled us all to a ridiculously disproportionate degree.

I read out the message to the group.

We agree to your proposal for a filmed interview with a senior member of our collective. The security we require is as follows: Stella Ruskin and Lizzie Wong will make a sex tape with our group at a location of our choice, a copy of which will be provided to us for our use and for whatever purpose we determine. Should the identities, location, or tactics of SouthWind be compromised, the video will be released to the international media, thereby calling into question your journalistic integrity and ruining your illustrious careers. Please advise if you agree with our terms and conditions.

“Jeez, that’s a big ask,” Dylan exploded.

“It’s actually not that unusual,” Emmy assured him. “It’s a fairly regular way for criminal elements to ensure their anonymity while stroking their egos. You see, they love to boast about their exploits, but they fear exposure. They see these sex tapes as a useful blackmail tool in their arsenal of deception. If you remember your earliest days in the training program at The Beach, you noticed that all the trainees were notable for their good looks. It might seem superficial, but for operations requiring tactics like this, those good looks act as an added enticement to our target. I guarantee that SouthWind’s members took one look at your wife’s photo, Dylan, and decided on the sex tape tactic rather than any other method of ensuring their security. It was a slam dunk for them.”

Emmy didn’t mention that she was also required to participate. Still, using the logic she’d explained, it was even more understandable that our mark chose this method of security over the many others at their disposal. Two stunningly beautiful women must have been like a dream come true for them.

“So, do we agree?’ my bewildered-looking husband asked.

“Of course we do, Dylan,” Emmy responded. “Stella and I will do our bit for King and Country, and you will film the whole shebang. What our targets don’t understand is that a technical adjustment will be made to the digital copy of the movie. They will be able to watch it all the way through, which will allow them to verify its authenticity. We then get our interview, after which the file containing the movie will automatically corrupt itself, rendering it unusable once we have beaten a hasty retreat.”

Despite my potential starring role in the dubious-sounding video, my opinions weren't sought. But eventually, I spoke up anyway.

“Emmy, do we have any idea what might be required of us in the making of this movie?”

“Oh, Stella,” she laughed. “Anything and everything in my experience. Just brace yourself and buckle up for a wild ride.”

It was Xavier who sent our message of acquiescence.

This is NOT the way we usually work, but we understand your concerns in the circumstances. Considering the importance of this interview, we agree to your security requirements. Please advise where and when our team should meet you. We propose that the interview should take place immediately after the filming of the sex tape and your verification of its authenticity.

It was done. I was committed to making a sex tape with some unknown man or group of men, all in the name of national security. While my uppermost emotion was an overwhelming nervous fear, I had to admit to a slight flutter of excitement at what we could have committed to.

#####

Dylan

That evening, Stella, Emmy, and I made our way to the designated location for our undercover operation, which aimed to gather more information about our potential adversary. Xavier traveled separately in a rental car that he intended to position close by to keep watch in case we needed assistance.

Emmy was in the front of the car with the Uber driver, so the two of us had a few quiet minutes for some whispered conversation.

“Are you nervous, my darling?” I asked, fearing the worst for how my wife must be feeling at the prospect of the daunting evening ahead of her. My reserved, formerly sexually inexperienced wife was metaphorically throwing herself to the lions. How long could this craziness go on?

“I’m actually okay,” she smiled reassuringly. “Back when we were in training at The Beach, I resolved to treat these sexpionage assignments as parts in a play, to imagine myself as an actress playing a role. And that’s what I intend to do this evening. I am Stella Ruskin, a renowned journalist, doing whatever it takes to get the scoop of an interview with the elusive members of the SouthWind hackers collective.”

She took my hand and placed it on her bare knee.

“Just feel how committed I am to the role,” she giggled as she slid my hand up her leg.

My surprise made her laugh again when my fingers grazed softly against her freshly shaved pussy.

“Emmy suggested we go without panties to show them how excited we are about the idea of being ravished. What do you think?”

What the hell was I supposed to think? The love of my life was about to willingly give herself in sacrifice for her country, and I was struggling with a bizarre combination of dread and eagerness. The hint of moistness tantalizing my fingers made me wonder if Stella could also be deriving a degree of excited anticipation. Was she really just playing a role, or was she coming to enjoy the exhilaration of being an international spy with all the excitement of being involved in sexpionage operations?

#####

The area turned out to be filled with single-story warehouses. The nondescript grey door revealed nothing about what we could expect inside. Emmy caught my eye and inclined her head upwards toward a security camera set high above the door. We were being watched.

Despite our punctuality, our knock went unanswered for several minutes, prompting Emmy to hammer on the door a second time.

When the door finally swung open, I was surprised to see a tall, ruggedly handsome young local guy of around twenty-five.

“Good evening, friends,” he said with a broad smile. “For the sake of our meeting this evening, my name will be James. Come in, please.” He beckoned for us to go ahead of him.

As my beloved wife and our more experienced agent/friend, Emmy, led the way, I watched James's eyes raking up and down their bodies. He was clearly happy that SouthWind had chosen to secure their anonymity through the tried-and-true means of a sex tape. A thoroughly inappropriate tingle of excitement flared up in my pants at the thought of Stella with the impressive young man who led us down a dingy corridor towards a very secure-looking door.

A sophisticated card reader, combined with a biometric facial scan, was needed to gain entry to what I assumed was the headquarters of the SouthWind Hacker Collective. The first large room we entered gave the impression of being a nerve center for a major corporate organization. Every surface held state-of-the-art computer equipment, and cables ran haphazardly in every direction across the floor.

As the collective had such a reputation for facilitating so many dark international plots, I had half expected a bellicose, aggressive-looking group of people. However, all seven of the guys in the room were young, good-looking, and intensely focused on their respective assignments. Only the sudden appearance of two stunning females proved enough to tear them away from their screens. They must have been aware of the sex tape plan, for a rumble of muttered appreciation ran around the room.

“I have no intention of inventing false names for all my associates,” James advised us with a twinkle in his eye aimed squarely at Stella and Emmy. “But you will hopefully be happy to hear that, upon seeing your photograph, they were all eager to take part in this evening’s filming. Every one of them, without exception.”

Dear God. My beloved wife was expected to participate in an orgy. What the hell was I supposed to do? The annoying hardening of my cock at the thought of filming such a depraved scene was my answer. I was going to do nothing unless Stella asked me to. If she were in any distress, then I would find a way to stop the whole thing.

“Why don’t you gorgeous women come on through to the relaxation room and make yourselves comfortable. Dylan, you come too, so that you can set up your equipment.”

If the first room had resembled NASA Mission Control, this second room was entirely incongruous and appeared to be a complete recreation of a Victorian brothel. A giant bed stood in the middle of the room while velvet sofas were arranged around the fabric-covered walls. A wet bar in the corner contained several ice buckets with vintage champagne chilling in readiness. It was very clear that SouthWind’s criminal activities were proving highly lucrative. The room bore no resemblance to a typical corporate breakroom. I had to assume the team’s ill-gotten wealth allowed the guys to host wild parties in the opulent space.

Without asking, James poured us all a glass of vintage champagne. Hacking clearly pays well.

“Let’s get to know each other before anything else,” he smiled. It seemed strange to be socializing with a young man whom I knew was planning to ravage my wife, but his comfortable friendliness made the whole setup weirdly more acceptable. A faint American accent made me think he’d been educated in the States. His confident demeanor absolutely screamed Harvard or one of the other Ivy League schools.

Possibly out of sheer nervousness, Stella glanced over at me and gulped down her drink with uncommon haste.

“Let me pour you another, Stella,” James chuckled. “Tell me, will this be your first orgy?”

I heard my wife’s gulp of embarrassment from across the room. She didn’t respond to his outrageous question.

“I admire your commitment to getting your story,” he continued, addressing my wife. “It is clearly a major step for you, but I hope you can understand our need for such dramatic measures. However, I promise to make the interview worthwhile for you. At least as far as it's within my powers and without giving away any of our state secrets.”

It appeared that Stella had decided to play the innocent. She certainly had no intention of disclosing some of the advanced sexual techniques she’d learned at The Beach.

Looking up at him towering over her as he poured her champagne, she looked wide-eyed and demure as she lied, telling him she’d never experienced sex with more than one man.

“Well, I hope we can make it a memorable experience for you, then. One worthy of a high-quality porn movie.” I could tell that his disarming charm was having an effect on Stella, and even our experienced agent friend Emmy had developed a sexy twinkle in her eye.

His affable friendliness made me a little more comfortable that nothing dreadful would happen to my wife and Emmy. It seemed unlikely that they would be roughly treated.

“Why don’t I invite the team in?” he suggested. “It would be good to socialize a little before we ask Dylan to start recording your initiation into the world of interracial group sex. Don’t you agree?

“Just hanging out together will help us decide whether we like you enough to trust you. We naturally checked your credentials, and you have a very impressive body of work. We can only hope that your performance here today is equally impressive.”

Yay, the MI6-created website had worked. Gus Singleton had promised our cover story would be watertight, and it had indeed managed to fool this accomplished group of hackers. They were convinced that we were genuine.

When the whole team broke away from their keyboards and joined us in the relaxation room, they turned out to be polar opposites of what I’d expected. With hardly any exception, all of them seemed friendly, shy, and articulate. With my ‘special’ camera all set up and ready for the action to start, everyone sat around chatting, drinking, and listening to some soothing ambient chill music. Stella and Emmy were obviously the center of attention, but the guys all included me in their friendly banter as if we’d known each other forever.

It was Emmy who decided to move the proceedings along. She was the consummate professional who recognized the need to fulfill our commitment so we could move on to the real purpose of our visit to SouthWind —the interview where we hoped to discover more about whoever was behind the hack of the African Union.

Recalling the performance she and Stella had put on for the two CIA agents in the London hotel suite during the training phase of our time with The Service, our clever assistant knew precisely how to get the action started.

“Turn the lights down lower, James,” she instructed. “We need a good, sexy atmosphere. Dylan’s camera will operate just as well in low light.”

She turned to my wife and took her hand.

“Come dance with me, Stella,” she murmured in such a sultry way it was clear to everyone what she intended. The invitation managed to imply something a great deal more than dancing, and just like the hapless CIA agents in London, the guys clearly thought they might have died and gone to heaven at the prospect of a girl-on-girl show.

“I think you should start filming Dylan, don’t you?” My wife smiled, knowing precisely what her role would be in this first scene of the porn film.

I focused the camera on the hot scene in front of me and pressed ‘RECORD.’ It wasn’t only the SouthWind guys who were bewitched by the scene – I was too. Even though I’d seen their performance before, it was just as erotic the second time around.

Emmy, the seductress, took the lead again and started to dance seductively with my wife; their writhing bodies joined in the most erotic dance I’d ever seen.

My breathing quickened, knowing precisely what would come next. Just like the previous time, Emmy slipped Stella’s red satin dress from her shoulders, letting it slip sinuously to the floor, revealing her perfect naked body to the wide-eyed group of young men. The daring lack of underwear clearly impressed the group. My heart pounded with excitement. The love of my life was totally naked and dancing erotically in front of seven young, horny, black strangers. How could she have metamorphosed so dramatically from the demure, sexually inexperienced woman I’d been married to for eight years?

Over the deep, sultry bass of the music, the groans of pleasure from their admirers were like another kind of music to my ears. Those groans were a testament to how lucky I was. No matter what filthy acts she would perform with them for the sex tape, my wife would be coming home with me.

I saw how their admirers' eyes grew even wider as Emmy then let her own dress slide to the floor. Just like Stella, she was completely naked, and I noticed how her bare pussy once again drew Stella’s gaze. Even though my wife was now regularly keeping her own pussy equally bare she seemed transfixed by the sight.

The two perfect writhing naked bodies had an immediate effect on the guys. All seven of the guys scrambled out of their clothes, revealing an impressive display of powerful athletic bodies with impressive erections that were in part due to the newfound eroticism of my darling wife. I was so proud of her in this new, unfamiliar role.

Emmy whispered something in my wife’s ear, then slid to the floor. Stella looked over at me with a subtle smile. We both knew what Emmy intended, and we were equally aware of how much my wife had enjoyed it when this happened before. Even knowing what to expect, my mouth went dry at what I was witnessing as our young assistant buried her face between my wife’s legs. The guys were stunned at the erotic sounds as she lapped at Stella’s bare pussy like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

I checked the camera, and it was still recording. I would have given anything for a non-self-destructing version of that tape.

I feared that I was about to cum without ever touching myself at the wildly uncharacteristic sight confronting me. My shy, inexperienced wife was clearly enjoying having another woman eat her pussy in front of an appreciative audience of seven gobsmacked young guys, all of whom were ferociously stroking their massive erections.

As Emmy alternated between pushing her tongue deep inside Stella's pussy and flicking her hard little button, I could see my wife was approaching a powerful climax – at the unthinkable attentions of another woman. 

As Stella suddenly succumbed to the ecstasy of a world-class orgasm, throwing her head back and screaming out her pleasure as she shuddered uncontrollably, the guys all looked ready to shoot their cum all over themselves in awe of what they'd witnessed. I knew I was leaking precum, and I feared again that it would stain the front of my pants.

As Stella collapsed back onto a sofa, Emmy stood up, wiping my darling wife’s excitement from around her mouth.

“So, how was that, guys?” she laughed. “A good starter?” She laughed again, clearly enjoying the power she had over the SouthWind guys. “I think it’s time our new young friends joined us, don’t you, Stella?”

The two of them must have intuitively decided to split their roles to enthrall their seven admirers — Emmy to play the experienced older woman and Stella the inexperienced ingenue.

In the dim light, it was literally impossible to tell the six nameless guys apart. The only one who stood out was their apparent leader, James. He was the one who stepped forward, his hard cock bobbing in front of him, and held out his hand to my wife. Stella allowed him to pull her up to her feet and lead her over to the closest sofa, where she sat on the edge. I grabbed the camera and casually took one of the other sofas directly facing them. I had no intention of missing a single minute of whatever was about to transpire. So, there I sat, just a few feet in front of my wife, as James reached out and gently put both his hands on the sides of her face, physically turning her towards him. He leaned down and gently kissed her lips. Pulling back, he then displayed a maturity that I hadn’t expected.

“Are you sure about this, Stella? Is an interview really worth this?”

My wife, the love of my life, my best friend, nodded silently, then added provocatively:

“That really depends on you and your friends, doesn’t it? We have high expectations of your performance.”

Was she acting, or did her newfound liberation mean she was actually harboring a desire to feel the confident young man’s hard cock inside her?

My chest constricted at the thought. If it wasn’t simply an acting job to further our intelligence objectives, what would that mean for our marriage? It felt like the ship of our relationship could be floundering in heavy seas. How was I supposed to navigate? Would we stay afloat or flounder on the rocks? Would we survive?

SouthWind’s leader sat down beside my wife, and the second time he leaned forward to kiss her, it was with more determination and more passion. I watched as his tongue pushed between my wife’s lips and into her mouth. After the briefest of pauses, I saw her probing back at him as they devoured each other.

James’s right hand moved from Stella’s cheek and slowly started to caress down her neck. Continuing inexorably downwards, he smoothly slid his large hand over her beautiful breasts where her light brown nipples already stood out hard in anticipation of his caress.

In response, my beloved wife reached up to run her own hand admiringly over the young man’s sculpted pecs and carved abs.

Her sigh when he leaned down and took her nipple in his mouth, licking around the areola and flicking his tongue over her hardened nub, could never have been construed as an act. When he nibbled playfully at it, Stella’s eyes drooped closed at the erotic sensation.

Next, James, ever in control, slowly pulled away and, once again, took control of the scenario.

“Z, come and show Stella how you feel about her.”

One of the previously unnamed guys walked over and joined them. He’d needed no second invitation, and following his colleague's lead, he moved over to sit on the other side of my wife, where he immediately started to stroke her unattended breast gently.

“Dylan, make sure you capture all this on the video. I really want a record of Stella showing her deepest, darkest side,” James brazenly instructed me. “I don’t know if she’s a married woman, but if she is, I’ll bet her husband knows nothing of her wild side.” He chuckled lasciviously, imagining his blackmailing possibilities once the video was in his possession.

The arrogantly confident young man had instructed me to film the event while he and his colleague ravaged my sweet wife. From his tone, I wondered if he intuitively knew it was exactly what I wanted. It was too late for such an internal debate. They were moving on, and I needed to pay attention, or I would get left behind.

Meanwhile, across the room, I saw Emmy entertaining the other three group members. One had his hard cock in her mouth while she jerked off her second admirer, and the third lapped hungrily at her pussy.

Two other members of the SouthWind team now stood to the side of my wife and her two lovers. James signaled to them to stay out of the camera's line of sight. He was determined to capture every second of the action.

James and Z took a nipple each and began sucking and softly biting Stella into a hypersensitive ecstasy. I watched  Stella’s two admirers pull away again. Without any discussion, but with some innate sixth sense that must have existed between such close friends, the two guys stood up and moved in front of Stella. She opened her eyes and just gazed up at their perfection as they smiled down at her. She gave them both a shy smile and then let her eyes travel down over their chiseled chests until she came to their rampant erections. The sight of them seemed to prompt her to take back some degree of control.

My beautiful wife sensually rose from where she was sitting and stood there completely naked in front of her two young lovers. I noticed they both involuntarily licked their lips. Both their rock-hard cocks bounced out in front of them, and I watched as my quiet, reserved wife took one in each hand and started to stroke them slowly, her hands moving up and down those rigid black shafts.

“My God, you are quite amazingly gorgeous.”

They were the first words Z had uttered all evening.

I was feeling about ready to burst with anxiety, excitement, and nervous energy as I watched Stella resume her sitting position on the sofa.

She now had two huge, black cocks pointing directly at her face, and apparently, she wasn’t about to pass up such an opportunity. She took them both in her hands, and her face was beaming with the sheer visual and tactile enjoyment of her situation. Leaning forward, she licked the pre-cum first from the swollen head of James’s meat and then from his friend's. Alternating back and forth, she wrapped both hands around the extensive girth of them and took the head of each of them into her mouth, apparently savoring their manly musk and the salty flavors of the profuse amounts of pre-cum they were producing.

Amazingly my wife seemed firmly in control as she let go of James and reached her hands behind young Z, grasping the cheeks of his ass and pulling him deep into her mouth. I feared his youth could make him too aggressive, but there was no need for him to be  ̶  my wife was doing it for him. She pulled him forward and deep into her throat. With tearing eyes, she looked over to me, and all I could do was stare back at her, transfixed by the sight of this young stud’s huge cock disappearing, inch by ebony inch, into my sweet wife’s mouth. Just as Z appeared to be close to shooting his virile load down her throat, Stella pulled back, but it was only so she could give the same treatment to James. Although she was actively pulling him in, there was definitely more aggressive thrusting on his part. The cheeks of his ass were clenching as he fucked her throat. He, too, came close, but this time, he was the one who pulled back from the brink.

“Stella, why don’t you lie down and let us indulge you,” he coaxed. “I hope you’re getting all this, Dylan.”

The control seemed to be passing back and forth between James and Stella as she followed his instructions, stretching out languorously on her back.

Without any discussion, Z moved down between Stella’s legs, spreading them wide and dipping his head to her sopping pussy. Even in that dim light, her clear, jewel-like wetness was obvious to see and even more obvious to hear as he lapped at her petals. The sloppy sounds were mesmerizing as Z sucked at my wife’s nectar relishing every drop.

In his more assertive style, James stood behind Stella’s head and showed no qualms about manipulating my wife like a rag doll into whatever position suited his plans. He took her by the arms and pulled her gently backward until her head was tipped backward off the end of the sofa. Z was forced to crawl forward to keep his mouth connected to her pussy.

Instinctively, she knew what to do. She looked over at me with a knowing smile and opened her mouth wide. It had been part of her training at The Beach. James spread his legs wide, so his cock was positioned in perfect alignment with her openly inviting mouth. I was close to shooting my cum without even touching my cock as I watched him smoothly slide his impressive meat into my wife’s mouth and down into her throat. I could see the outline of his massive shaft as it bulged out of her neck, and I’d never seen anything more erotic. He pulled back only when he sensed she was struggling for breath, and Stella gasped. Where she found the concentration, I will never know, but Stella reached out and took one of the under-occupied guys’ cocks in her hand and started to caress him with long firm strokes up and down the length of his shaft.

I was standing there as a supposedly disinterested observer as three handsome young, black studs took my wife to heights she had never felt before. Even though my wife had taken two men at the same time before, it had always been Xavier and me. However, she had never taken on more than two at a time, as she was doing there at the headquarters of the SouthWind hacker group. Who knew what excesses she might crave in the future?

Z was still eating her out with reckless abandon and with an evident degree of emotion, sucking her lips into his mouth and drinking in her flowing juices.

“I think you should try a new dimension of your newfound skill, Stella.”

What the fuck did James mean by that? What new dimension was there? Surely, they couldn’t ask more of my wife. They simply needed a sex tape, and the content they'd already captured must have been enough.

As he pushed back into her mouth, he took Stella’s hand and placed it gently on her throat so she could physically feel the enormous intrusion as his cockhead traveled into her. The muffled moan she let out from her stuffed mouth was a combination of pure lust and surprise at the tangible sensation under her fingers.

“Does that feel good, Stella?” he asked with a cocky grin. Her mouth was too stuffed to respond.

Again, he pulled out to allow for a few gasping breaths, but it seemed like it was Stella’s turn to take over. She glanced, almost nervously, towards me and the camera. As she spoke, her voice sounded a little hoarse from James’s conquest of her throat.

“Come and film this in close-up, Dylan,” she instructed.

What could I say? As I positioned the tripod close to my beloved wife, James pushed slowly but purposefully back into her mouth and down deep into her throat until his huge balls were resting on my wife’s forehead. In and out, he pushed as he fucked her face. I felt this could be the pinnacle of the realization of my hotwife fantasy. I prayed that my cock wouldn’t accidentally brush against the tripod because it would be the end of me.

Then again, it became Stella’s turn to set the pace.

“Z, your tongue feels wonderful, but I want you inside me... I need you inside me.”

The young man was more than happy to oblige. He crawled up between Stella’s long, tanned legs, positioned his cock at her opening, and with a swift thrust, he was deep inside her willing, waiting pussy. I moved down to get a close-up shot of his powerful shaft as the thickness of it stretched open my wonderful, hot wife.

“Aagh,” she groaned at the feeling of his girth stretching her wide.

As I moved down to film Z’s penetration of my wife’s gloriously bare pussy, so did James. He came to stand by Stella’s side, then swung his leg over her chest to straddle her with his cock right in front of her face. How could her throat take much more? It was difficult to see the love of my life as she was buried under these two god-like studs. I could hear her moans of pleasure increasing in intensity, and I knew she was nearing a climax. Z fucked her harder, harder, faster. James pushed into her mouth, wantonly fucking her face. When Stella’s fingers clutched out for my hand, I feared the guys would realize there was more to our relationship. Instead, they took it in their stride that she simply needed a hand to squeeze as she let out a muffled roar through her cock-stuffed mouth, and an earth-shattering orgasm racked her body.

My God, how lucky was I to have this sexy, uninhibited wife who was so willing and even eager to live out my newfound perverse fantasy?

It was as if the guys recognized that Stella needed to ease down from the lustful high she had just achieved, and they both slowed their pace without actually stopping altogether.

“You just came for us, Stella, and it was beautiful,” coaxed the ever-smooth James. “Z will probably never forget this night when you came all over his cock. Do you want us to come for you now?” he almost whispered.

“Of course, I want you to come for me. We need to capture that on film so I can keep the memory forever. Before we head back to reality, I want to experience what it feels like to have my pussy, and my mouth filled with your enormous loads.”

This absolutely couldn’t be my wife speaking. I was either in paradise or I was hallucinating. Be still, my beating heart.

“But before you do fill me up completely, there’s one more thing I want to try. You, young man,” she pointed to the poor guy who’d received the least attention from her. “Come and sit next to me.”

Stella was in the driver’s seat. She was a woman empowered. What had she got planned now? The third guy, whom James called V, sat down next to her, and she leaned over to engage him in a deep, passionate kiss. I watched as he reached down between her legs to find her well-used pussy wet and sloppy under his fingers.

When she lifted herself up off the sofa and eased herself down onto his lap with her back pressed against his chest and impaling herself on his rigid cock it was all I could do to not explode at the sight.

I could see her juices down the length of his cock and running freely down over his aching balls. The sight was overwhelming, but Stella had more in store for them. She slid back off his hardness and inched slightly forward until I could see that she had positioned the head of his shaft at her almost virgin rosebud. I couldn’t believe where she was taking this. She seemed determined to give them no excuse to back out of the promised interview.

I watched as Stella eased down onto him, and his cock inched a slight way into her ass. The overwhelming wetness of her pussy was providing all the lubrication that she needed.

At first, James and Z stood there watching in awe, but they must have sensed that Stella was something of a novice at anal sex because they stepped forward and took her under her arms to help share the weight of her body.

“You are a goddess, Stella,” James whispered into her ear. “I know you're new to this, but you can do it. Just take it slow and relax.”

His words had a melting effect on Stella, and she pushed gently down until I saw V’s rigid erection slip past her tight ring. She let out a deep guttural noise that was an almost indescribable combination of pain, pleasure, relief, and excitement.

Having passed the threshold of pain, she continued pressing down until she felt the mind-blowing feeling of a huge cock buried deep in her ass.

Just watching, I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer. Stella seemed determined to edge me right to the brink as she panted out her final instructions.

“James, I want you to fuck my pussy. And dear, kind Z please fuck my mouth so I can take a load from you all at the same time. Come and fill me with your cum.”

She sounded so lustful, so wanton. Her filthy talk was enough to push me over the top, but I could NOT allow that to happen before this adventure was played out. I concentrated hard on anything at all that was unconnected to what was about to happen. My sweet wife had just asked three young black hunks to help her fulfill my fantasy of seeing her taken in every hole. She wanted their thick, long cocks to complete her total abandonment to this erotic journey.

I watched as James kneeled between V’s legs and positioned himself at the sopping entrance to Stella’s pussy. I saw him take his cock in his hand and rub it up and down between her lips as, with his other hand, he found her clit. Stella moaned with pleasure as he slid forward and into her in one fluid motion.

“Aagh”.

I could remember vividly what a weird feeling it was to feel another man’s cock sliding against my own as we both ravaged the sex goddess that was my wife.

Once he saw that Stella had them both buried deep inside her, Z stepped up onto the sofa at her side; she turned her head towards him and invitingly opened her mouth. I had a clear view as he pushed his vast manhood into my wife’s waiting mouth and deep into her throat. Stella was completely filled. Stuffed in every hole, the only sound that came from her was some mysterious combination of a satisfied moan and a gurgling sigh.

Taking her contented groans as a cue, James pulled out to the point where only his cockhead was still embedded in her pussy. Somehow, V intuitively knew that they had to develop a rhythm if they were to satisfy my wife without splitting her apart. V pulled out, and James pushed back in. It had started.

Their rhythm advanced, their pace advanced, and I realized that my gorgeous, introverted wife was being double penetrated and well and truly fucked. Z, too, had picked up his pace, and I got a close-up view of the ease with which she was swallowing this young man’s enormous cock.

As Stella neared her crescendo, her three new lovers were all moaning along with her. It’s impossible to shriek with a long thick cock buried deep in your throat, but the noise Stella made was as close to a shriek as you could imagine. Her orgasm hit with a power like I had never seen before, and I could imagine her tight ass tightening even further around V’s cock.

James suddenly groaned out, “Oh yes, Stella,” as her pussy tightened around him, and I literally watched the pulsing of his cock as he filled my wife’s married pussy with rope after rope of his thick, virile cum. I was filming every close-up detail and wishing desperately that I could keep a copy of that outrageous video. I looked up and saw that Z was looking lovingly down at my wife’s face as he took her head in his hands and started pulsing his own hot cum into her mouth. She swallowed furiously to keep up with his massive load. That did it for V. He went over the edge and started to shoot his cum deep into Stella’s near-virgin ass.

As they all collapsed in an erotic jumble of bodies, I half expected to hear a round of applause. What a fantastic adventure. I had never seen my wife looking so exhausted and so glowing at the same time. A pearly drop of cum sat enticingly at the corner of her mouth while a veritable river ran from her pussy and ass. She looked radiantly fucked, and I was irrationally proud of her. Proud of her commitment to her country, but even more so for her strength of will in overcoming her repressed past.

I took a brief opportunity to whisper conspiratorially to my wife that she was the most astounding woman I’d ever known. Her weary smile was proof of her love — it was the only reassurance I needed.

James, Z, and V started to rouse themselves from the dazed state they had all succumbed to. Luckily, they showed no signs of after-sex embarrassment or nervousness. They stood there naked and proud, with their shiny wet cocks dangling meatily between their legs as they leaned down and kissed my wife gently on the lips, each confirming to her, in their own words, that her beauty and her spontaneous sexuality had blown them away.

They even came towards me with their arms extended and pulled me into a genuinely warm man-hug. Awkward as fuck to be hugging three naked black dudes, but they apparently wanted to thank me for filming the whole thing. For their part, they seemed totally unfazed, and I suppose handshakes would have seemed a little cool after what we’d just been through. They were genuinely nice guys, even if James was a bit arrogant.

It was only when it was all over that I remembered Emmy. When I looked over at the other side of the room, all I could discern was her pale Eurasian skin subsumed into a tangled forest of black, thrusting limbs. Clenching ass cheeks gave evidence to the fact that, like my wife, Emmy was being thoroughly fucked in every way possible. I wondered if I should start filming again, then realized the SouthWind collective was only interested in capturing the primary interviewer for their blackmailing purposes. The sound assistant wouldn’t warrant much interest.

After witnessing my wife’s fantastic performance, I had to wonder how, in heaven's name, Emmy had managed to entertain four energetic guys at once. It was a short-lived thought because, selfishly, my only interest was in watching my wife. Even the most outrageous porn scene in the world couldn’t compare to the visceral thrill I’d got from watching Stella enjoying three young guys at the same time.

Suddenly, the mass of writhing humanity that was Emmy and her four lovers let out a cacophony of animalistic screams and groans. The rest of us turned to stare at the compelling sight as four hugely endowed young guys literally covered our friend with their cum. Hot semen shot all over her until it dripped from her face, it coated her gorgeous breasts, and it matted in her hair. Always the consummate professional, Emmy nodded to me as if to say, ‘Job well done, don’t you think?’

Clearly elated by their strategy of getting Stella and Emmy to make the sex tape, the SouthWind team laughed and joked together as they pulled on their clothes. Little did they know that after their first viewing of the video to validate its authenticity, it would become an empty and worthless digital file by which time we would be well out of reach.

After some rudimentary attempts to clean up, Stella and Emmy got dressed. They were both eager to get to the interview, elicit as much information as possible from James, and then get out of the clutches of SouthWind.

I knew my wife had a second, ulterior objective as well. She was also assessing each of the SouthWind members’ potential for recruitment  ̶  the possibility of getting them to abandon the dark side and join the better angels as white-hat, ethical hackers. After all, the creation of the EMEA-wide network was still an essential part of our brief.

#####

Two chairs were set up facing each other, while I positioned the tripod to focus mainly on Stella. James’ image would be blurred, as we had promised. Emmy was standing to one side, holding a boom microphone even though the video and the sound were superfluous to our needs. We just needed him to tell us as much as he knew about the hacking of the African Union and the assassination of Simon Kungaya.

Amazingly, considering what she’d just been through, Stella looked completely calm and businesslike. I was so proud of her. She made an entirely convincing news correspondent.

With the interview about to start, James looked a little tense for the first time since our arrival as he nervously shifted about in his seat. I trusted my wife to set his mind at ease.

Her opening statement, which was ostensibly for the camera but which actually was designed to make him more comfortable, seemed to do the trick. She assured him that no names, locations, or other sensitive details would be disclosed. By the time she was ready to launch into the interview, SouthWind’s leader seemed open to tackling any of Stella’s questions head-on.

Her first question made it clear that she wasn’t about to pull any punches.

“I want to understand the global impacts of cybercrime. To use a very current example, sir, you must be aware that your group’s involvement directly impacted the assassination of Simon Kungaya, President of the African Union. SouthWind's hack of that organization’s systems enabled the assassins to plan their attack meticulously. Would you agree?”

The question was pretty blunt, but it didn’t seem to rattle him in the slightest.

“I fear you give us too much credit, Miss Ruskin,” he responded. “We just do the donkey work: us and other groups like us. We have no idea who issues the instructions. It may sound crass, but we’re in it for the money – and the money is very, very good. We are certainly not assassins. For fuck’s sake, woman, look at us. We are computer geeks, not killers.”

“But you must know your actions will have consequences,” she probed.

“Every action has consequences, Stella,” he answered, using her name in an overly familiar fashion. “But that’s not our concern. We are not in this to espouse political philosophies. As I told you, the only driving force behind our group is pure, unfiltered capitalism.”

My wife remained calm despite the cheek of the young man to call her by name on camera.

“It feels like quite a stretch to believe you are unaware of who is behind the hacking instructions you so blindly follow,” she fired back at him. Was she attempting to rile him up? “Someone must pay you for your rather dubious services.”

She was querying both his intelligence and his ethics in one powerful question.

“Look. All we know is that our exorbitant fees are paid in diamonds that originate in Côte d’Ivoire.”

“Mmm, now we’re getting somewhere,” she smiled. “It didn’t seem feasible that such a smart man as you would fumble along completely in the dark about the world in which you operate. What more can you tell me, then, about your capitalist ideology and its relation to the impacts of your actions?”

She was goading him by suggesting it would show a lack of intelligence if he unquestioningly followed whatever instruction he was given.

“The only whisper we’ve heard on the hacker grapevine is that it was the Emperor’s operation. But we don’t know if the Emperor is a person, a company, a country, a state-sponsored terrorist group, or even some other organization. Other than that, we have absolutely no knowledge of who could be behind the assassination. I suppose you would need to dig into who could benefit.”

It was clear he had given us all he knew, so Stella coolly thanked him for his time. The paradox was jarring. Shortly before the young guy was filling her married pussy with his cum yet there she was, dismissing him with a chilly professionalism. It gave me a considerable degree of comfort that all the wild sex had literally been an acting role as she had suggested.

“Can I get our copy of the video now?” James asked timidly. “We are a solitary group, and I can assure you that the movie will offer us a great deal of consolation during the long days and nights we spend cooped up in here.”

With that, he stood up, stepped over to my darling wife, and kissed her long and hard, probing her mouth with his tongue as if they'd been lovers for years. It was clearly his way of telling us the interview was over.

Jeez, it was exciting to watch, but how had my amazing wife really felt about it?.

#####

I had the briefest opportunity to grill Stella on how she was dealing with the unbelievable requirements of the job, as we'd planned to leave Lagos immediately after the interview, although we’d had no sense of where we'd be heading.

“Are you okay, my darling?” I whispered to her when we were back at our hotel.

“Yeah. I think so. That was wild, wasn’t it?” she responded with a degree of trepidation.

“I know you’d made up your mind that you could act the part of a seductress if the situation demanded it, but, to be honest, you actually looked like you were enjoying every minute of it.”

I didn’t want to sound jealous, but I needed to understand how my wife was evolving as a direct result of her training at Grove House.

“Oh, David. I’m so confused. I had really assumed that the only way I could get through an operation like that would be to act the part. But those handsome young men made the whole scenario exciting. I’m so sorry if it hurt you to watch me like that.”

#####

Luckily, James' information had helped us to zero in on our next destination. It was hardly the breakthrough we had hoped for, but at least it gave us some direction. It had also proved to be an excellent opportunity to assess the qualities of the SouthWind team with a view to approaching them with our proposal to join our nascent cybersecurity squad. Overall, they had seemed like smart, intelligent techies rather than career criminals, so perhaps opportunities would arise to encourage them onto our side.

“I sense we’re getting close to a breakthrough,” Xavier complimented us after we’d told him all about our time with the SouthWind Hacker Collective. He seemed pleased with the information we’d gleaned, although his pleasure was far more muted when he heard of the lengths Stella had to go to during our time in their secret headquarters. Strangely, he was unconcerned that Emmy had been plundered by four strapping young guys, but he was noticeably affected by my wife’s adventures. Maybe he thought Emmy was a seasoned veteran of The Service who was therefore well-prepared for such tactics, but surely that’s what Stella’s training had been for, too. The only other concerning thought that crossed my mind was that Xavier was jealous. As unprofessional as it seemed, he didn’t like the idea of my wife being enjoyed by that group of handsome young men. It was as if he wanted her all for himself.

As I pondered the intricacies of my wife’s relationship with Xavier, he and Emmy were busy formulating our plan.

“It seems pretty clear to me.” Emmy sounded reinvigorated by our so-called ‘breakthrough.’ “With the knowledge that SouthWind was paid in diamonds from Côte d’Ivoire, that must be our next avenue of investigation. We need to trace the payment trail. But first, let’s contact London and let them know what we've discovered – tell them we are heading to Abidjan to trace the source of the diamonds.”


Chapter Six – Abidjan

Stella

It seemed logical at the time – tracing the payment trail must eventually lead to the mastermind behind all the disruptive mayhem around the world. Finding where the diamonds originated had to become our focus.

Félix-Houphouët-Boigny International Airport was only about ten miles outside central Abidjan, but we’d had no opportunity to arrange any transportation. That left us navigating a complex system of uniformed individuals who all demanded a tip to guide us toward the cab stand. Not a single cab looked less than twenty-five years old, but beggars can't be choosers. At least there was an old VW van that could accommodate all four of us and our kit. The antediluvian vehicle wheezed its way toward our hotel with all the grace of an emphysemic octogenarian.

Unlike our previous accommodation, the Hotel des Jardins lacked the luxury of suites. The best we could do was to settle for four separate rooms. Within the confines of a suite, we could keep our married status secret. Not so in Abidjan – it had to be separate rooms. Each room was barely furnished with a double bed, a wooden dresser, and a lone rickety bentwood chair. The one saving grace in the room was the crisp white sheets that had been ironed to within an inch of their lives: interior design, D-plus; laundry, A-minus.

Having allowed ourselves the luxury of a full ten minutes to settle in, we all sat on the bed in my room, where Emmy pulled out her laptop. A little research within the MI6 system turned up the name of a notorious Abidjan middleman with a reputation for facilitating payments linked to criminal activities.

“I should meet him,” Emmy volunteered. “After Lagos, Stella’s journalist cover story is too recognizable. Dylan, you come with me. That way, both you and Stella will be partnered with a more experienced agent in case of need. We will call in if we discover anything of value. So, Xavier and Stella, you stay here to relay any information we obtain to London immediately.”

Intuitively knowing what pretext could open the necessary doors, Emmy found it relatively easy to arrange a meeting pretending to be emissaries from an Emirati royal in need of some questionably legal services, and she and Dylan set off for Cocody, a wealthy suburb on the outskirts of the city.

They left Xavier and me sitting on the bed, wondering what came next.

“Until they call in with some news, there’s not much we can do,” he said matter-of-factly. “We can’t even go out exploring in case they call in and we need to relay a message to headquarters.

However, for some reason, he looked extremely pensive. His brow was furrowed, and his eyes held a strange, uncharacteristic sadness. As I studied him closely, I realized anew just how stunning he was. Sitting there on the edge of the bed in that dingy hotel room, his features looked as if Michelangelo had personally chiseled them from a solid block of onyx.

“Is something wrong?” I ventured to ask, expecting him to shrug off the question.

“I've broken an oath I made to myself when I joined The Service,” he admitted.

Wow. How should I respond to that bombshell?

“What oath?” was all I could manage.

“An internal commitment to keeping my personal feelings entirely separate from my professional responsibilities. And, until you came into my life, I’ve always been successful.” He seemed almost angry with himself. “I could always square my operational duties with that professional commitment, no matter how intimate they appeared on the surface.”

“Like with your ballet dancer target, you mean?”

“Yeah, exactly.”

“So, how have I changed that equation?”

“I didn’t know you even had until Lagos. But when I was sitting outside the warehouse while you were inside having sex with those young hackers, I realized I was fiercely jealous. And that’s not professional.”

I was so confused – obviously flattered but also frightened. I was happily married, but I’d already admitted to my husband that my feelings for Xavier had gone well beyond professional boundaries. And there he was, reacting so dramatically to a sexual encounter that he’d personally trained me to consider as ‘just a part of the job.’

“But,” I stammered, “you don’t seem to get jealous when you see me with my husband. How is that different?”

“I don’t know,” he shouted. He was undoubtedly as confused as I was, and he appeared both angry and disappointed with himself.

“Ssh, calm down.” I attempted to sound soothing as I stroked his hand.

I kneeled up on the bed behind him and massaged his shoulders in an effort to soothe the turmoil he was experiencing.

“Mmm, that’s good,” he whispered. “You never told me you were a trained masseuse.”

“Two sessions of classes while I was in college, that’s all,” I laughed.

“Any chance of a full-body massage to really relieve my stress?” His question was highly inappropriate, but the thought of touching his taut, muscular body was too much of a temptation.

“That could probably be arranged,” I chuckled sexily. “Let me get some body oil from my bag in the bathroom.”

I wasn’t sure what I expected when I emerged from the postage-stamp-sized bathroom. But it certainly wasn’t what actually confronted me. Xavier had pulled back the duvet and stripped off his clothes in record time. There he lay in all his naked glory, face down on the brilliant white sheets, the darkness of his smooth skin emphasized by the monochromatic contrast. The sculptural quality of the muscles across his shoulders reminded me again of Michelangelo. The taut sinew of his classically perfect ass made me crave the feeling of him on top of me, those muscles clenching as he plowed into me over and over. What kind of dreadful wife had I become, imagining such filthy things?

With his face in the pillow, I could barely hear his muffled voice as I kneeled on the bed beside his perfect body.

“I hope you're naked like all the masseuses in the porn movies.”

I wasn’t. But his sultry words were all the encouragement I needed. All thoughts of right and wrong, morality, and marital fidelity were abandoned in the heat of the moment as I ripped off my clothes. All the sex we’d had together at The Beach had theoretically been justified as ‘training.’ But this was different. I knew I was crossing a new line as an electric excitement sizzled through my body and I flung my leg over him, straddling his lower back and feeling his rippling muscles against my bare pussy. 

Reaching down, I kneaded his tense shoulders until his sighs of delight gave evidence of his developing relaxation. I was ready to move on.

Easing myself backward until I was in the perfect position astride one of his powerful thighs, I massaged his perfect ass, working deep to ease the knots of tension. Xavier’s sighs turned to groans of pleasure.

Reaching between his legs, I could feel his ramrod-hard cock that was flattened against the bed and pointing down to his feet. I had almost forgotten how enticingly huge he was.

As my fingertips brushed against his solid shaft, his response seemed almost reflexive. He parted his legs and raised his ass off the bed, allowing me better access to his gorgeous cock. The temptation was too great, and I took his girth in my hand, stroking his length and fondling his balls. Just the knowledge that I, Sarah Russell, had a stunning young man’s cock in my hand sent a tremor of excitement up and down my spine.

The hot wetness of my pussy was smearing my essence all over his thigh. I needed more. As wrong as I knew it was, I wanted to feel him inside me.

“I think it’s time for you to turn over,” I said quietly. It was bizarre to feel so in control of the powerfully charismatic young man. The man who had admitted to feeling jealous when I was required to use the very sexpionage tactics he had taught me. It was impossible to define our relationship, but I was finally convinced he had deep feelings for me. That knowledge was both incredible and frightening. Apparently, he felt the same about me as I did about him, but that made the relationship even more untenable. I should have called a timeout on the massage, but my self-restraint deserted me when faced with the glorious naked body lying beneath me. 

His gentle smile as he turned over was a clear and wonderful demonstration of heartfelt emotion.

Confronted by the stunning perfection of him, not least his magnificent cock that stood tall and proud, just begging for attention, I experienced an intense mash-up of lust and love, guilt and fear.

I took his magnificent cock in my hand again and studied every contour of it. After learning the erotic skills required to pleasure a man with my mouth, I couldn’t resist. The temptation was too great.

Stroking him from base to tip, I milked a stream of shiny pre-cum for my enjoyment. Then, leaning forward, I took the huge head of his cock in my mouth and savored every drop. An appreciative groan encouraged me to be even more depraved. Slowly, erotically I started to bob my head up and down, sucking my black lover’s rigid shaft. Then, without warning, I plunged my head lower, taking the entire length of him into my throat, hoping the tightness would stimulate him into shooting a massive load for me to swallow eagerly.

“Oh, God, Stella, that feels amazing,” he groaned. “I’m so close. But I’d really love to cum inside you. The thought of blasting a load inside your married pussy is just too enticing." 

I had to admit that the taboo he was fantasizing about did sound naughtily appealing. The thought of feeling jets of hot cum filling my depths was exciting beyond words.

Despite the excitement of what I was planning, it was still disappointing when I pulled away from him, leaving his giant manhood shiny with a combination of his pre-cum and my saliva. I really had wanted him to shoot in my mouth.

He smiled up at me again and moved as if to get up off the bed. That was not in my plans, so I gently pushed him back down.

“Uh uh, mister. I’m in control today.”

Flinging my leg over him, I straddled him again. Then, reaching down, I held his hardness upright so I could slowly and enticingly slide down on him. The feeling as he gradually filled me was intensely overwhelming. Inch after inch of his magnificent cock stretched out my adulterous pussy in the most wonderful way. Only when my pussy was pressed hard against his pelvis, and his cock had bottomed out inside me, was I sure of my conflicted feelings. I was in love with Xavier. Or, at least, I was in love with his charisma, his body, his cock and the newly discovered joy at what he could make me feel like. It didn’t diminish my love for my husband, but there was no denying how I felt.

The fire of my emotions urged me on, and I started to ride my lover’s cock. With my head flung back and my eyes tightly closed in ecstasy, I rode on and on, feeling every rampant inch of him as I pounded up and down ‘til my thighs were burning. The burning pain simply compounded my excitement, and I could feel the initial stirrings of a powerful orgasm. When I opened my eyes and looked into my lover’s, I could see that he, too, was on the verge of his own earth-shattering climax.

“Cum for me, Xavier,” I pleaded. “Fill me with that huge load you promised.”

Those filthy words were enough to push both of us over the edge. I felt my pussy trembling with excitement as the pulsing of his cock announced each strong blast of cum. The sensation was magical. Knowing I, Sarah Russell, the shy, sexually inexperienced wife, was full of a stunning young black stud’s massive load of virile cum was impossible to comprehend.

In so many ways, it felt wonderful, but I suddenly found myself hit by the awareness that my cheating married pussy was filled with another man’s cum. Once again, wonderment was tempered with guilt, joy with fear, excitement with horror.

I already felt terrible for allowing it to happen behind Dylan's back. Since his admission to his strange fantasy of watching me with other men, we’d had an implicit agreement that I would never sneak around without him being there, or at least without his knowledge and tacit approval.

As I tumbled off my beautiful lover to lie beside him, sated but nursing all those mixed emotions, I heard his phone ping with a notification.

“Jeez, what timing.” He sounded agitated. “They're all done. Heading back here now.” He was frantically getting dressed as he spoke.

“Shit. How long do we have?” I asked in a complete panic.

“Just enough time to pull on some clothes.”

So, there it was. My beloved husband would be confronting me while I was wearing my tiny white lace panties filled with Xavier’s warm cum-load.

I had cheated on my husband – there was no argument. In fact, the claim that I simply hadn't been able to resist Xavier actually made my betrayal worse. In my mind, I was positive that my feelings for Xavier didn’t diminish my love for my husband, but that would be hard to explain to the man who’d been wronged. If only it weren't so exciting to be desired by such a stunningly handsome young admirer.

Only a few minutes later, a knock came at my door. We had just dressed in time.

#####

Dylan

Emmy and I returned from our mission ready to deliver our disappointing news, but as Stella opened the door of her room, all thoughts of our operation were immediately forgotten.

The unmistakably heady scent of sex permeated every square inch of the tiny room. I noticed a flash of recognition from Emmy, too. She was a highly trained intelligence operative, and she would never miss such a blatantly obvious factor in the environment. The quick frown that creased her forehead gave away her annoyance.

At The Beach, we’d been taught to recognize specific telltale personal characteristics to identify an individual's state of mind. A glance at Xavier told me nothing – he was a hardened professional, after all, familiar with keeping a poker face. But my darling wife was nervous, wide-eyed, and guilt was written across her face.

At that moment, I was aware that anger should have been my most powerful emotion. So why was I inhaling that infernal muskiness as my cock hardened and filthy visions ran through my mind like a stuttering old black-and-white movie?

Quickly recognizing my emotional turmoil, Emmy took charge, trying to defuse the tension in the room. She was vainly attempting to drag me back from my internal struggles and get me to focus on our progress, or lack thereof.

“So, Dylan. Let's tell them what we found out.” Her tone was more forceful than usual as she valiantly attempted to avert the potential crisis she was anticipating.

“Oh, yeah, sure,” I responded, snapping out of my erotic reverie and my wild imaginings of what my wife and Xavier had been up to. “So, unfortunately, we’re no further forward. The guy was pretty forthcoming, but all we learned was that the diamonds were mined here originally, but he told us they almost certainly ended up in Amsterdam. Apparently, when payments are made for illegal services, they are only rerouted through this channel to conceal the actual source of the funds. So, it's almost certainly in Amsterdam that we will find whoever is commissioning SouthWind.

“Regrettably, Abidjan has been a wild goose chase.” I knew I sounded annoyed. “I’d have thought that with all the resources of MI6, they'd have known Abidjan was just a front.”

I was aware of sounding angry, but my mood was possibly impacted by the ever-present scent of passionate sex – sex that had taken place behind my back. Surely, I was justified in my fears of losing the love of my life. Then, on top of that personal dilemma, it appeared that our world-renowned employer wasn’t even up to date with the black-market payments process. Of course, I was bloody moody.

I was understandably nervous about criticizing our new employer in front of two long-term agents, but our lack of actionable intelligence was frustrating. As I outlined our findings, I noticed that Stella was calming down and returning to her usual, cool, collected self, nodding along in agreement with my viewpoint. She was the one who responded to my angry outburst.

“It’s as if whatever we try to find out, our adversary is always one step ahead of us. We failed miserably to protect Kungaya’s life because someone else’s intelligence was superior to ours. We discover for ourselves how the underworld payments system operates, when surely the resources of MI6 should already have been aware of it and able to brief us on it. We simply can't fail to find his killer and uncover who’s behind this plan to destabilize the democracies of the West. Until we complete this first component of the brief, there is no way we can proceed with setting up the EMEA network.”

For a split second, Stella’s calm, steady professionalism made me doubt the evidence of her infidelity. If only the muggy tropical air of West Africa hadn’t been redolent of sex. However, her reasoning regarding our operational mission was impeccable, as always.

Xavier, who’d remained uncharacteristically silent since Emmy and I returned to the hotel, suddenly spoke up.

“Look, guys. I understand your concerns about how our efforts seem to be thwarted at every turn, but for now, I think we need to get out of here. I agree with Dylan: our answer must lie in Amsterdam. It’s known as the global hub for diamond trading; much of it is legal, but there’s a significant amount of illegal stuff, too. During your debrief, I've been checking on my phone, and there are seats on a flight in three hours. We need to get our bags packed and head to the airport.


Chapter Seven – Amsterdam Discovery

Dylan

Xavier had booked the last four seats on the Amsterdam flight into Schiphol – all middle seats in Economy. It meant that my wife and I had no opportunity to chat. I didn’t even know what I wanted to say to her. Should I confront her about her infidelity? Should I attempt to ease her obvious guilt by admitting that I found it hot?

It wasn’t until we were all finally checked into a luxury hotel on Damrak, behind De Oude Kerk, in Amsterdam, that we got a chance for a serious talk.

“Is there anything you want to tell me, darling?” I tried to sound noncommittal and non-threatening, but she must have picked up on the nervousness in my voice. She was also smart enough to have guessed what I was implying.

“Oh, God, David. You know, don’t you? I’m so sorry, darling.” Her guilt was making her revert to my real name. “It was so selfish of me. I know it sounds ridiculous, but I found it impossible to resist him.”

“Are you implying that he forced himself on you, Sarah?” The time for fake names was gone. We needed a dose of reality.

“God, no. I know it sounds unlikely, but if anything, I was the instigator. I just couldn’t help myself.” She sounded pained. “Not that he resisted.”

“Slow down, my love. Just tell me everything.”

And she did. Every filthy detail — and it was amazingly hot. She seemed to know intuitively that, on the one hand, it frightened me, but on the other, it excited me beyond words. She knew precisely what filthy language to use and which scenes of debauchery to linger on as she built my excitement to a crescendo. It was impossible for me to decide whether I was in ecstasy hearing her story or was I teetering on the edge of madness. The only certainty in my mind was that I desperately wanted to make love to the only woman I’d ever loved, my soulmate.

Luckily, Emmy had diplomatically suggested that we order room service and each of us stay in our rooms. She clearly recognized the need for Sarah and me to have some alone time after the sexual tension in Abidjan.

So, after a couple of glasses of wine, a rather mediocre meal of steak frites, and endless intimate discussion of Stella’s sexual adventure in Abidjan, I decided to brave the inevitable conversation about the big C word – Cheating. We sat on the sofa together, and I gently massaged my wife’s feet in my lap. It was Stella who first broached the subject, though.

“Can you ever forgive me for cheating on you like that, David?”

“Like I explained during our training at Grove House, Sarah, when I first acknowledged the appeal of the hotwife fantasy, everyone has some kind of kink or fetish in their sexual appetites. Mine happens to be watching you with other men. So, will you stop calling it cheating? How can it be cheating if I know all about it and if I’m actually even encouraging it?”

“Yes, but we’d kinda agreed that, other than operational requirements, I would only do anything like that if you could watch. Despite the tacit agreement that we both want this to happen, I have no intention of ‘cheating’ on the love of my life. And I’m still finding it difficult to believe that you're not jealous of my relationship with Xavier.”

If I’d been conflicted before, I was now suffering from a serious inner turmoil, and I could tell that Sarah was too.

“Do you remember back at Grove House when I first admitted my weird fetish after watching you suck Xavier’s cock that first time? Well, I admit to feeling mindbogglingly jealous, Sarah. Jealousy is a normal human reaction, but when it becomes entangled with feelings of lust, pride, excitement, and a range of other conflicting emotions, it releases a fantastic adrenaline rush. On the one hand, I wanted to shout STOP, THAT’S MY WIFE, but the eroticism of seeing his huge cock disappearing between your lips overruled any rational behavior. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever witnessed, my darling. What’s more, it was the first time I’d seen it from an outside perspective. That’s not possible when we are having sex together, when it's all about the intensity of our mutual enjoyment. Seeing you as a sexually empowered woman is amazing, my love. Seeing you so desired by such a handsome young man is almost an affirmation of why I love you so much. I never thought I’d say it, but your newfound liberation really suits you. You’ve become so much more self-confident, and that translates to being sexier. I am so proud of you, Sarah.”

And still, she looked doubtful.

“I promise you, Sarah, I find it unbelievably hot to see you so desired by another man. Especially when I know that at the end of the day, you will be going home with me.”

That statement was entirely honest when taken on a standalone basis – so I didn't need to muddy the waters by telling her she was actually correct; as well as finding it hot, it tore me apart inside. I think it was Socrates who said ‘Both pain and pleasure are diseases of the soul, for both leave you unable to either see or hear anything correctly. They make you wholly incapable of exercising reason.’ Jeez, what a complex set of emotions a hotwife’s husband willingly endures. Every article I’d read on the subject since realizing my new fetish talked endlessly about all the conflicting emotions involved, the trade-offs between jealousy and excitement, fear and lust. All those conflicts clearly illustrate Newton’s third law: for every action, there is an equal but opposite reaction.

However, not a single article had mentioned the concept of masochism. As I saw it, it seemed a significant and scary component of the hotwife lifestyle. What loving husband could present his wife to another man, knowing all the inherent risks, without some degree of relishing or at least accepting, the inevitable suffering that awaits him?

“So, do you think I should stop my relationship with Xavier?

“Only if you want to. That’s all I care about. I want you to do anything that makes you happy. I've already admitted that, like lots of other men, I fall on the end of the male spectrum that gets turned on by the thought of you having sex with another man. I’m sorry if that upsets you, but it’s just who I am. I hope you understand, though, that there's a difference between having sex and falling in love.”

I was quite proud of my bravery in coming out with my full confession. But I needed my wife to exhibit the same degree of honesty. I needed her to admit her true feelings for Xavier and whether our marriage was in jeopardy.

“I love you more than anything in the world, David, and I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you. I will never, ever want to love anyone else. If anything, my love for you feels even greater because you’re allowing me to finally experiment a little. It really is a turn-on that you find it sexy to watch me.”

“But. Come on. Out with it. I sense there’s a but coming.”

“But, yes, I do have feelings for Xavier. I don’t love him the way I love you. With him, I feel desired and sexy, and most importantly, sexually liberated after all those years of being unwilling or unable to explore my sexuality. But the whole relationship with him is about sex and physical attraction. Without that, we have almost nothing in common.”

“For God’s sake, don’t beat yourself up so much, my darling. I know we’re having a tough time dealing with it, but no one can predict when they will suddenly be attracted to someone. And for the last time, it’s not cheating if I know all about it. All the articles I’ve read clearly state that if we are in it together, that makes you a hotwife, not a cheat. But I’ll freely admit that your relationship with Xavier scares me. Just look at him. He is a stunningly handsome young man with a body to die for and a cock that most women would fight over. Why, in heaven's name, would you settle for me?”

“Oh, I’m not settling, David. You are my soulmate, the love of my life, and your cock is truly delicious. You need never worry that my relationship with Xavier will jeopardize our marriage. We are way too strong for that. It’s just that he’s exciting. Be honest, he is, isn't he? A gorgeous young spy actually desires ME. I’d defy any woman not to be bowled over by him. And feeling his cock in my mouth and my pussy is such a dramatic validation of my new self.”

I could hardly believe this was the naïve, innocent woman I'd been married to for eight years. With the weight of both our admissions out of the way, our evening and night were filled with more sex than we’d had in the previous month, and by morning, we were satiated, happy, exhausted, and sore.

#####

While Stella and I were deep in our introspection the evening before, Xavier had managed to track down a diamond trading syndicate known for working on the edges of legality and exploiting the grey areas of international regulations. He had utilized all the resources of our dedicated team of MI6 analysts at Grove House, and they appeared to have come up with a solution.

“How about if we use Stella’s journalist legend and call to request an interview with Pieter de Witt, the Managing Partner of the syndicate?” Emmy suggested, after Xavier had outlined all the details of the questionable syndicate. “If anyone in this town knows who paid the SouthWind hackers, I’ll bet it’s him. I could contact him, pretending to be Stella’s admin assistant and doing my best to feed his ego with the idea of an interview that would appear in one of the major international business publications. What do you think?”

#####

Stella

With remarkable ease, Emmy managed to get Meneer de Witt to agree to a meeting — the enticement of a feature in a well-known business publication had been successful in feeding his ego. However, he was withholding his final approval of a full interview until he felt we had established some kind of rapport, whatever that meant.

Although I was perfectly happy to meet him alone, both Emmy and Xavier were insistent that I take Dylan with me and introduce him as my photographer. They seemed rightly concerned about my safety, knowing that de Witt operated on the fringes of the criminal community.

#####

When we arrived at the architecturally stunning old townhouse beside the aptly positioned Diamond Museum, we were escorted to the top floor of the building by a gorgeous young woman who introduced herself as Mila, Meneer de Witt’s secretary. The girl was tall and willowy, with thick raven hair falling to the middle of her back. Her scarlet figure-hugging dress showed off every contour of her elegant body. I glanced over to my husband and raised my eyebrows in a WowWee expression. His wide eyes and beaming smile made it clear that Mila had captured his attention, too.

When she ushered us into Pieter de Witt’s office, I was pleasantly surprised. Instead of the paunchy, balding diamond expert I’d expected, we were welcomed by an elegantly dressed man of around fifty. As he got up from behind his impressive mahogany desk, I was struck by his height — at least six feet four. Thick, wavy black hair, with the particular dignity of greying temples, gave the man a certain gravitas which made him easy to admire. It was difficult to imagine him as being involved in any illegal diamond business.  

His welcome was warm and friendly, and I immediately sensed that we would get along. He insisted that we call him Pieter, and he seemed to genuinely like Dylan.   

I didn’t want to push my luck too quickly since he’d insisted we get to know each other before he would subject himself to an interview. So, the three of us chatted about Amsterdam with barely a mention of the diamond trade. His only comment that made me worry we were once again on the wrong track came after we’d been with him for at least an hour.                        

“I’m obviously flattered that you feel me worthy of an in-depth interview,” he started. “But I’m sure you realize that Amsterdam’s reputation as ‘The Diamond City’ is, in reality, a historical one. Eighty years ago, the horrors of World War Two made the city less attractive to the merchant class, and today Antwerp has become the main trading hub. I hope that doesn’t put you off the interview.”

“Not at all,” I laughed. “The piece is more about the man than the business.”

“In that case, I’m honored. Now, if you have the time, I’d like to take a couple of days to get to know each other before I bare my soul to you,” he chuckled. “You see, I greatly appreciate people who share my hedonistic view of life — women who are open-minded and free-thinking.”

I remember thinking, ‘Oh, Jeez, he’s going to make it contingent on me having sex with him.’

As if he’d read my thoughts, he laughed again. “I know what you’re thinking, Stella, but you do not need to worry. As a result of a motorcycle accident when I was about your age, I have been rendered impotent. As beautiful as you are, my dear, my days of debauchery are sadly over. My interest is more in you as an individual. I value interactions with broad-minded, self-confident, free-thinking women. Since my accident, I have developed a new love of voyeurism. I just love to watch a woman who can enjoy a degree of sexual freedom, if you understand my meaning.

I wasn't really sure that I did.

“Perhaps you would join me in enjoying some of the erotic entertainment Amsterdam has to offer, my dear,” he continued. “And Dylan, if you want to come along, I could bring my secretary, Mila, to keep you company.”

My husband’s face was a picture. Despite his protestations that his newly acquired hotwife fetish wasn’t about an interest in having sex with another woman, he was clearly thrilled by the idea of our bizarre double date.

“Let’s start this evening, then,” Pieter suggested. “I will send a car to pick you up at your hotel at nine. I believe there is an expression in English about ‘separating the men from the boys.’ I’m hoping that exposure to the delights of our nightlife will similarly separate the people I’m prepared to work with from the typical run-of-the-mill female journalists who, in my experience, are so uptight as to be tedious.”

So, it seemed he didn’t intend to test my resolve by demanding sex, but nevertheless, the evening ahead was going to be a test of whether he would ever divulge anything to me. And it appeared to rest on my willingness to ‘enjoy a degree of sexual freedom.’ Whatever that might mean.

#####

A limo, approximately the length of a football field, arrived at precisely nine o’clock. When Dylan and I climbed in, we found Pieter and Mila sipping champagne on one of the long leather seats that ran the length of the car.

“Hello, my friends,” Pieter welcomed us. “I hope you’re ready for an evening of Amsterdam’s naughty delights. I have arranged for the first stop on our tour of the Red Light District to be a typical live show,” he said to us as he handed us a glass of champagne. “It’s almost obligatory entertainment for first-time visitors to the city.”

We were barely able to gulp down that first glass of champagne before we pulled up in front of a black-fronted building with a simple, unadorned grey door. Two large security men were posted at the front, but they immediately recognized Pieter, who shook their hands warmly.

Then he ushered us inside and, after passing through a lushly decorated lobby, he pushed aside a heavy, dark blue velvet curtain. We found ourselves in an intimate theater that could, at a guess, accommodate about fifty people. In the middle of the floor, in front of a spot-lit stage, were tables where couples sat drinking. Then, around the perimeter of the room were booths of various sizes.

Although the lighting was very dim, I got the sensation that all the tables and booths were full of a distinctly up-market crowd, although it wasn’t possible to make out any of the faces clearly.

Pieter showed us to a large booth at the center of the back wall. He indicated that I should slide in first, with the lovely Mila beside me. Dylan was guided in next to Mila, and Pieter sat next to me.

“This way, Mila and I can explain quietly to you both if there is anything you want to ask,” he offered.

It felt unlikely we would need to question anything about a couple having sex on the stage in front of us, but we acquiesced, knowing we needed him on our side.

No sooner were we seated, and more champagne was delivered to our table, than the lights dimmed further, and an androgynous-looking master of ceremonies stepped from behind the stage curtains.

In Dutch, English, and French, he flamboyantly welcomed everyone to the club. As he swept back his arm theatrically to introduce the first act, there came the sound of exotic Middle Eastern music, and the curtains started to part.

The scene before us was the lush, red, and gold interior of an Arabian Bedouin tent. Reclining on a low arrangement of richly embroidered cushions was a stunningly attractive ‘Arabian princess.’ My sharp intake of breath at recognizing the young woman elicited a quiet giggle from Mila next to me.

“My twin sister, Mina,” she whispered.

On each side of Mina was a handsome, bare-chested young man dressed in a barely-there costume that was an artistic approximation of a Bedouin tribesman warrior — if such tribespeople would ever be seen wearing the token headdress and skimpy loincloths the two had on.

One of Mina’s warrior servants was a young black guy; his sculpted torso, ebony skin, and muscular thighs emphasized by the small white scrap of cloth he wore. The other young man was a swarthy, Mediterranean-looking hunk with a wicked glint in his eyes and thick, wavy black hair that fell to his shoulders.

Mina was wearing a gold robe held up by two thin straps. Her hair fell in thick black waves to the middle of her back, making her look all the more sensuous.

“She’s supposed to be the Arabian queen, Mavia,” whispered Mila.

I’d never heard of Mavia, but it didn’t matter — the sultry Moroccan music was all I could hear. The audience had quieted into silence as the two warrior servants took their Queen’s hands, pulled her up from her cushions, and walked her down to mid-stage. There was a collective gasp as the young men stepped backward in unison, picked up two lethal-looking curved scimitars, and held them close to Mina’s delicate neck. With practiced ease, they hooked the points of their weapons under the straps of her dress, and, at a crescendo in the music, both quickly used their razor-sharp blades to slice through the straps, allowing the entire robe to slither sensuously to the floor. Mila’s twin stood before us in naked perfection, inappropriately making me wonder if the woman sitting next to me was equally perfect without her clothes.

The audience went wild as the ‘Bedouin’ servants laid down their scimitars and, bending down, each took one of Mina’s nipples into his mouth and gently started to suck the tips to hardness.

From the audience’s point of view, it became evident that the two tribesmen had nothing under their loincloths, as having Mina’s delicious-looking nipples in their mouths meant both had developed enormous erections that had lifted the front of the fabric. It was easy to understand why sucking Mina’s nipples had an immediate effect on them. With the performers elevated almost three feet on the stage, the warriors’ impressive cocks were on full display under the tented loincloths.

The two men continued their attention to Mina’s breasts, and each placed a large, strong hand on her ribcage. Those two hands, one brown and one black, made a perfect counterpoint to Queen Mavia’s delicate, smooth, white skin. The performance had obviously been well rehearsed as we watched Queen Mavia put her arms over the shoulders of her two adoring warriors. They lifted her a couple of inches off the ground and then moved their hands down together until they reached the top of Mina’s thighs, where they eased her legs open, giving all of us a clear view of her glistening wet pussy. Apparently, even knowing the routine so well, she was excited by what she already knew was to come.

I was shocked then to realize that my panties were also getting damp in anticipation. I looked over at Dylan to find him squirming awkwardly in his seat, probably in fear that Mila would notice his inevitable erection. How inappropriate would it be to experience an erection at the sight of our hostess’s sister?

Setting Queen Mavia down on her feet, but with her legs spread wide apart, the ‘Bedouins’ both ran a hand down towards her wetness. In one smooth move, each of them slid a finger, side by side, into her pussy, and Mina let out an involuntary moan as they proceeded to double finger-fuck her.

The audience roared in delight.

“Lucky girl, huh?” Mila whispered in my ear with a wicked laugh.

I couldn’t help but glance sideways to see how Pieter was responding. He was sitting forward eagerly watching the performance, but as soon as he caught me looking at him, he reached out to squeeze my hand, reassuringly, under the table. Knowing he would only deal with me if he thought I was open-minded and a little wild, I attempted to look entranced by the whole scene.

On the stage, it was evident that Mina was getting close to an orgasm from just the fingers of her two warrior tribesmen. In a matter of seconds, her head was thrashing back and forth, her shining black hair catching the light as they built her to a frenzy. Her roar as she climaxed was riveting for the whole audience, who cheered, stamped, and shouted their approval.

Mina smiled coyly at the raucous delight of the audience. Then, after taking a few moments to recover, she sat back on another array of cushions at center stage and beckoned for the two young men to come to her. The tall black guy was first. As he stood just a little to the side, Mina reached up to both sides of his loincloth and adeptly undid two hidden fasteners. The flimsy piece of fabric fell to the ground, revealing the most enormous, black cock I’d ever seen. He was even bigger than Xavier. It stood out rigidly in front of him, pointing directly at Mina’s face. She leaned forward and reached out her hand. Taking hold of him, it was apparent to the whole theater that her hand couldn’t even close around the girth of his monster. She took him at the base of his shaft and, in one slow, squeezing motion, moved her hand to the bulbous head, milking pre-cum from the top. Placing her outstretched tongue under the very tip of his cock she made a big show of repeating the same motion several times over as her tongue became covered by the young stud’s clear semen. For her next move, she took the massive head of his cock into her mouth, and her sunken cheeks showed clearly that she was sucking any remaining pre-cum from his amazing cock.

My panties grew hotter and damper as I remembered the ecstasy of taking Xavier in my mouth like that. Why did I wish that he were there with us to witness the erotic entertainment? Somehow, intuiting my nervous excitement, Mila took my other hand in hers and started to rub her thumb around my palm. It felt wonderfully suggestive.

And then it was the second warrior's turn. Although he was not quite so impressively endowed Mina went through the same routine, sucking his pre-cum into her eager mouth until she had both young men as hard as steel rods. At that point, she turned over until she was on her hands and knees.

The choreography was seamless as the black warrior positioned himself immediately behind her with his ramrod cock pointing directly at her pussy. The second guy, meanwhile, went and knelt in front of her face. Again, with a crescendo in the exotic music, both the guys pushed forward, impaling Mila’s sister from both ends. Judging by what we could see of her face, she was in heaven. As the music sped up, so did the two ‘tribesmen.’ They developed a rhythm where, as she took the enormous black cock in her pussy it pushed her forward onto the long thick cock in her mouth until her nose was pressed into his six-pack abs as she took him deep into her throat. 

Despite the fullness of her mouth, we could tell that Mina was nearing her second orgasm of the evening from her moans of delight. It was so sexy it made my pussy clench with excitement.

Suddenly, the music stopped.

Mina pulled away from the cock that had been plundering her throat, and she uttered the only lines of dialog in the whole performance.

“Cum for me, my brave warriors.”

“Yes, Queen Mavia.” They said in woodenly acted unison. There would be no Oscars awarded that night!

The swarthy-looking Mediterranean guy pushed back into her beautiful but puffy lips, and the two warriors started to spit-roast her in earnest. Mina’s ecstasy was apparent as she went over the edge of her second climax. As she did, both the ‘warriors’ threw back their heads, pulled out of her and pumped their virile cum all over her face. I could see the pulses of their cocks as the gorgeous young Mediterranean-looking guy spurted over and over again covering her beautiful face. Oh, how I envied her at that moment as the black guy’s hot cum filled her waiting mouth. Jeez, it looked good. I couldn’t help but relive the feeling of Xavier filling my mouth in precisely the same way.

The crowd went wild. Cheering, stamping on the floor with cries of ‘Brava.’ Mina justifiably received a standing ovation.

I couldn’t help but leap to my feet. It had been stupendous to watch. My response was utterly genuine, but I also recognized the need to show myself as the liberated, open-minded woman that Pieter would be willing to work with. After all, we desperately needed the information that only he could provide.

I looked over at Dylan, and his eyes were as wide as saucers and glued to the stage. Pieter and Mila were cheering louder than anyone. It seemed bizarre that anyone would be so thrilled to watch their own twin sister in such an outrageous profession, but Mila looked as delighted as the rest of the audience that her sister had just been covered with two hot loads of cum.

The two ‘Bedouins’ each took one of Mina’s hands and walked her down to the front of the stage to take a bow. My eyes were drawn to the rivulets of creamy white cum that were dribbling from her chin. God, it was so sexy. Especially when she looked directly over to our booth and blew kisses to her sister and her guests. Then, once she was sure of our attention, she ran her finger across her face to scoop up the dribbling cum. Showing the audience her special treat, she took her hand up to her mouth and sucked off every drop. My stomach turned over with excitement — and, if I’m honest, just a little touch of envy. My uninhibited response scared me. What was happening to me? I thanked my lucky stars that my husband, my protector, was there with me.

Again, the crowd erupted while Mina and her two warriors moved to the back of the stage, and the curtains closed.

“Did you enjoy the show, my dear?” Pieter asked me. The easiest way to respond was with complete honesty — considering the warm dampness in my panties, any other response would have been disingenuous. And anyway, he wanted me to be wild.

“I thought it was about the hottest thing I've ever seen,” I said in the sultriest tone I could muster

“I thought you might. I think you will be ready to experience ‘The Club’ tomorrow evening, don’t you, Mila?”

“No question,” she replied.

#####

Dylan

The car dropped us back at our hotel, where Xavier and Emmy were keen to debrief us on the evening's events.

I attempted to give them details of the outrageous performance we’d seen, but they showed little interest. Their only concern was for one aspect alone: Had Stella convinced Pieter de Witt that she was a woman he could trust to do business with?

When we told them of the plan to take us to some kind of club the following evening, they seemed entirely convinced that our evening had been successful.

“Just to warn you, though, Stella,” said Emmy with a look of concern. “It’s likely to be a sex club that will make this evening’s performance look tame. Guest participation is usually a given, so there's a distinct possibility that you might have to fool around a bit to convince Pieter you're the kind of woman he’s prepared to deal with. It seems pretty clear he’s a committed voyeur, and it looks like he intends to base his willingness to do business with you on your enthusiasm in indulging his kink.”

For no apparent reason, all three of them turned towards me.

“Can I ask how you’d feel about that, Dylan?” continued Emmy. “If you had to watch your wife enjoying other men in a sex club?”

What in heaven's name could I say? Surely, no sane, loving husband should be excited at the idea Emmy was proposing. But I could feel my cock growing harder at the mere suggestion that I might get to witness my beloved wife getting filthy with some random hunks in an Amsterdam sex club. Immediately my mind flew to visualizing my darling Sarah on her hands and knees like Mina had been, with a massive anonymous cock impaling her married pussy and another pumping cum into her overflowing mouth.

The knowing smile that passed fleetingly between Emmy and Xavier made it clear they were fully aware of my hotwife fetish. Emmy had known all along that there was nothing in life that would give me more pleasure than getting to watch my wife in those outrageous scenarios I’d been imagining. Strangely, it was Xavier who looked a little uncomfortable about the idea. Xavier, the highly trained, experienced field agent who had been responsible for teaching my wife everything she knew about the use of sexpionage, now seemed queasy at the thought of her putting those skills into practice. Was the green-eyed monster, jealousy, playing with him now?

#####

We spent the next day with a late start, followed by a short but fascinating tour of the Rijksmuseum, which provided a taste of high culture before the evening's expected dose of a very different culture. That evening, the same car and driver arrived at precisely nine o’clock, and once again, Pieter and Mila were comfortably settled in the back with their champagne flutes half full.

The drive took a little longer than the previous evening, but eventually, we pulled up in front of a set of ornate, gold doors with a tailcoated doorman on either side. Despite their smart uniforms, their demeanor made it clear they were equally there to provide the muscle.

Inside, we were led first into the ‘welcoming room’ — the most decadent sitting room you could ever imagine. Low velvet sofas were arranged in groupings where newly arrived couples, like us, were offered yet more champagne. All the decorative art and statuary depicted sex scenes featuring every imaginable and some unimaginable sexual act. What made the whole room so hard to comprehend were the naked entertainers serving the champagne. As they went around filling glasses, a gorgeous young waitress might bend over the arm of one of the newly arrived patrons while a handsome young waiter would slide his stiff cock into her from behind. Even the welcoming parlor was a debauched scene of live sex performance. Soon after the four of us were seated, a naked, model-handsome young waiter was pouring us drinks when a beautiful waitress fell to her knees in front of him and started sucking his cock with devoted eagerness. The place was decadence personified. When a second handsome guy joined the woman on the floor and began to kiss her passionately each time she pulled away from the massive cock in her mouth, it all seemed almost too much.

My wife gave the impression of being entirely unfazed by the goings-on around us. She was either doing a remarkable job of acting her part and living up to Emmy and Xavier's expectations, or she actually found the whole thing both intriguingly erotic and not in the slightest bit embarrassing.

After a few glasses of champagne in quick succession in the heady atmosphere of the ‘welcoming room,’ we were ushered into a very upmarket locker room lined with mahogany-fronted lockers. Mila, who was apparently our guide for the evening, started to strip off the few flimsy items of clothing she was wearing.

“We have to be naked for admittance to the club itself,” she advised us.

Again, I looked over toward Stella to see how she was handling it, but she was nonchalantly removing her clothes as if she frequented such places on a regular basis. So determined was she to win Pieter de Witt’s trust that she appeared willing to go to any lengths. Just the thought of my darling wife going to ‘any lengths’ caused another hardening of my cock, making it all the more embarrassing as I stripped off my clothes and joined the other naked members of our foursome. Mila turned out to be just as stunning naked as her sister the evening before, but my wife could more than hold her own. I was so proud of her lack of inhibitions as her beautiful body became the focus of Pieter’s attention. Before our training in sexpionage at Grove House, she would never have dared get naked in front of other people. Yet there she was, stripping off as if she hadn’t a care in the world. I would owe Xavier a debt of gratitude for the rest of my life for introducing her to this newly liberated lifestyle.

“First, we will head into the Play Area,” Mila told us in her exotically accented but perfect English. It gets booked by couples for half-hour sessions, and all other members of the club are welcome to watch whatever action the couple desires.”

As we entered, the darkness of the space made it difficult for my eyes to adjust. The one clear thing in the middle of the space was a massive bed positioned on a raised platform. A spotlight illuminated the bed where a shapely woman of about forty was kneeling, straddling a young, well-hung stud laying on his back with his cock buried in her pussy. Behind her was another young guy who could have been the twin of the first man. This second guy was just pushing his lubed-up cock into her ass. A roar of delight alerted me to the fact that the space was filled with appreciative onlookers, all delighted to witness the ass-fucking of such an attractive woman. Watching the erotic double penetration was having an inevitable effect on my cock. Still, as I glanced around at the audience members closest to me, I saw that almost all of them, male and female alike, were masturbating furiously at the amazing show. I desperately wanted to reach out and take my wife’s hand, but it was impossible — I was supposed to be her photographer. Nothing more. I could just make out Pieter de Witt’s face, and interestingly, he was fixated not on the wild show but on my wife’s face. He was intent on judging her reactions to what we were witnessing. I could only hope she was aware of his attention. Stella couldn’t let her guard slip.

With two guys pounding into her pussy and her ass, the woman’s wishes were apparently still unfulfilled. A third guy, tall, muscled, and hung like a porn star, stepped from the darkness surrounding the platform. A distinguished-looking man of about forty accompanied him.

“Her husband,” whispered Mila in my ear. “A successful merchant banker here in the city.”

As the third hunk stood in front of the woman, took her face in his hands then fed his huge cock inch by solid inch into her mouth, her adoring husband kneeled beside her and took her hand. He shifted around constantly to appreciate close-up views of the intimate penetration of his wife, watching her wet pussy, her tight ass, and her pouty red lips as they welcomed her young admirers, clearly enjoying every minute of it if his hard cock was any indication.

It was almost impossible to believe the woman could have such a voracious sexual appetite. But her moans of delight around the enormous cock that was stuffing her mouth were no act. She was loving every minute of it — and so was her husband. I couldn’t help but imagine how I might feel if I were kneeling in his position, watching my wife taking those three thrusting studs. For me, the scene seemed to represent the pinnacle of the hotwife experience.

Dear God, I desperately needed to reach out to touch my beloved Sarah. The need almost hurt. But I knew it wasn’t possible without breaking our cover.

Underneath the woman on the platform, the guy was pushing up his hips faster and faster as her husband watched his cock disappear into her wet pussy. The two guys in her pussy and ass were developing a rhythm designed to drive all three of them toward a powerful climax.

As I watched, I couldn’t help but wonder again if the two guys could feel each other’s cocks through that thin membrane that separates a woman’s pussy from her ass, as I had with Xavier. God, it was an erotic thought, and it had become a leading contender for the favorite fantasy award. Meanwhile, the cock in the woman’s mouth was also driving into her throat faster and faster. I couldn’t tear my eyes from the sight of the four of them being so totally uninhibited in front of all those strangers.

The woman was becoming ever wilder as her orgasm approached. Her eyes were rolling back in her head as she attempted to scream the word “YES” over and over again around the cock in her mouth. We were close enough to see the veins pulsing in all three cocks that were thrusting into her, and it was an indescribably thrilling sight when all three guys filled her with their seed at the same time. They all pushed forward together and lodged themselves in her as deeply as they could get as they shot their hot, thick semen.

Again, I couldn’t help but wonder how I would feel if it was my wife filled with so much cum. It had been one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen, but how much sexier would it have been if my Sarah had been in the middle of the action? How perverse had I become?

#####

Stella

Why was I having such wicked thoughts? A happily married woman with an adoring husband, yet there I was, contemplating the sensation of being stuffed full of three handsome young men’s cocks like the attractive woman at the center of the action. I was losing it. What on earth was I even doing in this club? I knew deep down that we should leave. But it was out of my hands. We’d signed up willingly to be MI6 operatives, and from our time at Grove House, when we’d learned all about this weird thing called sexpionage, I had known the time might come when I might need to put my body on the line. I needed to get a grip and pull myself together. I also needed to convince Pieter de Witt that I could be trusted with any secrets he might be willing to share. And he’d explicitly told me that would only happen if I could prove myself to be the kind of woman he ‘appreciated.’ In short, his appreciation appeared to be based solely on my willingness to pander to his voyeuristic kink.

I desperately wanted to reach out and squeeze Dylan’s hand. I knew he would understand how scared I was. But I also knew I couldn’t break cover. I was deeply thankful that he was at least allowed to accompany me on these outrageous operations.

Before I had the chance to think, Pieter took my hand and whispered, “Come with me.” He led me along while Dylan and Mila followed behind us until we reached an alcove in the corner of the room. It was as private as anywhere in the club.

Peering into the dimness of the room, I could just about make out two male figures reclining on thick cushions that covered the floor. Like everyone else in the club, they were both completely naked. Initially, I felt a sense of shock until it occurred to me that we were equally naked. Why had Pieter brought me to this quiet alcove? I could only fear the worst.

It seemed impossible to believe that everything was happening so fast. There had been so many irreversible decisions since our recruitment into The Service. What if they turned out to be horrible decisions that would put my marriage in jeopardy? What if I mistakenly thought I could loosen up just because I’d fallen for Xavier? With him at Grove House, my sexual liberation had felt easy and inevitable. But was more now expected of me? What would Dylan think? And what would my young lover Xavier think when he found out? It was all entirely overwhelming. I felt like I was teetering on the edge of some moral precipice. Surely, people must have had mental breakdowns over less.

Pieter had somehow merged into the darkness at the edges of the room, and I assumed Mila and Dylan were with him. My heart leaped into my throat as one of the statuesque young men patted the cushions between him and his equally attractive friend. The first guy was black and strikingly handsome with a toned, muscular body that suggested he could be a swimmer.

“Come, Stella. Sit with us.”

How did he know my name? Had Pieter arranged this as the ultimate test of my suitability? And, if so, what was he expecting of me? Would I have to fulfill his depraved voyeuristic fantasies before we could talk business?

“Please sit, Stella,” he repeated. His perfect ebony body and rumbling, baritone voice reminded me so much of Xavier, and he seemed so openly friendly that it was impossible to be too scared. So why was I so irrationally frightened?” Because, as much as I wished it was my young lover, Xavier, it was in fact a complete stranger. The thought was both daunting and slightly exciting. I even felt my pussy tingling in either fear or anticipation of what was to come.

‘Come on, woman,’ I scolded myself. ‘You knew what might be involved. Ever since Grove House, there has been little doubt about what an agent must be willing to do, and the adventure in Lagos had proved the point. And it’s all for King and country.’

I dropped to my knees and crawled across the heaps of cushions in as dignified a manner as I could, which wasn’t at all dignified. I thought of my husband behind me in the darkness. He must have a view of my wet pussy. And so must our host. If Pieter wanted proof that I was his kind of woman, maybe that would be all the convincing he would need. I had been excited ever since the sight of the uninhibited waiters and waitresses in the ‘welcoming room’ and then the wild foursome when we entered the club itself – it was hardly surprising my pussy was wet.

I tried to peer into the darkness, and by some quirk of fate, I managed to pick out my husband's face. He wore a wry smile as he saw the glistening lips of my pussy. And was that a surreptitious wink?

The young guy who’d invited me to sit with him was also peering into the darkness, and I wondered if he was seeking instruction from Pieter on how to proceed. I couldn’t see either Pieter or Mila, but certainly, something shifted in the young man's behavior. He scooted his amazing naked body next to me, then leaned forward and placed his lips softly on mine. It was heaven. His tongue just tickled against my lips until I parted them for him, and he moved it slowly into my mouth. Why had I been so nervous? It was just a little playing, a little fooling around, and it felt wonderful. I’d always known that a bit of fooling around could be on the agenda in our operations, so who was I to complain? But what would my husband be thinking? He’d told me how it excited him to watch me with Xavier, but this was different — this was some hunky young stranger. Admittedly, the guy was black, muscular, and handsome, like Xavier, which might have added to Dylan’s excitement. But I still couldn’t guess how he would react.

Imagine my disappointment when the young guy pulled away from our passionate kiss.

“You know that you can call the shots in here, Stella,” he said softly. My name is Ivo. Hans and I are here for one reason only: to offer you pleasure. If there's anything you'd like us to do, please don't hesitate to let us know. Equally, if there is anything you don’t want us to do, you must absolutely make it clear.

Dear God, what was I supposed to say? If Pieter expected some kind of sex show, could I actually go through with it? I peered into the darkness, where I’d caught a glimpse of Dylan, but I could see nothing at all. The decision was all mine. Luckily, it seemed, I had no decision to make in the short term. Ivo seemed to recognize my dilemma and took control of the situation, maybe on Pieter’s instructions.

“Why don’t you lean back against Hans's chest and let me massage your feet?” He said comfortingly.

Hans was sitting against a pile of cushions with his legs stretched out in front of him. He parted his legs, and I scooted back until I was pressed against his chiseled, muscular chest. Only then did I realize that I could also feel the hardness of his cock as it stood upright against my lower back. What a feeling! I couldn’t help but wonder what my old college friend Harriet would have thought of me.

My mind hurtled in every direction in a vain attempt to assess my situation through a third-party lens. I considered the facts: a married woman who adores her husband sitting in a sex club in Amsterdam, ostensibly in service to her country, but with a huge cock pushing against her bare back while another young, naked hunk prepared to massage her feet. And her husband is watching. Who is this woman?

I could imagine my husband sitting there in the darkness, transfixed by what he was witnessing.

Ivo placed his knees on the outside of my feet. I was hypnotically drawn to look down at his spread legs and his rampant, black cock that stood upright — long, thick, and proud. He took my right foot and balanced it up on his knees. Working his thumb around my sole, he used just the right amount of pressure to relieve some of the stress that had built up in me as this moment of crisis approached. My toes, my heels, my ankles, and my calves all got his attention. He then placed my leg carefully down on the outer edge of his knees and picked up the other foot.

I was aware of how my feet had been between his knees when he started, but now one leg was on the outside of his legs. Was he able to glimpse anything between my legs in that dim light?

I didn’t think so. But in my newly liberated state, did I care? Did I maybe even want him to?

When he had finished with my second calf, he again placed my left leg on the outside of his leg. I knew my legs were parted a little at the top. He’d told me to stop him if I was uncomfortable. Surely, this wouldn’t be considered too wild after what we’d already seen in this club.

“Are you okay, Stella?”

It was Hans whispering in my ear.

I nodded as Ivo moved both his hands up my legs and massaged my thighs, his massage continuing higher until I could feel his strong thumbs on my inner thighs. The eroticism of his touch caused my legs to part just a little more involuntarily. It seemed they just spread open a couple of inches of their own volition. I gasped.

“Beautiful, Stella,” rumbled Ivo's deep voice.

I looked up and saw that he was looking directly down at my pussy as he’d said those words.

With the gorgeous young man staring openly between my legs, I suddenly felt the touch of Hans’s hands on my breasts as his muscular arms encircled me, and his fingers found my hard nipples. He softly tickled in circles around their tips, making them stand out all the more as if they were reaching out to be sucked.

I tried again to see Dylan, and my eyes must have become accustomed to the darkness. He stood there, looking excited yet astonished, and his mouth had fallen open slightly. He looked ready to drool in anticipation. He gave me a half-smile. I loved him so much, but I knew what I had to do to serve our secret mission. I had to cater to Pieter’s needs rather than my husband’s newly discovered kink.

If I’m being sincere, I have to admit that something more animalistic was affecting my judgment, too. I think the area of the brain that controls sexual function must sometimes operate at an evolutionarily ancient level. I knew exactly what I wanted, and it wasn’t simply to appease the wealthy diamond merchant whose information I was seeking. I’d said explicitly that I was into a bit of fooling around and playing a little, but I was getting more turned on by the second from the attention of the two young hunks.

So, I had no resistance in me when Ivo leaned his head down and, using his massaging hands, pushed my legs apart and ran his tongue along the middle of my wet pussy. He licked me as if I were the most delicious thing he had ever tasted. He found the bud of my clit and teased it with his tongue until, from that alone, I was magically close to an orgasm. The sensation of Hans gently squeezing my nipples while Ivo worked my clit with his tongue took me over the edge in what seemed like seconds.

‘Take that, Pieter de Witt,’ I thought. ‘Did you enjoy the show?’

As I came down from my high, Ivo looked up at me with my juices glistening wet on his face.

“Still okay, Stella?”

“Mmmm.”

There was no possible way to articulate how okay I was.

He leaned back down and then drilled his long tongue up inside me as far as it would go. Luckily, my orgasmic scream of delight was lost as it mingled with all the other sounds of sex emanating from the club around us.

Stunned, I looked again at my husband to see that he was stroking his cock and looking amazed that I had allowed it all to happen.

With little hesitation, Ivo then knelt up in front of me and took my hands. He pulled me into a similar kneeling position, so our faces were almost touching. Then he leaned forward.

“Taste yourself, Stella.”

He pushed his tongue into my mouth, and the startling flavor of my own pussy hit me immediately. I had never experienced anything like it. I could taste myself so distinctly, and I could smell the scent of myself. And it was undeniably sexy.

Hadn’t this gone far enough now? Would Pieter de Witt be satisfied with my willingness to participate? I’d had some fantastic new encounters, but there was definitely a limit to what I was willing to do. Ivo was still holding my hands, and I found my limits tested again as he took my right hand and, almost lovingly, wrapped it around his rock-solid cock. It seemed somehow smoother and straighter than Dylan’s. It was so warm, and I could feel a regular pulsing as the blood pumped into it. It created the sensation that it was a separate and alive being. It was exciting. What was I doing? I had my hand around another man's shaft, and I couldn’t honestly say it was simply to pass Pieter’s ridiculous test.

Ivo moved his hand over mine, encouraging me to stroke his fat black cock. Hans had moved behind me again, and in his new kneeling position, I could feel his hardness between my ass cheeks. His strong arms were wrapped around me, and he was massaging my breasts and squeezing my nipples as I stroked Ivo’s cock. I looked down to watch the erotic sight of Hans’s hands as they caressed my tits, while further down, I could see my own hand stroking along the length of Ivo’s shaft. The sight was so hot that I let out a tiny gasp.

Where had all these sensations been all my life? So many people had experienced this kind of stuff while they were younger, while I’d been locked into my self-imposed inhibitions.

They were so gentle with me. It was as if they knew precisely how mixed my emotions were.

“Is there anything else you’d like to try, Stella?” Ivo’s voice was barely audible.

I glanced over at Dylan, who was nodding almost imperceptibly, apparently willing me on to every possible act of depravity. His motivation was still practically impossible to understand, and I was no more certain about my own.

We all possess a brilliant, built-in capacity called the sympathetic nervous system, which prompts us to make the fight-or-flight decision in nanoseconds. Our hearts pump faster as noradrenaline, the hormone and neurotransmitter, is secreted within them. The speed of the pumping creates more energy, and as it’s all so fast, all we feel is the instantaneous result. And instantaneously, I knew what I wanted.

I nodded.

“Can you tell me?” he prompted quietly.

I couldn’t. I shook my head. I couldn’t speak the words that were screaming through my depraved brain. Having come to envy all the wild experiences of my old college roommate, Harriet, I still struggled to articulate everything my newfound liberation made me crave.

“Would you like to take me in your mouth, Stella?”

I looked over again at Dylan to see how he was reacting. He looked stunned, but there was no indication he wanted to stop me. I desperately hoped not. With my newfound love of sucking a big cock the idea of taking Ivo’s beautiful black shaft in my mouth was beyond my wildest dreams.

I nodded.

Ivo sat back on his haunches, and his hard cock, with my hand still around it, was pointing directly up at my face.

With no thought about my marriage, or my husband, or Xavier, or my life so far, I lowered my face and took the velvety head of his meat into my mouth.

“Stella, that feels wonderful. The warmth of your mouth is so special,” he whispered.

I felt Hans behind me move down and wriggle his way underneath me while I was going down on Ivo. It was his turn to lick my pussy. It felt like I was inhabiting some kind of delicious dream, and I was almost delirious with pleasure. I eased down further onto Ivo’s manhood just the way Emmy and Xavier had taught me at Grove House. As I sucked Ivo’s delicious cock I relaxed into the sensation of feeling Hans’s tongue fucking me as deep as any tongue I could imagine.

“Would you like to feel Hans inside you, Stella?”

Jeez. Pieter de Witt was getting more than his money’s worth. I would expect him to spill every secret he’d ever known after this.

“Mmmm.” I didn’t want Ivo to escape from my mouth, but I made my intention clear, and I felt the head of Hans's cock sliding up and down between my petals in the combined slickness of my juices and his saliva. As he pushed his hugeness up inside me, I let out a moan. He pushed me forward. Not aggressively, but forward, nonetheless. As I was pushed deeper onto Ivo’s cock, I remembered all the techniques I had been practicing since Grove House. I opened up my throat, used the muscle memory of those techniques, and pushed myself forward until I had the earth-shattering sensation of this young man’s hard cock slipping past my gag reflex and deep into my throat.

I, Sarah Russell, unbelievably AKA Agent Stella Russo, was deep throating a handsome, young black stranger. I was taking him all the way into my throat as I was being fucked from behind by a magnificently hard cock. And all in the name of serving my country. And I was loving every minute of it. I needed to breathe and pulled off Ivo.

“You amaze me, Stella.”

“I amaze myself!” I laughed.

All the while, Hans had been slowly, rhythmically sliding his thick cock in and out of my pussy, pushing slightly deeper every time, hitting places that had only ever been touched by Xavier. I couldn’t make up my mind if it was uncomfortable or wonderful. Maybe it was wonderfully uncomfortable.

It occurred to me that from where Dylan was sitting, off to my side, he probably had an intimate close-up view of Hans’s huge cock sliding deep into my married pussy, as well as Ivo’s rigid shaft disappearing into my throat. What was he thinking? With his newly confessed ‘kink,’ was this what he wanted, or did he regret our decision?

“What do you want, Stella?” Ivo’s soothing voice reminded me that I was supposed to be the director of this adventure. I was in control. In response to his question, I had only one answer.

“More,” I hissed.

I had nothing else to say. The sensations were like an alchemist’s potent mixture of abandon, need, desire, and self-indulgence. God, I hoped this wasn’t hurting Dylan too much, or at least not more than would outweigh the strange thrill he sought from my behavior.

Ivo pushed his cock back into my mouth. He was aware of my boundaries by that point, and he understood my capabilities. He thrust deep into my throat and started to face fuck me. Hans was picking up his pace and had gripped my hips in his strong hands. Rather than just sliding in and out, he was really fucking me.

It was all too overwhelming. I was going to cum for the second time in one night.

I started to groan with the intensity of my feelings. My groans around Ivo’s cock had a noticeable effect on him.

“Can I cum for you, Stella?”

“Mmmm.”

My orgasm hit just as I felt spurt after forceful spurt of his thick, hot cum shooting into my mouth. The first jet hit the roof of my mouth, then Ivo pushed in deep so that I could take the next directly into my throat. I was still savoring the salty, sweet taste of his seed when I heard Hans’s moan. It wouldn’t be right to deny him, so I pushed back hard onto his rigid, pulsing cock and felt his virile cum pumped deep inside me just as I swallowed down Ivo’s huge load.

“Holy fuck!”

It was the first time Dylan had spoken since we had climbed into the alcove room. He had to be careful. He couldn’t let Pieter suspect that he was anything more to me than my sidekick photographer. Had he forgotten that he was playing a role? I needed to act fast.

“You’ve never seen that side of your boss, have you, Dylan?” I attempted a laugh that, even to me, sounded hollow. ”What did you think? Did you like it?”

Luckily, my husband was quick-thinking enough to catch his mistake. He was ready to follow my lead in whatever subterfuge I could offer.

“Like it, boss? It was stunning. You were stunning. Sorry guys, you were great too, but my boss was stunning.”

Everyone laughed through their panting breaths as we all collapsed against the walls, exhausted by our wondrous experience.

I thanked the two guys for the memorable time before scrambling my way out of the alcove room and finally coming to my feet. Thanking my beloved husband would have to wait until later. Ivo and Hans were both shaking their heads and smiling broadly as I thanked them.

“It’s us who should be thanking you, Stella. You are truly spectacular.” Hans hugged me.

Just like the woman in the previous evening’s show, I felt cum running down my inner thigh. How strange was it for me to wish that my beloved husband would clean me up with his adoring tongue?

“It was so good to see you enjoy yourself and let your hair down like that, Stella,” chuckled Pieter lasciviously as we climbed back into the limo. “You were a pleasure to watch in your complete liberation. I think you are definitely a woman after my own heart, and rightly or wrongly, I have total trust in women who share my sense of adventure. So, one more evening out, and I think I’ll be ready for your interview. Are you up for that?”

Another damn evening of his devious tests before we could get any closer to identifying our archenemy. What the hell was it going to take for him to form his judgment? I had a sneaking suspicion that his mind was already made up and he was simply enjoying my sexual performances. But what choice did I have? My answer would likely impact the success or failure of our entire mission. That said, it was hardly as if I wasn’t getting some perverse thrill of my own and learning ever more about my true self.


Chapter Eight – Amsterdam Delivers

‘Life begins at the edge of

your comfort zone.’

Jose Andres

Stella

By the time the limo dropped us back at the hotel, I was feeling physically sick. What had I done to my wonderful husband? Subjecting him to watching the unthinkable spectacle of me being ravaged by another two absurdly handsome young men must surely have turned him against me, even if he did think he harbored fantasies of watching me like that. And even if we both knew I had done it to further our cause of winning over Pieter de Witt, the reality of what I’d done must have hit him hard.

Unfortunately, as soon as we were back in our suite, Xavier and Emmy wanted every last detail of how the evening had gone, so I had no chance to talk to my husband alone. When our two assistants/mentors heard the details of our adventures at the club, their reactions were markedly different. Emmy seemed amused and told me how proud she was of me. She seemed convinced we were close to learning whatever Pieter de Witt knew of the payments to the SouthWind hacker collective. However, Xavier appeared almost annoyed by my revelations about the lengths I’d had to go to in my attempts to gain Pieter’s confidence. His attitude was difficult to fathom, but there was a palpable hint of jealousy. It seemed ridiculous. How could such a stunning specimen of manhood, familiar with a life of danger, excitement, and unpredictability, of being surrounded by beautiful women clamoring for his attention, have developed feelings for an ordinary woman ten years his senior and used to living a humdrum life of routine and relative monotony?

Emmy, with her training in the fine art of psychological evaluation, immediately picked up on Xavier's reaction. I could imagine her having a stern word with him once Dylan and I retired for the night. What surprised me was that my husband seemed equally aware of the young man’s obvious annoyance at my admission to having been taken by two more handsome young guys at the same time. Strangely, Dylan seemed almost flattered by the idea that Xavier could be so possessively jealous despite the implication that his feelings for me were growing stronger.

When we finally turned in for the night and had time alone to broach the subject, I found I was unable to find the right words. How could I ask my wonderful husband how he felt about what he’d witnessed? I needed to summon the courage, though, or it could ultimately be my whole marriage that would suffer.

“David,” I started, reverting to his real name because of the impossibly stressful question I was about to ask him. “What you saw me do this evening…” My question petered out as I lost my confidence.

I had to ask him. In the club, I’d selfishly been too far gone in the ecstatic lust of the moment to really think through the effect this could have had on him. It was one thing for him to claim this as a fantasy, but to see your devoted wife stuffed full of young, attractive men must surely have been more gut-wrenching than any fantasy.

“What is it, Sarah?” Like me, he must have recognized the seriousness of our situation if he had used my real name again. “If you're worried that what you did this evening could have upset me, you know what I told you. Seeing you like that was literally the hottest thing I've ever witnessed. It was like having my own private porn star, yet knowing that at the end of the day, you'd be coming home with me.”

It was so tough for me to truly understand his feelings. I had to seek more reassurance.

“Are you really sure you were okay with it, my darling? It was so extreme.”

“Stella, it was wondrous. I have never seen anything like it, and I never thought I would. It was the sexiest thing I could ever imagine, and it was somehow heightened by the cognitive dissonance of wanting to see it and, at the same time, dreading watching it. I know it sounds ridiculous, but the conflicting emotions of sexual excitement and pure jealousy were close to tearing me apart.

“I wanted to watch as you cast off your inhibitions and to see how you took those two studs like a real pro. But I was also torn with jealousy. I knew that, logically, I shouldn’t want it to happen. Once again, I kept wanting to shout STOP, THAT’S MY WIFE, but the eroticism of what was happening overruled any logical behavior. I also knew that if I did step in, it would jeopardize our entire operation.”

“So, you don’t regret what I did or why I did it?”

“Not for one second. I’m so proud of you. It must have been such a mental stretch for you to get that far out of your comfort zone. I really admire you, Stella, and I love you more than ever.”

He wrapped his arms around me and, as we curled up together in bed, I felt like I could happily never move anywhere ever again.

#####

Dylan

It was unfathomable to imagine what new challenge Pieter de Witt could have in mind for my wife the following evening. Was he just playing games with us for his own voyeuristic amusement, or was he genuinely trying to test Stella’s commitment to sharing his level of depravity? After the wild scene at the club, I couldn’t envisage what further decadence he had planned.

As our destination was unclear, Xavier insisted that I wear a wire so he could monitor our whereabouts, which at least gave me some degree of comfort before we headed off into the unknown. I wondered, though, if it was also partly his need to know what Stella was up to.

For the third evening running, the car arrived at the usual time. It came as a surprise to both of us when we found Pieter inside alone.

“Mila couldn’t join us tonight, my friends,” he told us. “But I was intent upon taking you to just this one more place, Stella. For a woman with appetites so similar to mine, I feel it’s something you have to try before you leave this great city and possibly never visit again. I think you will find it provides the most exhilarating sexual adventure you’ve ever known. And, if you find it as exciting as I do, I feel confident that we can schedule your interview for tomorrow. I promise to be as open and candid with my answers as you have been with your beautiful body.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                           

I could see how concerned Stella was. She had freely undertaken each of Pieter’s perverse challenges, but she harbored an understandable fear that one of his ‘adventures’ would test her beyond her willingness to play along. I was even beginning to doubt whether he had any information that would be of value to us. Or was he playing us for fools? Had our devious adversary gotten one step ahead of us again, and Pieter de Witt was winding us up for his own amusement, getting his kicks by putting my beloved wife through his bizarre sexual tests?

“What are you talking about, Pieter?” She was attempting to sound casual, but I could hear the tension in her voice.

“You simply must have one little adventure at De Gloriegat Club before you leave. Mila loves the place. It’s why I hired her in the first place, having seen her in action. She loves the extreme decadence that comes only with the complete anonymity.”

I was no clearer about what we were in for at this club, but at least, thanks to the wire Dylan was wearing, Xavier and Emmy would have heard our intended destination. Pieter continued:

“Mila claims there is something fascinating about the idea of sucking an anonymous cock. It gives her a tremendous adrenaline rush.”

As he explained the translation of De Gloriegat being The Gloryhole Club, I imagined the idea of my beloved wife kneeling in front of a wall full of holes with multiple anonymous cocks sticking through menacingly. All for her to take pleasure in. The thought was both thrilling and terrifying. Surely Stella wouldn’t go for it.

When we arrived at the club, its sign was designed without subtlety to suggest kneeling figures in front of a wall full of holes. I heard Stella gulp with trepidation. Without Mila’s presence, I felt like a spare part in the proceedings, but I had no intention of missing a minute of whatever might transpire, and I had no intention of leaving Stella in Pieter de Witt’s clutches.

Inside, Pieter took my wife’s hand and led her into the club while I followed along like an afterthought.

The first room we came to was like any other up-market cocktail bar with a sophisticated, well-heeled crowd. Pieter explained that members enjoyed loosening their inhibitions with several drinks before braving the inner sanctum of the club. We followed suit, listening to Pieter’s arguments in which he dubiously extolled the virtues of anonymity as an aphrodisiac until we started to observe several couples making their way through a set of studded velvet double doors at the side of the bar.

“The action is heating up back there,” Pieter chuckled. “Shall we take a look?” He took my wife’s hand, and the three of us headed into the unknown.

Pieter’s running commentary as we fumbled our way into the semi-darkness behind the double doors made the place seem almost routine, as if it were a regular Saturday evening date alternative, much like going out for dinner and a movie.

“So, the corridor on the right leads to the largest adventure room, where there are two clearly signed glory-hole walls. One is for people who are looking for a genuinely anonymous experience, and the other is for those who want to play with someone they know but like to do it in front of an audience. In that room, observers are genuinely welcomed, as participants actually get off on being watched. Everyone in there is an outrageous exhibitionist.

“Then, for those who prefer a more private setting, the corridor to the left is where you’ll find the private rooms. Again, there are plenty of opportunities for entirely anonymous experiences, or you can choose to have fun with someone you know. Each door in that corridor is numbered - 1A, 1B, 2A, 2B, and so on - and there's a red light above each door to indicate whether the room is occupied. In every case, the A side is for the man wanting to get his cock sucked while the B side is for the person who enjoys the feeling of a hard cock in their mouth.”

He said it so nonchalantly, without any indication that the whole concept was bizarrely filthy. He made it sound no more sexual than if he were giving the orientation to a new gym.

“The logistics are fairly simple. If you're playing with a friend, find a room with both the A and B sides available. If you are looking for an anonymous encounter, look for a room where one side has the light on, but the other is unoccupied. Just be sure to keep the A and B functions clearly in mind. Finally, I need to inform you about the club’s two strict protocols. First, anyone who wants to suck a cock MUST invite a partner by putting a finger through the hole. If you are not invited, then you don’t do it. Secondly, for any man who is about to cum, no matter where you are in the club, you are required to knock twice on the wall before you shoot your load. Most participants are eager to take it in their mouths, but it's simply good manners to allow people to pull away if that’s not their preference. So, that’s about it. Any questions?”

I could see that Stella was gobsmacked, barely able to believe that such dens of iniquity existed. And then, to hear that they had developed careful protocols for every filthy thing that might be encountered was almost too much for her to comprehend. 

Despite the turmoil of her feelings, she managed to assure him she had no questions. She glanced over at me and raised her eyebrows, wondering what we’d gotten ourselves into.

#####

Stella

I was reminded once again of what a sheltered life I’d led. My cloistered upbringing and self-imposed moral standards had really done a number on me. While I was trying to get my head around the whole concept of the club, Pieter was still talking:

“As it’s your first time, I’d suggest that you take a look at the large adventure room first to get a taste of what’s on offer – pun intended,” laughed the affable Dutchman. “Then you can decide if you want to try out a private room for a more personal experience. Having seen your appetite for new sexual experiences and the way in which it matches mine, I feel confident that you'll not want to leave here this evening without taking at least one huge load in your mouth.”

Embarrassingly, he fixed his gaze on me as he said it, and his filthy laugh made it clear he was intent on this one last challenge. Only with my successful completion of his perverse test would he grant me the interview I needed to track the payment process for the SouthWind hackers.

In the main room, the sight that greeted us was beyond decadent. On the right side of the room, kneeling on low, thickly-padded benches in front of a black-painted wall with a sign reading ANONYMOUS, was a row of perhaps ten people. Some of them were bobbing their head back and forth on an anonymous cock that protruded through a hole in the wall. Others were holding their heads entirely still, allowing their unknown and unseen partner to fuck their willing mouths. A few of them were naked with a pile of clothes by their side, but most were fully clothed. It was only then that I spotted another set of benches, like bleachers, along the back wall. On those benches sat an audience made up primarily of men.

Pieter whispered an explanation:

“They are husbands and partners who love watching their wives suck other men’s cocks.”

I only realized that my own mouth had fallen open in shock when Dylan gently reached out and touched my chin in a warning to close my lips. Again, I found myself fearing that Pieter would have seen his action as too intimate for the employer/employee relationship that was our cover.

My husband laughed to cover his involuntary slip as he whispered loud enough for Pieter to hear: “With your mouth open like that, you don’t want anyone to get the wrong idea, boss. They might think it was an invitation.” I blushed to the very roots of my hair.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the action at the wall despite my paralyzing embarrassment. As I stood, riveted to the sight of a gorgeous blond taking a huge cock deep down into her throat, we all heard the telltale knocks on the wall.

The woman tapped in response and moaned sexily as her cheeks puffed out, and I realized that her anonymous friend was filling her mouth with his cum. I was shocked by my reaction as my pussy clenched tightly in excitement at the sheer uninhibited licentiousness of what I was seeing. In what seemed to be a recurring sensation ever since we arrived in Amsterdam, I could feel a warm wetness developing in my panties.

Before our recruitment into MI6 and our indoctrination at Grove House, I’d had practically no experience of taking a man in my mouth and literally none of either deep-throating or swallowing. I was utterly at a loss to understand why I felt so drawn to what I was watching. I thought back to the oral lessons I’d had back there at the training school, but that had all been with a man I knew – Xavier. A man I’d even developed feelings for. This place was the polar opposite – anonymous, soulless, but frighteningly exciting.

Pieter then pointed out the glory hole wall on the other side of the room, the wall signed TOGETHER, to indicate that the couples at each hole knew each other.

“So, are these women's husbands on the other side of the wall?” I asked him quietly.

“Not necessarily,” he answered, pointing surreptitiously at the bleachers on the back wall. “Many husbands are there gazing adoringly at their wives as they deep-throat another man’s cock. They are using the TOGETHER wall because they have brought along a friend or lover to enjoy the frisson of this different experience.”

I thought back to my pre-MI6 days. How naïve had I been to think that deep throating was just an invented term to fuel men’s fantasies? It had seemed impossible that any woman could take a man so deep without choking. Yet I was now one of those women.

My subtle glances at the observation bleachers proved that many of the men in the viewing gallery were stroking themselves in evident excitement at watching their wives' debauchery. One gorgeous woman was attracting a lot of attention with her eager skills. When the inevitable two knocks came, I watched her husband rush to his wife’s side for a close-up view as she swallowed pulse after pulse of hot cum from her lover's cock.

“Seen enough?”

Pieter was gently pulling me back towards the main reception area.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asked.

All I could do was nod like a dumbstruck idiot at the mind-boggling things we’d seen in the adventure room.

“It’s certainly a new one on me,” I confessed.

“If you are interested in going back into the private rooms, my dear, perhaps you should take Dylan with you, just for moral support.”

He was gazing directly at me with an annoyingly knowing look. Although his suggestion was undoubtedly made with some devious underlying motive, it would at least give Dylan and me a chance to talk in private. We could hide away in one of the B-side rooms and discuss our plan for questioning Pieter de Witt. However, it was tough to fathom why a self-proclaimed voyeur would encourage me to explore such an outrageous kink without wanting to be present.

The three of us walked down the second corridor, noticing that many of the rooms already had lights on. However, a couple of them had only the B side lit, indicating that a person or a couple was waiting for an anonymous playmate. We finally found an unoccupied room where both lights were out.

“Why don’t you get comfortable in there and just see what transpires,” suggested Pieter as he left us alone.

Dylan and I opened the oak-paneled door and found ourselves in quite an opulent sitting room with two comfortable armchairs. The only piece of furniture that gave away the room's true purpose was a low, velvet kneeling stool positioned in front of the ominously dark hole in the wall. The chance to talk to my husband in private had seemed too good an opportunity to miss, but I hadn’t really thought through what could happen on the A side of our setup. Initially, the answer to that lingering question was, luckily, NOTHING.

“Jeez, Dylan, is Pieter just winding us up, do you think? Does he have any intention of granting me the interview, or is he masochistically enjoying watching me humiliate myself without ever intending to answer our questions?” I kept my voice as low as possible in case anyone had crept into the A-side of our private room. “I think we’re getting close to aborting the mission if he keeps insisting on testing me like this. Sexpionage is all very well, but there has to be a limit to what The Service can expect of me.”

“Ssh, Stella. We shouldn’t talk about it here. We have no idea if these rooms are wired for sound. And remember that Xavier and Emmy are listening in, so they will be ready to exfiltrate us if anything gets too rough.”

The sound of a door opening made us stop short – our conversation came to an abrupt halt. The sound of two voices whispering on the other side of the wall made us strain to hear who was there and what they were saying.

“It’s Pieter,” I hissed.

“Yeah, but who else?” My husband muttered quizzically.

“Pieter’s there to continue this bloody test, isn't he? He wants me to commit to every last perverse act he can devise. So presumably, he’s found some stranger out in the club and enticed him in there with the promise of getting his dick sucked.”

“By a master of the art.” Dylan chuckled. “They're probably wondering if your finger will come through one of the holes.”

I slapped him lightheartedly on the arm.

“Well, they can keep wondering.”

Dylan shrugged his shoulders as if to say, okay, but what about the mission?

“Okay, okay. I get it. There’s too much on the line to back out now. So, if I wanted Pieter’s sidekick to push his cock through the hole, would I only need to put my finger through to offer the invitation?” I whispered.

“That’s it. One little finger, and you’re off to the races.”

“I don’t think I can do it,” I protested. My knee-jerk response was instinctive, but inside, my emotions were torn between fear and curiosity, a sense of duty and moral rectitude. And maybe just a tiny component of animalistic lust could be thrown in for good measure.

My husband shrugged again as our whispered conversation started to become tense. I sensed his emotions were equally conflicted between that same sense of duty combined with his filthy desire to watch me suck a stranger's cock countered by a desperate guilt over his reaction to what was being asked of me.

The tension was building to a fever pitch in my stomach at the thought of what was about to happen. However, I reminded myself that I had voluntarily signed up for this mission, and suddenly, I knew what I had to do. I stepped forward and put my finger through the obscene hole.

The quiet murmur of appreciation from the other side of the wall was a clear indication that Pieter was becoming convinced that I was the kind of woman he could do business with. But could I follow through? Could I take some stranger's cock in my mouth and suck him dry, even if it was for a vitally important cause?

I felt my eyes growing wider as, slowly and enticingly, a huge black cock eased through the hole in front of my face. Suddenly, all my inhibitions seemed to fall away. It looked so incredibly inviting that all my reticence deserted me. Since Grove House I knew I’d become a truly adept cock-sucker and now I wanted that magnificent stiff shaft in my mouth – I wanted my anonymous encounter to blast a giant load of cum in my mouth for me to swallow.

I kneeled down, with my husband by my side and watching intently, and opened my mouth as wide as I could. My lips were stretched out to the point where I thought the corners of my mouth could split. I took the enormous dark head into my mouth and pushed myself forward.

As I did, I sensed a strange level of familiarity. The shape, the ridged veins, the taste, and the musky scent were uncannily reminiscent of something I’d experienced before. But that wasn’t possible. How could it possibly be Xavier?

“Stroke the shaft with your hand, Stella.”

It was my husband’s voice. He was completely unaware of my suspicions.

I reached up and found that my hand could barely stretch around the considerable girth of this invisible stranger. I became uncannily aware that it was exactly the sensation I had when Xavier’s cock was in my hand. I had no idea how he had maneuvered himself into the situation, but I half suspected the amazing, rock-hard shaft in my hand belonged to the man I’d developed feelings for. I started to stroke the amazing thick cock that was disappearing slowly into my mouth. Faster and faster, I stroked until I was almost in a frenzy.

“Remember, the protocol is that, if you want him to cum in your mouth, you just tap on the wall with your fingernail,” Dylan prompted.

My conflicted brain was having difficulties coping with the sheer atavistic desires that had taken control of me. Even as I told myself that I should get up and leave, I found myself jerking the man’s shaft even faster while my other hand involuntarily reached up and tapped on the wall. I pushed as far as I could until the guy’s cock was deep in my throat. And that, together with my jerking on his thick, black meat, did the trick. I felt the powerful ropes of cum as they shot into my mouth. There seemed to be so much of it that I swallowed frantically, savoring that familiar taste. Oh, God, it was good. The ‘stranger’ went on shooting jet after jet of his thick, salty cum until my mouth was full again, and I swallowed again. Surely, he had to stop at some point. I was determined not to spill a drop; I wanted to prove a point to Pieter. I also wanted to satisfy my own carnal need.

Finally, the pulsing of his cock came to an end, and I pulled back, turned to my husband, and, after showing him the contents of my mouth, made a big display of my final swallow. I got the impression that he was on the verge of cheering.

I licked my lips to check for any cum that might have escaped. Then I took a comedic little bow and stepped towards Dylan. He took my outstretched hand and leaned in to kiss me deeply. I was shocked to my core. I had just taken a massive load of cum in my mouth from some strange man, and yet my adoring husband was still willing to kiss me. And, not just kiss me. His tongue was probing passionately into my mouth. I had to wonder if he, too, would recognize that the taste in my mouth was tantalizingly familiar.

It had to have been the strangest night of my life.

#####

“So, did you realize it was me?” Xavier asked with a wicked smile.

“Of course I did,” I laughed. “You were in my mouth enough at Grove House. You couldn’t have thought I wouldn’t recognize you.”

Dylan had been amazed at the turn of events as Xavier had been revealed to us at De Gloriegat. We were lucky his shock didn’t give the game away to Pieter de Witt, but my clever husband had managed to save the day by introducing himself to Xavier as if to a stranger.

It wasn’t until we were back at the hotel with Emmy that we had the chance to discover how Xavier had managed to insert himself (pun intended) into the operation.

“So, how did you pull that off?” Dylan asked him, chuckling at the young man’s audacity.

“It was simple, really. It was one of the reasons I got you wired up. I needed to know precisely where you were at all times. Once Pieter encouraged you into the private glory-hole room, I guessed he would come looking for a likely candidate. So, I just hung around the welcome lounge looking irresistible.”

Our explosion of laughter could probably have been heard throughout the hotel. All four of us were hooting at my lover’s feigned arrogance.

“Okay, then, there was admittedly a degree of calculation involved, too. As a raging voyeur, I guessed he would be enthralled to see you sucking off a black stranger. So, I made sure I was the first available guy he saw when he came looking. And, sure as fate, he picked me.

It was Dylan who suddenly turned serious.

“Emmy, Xavier, I need your professional opinions. Pieter de Witt has endlessly banged on about the need for Stella to gain his trust. In your experience, do you think she’s done enough?”

“I really think she has,” responded Emmy. “I think we need to propose an interview first thing tomorrow morning.”

#####

Stella

I started with the most innocuous background questions I could think of to lull Pieter de Witt into a false sense of security. You know, basic personal stuff and historical and contextual details about the diamond trade in Amsterdam. My initial focus had to be on the purely legal aspects of the business. He would likely have clammed up if I’d launched straight into an interrogation of illegal activity. Only once he was in full flow did I venture to ask the more difficult question.

“Amsterdam had a reputation in the past for acting in a middleman role in transactions that take advantage of grey areas of the law,” I ventured. “Is that still the case?”

“Oh, undoubtedly, my dear. Although I personally would never engage in such activity.”

His confident smirk made me believe otherwise. As my questions became progressively more probing, Dylan was tiptoeing around the room, snapping photos of our subject. For some reason, I sincerely hoped he’d managed to capture that supercilious smirk.

“So, hypothetically,” I continued, “I need to understand how such things would work. If, for example, an illegal enterprise in West Africa was being funded by shipments of diamonds routed through Cote d’Ivoire, those diamonds are likely to have originated in Amsterdam?”

“Almost certainly, Stella. However, I’m beginning to think that this article of yours is more than just a personal interest feature on a prominent member of Amsterdam’s diamond trade. Tell me, are you really a lifestyle journalist, or is investigative journalism your specialty?”

We couldn’t have wished for a better outcome. He had fallen for the journalism cover story and had no idea we were really working for British intelligence. His ‘discovery’ of my assumed motive gave me a chance to ask far more direct questions.

Putting more of my cards on the table, I provided Pieter with a high-level overview of the ‘story’ I was working on – just enough to allow him to share his opinions on how such transactions would be structured.

“Mmm, I see,” he said with a serious frown.

I decided to be completely direct.

“What do you know of a person or group calling themselves The Emperor?

“I’m sorry, but I’ve never heard of it,” he replied. From his openness and the look of genuine puzzlement, I had no reason to doubt him.

“And from what I’ve told you about the operation, who do you think would have commissioned the diamond transfer and financed it in the first place?”

He thought for a moment.

“Well, the modus operandi you’ve described looks pretty similar to the organized crime organizations of either Italy or Russia. Whichever it is, the Italian mafia will know all about it. Perhaps they would be worth a visit if you’re feeling brave enough.”

It wasn’t much to go on, but at least we had another avenue to investigate.

#####

Dylan

In the taxi back to the hotel, Stella breathed a sigh of relief that our time with Pieter de Witt was over. We had eventually learned everything he knew, as meagre as it was, so the effort could be deemed a partial success. Regrettably, he knew very little, or wasn’t giving away any more than he wanted. Still, at least he had set us off on a new line of inquiry — a rather daunting line of investigation – involving ourselves with the Italian mafia.

“So, all the debauched tests that Pieter de Witt put you through finally paid off, my darling.” I tried to sound positive, even though we weren't much closer to discovering who or what The Emperor was.“That’s easy for you to say, Dylan. As I see it, the information he provided seems disproportionately minor compared to the sexual excesses he insisted on engaging me in. Also, I understand the logic of using me rather than Emmy in these sexpionage operations – she’s a long-term employee, and we’re temporary and, therefore, more expendable. It’s obviously more important to shield her identity rather than mine. But it’s tough bearing the whole burden alone.”

My wife is one of those people who rarely get angry, but in the back of that taxi, she looked furious. She explained how she could understand the need for sexpionage tactics, but clearly felt she’d been unfairly required to compromise her moral standards and her dignity for a very stingy pay-off. I attempted to reassure her that all intelligence gathering would likely require disproportionate efforts. By the time we reached the hotel, Stella had reasoned it out for herself and regained her typical positive outlook on life.

“I suppose it wasn’t so bad, really,” she laughed. “I got to have some great sex with some extremely handsome young men while my adoring husband watched. With your newfound ‘hotwife’ fascination and my burgeoning liberation, what’s to complain about?”

She didn’t mention the fact that she’d also sucked off our young assistant, who she was at least a little in love with. I figured it was best to leave that subject alone.

When we got back to our hotel from the interview, Emmy and Xavier were clamoring for details of what we’d learned about Pieter de Witt and what new information he’d been able to provide.

“Well,” responded Stella. “My first impression was nothing more than a feeling. I had this eerie sense that he was expecting us. It gave him a chance to develop all the devious tests that he claimed were to build trust. From my perspective, those tests were merely an excuse for him to indulge in his voyeuristic fantasies. He just found a clever way to make some woman perform for him, knowing I had no choice. But how could he have known we were coming? It’s like wherever we go, The Emperor is always one step ahead of us. Maybe we are too easily trackable because we’re using commercial airlines.”

We told them Pieter had suggested we contact the Italian mafia because the modus operandi of our perpetrators seemed so much like theirs.

“If that’s the case, we need to talk to London immediately,” Emmy offered. “We’ll need advice on how to find and approach a contact inside the mafia. It won't be easy, though. Then maybe we should put our heads together to devise a way of travelling less conspicuously.”

#####

Our video conference with the team in London was immediately productive because Tom Gardner, our lead analyst at Grove House, had a reliable source in the upper echelons of the mafia. He would contact the guy and get him to introduce us to one of the real movers and shakers. It would mean making our way to Naples. When we shared our concerns with the team that The Emperor was tracking our progress and constantly anticipating our next move, Tom agreed that we should devise a plan that avoided commercial travel.

It was during the video call that everyone finally recognized the reality that the parameters of our original brief had shifted irrevocably.

“It’s what we call in The Service, ‘OBE,’” Gus told us. “Overtaken by Events.”

Setting up an EMEA-wide cybersecurity network had been relegated to a minor objective compared with the need to track down The Emperor.

As soon as the call was over, the four of us sat down to develop a travel plan, avoiding Schiphol, which would be almost impossible to track. I say the four of us, but realistically, Stella and I deferred to the experience of our two assistants in such a problematic strategy. Their ideas sounded both complex and foolproof. We would arrange a private charter flight from a secondary Dutch airport to Tunis, then find some means of surreptitiously crossing the Mediterranean to Naples – maybe on a fishing boat. We were convinced that we needed to get to Naples in secret.


Chapter Nine – Tunis

Dylan

I had naively assumed our private charter flight would involve a luxury jet, like the ones used by high-powered executives or movie stars. The aircraft we boarded couldn’t have been further from my expectations. We were seated at the back of a cargo flight with all the comforts of traveling in a dark metal tube on a thinly padded seat. Each of us carried everything we were allowed in a medium-sized backpack.

The Tunis-Carthage International Airport has a reputation for being ornately beautiful in its primary public areas; however, we never got to see it. We were shuffled through several dingy, prefabricated buildings, never even being asked for our passports. There could surely be no way for the Emperor to trace our whereabouts.

Rather than check into a hotel, risking another touchpoint for our location to be discovered, Xavier and Emmy elected to head straight to the port of La Goulette, the Tunis harbor. Our cab must have been in operation for about fifty years, and the driver looked like he acquired it when he was fifty himself. Luckily, the wizened old man spoke fluent French, which made communication with the equally fluent Emmy relatively easy.

At La Goulette, the old man dropped us off at the ferry terminal without ever asking why we were visiting the port. It turned out there were two sailings a week of a ferry to Rome, Civitavecchia. Still, even if we used cash, we feared the simple act of buying tickets could expose us to The Emperor's formidable tracking capabilities. Our passports would be required, and facial recognition technology was becoming ubiquitous even in the developing world. We had to assume that our adversary had access to the most cutting-edge technology capabilities, so we needed a more clandestine route.

Attempting to blend in with the crowds of tourists, Emmy suggested we head to the southern end of the harbor, where a fleet of fishing boats was anchored. Not only was her command of the French language useful, but her stunning beauty turned out to be of equally enormous benefit in that overwhelmingly male enclave.

In the stern of the first fishing boat, she approached a swarthy young man who was lying on top of the wooden cover of the engine room. He appeared to be asleep, but something in the tension of his body made me think he was fully aware of our presence.

“Bonjour, monsieur,” Emmy laughingly shouted as she walked down the pier towards him, sensing, as I had, that the young man was actually awake. When he sat up, his beaming smile gave me hope that he would at least listen to Emmy’s proposal. His ruggedly striking features probably meant he was a real ladies' man, which would potentially give Emmy a fighting chance. 

Most of their conversation was well above my smattering of high-school French, but when they were done, Emmy told us exactly what had transpired.

“So, I told him we were hoping to negotiate passage for four people aboard a fishing boat to Naples. I implied that we had a huge budget as we were competing in a television reality show where we had to beat other teams in a race around the world. His response was to laugh in my face. ‘Do you think my business is so poor that I need your money? I would hesitate to sully my pockets with farangi cash.’ So, I assumed he had no interest in my proposal, and I was getting ready to move on to the next boat.

“Just as I was about to walk back down the pier, he came up with his counterproposal. His refusal of our money wasn’t really because he didn’t want to sully himself. It was because he had a greater need. He told me how he and his three younger brothers made up the entire crew of the boat. Although he has a wife, his brothers are all unmarried and all virgins. The girls of their village were all committed to remaining virgins before their wedding day in accordance with their strict Tunisian Christian faith. However, Khalid, as he introduced himself, was convinced his brothers should lose their virginity before they showed their fumbling inexperience on their respective wedding nights. It is apparently traditional for the eldest brother to arrange such an initiation. Intuitively, I knew where his bargaining would end. He told me that Stella and I were the most beautiful women he’d seen in a long, long time and implied that if we were willing to offer some ‘comfort’ to his crew in the form of tutelage in the sensual arts during the two-day journey, our Mediterranean crossing would be both free of charge and accomplished in total secrecy. He clearly guessed that we needed the journey to be under the radar without the involvement of customs agents or immigration officials. It wasn’t exactly blackmail, but it was pretty close to it.”

I looked at my wife with a ‘here we go again’ expression on my face. Admittedly, we’d been warned during our training that sexpionage tactics could be required in any intelligence operation. Still, it seemed as if Stella was being asked to sacrifice herself at every turn as we attempted to discover the identity of our nemesis, The Emperor. And what if the rest of the crew were filthy, ugly mariners? The young captain, Khalid, was undoubtedly good-looking, but surely MI6 wouldn’t expect an agent to engage in sexual acts with a crew of gross, unwashed sailors. How naïve could I be? Of course, they would, if it meant success or failure of the mission.

“What do you think, Stella?” Emmy asked. She recognized that only the two of them could make this decision. Xavier and I had no say in the matter.

“Jeez, I don’t know,” my wife responded. “I know I shouldn’t be hesitating. We were warned to expect this. But it’s such a lot to ask, and, to be honest, it seems like the sexpionage tactics that I was trained for are becoming way more important than my cybersecurity skills. What do you think, Dylan?”

“My darling, I’m so sorry that the weight of our operations is falling so disproportionately on your shoulders. But only you can decide how far you're prepared to go.”

I had no intention of influencing my wife’s decision in such a personal choice. I certainly couldn't admit that the thought of her being ravaged by four swarthy young sailors on a fishing boat in the middle of the Mediterranean sounded like one of the most exciting scenarios I could ever have imagined.

As it was, while Stella was deliberating, three fit-looking young men came swaggering down the pier. I hate to imply that it influenced her decision, but their looks made it obvious they were the younger brothers of the boat’s captain. I’d guessed the captain to be in his early thirties, and his brothers ranged from around twenty-two through to thirty. They all had the captain’s trademark smile, and my warped fantasy of watching my wife in the throes of passion with them started to form a vivid picture in my mind.

“Stella, I can't tell you what to do in a situation like this. Your body is yours to give. However, we do need to get to Naples in secret…” I left my comment trailing into a suggestive silence.

Stella turned to Emmy. “Okay, let's do it,” she said, glancing at the arriving crew. “I can think of worse things. At least it’s better than flying Economy on a budget airline.” Her nervous laugh merely hinted at how scared she was. The thought of being out at sea at the mercy of four young Tunisian sailors was understandably unnerving. But the Rubicon was crossed. Her decision was made, and our operation was about to take a new turn.

“We will set sail tomorrow morning at six,” Khalid advised us. “You should find somewhere near the harbor to stay for the night. Try to get a good night's sleep, because conditions on board will be uncomfortable for the next two days. Over there,” he pointed back to the row of businesses overlooking the harbor, “is a restaurant named The Levant Bistro. They rent out rooms above the dining area, and you can eat there without ever coming out of the place, as secrecy seems so important to you. My brothers and I will go to our family home for a hearty home-cooked meal to fortify ourselves for the long journey.”

Using all her feminine wiles, Emmy persuaded Khalid to accompany us across the harbor to The Levant Bistro and introduce us to the owner, Amir. It was lucky she had such forethought, as Amir’s French was much weaker than Khalid’s, and we would have had difficulties explaining what we needed. Eventually, a price was negotiated, Amir having fewer principles about accepting farangi cash, and we were to receive dinner and a room for the night.

Our room turned out to be precisely that – one room with four single beds separated by thin curtains, not unlike a hospital ward. However, it kept us out of sight, making it ideal for our purposes. The lack of privacy afforded by the flimsy curtains allowed us to retire to the questionable comfort of our beds, yet still discuss our situation in hushed voices in case anyone other than Amir spoke English. We lay there in a row of beds like kids in a dormitory, chatting and giggling without a thought for the possibly insurmountable challenges that might face us if we survived the sea crossing and reached Naples.

“Do you think we can trust Khalid and his brothers?” I asked, hoping Xavier or Emmy could offer some reassurance.

“We’ll know at six in the morning,” Xavier responded moodily. “That’s when they will make their move if they want to expose us. But, on balance, I think the prospect of two days of sexual initiation with our two gorgeous agents will be enough to discourage them from giving us away.” He sounded almost annoyed that Emmy and my wife had agreed to Khalid’s outrageous terms. It was ironic, really, after all his lectures during our training at Grove House about the stark necessity of sexpionage tactics, even though this situation was less directly about sexpionage and more about paying for secret transportation. It was only a guess on my part, but it seemed very possible that the feelings he’d developed for my wife were once again coloring his professional judgment.

My sleep that night was fitful at best. We were lined up with my bed at one end of the room, then Stella, Xavier, and finally Emmy at the other. All night, I lay there listening intently for any sound of my wife and Xavier sneaking into each other's bed. How irrational of me to wish it might happen – to yearn for the sound of Sarah’s lustful groan as his hard cock slid effortlessly deep inside her welcoming pussy. With every creak of the floorboards in the ancient building, I imagined the filthiest of scenarios. Was he standing naked beside her bed while she swallowed the length of him into her throat; was she on her hands and knees on the bed while he fucked her mercilessly from behind. My soul was lost to the aberrant state of recognizing myself as a hotwife’s husband. For better or worse, it was who I’d become. I loved my wife more than anything in the world, yet my deviant fantasy had the power to keep me awake all night in the hope of just hearing her abandon herself to another man. 

Like many fantasies, the reality was far more mundane. Unlike me, my three fellow spies seemed reasonably refreshed the following morning as we stumbled across the cobbles of the quayside in the darkness. Still unsure of what might await us, we nervously approached the fishing boat.

“Bonjour, mes amies,” Khalid shouted through the semi-darkness of the approaching dawn. “Bienvenue à bord.”

Our fears of betrayal were apparently unfounded. Xavier had been right – the thought of enjoying two such gorgeous women as Emmy and my wife in their initiation rite had outweighed their other potential alternatives.

It was quite telling that Khalid and his brothers had smartened themselves up dramatically – all clean-shaven and wearing their smartest work clothes. The three younger men were clearly out to impress. I had no idea whether their brother had told them what to expect. Did they know they were to be tutored in the fine arts of sexual enjoyment in preparation for their wedding nights?

As soon as we set foot on the boat, we realized how honest Khalid had been in his warning that we might not get much rest during our journey. Four thin padded benches along the sides of the below-deck cabin provided the only potential sleeping quarters. To say the vessel was cramped was an understatement. A fishing boat designed for a crew of four was never intended to accommodate eight people. But it would get us to our destination undetected, away from the far-reaching tentacles of the omnipotent Emperor – and that was the only thing that mattered.

We had been at sea for almost two hours in the cramped conditions below-decks before the coast of North Africa had receded into the mists of the horizon. With Emmy’s command of the French language and her being a partner in the sacrificial offering that was to be our transportation fee, she became our de facto leader on board the boat.

“Stella,” Emmy whispered as quietly as she could over the constant thrum of the boat's engine. “Khalid seems to be getting fidgety, but he doesn’t seem to know how to move things along. I think it’s time we demonstrated our willingness to follow through with our promise to the guys. If it's okay with you, I’m going to ask if they will allow us to sunbathe. We can lie out there on top of the engine room.”

The monosyllabic answers and casual shrugging of Khalid and his brothers were a flagrant contradiction of the gleam in their eyes at the thought of two stunning women about to strip off at the back of their boat.

Emmy said a few more words, and the gleam in their eyes turned to looks of wide-eyed wonderment.

“I explained that we were traveling light, so neither of us had a bikini in our backpacks,” she told us. “When I asked their permission to lay out naked, I thought Khalid might have a heart attack.” Her sexy giggles added to the anticipation of our crew.

And, without further ado, our lovely assistant started to sensually strip off her clothes. The boat must have been equipped with some kind of autopilot device because all four brothers ignored any maritime duties to watch Emmy. For all they cared, we could have been going around in circles.

With a slight shrug of in for a penny, in for a pound, my wife quickly joined in to fulfill her end of the bargain.

Nonchalantly pretending to ignore their goggling audience, our two gorgeous naked team members climbed up on top of the engine room, spread out two towels, and then lay face down to sunbathe. 

The sight of their two perfectly round asses was mesmerizing the crew. It was equally mesmerizing for Xavier and me.

I barely heard when Emmy whispered to Stella:

“Wriggle around a little to entice them. Let them catch a few tantalizing glimpses of your nipple and briefly let your legs part very slightly. Give them just the tiniest hint of what magic your bare pussy could hold.”

The woman was a seductress without equal. In unison but appearing entirely casual, they twisted and turned a little – just enough to give the guys a few tantalizing glimpses of their pussies. Their moves might have been designed to tease the guys, but they had an equally dramatic impact on me. My cock was rock hard at the sight, and I could see Xavier adjusting himself for the same reason. It seemed impossible to recognize my shy, sexually inexperienced wife, Sarah Russell, as the fishing-boat-seductress I could see with my own eyes. Her training at Grove House had been transformative.

Again, I heard a whisper from Emmy:

“Let’s both roll over, so we are lying on our backs. But as we do, we’re going to put on a little show for the boys. I want you to lean over and kiss me. Stroke my nipple gently while you look Khalid directly in the eye. It’s a surefire way to excite him.”

Just the thought of what she was asking my wife to do gave my rampant erection a jolt. I knew my pre-cum must be flowing prolifically.

Stella’s ensuing performance was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen. She even went further than Emmy had instructed. As the two of them casually rolled over, my beloved wife leaned down to kiss our beautiful assistant softly, but then, as she pulled away, Stella leaned even further down and took Emmy’s nipple into her mouth. I came close to shooting my load without ever touching my cock. Even the unflappable Xavier, experienced intelligence agent that he was, looked captivated by my wife’s sensuality. I could tell he would have ravaged her there and then if it wouldn’t have jeopardized the mission.

The unbridled eroticism of Stella’s show was all the encouragement Khalid needed. Even though he was supposedly married, and the price to be paid for our journey was theoretically intended only for the benefit of his brothers, that clearly wasn’t going to stop him from enjoying Emmy and Stella. Despite having professed to be the only married member of the crew, he was already ripping away his clothes in a frenzy to reveal a powerful, taut, muscular body formed from the physicality of his years at sea. His three younger brothers quickly followed suit until all four of them stood there unashamedly naked, displaying their hard, muscled bodies and rampant erections. Khalid had clearly briefed the boys about the treats and experiences he'd secured for them, so their slight hesitation was nothing more than an attempt to choose between Stella and Emmy, both of them still entwined invitingly atop the gently thrumming engine room.

Ignoring Xavier and me as mere colleagues of the two temptresses, Khalid stepped towards my wife. There was no way he could have known of our relationship, nor of the fact that Xavier had developed his own deep connection with her. He couldn’t know that we were two men nervously waiting to witness whatever was about to transpire with her, both internally reacting quite differently. One looked like he was proud of her resolve while also controlling a simmering jealousy – that was Xavier. And the other was me, tense with the bizarre combination of pride, jealousy, fear, and anticipation of watching his wife once again in the throes of passion, though this time with a team of fit, rugged young Mediterranean fishermen.

As Khalid approached her, Stella smiled up at him, seemingly unconcerned about what she had agreed to. As his strong, callused hands stroked her soft skin, she shivered briefly in anticipation. When he roughly pushed her legs apart and dropped his head to her wet, welcoming sex, she whimpered with delight as she looked directly into my eyes. Was she craving my approval, or did she instead want me to terminate the whole secret mission by pulling the brawny fisherman away from her? The sighs of delight as his tongue found her hard little button gave me the only clue I needed, so I mustered a weak smile and nodded my head in the hopes that Khalid’s brothers wouldn’t spot my involvement. With half-closed eyes, she smiled back at me, her face filled with a look of pure love, mingled with an excitement for what was to come.

I shouldn’t have worried about anyone noticing me – the other three guys were all advancing on Stella and Emmy with wild-eyed lust.

When the youngest-looking brother climbed up on the wooden cover of the engine room, my cock pulsed with excitement at what I knew he intended. He lay down beside my wife with his rigid cock in front of her face. Then, taking her head in his hands, he fed his thick, veiny shaft into her waiting mouth. I remained dumbfounded that the reserved woman I’d lived with for all those years had willingly agreed to such wanton behavior. My formerly reserved wife had metamorphosed into an uninhibited and voracious sex goddess. 

Khalid pulled away from his oral worship of Stella’s pussy and looked up to see his young brother fucking her face. Something about that sight drove him to new heights of passion – he stood up and pushed his huge cock deep into the love of my life, her wetness from the expert attention of his tongue making his invasion easy.

Meanwhile, as my wife was taking Khalid and his young brother in her mouth and her pussy, Emmy was bent forward over the engine room cover with one brother crouched below her licking her sopping wet pussy while behind her, another had his hard cock lodged deep in her tight ass. Emmy seemed intent on showing the young men every sexual act in the manual so they would be thoroughly experienced for their unsuspecting brides.

The entire scene was one of utter debauchery, and my transformed wife was at its heart. It was terrific – and it was frightening.

From her sighs of delight, it was easy to tell that Stella was enjoying the fierce fucking Khalid was delivering as he pounded into her over and over. It came as a surprise, then, when he suddenly pulled out with an obscene squelch. With his hard wet cock still coated with their combined excitement, he started a comical mime that looked like he was driving a car.

“I think Khalid wants you to steer his boat, Stella," Xavier explained, smiling ironically at the explicit euphemism. Relying on the young man’s lack of English, he went on. “It’s probably some kind of fantasy for him – fucking a beautiful woman who’s so fascinated by his livelihood that she wants to drive his boat.”

My beloved wife scooted down from the engine room cover and sauntered languorously over to the wheelhouse, where she took up a sexy pose gripping the wheel with both hands and looking like a gorgeous model in a porn magazine.

“Fuck me, Khalid,” she murmured sensuously, not knowing whether he understood her, though her intent couldn’t have been more evident.

Whether he understood her words or not, he certainly understood the way she looked at him. Coming up behind her, he pushed her shoulders forward slightly so she was bent over the ship’s wheel. With an ease that demonstrated how wet she still was, he slid his cock deep inside her from behind, eliciting a long throaty moan of pleasure from my darling wife. And he started fucking her as if his life depended on it – pounding her harder and harder as she screamed out her pleasure.

Without any need for an invitation, the young brother climbed acrobatically onto the rudimentary wooden instrument panel in front of the wheel. Kneeling there precariously, he once again offered his rampant cock for Stella’s mouth.

All my attention had been on my wife when an ear-splitting shout from Emmy was accompanied by orgasmic roars from her two lovers. While I’d been distracted, it turned out that our gorgeous assistant had been double penetrated by her two fishermen, guiding the two young virgin fishermen into the most intimate sexual acts. The wild guttural explosions from the three of them came as the two guys saturated Emmy’s pussy and ass with huge loads sending her over the top at the overwhelming sensation of being filled with so much cum.

I noticed the light in my wife’s eyes as Emmy’s climactic enjoyment enthralled us all. At that moment, she seemed to recognize her own newfound need to reach such heights of ecstasy.

Pulling away from the impressive cock that she’d been deep throating, she screamed out that need.

“Cum for me now. Both of you. Fill my pussy and shoot a huge load in my mouth.”

Her words were raw, obscene, and purely atavistic. For a man with my newfound love of being a hotwife’s husband, they were the most exciting things I’d ever heard her say. Xavier looked much less thrilled.

Despite not understanding a word of English, Stella's pleas had an immediate effect on Khalid and his brother. I watched intently as the young brother’s cock pulsed formidably over and over, filling my darling wife's mouth to overflowing with the virginal load he’d been saving for just such an occasion. As fast as Stella was swallowing, she still couldn’t handle the sheer volume, and a thick trail of cum started to trickle sensuously from the corner of her mouth.

Almost immediately, Khalid growled out his own powerful orgasm, and he filled my darling wife’s tight married pussy, shooting his cum in forceful jets against her cervix.

The crew members were literally and metaphorically drained, and as the boat plowed on across the Mediterranean towards Italy, every person aboard seemed to fall into a contemplative stupor. Stella and Emmy meditating on what they’d done for the good of the mission; Xavier probably pondering how his feelings for my wife were impacting his judgment; the crew seemingly exhausted and hardly able to believe their luck; and then me. Personally, I was musing on how my newfound hotwife fetish could have transformed so wonderfully from fantasy to reality in such a short time.

As exhausted as they had seemed, a young man’s stamina is soon revived, and the journey had a long way to run. So, it was no surprise when all the boys wanted to swap around to experience more of the wonders of sex that our two beautiful spies were offering. It was slightly unnerving that Emmy and Stella seemed more than willing to earn their secret sea passage, making sure that each young sailor was treated to every possible sexual delight.

#####

Stella

In spite of never having done it before, the brothers were all fast learners, and the sex was nothing short of amazing. Some time later, as night fell, I lay there on one of the four narrow sleeping benches below decks and contemplated all the bizarre turns our new life and our frantic attempts at intelligence-gathering had taken. Such a few short months before, I’d been a successful founder of a cyber-tech company, a sexually inexperienced, somewhat reserved, and unadventurous married woman; yet look at me now – a trained intelligence agent who was willing to have sex with any stranger if it advanced the objectives of our assignment. There had been something excitingly disorienting about the sex that first afternoon on board the fishing boat as we left one continent to continue our mission in another. The thrum of the engines created a constant tingling that ran through my body even before Khalid had used his long, expert tongue to explore deep inside my pussy. When his young brother pushed his cock into my mouth while Khalid fucked me deep and hard, I had the overwhelming sense that being spit-roasted at sea was something memorably exquisite. Deep down, I knew I shouldn’t be enjoying it quite that much; after all, I was supposed to be doing it for the sake of a complex intelligence operation to benefit my country. And layered on top of that guilt was the simple fact that I am a happily married woman. Surely that should preclude me from taking pleasure in having two young men filling my mouth and my pussy with their potent cum. The ensuing group sex only added to my guilt. So why did it seem so blissfully liberating, so thrillingly transformative? Aristotle claimed that action is character. How could my character have undergone such a dramatic change?

If only I could discuss my feelings with my husband. Annoyingly, there would be no chance of a private conversation for at least another twenty hours. The close quarters of the fishing boat meant that, even if the crew had no English, they would be able to observe the intimacy that would emerge if Dylan and I started discussing such serious matters. I couldn’t begin to imagine how he must have felt witnessing me in such shameless circumstances. Even if I could attempt to justify it by claiming it was necessary for the mission, could my actions have put my marriage at risk?

There was no chance to talk with Xavier either. He'd made it evident that he was uncomfortable with the afternoon’s events, but why? Was he embarrassed that I’d had to go to such dramatic lengths for the good of the mission, or was he angry that I had clearly enjoyed everything that had happened?

As I lay there ruminating endlessly, finding no easy resolution to my conflicting emotions, I became acutely aware of the sounds around me in the cabin. Ever since Emmy and I had agreed to meet the crew’s every sexual need during the journey, the four of us were treated as guests of honor. That meant we got to use the questionably comfortable sleeping benches while the four brothers slept on the open deck above us.

Above the thrum of the engine, I could hear the creak of the deck as one of the brothers shifted from one foot to the other while taking the wheel. In the cabin with me, the uncanny silence made me think none of us was asleep. The usual nocturnal snuffling I’d have expected was missing, so I had to assume that Xavier and Emmy’s professionalism meant they were feigning sleep while actually keeping watch.

Meanwhile, Dylan was probably suffering a similar turmoil to me, longing to discuss the bizarre turns our lives had taken. His head was only two feet from mine as we’d taken the two benches that formed a point at the front of the cabin, while Xavier and Emmy took the two benches closer to the entrance from the deck above. I was so tempted to whisper to him, but common sense told me I could be jeopardizing our entire operation. I needed to stay silent. There would be time for us to talk when we arrived safely in Naples.

As I lay there reflecting on our new lives as MI6 intelligence operatives, I suddenly heard a creak from the wooden steps of the cabin. Immediately, all those nocturnal snufflings I had expected earlier started up. The long-experienced agents who were now acting as our assistants had both recognized the need to appear to be asleep. A quick glance over at my husband revealed that he was watching me intently through the dim light in the cabin.

I feigned sleep but kept watching through a tiny slit in my eyes. I knew Xavier and Emmy would protect me if the intruder meant to cause me harm, but it was still unnerving to know that one of those four handsome young men was prowling around among us. What if we’d fulfilled Khalid’s need and initiated his brothers, and we were now superfluous to requirements? Having satisfied the four fishermen, were we to be thrown overboard in the middle of the Mediterranean?

My heart was pounding in my chest.

Through my squinting eyes, I saw that it was Khalid creeping in. He was tiptoeing directly towards me. Please, God, don’t let him murder me in my bed.

My fears were unfounded. When he finally stood over me, gazing down at me with a kind of longing look, he pulled out his incredible cock. 

I watched as he looked down at me adoringly and slowly stroked his stiff shaft, encouraging a clear stream of precum to drip from the tip. The sight was riveting. When he crouched down next to my face, assuming I was asleep, I decided to go through the pretend motions of waking up. His smile was electrifying. When he wiped his cock across my lips, smearing them with his pre-cum I found it impossible not to return his cheeky smile.

I knew Dylan, Emmy, and Xavier were watching when I opened my mouth with an unspoken promise of sucking his still-throbbing cock. My husband was so close to me that his close-up view of my willingness must have cut him to the bone.

As the rugged young fisherman slowly fed his cock ever deeper into my mouth, the sensation was incredible. My life suddenly came into poignant focus as I realized the extent of the transformation I’d undergone. From a monogamous, reserved married woman into a secret agent ready to suck a handsome stranger's cock if it advanced the cause, my metamorphosis was complete.

Recognizing the need for quiet, Khalid gently took my face in his hands, and slowly, erotically, he started to fuck my mouth. It was blissful. When I reached behind him to grab his taut, muscular ass, his soft groan was like music to my ears. And when I pulled him forward, so he was balls deep in my throat, his excitement overcame him.

“Ungh,” he moaned softly as I felt the pulsing of his cock in my throat. I was breathing with difficulty through the throatful of cum and the huge shaft stuffing my mouth, but I was so incredibly proud of myself. Of course, I was proud to be contributing so meaningfully to our secret operation, but I was even prouder of becoming the woman who had been liberated by my training as a secret agent in service to my country. I had finally become the woman I could always have been.

I lay there in an erotically contented daze until Khalid delivered his shocking whispered pronouncement.

“Je t’aime, Stella.”

What the fuck. He’d told us he was married. But now he thought he was in love with me. Beside me, my husband had just witnessed me sucking off a horny young fisherman up close, and now he’d heard the guy professing his love. Whatever must Dylan think of me?

#####

Dylan

FUCK. I barely spoke French, but I recognized that phrase. Our married Tunisian captain had just told my beloved wife that he was in love with her. This wasn’t in the plan. Our part of this devious bargain involved the initiation of the younger brothers, NOT having the boat’s captain fall in love with my wife. I’d already gone through the mental turmoil of watching her get face-fucked by the guy, juggling the raw excitement of watching his thick cock disappearing slowly into her mouth with the overwhelming guilt of finding it exciting. What had started off as a simple sexpionage operation now had a potentially dire complication. Our target was becoming emotionally involved. And it was frightening.

‘Get in line, buddy,’ I thought. ‘I realize that you're unaware of it, but I’m married to her, and not only that, our assistant, Xavier, seems to be running a close second in her affections. And anyway, you're the only crew member who’s supposed to be happily married.’

My mind was in a whirl. I needed to talk to Xavier and Emmy. This complication would require the attention of our two experienced colleagues. They would surely know how to handle the situation.

When Khalid had crept back up the steps to the main deck of the boat, all four of us sat up. I had assumed that everyone had been awake during the whole incident, and my suspicion proved correct.

“So, that’s a wrinkle we didn’t anticipate,” whispered Emmy. “It seems like you might be a little too good at this job, Stella. Apparently, we trained you well.”

She was attempting to keep her tone light, but I sensed a slight hint of jealousy. She was well aware of the impact Stella had on Xavier, the experienced operative who was trained to keep his emotions out of his professional life. And now a mark, who was simply supposed to have been hooked with a promise of casual sex, had become equally enamored, professing his own deep feelings for this magical woman. For MY WIFE.

“But what do we do about it?” I questioned. Emmy stayed silent, leaving the explanation to Xavier.

“Khalid isn't aware of any real names, so it's unlikely he would ever be able to trace any of us,” he rationalized. “It seems unlikely that his feelings would alter his willingness to get us to Naples. It’s only when we get there that he could be a nuisance – if he tried to follow us or discover who we really are. The bottom line to the whole situation is that if his feelings prove too much of a complication and jeopardize our mission, he will have to be eliminated.”

“What?” Stella’s shock caused her to exclaim louder than she’d intended. “Did I hear you correctly? You would kill the man for the simple crime of falling in love with me?”

“That’s not a crime, Stella.” His voice took on a gentler tone. “But we can't forget the vital importance of our mission. As you become more experienced, I’m afraid you will come to understand the inevitability of collateral damage. If we fail, there will be far more lives at stake than that of a lone Tunisian fisherman.”


Chapter Ten – Naples

Dylan

We arrived in Italy early the following evening, dreading the possibility of immigration officials monitoring the docks. So far, we had been second-guessed at every step of our journey, so it came as a pleasant surprise when we stepped onto dry land without any form of challenge. The lack of any official presence gave Xavier and Emmy confidence that no one could have been tracking us.

Luckily, some false promises to Khalid, to look him up in Tunis after our ‘race’ was over, removed any necessity to harm the poor man. Despite what he’d done to my wife, I had actually grown to like the guy. Apart from his marital infidelity, he’d been guilty of nothing, certainly nothing worthy of being treated as collateral damage in an international intelligence operation that he knew nothing about.

“I think we should find an internet café where we can't be traced so that we can check in with London,” suggested Emmy. “They need to know we got here safely, and, who knows, they might have made arrangements for our hotel accommodations.”

An internet café wasn’t difficult to find. Most dockland areas have them to cater to the constant ebb and flow of sailors. Initiating a video call with Grove House was remarkably easy, and we found Tom Gardner waiting eagerly for news of our progress.

Tom was highly complimentary about our stealthy crossing of the Mediterranean. However, he sounded a little surprised when Xavier told him that we had left the four brothers to return to Tunis. Surely, he couldn’t have thought we would sink the boat and kill the crew just to cover our tracks. Our lead analyst, who had worked for The Service for over thirty years, clearly had a much more hardened view of our roles and a scarily dispassionate commitment to our operation.

“Charles McLelland has found an ideal candidate for you to approach there in Naples,” Tom advised us. “He and Laszlo Kopic both have longstanding Mafia contacts, so they put their heads together to find you the best person. The guy apparently has an ego the size of a small European country, so going with your journalist cover story again, Stella, the promise of a favorable article in a major publication will likely appeal to him. Just steer clear of questions involving direct Mafia business. Assure him it’s a personal lifestyle piece like you did with Pieter de Witt.”

Why was it that every time McLelland and Kopic were mentioned as players in our operation, I became uncomfortable? After all that time, I still couldn’t understand how two individuals whom MI6 didn’t actually employ could exert such influence on its activities. The potential conflicts of interest seemed endless.

“Charles seems keen to offer the resources of his organization,” Tom continued. “So, if there’s any support you need, just route your request through me.”

Xavier’s noncommittal response made me wonder if he, too, was starting to have doubts about the involvement of the two ‘special advisers.’ There was no question that, until we used the Tunis fishing boat subterfuge, The Emperor had always stayed one step ahead of us. Was it because he was getting inside help?

Tom gave us all the contact details for our target. A Mafia boss named Luca Corsetti.

“Just tread lightly when you approach him,” he advised. “And, hey, on a personal note, Dylan and Stella, how are you doing? We are very aware of how much we are asking of you. Especially you, Stella. Gus, in particular, is very concerned about your welfare. He seems to feel ultimately responsible for assigning two new trainee agents to such a complex operation with such rigorous requirements.” His implication was clear – Gus was worried that all the sexpionage tactics could be having a negative impact on my wife’s mental well-being.

Stella and I smiled as warmly as we could manage at the camera and asked Tom to assure our kindly protector that we were both thriving under the pressure of the operation. In reality, I suspect we both harbored a lingering doubt about the truth of our response.

#####

London had decided that our ‘journalist and photographer’ cover story would still stand. It would provide the ideal legend if we were to stand any chance of getting close to the egotistical crime boss.

Our first step was for Emmy to call the number Tom had supplied to request the interview. The request was couched in such sycophantic terms that he fell for it with relatively little persuasion. Her sweet talk won him over as we had hoped, and a meeting was arranged for the following afternoon at his apartment.

#####

The penthouse had its own dedicated elevator, which whisked us up to the thirtieth floor at breakneck speed. As the doors slid silently open, Stella and I were greeted by Corsetti’s butler, who introduced himself as Carlo. The man looked more like a thug in a tailcoat than a typical manservant.

The mind-boggling apartment seemed suspended in mid-air with walls of floor-to-ceiling windows and the most amazing views across the city. It was easy to see how Naples got its nickname, ‘The City of 500 Domes.’ That profusion of religious architecture emphasized the irony that one of the most Catholic cities in the world is also a significant bastion of the Italian Mafia. The walls were covered in a stunning collection of contemporary art.

“I will take you up to the roof garden,” Carlo told us gruffly. “Signor Corsetti is relaxing in the pool.”

A wide staircase led us up to the roof garden, which was planted with lush tropical vegetation. There was no immediate sign of a swimming pool. Following Carlo along twisting paths through the exotic plants, we first came upon a full bar with six bar stools where, presumably, Corsetti entertained his guests. A little further brought us to a spa area with two massage tables. Then, finally, the jungle path opened out to a sun deck and a large swimming pool.

Floating on his back in the pool was our target, Luca Corsetti. And he was naked. I was almost sure that his nakedness was intended to wrong-foot us from the get-go. Corsetti was the opposite of what I’d expected of a Mafia boss. I’d imagined the stereotypical thug straight out of Hollywood’s central casting – overweight, with thick chest hair, yet balding and with a very questionable combover. Luca Corsetti possessed no such characteristics. He looked more like a sophisticated middle-aged business tycoon. However, as he looked up at us unsmilingly, I couldn’t help but notice an underlying coldness in his eyes – a look of simmering menace.

On the phone, we had established that his English was impeccable, so as he climbed the steps of the pool to greet us, it came as no surprise to hear his lightly accented but very proper voice. It struck me again that his casual nakedness was designed to throw us off balance – to intimidate us and establish control. He’d known the journalist would be female, and this was his psychological game to disarm Stella from the get-go.

“Welcome, my friends. Welcome to Napoli. You must be Ms. Ruskin and Mr. Russo. A good Italian name, young man.”

We both shook the imposing man’s hand, ignoring the semi-erect cock that bounced between us. He was either totally unconcerned by his nakedness, or he was watching for our reactions. I suspected it was the latter. I was proud that Stella treated him as if he’d been fully clothed, staying calm and professional despite the weird circumstances.

“I’m not sure if anyone told you, but I don’t usually do interviews.” His pleasant tone belied the fact that his profession involved the most heinous behaviors – torture, murder, and kidnapping were probably all in a day's work for him.

“But I was persuaded to break my own rule when my contact told me that the journalist in question possessed an incomparably classic beauty.”

Presumably, either Charlie McLelland or Laszlo Kopic had sown the seed in his mind that my wife was gorgeous. His cold appraisal of Stella, eyes exploring up and down her body, was unnervingly lascivious.

“So, I thought I’d better meet you, Stella, to see for myself.”

For some strange reason, I didn’t want him to lay a finger on her. All my hotwife fantasies melted away in the face of that cruel-looking monster. He was handsome enough, but his evident ruthlessness was disturbing.

“I must say I’m impressed,” he continued. “My contact was correct. You are truly gorgeous. Come and sit by me, my dear. Can I offer you champagne?”

Without waiting for our response, he disappeared along the path towards the bar we’d seen.

“What a creep,” I whispered to my wife. “The smooth, sophisticated act doesn’t fool me for a minute. He is just as much a thug as the so-called butler inside.”

“Sshh, Dylan. We need something from him. That means we have to suck up to him and do whatever it takes. If he can tell us anything about The Emperor, this meeting will have been worthwhile.”

I knew she was right, but the man made my skin crawl.

When he returned carrying three glasses of champagne, I forced a friendly-looking smile and thanked him profusely.

“So, Stella,” he questioned. “What kind of article are you intending to write?”

We had been well prepared about Corsetti’s hobbies, so Stella was ready with her response.

“Well, Signor Corsetti, your art collection is world-renowned. I got a brief glimpse as we walked through the apartment. We would value your insights into the challenges and rewards of being a revered collector in the hyper-competitive art world.”

His previously calm, smooth persona took on a whole new level of smug arrogance. He clearly thought he would be talking down to a couple of art philistines. But most importantly, he was hooked.

“Mmm, I am recognized worldwide for my impeccable taste in contemporary art, so I can understand your editor being interested in my invaluable perspective.”

What a cocky asshole. I’d never met anyone who thought quite so highly of themselves. But as much as I disliked him, I could still see the powerful charisma that had carried him to the top of his criminal enterprise.

“So, if I did agree to your proposed interview, how would you make it worth my while, Stella? Perhaps you’d like to swim naked with me while I answer your questions.”

What fucking impertinence. Luckily, my wife was laser-focused on our mission. Unlike me, she seemed able to ignore the crass implications of Corsetti’s suggestion. Stella was proving herself far more professional than I. She knew how vital his information could be. She could also see how wound up I was getting.

“I've got this, Dylan,” she said calmly. “The photo shoot can come later, so why don’t you go grab more champagne from the bar?”

I took the hint and headed off through the lush tropical vegetation, lingering over my task to give Stella time to win the guy’s trust. Imagine my shock when I returned from the bar to find Corsetti sitting on the edge of the pool, his muscular legs dangling in the water. And there, her head between those legs, was the love of my life. She was naked, as he had requested, and she was taking his hard cock in her mouth. Looking up into his eyes, she was giving the impression that the sensation of his tensing cock bulging out her cheeks was the most wonderful thing she’d ever experienced. It was a look of both admiration and adoration. How, in God’s name, was she pretending so convincingly? I remembered back to her initial comments when we were introduced to the sensitive topic of sexpionage during training at Grove House – ‘I have decided that I can get through even the most difficult situations by acting the part.’

As I marveled at my wife’s acting abilities and commitment to the operation, Luca Corsetti let out an animalistic roar. It was so disconcerting to know he was filling my reserved wife’s mouth with his vile cum. Anticipating how she must feel, I handed down her champagne, allowing her to surreptitiously spit into her glass while Corsetti’s eyes were squeezed shut in ecstasy.

There wasn’t time for lengthy conjecture, but it occurred to me for the first time how strange it was that a hotwife’s husband has a very different visceral response when watching his wife with a handsome young man where she holds all the power, compared to witnessing her there in that situation that could be deemed degrading. And that was how her sacrifice to the Mafia boss had seemed to me.

“That was delightful, my dear. Now, you don’t need to get dressed,” Corsetti instructed her. “Sit with me over there on the sunbeds so I can admire your incredible naked body while you ask your questions.”

There was nothing I could do but watch and wait as my wife attempted to coax him into divulging whatever information we could glean. To start, her questions all focused on his art collecting—a subject he seemed ready to discuss for hours. The first hint of her digging deeper came with a relatively innocuous-sounding question.

“We have heard rumors that a group or individual called The Emperor is actively buying important pieces in competition with established collectors. What can you tell me about them?”

His look turned wary. The man was too clever to fall into Stella’s trap quite so easily. She pressed on.

“You clearly appreciate art for its own sake, but it occurred to me that sought-after art could also be a useful tool in an organization’s money-laundering activities.”

“So, you immediately thought of me, my dear. Is that correct? If art is linked with crime, then Luca Corsetti must be involved. Was that your hypothesis?”

Stella sat there uncomfortably, suddenly hyper-aware of her naked vulnerability. Luckily, she didn’t need to say a word. Corsetti was on a roll and getting angrier by the minute.

“So, let me get this straight. Did you actually assume that I, or my organization, was this elusive Emperor? If so, let me assure you that your hypothesis is entirely misguided. We’ve obviously heard of Operation Emperor and its chaotic activities, but let me ask you this: Why would an organization like mine be interested in those annoying objectives? What would be in it for us?

“Our informants tell us the goal of Operation Emperor seems to be the creation of global chaos for its own sake, but our organization and those like us thrive on stability and continuity. The status quo suits us very well, thank you. The destruction of global institutions and the end of the international rules-based order would be disastrous for us as our entire business model revolves around exploiting those very systems.”

I was stunned when Stella had the nerve to stop him in mid-flow to pose another question.

“So, The Emperor is not likely to be the Russian mafia either?”

Her question was so direct that I expected him to explode. We’d purposely made no mention of the Mafia or organized crime so as not to turn him off the interview. Yet Stella had just explicitly inferred that not only was he a Mafia boss, but he would also understand the inner workings of the Russian Mafia.

Surprisingly, he managed to control his temper, his professional pride taking over.

“I can assure you, Stella, our Russian counterparts are not The Emperor. They are just as concerned by those destructive antics as we are. In our organizations, we have come to refer to him, her, or them as The Emperor of Chaos.”

“Have there been any more substantive rumors about the identity of The Emperor, then?” she pressed on again.

His unpleasant chuckle made a shiver run down my spine. “Oh, I think that information would be worth a lot more than just getting you to suck my cock, don’t you?”

I hoped he was joking or at least just trying his luck. Surprisingly, he offered one more snippet of information.

“There is a rumor that The Emperor is based in Istanbul. Presumably, having assumed the mantle from the days of the Ottoman Empire. However, the word on the street is that the person or organization has adopted a Roman name rather than an Ottoman one. He, she, or it calls itself Octavian. But that’s as much as I know. And the only reason I bothered to tell you what I know is that you and your photographer over there are likely to be dead before this day is out.

What the fuck? What was he talking about?

“Just a warning, my dear.” His tone was menacing. “We received a coded communication this morning advising us of a contract that’s been put out on the two of you. It appears The Emperor was warned of your intended visit here, and I can only assume he thought I would be willing to order the hit. Luckily for you, your deep-throating skills earned you a brief reprieve, but I’m afraid you will only be leaving here alive today if you show me a little more affection. Otherwise, Carlo will be happy to fulfill The Emperor's requirements.”

The fucking creep. He was threatening our lives and blackmailing my wife into having sex with him, all in one breath. I will never understand how Stella managed to stay so calm. I knew it was all an act, but she deserved a friggin Oscar.

“I think that’s a fair trade,” she smiled rather coyly. “Our lives in exchange for sex with such a handsome and important man seems like a good deal to me.”

She was clearly pandering to his vanity, but it seemed to be working. He puffed his chest out just a little more than usual, like a peacock strutting in front of his mate.

“Tell me one thing, though, Signor Corsetti. What guarantee do we have that you won't simply have us killed once we have enjoyed each other?”

“Aah, Stella, you disappoint me. You have surely heard of our code of honor. I hope we understand each other.”

And, with that, he got up from his sunbed, his cock already hard in anticipation despite having shot his load in my wife’s mouth such a short time before. He took Stella by the hand and led her to the parapet overlooking the Bay of Naples and out to Capri. As he pointed out the magnificent sights, he stroked her naked back, raising goosebumps down her spine, then slid his hand across her tight ass and between her legs. I couldn't tell whether Stella's legs parted reflexively at the exciting thought of his strong fingers exploring her pussy or if it was all part of the role she was playing.

As Corsetti’s fingers plunged into my wife’s wetness, she let out an involuntary cry of pleasure, and her ass tilted up slightly in response. When I’d caught her earlier with his cock in her mouth, I’d been disturbed at the sight, but somehow this was different. Before, I’d wondered if she was sucking him off for her own pleasure, but now I knew she was letting him finger fuck her for the best reason in the world; to save our lives.

It was easy to see what Corsetti wanted. The man lived for power, and there he was, smugly holding the lives of two people in his hands. His lust for dominance and his lust for sex had combined to give him a fierce-looking erection. The idea of fucking my wife from behind while the two of them looked out over the city where he wielded such control was exciting him beyond belief.

When the cruel Mafia boss moved behind her and grabbed her hips, I realized how powerless I was to alter the inevitable course of events. I would be forced to watch a man who I despised fucking my wife while I sat there helplessly.

With his hands firmly on her hips, my beloved wife tilted her body forward and rested her arms on the stone parapet. She was offering herself to him as his willing concubine. I knew her well enough to understand that her submission had nothing to do with desire. She was acting the part in the furtherance of our intelligence-gathering operation and, more importantly, just to keep us alive. I still wasn’t one hundred percent sure that this vile man, this personification of evil, wouldn't simply have his way with her and then hand us both over to his thug-like butler to finish us off. But what choice did my poor wife have? She had to submit.

With Stella leaning forward, gazing out at the beauty of Naples, Corsetti’s objective was made easier for him. Positioning the head of his stiff cock between my wife’s delicate petals, he pushed forward in one mighty thrust. Stella’s squeal was hard to categorize. Corsetti’s laugh made it clear he thought it was a squeal of pleasure, but I wasn’t so sure – it held a slight tinge of self-disgust in my ears.

“Oooh, God yeah. You're so good, Luca. Fuck me harder,” she pleaded, hopefully, eager to get the whole episode over and done with as quickly as possible. To his less-attuned ear, Stella must have sounded ecstatic, enjoying every fierce thrust of his cock as he pounded into her tight, married pussy over and over.

“Tell me what you want me to do, little girl,” he panted. “Tell Daddy what you want.”

‘You're not her daddy, you weird pervert,’ I thought. What was with these powerful middle-aged men who had some weird daddy/daughter fixation? First, it was Sinclair Mbulu, and now this cruel-looking Mafia don. But my clever wife immediately picked up on his unpleasant needs.

“Ooh, yes, Daddy. Fuck me harder. Stretch my tight little pussy with that big fat cock of yours.”

It was the most gruesome thing I’d ever had to listen to. But amazingly, it worked like magic. Corsetti threw his head back and howled like a wolf as he blasted his seed deep inside my wife.

The sight of the river of cum streaming from my beloved’s pussy could have been wildly erotic in other circumstances, but up there in the Mafia boss’ roof garden, it was gut-wrenching. I wanted to scoop my wife into my arms and carry her away from this whole espionage business. But first, we had to get out of there alive.

Without asking for a place to clean up, Stella simply pulled on her lace panties and then got dressed, all the while chatting to Luca Corsetti as if she had thoroughly enjoyed their time together. She knew the importance of keeping him happy until we were well out of his reach. 

How she managed it, I will never know, but Stella, still the consummate actress, kissed the disgusting man’s cheek and whispered: “You were the best.”

Knowing the unpleasant nature of the man, I should have expected his parting shot.

“You know I could easily ask Carlo to kill you right here and now,” he laughed. “All that bullshit about codes of honor was just my Machiavellian streak. But that would be playing into the hands of The Emperor, and believe me, he’s no friend of ours. I want to see him exposed and out of the way as much as you do. And anyway, you are an incredible fuck, Stella, so I think you deserve to live.

“I will look forward to reading your article in the unlikely event that you ever write it,” he sneered. “Now, please get out of my house.”

It wasn’t until we were in the street outside his building that we dared to breathe a sigh of relief.

“My darling Stella, you were terrific. I don’t think The Service realizes what an amazing asset they have.”

Much as I wanted to hug my wife, we didn’t dare, in case Corsetti was watching from his rooftop.

My pride felt like it could burst from my chest. My amazing Sarah had saved our lives.

#####

Dylan

An Uber dropped us back at the small boutique hotel where we were attempting to stay under the radar. Xavier and Emmy were waiting nervously.

We were barely through the door of Xavier’s room before they started to pepper us with questions. We told them that once again, the meeting hadn't been as fruitful as we’d hoped.

“However, we do know The Emperor has nothing to do with either the Italian Mafia or the Russians,” Stella revealed. “So, we are at least steadily eliminating possibilities. The most disturbing thing we discovered was that, somehow, The Emperor already knows we are here. It seems he has put a contract out on our lives. I think Corsetti would have been prepared to kill us if his hatred of The Emperor wasn’t just as great as ours. I’m afraid all our efforts to move around the world undetected were a waste of time. Once again, our enemy is one step ahead of us. The most helpful piece of information we gleaned from the meeting was an apparent rumor that The Emperor is based in Istanbul and calls himself Octavian, after the Roman emperor. Perhaps he sees himself as the ruler of some newly resurgent Ottoman or Roman Empire. It’s hard to imagine, but what other motive could he have?”

A light shone in Xavier’s eyes at the thought of a concrete lead in our search for our elusive adversary.

“Great work, guys,” he congratulated us. “You’ll have to tell me how you got such a notorious gangster to open up like that. But in the meantime, we need to devise a way of getting to Istanbul that’s even more secretive than our previous efforts. If the private negotiations with a fishing boat captain weren’t secret enough, we need to reconsider our strategy.”

Emmy jumped into the conversation. “I’ve got an old friend here in Naples, Tommy Wong. We were at university together and shared an apartment for almost two years. His mother is originally from Naples, and he’s established a very successful business here.”

Xavier grinned cheekily. “Friend-with-benefits, I assume,” he laughed.

Ignoring him entirely, Emmy continued: “Let me talk to him to see if I can get us to Istanbul without using commercial travel. I'm pretty sure he’ll be able to find a way. But this time, we tell no one about our movements – not even Grove House. Whatever arrangements I can make must stay between the four of us. I’ll pick up four burner phones on the way to Tommy’s place – that way, we can keep all communications between ourselves.”

Going off-grid entirely without reporting back to Grove House felt like an incredibly dramatic course of action, but Emmy and Xavier both thought it was essential.

Eager to get started, Emmy grabbed a light sweater to protect herself from the light breeze coming off the Bay of Naples as she went off in search of her friend, Tommy Wong.

#####

Dylan

“Okay, guys, tell me everything that happened,” Xavier demanded as soon as Emmy had left us.

“I’m sorry, but no,” Stella sounded adamant. “I need a long bath after what I’ve been through. I’m heading back to our room. Dylan can fill you in on the whole thing while I try to scrub that sleazy character off my body. Why don’t you both come find me in about an hour?”

With a couple of beers from the minibar in hand, I proceeded to share with Xavier every last detail of our time with Luca Corsetti.

“You were incredibly lucky to get out alive,” he mumbled pensively. “I can't believe how well Stella has adapted to the need for these sexpionage tactics – so much has been asked of her. She was initially so shy and reticent. And you deserve congratulations, too, man. How you kept your cool while your wife was being subjected to that lizard’s perverted filth, I can't begin to imagine. You both did a terrific job.”

By the time I’d filled him in completely, it was time to head across the corridor and find Stella in our room.

It was hardly surprising, after all she had been through, that we found her dozing lightly on our king-sized bed covered only by a startlingly white Egyptian cotton sheet. The outline of her gorgeous body hinted at her nakedness beneath. The sound of our arrival brought a slight smile to her face as she patted the bed, encouraging us both to lie with her, one on either side.

“Take off your clothes,” she ordered. “I need to feel naked flesh that doesn’t belong to a pervy creep.”

Neither Xavier nor I hesitated for even a split second. Pulling off our clothes, we joined my beloved wife, who threw off the sheet to reveal her glorious nakedness. We both cuddled up to Stella, eliciting a contented sigh from her. She was finally happy, being adored by the two men who meant the most to her. For me, it was the final recognition that I was committed to the bizarre, exciting, and disturbing world of sharing my wife.

“Dylan has told me everything, Stella. I’m so sorry it had to come to this. Unfortunately, many operations like this involve actions that we find distasteful and that conflict with our moral principles. But I’d hoped we could shelter you from anything like what you just encountered. I’m afraid Gus Singleton is going to be very upset with me and Emmy. At Grove House, he seemed to develop an almost paternal respect for you and Dylan.”

While Xavier quietly praised Stella for her success eliciting information from the vile Corsetti, I spooned her from behind, snuggling close and resting my inevitable erection in that gorgeous warm canyon between the cheeks of her firm round ass.

The sensation was blissful when I felt her push back on my hardness. It could only mean one thing – she wanted me inside her. Even with the formidably handsome young Xavier lying naked in front of her, she still wanted me.

When I reached down to stroke her welcoming pussy, I found her wet with anticipation. Even after all she had been through with the Mafia boss, she was ready for the comfort of genuine intimacy that could only come when an emotional bond existed. I took my cock in my hand and positioned the sensitive tip between the folds of my wife’s pussy, easing my hips slowly forward until I was buried deep inside the heat of her. The feeling was heavenly as I gently thrust back and forth, making the most exquisite love to my darling wife.

Checking over Stella’s shoulder, I saw that Xavier had pushed himself up into a sitting position, backed up against the padded headboard. My wife had the young black Adonis’ cock in her hand, stroking him lovingly as a stream of pre-cum dropped from his tip. For a man with my newfound hotwife fetish, the sight was incredible.

Stella’s voice interrupted my reverie. Without turning to face me, she made her wishes quite clear.

“Ooh, yes, Dylan. Make love to me just like that,” she pleaded.

It was as if she were contrasting our lovemaking with the degradation of the afternoon with Luca Corsetti. 

She went on:

“Can I have your permission to suck Xavier's cock, David? I really want him in my mouth. I want him to flood my mouth with his cum so I can forget what I had to do this afternoon.”

Holy fuck. She had used my real name to make it clear this was no act. It wasn’t Stella Ruskin, it was Sarah Russell who wanted to suck her young lover’s cock. Just a few months ago, she would NEVER have been able to speak like that. Dirty talk was outside the realm of her capabilities. But our training at Grove House changed all that. Her filthy words were like music to my ears.

“You don’t need my permission, my darling,” I assured her quietly, pushing my cock deep inside her. I meant it, but it was still heartwarming to know she valued my approval of this new, exotic lifestyle we’d stumbled into.

With my acquiescence bordering on eagerness, my gorgeous wife stuck out her tongue and stroked the entire length of his cock from base to tip, milking every drop of his clear pre-cum to dribble sensuously onto her outstretched tongue. Then she leaned forward and took her lover’s stiff shaft deep into her mouth. For me, the feeling of watching the love of your life with her mouth stretched wide around another man’s huge black cock is almost impossible to put into words. My heart was pounding, my stomach clenched, and my cock grew to a hardness inside my wife making her giggle around the mouthful of cock she was relishing.

As my beautiful Sarah sucked Xavier’s rampant manhood, it was difficult to tell whether she was making love to Xavier with her mouth, or he was making love to her mouth with his magnificent cock. The sight was so different from her cock-sucking efforts that afternoon with Corsetti when her only motivator had been duty to her country.

As I plunged into her wet pussy I tried to maintain the same pace as my wife’s cock sucking. It was tough though when I so desperately wanted to pound into her to reclaim her pussy as mine. Stella’s slow worship of Xavier as she took him deep into her throat over and over again would usually mean that the lack of friction would prevent him from climaxing. But he was looking down at her intently, watching her eager mouth devour him. That visual was enough to tip him over the edge, and I watched his cock pulsing over and over as he filled my wife’s willing mouth with his enormous load of hot cum.

As Stella turned her head to show me her overflowing mouth and then made a big display of swallowing every drop, the experience was enough to trigger my climax. I pumped her full of more cum than I’d ever produced, and the feeling was stupendous.

My wife had become the confident, sexy hotwife of my latent fantasies. How lucky could one man be?


Chapter Eleven – Istanbul

Stella

"Experience is the name everyone gives to their mistakes." — Oscar Wilde

Emmy didn’t return to the hotel until the following morning. You can imagine the raunchy conjecture that the three of us came up with to explain her ‘sleepover’ with Tommy Wong – her former ‘friend with benefits.’ As promised, she had purchased the four burner phones, and, most importantly, she’d convinced Tommy Wong to get us to Istanbul in secret.

Emmy explained that Tommaso ‘Tommy’ Wong had made a fortune in the import/export business between Europe and Southeast Asia. Apparently, he was biracial like Emmy, with an Asian father and Italian mother. Hence, his two main offices were logically located in Naples and Singapore. Tommy’s business success had translated into such outrageously luxurious ‘toys’ as a Lamborghini, an ocean-going yacht, and a private jet.

“Tommy visits Istanbul on a regular basis for business, so nothing will appear unusual to the air traffic control authorities if he advises them of a trip this evening,” Emmy explained. “He will use the names of four of his employees for the passenger manifest, and he will fly with us to ‘handle’ the immigration officials in Istanbul.” We could all guess what that might mean. “He even has an apartment in Istanbul that we can use. So, with luck, the whole trip can be achieved in secret. According to Tommy, it's almost impossible that anyone could find out. If there is still a contract out on our lives, I can’t think of a better way of staying out of sight. The only thing I should warn you about, though, is that Tommy is borderline obsessed with the mile-high club and has a fanatical love of group sex. When he and I lived together, I can't tell you how many wild, exciting orgies we had. So, be warned that he will almost certainly try to turn our journey into a mid-air orgy. But I figured that it would be a small price to pay if we could make the trip in secret.”

#####

That evening, we took two separate cabs out to the airport. I traveled with Emmy, and the guys followed ten minutes later. That way, both Dylan and I would have our more experienced assistants to rely on if we ran into any difficulties.

On the opposite side of the runways from the main terminals, we were dropped off in front of a one-story, featureless building, a small sign giving the only hint of its purpose.

Excelsior Private Aviation

Inside the plain double doors, we entered a modest hallway, but then it was as if we had stumbled into a parallel world of sumptuous luxury.  We were in the most lavish departure lounge I’d ever seen. It put commercial airlines' first-class lounges to shame. Tail-coated waiters glided from one intimate seating area to the next, catering to the needs of the various affluent guests.

“There’s Tommy,” Emmy exclaimed with delight, waving excitedly. Something told me there was a lot more to their relationship than just a friends-with-benefits arrangement.

We made our way across the departure lounge to where Tommy had jumped to his feet to welcome us. Taking Emmy into a long hug and whispering intimately in her ear, he confirmed my suspicion that they meant a lot to each other. Their lengthy embrace gave me a chance to study our new benefactor. I could see why Emmy was enamored. Tommy appeared to have been blessed with the best traits of two continents. He was well over six feet tall with a toned, muscular body, broad shoulders, and the incredibly handsome features that are unique to mixed-race men. A head of thick, jet-black hair gave away the Asian aspect of his heritage. Knowing the two of them had spent the night together made me imagine the two of them together, writhing naked in the throes of passion.

While I had been mentally submerged in my private fantasies, Emmy and Tommaso had broken away from each other's arms.

“Emmy darling. Introduce me to your stunningly gorgeous friend,” Tommy smiled warmly as he stepped forward and took me into his arms for a delightfully welcoming embrace.

“You must be Stella,” he murmured softly. Whether his quiet tone was to protect my identity from the passing waiters or because he always had such a sexy voice, I wasn’t sure. “I’m Tommaso, but please call me Tommy. All my close friends do. Now come and sit here while we wait for your other team members.”

We had barely settled in before our waiter delivered a bottle of extremely expensive vintage champagne. David and I had considered ourselves fortunate to have accumulated the wealth we had in our company, but this was wealth on an entirely new level. If this was how the other half lived, then sign me up.

It was only a few more minutes before Dylan and Xavier also arrived, and Tommy’s warm welcome somehow confirmed Emmy’s assurances that her friend was a man to be trusted.

“The flight crew is preparing the aircraft right now, so we should be taking off in around an hour if that’s okay,” said Tommy. “The pilot is just confirming the flight plan.”

“Oh, man,” smiled Xavier. “Whatever works for you. We are just eternally grateful for your help.”

Tommy laughed. “I have never been able to refuse any request from Emmy. She has always been the love of my life.”

Emmy slapped his arm playfully, but I could tell that simple action masked a deep vein of emotion. She was as much in love with Tommy Wong as he was with her.

Despite the seriousness of our daunting operation, we all became a little tipsy in that rarefied atmosphere of the lounge, laughing and drinking together like the oldest of friends.

“I hope Emmy has told you about our mile-high club adventures on my plane, Stella,” he chuckled. “We've probably had more sex at thirty-five thousand feet than most people have on terra firma, haven't we, my darling?”

His revelation didn’t seem to faze Emmy. She just giggled in response.

“Have you ever joined that exclusive club, Stella?” the young man asked me.

I had no intention of admitting to the operation with Sinclair Mbulu en route to Dubai, but, on the other hand, I didn’t want to sound prudish, so I blurted out my response as confidently as I could muster.

“Not yet,” I confessed with a nervous laugh.

“WHAT?” Tommy tried to sound flabbergasted with mock indignation. “NEVER? I can't believe a sexy, adventurous young thing like you has never enjoyed the pleasures of sex above the clouds. It’s one of the main reasons I bought my plane in the first place,” he joked. “You know, the concept of sex while airborne has been around since 1785. Obviously, there were no aircraft around back then, so the first documented example hilariously involves a hot air balloon.”

It seemed like a strange snippet of historical trivia, but just as Emmy had warned us, Tommy was clearly fascinated by the topic and was eager to share his interest. He continued:

“The Betting Book of Brooks’ Gentlemen’s Club in London records a wager between Lord Cholmondeley and Lord Derby whereby the former challenged the latter to have his wicked way with an unnamed lady while floating in mid-air above the English countryside. Derby, who was not a man to flinch in the face of a challenge, went out and bought himself a hot air balloon. We know little about the event itself, but we do know that Cholmondeley paid up, which he obviously wouldn’t have done without evidence of Derby’s success.”

We were all in fits of laughter at Tommy’s tale, which he told with as many lurid actions as he could justify.

“So, I ask you again, Stella,” he chuckled. “How come a sexy young thing like you has never enjoyed the pleasures of sex above the clouds?”

I couldn’t help but laugh at his affrontery.

“Oh, Tommy, you are an outrageous flatterer. Sexy young thing indeed. If you went to college with Emmy, it means I am probably ten years older than you.”

“No way,” he replied, another comical frown making him look deadly serious. “I don’t believe you. But anyway, if you decide you'd like to be inducted into the club during our two-and-a-half-hour flight, it would be my absolute pleasure.”

His bizarre offer sounded almost reasonable, coming from the outrageous young man’s lips. The old Sarah Russell would never have countenanced such a thing, but Stella Ruskin was sorely tempted. However, I was acutely aware of Emmy’s feelings.

“That’s a very kind offer, Tommy, but I think I’ll have to pass. I couldn’t compare to the competition anyway.”

I saw a faint flicker of gratitude in Emmy’s gaze. She was in love with the man, I was sure of it. It explained why she had always seemed a little detached from our little quartet. While Xavier had quickly become emotionally involved with me, Emmy had remained much cooler with my husband. And now I knew why. Her heart belonged to Tommy Wong.

“Maybe we should give it another go for old times' sake, Tommy,” she giggled suggestively. “Consider last night the appetizer and the mile-high club the main course. And maybe, if Stella did want to experience the magic of sex at altitude, she would be more comfortable with someone she already knows for her first time rather than accepting such a brazen offer from a near stranger.”

She was trying to sound amused, but I knew Emmy was being kind. She was well aware of my feelings for Xavier, so maybe she was hinting that the two of us should fuck each other to oblivion and back on our upcoming flight. On the other hand, there was always my husband, who, as far as Tommy was aware, was just a colleague. Maybe she thought Dylan and I should share a joint initiation into that thrilling world. Oh, why had our new life become so darn complicated?

#####

By the time our waiter approached to tell us our flight was ready to board, we were all a little tipsy from the generously poured champagne. Another factor that contributed to our mild euphoria was the knowledge that we were finally traveling without Emperor Octavian knowing our whereabouts. There was something heady in realizing we were about to board a flight without anyone in the world being able to contact us. No doubt our controllers at Grove House would be furious, but our need for secrecy meant we had to keep them in the dark.

As we were escorted across the tarmac by our waiter to a sleek private jet, I saw a strikingly handsome young man waiting to greet us at the top of the boarding steps. He had a distinctly Scandinavian appearance, with chiseled features, blond hair, and piercing blue eyes.

“That’s Torsten, my purser,” explained Tommy. “He’s been with me for almost five years. Everyone calls him Tor. If there is anything you need during the flight, Stella, Tor will do his best to meet your needs, whatever they may be.”

His lascivious laugh was infectious, and I found myself laughing along with him.

“Maybe you’d like Torsten to introduce you to the mile-high club. He certainly has the experience, doesn’t he, Emmy?”

With only a slight hint of embarrassment, Emmy giggled along with him. So, our gorgeous young assistant hadn't limited her mile-high experiences to just Tommaso – the Teutonic-looking purser had also been her playmate. I conjured a raunchily graphic vision of Emmy sandwiched between the two handsome men, taking one in her pussy, and the other in her ass, and a shudder of excitement ran down my spine.

As we climbed the steps, I found myself staring openly at Torsten, imagining him hammering mercilessly into my friend Emmy while the plane cruised over Europe. The idea was wildly exciting. Only when I realized he was staring back at me just as intently did I manage to avert my gaze.

Tommy introduced the four of us to Tor, and we each shook his hand. I should have known that Tommy would have some special pointed comments lined up for me.

“Tor, this is Stella, and I need you to look after her. This is her first time flying on a private jet, so I suspect she has no idea what exotic delights await her. I want you to go above and beyond in anticipating her needs. In trying to please her, I want you to go really deep. Understood?”

The knowing smile that passed between the two handsome young guys turned my legs to jelly immediately. It was totally uncharacteristic for me, but I realized that in my new ‘international spy’ incarnation, that nervousness involved a considerable degree of excitement. What were the two of them planning?

#####

Dylan

Inside, the cabin looked more like a well-furnished sitting room than the interior of a plane – six large armchairs were positioned around a massive coffee table, a three-seater sofa was placed to the side, and two full-length flat-beds took up the rear of the cabin by the door to the galley and the lavatories. The whole arrangement was designed for the ultimate comfort.

Tommy pulled Emmy down next to him on the sofa while my beautiful wife was ushered to one of the armchairs by Torsten. Surprisingly, he sat down next to her rather than taking a crew seat as I’d expected. Xavier took the armchair next to mine.

Emmy had warned us that the voluntary price of our secret flight might involve sex, and it didn’t take a genius to work out what Tommy was planning to do with Emmy once we were in the air. He had even expressed an overt desire to see my wife inducted into the notorious mile-high club. His less-than-subtle instructions to the handsome young purser, Torsten, were unambiguous. From the immediate glint in Tor’s eyes, he would clearly feel honored to introduce Stella to the delights of airborne sex. But how would Xavier react? I knew there was nothing I would relish more than watching the young Scandi guy ravishing my wife, but knowing how Xavier felt about her, I was unsure whether to encourage her if the opportunity arose. I needn’t have worried – Xavier himself solved my dilemma once we were comfortably seated.

“Can you see what Tommy is trying to set up, Dylan?” Xavier asked me quietly.

“Yeah, I think so. I’m guessing he has plans to turn this journey into some kind of airborne orgy like Emmy predicted. Don’t you think?”

“Pretty much,” he acknowledged. “It looks like he and Emmy can barely wait for the seatbelt sign to be turned off. And his fascination with all things mile-high means he desperately wants Stella to join his personal club. The question is, how do you feel about it?”

It was almost humiliating to admit the shameful truth that every hotwife’s husband must harbor. But Xavier was my friend, and by that point, he knew everything about my sexual quirks.

“Oh, man, Xavier, you know by now how my hotwife fetish has developed since we joined The Service, so the whole idea sounds breathtaking. Watching my wife in that situation sounds unbelievably exciting. But Tommy clearly thinks Torsten should be the guy to initiate her, and we don’t even know the guy.”

“So, you wouldn’t want to be her partner-in-crime for the adventure?”

“I would love just to watch,” I admitted. “The opportunity to see my wife in such a porn-worthy scene would be unbelievable.”

A look of relief passed over Xavier’s face. He had a plan.

“Then don’t worry about it, Dylan. I’ll make sure she’s looked after.” His reassurance was comforting, but what did he mean by it?

While I was pondering our confusing prospects, Torsten handed out champagne flutes to officially welcome us aboard.

‘Mr. Wong and guests, please fasten your seat belts for take-off,’ our unseen pilot announced.

Our purser had retaken his seat in the armchair next to Stella when we all buckled in, and the roar of the engines heralded our ascent towards our unknown destiny.

Within minutes, the ping announcing our passing through ten thousand feet was the signal for Torsten to head back to the galley.

Suddenly, the cabin was filled with the sound of sultry music, hinting that our host was creating a perfect background for seduction. Tommy and Emmy snuggled up together on the sofa, looking blissfully happy in each other's arms.

Torsten brought snacks and hors d’oeuvres and placed them on the coffee table along with two ice buckets. One contained yet another bottle of expensive champagne, while the other was filled with a selection of beers.

With the press of a button, Tor caused a large-screen television to descend quietly from the cabin's ceiling.

Xavier scooted from his chair down onto the floor as if we were at a friend's house, drinking beer and binge-watching the latest must-see serial.

I slid down and joined him on the floor, where we nibbled on snacks and drank way too much beer while we waited for whatever movie they had scheduled. Imagine our surprise when the screen was filled with a close-up of a man’s cock disappearing into a beautiful woman’s mouth. An even greater surprise came with the realization that the young woman in the film was none other than our friend and colleague, Emmy. As the camera panned out, we could see we were watching a porn movie from a previous flight on that same aircraft. Tommy and Emmy were enjoying wild, uninhibited sex, and I assumed Torsten was the cameraman.

I looked over at Emmy, and she giggled sexily. Tommy was slowly undressing her for what was probably going to be a replay of the action on the screen.

When I checked to see how Stella was coping with the shocking entertainment, I saw her gaze glued to the screen, transfixed at the idea of watching a porn movie starring people we knew. Beside her, Tor was leaning close, chatting quietly to my wife. What was he suggesting?

There was so much going on in that luxurious cabin that it was challenging to stay focused on one thing. The movie was as well produced as any high-quality porn movie I’d ever seen. Then, across the cabin, Tommy and Emmy were, by that time, completely naked. Our host had dropped to the floor between Emmy’s legs and was eating her pussy with wild abandon, licking and sucking at her wet lips and relishing her feminine essence.

She had warned us that sex could be the voluntary price of our secret journey; in which case, she seemed more than willing to pay her dues.

I had been expecting Emmy to bend to Tommy's will, but instead, it was our young assistant who appeared to be in control. After taking him by the hair and grinding her pussy into his face Emmy pulled him up to sit beside her on the sofa. Tommy's rampant cock stood up from his lap, which elicited a naughty smile from Emmy. Without any hesitation, she stood up and faced away from Tommy, then slowly and sensually, she eased herself down backward and down onto the young guy’s stiff shaft.

I noticed that my wife’s attention had shifted from the movie to the live alternative that offered the benefit of genuinely close-up action. Like me, she watched as Emmy continued to ease herself down, and we witnessed Tommy’s cock disappearing slowly inside her. Stella’s eyes were wide with astonishment. Only when Emmy felt she was as full of cock as she could possibly get, with Tommy buried balls-deep in her pussy did she exert her control once again.

“Torsten, I need your cock in my mouth, too,” was her outrageous instruction to our handsome young purser.

Not needing an engraved invitation, Tor hurriedly pulled off all his clothes and strode across the cabin. Even when not yet fully erect, his cock looked impressive, hanging down his left thigh and slapping against his flesh as he walked. With another wicked giggle, Emmy took his shaft in her hand, stroking up and down the length of it to milk his prodigious pre-cum onto her outstretched tongue.

“Mmm,” she murmured at the taste of him. “Fuck my face, Torsten,” she urged as she reached behind him, grabbed the muscled cheeks of his ass, and pulled him deep into her throat until her nose was pressed into his rippling six-pack abs.

Xavier, Stella, and I watched intently as Tor literally fucked our colleague’s face. The sight was remarkable in its intensity. From the look on the purser’s face, he was getting close to shooting a massive cum-load into Emmy’s mouth. But it wasn’t to be.

Looking back, I have no idea what suddenly caused my feeling of unease. Perhaps it was that Tommy had already expressed his desire to see my wife inducted into the mile-high club. Some inner sense was setting off alarm bells. Weirdly, at that very moment, Xavier stood up and went over to Stella – whether to protect her from Torsten or simply to keep her for himself, I wasn’t sure. Either way, he had sensed the same shifting dynamic in the cabin.

With no warning, Emmy pulled away from Torsten’s cock with a wet sloppy popping sound before she made her next wishes clear. As she continued to ride Tommy’s cock, her gorgeous breasts swaying with her every thrust, she issued her instructions:

“Tor, I think Stella needs to taste your magnificent cock, don’t you? Tommy has expressed a desire to see her induction into the mile-high club, so maybe you can help out.”

Was it to be my wife’s turn to pay the price for our secret journey? Or was Emmy just using Stella to pander to her lover’s fascination for mile-high sex? Luckily, our friend Xavier sat close by her side. He had told me he had a plan.

Taking up Emmy’s brazen challenge the supremely confident young Torsten just walked over to my wife, stood right in front of her, took his hard cock in his hand, and offered it to her mouth. I half expected her to slap him away jokingly, but instead, she leaned forward, and with as much expertise as Emmy had displayed earlier, Stella pushed forward until the young man's rampant shaft was deep in her throat and bulging through the delicate skin of her neck.

For a man of my predilections, the sight was both marvelous and disturbing. I was absolutely mesmerized by my nascent hotwife. Tommy and Emmy looked equally absorbed.

And then Tor started to fuck my wife’s mouth in earnest. He was pounding into her throat as lustily as I would typically plunge into her pussy. He had to be hurting her. The sight was heart-poundingly exciting and gut-wrenchingly horrifying at the same time. Suddenly, he pulled away.

“Are you okay, Stella?” Tor gently expressed his concern.

“I am way better than alright,” she croaked, her throat sounding scratchy from the assault it had just suffered.

Could it really be my previously reserved wife who had just claimed to have relished a fierce face-fucking?

As Stella sat there, breathless from Tor’s oral onslaught, he gently proceeded to undress her, caressing every inch of my wife’s beautiful body.

“Beautiful, Stella,” was his only comment when he finally gazed upon the perfection of her naked form. It still wasn’t entirely clear to me whether she really wanted this to happen, or if it was just her way of paying for our secret flight.

Xavier and I were the only two with our clothes still on, and it felt strangely voyeuristic. But thankfully, Xavier was about to shift the weird dynamic one more time. Standing, to casually strip off his clothes, he went to sit protectively on the arm of my wife’s chair. Initially, it appeared that he was there simply as an observer.

“Would a massage appeal to you, Stella?” Tor asked next. It seemed a little backwards after he’d just unceremoniously fucked her mouth. But it was as if he were fulfilling Tommy’s instruction to meet my wife’s every need. Tommy’s cock was still buried deep in our friend Emmy’s pussy, but they were both watching Stella intently.

“Mmm, that sounds wonderful.” Stella purred.

“Excellent. Why don’t you come over to the bed and lie face down?”

I stayed on the floor, where I realized I was getting a fantastic close-up view of the action between Tommy and Emmy, being only a few feet and at eye level from where our colleague still rode our host's hard cock. And it seemed likely that if anything happened to my wife, I would get to witness it in the most stunning close-up detail. It was everything a man of my interests could wish for. Despite my earlier reservations, I was still captivated by the prospect of my dear, innocent wife being treated to a mile-high club experience by that Nordic stud.

Without any hesitation, my wife did as she was asked by the self-assured, naked young Tor, who went to stand by her head to massage her shoulders.

I could tell that Xavier had no intention of being left out as he shifted subtly to position himself at my wife’s feet. He was supposed to be her protector, after all. Tor was apparently flexible in the way his airborne orgies played out because he gave a friendly nod to Xavier as if to say, ‘Okay, man, let's give her a massage she’ll never forget.’

Without another word being spoken, Torsten started his firm strokes on my wife’s shoulders, back, and neck. I couldn’t help but register the exciting sight of his cock brushing against her lips each time he leaned forward to massage her back. Meanwhile, Xavier’s strong black hands worked their magic on Stella’s legs, thighs, and ass. When I saw his hand disappear between her thighs, I knew intuitively that he was sliding his large finger between her delicate lips. Perhaps he was even slipping gently inside her, finger-fucking her toward a powerful orgasm.

“Are you ready to try a completely new experience, my beautiful creature?” Torsten quietly asked. “Seeing as there are two of us to satisfy your every need.”

Stella seemed to almost melt at his words, and she gave a sharp and apprehensive intake of breath, wondering what he was planning.

My reaction was slightly different. HIS beautiful creature, he’d called her. Who did the cocky little shit think he was? Sarah is MINE, I thought, reverting, as always in times of crisis, to her real name. She picked up on his possessive comment and gave a quick glance at me to judge my reaction. She somehow knew I was riveted to her every word.

“I’m ready,” she panted.

Torsten leaned down and pressed his mouth to hers in a wildly passionate kiss. I could see his tongue pushing into her mouth, and I could see my wife responding to that smug young guy. Somehow, the kiss seemed almost more treacherous than everything else my adulterous wife had been doing. But, God, it was sexy. How could my feelings be so conflicted?

“Good. Now I want you to reach back and grab your ankles, Stella,” he instructed.

What the hell was he planning?

His command looked impossibly uncomfortable as Stella’s body arched backward into a bow shape that was like something out of the filthiest porn movies I’d ever seen. She glanced apprehensively towards me again. Should I put a stop to this now before my wife was defiled? Should Xavier? Or did the new Stella Ruskin crave feeling dominated in this way? Grabbing her ankles like that meant that her legs were automatically parted, so Xavier, standing at her feet, was treated to a perfect view of her suddenly exposed pussy. From my viewpoint, I could see she was surprisingly wet in anticipation of what was to come. I could only back off and let it happen – whatever it was going to be.

I was so impressed by my friend and colleague’s consideration as the scene unfolded. Xavier knew everything about my strange fetish, so throughout everything that followed, he positioned my wife so I would get a great view of every depraved act she was enjoying.

“Good job, Stella,” said Torsten admiringly at my wife’s willingness to adopt a position more common to Chinese contortionists. “You need to know how hot you are.” His slight Norwegian accent made him sound both sexy and dominant all in one package.

From my point of view, I couldn’t agree more. My wife was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Way better and way sexier than any porn star.

As he delivered his compliment, Torsten pushed his massive, rigid manhood back between my wife’s lips, into her mouth, and deep into her throat in one fluid thrust. Tears streamed down her face, but it seemed to be from the enormous cock that was blocking her airway rather than any negative emotions about what was happening to her.

In the meantime, Xavier, having promised to protect her, had positioned himself between Stella’s wide-spread legs and helped support them in that perversely unnatural position as she held tight to her ankles. He rested her feet on his shoulders, so his body was taking her weight. Looking over at me just like my wife had before, he pushed his pulsing black cock inside my wife’s bare, married pussy with a wet squelching sound. Having seen my reflexive nod of approval, he started hammering into her hard.

So, his plan of protection was basically to keep Torsten out of my wife’s pussy by claiming it as his own. A perverse yet strangely logical reasoning. Xavier seemed determined to establish himself as the dominant male of their obscene, debauched, and wonderful trio.

My delicate wife’s upper body was supported on her elbows while Xavier took the weight of her lower half on his strong shoulders. The porn terminology of the completely unnatural position immediately came to me. My loving wife was being spit-roasted – there was no other way to put it.

With Stella’s lower body raised up like that, my vantage point on the floor below them gave me the most incredible close-up view of her wet, welcoming pussy as Xavier’s magnificent girth stretched her wide. I wished desperately that I had the nerve to take out my phone and film the most erotic sight I’d ever witnessed. You might question how any man in his right mind could get pleasure from watching his wife like that. I asked myself the same question without arriving at any logical answer.

As Xavier pounded Stella’s bare, shaved pussy, our purser was fucking her face, and she was taking him deep into her throat. Torsten was being disturbingly aggressive again in the way he was fucking Stella’s mouth but judging by the noises she was making, she was loving every minute of it. Her lips stretched out taut and white around the enormous girth of Tor’s meat, offering a man like me the ultimate sight. Apart from the tears streaming down her face and an enormously increased production of saliva, she was taking it with apparent ease, catching breaths with heaving gasps.

How the hell was she doing this? She had only even heard the term ‘deep throating’ a matter of months ago, yet there she was, taking his whole cock like some experienced porn star.

I recognized the signs of a major orgasm building in Stella. We had been married long enough for me to intuit her sexual responses, and her moans around Tor’s rigid cock were getting louder. It didn’t feel like my wife was going along with that bizarre threesome solely as an appreciation of the secret ride to Istanbul – she was relishing every moment of the new experience.

“Are you ready, Stella?” rumbled the young purser in a thick sexy voice “because I think we are ready to cum for you. Would you like us to pump you full of our cum? Do you want to take my huge load in your mouth while Xavier fills your pussy as your induction into the delights of the mile-high club?”

Her response could not be described as words but sounded more like a pleading moan. My beloved wife was ready, and she went over the edge with a wild, carnal scream as she came all over Xavier’s cock. Almost simultaneously, Torsten groaned, and from my close-up position, I could see the pulsing of his huge, veined cock as he pumped spurt after spurt of his thick, creamy white cum into my wife’s mouth and directly down her throat.

The strength of Stella’s orgasm had the same effect on her pussy that it always does. Her muscles clenched, and the impact on Xavier was immediate. With a deep animalistic growl that oozed pure lust, he pumped jets of his hot cum into my wife’s married pussy.

I had never seen anything like it and had never expected to. My reserved wife had shown herself in her most primitive, atavistic state, and it had been mind-blowingly amazing. Torsten pulled out of her mouth with an audible pop, leaving a trail of cum dribbling from the corner of her lips. His long cock fell with a slap against his thigh.

Stella turned to look back over her shoulder just as Xavier leaned forward with his spent cock still lodged in her pussy. They brought their lips together in a most intimate kiss, offering a hint to everyone on board that they were more than casual lovers. As they kissed, my mind flew to the strangeness of the sensation for Xavier, who inevitably must be tasting Torsten’s cum. It didn’t seem to faze either of them. Maybe that was an expectation in the bizarre world of orgies.

Xavier finally pulled away from kissing my exhausted wife, and she let out a strange noise that sounded like a combination of a laugh and a sob. I desperately wanted to comfort her, but the secret of our relationship had to be maintained.

As his semi-erect cock slipped from my beloved wife’s well-used pussy I was treated to a sight that made my heart pound. A veritable river of her lover’s cum ran from my hotwife’s depths, trickling slowly down the soft skin of her thigh. Since discovering my little kink, I had seen enough hotwife videos to know that cleaning up was a part of some men’s fetish, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

Stella’s two lovers stroked her hair and made reassuring noises until she was over her visceral emotional response to the adventure. After being together for so long, I had become perfectly attuned to her moods and reactions, and I could see that she was thoroughly overwhelmed by emotion. But what was that emotion? Happiness? Regret? Exhilaration or guilt?

Emmy and Tommy had been watching the whole thing, and both looked delighted by Stella’s unbelievable performance.

“Congratulations on joining the mile-high club in such style, Stella.” Tommy laughed. “One day, when you marry some lucky man, he will never believe he has found such a liberated woman.”

Tommaso Wong would never discover that the beautiful woman who had so impressed him was actually the love of my life.

At his remark, though, my mind suddenly became laser-focused on the fact that, for the first time, Stella’s sexual adventure hadn't been directly designed to coerce a mark. It was very freakish to realize she had willingly offered her newly emancipated self to young Torsten, just for the sheer excitement and wanton pleasure of it. Of course, we were grateful for the secret journey, but she had voluntarily offered herself in a way that her old friend Harriet would have been proud of. My wife was changed irrevocably, and I loved it.

#####

Stella

We had received clearance to land by the time I had a chance to collect my thoughts about what I’d allowed to happen up there at thirty-nine thousand feet. In those final twenty minutes, my thoughts were buzzing like a downed power line, and my emotions were dragged in every possible direction.

I needed to start by acknowledging and accepting the plain truth of the matter. I hadn’t simply ‘allowed’ it to happen — I had craved it and relished it. The flimsy excuse that ‘it was all to show our gratitude to Tommy’ came nowhere close to the truth of the matter. The idea of me, Sarah Russell, a quiet, reserved, sexually unadventurous career woman, joining the mile-high club aboard a luxurious private jet had appealed so utterly to the newly liberated me, partly because I was able to hide behind my new Stella Ruskin persona. All my usual moral standards and all my sexually reticent principles were somehow easy to set aside in that frenzied moment. Taking the handsome young Scandinavian, Torsten, in my mouth while my lover, Xavier pounded my pussy with his impressive cock, was a moment of euphoria that I would never forget. But how selfish could I be?

Okay, so my husband had admitted to a newfound love of watching me with other men. Still, surely my willing surrender to two such stunning young guys must have tested his unbelievable tolerance to its limits. I desperately needed to talk to David in private. He had explained his fetish in as logical terms as he could summon, but still, the concept of hotwives and their adoring voyeuristic husbands seemed almost impossible to comprehend. His assurances that millions of men worldwide felt the same way did little to alleviate my disbelief. How could jealousy, anger, and hatred not override both his enjoyment of watching me and, ultimately, his love for me? Surely, my vile behavior had to be jeopardizing my incredibly happy marriage. Having plummeted into the depths of despair after riding the recent highs of sexual pleasure, my overwhelming emotion became GUILT. I remembered back to my psychology classes in college and the psychologist Wayne Dyer, whose philosophies I’d so admired. He had been adamant on the subject of guilt.

‘Guilt is the most useless of all erroneous zone behaviors. It is by far the greatest waste of emotional energy. Why? Because, by definition, you are feeling immobilized in the present over something that has already taken place, and no amount of guilt can ever change history.’

It had sounded profound at the time, but now, with this monstrous guilt wrapping me in its grip, I was less convinced. It was enough to ask my amazing husband to tolerate my affair — for that’s what it was — with Xavier. But forcing him to watch me with my lover and a complete stranger, taking me in the most animalistic sex I’d ever experienced, was surely more than any man should have to bear.

Dear God, when would our plane land? I needed to talk to my husband to tell him how much I still loved him. Frighteningly, I also needed to find out if I still had a viable marriage.

It seemed like either interminable hours or mere seconds before we touched down at the new Istanbul airport at the edge of the Black Sea. Tommy had arranged for a gigantic stretch limo to take us to his beautiful apartment overlooking Yildiz Park in the wealthy Besiktas district. It was a thirty-five-minute drive from the airport, and by the time we arrived, it was close to midnight.

The massive penthouse apartment took up the entire top floor of the building. It had three sumptuous bedrooms, so Tommy had magnanimously arranged to stay with a friend, allowing the four of us to discuss our operation in private. In return, Emmy had agreed to join him for dinner the following evening. And we could all guess what that would involve.

We entered the apartment directly into an enormous great room comprised of a living room, dining room, kitchen, and bar, all designed to accommodate at least a dozen people. Floor-to-ceiling windows stretched the entire length of the room, and outside, a balcony ran continuously along three sides of the apartment, linking the living areas and all three bedrooms.

Before he left us alone, Tommy pointed out the highlights of the view from the balcony. Immediately below us was Yildiz Park. Then, across the park, we could see past the Yildiz Palace and all the way across the Bosphorus to the Asian side of the city with the famous Ciragan Palace at the nearside water’s edge.

Tommy told us how, during the reign of Suleiman the Magnificent, the park below us was his hunting ground. The place was utterly magical.

Once Tommy had finally left, we raided the bar for a nightcap despite my eagerness to get to bed. I was desperate to talk to Dylan. Luckily, the team decided we would be more productive if we discussed the operation and our next steps the following morning. So, finally, after enjoying the warmth of the cognac Dylan had poured, we all parted ways and headed for our own bedrooms.

At last, I was alone with my husband. But suddenly, I was tongue-tied. All the conflicting thoughts that had been troubling me seemed impossible to articulate. I should have known that my beloved husband would intuitively recognize my dilemma.

“You were amazing today, my darling,” he said, taking me into his strong arms. “I’ve never seen anything like it. And I never dreamed it was remotely possible that I would see you as such an uninhibited, free-spirited, and liberated woman.”

“But. But.”

“But what, Sarah?” he asked, his voice full of caring.

“But why aren’t you appalled and disgusted with me? You know I wasn’t just doing it to appease Tommy’s obsession with the mile-high club and to thank him for the secret journey, right?”

I needed to be honest with him. It was the least he deserved.

“I know that, my darling.”

“You know I enjoyed every minute of it, don’t you? I’m so sorry, David, but I did.”

He laughed. How could he laugh at a time like that?

“I could see that, Sarah. It was plainly obvious.”

“And you weren’t hurt? You weren't jealous?”

“I've told you this before, you know. Of course, there was an element of jealousy. And an element of fear that I might lose you to those two perfect young studs. But ultimately, two factors gave me comfort. First, I have a deep-seated belief that we are soulmates — that we belong together. So please, God, don’t tell me that I’m mistaken.

He leaned down to kiss me gently.

“Oh, David, you know you're not mistaken. I love you more than life itself. But what was the other factor that got you through it?”

He laughed again.

“I got the most incredible adrenaline rush from the sexual high of watching you take those two guys. When Torsten was fucking your mouth, and Xavier was plunging his thick black hardness into your dripping wet pussy I was ready to cum without ever touching myself. And when Tor shot his massive load in your mouth, and Xavier blasted hi jets of cum deep inside you, I was so proud of you, Sarah. You have finally become the woman you were destined to be. I've also come to realize that for a hotwife’s husband, part of the magic is the knowledge that at the end of an adventure like you had today, we will be going home together. And here we are. Ultimately, it’s us against the world, my darling, no matter how wild your adventures may be.”

It seemed almost impossible, but at that moment, the two of us felt as close as we had ever been. Our bizarre new life was forging a bond that had never existed before, one that was growing stronger by the day.

As we climbed into bed, I knew there was only one thing I needed. I wanted to feel my beloved husband inside me. I half expected him to treat me roughly as payback for my infidelity. Instead, our lovemaking was a gentle restatement of the strength of our relationship as David reclaimed me as his own. The fact that as his hard cock slid easily inside me, he was able to ignore the sloppy wetness that evidenced my pussy full of Xavier’s cum made me love him even more.


Chapter Twelve - Insight

Stella

After breakfast the next morning, the four of us sat around the dining table, attempting to review our limited progress and assess what we knew of our adversary. In short, it wasn’t much.

“I think we need to address several questions,” I suggested. “Why are we here, and what do we do now? All we learned in Naples was that there is a ‘rumor’ that The Emperor could be based in Istanbul, but hard evidence is non-existent. The man or woman is like an ephemeral ghost — impossible to grasp hold of. So, how should we go about trying to find them? I think I’m going to use ‘him’ just to make it easier. So far, we've been using standard methods of detection. Following leads, interviewing people, and looking for clues. And until now, The Emperor has been able to second-guess us every step of the way.”

Xavier and Emmy were looking admiringly at my summation, while Dylan seemed lost in the mists of his memories of our lovemaking the previous night. I had to press on while my mind was laser-focused.

“It's time for a new analytical way of addressing our problem, guys. We need to get out of detective mode and put our analyst hats on – after all, that’s why Gus Singleton hired us in the first place. So, first, let’s go over what we know.”

So, for the next hour or so, we systematically worked through all that we’d encountered, what we’d learned, and what we may have missed. However, the more we dissected the details, the more we realized the facts pointed clearly toward an inside job. It was the only explanation for The Emperor always preempting our plans and knowing our next moves almost before we did. If so, it meant someone back in London was very desperate to disrupt our mission if they were willing to put a contract out on our lives.

“But how and why?” asked Emmy. “I just don’t get it. If someone back there is trying to sabotage our efforts, what possible motive could they have?”

My husband suddenly awoke from his sexual dreams.

“Rather than starting with speculation about motives, let’s simply consider possible suspects and try to think outside the box to imagine what their motives could be.” He, too, had slipped out of his agonized husband mode and into the analyst mindset. His idea sounded perfectly logical.

“From what we know of the organizational structure of our operation, it seems to me that if someone on the inside is helping The Emperor, the suspect is likely to be attached to The Beach,” Dylan continued. “We have been led to believe that outside of the few key people there, only C, the head of The Service, is aware that our operation even exists.”

“I agree,” said Xavier. “So, what do we know of The Emperor's objectives? That could help us ascertain his motive.”

“The creation of chaos,” I offered. “From what we know, the perpetrators are using a random array of disruptive tactics. They have made attempts to disrupt entire national economies, to overthrow struggling democracies by encouraging coups; they plant misleading intelligence designed to pit allies against allies; and they are responsible for all manner of clandestine operations where their overall goal seems simply to be the sowing of chaos. We were told before we set off on this seemingly impossible operation that MI6s analysis to date found the only common motivational thread to be a desire to overturn the international order and cast doubt on the veracity of global institutions and the rule of law – in effect, to overthrow the rules-based societies that have dominated the world for almost a century. So, the question is, who would benefit from such a major global collapse? And who at The Beach would be interested in aiding and abetting such a dire outcome?”

Dylan suddenly jolted awake again.

“Xavier, Emmy, I hope I’m not talking out of turn here, but since our first days at Grove House, I’ve had doubts about the wisdom of outside interests being so heavily involved in government business.” My husband looked almost embarrassed to have raised the subject.

“You mean Laszlo Kopic?” Emmy asked.

“Yeah. But Charles McLelland, too,” Dylan responded. “I just find it odd that, no matter how invaluable their experience, two non-government individuals could have such access to highly classified operations.”

Both Xavier and Emmy looked wide-eyed and flabbergasted.

“I’d never really considered it,” Xavier ventured. “They were already on board as advisers when we got there, and to be honest, we just blindly accepted it. I suppose it is strange, but what would be the ulterior motive for either of them?”

My brilliant husband was suddenly on a roll. His ‘thinking outside the box’ was hurtling along at the speed of light.

“Well,” he started. “We know that Laszlo is the former head of a Soviet bloc country’s intelligence operation. What if the ‘former’ is just a front, and he’s a double agent and still working for the Russians, say? There are only a few countries in the world that would love to see the collapse of the rule of law in the democracies of the West — and Russia heads the list.”

“Oh, Jeez,” exclaimed Emmy. “And he could have had access to all our secret operations for years.”

“Yeah, sure,” Dylan continued. “But what about Charlie McLelland? His company is one of the most powerful conflict-resolution security organizations in the world. He even has his own private army, for God’s sake. A company like that would be needed in every corner of the world if the Emperor's objectives came to pass. Charles McLelland would become one of the most powerful, most influential, and likely wealthiest men in the world.”

Emmy and Xavier looked more uncomfortable by the minute as they considered the possibility of a mole who’d been overlooked for so long.

“Even the CEO of our company, Paul Holland, appears to have more access than I’d have thought appropriate,” Dylan commented. “And certainly, more than we were aware of, which seems strange. In all honesty, The Beach feels like a very leaky ship.”

“I think Paul’s an improbable candidate,” I offered. “But there are very few people who know all the details of our operation. Who else is there?”

“Well, Tom Gardner, our lead analyst, has obviously been involved in all our planning every step of the way,” Xavier commented. “And, if we are really thinking outside the box, I suppose we need to add Jim and Sue MacLean, your controllers, to the list.”

As the three of them debated back and forth for most of the day on the likelihood that the mole was one of our most trusted colleagues, I just lay on my bed and allowed my mind to wander off on random tangents in a seemingly disorganized process that I had refined over the years. It was one of the factors that made our company such a success — my freakish ability to think differently. It always provoked my best ideas.

Eventually, something started niggling in the back of my mind. I sensed it had something to do with my college days. Some snippet of trivia was hovering just below my consciousness, yet firing all the synapses in my brain. Why had the Emperor chosen his bizarre historical pseudonym? I had briefly dabbled in the history of the Roman Empire while I was in college, mainly to impress a potential boyfriend who turned out to be a complete dullard. And then it struck me.

“OH MY GOD. I think I've got it, guys,” I exclaimed out loud as I rejoined the group. “The revelation just hit me.

“What? Who is it?” they clamored.

“Just let me think it over in more detail,” I backpedaled, not wanting to sound like an idiot if I was proven wrong. “But if I'm right, we need to fly back to London on the first flight tomorrow morning. There’s nothing for us here in Istanbul – all this Ottoman Empire bullshit was a red herring all along. The Emperor Octavian has been playing us right from the start, and I think I know how. If I’m right, the only unanswered question is WHY? I just need to dig deeper into the code behind the origin of that first message to the SouthWind hackers.”

A weird silence descended on the room as everyone stared at me as if I had completely lost the plot. I sensed there was more to that eerie quiet than just the potential of uncovering our culprit. Xavier had taken on an air of moody introspection, and it was he who broke the silence with the unnerving aspect that I hadn’t considered.

“You do realize that if you're right, Stella, and you’ve cracked this case, it could be the end of our collaboration. Our team, which has become so close, could even be disbanded if the powers that be abandon the second phase of our brief. You guys were hired for this specific project, so your time with MI6 could be coming to an end. We may never see each other again.” The slight catch in his voice was a reminder of just how close we had all become. The man was my lover, and my smart-ass brain had put our relationship in jeopardy.

The ever-practical Emmy broke our sudden sense of melancholy.

“I’ll book flights for tomorrow morning,” she offered. “Then I need to get ready for my dinner with Tommy. Don’t expect me back until it's time for us to get a taxi to the airport,” she laughed, openly acknowledging that she intended to grab one last night with the exuberant Tommaso Wong.

Immediately, I turned my attention back to investigating the intricate routing of that original message, digging into the code one more time. My intuition told me that the proof of Emperor Octavian's identity would be hidden in its secrets. I was dimly aware of Dylan and Xavier hovering in the background as I tried to unravel the complex web of global servers the message had traveled through until, finally, there it was. The original ISP was registered to a vehicle — a high-end model with its own Wi-fi network. A quick search of the license plate registration database that I could access through MI6 brought me to the defining realization of my search.

It was a eureka moment that proved my theory beyond a doubt, but I still didn’t feel confident enough to tell my team members of my bizarre conclusions.

#####

With Emmy out for the evening on her date with Tommy, the three of us decided to try a little Greek taverna we’d seen when we arrived the previous evening. It was an easy walk, and it felt entirely natural for me to walk arm in arm between the two men in my life. Despite their efforts to get me to divulge my suspicions about the identity of our adversary, I was easily able to fend them off with a little naughty flirting. By the time we arrived at the restaurant, we were all laughing and chatting as if our bizarre threesome was a perfectly normal sight.

We were shown to a cozy booth in the back corner of the taverna, where we all scooted into the semi-circular upholstered seat. Naturally, I was sandwiched between the two loves of my life — the man I knew I would continue to spend the rest of my life with, and the new, exciting man on the scene who had taught me the liberating value of shedding my long-held inhibitions and discovering the sheer wonder of sexual exploration.

I had a naughty secret that I was keeping from my two men. As I was getting ready for dinner, showering, and shaving my bare pussy to keep it impeccably neat the way Xavier had told me he liked it, I decided on the spur of the moment that I wanted to go out without panties. Emmy had told me how she loved to do it, feeling the warm night breezes caressing her intimacy like a spectral lover.

As we polished off a vast array of Greek delicacies and drank more wine than was good for us, I found myself showing off all the flirting skills I’d learned during our training at Grove House. I laughed at all their witty comments and touched their arms to show how impressed I was. I ran my finger over my lower lip, showing all sorts of erotic implications. My language became dirtier as the wine took hold of me. As my talk became more outrageous, my pussy became ever more sensitive to the slight movement of air that kept reminding me of my wicked decision to leave my underwear in the drawer. I was having so much fun in my new persona. I flirted with Xavier. I flirted with my husband. I even flirted with our waiter, which seemed to amuse Dylan but annoyed Xavier.

It was while we were savoring some sweet, honey-drenched baklava for dessert that I had the urge to get really naughty. Reaching out both arms under the tablecloth, I ran my hands up the inner thighs of my two adoring men. Their simultaneous gasps were like music to my ears. I, Sarah Russell, could achieve such a reaction from two men at the same time. They became my ancient Greek chorus as I slowly moved my hands up to find them both starting to sport impressive erections in appreciation of my efforts.

“Uuugh,” they both groaned together as I wrapped my fingers around their rampant hardness.

“Mmm,” they murmured as I squeezed rhythmically, teasing them mercilessly.

“Do you think I should take your delicious cocks out and go down on you right here?” I whispered suggestively, eliciting an involuntary throb from both the hard cocks I was gripping fiercely. Sadly, the restaurant was packed, so any thoughts of taking the two of them in my mouth were completely unrealistic. Even hand jobs could have subjected us to police arrest in such a strict country. I had to rely on my vivid imagination to visualize all the things I was fantasizing about.

There was one thing I could do, though. Under the cover of the tablecloth, I grabbed both their hands and pulled them over to rest on my bare knees. As I’d hoped, their male reflexes made them both slide their hands up my inner thighs.

“Ssss,” they both hissed together as their fingers reached my wet pussy where they had expected to encounter my usual white lace thong. Once again, their simultaneous intake of breath proved they were both impressed by my new uninhibited behavior.

While I had been limited by propriety in how much I could enjoy the reactions I had caused, Dylan and Xavier had a much freer hand — pun intended. I squirmed in pleasure as their fingers played with my delicate lips, running through the wetness that my naughtiness had created. The first finger that slid deep inside me almost made me scream. It felt like Xavier, but I was in such a trance I couldn’t be sure. Only when a second finger plunged into me beside the first did I realize that my two gorgeous men were both inside me — finger fucking me to a point where I was close to causing an embarrassing scene. I couldn’t help but wonder what it felt like for them with their fingers squeezed together by the tightness of my pussy. It must have felt as surreal for them as it did for me.

It was Xavier who recognized the need to stop the fun before we got arrested. I whimpered as he pulled out his finger, longing to plead with him not to stop. When he surreptitiously raised his hands to my lips, I took his strong finger into my mouth and savored the erotic essence of my own excitement. When Dylan followed his lead, making me feel empty and needing, I repeated my performance and loved every minute of it.

As I glanced at each of them in turn, I realized that Xavier was gazing at me adoringly while Dylan looked excited and overjoyed at my outrageously sexy behavior. Perhaps I was beginning to understand his new hotwife fetish.

Our sudden need to pay the bill and get out of there came as a surprise to our waiter, whom I’d been leading on all evening. Perhaps my flirting had given him the impression that he might be invited into a full-on gangbang with all three guys covering me in cum like some wild bukkake fetishists dream. Although such a bizarre scenario actually appealed to the new me, surely there was no way he could look at the three of us and imagine I would entertain allowing him into our rarefied circle.

#####

By the time we got back to Tommy’s apartment, I was suffering an almost painful ache in my pussy. I could hardly believe such filthy thoughts were invading my brainwaves, but I needed a hard cock to pound me hard. Our wild behavior at the restaurant had raised my excitement to a fever pitch, so imagine my shock when, as soon as we entered the apartment, Xavier gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek and wished us goodnight. My disappointment must have been evident to my darling husband.

Dylan took my hand and led me into our bedroom, where he slowly and sensuously removed every stitch of my clothing, leaving me standing naked in front of the massive floor-to-ceiling window.

“Put your leg up on the chair,” he instructed quite forcefully. “I want to taste that beautiful pussy of yours.”

And, with that, Dylan dropped to his knees and started worshipping my freshly shaved and still incredibly wet pussy. He’d admitted several times that my bareness was a major turn-on for him, and his passion excited me all the more. His tongue was pushing into me as far as he could reach, lapping and sucking every drop of my essence into his hungry mouth. My disappointment over Xavier’s absence was forgotten as my beloved husband tongue-fucked me into a frenzy. I could feel my orgasm building as I clenched Dylan's head between my thighs. Then, suddenly, I lost control, and looking down, I could see that I was squirting my excitement all over my husband's face. With his mouth wide open, he was gulping down as much of my orgasmic juice as he could swallow, and the sight was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen. I was in heaven as I screamed out my climax.

#####

Dylan

While Stella showered in an attempt to recover from her earth-shattering orgasm, I couldn’t help thinking through the implications of what had just occurred. Bringing my darling Stella to orgasm with my mouth gave me some comfort that Xavier’s attentions hadn't entirely displaced her feelings for me. I wasn’t blind to the fact that she also had strong feelings for him, but the two of us could still have fun together, knowing our love was strong.

That reassurance made me suddenly feel magnanimous towards our young colleague. If Stella had really solved the issue of the Emperor’s identity and this was indeed to be our last night together as a team, I wanted to show my generosity and allow Xavier and my wife some time alone together.

I fired off a quick text to Xavier before Stella came out of the shower.

‘Stella is hoping to say goodnight to you on the balcony.’

Was I being a fool, encouraging another man's feelings for the woman I now loved more than I ever thought possible? But with my new wife-watching fetish, I realized that after that night, I might never get to watch her with another man ever again. Realizing that this may be my last opportunity, my mental acrobatics had my brain turning somersaults.

When Stella emerged from the shower looking as radiant as some mythical sex goddess, I immediately regretted ever sending the text to Xavier. I wanted her for myself. And when she lay naked on the bed, stretching cat-like and languorous, I knew I’d made a mistake. I stripped off my clothes and lay down beside her, feeling the warmth of her body in her glorious, gently fading sexual afterglow. Looking at my wife’s elegant naked body, radiant in that romantic half-light, her bare pussy holding my gaze like a magnet, I wondered aloud what I’d done to deserve such a gorgeous woman. Stella smiled lovingly at my dreamy musings and reflexively reached out to stroke my hardening cock.

Just as I was snuggling up to spoon my beloved wife, I became aware of a slight movement outside the window. The long balcony ran along the length of the apartment outside the living area and each bedroom.

“Oh, my God,” Stella exclaimed suddenly. She’d seen the same thing as I had. She slowly raised her arm, pointing toward the balcony. Our friend Xavier was standing there, taking in the balmy night air, looking out at the expansive view down across the Bosphorus. Stella’s expression of surprise had come because he was also completely naked. His thick black cock hung semi-hard down his thigh, looking pendulous and almost threatening in its size. Apparently, though, it looked more inviting than threatening to my wife as she undoubtedly remembered the wondrous sensations of taking it inside her. His spectacular athletic build seemed enhanced by the subtle moonlight that made every inch of him appear sculpted from black onyx. “Oh, my God,” she repeated. “Isn't he magnificent?”

Everything about my wife’s reaction to what she saw sent a clear signal of how she was feeling. She obviously desired our young friend with a carnal passion that was hard for me to compete against. My previously shy, inhibited wife was undoubtedly wet at the thought of taking Xavier inside her again. He stood there on the terrace, unquestionably aware that we could be watching him – as if he were issuing an invitation. And it was clearly an invitation in response to my text offering up my wife in sacrifice to his overwhelming masculinity.

“You want him, don’t you, my darling?” I asked.

“Mmm. I’m so sorry, David.” She had done it again, reverting to my real name in a moment of pressure.

“Go out there if you want, then,” I said with a bizarre mixture of jealousy, excitement, regret, and arousal.

“But what if things develop?”

“I assume that’s what you want, my darling. Isn't it?”

“Oh, Jeez, David, it is. But what about you? You can’t really enjoy this. It must be tearing you apart inside.”

“I promise you, Sarah, I find it unbelievably hot to see you so desired by another man.” That statement was entirely accurate, so I didn't need to muddy the waters by telling her she was right, as well as finding it hot, it tore me apart inside. What a complex set of emotions a hotwife’s husband willingly endures. Every article I’d read on the subject discussed endlessly the conflicting emotions involved, the trade-offs between jealousy and excitement, fear and lust. All those conflicts clearly illustrate Newton’s third law: for every action, there is an equal but opposite reaction.

However, none of my research mentioned the concept of masochism. From my perspective, it seemed a vital component of the hotwife lifestyle. What loving husband could present his wife to another man, knowing all the inherent risks, without some degree of relishing the inevitable suffering that awaits him?

“But I can't go out there now; I’m naked.” Her quiet voice interrupted my thoughts, reminding me of the perilous path in front of us.

“So’s he, Sarah. I think that’s the point.”

And so, with no further encouragement, my loving wife got up tentatively from our marital bed and walked gracefully over to the sliding glass window. She turned and gave me a nervous smile, and my heart pounded at the sight. I could only imagine how she felt. Before we joined MI6, she had never known another man and would never have dreamt of doing such a thing. But then everything had changed irrevocably. After all those months of training and fieldwork, the young guy she’d developed such deep feelings for was again within her reach. And it was potentially for the last time. If she wanted it enough, she would be able to feel his sensational cock sinking deep inside her within minutes. My stomach clenched in fear and excitement for her – and for me.

I had no idea whether she would be brave enough to turn her fantasies into reality again, but I intended to take in every minute of it, no matter what transpired. As my wife approached him, Xavier turned and sat down on a wicker chair directly opposite our window, facing me. So, I had a perfect view of his immediate reaction to Stella’s naked presence as his gaze became fixed on her gorgeous bare pussy. His cock had started to harden at the sight of her, and I distinctly heard her nervous giggle as she too saw the effect she was having. A part of her was still the naïve woman who was surprised at the impact she, Sarah Russell, could have on such a handsome young man.

As she walked slowly but purposefully towards him, Xavier slid to his knees in front of my wife as if in worship of her. Stella only stopped when she was mere inches from his face. Watching him look up adoringly into her eyes was unnerving, even as the thought of what I was about to witness was as exciting as anything I’d ever done. When he leaned forward and buried his face between her legs, her sigh of contentment penetrated deep into my soul. Knowing that my tongue had been exploring those very same folds such a short time before was a weirdly erotic turn-on. I was acutely aware, though, that our young colleague was positioning my wife in ways that would provide me with the best view of every bit of the action, pandering to what he knew was my perverse kink. He was well aware that I was an essential part of that bizarre scene, albeit a passive one. Xavier was intent on giving me my thrill as well as relishing his own. Was it a mark of true friendship or another simple way of demonstrating his alpha male superiority?

After losing himself in licking and sucking the wetness of my wife’s pussy for what seemed like an eternity, Xavier suddenly stood. He took her by the waist and bent her forward over the balcony railing. I assumed he intended to fuck her from behind. Stella was going to get what she’d been longing for. But no. He dropped again to his knees and started to lick her from her hard little clit to the tight rosebud pucker of her ass. With his onslaught on her most sensitive parts, my wife’s moans of enjoyment were some of the sexiest sounds I’d ever heard.

He made his next move only when he’d had his fill of savoring my wife’s pussy. Pulling Stella upright, he took her in his strong arms and kissed her as passionately as any kiss I’d ever seen. I knew she must be tasting the divine flavors of her own most intimate excitement as his tongue probed into her mouth.

When he finally pulled away, I caught my wife’s quick glance in my direction. I knew by then that she wasn't seeking permission or imploring me to step in before she did something she might later regret.

When she looked down longingly at his rampant cock I knew there was nothing I could do to stop the irreversible course we’d embarked on. It was Stella’s turn to slide to her knees, and without hesitation, she took his stiff cock deep into her mouth. Xavier’s face was a picture of ecstasy as he looked down at my wife with her lips stretched taut around his impressively swollen shaft. It was almost as if the eroticism of the sight was too much for him. He threw back his head, and it was glaringly obvious he was about to shoot his enormous load deep into my wife’s throat. But apparently, it seemed that wasn’t what he wanted. So, what did he want? It wasn’t difficult to guess as he withdrew from her wide-stretched lips.

The playful young stud sat down again in the same wicker chair. With his cock still standing rigid, he gestured to my wife to come and sit on his lap. The naughtiness of his suggestion elicited another giggle from Stella, but she did as he asked. Turning to face me, she straddled his legs and lowered herself slowly backward onto his long stiff shaft, treating me to the most lascivious view as his thick cock disappeared slowly and sensuously into my darling wife’s tight, wet, bare pussy. As his girth penetrated deeper and deeper, Stella’s eyes burned into mine, looking in wonder and disbelief at what she was doing and what she was feeling. Looking astounded at what I was letting her do. She cried out only when she bottomed out, and he was balls deep inside her.

I grabbed my phone and started filming the surreal scene that was hotter than any porno movie I’d ever seen. It was the most erotic thing and the most challenging thing I’d ever witnessed. Making it tougher still was my disturbing conviction that my beloved wife would have found it all impossible if she hadn’t been more than a little in love with our friend. I still had lingering doubts about Sarah's ability to separate sex and love.

After slowly, sensually sliding herself up and down his cock several times, I was surprised when Stella gently rose up from his lap and pulled off him. For a moment, I thought she was having second thoughts, and I was both pleased and regretful at the same time. But I should have known better. She simply turned to face her new lover, straddled his legs again, and lowered herself back onto his glistening wet cock, shining from a lurid co-mingling of his pre-cum and her prolific wetness. Leaning forward, she locked her lips on his, and, with her hands on his shoulders, my wife started to ride the young black spy with an incredible passion. With her head flung back and her long hair whipping from side to side, she seemed totally lost in the intensity of the moment. Faster and faster, she rode him like some wild sex goddess until it was apparent they were both nearing a powerful orgasm.

I couldn’t imagine what the other neighbors in the building must have thought when the waves of Stella’s orgasm started her screaming in passion across the late evening silence of Yildiz Park. The sight and sound of her wild abandonment were both wonderful and terrible to witness. Those screams were the final trigger that sent Xavier over the edge with her, and my phone captured every spontaneous pulse of his throbbing cock as he filled my wife’s pussy with powerful jets of his hot cum.

I left the camera recording despite the certainty that nothing more intense could possibly transpire. A certainty that proved entirely misplaced when my wife slid herself up Xavier’s still-hard cock allowing a river of pearl-white cum to flow down his contrasting black shaft. As she eased herself off him with her legs spread wide, another tantalizingly sexy river of cum ran down her inner thigh. Knowing exactly what effect the sight was having on me, her entranced husband, she stayed in that obscene position, allowing me the visual that I would never tire of. It was the pinnacle of intensity for all my perverse hotwife fantasies.

I wondered, then, what was on Stella’s mind when she leaned in to kiss Xavier with a passionate intensity that indicated more feelings than I was comfortable with, more than I should have tolerated. One-off sex is an excellent gratifier of a hotwife husband’s appetites, but deeper emotions and romance are far more worrying. I couldn’t make out a word she said as she whispered at length into his ear. I could see his head shaking as he looked doubtful about whatever she was proposing.

Not knowing what devious plot Stella might have come up with, I’d assumed that Xavier would head back to his room while my wife returned to me, hopefully for the much-vaunted reclaiming sex. So, imagine my surprise when she took her young lover’s hand and pulled him towards our sliding window.

As she stepped inside, Stella gave me the widest, happiest smile and mouthed the words ‘thank you’ as if I’d given her the best gift in the world. Perhaps I had? My reserved, sexually uptight wife was experiencing a new, liberating freedom that had clearly opened her eyes to her own sexuality. So maybe it was an immeasurably valuable gift for her. But what was it for me? A gift or a curse?

Even though he’d just filled my wife’s pussy with his cum, and his softening cock was still covered in their joint wetness, Xavier looked entirely at ease as he walked over to the bed where I was still sitting on the edge and gave my shoulder a friendly squeeze.

“Hey, Dylan, you need to help me talk your wife out of a crazy idea,” he laughed.

“What’s your mad idea this time, Stella?” I asked her nervously.

Looking shyly at both of us, she could barely whisper her response.

“I want to try double penetration again like we did in training at Grove House. This might be our last night together, and it seems so naughty to take my two men at the same time. I know I’ve been so prudish all these years, and just a short while ago, I didn’t know double penetration was even a ‘thing.’ But I feel determined to experience everything again one last time.”

I was so gobsmacked by my wife’s outrageous request that I couldn’t find the words to respond. I sat there frozen. But Stella was not to be deterred. Embarrassingly my cock and Xavier’s started to harden noticeably at her determination. The total upheaval in Stella’s sexual attitudes and desires was becoming more unbelievable by the minute. Who could have imagined that the liberating impact of MI6 entering our lives would be a catalyst beyond my wildest dreams?

“You guys wait here,” Xavier instructed as he raced out of the room, running naked next door to his own suite, his semi-hard cock bouncing as he ran. “I'll be right back.”

“What did you think, my darling?” Stella whispered in my ear once he’d gone. “Was I sexy enough for you?” She was desperate for my opinion on her performance on the balcony.

“It was the wildest, hottest, sexiest thing I've ever seen, Sarah. I couldn’t believe it was you. You were sexier than any porn star, and it was so wonderful to see you so uninhibited while knowing deep down that you will always be mine.” 

Just then, Xavier burst back into the room with a triumphant grin.

“I knew I’d got some,” he chuckled as he brandished a bottle of lube. “If you really want to try taking one of us in your beautiful ass again, gorgeous, then this will be an absolute necessity.”

Stella looked at me nervously, but her mind seemed to be made up. She’d cast off her shackles, and she was determined to prove how liberated she could be – at last. It was fascinatingly clear to see who she most wanted to prove it to. It wasn’t me. It wasn’t even her young lover, Xavier. She was desperate to prove it to herself.

“I do. I desperately want to try it again,” she pleaded. “I want to experience the ultimate taboo just once more. I want to feel both my favorite lovers at the same time, filling me up so gloriously. All of us together, as one.”

“In that case, you should be the one to take your wife’s beautiful ass, Dylan. It will be easier for her than if she tries to take my cock.” His raucous laugh made me realize he was joking rather than casting a disparaging comment on the size of my cock.

“Actually, perhaps I should just leave you guys to it?” Xavier suggested with surprising diplomacy.

“What? And deny me my potentially final DP? She chuckled. “Hell no, mister. I need to feel you both shoot inside me at the same time. This could be our last night together as a team if my wild theory about The Emperor is correct, so you're not sneaking out now,” laughed Stella, her transformation seemingly complete. It was impossible to comprehend how my quiet, inhibited wife could have metamorphosed into the naked and supremely confident woman standing in front of me.

Xavier’s presence was actually beneficial, though, as his experience enabled him to coax Stella into the most comfortable positions on the bed with her face down and her hips elevated on two pillows, ready to welcome me into her inexperienced ass.

“Okay, gorgeous, I’m going to lube you up now. Okay?” he murmured softly.

Drizzling lube from the bottle into the crack of my wife’s firm, round ass caused a shiver of nervous anticipation to run the length of her stunning body.

“Now, I’m going to slip a finger inside you. Is that okay?”

“Mmm.”

He looked at me for my approval as well. I gave him a quick nod. Carefully, he inserted his finger, just a little at first, then slowly deeper.

“Waagh. Ooooh.”

“Are you doing okay, honey?” I asked, unable to judge whether her reflexive responses to the feel of his thick finger were sounds of pain, pleasure, or both.

“Mmm.”

She sounded as if she were in heaven.

“You're doing great, gorgeous,” Xavier encouraged her. “Just remember all you learned at Grove House. I’m going to try a second finger. Is that okay?”

All the while, he coaxed her gently, unwilling to spook her out at what she was about to endure.

“Mmm,” she sighed with only a hint of trepidation.

I watched as he slid a second finger into the tightness and proceeded to stretch her out in preparation for taking me into the forbidden sanctum.

The brief jerk of his head was enough for me to realize he wanted me to move forward, ready to take over, when he slid his two large fingers from my wife’s tightness. I positioned myself directly behind her, and as he pulled out, I let the head of my hard cock rub gently against her stretched pucker. Xavier continued to choreograph our movements as he quietly coached us. He reached beside him, and grabbing the bottle of lube, he let a stream of it dribble down onto my stiff shaft. With another jerk of his head, he let me know the time was right.

As I pushed tentatively forward, I felt the distinct resistance of Stella’s tight sphincter. Her moan almost stopped me in my tracks as I had no intention of hurting her. But Xavier simply smiled.

As I ultimately slid deeper into her hot ass, her cries were still impossible to gauge. I needed to stop. I tried to see her face in the wall of mirrors behind the bed head, but it was buried in the pillows. When I realized she was sobbing, I started to pull out, but she reached back and grabbed my hips.

“Don’t stop, my darling. These are tears of happiness. You can't believe how much this means to me. We should have done this years ago. Just fuck me hard. Fuck my ass, David, and show me how much you love me.”

No red-blooded man would ever refuse such a request, and just hearing those words was almost enough to trigger my orgasm. However, she’d set me a challenge with her entreaty – she wanted me to fuck her ass, and hard. I started to pound her with a sense of purpose renewed by my wonderful wife’s newfound eroticism. I heard an appreciative throaty rumble from Xavier watching next to us, apparently finding our performance hot even after all the wildness he must have experienced in his checkered past. 

“Are you ready for me now?” he asked Stella.

“God, yes. I want to feel you both inside me.”

Xavier lay down next to us and manipulated Stella over on top of him until his stiff shaft was rubbing against her hard clit. I had to push back in to her tight ass before he made his move. When he did, I was reminded again that the sensation was one of the weirdest things a man could experience. My hard cock was lodged deep in my wife’s ass, and through the thin membrane separating me from her pussy I felt Xavier's thick shaft as it slid in beside my own. I had no idea if I was imagining it, but in the moment, I sensed that I could feel every ridged vein on his cock as it slid the entire length of my hardness until my wife was impaled, balls-deep on his magnificent erection.

“Ohhhh, yessss,” Stella hissed. “Oh, my God, I feel so full. Just fuck me now. Both of you. Fuck me, pleeeease.”

The desperation in her voice seemed born of a fear that it could be the last time she would ever get to experience such an adventure.

Intuitively, Xavier and I fell into a rhythmic motion, fulfilling all my wife’s perverse desires. I plunged in as he pulled almost all the way out, and the feeling was nearly overwhelming as the friction of his cock squeezing against mine inside the tightness of my beloved wife brought me ever closer to a powerful orgasm.

Stella’s screams of mounting pleasure mingled with pain were matched in volume by the roars of passion from Xavier and me until, feeling a rhythmic squeezing of her muscles around my cock, I erupted in the most powerful orgasm of my life. It seemed like forever that my cock pulsed burst after burst to fill my wife’s tight ass. Xavier's roar of release followed close behind, and I felt the dramatic pulsing of his cock as he shot jets of his hot cum into my wife’s married pussy.

As I pulled out, a river of cum, like the one that flowed from her pussy such a short while before, was let loose to dribble down her tanned thighs. When Xavier, too, pulled out, it was like the river had burst its banks. I had never seen so much cum, and it was all pouring from the woman I loved more than life itself.

“Oh. My. God. That was amazing. What a night,” murmured Stella sensuously. “What have I become?”

Xavier laughed long and loud. “Well, gorgeous, if you want my opinion, you’ve become the sexiest, most beautiful woman I've ever met. And a damn fine spy, to boot.”

As odd as it might seem, my pride in hearing his words was boundless. He was talking about my wife, coveting the woman who had chosen me as her husband. How lucky was I? As long as Sarah never chose him over me.

It was really late by the time we’d all cleaned up, but we all lay there on the bed in our suite, chatting and laughing together.

“Why don’t you just sleep here with us, Xavier?” Stella suddenly broke in.

WTF? Her suggestion shocked me to the core. I had assumed we’d be alone for the night so we could talk about the wildness we’d experienced. But it seemed she was determined to make the most of that last night together, in case our team was to be disbanded. And besides, I might get to see my wife getting filthy with her young lover yet again, so my dark fantasies got the better of me, and I nodded along to show my support for the outrageous idea.

“Yeah, Xavier. Stay over so we can savor the moment,” I encouraged.

He smiled and stretched his hands up behind his head, showing every inch of his toned muscled body to perfection, and his impressive cock reflexively started to harden again.

“None of that, mister,” laughed Stella, swatting playfully at his growing manhood. “I meant it would be nice to sleep together, not sleep together.”

As we lay there, my wife looking tiny, sandwiched between her compelling young lover and me, I couldn’t help but mull over how our lives had changed since Jim and Sue came into our lives with their unbelievable proposal to join MI6.

Eventually, our voices became softer, the chatter more subdued, and sleep overtook us.

#####

Stella

As I drifted off to sleep in my exhausted yet euphoric state, my thoughts were drawn in an almost dreamlike, non-linear fashion to the feelings and sensations I’d experienced during that momentous evening. I remembered clearly the sight of Xavier’s thick hard black cock poised tantalizingly in front of my face before I stretched my mouth wide to devour him. I’d desperately wanted him to fill my mouth with his cum, but I knew he wanted to shoot his load in my unfaithful married pussy. A slight smile crossed my lips as I reflected on the wondrous feeling as I slid my pussy down on my lover’s cock out on the balcony, enjoying what I’d been craving as his hardness filled me, stretched me, and satisfied me. Involuntarily I clenched my butt cheeks as I recalled his fingers and then my husband’s cock pushing into my ass.

With everything that had transpired, my husband should have hated me. But instead, I was one of the lucky women whose husbands craved their wives to be ‘hotwives.’ Go figure!


#####

Dylan

Just before we were about to eat breakfast, Emmy burst through the front door, looking radiant after her night of wild sex with Tommy Wong.

“We're all booked, guys,” she told us excitedly. “Our flight leaves at two o'clock this afternoon, direct to Heathrow.”

Stella was still keeping her theories to herself, and no matter how we attempted to coax her into sharing, she was insistent on her need for proof before revealing what she considered a thoroughly improbable hypothesis. I even tried to reason with her on the grounds that we had never kept secrets from each other. It did no good — she wouldn’t budge. But Emmy’s return had spurred Stella into action.

“Is there any way we could arrange a meeting with C without anyone else finding out?” she asked Emmy.

“You want to meet with the head of MI6?” Xavier sounded incredulous. “That’s unheard of for agents at our level.”

“There must be a way,” she insisted. “If my theory is right and trusted insiders at The Beach could be involved, I think it’s the only way,” she told him.

“Well, there is one possibility, I suppose.” Emmy sounded highly doubtful. “Don’t you remember when you were taken to meet C at your house on Primrose Hill, she gave you a direct private phone number to use for dire emergencies. I suspect that would be the only way we could contact her without anyone else finding out,” Emmy told her, sounding extremely wary about the wisdom of such a radical plan. “Just make sure when you call her to give her the number of this burner phone so she can respond.”

“I know this is an enormous ask,” Stella murmured nervously. “But would you all accompany me to a meeting with her if I can arrange it? I really need to meet with C as soon as we get back to London, and I desperately need your moral support.”


Chapter Thirteen – London

Dylan

We were at Istanbul airport about twenty minutes before our flight was scheduled to board when Emmy’s burner phone beeped with a notification. The message was brief:

‘Stella Ruskin to meet alone with C at MI6 HQ, 10:00 hundred hours tomorrow.’

“I would have preferred a more neutral location,” Stella commented with a worried frown.

The main thing, though, was that the emergency line protocol had worked, and Stella had less than twenty-four hours to get her thoughts in order and prepare for her meeting with the all-powerful head of the British intelligence service. My gorgeous wife, who had been so innocent until a few months before, had morphed into a sexually voracious being with such self-confidence that she intended to meet alone with the legendary head of Britain’s external intelligence service.

With Stella’s suspicion that someone at The Beach could be working against us, Xavier and Emmy thought it best for us to stay in an anonymous chain hotel that night under false names rather than go straight back to Grove House. We ordered room service to minimize our exposure to the public areas of the hotel. It also gave Stella the peace and quiet she wanted to think through how she would present her hypothesis to C the following morning. Any hope I had of watching my gorgeous wife with Xavier again was entirely futile. Stella had become laser-focused on her mission. Nothing could distract her.

#####

The following morning, all four of us squeezed into the taxi and headed for the imposing MI6 headquarters overlooking Vauxhall Bridge and the meandering Thames. From the first level of security inside the main doors, it was obvious that we were expected. Two grey-suited, earpiece-wearing agents met us and escorted us to a private elevator that whisked us up to the top floor of the building. Only when we were standing in front of an imposing set of mahogany double doors did the agents make it clear that Stella would be the only member of the team to be granted an audience with C.

“You three, wait here,” they instructed tersely, pointing to a comfortable seating area with a magnificent view across the river.

“What’s she going to tell the chief?” Emmy asked me skeptically, assuming that I was in on my wife’s reasoning about our adversary.

“I have absolutely no idea,” I admitted.

Little more than fifteen minutes passed before the two agents appeared again.

“Follow us, please,” they requested.

“But what about my wife?” I asked without thinking. They looked blankly at my question, clearly knowing nothing of our relationship.

“Oh, I get it,” one of them ventured. “You adopted a legend where the two of you were married. Clever. But never mind that. You three will be traveling with us while Agent Ruskin will ride along with The Chief.”

“But where are we going?” enquired Xavier.

“The Beach, apparently,” was the abrupt answer that was designed to put an end to further questions.

Emmy, Xavier, and I sat in the back of a huge Range Rover while the two agents sat in the front. The watchfulness of our escorts meant the three of us were forced into an uncomfortable and nervous silence, and the journey to The Beach seemed interminable. Only when Xavier realized there was a second identical car behind us did he give us a quick nod. My wife was back there with the head of MI6, and we were all heading towards some murky objective that was likely to seal our fates within the British secret service.

When we finally pulled up in front of The Beach, the old mansion seemed even more intimidating than it had when we arrived as rookie trainees. As we clambered out of the back of the car, C strode over to us and extended her hand to each of us.

“I think congratulations are in order. Stella has been explaining how you all used your formidable mental and physical resources to deduce the identity of the deplorable individual responsible for creating such chaos around the world.”

So, Stella hadn’t taken all the credit for uncovering the answer to our problem. She had apparently implied that it was a joint effort, even though we had no idea what strange conclusion she’d come to.

“Why don’t we all go inside together?” C continued. “It seems only fair that the whole team should be there for the final confrontation. We are not expected, so I think we should be able to take our adversary by surprise.”

Almost as soon as we stepped through the front doors, Gus Singleton's kind voice boomed through the echoing entrance hall.

“Welcome, welcome. What a wonderful surprise,” he said as he shook C’s hand and drew us four team members into a warm hug. “What brings you all here today?”

“Oh, Gus, I’m afraid we have an urgent matter to discuss,” C told him. “It is highly sensitive, so I think we need to move this discussion to your office.”

“Of course, of course. Lead on,” he responded. “If it’s something to do with someone here at The Beach, we definitely need to exercise discretion.”

#####

Once we had all squeezed onto every available chair in Gus Singleton’s office, C took charge again.

“I would like Agent Ruskin to take the lead in this discussion, as she and her team have done such an exceptional job in successfully completing their operation. Stella has convinced me beyond any doubt of the identity of the Emperor Octavian. Stella, please explain.”

What the hell was my wife intending to say? I glanced at Xavier and Emmy, who both looked as dumbfounded as I was.

Stella sounded a little nervous as she started her explanation.

“Well,” she ventured tentatively. “We started the operation using tried and true investigative techniques in our attempts to trace the whereabouts and identity of our adversary.”

She began to sound more confident as her pacing and delivery became more assured.

“Those traditional methodologies worked well enough to provide us with a basic level of information. They were also sufficient to bring us to the realization that we were dealing with the presence of a mole within MI6, and specifically here at The Beach. Our adversary somehow anticipated every move we made, and that was only possible if someone here was involved.

“We considered a list of potential suspects and their possible motives, and our initial hypothesis narrowed down our list to Charles McLelland, Laszlo Kopic, Jim and Sue MacLean, Tom Gardner, and, at a stretch, the CEO of our company, Paul Holland.

“Only when we decided to try a new mode of addressing our problem did the truth become apparent. We needed to think differently, no longer relying on traditional investigative methods. As I began to broaden my thinking, I recalled my studies in Classics at university. I recalled the philosophical reasoning of Thucydides, the father of scientific history, which required the application of strict standards of impartiality, evidence-gathering, and the analysis of cause and effect. Ignoring the traditionally accepted law-enforcement investigative methods and utilizing less conventional critical thinking led us eventually to the answer.”

Stella was still kind enough to include Xavier, Emmy, and me despite the fact that none of us had any idea where she was going with her denouement.

“The breakthrough came not from my data analytics capabilities but from another recollection from my Classics tutorials. I had wondered long and hard why our adversary had chosen to call himself Emperor Octavian. And therein lay the answer. Gaius Octavius, also known as Octavian, was the birth name of Gaius Julius Caesar Augustus, as I’m sure you know only too well, Mr. Singleton. So, it’s not a giant leap from that trivial fact to the truth, is it, Gus? You are the Emperor of Chaos, aren’t you?”

WTF! Was my wife accusing the director of MI6’s training organization of being an enemy of the state? Had she gone mad? And anyway, Gus Singleton had always been our biggest supporter.

But Stella was on a roll. She continued on remorselessly with her logical exposé:

“When my research deep into the original source of the message to the SouthWind hackers turned up the fact that the ISP address was linked to a vehicle, it took me no time at all to discover that particular Jaguar XJL was registered to one Augustus Singleton.”

When Gus started to laugh, I assumed he found Stella’s theory to be as preposterous as the rest of us did. He looked incongruously elated, considering what Stella was accusing him of.

“Well done, my dear,” he chuckled. “I always had high hopes for you and your husband, and I knew one of you would find me out eventually.”

C looked horrified.

“You wanted to be found out, Gus?” She sounded incredulous. “I can't believe it. But WHY? What was your objective in such a heinous plot?”

“Oh, Geraldine,” he responded wearily, using C’s name, which was always a closely guarded secret within The Service. “This is not meant solely as a criticism of your leadership, but The Service has become riddled with hubris. Complacency is the culture now. MI6 is moribund. It is a shadow of what it was like when I joined, so I decided I needed to shake up the mediocre status quo. I decided to mount an operation to test our capabilities. And my assumptions were proved right. Old-style thinking and traditional methodologies are ill-equipped to deal with the challenges of today’s complex world. We need new thinking. I was confident that either Stella or Dylan would solve my riddle. And clearly, I was right.”

“RIDDLE?” Stella’s outburst of anger came as a shock to us all. “You had a man assassinated.” I had never seen my wife so angry.

“Collateral damage, my dear. Omelets and eggs analogy. I’m afraid this is a tough business. My only goal was to rekindle the spark that existed when I joined The Service. The nature of intelligence operations is changing. We no longer need law enforcement types. The future lies with brilliant technocrats like yourselves, and it relies on the ability to think critically. I would love to hear that you are both prepared to join us permanently. You would be a tremendous asset to The Service.”

“But Gus, you know as well as I do that your actions were treasonable. You are facing a lifetime in jail,” C interjected. Her soft voice made it clear she was finding it hard to be angry with her old friend.

The old man looked rueful as he smiled at the Chief.

“Sadly, I don’t have a lifetime to give Geraldine. About a year ago, the doctors diagnosed terminal cancer and gave me a year to live. So, my time is almost up. It was that diagnosis that provided the catalyst for me to take some action. I had to act quickly and dramatically to reinvigorate The Service I love. Ironically, I would probably never have had the courage to embark on such a challenging subterfuge if I’d been fit and well.”

He looked around at the four of us team members, who had become like a strangely close family.

“Forgive me, all of you, for testing you like this. But I knew you were the only hope for the future of The Service. A new generation with fresh perspectives and fewer preconceived notions.”

All four of us looked shell-shocked at the revelation of our trusted mentor’s devious plan. The room remained eerily silent until C broke the tension.

“Cancer or not, Gus, I’m afraid I’m going to have to arrest you. Your goals may have been honorable, but you broke the law in so many ways, including having an innocent man murdered. The two agents who accompanied us will be posted outside your door until our internal affairs officers arrive to take you into custody. Meanwhile, I’ll leave you to clear your desk.”

With a weird finality, C ushered us out of Gus’ office. I couldn’t resist a brief look back at the man who was so committed to The Service he’d embarked on an illegal one-man crusade to revive it. Gus gave me a wistful smile and raised his hand in a mock salute as he mouthed the word ‘sorry’ to me. The old man, whom I’d become irrationally fond of, appeared crushed that he’d put my wife through such a grueling series of challenges.

Once outside the office, C gave instructions to the two agents who had driven us down to The Beach, then suggested that we head over to Grove House and settle back into our apartments.

“Dylan, Stella, I’m afraid you will be required for extensive debriefs over the next few weeks,” she advised us. “But once that process is complete, your services to MI6 will be at an end, and you can go back to the real world.”

I could see from my wife’s face that, like me, she was experiencing a mix of emotions.

The four of us had only walked a few steps across the gravel drive when we were stopped short by the sound of a single gunshot. Augustus Singleton would never be charged with his crimes.

#####

Dylan

After three intensive weeks of debriefing, C was satisfied that we had provided all the information we could. Most of our interrogation was left to two expert senior agents, but occasionally, C would travel down to Grove House to ask questions that were troubling her. It must have been a tremendous blow to discover that one of your most senior and trusted colleagues could double-cross the agency like Gus Singleton had done, however lofty his motives. Whenever C visited, she reverted to our real names. It was so good to feel that David and Sarah Russell had come back into existence.

On what turned out to be our final day at Grove House, C came to thank us for all our hard work.

“I hope you know we couldn’t have achieved this without you two,” she offered kindly. “Even if Gus’ tactics and methods were illegal and immoral, his recognition that The Service needs a thorough shake-up was spot-on. As a personal thank you, I would like to extend an offer to you. The Service maintains a private Caribbean island as a temporary refuge for deposed heads of state who have been allies of the British government. It is currently unoccupied. Why don’t the four of you take a couple of weeks off at our expense and enjoy the privacy and luxury the place provides? It will only sit there empty if you don’t take me up on the offer.”

Sarah looked thrilled at the idea of relaxing on a Caribbean island after all we’d been through, and I had to admit it sounded perfect. As soon as Sarah accepted C’s kindness, Xavier was quick to throw his hat in the ring. Only Emmy turned down the offer, whispering to Sarah that she already had plans to ‘relax’ with Tomasso Wong.

#####

And so it was that the three of us, Xavier, Sarah, and I, found ourselves aboard a flight to Trinidad, the closest country to The Service’s private island. A speedboat would apparently be waiting there for us.

The instructions we’d been given were detailed and easy to follow. As we exited the customs and immigration hall, we were met by a tall, elegant-looking young local guy wearing a simple badge with his name: Tyrone. With the exception of Xavier, the young man was one of the most impressively handsome black guys I’d ever laid eyes on.

He strode confidently towards us, apparently recognizing us from photos that The Service must have sent him. As he introduced himself as our butler, I was struck by his well-educated politeness. An enticing combination of the mixed African and Indian ancestry of the Trinidadian people, along with the quintessentially British schoolboy elocution that reflected his colonial upbringing, created the inimitable Trinidadian dialect. Sarah was clearly impressed.

Tyrone explained that as we would be the only guests on the island, which was to remain nameless, it was functioning with a skeleton staff consisting of a chef, a housekeeper, and himself. We would be unlikely to cross paths with either of the other two staff members, as Tyrone would be our main point of contact. He assured us that absolutely anything our hearts desired would be provided for us per his instructions from London.

#####

The small pier in Trinidad where our speedboat was moored seemed almost deserted.

I couldn’t help but notice the way Tyrone took Sarah’s hand to help her aboard, holding on for just a few seconds too long while looking deep into her eyes. Her nervous giggle meant she’d noticed it, too. The magical sexual aura Sarah now gave off had worked its mystical spell once again. It was remarkable how an almost palpable sexual force emanated from her, generated by her stunning liberation. Tyrone was already hooked.

With bags stowed below decks, the three of us took a seat on the long bench seat at the rear of the boat while Tyrone expertly stood in front of us at the helm. A surreptitious nudge from my wife was followed by a nod towards our young butler. I could only assume she was trying to let me know how she appreciated his broad shoulders, slim waist, and muscular thighs. They were all things the old, pre-MI6 Sarah would never have noticed, but my newly sexually aware wife was a changed woman.

Despite the jolting speed at which Tyrone was driving, our journey took almost an hour. The small jetty we eventually pulled into seemed designed to purposely make the place look unassuming. We had all packed relatively light, but when we had been escorted off the speedboat, Tyrone grabbed all three of our bags and carried them as if they were featherlight.

“This way, please, guys,” he instructed, leading us through a narrow gap in the mangroves that ringed the island, providing the maximum privacy. Tyrone’s brief from London must have advised him to keep the tone friendly and informal because as soon as we were on the island, he started using our first names.

Taking my wife by the arm rather possessively, he led us across manicured lawns to a magnificent colonial villa. As Xavier and I followed along, I noticed that he was looking slightly grumpy, seemingly at having been temporarily usurped.

“What do you think, Sarah? It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Tyrone asked with a distinct sense of pride. “You can’t imagine some of the people who have stayed here. Let me give you a tour of the house and grounds.”

Xavier and I were beginning to feel superfluous to needs.

He led us up a set of wooden steps to a verandah that appeared to run all the way around the house. Glass-paneled double front doors opened into a wide hallway tiled with black and white checkerboard marble tiles.

“The West Wing on that side of the residence contains all the bedroom suites — eight in all. Then, to your right, the East Wing contains all the support facilities, including kitchens, maintenance, administrative offices, and staff quarters. As I explained earlier, there will be a minimal staff presence during your stay: me, Luis, the chef, and his brother, Leo, the housekeeper. You will be amazed at how unobtrusive the brothers can be. It’s unlikely you will ever actually see them.

“Now, let me show you the main reception rooms of the house.”

Leading us straight ahead, Tyrone suddenly stopped and waved his arms expansively. The hallway opened out onto a massive great room that contained a comfortable-looking living room area with multiple sofas and armchairs in groupings around several ornately carved wooden coffee tables. At the opposite end of the space was a massive dining table with enough chairs to seat sixteen people. Presumably, when deposed heads of state were given refuge, they would bring a large entourage with them. In the corner was a fully stocked bar with ten button-backed stools.

“Everything you see before you is here for your enjoyment,” Tyrone told us. “I have received strict instructions from London to meet all your needs.”

The look he gave Sarah as he said it brought a frown to Xavier’s face. However, from my point of view, my imagination flew straight to filthy visions of my petite wife sandwiched between Xavier and Tyrone as they fulfilled her every sexual need.

“The place is awe-inspiring, Ty,” Sarah complimented our young host. “And you must be very good at what you do to be entrusted to run it.”

Tyrone looked delighted at Sarah’s compliment.

“Oh, Sarah, believe me, I’m very good at what I do,” he chuckled suggestively.

My wife giggled while Xavier almost growled with annoyance at Tyrone’s effrontery.

Next, Ty, as he’d asked us to call him, gave us a tour of the bedroom suites. Sarah and I had been assigned a beautiful corner suite with views out across the lawns to a swimming pool in one direction and out to a small, secluded cove and beach on the other side. The sea was impossibly turquoise and looked so inviting.

Xavier was given the bedroom suite next to ours, so my chances of seeing Sarah and him together at least one more time looked promising — the connecting door between our two suites offered all manner of possibilities. I wasn’t sure if that was by accident or design.

Finally, Ty took us outside to show us the large saltwater pool surrounded by sun loungers. Then, down to the beach in the small cove that looked out to the seemingly endless Caribbean Sea as if we were at the end of the world. Several palm-frond-roofed beach cabanas sheltered more sun loungers.

“Over there in that shady corner, you will find a small bar,” Ty pointed out. “It's not as well stocked as the bar in the great room, but if you run out of anything, just let me know on that internal phone over there. And that concludes the tour,” he laughed. “I will let you unpack, then why don’t we get together for a cocktail at about seven so I can fill you in on anything I've missed?”

Once again, his ‘fill you in’ comment was aimed squarely at my wife. The young man was unashamedly brazen in his flirting with her. I had to assume that he didn't know we were married. Only a few months before, Sarah would have been blissfully unaware of his innuendo, but now she could give as good as she got.

“What an appealing offer,” she laughed, playfully slapping his arm and eliciting a broad grin from the stunningly handsome young man. Xavier looked as black as thunder.

“Luis has put together a light supper of poached salmon with salad and fingerling potatoes,” continued our cheeky butler. “We did a little investigating about your food likes and dislikes, so hopefully, his first offering will meet with your approval.”

#####

As the warm sun set over the sea, the surroundings seemed to demand that we start the evening sipping gin and tonics on the verandah with only the slightest feelings of discomfort at the idea of Britain's colonialist past. Tyrone seemed intent on treating us as friends rather than observing any staff/guest protocols, but I assumed he was following instructions from London to maintain a casual atmosphere so we could all relax after our grueling operation. The four of us sat together, chatting about living in the islands, and he regaled us with fascinating stories of growing up in such an idyllic setting.

The faint tinkle of a bell eventually brought Ty to his feet.

“Our dinner awaits,” he said, rather formally. “That little bell means the brothers have set it all out on the dining table inside, but if you would prefer to eat at the table out here, we can easily carry it out.”

We all agreed that it would be a welcome change to eat outside in the faltering daylight and warm Caribbean breeze, so we pitched in and carried everything to the dining table on the verandah.

After the rigors of our debrief over the previous few weeks, the relaxed atmosphere around that table was such a welcome change. The food was simple yet delicious, and we consumed way too much Carib beer for our own good.

Sarah was the first to succumb to tiredness after our long day of travel. Yawning and stretching like some sexy feline goddess, she announced her need to get to bed.

“Do we need to clear away all this mess we've made?” she laughed, surveying the dirty plates and empty beer bottles.

“You need to do nothing, Sarah,” Ty reassured her. “Everything will be cleared away before your head hits the pillow. Try to get a good night's sleep so you are ready for anything tomorrow.” His salacious chuckle brought a smile to Sarah’s face.

He was doing it again — using a suggestive tone to imply something far dirtier than might be appropriate. Sarah giggled naughtily, seemingly relishing being the only female on a secluded island and being desired by all three of her male companions. My cock hardened at the possibilities, and Xavier glowered at our butler with unconcealed annoyance.

#####

After the long day of traveling, Sarah and I decided to shower before bed. The massive, double-headed shower seemed ready-made for sexy fun, and we laughed together like a pair of young lovers as we soaped each other in unspoken foreplay. Finally, we were to spend some time alone together. Or at least that’s what I assumed. But, have you heard the saying, ‘Man plans, God laughs?’

As we walked naked from the bathroom, we heard a knock at the connecting door. It had to be Xavier, so it seemed futile to scramble to put clothes on – that horse had bolted long before.

“Hey, you guys,” he laughed as he strode into the room, taking in our nakedness with a friendly eye roll. “I heard the laughter and felt kinda lonely. How about I go see if I can find a bottle of single malt Scotch from the bar so we can enjoy a nightcap together?”

What were we to say? Xavier had become far more than a friend. He was an undefinable but integral part of our marriage. And anyway, the idea of a warming nightcap to round out the busy day was pretty appealing.

Sarah and I climbed into bed and pulled the thin white sheet over us while we waited. When Xavier returned, proudly wielding a bottle and three glasses, it came as no surprise that, without asking, he pulled off his clothes and clambered into our marital bed beside my beloved wife, sandwiching her again between the two men who meant everything to her.

We talked together and laughed together as we sipped our whiskey. Xavier even overcame his annoyance about Tyrone’s flirting to tease Sarah about the young butler's apparent interest in her.

“You know you're going to have to fight him off before the end of our holiday, gorgeous,” he laughed.

“Mmm,” she pretended to ponder. “Who says I’d want to fight him off?”

Unsurprisingly, as the conversation took on a naughtier tone, our hands started to wander, lovingly seeking out the magical sensation of caressing naked flesh. My eyes were almost closing with tiredness, and when I checked out Sarah and Xavier, it appeared they were suffering the same fate. But fatigue wasn’t going to stop the inevitable enjoyment and the release that we all craved.

The sex that ensued was the polar opposite of the wild, abandoned coupling that had been the hallmark of their relationship since those first days of training at The Beach. It was as if we were enjoying each other on some strange, slow-motion plane of existence. And it was blissful. While the woman I adored took my stiff shaft in her mouth with almost worshipful attention, I watched their comfort together as his huge cock slid slowly and caringly deep inside my wife. It was almost more unnerving than watching them in the throes of wild passion that had been the trademark of their lovemaking in the past.

As Sarah quietly gasped out her orgasm, I felt only half aware that I was filling her mouth with my load. The low rumble emanating from Xavier gave proof to the fact that he was similarly pumping jets of cum inside my darling wife’s pussy. The whole sensation was incredible.

#####

The three of us were still snuggled together the following morning when we heard a knock at the door.

“Come in,” Sarah groaned sleepily, unworried by the obvious connotations of what our visitor would witness.

It was Tyrone bearing a tray of coffee and croissants. When he saw the three of us together, a noticeable and impressive erection slowly became apparent in the tailored white shorts that appeared to be his daily uniform.

Sarah, who was covered only by the flimsy sheet, threw it back unselfconsciously, stood up, and grabbed the tray from our astonished-looking butler. To be confronted by such an empowered, sexy woman was obviously not what he’d anticipated.

“Thank you, Ty,” she said with a teasing smile. “That’s just what I was hoping for.”

I couldn’t help thinking as he left us that, seeing my Sarah in all her naked glory, our young host had probably got far more than he’d ever dared hope for.

“You know he’s going to want you all the more now he’s seen your stunning body,” teased Xavier once Tyrone had left.

“Mmm,” responded my newly minted hotwife.

#####

After a sumptuous breakfast laid on by the elusive Luis, Xavier went for a walk around the island, explaining how he wanted to get the complete lie of the land. His training required him to understand areas of possible vulnerability and potential escape routes. Sarah and I decided to head down to the beach.

“Tyrone has seen everything already, so I’m not worried about sunbathing naked here,” she said, matter-of-factly, before stripping off her sarong and bikini. The beauty of her naked body never ceased to make my heart thump in double time. I still considered myself the luckiest man in the world that she had chosen me.

I’m not accusing him of spying on us or anything, but by complete coincidence, no sooner was my wife stretched out naked on her sun lounger than Tyrone appeared.

“Just wanted to check if there’s anything you guys need.” His excuse was flimsy, but who cared? It was an enormous ego boost to watch the way his eyes wandered all over my wife’s elegant naked form. He desired the woman I loved, and I was weirdly happy about it. Wicked visions burst into my mind.

“Actually, I could murder a beer,” I responded, knowing the beer was kept in a refrigerator in the main house.

“I’ll go get you one,” offered our attentive young host.

“Nah. I’ll go grab it myself.” The idea of leaving them alone to see what might develop was perverse, I know. Sarah looked at me with a wicked twinkle in her eye. She knew exactly what I was up to. “And I might grab more sunscreen from our room while I’m up there.”

You can probably imagine the snail’s pace at which I walked back up to the house. I wanted to give Tyrone the opportunity to try something with my newly liberated wife, but, on the other hand, I didn’t want to miss a thing if he did.

You have to imagine someone wanting to appear to be ambling slowly while really bursting with energy to get back to whatever scene may develop.

So, when I reached the top of the steps from the lawn down to the beach with my beer in my hand, the sight that greeted me was shockingly explicit, wildly exciting, and overwhelmingly adrenaline-inducing.

I sat down to take in the wildly arousing view. Far enough away so I didn’t disturb their sexy games, but close enough to be able to see every filthy detail of what they were up to.

Luckily, Tyrone was way too engrossed to be disturbed by my presence anyway.

My formerly reserved wife, until a few months before a complete paragon of modesty, was straddling our naked young host, who lay naked beneath her on the sunbed. She was leaning down to him, with her lips locked on his in a deep kiss. Meanwhile, Tyrone was pushing up his hips as his cock disappeared into the depths of my wife’s wet pussy. As I sat there and watched, I became aware of Xavier walking back along the beach, eyes glued to the sight of Sarah, his lover, riding another man’s impressive black shaft. Having spotted me Xavier looked over to judge how I was responding to the spectacle of my wife impaling herself on Tyrone’s cock. Seeing that the whole spectacle enraptured me, he gave me a brief nod, pulled off his own swim shorts, and then moved around behind her. He then reached down and scooped her prolific juices over the puckered rosebud of her tight ass. Then, in one fluid move, he pushed himself forward deep into her ass, and she took it with just a slight hint of a grunt that sounded like a perfect coupling of pleasure and pain. Yet again, my formerly innocent Sarah was taking two guys at once, with impossible ease. The two vigorous young back studs developed a rhythm, and as one slid out, the other would slide in. It was magically erotic to watch. I couldn’t tear my eyes from the sight of the three of them being so totally uninhibited in front of me.

Sarah was getting ever wilder as her orgasm approached. She threw her head about, and her eyes rolled back in her head as she screamed the word “YES” over and over again. I had moved enough to see the veins pulsing in the two cocks that were thrusting into her, and it was clear that both guys were close to filling her with their seed at the same time. By now I had my own raging erection so, on impulse, I pulled off my swim shorts, stepped in front of her and offerred my hard cock to her mouth. The surprised and then delighted look on her face was a joy to behold and as she took me deep in her throat I realized that my darling Sarah was ‘airtight’ as the porn magazines would describe it. As one, we all pushed forward together and lodged ourselves in her as deeply as we could get as we shot our hot, thick semen into her. And I’d been lucky enough to both watch and join in as my beautiful wife, the love of my life, experienced the pinnacle of unbridled passion.

A sudden thought crossed my mind. Having heard about all that Agent Stella had endured during the operation, had C arranged for this adventure as a carnal reward for my newly transformed wife? It seemed likely that the head of The Service would be fully aware of what remarkable ‘services’ Tyrone would be equipped to offer.

#####

By the time our bags were packed for our journey home, we had both had ample time to reflect on the changing contours of our marriage. That week of supposed relaxation in the Caribbean, I had watched Sarah spit roasted with Ty’s thick cock deep in her throat and Xavier’s shaft burying itself in her pussy; I watched her double penetrated several times with one of them in her ass and the other in her pussy. I witnessed their cum oozing from her tightly puckered asshole, flooding from her pussy and down her leg. I had the erotic pleasure of seeing a mouth full of cum as she crawled over to me to give me a close-up view of the enormous load that Ty had fed her before she looked deep into my eyes, eagerly swallowing, then kissing me deeply. What I’d thought would be seriously disturbing turned out to feel entirely natural as I tasted the remnants of another man's excitement at having filled my wife’s mouth to overflowing.

She did all that not only to fulfill her seemingly unquenchable desires, but also to satisfy my own newly realized wild fantasies. She did it for us, and I loved her for it. I love her more than ever before, and our love grows stronger every day. I attempt to justify my perversity by using a logical, scientific rationalization. We know that the brain needs new experiences. They keep the neurons from withering; they create new connections and revitalize us. Whether my reasoning would hold up to scientific examination, I doubt. Still, I do know that we both feel more interesting as individuals and, as a couple, our marriage is stronger than it’s ever been.

Every morning now, when I wake up beside my fantastic wife, I have the exhilarating feeling that she chooses me afresh each day. She could have any of the men who have passed through our lives over the last few months, but she chooses me. I genuinely don’t understand it.

An element of guilt still hovers around our whole new lifestyle for both of us. But as it was for poor old King Lear, it is difficult for either of us to decide whether we are individually ‘more sinned against than sinning.’


Epilogue

Stella

I recognize that I owe a massive debt of gratitude to Jim and Sue MacLean for recruiting us into the intelligence service and opening my eyes to the enjoyment of sexual exploration. Because of them, I have become the woman I could have been all my life, and our marriage has taken on a whole new depth of meaning. And it isn’t simply my sexual self-confidence that has evolved. I am more self-assured in every aspect of my life. Since our MI6 sexpionage adventures, our married sex life has become more fulfilling than we could ever have imagined. Yet even though David loves to think of me as his ‘hotwife,’ I don’t really feel that I fit the criteria that usually define the title. I have no desire any longer to partake of the many and various excesses that many hotwife couples apparently enjoy. The wild clubs hold no interest for me, nor does playing the field with lots of strangers. In our MI6 adventures, I had quite enough of that.

Everyone involved realized that we were not suited to remain with The Service full-time as agents. Despite being recruited for our cybersecurity experience, those skills had barely been put to the test. We now lead a varied freelance life, mostly exploring exotic parts of the world. Occasionally, though, we are called upon by some allied government agency for our specialist knowledge, not least because we still hold our top-secret security clearances.

Of course, Xavier remains a vital part of our lives, a good friend and sometimes a lover. Whenever he is between overseas operations for The Service, he asks to take me away for a sexy weekend, with David’s approval, of course. You won't be surprised to hear that his consent is always granted on the sole condition of hearing every last detail of our escapades when he reclaims me for his own.

So, whenever we've been away together, we have included David in at least one hot live video sex session. It is unbelievable fun for all of us. Xavier and I have even shot a couple of sexy videos, ostensibly for David’s enjoyment, but I also enjoy watching them with him. It’s another exciting facet of our off-the-charts sex life. The ultimate excitement comes when I watch them with David and Xavier, both lavishing their attention on me. David constantly assures me he still finds it exciting to watch as Xavier’s wondrous cock impales me on its magnificent length or as my mouth stretches wide around his girth. His true favorite is watching me when Xavier’s amazing cock pulses powerfully as he fills my pussy or my mouth with his massive loads.

None of us had ever intended for the relationship to evolve into a romantic affair, but that’s undeniably what happened.

Sometimes, the three of us have fun together, but I know that when Xavier is around, David finds just as much pleasure in watching the two of us and sharing me with our friend.

In discovering my authentic self, I suppose I have also finally come to understand my husband's hotwife fetish.

THE END
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