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Introduction

My Hotwife – The Spy in Training

(A First-Time Interracial Hotwife Romance)

I want to start 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. And 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, if you are looking for serious cuckoldry, my work may not be for you. 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 and that you feel compelled to follow their evolving marriage in My Hotwife – The Spy in Action, which should be out soon.

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!, and My Hotwife’s Inheritance (Books One and Two) 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 go 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.


My Hotwife -The Spy in Training

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."


Chapter 1 – Life Before

"The past is a foreign country: they do things differently there."

L.P. Hartley – The Go-Between.

David

The magnitude of the shift in our shared history is almost impossible to articulate. I have to present both the gut-clenching agony and the overwhelming elation, the bone-chilling fear, and the roller-coaster excitement, and that’s not easy. Our past seriously feels like a far-distant world.

My name is David Russell, or it was until about a year ago when one of our nation’s intelligence agencies decided otherwise. My wonderful wife, Sarah, was equally impacted by the manipulative gremlins in The Service, who brought about our metamorphosis from successful tech entrepreneurs into something far more sinister, far more exciting.

Let me tell you the story.

I met Sarah at Cambridge, where we were both completing our doctorates in Advanced Mathematics. She impressed me the very first time I laid eyes on her, looking demure yet intense, otherworldly yet focused. I came to learn that she has the kind of focus where she expects the world to conform to her view of how things should be, and, oddly enough, it almost always does. In college, her stunning beauty didn’t hurt her cause when she was arguing some complex point with one of her professors. Her firm, athletic body clad in the ubiquitous skin-hugging black workout pants that always look like they’ve been spray painted on; her long, lustrous brown hair falling in waves to the middle of her back; her small, pert breasts with nipples enticingly evident whenever she reached up to point out some arcane formula on the whiteboard. And those legs that seemingly go on forever. Her natural beauty, combined with her impressive intellect, even now, ten years later, creates a force to be reckoned with. MI6 recruiters must have recognized her as a perfect fit.

I realize my description of Sarah could make her sound like a powerful, even aggressive woman, but that is the polar opposite of reality. She is kind, she is empathetic, and she is the most loving individual I’ve ever known. When we met, despite a couple of on-again, off-again boyfriends in college, Sarah’s sexual experience stretched no further than some inexperienced and unrewarding fumbling. She was a shy virgin, and her naivete made her all the more appealing to me.

I will never forget my friend Jack’s comment when I first told him I was considering asking her out: "No offense, mate, but that’d be punching way above your weight. Just look at her. She’s smarter than you, she's wittier than you, and on top of that, she’s bloody gorgeous."

And he was my best friend!

Despite Jack’s discouragement, I did ask Sarah out, and she agreed with a broad, warm smile that instantly melted my heart.

"Wow, yes, I’d love to." She certainly sounded like she meant it. My luck was in.

Such was the power of my attraction that on that very first date, I remember thinking, "So this is what love feels like." I’d never believed that love at first sight was really a thing until it hit me that day like a runaway train.

Believe it or not, the first time we had sex was when we were both chosen by our professor to attend a conference on String Theory and Quantum Mathematics in Boston. I know it doesn’t sound like the ideal environment for a sexy few days, but with little discussion, we decided that one room would be better than the two our department administration team had booked for us. From the outset, we both understood the implications of that decision – our relationship was evolving to a new, more complicated level. Being so far away from London somehow made the decision easier. What happens at overseas conferences stays at overseas conferences!

As with every conference ever organized, there was an opening evening welcome reception. By the time we got up to our room at around ten, we were both slightly tipsy from an overindulgence at the open bar. Sarah’s uncharacteristic giggliness (she is not usually a giggler) gave away her nervousness at what we both knew was about to happen.

I’m not going to pretend it was the wildest, most fulfilling sex, but after wanting her for so long, just the feeling of being the first man inside the tight heat of her virgin pussy was mind-blowing. 

Over the subsequent eight years of our fantastic marriage, my love for her has grown and grown to the point where my wife has become my magnificent obsession. She is undoubtedly the most intelligent woman I’ve ever met, but on top of that, after eight happy years, she is still head-turningly gorgeous.

Our doctoral degrees accomplished, we sat down together for a serious discussion about the future. Our goals and desires were uncannily alike regarding almost every aspect of our lives. We decided first that marriage should be as soon as we could get it organized – why bother waiting? Ideally, our careers should somehow involve us working together in some socially meaningful venture that would bring us fulfillment (and hopefully bucket-loads of money.) We agreed that parenthood should be placed neatly on the back burner until the time felt right – which, so far, it never has.

We could never have predicted how perfectly those early plans for our lives would pan out.

Just those few years ago, when we were first married, the field of cybersecurity was in its relative infancy. Still, with the rise of generative artificial intelligence, data analytics, and machine learning, the writing was on the wall for the dangers to systems security that lurked around the corner. It was a natural fit for our skill sets, so we started our own cybersecurity consultancy practice from an unused spare bedroom in our first home in North London, never expecting the exponential growth we’ve experienced.

In our eight years in business, Russell Cyber LLC has gone from those humble beginnings to 240 employees in three countries, with stylish headquarters in Canary Wharf and a CEO and CFO who very capably take the administrative burden off our shoulders. It means that Sarah and I are left to do the things we love – consulting independently for governments and major corporations, helping them to assess, manage, and mitigate their cyber risks. 

With Peter Holland as our CEO, our lives have been made so much easier than in those early years when we each found ourselves wearing about seventeen different hats and working ungodly hours in our efforts to keep the operation afloat. Now, we have time to indulge our love of traveling to less fortunate parts of the world. Our business success allows us to direct our other, more philanthropic efforts towards making a difference in areas of dire need – mainly focusing on fresh water systems and shelter in sub-Saharan Africa. Even when we are at our new home near Primrose Hill in London, we have a more relaxed life than most people would expect of the founders of such a thriving enterprise.

Neither of us is very gregarious, preferring a quiet evening at home or dinner at a nice restaurant to the constant whirl of parties and charity events that we are invited to. There seems to be an expectation that with wealth like ours comes a desire to mingle with others with similar advantages – not for us, thank you very much. We much prefer to lay low and enjoy each other’s company. Our philanthropy is accomplished quietly rather than through all the hoopla of gala events.

I’m sure our home life must appear dull to many people, but we are as happy as the proverbial clams. The wealth generated by the success of our company means we want for nothing. We are still as in love as we were back at Cambridge, and we have a great, if not particularly adventurous, sex life. I never had a single complaint about my gorgeous wife, although sometimes I found myself wishing she was a little more open to some experimentation in the bedroom. In the interest of full disclosure, I admit I was hardly blameless in the matter. Regrettably, I 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 I first met, and her exposure to any of the wilder aspects of sexual adventure was non-existent. Her upbringing had been staunchly conservative, with a mother who ruled the family with an iron fist. So, it’s fair to say that our sex lives remained very plain vanilla. Until Jim and Sue MacLean came into our lives.


Chapter 2 – Recruitment

Sarah

That fateful evening, David and I had left work a little later than usual as we had seven o’clock reservations at one of our favorite restaurants just a short walk from the office. The place is family-owned, and they treat us as if we are part of their extended family. It was always intimately lit, so there was little chance of being spotted by one of the hordes of people who were always braying for our time or trying to get us involved in their events. On top of that, the food is consistently exceptional – Northern Italian and mouth-watering. We had spent our honeymoon in that region, and we still reminisced about the incredible food, the friendly people, the beautiful vibe, and the great sex it had inspired.

David and I had always been sexually compatible, comfortable with an unspoken level of intimacy that never challenged either of us to go beyond our comfort zone. Having been a virgin when I met my husband, the sex with him was all I’d known, and it suited me just fine, though I did occasionally wonder what it would be like to break free from that comfort zone and experiment a little. We are so similar in our likes and dislikes, but sadly, for whatever reason, sex is the one topic we don’t feel comfortable talking about. Perhaps I was too shy, or maybe I was afraid of hurting his feelings and sounding critical of his lovemaking. So, I had no idea what David would think if I were to suggest a little experimentation. I was convinced he still saw me as the naïve virgin he first met.

David claims I’m a creature of my environment and blames my strict upbringing and my cold, undemonstrative parents. On the nurture vs. nature scale, he places my faults squarely at the nurture end. Sadly, a lack of nurture is how I remember it. I was always so envious of friends whose families seemed warm and loving.

In my undergraduate years at Cambridge, I had a roommate, Harriet, and she epitomized that opposite end of the sexual openness spectrum. She had grown up in precisely that kind of warm, loving, and open-minded family, and her sexual freedom was almost impossible for me to comprehend without appearing critical.

Within our circle of friends, Harriet was always known as the wild one, and I was the mild one. We were complete opposites. Disappointingly, when my parents first met her, they counterintuitively, to my way of thinking, seemed to respect her. Admittedly, they never heard the wild stories she would tell me, but they made it painfully evident that they admired my outrageous roommate’s ‘get-up-and-go’ and her ‘vitality.’ I can’t begin to describe how hurtful and annoying it was to realize that my own parents considered me dull.

While I studied hard, Harriet, or Harry as everyone called her, was usually off at some party. Cannily, using an age-old student technique, Harriet was smart enough and idle enough to choose a subject that would require the least amount of effort but result in an undergraduate degree that would, at least, allow her to get a job.

When David entered my life, he was my first and only real boyfriend, while Harriet always had a string of them lined up. Right up until she got married, she still juggled two or three guys at the same time. Without meaning to sound disparaging, I wouldn’t put it past her to have continued the practice even after her marriage. I love Harriet, and I admit to feeling envious of her sexual freedom, but sometimes I wonder if she has any moral boundaries at all.

Harry’s exhaustive sexual experiences will always surpass mine by huge multiples. She absolutely relished embarrassing me by describing her sexual escapades so she could watch me squirm. She knew I hated dirty talking, so she reveled in my discomfort as she used the filthiest language possible to recount her exploits.

I will never forget one lascivious story that she billed simply as an adventure! In our second year at Uni, Harriet lived with me before David moved into the cramped space of our tiny flat in Cambridge. One Saturday evening, she got home late, her face flushed with excitement and her lips looking red and swollen. I was there alone because David had gone out drinking with his mates, so she slumped next to me on our tiny sofa and suggested that we needed a glass of wine so she could tell me her story. Intuitively, I knew it would be one of her filthy accounts that she hoped would shock me to the core. But what could I do? She was my friend. So, wine glasses in hand, she launched into her tale.

That afternoon, she had gone along to watch the Intercollegiate Rowing Championship to support her boyfriend, James. The Cambridge crew came out on top, as expected, and champagne flowed freely for all the crew, coaches, and supporting family members who were congregated in the boathouse for the post-race celebration. Once everyone was mildly intoxicated, James’s best friend, Steve, suggested that the guys head back to his flat to continue the party  ̶  it was to be a guys-only event.

According to her account, Harriet expressed her extreme displeasure at being excluded from the all-male gathering. And, believe me, when Harry expressed displeasure, it was not done quietly. It took both Steve and James to calm her down, and they did it by making her an offer. They both came and stood close to her, but it was Steve who quietly told her how James was always boasting about her outstanding blow-job skills. So, if she was willing to show those skills off to the team, then she could come along to the after-party.

I gaped at her, aghast. "What a vile sexist proposal. That’s sexual exploitation," I burst out angrily. "It’s abuse.”

“My God, Sarah, what’s wrong with you?” she chuckled. “I leaped at the chance. I wasn’t just willing; I was gagging for it  ̶  literally,” she laughed wickedly. “Can’t you imagine how excited I was at getting the opportunity to get all those hunky athletic guys in my mouth? I knew I could show them a thing or two. I had the chance of being the first girl to really rock their world.”

Despite having downed a glass of wine to relax, the outraged shock on my face made her giggle so contagiously that I couldn’t help but laugh along with her. Harry was incorrigible, but her laughter was infectious. 

She told me that, despite her excitement, she wanted to play it cool with Steve until she had tested out a theory that had been simmering in her mind. She had an inkling that James was actually turned on when he saw her flirting with other guys. So, she pulled James in closer to her, and while looking directly into Steve’s eyes, she asked James how he would feel about watching her sucking off his teammates. Somehow, she wasn’t surprised when he told her that he couldn’t think of anything hotter.

I was dumbfounded. How could any man want to watch his girlfriend being intimate with other men? It wasn’t logical. I’m a mathematician, and that information didn’t compute.

I’d heard quite enough of Harriet’s story. So, trying to escape any further lurid details, I thanked her for sharing her sordid tale and suggested that we turn in for the night.

“WHAT! You haven’t heard the good bits yet. Pour us another glass of wine,” she protested.

As soon as a fresh glass of wine was in her hand, Harry launched into a tale that had me blushing to my roots and wriggling with discomfort on our cheap, threadbare old sofa.

Harriet and the crew members had made their way to Steve’s flat, and for a couple of hours, it was just a regular, loud, boisterous celebratory party. But then, after several rounds of drinks, Steve stuck two fingers into his mouth and let out a piercing whistle to bring the room to order. Once everyone was paying attention, he turned to Harriet and asked her to tell everyone about her renowned skill and explain how it came to be that she was the only girl invited to the party.

“It was like there was a spotlight on me, Sarah. I felt like the star performer. All those horny, hulking, athletic guys were hanging on my every word as I told them that, in James’s opinion, I gave the best head in the world. Their eyes went especially wide when I told them that I could deep-throat even a huge cock without gagging. And that skill had won me the invitation to the party.”

I begged her to stop. I didn’t want to hear any more. I didn’t know how anyone could even contemplate squeezing a man into her throat like that!

But she just playfully slapped my arm.

“Oh, don’t be such a stuffed shirt, Sarah. You know you’d love to deep-throat David if I showed you how.”

Once she was confident that she was making me completely uncomfortable, she continued with a renewed sense of purpose,

She described how the guys’ eyes lit up with lustful excitement as they realized what they were in for. As the instigator of the scene, Steve was the first to strip off his clothes and reveal the rugged, muscular body you’d expect of a rower and an enormous cock that dangled thickly between his legs. Within seconds, it seemed like every single member of the crew, including her boyfriend James, was standing before her in all their naked glory.

“The thing is, it was me in control, Sarah, and I felt so powerful. It was amazing how the adrenaline pumped through my entire body. I’d never seen so many virile, hard cocks all together in my life.

“I gave the orders and told them to stand in a line along the far wall of the room. I was almost drooling at the sight of that impressive group of athletes standing there with rampant hard-ons. And those erections were all for me. Imagine that, Sarah. They were all looking at me with this combination of lustful expectation and a kind of puppy-dog gratitude. God, it felt incredible.”

She went on to tell me how she had simply dropped to her knees in front of Steve, who was the first in the line, and taken the head of his cock in her mouth. She then took both of his hands, which had been dangling by his sides, and put them on the back of her head.

“I wanted to give him the sensation of being in control, even though I knew it was really me. Oh, Sarah, it was unbelievable. I wanted him to think he was fucking my mouth.”

My mind was screaming, PLEASE STOP. I don’t want to give the impression that oral sex was abhorrent to me. I actually quite like going down on David. I like the warmth of him and the slight pulsing tension that carries through him. But I can’t even consider the idea of deep-throating, and David has never allowed himself to cum in my mouth. I think he assumes I would find it gross – I don’t really know if he’s right.

As Harriet described how she had relaxed her jaw and pushed herself onto Steve until he had slipped into her throat, I was surprised to find myself becoming enthralled by her story. How could I be? I was even aware of a warm, wet tingling between my legs. When she gave a vivid depiction of feeling his hardness swell and pulse as he shot his cum into her mouth and directly down her throat, I let out a small, involuntary squeak, and Harriet noticed.

“There, I knew I could awaken the sensual side of you if I worked at it,” she said smugly.

The story of how Harriet worked her way down the line of hunky young men sensing the differences in their lengths and girths, and even the degree to which she could feel the thickness of their veins with her tongue, had me transfixed. She described the visual stimuli of sucking the two rugged black guys on the team and how she would only move on down the line when she had successfully swallowed each guy’s colossal eruption.

It was undeniably erotic. But it was also gut-wrenchingly embarrassing. When she told me how her boyfriend James had stood at the end of the line, with his cock harder than she had ever seen it, she was glowing with pride.

“Oh, Sarah, he actually leaned down and kissed me after everything I’d done, completely ignoring the fact that I’d just taken mouthfuls of cum from his teammates. Then he smiled down at me as I plunged him into my mouth, and he told me for the first time that he loved me.”

Despite my naivete, I admit that I was incredibly turned on by Harriet’s story.

Even today, I often think of Harriet’s openness and adventurous spirit despite knowing that David loves me just the way I am. But would he love me even more if I were less inhibited? What would be his reaction to a scenario like the one Harriet had described? Deep down, did I want to be more like her? Did I want him to be more like James? We could never have guessed that our lives were about to be thrown into chaos and that all those questions would ultimately be answered.

Harry’s pleas for me to loosen up a little still lurk in my subconscious like some demonic alter-ego, taunting my uptight moral rectitude.

My husband’s self-confidence was never the highest, and the poor guy endlessly told me how lucky he was that I’d agreed to marry him. What a ridiculous idea. David is handsome, brilliant, and gym-toned from all the workout sessions we put ourselves through in our amazingly equipped home gym. While he considers himself the lucky one, my perspective is that the real secret to the strength of our marriage lies in the fact that both of us are convinced we got the better deal.

#####

We had been looking forward to our quiet dinner together that evening, so we were somewhat surprised when we arrived at the restaurant and found the usual maître d’, Giuseppe, one of the owner’s five sons, nowhere to be seen. In his place was an immaculately turned-out, very clean-cut young man who greeted us like old friends even though we’d never seen him before. Oddly, there was nothing remotely Italian about him and nothing remotely warm. He was like a fish out of water, and he made me feel strangely uncomfortable.

“Ah, Mr. and Mrs. Russell, I’m Gordon,” he introduced himself with a clipped British upper-class accent. “I have your usual table in the booth in the far corner, if that’s okay.”

How the hell did this complete stranger know who we were and which was our favorite table? David thanked the young man with a quizzical frown, so I turned on a beaming smile to ease the slight tension that was building.

Suddenly, it became even more evident that something was amiss as we realized the usual buzz of conversation that gave the restaurant its friendly atmosphere had been replaced by complete silence. Goosebumps ran down my arms. What the hell was happening? A quick glance deeper into the restaurant confirmed that we were the only diners in the whole place. I glanced nervously at my husband in case he might have some idea what was going on. He looked as befuddled as me.

When we arrived at our regular table, we found it was set for four people. There was no one else in the entire place, yet they had still managed to screw up our table. Giuseppe and his family were never like this. What was going on?

“It will be just the two of us dining this evening, Gordon. Please remove the extra place settings,” David said tersely.

“No, Mr Russell. I’m afraid not. You will be a party of four this evening.”

Who the hell was this young guy to be ordering us around? I could see that David was getting truly angry. Usually very even-tempered, he looked as if steam was about to shoot cartoon-like from his ears.

“WHAT?” he exploded at the rude young man. “Who do you think you are, telling us who we’ll be dining with? Where is Giuseppe, and what the hell is going on? Fetch him now, or we’re leaving.” David was getting increasingly annoyed.

It was the interjection of a kind-sounding woman’s voice that suddenly calmed him down. From somewhere in the kitchen area at the back of the restaurant, the most incongruous-looking couple had appeared.

“Mr. Russell, Mr. Russell, please don’t be offended by our little subterfuge. We wanted this to be a pleasant evening for the four of us. This seemed more informal than a cold, impersonal meeting in our office or some nondescript hotel room. Giuseppe and his family are good friends of our employer, and from time to time, they accommodate us with favors like this one.

“Please forgive me. Let us introduce ourselves. We’re the MacLeans. You can call us Jim and Sue.”

We could ‘call them’ that. Something in her tone made it pointedly clear those weren’t their real names, and they didn’t seem to care what we thought of the fact. But why would a normal-looking couple take over a restaurant for the whole evening just to have dinner with us and then introduce themselves with false names? The evening was becoming more surreal by the minute.

The more I studied Jim and Sue, the more they looked like a couple of pleasant middle-aged suburban bank employees. Yet, from the way they controlled the whole course of events, they were obviously something much more complex.

“Do we have a choice?” I demanded belligerently, becoming just as angry as my husband. “I think you owe us an explanation.”

Sue wore a kindly smile, and Jim nodded, seemingly agreeing with my complaint. They seemed so innocuous that it was impossible to be offended by their odd demands.

“Let’s just sit down and order some food. Then perhaps we can chat a little more amicably, and we can explain why we are here.” Jim sounded ultimately reasonable, which went a long way toward calming David’s temper. “As Sue mentioned, we chose to set our approach in this social environment in an effort to make it less strange. I fear we’ve already failed in that mission.”

I couldn’t resist smiling at the poor man’s awkwardness at the collapse of his well-meaning plan. The most reasonable course of action seemed to be to take our seats at the table and order some food, as Jim had suggested.

Being creatures of habit, David and I ordered our regular meal choices, and Jim surprised us by ordering a nice bottle of Barolo, which complemented our food perfectly.

However, as pleasant as the couple seemed, the small talk was painful. We all knew there was a gigantic elephant in the room, but initiating that conversation seemed to be eluding Jim and Sue. As we all tucked into our main course, I felt a burning need to cut to the chase.

I picked up my wine glass and raised it in a toast: “To whatever strange plan that brings us together this evening,” I laughed. Our newfound ‘friends’ chuckled along, and it seemed the ice had been well and truly broken.

“Yes,” smiled Sue. “I suppose the time has come for our proposal.”

I glanced at David and found his anger had dissipated, replaced by a look of interest. Like me, he was intrigued.

“Your success with Russell Cyber and with your freelance consulting activities has come to the attention of our employers,” explained Jim. “There is a consensus within the most senior levels of The Service that your expertise could be of enormous value to your country.”

“The Service?” asked David. “Are you talking about the intelligence services?”

“He is,” laughed Sue. “A rather secretive division of MI6, to be precise. Jim and I are senior operatives, having been with The Service for most of our working lives.”

I couldn’t help but wonder how such a bland-looking couple could really be senior intelligence operatives. Maybe that was simply the persona they were adopting for our meeting. Perhaps in a different situation, they would look more like the spies in the movies. Somehow, I doubted it.

“And what exactly would you want us to do for The Service?” I asked.

“Oh, my dear,” responded Sue, “a very senior team has designed a detailed program around your highly regarded skills in the field of cybersecurity. We would ask that you commit to working for us on a three-year secondment, firstly to assist in certain operations that may require your cybersecurity skills and then secondly to establish a network of sources with expertise like your own. Now, before we proceed any further, I think it’s the appropriate time to mention that everything that follows in this discussion is subject to the terms of The Official Secrets Act.”

We both sat there wide-eyed and wordlessly nodded our agreement as Jim placed two official-looking documents on the table in front of us for our signatures.

“Your network would cover the entire EMEA region, providing this country with a cybersecurity capability unparalleled anywhere in the West,” she continued. “There is a degree of urgency to your assignment as we have recently become aware of a specific operation instigated by a bad actor whose activities keep cropping up throughout the region. Our goal is to use the new cybersecurity capabilities to uncover the identity of our nemesis. Unfortunately, we have no idea whether it is 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’s even the possibility it could be some previously unheard-of entity. If we can narrow down whether the underlying motivation is political or merely financial, it would be a giant leap forward in allowing us to formulate a response.”

“And what would we tell our colleagues and clients while we’re hunting for these bad actors and setting up this fledgling network?” David astutely questioned.

“Almost anything but the truth.” Jim was smiling as he said it, but he was clearly deadly serious. “This project has been classified as ‘Top-Secret’ and must not be jeopardized by any leaks. At the end of the three-year assignment, you will have the choice of returning to your normal life or remaining with The Service. As far as I’m aware, no similar offer has ever been made before.”

It was all so bizarre that both David and I were having a tough time getting our heads around it.

“So, let me understand this better. Would we be the administrative heads of the project and based at the MI6 headquarters by the Thames?” I asked. I’d seen the imposing building many times over the years, and the thought of seeing the inner workings of the place certainly sounded fascinating.

“Oh no, dear.” Sue sounded almost maternal. “You would indeed oversee the project, but you would be field agents. After your training, you will be fully operational, applying your skills in a multitude of scenarios.”

“Are you really telling us you want us to be spies?” I was aghast. “I appreciate your confidence in our cybersecurity expertise, but we wouldn’t know where to start in the field of actual espionage.”

“I understand completely, my dear. Your first three months with us would be spent at our training facility, ‘The Beach,’ where you would undertake an in-depth, custom-designed program to prepare you both for the assignment. Your training would include components designed to specifically address the different skill sets required of female agents and their male counterparts. And, in your particular case, there would be an emphasis on the challenges inherent in being a married couple.” Jim was attempting to sound reassuring, but sadly, it wasn’t working. “Sue and I would be with you every step of the way as your controllers, and you would be teamed with two younger but experienced agents to assist with both your introduction to the agency and the many intricacies of the world of espionage.”

For the next half hour, Sue and Jim, who by that time had filled in a few more details, plied us with appeals to our sense of patriotism, national pride, and loyalty to King and country. They put forward the financial aspects of the proposed arrangement despite the fact they would have been aware from their in-depth vetting that money was hardly a primary driver.

It was all perfectly surreal. Being approached out of the blue by this apparently nondescript married couple who turned out to be the exact opposite of nondescript was tough to come to grips with. The instruction to “call us Sue and Jim” had made it seem as though they were fake names. So, were they really even married? It all felt a little like stepping through Alice’s looking glass. I could quite understand why they’d thought a social setting could make their stunning proposal a little more palatable.

“Can you at least give us a little time to think about it?" David asked, looking a little shell-shocked.

"Absolutely, dear," responded Sue. "You have until three tomorrow afternoon. We will meet you by the Princess Diana Memorial Fountain in Hyde Park. In the meantime, I hardly need to tell you that this conversation goes no further than between the four of us."

Wow, how magnanimous! We had a whole eighteen hours to consider such a life-changing proposal. They were in a hurry.

#####

David

At home later that evening, we knew we didn’t have the luxury of time to make our decision. The burden was unimaginable. Unfortunately, we found ourselves in a spiral of never-ending rumination as we considered all the pros and cons. There was no shortage of rabbit holes to distract us from the main issue.

However, despite feeling somewhat pressured into agreeing, I couldn’t help but feel excited about the magnitude of the responsibility we’d been offered. It was a huge ego boost that a world-renowned intelligence service had picked us over all the other qualified data scientists in the country. I had to wonder why.

I wanted Sarah to be relaxed before we made our final decision about the MacLeans' proposal. A glass of brandy was sure to do the trick. So, we snuggled up on the sofa with glasses in hand. My left arm reassuringly around my gorgeous wife’s shoulder allowed me to gently stroke the top of her breast where the top two buttons of her blouse were open. She had her hand lightly resting on my thigh. I could sense that she was finally de-stressing, and I could see the hardening of her nipples even through her bra and that tantalizing white blouse that had become her standard office attire. Was that excitement a result of my attention, or was it a direct result of this crazy idea of becoming a senior field agent for a secret division of MI6? Whatever the stimulus, my beautiful wife had to be the sexiest quantum mathematician/prospective spy on the planet!

We both knew our business was in good hands already and didn’t need our attention anymore. A factor that made the MacLeans’ proposal a little more viable. Strangely, this bizarre intervention in our lives had also prompted us to question whether our lives were in danger of stagnating. If so, would such a dramatic change actually turn out to be a blessing? 

As we cuddled on the sofa, our closeness, the brandy, and the mild eroticism of our cuddling were all affecting me, but so was the potential of the proposal we’d received. It sounded so exciting, so revitalizing, and so unlike us. My cock was hardening at the thought.

"So, what do you think?" Sarah asked, ostensibly ignoring the clearly visible effect the situation was having on my ever-expanding shaft. "Are we ready to commit three years of our lives to serving our country? They didn’t actually say it, but it sounds like it could be dangerous, David. For God’s sake, we would be field agents out there doing undercover work. How exciting is that? It's exciting but dangerous. And what did they mean about the special challenges facing married couples? It’s a stunningly big ask, isn’t it?" She looked down at my lap. "And that’s quite stunningly big, too," she chuckled, gently squeezing my erection through my suit pants.

Wasting no time, she clutched me to her and kissed me so deeply that I almost needed to break away to grab a breath. The excitement of the extraordinary offer had triggered something in Sarah like it had in me. It was so unlike her to be the instigator of a sexual encounter. Her tongue found its way into the depths of my mouth, and I thought she would draw blood as she bit my bottom lip. She was almost tearing at my shirt buttons and became genuinely frustrated with the cuffs when they wouldn’t slide over my hands. What had Jim and Sue unleashed with their surreal offer? The seismic change in my wife’s behavior was difficult to comprehend.

Sarah had never shown such uncontrolled desire, and it was wonderful. When she had me down to my snug European-style boxer briefs, I started to reciprocate, but apparently, my efforts at undressing her were far too slow for her taste. She almost ripped her own clothes off in her unbridled lust. My nascent secret agent was showing a side of herself that I’d never dreamed existed.

By the time she finally stood in front of me in just her white lacy bra and thong, my hardness was ready to burst out of the confines of my boxers, and I could see pre-cum oozing through the fabric. Sarah took one step back and appraisingly looked me up and down.

"Look at you, David. I hope you know you’re one hell of a stud. You might be coming up thirty-six, but your gym workouts have given you the body of a 26-year-old with your washboard abs and sculpted pecs. Mmm," she groaned. "And on top of that, you have a nice big dick that I can’t wait to get inside me. Just looking at you makes me want to suck your cock deep into my mouth like my friend Harriet used to do for all her boyfriends. And then, my own secret agent, I want you to fuck me hard. You are the most handsome thing on two legs,” she giggled. “How lucky am I?"

I remember thinking aliens must have taken over my wife’s brain. Sarah had never felt comfortable talking dirty, and she was certainly not known for uttering the words cock or fuck. Now there they were  ̶  and both in one sentence! She never talked like that. And anyway, she wasn’t the lucky one. It had to be the other way around.

What had suddenly gotten into her that had turned her on like that? Before I could ask, she stepped forward, and with her hands at my hips, she slid down my final item of clothing, and my hard cock just bounced out at her in anticipation. She laughed a deep, growling laugh and dropped to her knees. Kissing the tip of my rigid erection, she lapped at the pre-cum that was flowing copiously. She opened her mouth and put out her tongue, then squeezed gently from the base of my cock up to the tip to milk the pre-cum directly into her mouth. It was all so out of character. She had never behaved that way. And it was terrific.

"Mmm," she sighed as she tasted me.

Taking the head of my cock gently into her mouth, she looked up into my eyes, and I smiled down at her as she plunged down on my shaft, taking me as far in as she could. I have a good-sized cock that’s well above average in both length and girth, so she has never been able to take me very deep, but, man, could she still give good head. Bobbing up and down on my shaft and using her hand to pump me and fondle my balls had me ready to shoot within seconds. Just the incongruous visual of her plunging me into her mouth had me right at the edge. But I’d never allowed myself to cum in her mouth for fear of her reaction, and anyway, that wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted to fill her beautiful pussy with my cum.

I was desperately torn between the pleasure of watching my gorgeous wife take me into her mouth, with the unspoken potential of shooting my load down her throat for the first time, and, on the other hand, feeling the sensation of burying myself deep inside her. I decided that I needed to pull away. She groaned as I pulled my cock from her mouth with an audible popping noise.

I guided her backward to the sofa, where, without prompting from me, she spread her legs wide. It was so unlike the timid woman I’d lived with all those years. The bizarre offer was already impacting her in so many unforeseeable ways. I could see that she was sopping wet, and her beautiful pussy was achingly ready for my cock. However, I couldn’t resist the beauty of her  ̶  I had to taste her, to smell her sweet arousal, to slide my tongue inside her. First, I took one of her tight brown nipples into my mouth and sucked her gently, causing her to sigh quietly. Then, the other nipple. Sarah has very sensitive nipples and has often pushed me away if I bite on them too hard, but there was no pushing me away that day.

Kissing down the length of her body, I came to the neatly trimmed area that was like a signpost to heaven. I dropped my head between her legs, and at the first touch of my lips, she whimpered. I licked around the soft folds, which were getting fuller as the blood flowed to her sex. I lapped at her flooding juices and finally found her clit with my tongue. As I did, she reared up and grabbed the sides of my head, grinding her pussy into my face. I licked frantically and lovingly at the firm little bud of her clit, and she just went over the edge  ̶  crying out as her orgasm took hold and she fell back on the sofa. I looked up at her, my mouth dripping, and smiled. She looked back at me and laughed sexily.

"Now, get that huge thing inside me, Mr. Secret Agent, and fulfill my every need."

"Yes, Ma’am," I laughed. "Perhaps I should call you C," I said, alluding to the storied head of The Service.

I kneeled between her long, wide-spread legs and positioned the tip of my cock at her opening. With my hardness in my hand, I stroked it up and down her thoroughly wet lips, then slid just the head inside her. Rather than slide in slowly, I pushed into her in one forceful, fluid motion.

"Aaaagh." Her moan was like music to my ears.

We both moved together with a smoothness that perhaps only comes when a couple is truly comfortable with each other’s bodies. That night was it making love or fucking? Somewhere between the two, but she’d told me she wanted me to fuck her hard. Our bodies were dripping with the sweat of desire as our passion built and our thrusting became more desperate. Sarah seemed to want to get me ever deeper into her, and I could tell that she was getting close to her second orgasm of the evening. I took both her ankles in my hands and threw her legs over my shoulders, allowing me to get balls-deep inside my stunning wife.

"God, yes," she shouted. "I’m so close. Fuck me hard."

Instead, I quickly withdrew and, taking her by the waist, I flipped her over onto all fours and entered her from behind to get as deep as I could. I focused my whole being on her impending climax as I pounded into her harder and deeper. I was ready to cum, but I was determined not to get there until Sarah herself was ready. Suddenly, I could sense, by the changes in her body, that she was right there. She flung her head back towards me, and a low growl seemed to be coming from somewhere deep within her. It was the sign I’d been waiting for, and without any further need to hold back, I exploded deep inside my beautiful wife’s pussy.

It took us both a while to recover from what had been the most profound lovemaking we had experienced in a long, long time. We just lay beside each other, stroking each other, touching each other, loving each other.

"If the mere thought of being secret agents has that effect on us, I suppose we need to agree to the proposal," I suggested.

"Mmm, it certainly does," she smiled.


Chapter 3 – The Brief

Sarah

We have a reputation for being early for everything, so we arrived at The Princess Diana Memorial Fountain at two forty-five the following afternoon. At the stroke of three, we spotted them. Jim and Sue, our ‘controllers,’ were walking towards us with two other people – a tall, strikingly handsome young black guy and a petite, gorgeous Eurasian woman.

My first glimpse of the young man I would find out was Xavier, our intended assistant, made me literally gasp. He was breathtaking. Around six feet four, he looked more like a movie star spy than those favored by novelists — definitely more James Bond than George Smiley. There was strength in his handsome features, but his eyes projected a sense of kindness – a gentleness that put me at ease immediately. I can’t say why I spontaneously felt it, but he was a man I knew I could trust. I had never so much as looked at any man other than David, but how could anyone be around this impressive specimen without falling into a dead faint at his commanding presence? His solid athletic body was evident, shown off by an immaculately tailored suit. Broad shoulders topped a strong upper body. My eyes were uncharacteristically and involuntarily drawn lower where a trim waist set off an almighty bulge in his pants. Powerful thighs completed the package. I don’t want to exaggerate, but to my eyes, he looked like some stunning ebony god.

The way his eyes raked up and down my body in return made me tremble, making me think he was equally surprised by me. What had he been expecting, I wondered. Maybe the MacLeans had described me truthfully as a shy, uptight prude. They would have undoubtedly done a lot of background research so that conclusion would have been perfectly justified.

Even if she was a spy, the young woman looked more like a runway model than anything I’d imagined as a government employee. She was classically beautiful and elegant, even in the light summer dress that showed off her perfect figure. Relatively short, despite a pair of ultra-high heels, she carried an air of quiet amusement. For some weird reason, I imagined the two of them together – the tall, imposing young black guy with the exotic beauty. A mental picture that stays with me even today.

Maybe they were the two agents Sue had told us about – our assistants who would help us as we grappled with our new lives in the intelligence community. If so, I could imagine David getting used to working with the stunning young woman. And why did the idea of being teamed with the formidable-looking young guy cause my heart to race a little faster than usual?

#####

David

I had been taken aback by the two ‘assistants’ tagging along with the MacLeans. But why was my blood suddenly pumping faster than usual at the thought of my wife being teamed with the imposing young black guy who was walking toward us? It was an entirely new feeling for me to be excited at the idea of my darling wife being ‘teamed’ with another man. I’d read superficially about the phenomenon of men who found it hot to watch their wives with other men, but it had never occurred to me that I might be harboring such a kink.

Jim’s smile beamed in welcome as he strode over to us with his hand outstretched. “How wonderful to see you both again,” he grinned. “I assume your presence here means you have decided to join our merry band. I am truly delighted.” The prospect of having this genuinely pleasant man taking us under his wing in the face of such a daunting undertaking was somehow comforting.

“Now let me introduce you to the rest of our team,” he continued jovially, as if we were joining the sales force of a department store rather than being in at the inception of covert operations for our country’s intelligence services and the creation of what they’d called ‘a cybersecurity capability unparalleled anywhere in the West.’ Perhaps he was attempting to make the whole venture seem less intimidating. Glancing over at Sarah, I knew it wasn’t working. She looked scared witless.

Sue seemed to sense our discomfort, and her kind voice interrupted her husband in the middle of his exuberant introductions. Quietly, she stepped forward. “Sarah, David, this is Emmy,” she said, leading the attractive young woman to shake our hands. “And this is Xavier. The two of them have been handpicked to act as your assistants in this critical project.”

Xavier impressed me immediately with his calm aura of professionalism despite his cocky, self-confident Alpha male grin. The way his eyes wandered appreciatively up and down my wife’s body was both disconcerting and exciting. He was unapologetically admiring his new partner despite my presence. For the second time in as many minutes, an image flashed through my mind of my beautiful Sarah with that impressive specimen of manliness.

Compared to Xavier, who seemed like an open book, Emmy was much more challenging to read with a simplistic first impression. She came across as calm, mysterious, and emotionally guarded – pleasant enough, but she wasn’t giving anything away until she’d taken the measure of us.

“Emmy and Xavier are two of our brightest agents. They are young, but both are exceptionally well-trained operatives with experience in the field: Xavier in Kuala Lumpur and Emmy in Lagos,” Jim interjected. “Let’s sit.” He indicated a couple of benches close by.

“We so hoped you’d agree to join us,” he smiled. “You were chosen for some very particular reasons. Obviously, your technical skills were the primary factor, but your financial independence, which provides credible cover, and your lack of immediate family obligations were also factors. You were simply the ideal candidates. It’s only fair that we should admit, though, that your looks were of significant importance, too, Sarah.”

“My looks?” Sarah sounded doubtful.

“Yes, my dear. But that will all be explained when you join us at The Beach. So now we need to get down to business. You will tell your company and your clients that you’ve decided on a sabbatical working with the indigenous tribes of the Amazon. That fits loosely with your current philanthropic interests. We know that neither of you has siblings and that both sets of parents are gone, so you shouldn’t have too much explaining to do. You will have two weeks to put your affairs in order, and then you will move out of your house and join the team at a secret location where the hard work will begin.

“What? Wait a minute. We won't even be able to live in our own home? You didn’t mention that yesterday.” I knew I sounded angry. Surely they could understand that.

“I apologize,” Sue said in her calmest voice. “You see, this project is so secret that the head of The Service felt it better that we all sequester ourselves in a safe house on the grounds of the wider MI6 training facility, The British Espionage Academy – Chorley Hall, affectionately known in The Service as The Beach. We need to be away from all distractions. Please don’t worry, though; we will have a live-in housekeeper assigned to your beautiful home to ensure it is cared for. The six of us will be living together for as long as it takes to get the project up and running to the satisfaction of our superiors. And, when you are deemed field-ops ready, the team will be expanded to provide full backup support here in London.”

Holy cow. Surely, they'd realized this new information would put a whole new complexion on our willingness to commit. Sarah was wide-eyed with shock at the thought of what we had agreed to. However, Jim and Sue seemed unfazed by our stunned expressions, and between them, they carried on with their briefing.

“As we mentioned yesterday, your team will primarily be utilized to track down the identity of the perpetrator of the chaos campaign being unleashed on the world. You will use whatever skills you now possess, as well as brand-new capabilities that will be developed during your training. Your secondary objective will be to build a team of resources, both personnel and technology, throughout the EMEA region. Jim and I will be your controllers, Emmy and Xavier will act as your mentors throughout the training and program development phase, and then your assistants when you are ready for active status. We have all worked in the field, and our involvement should keep you as safe as possible.” Jim tried to sound reassuring.

What? Another aspect of the venture that hadn’t been mentioned before. Our personal safety could be in question! We’d assumed we would be glorified bureaucrats, albeit working undercover. What the hell were we signing up for?

“Now, before we let you go, I need to explain one final thing,” Sue explained.” As with all new agents, we have created a ‘legend’ or cover story for the two of you. David, your undercover name will be Dylan Russo, and you will be posing as a photojournalist teamed up with Sarah, whose undercover identity will be Stella Ruskin, a journalist specializing in areas of conflict. Hopefully, it will give you both a degree of comfort knowing you will always be together as a team, even though you will ostensibly be unconnected romantically. I must warn you that you will be asked to make difficult sacrifices for the cause, and your relationship could come under strain, but at least you will be together all the time.”

Sacrifices? What the hell did she mean? What kind of sacrifices? And why were my wife’s looks so important?

#####

Sarah

Back at home that evening, after the disturbing revelations of the day, we were far too tired to go out for dinner. We decided to order food to be delivered. While we waited, we headed upstairs to shower and pull on something comfortable before the delivery guy arrived.

“Let’s not close the drapes while we get ready… let’s just enjoy the spectacular nighttime views across Primrose Hill and hope no peeping Toms are around,” I laughed. My newfound sexual self-confidence was as exciting as it was confusing. Why had the potential of a dramatically different new life unleashed such a significant shift in my behavior?

My handsome husband chuckled, but I could almost see his mind working overtime to make sense of my new uncharacteristic openness. It was an openness even I didn’t understand. But there was some unmistakable element of excitement at the thought of the adventure we were about to embark on. And perhaps just a little frisson of anticipation at working with the two gorgeous young agents who would be our guides.

I had never even considered looking at other men in physical terms before Jim and Sue came along. I was utterly content with my darling David. So why was I now suddenly so excited by the thought of working closely with the stunning young Xavier, a man I barely knew?

While David showered, I took a long hot bath to relax from the full-on nature of the day. When I got out of the tub, I wrapped myself in a luxuriously thick white towel and went into the living room. David was sitting there with a matching towel wrapped around his waist.

“Come and sit here with me and just look out at this amazing city. Who would ever have dreamed that two kids from the sticks would end up living in a house like this and contemplating a completely new future as intelligence agents? It’s a funny old world, isn't it?” I smiled at his paraphrasing of the late Margaret Thatcher.

I could barely understand my uncharacteristic feelings at that moment, but for whatever reason, I knew I needed desperately to make love to my wonderful husband before our food arrived. And potentially before our lives changed forever.

I threw my leg over his lap and pulled his towel away from him. His cock wasn’t close to hard because his mind had been off in the world of philosophical musings, but within seconds, my unusual forwardness had him hardening fast. I dropped my towel and, in full view of anyone in the park who happened to be looking up at our window, I sunk down onto his now rigid cock. Not only didn’t I care if someone was watching, but a small part of me actually hoped they were.

The groan I let out was one of relief at feeling the comfort of our long-established closeness as we embarked on this new and scary adventure.

“You lie still and let me do the work,” I instructed. The stunned look on his face confirmed just how bizarre it was for me to be so sexually forward. However, he seemed perfectly content with the idea as I rode his cock, pumping my thighs up and down and feeling his hardness plunge deep inside me. As I dropped down on his length, I could feel the abrasiveness of his pubic hair rubbing against my clit, and the sensation was overwhelming. I leaned down and kissed my wonderful husband, pushing my tongue into his mouth in a rhythm that matched his cock sliding into my depths.

Getting closer and closer to our climax, David could no longer hold still and started to buck his hips up from the sofa in a vain attempt to get deeper inside me. Our groans turned to shouts as we exploded together. Luckily, David’s towel was still under him because I felt our combined wetness gushing from inside me and down his shaft.

I could hardly believe it when he started to slide down and out from under me, leaving me kneeling on the sofa with my legs spread wide until his face was directly below my pussy. It was wilder than anything we’d ever done. His moans of pleasure as he lapped at me and swallowed every drop of our combined essence would stay in my mind forever as one of the most erotic things I’d ever heard. Our sex life was taking a mind-blowing turn for the better.


Chapter 4 – A New Home

Sarah

Two frantic weeks later, a sleek limo with darkened windows picked us up from our home. As we clambered in with nothing more than our backpacks, we were greeted warmly by Xavier and Emmy.

They proceeded to explain why Jim and Sue felt such a compelling need to get us quickly established at ‘The Beach’ to begin our induction training into the devious arts of the intelligence community. Apparently, the ‘bad actor’ they’d told us about had become even more active in both North Africa and Abu Dhabi. Discovering the identity of our arch-enemy had become an urgent priority. Apparently, signals intercepts required some sophisticated cybersecurity analysis. The more urgent the operation became, the further the creation of the network of cybersecurity individuals got pushed onto the back burner.

“They want us up and running as soon as possible,” explained Emmy.

She went on to give us an overview of what to expect when we arrived at The Beach.

“First, we will take you to your new home in Grove House and give you a couple of hours to settle in. We will all be living in separate apartments in a beautifully converted country house. It was a magnificent old place in its day, but death duties and inheritance taxes forced the family to sell. It was an ideal location for The Service as it sits about a mile away from the other old mansion that has been renovated to create The Beach.

“Once you’ve got the lie of the land at our living quarters, we will give you the full tour of the academy. Your formal training will start tomorrow and will consist of a well-curated combination of lectures, one-on-one tutorials, and practical role-play exercises. You will each participate in some sessions together, but one objective of your training will be to strengthen the different capabilities required of our female agents and our male operatives. David, you will also be required to undergo a psychological evaluation to ensure your suitability as the husband of a female agent.”

What the hell was she talking about? I had no chance to ask as she barrelled on.

“Many of the lectures you will attend along with the whole student body at The Academy. All other components of your training will be conducted solely within our team. Your first lecture tomorrow will be on tradecraft, and the speaker will be Charles McClelland, CEO of the global security consulting firm ISC. He often shows up as a guest lecturer at the academy. I think you'll both be impressed. His knowledge is unequaled.”

Just as Emmy was finishing up her explanation of what our induction would consist of, the limo turned sharply left and swung up an imposing, yew-tree-lined gravel drive. We crunched to a halt in front of a glorious old Georgian house, its simple symmetry embellished only by front steps with elegant columns.

“Welcome to Grove House,” smiled Xavier as he opened the door of the limo for me. “I hope you will be very happy here.” He was looking deep into my eyes as he continued: “I look forward to fulfilling your every need while we are working together.”

From the tone of his voice, I could tell he was implying something, but I had no idea what it was. Was he coming on to me? Surely not – he was at least ten years younger than me, and we had only just met. Despite my confusion, an unexpected tingle of anticipation ran up and down my spine.

That shiver of excitement was only magnified when he took my hand to lead me to the front doors of Grove House. Glancing sideways, I noticed Emmy had done the same to my eager-looking husband. He was grinning like the Cheshire Cat at holding hands with the stunning Eurasian beauty.

“Please be aware that as you walk through that front door, you will cease being David and Sarah Russell.” Xavier sounded deadly serious. “You will take on your new personas – Dylan Russo and Stella Ruskin. So, get used to being addressed as Stella and Dylan. It will be easier for you to acclimate to your new personas if you call each other by those names, even in private. We can't allow any slips when you get into the field. I don’t mean to sound overly dramatic, but lives could depend on it. Your old identities and your old relationship will cease to exist while you work on this project.”

We’d been warned about the importance of our cover story, but it felt creepy to have to assume those new personalities while we were still in training. Such scary changes were a lot to absorb.

Emmy and Xavier ushered us through the enormous double doors and into a grand, marble-floored entry hall. “The two doors leading off this entry hall lead to the East Wing and the West Wing of the house, where the first two apartments assigned to the team are located. Jim and Sue are here on this floor,” Emmy explained.

Mmm, that still did nothing to clarify whether they were really husband and wife. Did they live together in one of the apartments, or did they have one each because the whole marriage thing was just their cover story, their ‘legend’ as everyone wanted to call it?

Allowing me no time to ponder the situation, Emmy waved her arm expansively to show off the impeccable furnishings and artwork of the grand hall. At the far end, a massive staircase swept high towards what I assumed must be more apartments.

“Let’s explore upstairs.” Xavier assumed the tour guide role.

At the top of the staircase, he pointed to a door on the left. “That East Wing apartment will be your home for the foreseeable future and your only base in this country. I hope the suite of apartments will be to your liking. Over there,” he pointed to the West Wing, “is my new home.”

“And what about you, Emmy?” David, oops, sorry, I mean Dylan, enquired.

“Oh, I’m the lucky one. I get the whole third floor. It used to be the servant's quarters back in the day. The rooms are smaller, but the architects and interior designers have made it into the most beautiful apartment. You must come up for a glass of wine or dinner one evening.”

So, we were expected to socialize with the other team members as if we’d been friends for years. It was all such a lot to absorb. The idea of casually sitting and chatting over a glass of wine with the staggeringly handsome Xavier made my heart pump a little faster. What was becoming of me? I had never had any desire to even look at another man since we were married. Still, there was something magnetic about our charismatic mentor/teacher/assistant or whatever he was meant to be. I had to wonder if Emmy’s presence was having a similar effect on my husband.

“Now, come on in; let us show you your new home,” Emmy smiled as she flung open the door of our new apartment.

The place was simply stunning. A wide, marble-floored entry hall led straight into an expansive great room with tall Georgian windows that looked out over the parkland at the front of the house. I could see what Emmy meant when she said the interior designers and architects had done a brilliant job of the renovation. They had retained all the original features of the house – high ceilings with decorative plasterwork, coving, and cornices that added a true period quality to the space, and a massive stone fireplace that Xavier assured us would be welcome in the winter – while creating a contemporary sense of openness and light. The furnishings were classically elegant rather than the period antiques I’d expected. As they showed us around, it was impossible not to be impressed by the understated luxury of our new home. The enormous great room contained a living room, a dining room with seating for eight, a wet bar, and a genuinely mind-blowing kitchen equipped with every appliance known to mankind. Two large bedrooms, each with its own opulent bathroom and walk-in closets big enough to store the clothes of a large family, rounded out the tour. It was a little spooky to see all our clothes hanging there. Somehow, The Service had managed to spirit them out of our real home and into this temporary place in less time than it took the limo to get us there. The space was so exceptional that calling it an apartment seemed something of an understatement.

“You’re both remarkably quiet considering the gigantic changes in your lives that we are asking of you. Don’t either of you have any questions?” smiled Emmy.

No doubt she was expecting questions about the rigorous training we were about to undertake, but stupidly, standing there in our new home, everything I needed to know involved the logistics of daily life. And her prompting brought those questions pouring out of me:

Are we allowed to go into town to the supermarket? If not, how do we do our shopping?

Are grocery delivery services permitted here?

Do we cook all our meals, or can we go out to restaurants?

Do we do all our own housekeeping?

Emmy looked amused that with the burden of the entire undertaking we’d committed to, my first thoughts flew to our domestic arrangements. Apparently, I had no need to worry.

“Grove House has a full-time staff of housekeepers, chefs, and administrative assistants,” she informed us. “You will be completely free of all day-to-day chores, leaving you to concentrate on the enormous challenge our team has in front of us. Now, why don’t you spend a couple of hours getting comfortable in your new home? Then we will give you a brief tour of The Beach.”

It still wasn’t clear whether we would even be allowed outside the confines of Grove House, which was unsettling. Mind you, a team of people waiting to serve us in every way possible sounded like a dream.

Or did it make us seem like prisoners and they our guards?

#####

“Now you’ve seen your new home, let’s wander over to The Beach so we can give you a quick tour – just an overview.” Xavier smiled and reached out for my hand just as he’d done when we first arrived at Grove House. Emmy did the same for David – jeez, sorry, Dylan – and we strolled out the front doors onto the gravel driveway. The place made me feel like the lady of the manor in some BBC period drama. There turned out to be a path through the woods connecting Grove House with The Beach, and the bucolic surroundings belied the nature of the secret goings-on and the fact that I felt we were on some surreal double date. Emmy and David were laughing together, and Xavier’s grip on my hand felt a little more than friendly. His thumb was stroking lightly along the side of mine, eliciting a feeling I could only interpret as slightly erotic. The degree to which our lives had changed in such a short time seemed impossible. From a happily married, successful career woman, I was willingly metamorphosing into an international spy who just happened to be unselfconsciously strolling through the countryside hand in hand with the most handsome young black guy I’d ever laid eyes on.

As the path meandered out of the woods, we were confronted by a massive structure. If we’d thought Grove House was impressive, this building was quite stunning. Despite not being fortified, it looked more like a castle than a country house. Who would have built such a thing?

We were still standing there, awestruck by the magnificent edifice, when the front doors burst open, and an imposing figure emerged on the steps.

“Welcome, welcome, welcome.”

The man was larger than life. I guessed he was around sixty, and he gave the impression of having seen a lot in life. It was easy to imagine him in some clandestine setting in the underbelly of the espionage world. He stood about six feet three and was classically handsome yet slightly grizzled. His deep Welsh baritone was a weird combination of avuncular and formidable.

“You must be Stella and Dylan,” he rushed forward to grab our outstretched hands, addressing us by our cover names from the outset. “I’m Gus Singleton. Augustus Singleton, but everyone calls me Gus. I’m the Director of all you see before you at The Beach, and I report directly to C, the head of The Service. Run this place with an iron fist, don’t I, guys?” His comment was made to Xavier and Emmy, and it wasn't easy to judge whether their chuckles were a polite confirmation of his management style or an acknowledgment that he was joking. My first impression was of a man who was kind but firm – the ideal uncle who would help out in any situation.

“So, what do you think of our humble home?” he laughed, waving his arms expansively at all we could take in. “Before we took over the house, the property was simply called Chorley Hall. The same family owned it since the seventeenth century. To be frank, it was in the most dilapidated state.”

It was challenging to know what to say about the opulent grandeur of the place, but we needn't have worried – Gus Singleton was on a roll.

“Now, Stella, Dylan, I’m sure Sue and Jim MacLean have told you about the customized training program we have designed for you. A great deal of care has been given to the creation of your new team. A level of care that reflects the importance of the project. It is viewed as the highest priority by the leadership of The Service and a very few other need-to-know individuals within the government.

“I have personally designed your lecture schedule. We have only the most respected lecturers for each area of specialization. I think you will be impressed. You will start tomorrow with Charles McClelland, one of the most influential men in the global intelligence community.

“Each trainee here is scheduled to attend the lectures deemed most appropriate to the area of specialization for which they have been singled out, and the lecture topics deemed essential for your work are these.”

He scrabbled about in his inside jacket pocket and then handed us each a crumpled sheet of paper with our new fake names at the top. Mine read:

Stella Ruskin, CSPL – Lecture Series.

My curiosity got the better of me. “May I ask what CSPL stands for?”

“Certainly, Stella. Your title will be Cybersecurity Project Lead,” he clarified. It sounded strangely significant when I considered myself ill-equipped to lead anything in such a strange new environment. I felt like the proverbial fish out of water floundering and gasping for air. I looked over the list of lecture topics I was destined to sit through.

Tradecraft

Sexpionage

Covert Internet Investigation

Cyber Security

Hostage Diplomacy

Gadgets and Gizmos

Intelligence Agencies of the World

International Arms Markets

Recruitment and Agent Handling

Operating in Crisis Environments

Organized Crime and Rogue States

“Dylan, you will be co-CSPL with Stella. After your training period, you will jointly lead all field operations to which your team is assigned.

“Okay, well. Nice to meet you both.” He beamed, indicating quite clearly that our meeting was over. “Our paths will cross frequently because I will deliver some of your lectures myself, but for now, unless you have any questions for me, I will hand you back into the care of Xavier and Emmy, who I know will be exceptional assets on your team. Remember that at the completion of your training, their role will change from mentors to assistants when they will be required to follow all your instructions. However, during the training period, you will be expected to follow all their instructions. All of them. His avuncular tone suddenly changed. He was all business and was making it crystal clear that he had little patience for anything other than our acquiescence and an expectation of exceptionalism.

“Once the MacLeans feel you are qualified, you will be the team leads, and Emmy and Xavier will transition into your assistants, helping you achieve success in the field. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” we both stammered. Only a few minutes earlier, he’d instructed us to call him Gus, but his sudden transformation and new militaristic bearing made ‘Sir’ the only appropriate response. It was impossible not to feel paranoid – for every action designed to make us feel more comfortable, there was another that freaked me out. The incredibly pleasant MacLeans, who then issued dire warnings about the moral compromises we could face; the seemingly friendly Xavier, who could easily be manipulating my feelings; the kindly Gus, who switched so dramatically into a harsh taskmaster. I felt a panic attack coming on.

#####

That first evening, Xavier suggested we all get together, have one of the chefs make a selection of pizzas, and accompany the food with a couple of bottles of good Italian red. He implied that, as our apartment was the largest, we should volunteer to host. Who were we to refuse?

“We are all going to be working so closely together for an extended period,” he said faux-seriously before breaking out a wide grin. “We need to get this relationship off to a good start. A few glasses of wine, and we can share all our darkest secrets.” Emmy slapped his shoulder playfully and chuckled. “Maybe it's only you who has dark secrets,” she teased him as he picked up the internal phone and ordered our meal. He insisted that the wine be brought up first so we didn’t have to wait to ‘get the party started.’

Barely five minutes passed before there was a knock at our door. An attractive young woman in a simple uniform of a black skirt and white blouse stood there holding two bottles of red wine. “Hi, Xavier,” she said shyly. It was patently obvious she thought he was hot – a fact he seemed quite aware of. “Hello, Jane,” he responded with a warm smile. “Let me introduce Stella and Dylan, our new arrivals – you will be working with them a lot for the foreseeable future.” The girl stepped forward and shook our hands rather formally. “And thanks for bringing up the wine,” he continued. “If the chef has any suggestions for tasty things to accompany our pizzas, tell him to feel free to add them to our order.” With that, he turned from the door, clearly dismissing her and leaving the besotted young woman to step quietly back into the corridor.

Xavier strode into our kitchen and intuitively knew where to find the corkscrew to open the wine. After pouring four generous glasses and handing them to us, he once again took my hand. His powerful grip sent shivers up and down my spine.

“Come on, Stella,” he laughed. “Come and sit with me and tell me all about yourself.” It seemed impossible to think he didn’t already know everything there was to know. The MI6 vetting process must undoubtedly have resulted in a thick dossier that he probably learned from cover to cover.

In our living room, a pair of large, deep, comfy sofas faced each other across a gigantic square glass coffee table. Xavier patted the cushion next to him and made it clear he wanted me to sit beside him. By default, Dylan gravitated to sit with Emmy on the other sofa.

With Xavier’s muscular arm resting along the back of the sofa behind me, I could almost feel the heat of his body through the thin cotton blouse I was wearing. It was unnerving yet strangely exciting. I’d been wondering if there was a ‘thing’ between him and Emmy, but that evening, he was aiming all his charm squarely in my direction. Despite his suggestion that I tell him everything about myself, it was the incorrigible Xavier who did almost all the talking.

The arm that had been balanced along the top edge of the sofa slowly began to drift downwards until it was unabashedly around my shoulders as he told his stories. There was an implied intimacy in the gesture that brought butterflies to my stomach, especially when his hand started to stroke my upper arm. What, in heaven's name, must my husband be thinking? I glanced over at him, but his face registered no concern. Dylan – there I did it; I called him by his Grove House name – looked fascinated by Xavier's stories. But were those exciting tales of past operations even true, or were they just another part of the subterfuge, like the fake names? What was actually real in the shadowy half-world we’d stumbled into?

The food arrived, and once again, poor Jane looked doe-eyed at Xavier as she piled a veritable mountain of food on the kitchen counter. The whole setup was like a perfect combination of private chef and hotel room service. Apparently, we could order anything that took our fancy, from a plain ham sandwich to lobster thermidor. 

If the goal of the evening was to make us feel more comfortable in our strange new world, it was a great success. The four of us seemed to be getting on like a house on fire. We laughed together at Xavier's wild stories of escapades around the world, we chatted about our lives and families, and as the evening progressed, it felt like we’d known our two mentors forever. It made the thought of the long commitment we’d made a little easier to bear.

Once the food was done and we’d cleared everything away, Xavier handed me my third glass of wine and pulled me back down onto the sofa. This time, there was no half-hearted pretense. His body was pressed against mine, and I could feel the heat of him. Glancing over at Dylan, I was shocked to see him smiling happily despite being confronted by the bizarre spectacle of seeing his wife of eight years snuggled up against the charismatic young Xavier.

The young man’s stories seemed to inevitably involve boasts of him seducing some stunning creature, whether a foreign agent or fellow intelligence colleague. His outrageous self-confidence was somehow both impressive and yet unsettling, even slightly annoying. When I made a mildly sarcastic comment about his evident prowess with the ladies, he turned and buried his head in my neck to laugh as if I’d said the wittiest thing he’d ever heard. My body went rigid as I realized he wasn’t simply laughing; he was kissing my neck. It felt like the most intimate thing any man had ever done to me, and it was exciting. What the hell was going on? Was this all a test? And, if so, was Dylan part of it? Had he been briefed to appear unmoved by seeing another man kissing his wife’s neck? Was he simply getting into the role in our cover stories – we were colleagues unburdened by any relationship? Was Xavier actually attracted to me, or was he making a determined effort to establish the fact that my marriage didn’t exist within the walls of Grove House? There were too many questions.

It was getting on for ten when Emmy broke the mesmerizing spell Xavier was casting on me.

“I think we should just briefly review the list of lectures that were chosen for you. Tomorrow, you will be plunged in head first.” She sounded serious. “Do you guys have any questions about the topics and why they were chosen?”

Dylan and I checked over the lists we’d been given.

	Tradecraft 
	Sexpionage 
	Covert Internet Investigation 
	Cyber Security 
	Hostage Diplomacy 
	Gadgets and Gizmos 
	Intelligence Agencies of the World 
	International Arms Markets 
	Recruitment and Agent Handling 
	Operating in Crisis Environments 
	Organized Crime and Rogue States 


My husband spoke first, uttering the first substantive words he’d spoken all evening.

“This Cybersecurity lecture. Do we really need to listen to some ‘experts’ explanation of a topic when we are supposed to be the country’s leading experts? That’s why you recruited us, after all."

“I’m not sure who the speaker will be,” Emmy explained. “But I assume the topic was chosen so you can hear a third-party perspective. The two of you have worked together since the inception of the entire field, so I assume the powers that be have chosen a lecturer with different ideas.”

“Mmm, sure, fair enough,” Dylan agreed, although he didn’t look entirely convinced. He probably realized we didn’t have a choice.

“Actually, I have a question, too,” I interjected. “Can you explain this strange portmanteau topic – Sexpionage? What the heck is that?”

Emmy pondered my question for a brief moment before responding: “Why don’t we just wait for the lecture so you don’t go into it with preconceived biases? Now, before we leave you for the evening, I have been asked to reiterate the warning given to you by Jim and Sue. In your roles, you may be required to make sacrifices for the cause, and you will inevitably face challenges to your personal beliefs and perhaps even your morals. Everything is more oblique in this world. Always remember that Xavier and I are here to help.”

And, with that ominous warning, she got up to leave. Xavier seemed less eager to disentangle himself from his comfortable position snuggled against my side, but a glare from his colleague brought him to his feet. Gripping my hand, he pulled me up and took me in his arms in a warm hug. His hard, muscular body pressed against mine, and my knees went weak. Oh, my God, could I feel his stiff shaft pressing into my abdomen? Emmy wasn't attempting to get as close to my husband as my stunning mentor was to me. Why not? Was this a part of the overall plan, or was there simply a different personal dynamic at play?

It was Emmy who once again tore the young man away from me.

“Good night, Stella, goodnight, Dylan,” she said purposefully. We will see you in the morning. Come on, Xavier.”

#####

Once Xavier and Emmy had left us alone, we each grabbed a final glass of wine and collapsed onto the sofa, where all evening, Xavier had been behaving more like my husband than my actual husband had.

“Jeez, what an evening,” I stammered. “What was all that about? Isn't it weird how they walk hand in hand with us as if we were on a double date?”

“Mmm,” Dylan/David sounded thoughtful. “I assume it’s intended to plunge us straight into our cover story of being single. Mind you, I get the feeling Xavier’s hand-holding with you is more intimate than Emmy’s with me. I’m not sure if there’s some underlying plot behind that or if he is simply more attracted to you than Emmy is to me.”

“Oh, my love, I’m so sorry.” I felt I should comfort him, but that didn’t seem to be what he needed.

He laughed at my efforts to console him. “Don’t worry about me, my darling. I’m just fine. I admit she’s a stunner, but I don’t need Emmy's attention when I have the most wonderful wife in the world. I’m perfectly happy to play along with the Dylan/Stella myth because deep down, I know I’m happily married.”

Why, oh, why did he have to say that? I was already feeling a little guilty about how I’d enjoyed Xavier’s flirting, so it didn’t help to be reminded that outside of the Dylan and Stella charade, we were still the happily married David and Sarah.

“You can't have thought I was that wonderful when a handsome young black guy was snuggling up to me on the sofa.”

“Strangely, it was actually quite exciting. I've heard of guys who love to watch their wives flirt with other men, so maybe there’s an element of that in me, and that’s why I didn’t get too jealous. If that turns out to be my little quirk, I assume I’d just never realized it already because you’ve never flirted with anyone before. I know it's weird, but I actually enjoyed watching you. It was so uncharacteristic of you, but it was really sexy. You were really sexy.”

I was still struggling to understand what was going on. I was suddenly reminded of Harriet’s story of how her boyfriend was excited by watching her suck off an entire rowing crew. So, apparently, some men really did feel that way. Intuitively, I had assumed any man seeing behavior like mine would be incensed with jealousy – but apparently not. Not for the first time, I was reminded of Harriet’s pleas for me to drop my inhibitions. Why did my old college friend forever keep peeping out of my subconscious? Maybe in my new role as a spy, I should use a new mantra to guide my actions – WWHD, What Would Harriet Do?

I thought for a brief moment, “Look, honey, even if this is all simply part of our indoctrination, some plan to test us; won't it be painful for you to see me develop a relationship with Xavier if you don’t have a similar relationship with Emmy?”

“I don’t know how many times I need to tell you, my darling. I have a wonderful wife, Sarah, and I don’t need a relationship with Emmy. If Stella, this agent I've been partnered with, develops a relationship with our fellow team member Xavier, I weirdly find it quite exciting.” My husband sounded sincere, but the logic of the situation prevented me from truly believing him. How could any man really think like that?

“Oh, David,” I stammered, sounding incredulous. “These alter-egos are so confusing. They’re not for the faint of heart, are they?”

“Look at it this way, honey,” he tried to reassure me. “Those fake names alone provide some degree of cover for whatever transpires in the surreal life we've chosen for the next three years of our lives. I think we should try to really embrace our alter-egos and call each other nothing but Stella and Dylan, just like they instructed. It’s a bit like the slogan ‘What Happens in Vegas Stays in Vegas,’ but in our case, it’s ‘What Happens to Stella and Dylan Stays With Stella and Dylan.’”

“I’m so sorry, David,” – there was no way I could call my husband Dylan under such stressful circumstances and with what I was about to confess – “but the more intimate Xavier gets, the sexier I find him. Is that his plan? I have no idea whether he really likes me as much as it seems or if it’s all part of a devious plot that we've become an unwitting part of. I don’t know what’s real and what’s fake anymore. Are they just testing us now, in relative safety, before sending us out into the real world to face even more dangerous temptations? Whatever their motives, I still feel dreadful entertaining such thoughts about another man when I already have such an amazing husband.”

“Hah, Stella,” that amazing husband laughed. “Who are you trying to fool? We've been colleagues for several years now, traveling to every conflict area that’s deemed newsworthy, so I know for a fact that you're not married.”

He had assumed his Grove House cover story, and he was playing the part of Dylan Russo, photographer. How was I supposed to respond? My stomach somersaulted with nervousness as I contemplated what such a way of thinking could involve. What sort of Pandora’s Box were we opening, and What Would Harriet Do?


Chapter 5 - Tradecraft

Dylan

The following morning, Xavier appeared at our front door. “Hey, Dylan. Sleep well?” he asked. “I had an idea. How about we all cycle over to The Beach this morning? The weather is supposed to be good, so it might be nice. Mind you, if you prefer to have a driver take us, that’s fine with me.”

His tone implied that if I elected to be driven such a short distance, I would be admitting to being a pathetic wimp and hardly suited to the life of an intelligence operative. I suppose he had a point. Apparently, he’d already anticipated that my response would be a foregone conclusion because, within minutes of my agreement, four bikes were positioned by the front door by the ever-present yet rarely-seen staff.

And Xavier was right – the ride over to The Beach was really enjoyable. The slight cool of the morning gave little hint of how warm the day was predicted to be. He and Emmy rode in the lead – and for once, he didn’t try to monopolize my wife. Stella and I followed behind, chatting animatedly all the way, nervous and excited about what lay before us.

“God, Dylan,” she laughed, “I don’t know if I’m ever going to get used to these cover names. I know I've got to try, but at the moment, it all seems a bit theatrical, doesn’t it? Oh, look, Jim and Sue are there to meet us.”

We had ridden out of the woods, and there, in front of Chorley Hall, stood the MacLeans waving to us as if we were arriving at a family picnic rather than embarking on a top-secret espionage project.

“Leave your bikes there by the wall,” Jim suggested. “A staff member will deal with them.”

There were clearly staff members who handled every logistical detail of life at The Beach. Trainee agents were expected to be entirely focused on the task at hand.

“Come on in, and let us introduce you to today's speaker, Charles McClelland,” Sue suggested. “Charles is the CEO of the global security consulting firm ISC, and you'll probably see a lot of him during your stay at Grove House. He’s an invaluable part of our faculty.”

She led the way toward the back of the grand entry hall, where more double doors bore the sign ‘Lecture Hall 1.’

The massive lecture hall was as impressive as anything we’d encountered at Cambridge, with wood-paneled walls that stretched up to an ornately frescoed ceiling and a central chandelier that wouldn’t look out of place at the Paris Opera. Tiered seating faced the stage, where a podium was equipped with every piece of state-of-the-art presentation technology ever invented.

“Charles’ company is the largest private security organization outside of Russia,” explained Jim. You’ve probably heard of the former Russian company, Wagner; well, ISC is the British equivalent.”

“But, didn’t Wagner have an enormous private army?” my forthright wife questioned undiplomatically.

“Ah, Stella, that’s very astute. So does ISC – unofficially.” Jim responded.

I could see the shock on Stella’s face.

“Do you mean mercenary forces?”

“There are certain operations where the British military simply cannot be seen to be involved,” Sue interjected. And she left it at that. Stella and I glanced at each other in surprise.

Our awkwardness was allayed by the arrival of Gus Singleton, accompanying an imposing individual who looked every bit the part of the CEO of a private security company. Gus was tall, but Charles McClelland towered over him. A military-style haircut and a broad barrel chest made him look formidable. His bespoke charcoal grey suit was stretched taut over a set of biceps that would intimidate a heavyweight champion. However, as soon as he approached us, he stuck out his hand, and with a broad smile, he introduced himself.

“You guys must be Stella and Dylan,” he said in the friendliest tone. “I’m Charlie McClelland; it’s so good to meet you. I've heard all about your exciting new project, and if there is anything I can do to help, you must contact me at any time.”

It seemed strange that the head of a private company would know all about a top-secret government initiative. How did an outside private corporation have so much involvement in a national intelligence organization? It seemed too early to ask.

Just a heads up, guys,” continued the surprisingly affable Charlie, “today is something of an overview. I will be covering a mass of different topics but you are not expected to commit it all to memory. All the subjects will be treated in much greater depth as your time here progresses. So, consider today as a first look at the menu – tasting the food comes later,” he laughed.

“Let’s move through to the lecture hall,” suggested Gus. “During the lectures, you will have no interaction with the other trainees in the hall. I've arranged a dedicated space for the four of you at the back of the room. Why?” His sudden, challenging question was fired directly at us.

“Erm,” Stella mumbled nervously while I stood there in a moronic silence.

“Okay, I suppose it is your first day,” he laughed. “A good agent will always position herself at the back of any room where the entire space is on view. No surprises sneaking up from behind. Get it? This will be your team’s spot for your whole time here at Chorley Hall. Now, I don’t want to sound overly controlling, but it has been deemed best for you not to interact with the regular student body while you're here. The nature of the project you will be working on depends on complete secrecy, and such contact could jeopardize the clandestine nature of what we are trying to achieve. So, please do your best to avoid eye contact with the other trainees attending these lectures.”

I could see the concern on Stella’s face, and it was easy to understand why. Whenever we started to get comfortable with our bizarre new circumstances, some casual instruction made us feel that not only were we prisoners at The Beach, but we were pretty much in solitary confinement. Clearly, our new world would involve regular interaction with only four other people: Jim and Sue, our controllers, and our two mentors, Emmy and Xavier. The looming feeling of claustrophobia was overwhelming.

Despite the discomfiting start to the day, Charles McClelland turned his ‘overview’ into one of the most fascinating lectures either of us had ever attended. When Stella and I chatted together later, our excitement was palpable – all feelings of enforced solitude forgotten after the onslaught of exciting new concepts explained by ‘Charlie’ as he’d insisted we call him. Two incredibly powerful men, Gus Singleton and Charles McClelland, wanted us to be on first-name terms. But how would their friendliness turn if they felt our commitment wasn't up to scratch? The thought was unnerving.

Charles McClelland’s ‘Tradecraft’ overview covered an array of topics that he wove together with oratorial skill into a cohesive thread that kept his entire audience on the edge of their seats. We heard about the techniques, methods, and technologies used in modern espionage. He talked about things we’d heard of in spy movies, like dead drops, covert operations, and eavesdropping. He introduced terminology we’d never heard of, like honey traps, steganography, and numbers stations. He openly discussed the differences, merits, and shortcomings of various intelligence services around the globe. Thank God he’d warned us that we weren’t expected to memorize everything on that first day. Even a great note-taker like Stella would have been hard-pressed to absorb it all.

Charlie’s lecture wrapped up with a Q & A session, and then we were dismissed at four that afternoon. There had been so much new and fascinating information that we felt like we’d been hit by a truck.

Xavier and Emmy were chuckling as we walked out of Chorley Hall.

“Overwhelming, isn’t it?’ Emmy laughed. “I will never forget my first day here. I thought my recruiters must have been mad. Surely, they should have recognized I wasn’t up to the task. But five years later, here I am, and I've already reached senior agent status. You will both be fine, I promise you. Did you want to ride our bikes back or walk?” she asked.

It was Stella who spoke first.

“Walk, please,” she said adamantly. “I need something to slow down the pace of my thoughts. My brain is spinning.”

I should have expected it, but still, it came as a surprise when Xavier took my wife’s hand. Two questions fought for supremacy in my thoughts: Was he simply determined to instill our cover story into our minds? Or was there an ulterior motive? Was he attempting to seduce my wife? And, if so, WHY? And immediately, a further, more troubling question swirled out of the darker depths: Why was my cock hardening at the thought of the ulterior motive option?

“Come on, gorgeous,” he chuckled. “Walk with me, and we’ll talk about anything other than espionage. How’s that?”

Emmy took my hand, making me think the cover story indoctrination must be behind their odd behavior. Since no spark of emotion passed between the two of us, Xavier's behavior with my wife was possibly also entirely innocent. As stunning as Emmy was, she aroused no feelings of desire in me, and I could guarantee that she felt the same about me. We exuded indifference. My love was entirely for Sarah, or whatever she was called now. But indifference was not the vibe my wife and Xavier gave off as we walked behind them, chatting about the day’s mind-boggling lecture. Laughing and flirting together, they looked like the epitome of a couple out on a first date — a couple with a distinct physical attraction.

#####

As we approached Grove House, Xavier and Stella stopped.

“I was just telling Stella that tomorrow's lecture will focus on sexpionage, and she’s concerned about going into the session entirely unprepared. So, would you guys like to join Emmy and me in my apartment for dinner so we can give you some idea of what you are in for? How about if I order some spicy Thai food from the chef and then pretend I made it? You will be expected to believe my lies and compliment me heartily,” he laughed. “How would that be?”

In reality, we probably had no choice in the matter, but the idea of a great Thai meal in the company of our two personable mentors sounded genuinely appealing.

Leaving Emmy and Xavier in the hallway, we closed the door to our apartment with a palpable sigh of relief. It had been an overwhelming day.

“Young Xavier has certainly taken a shine to you, my darling,” I chuckled, raising my eyebrows in mock horror.

“Oh, David, I’m so sorry. I know I should stop him, but his brash confidence and his closeness are bringing out some weird new feelings for me. It’s exciting and different. He’s making me feel desired and desirable, sexy and confident. I can almost sense how free our friend Harriet must have felt. But, if I knew it was hurting you, I would stop him in a second.”

Oh, Sarah, you don’t need to apologize. You say his flirting excites you. Well, watching you excites me, too. It sounds like a win-win to me.”

#####

Stella

Two hours later the short walk across the hallway to Xavier's flat was thankfully uneventful – no traffic jams to contend with, no accidents or road works to navigate around. Even if we felt claustrophobic in the protective arms of The Service, it was still nice to go to a friend’s for dinner without the hassle of traffic, parking, and crowds.

Our young mentor flung open his door and immediately took me into his arms in a hug that could never be classed as professional. My mind flew back to my husband’s earlier comment. He found it exciting to watch me with Xavier. Again, Xavier’s ignoring of societal norms raised a growing concern in me that he had some hidden agenda, though, even if he did, I couldn’t tell if it was all part of this bizarre new cover story or purely personal on his part. But even if he did have his own agenda, it didn’t make me feel any less wonderful. His strong embrace was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. With David, sorry, sorry, Dylan, I’d always thought he was purposely gentle so as not to overwhelm me physically. It made me feel fragile. With Xavier, however, there was no holding back, and it made me feel so feminine, alluring, and alive.

Breaking from the hug, Xavier took my hand and led me into his apartment, where Emmy was already comfortably ensconced. It had a similar layout to ours, but the furnishings were much more contemporary and decidedly more masculine.

Four glasses of wine sat ready on his coffee table. The Thai food arrived minutes later, and we tucked in as if we hadn't eaten for a week. It took the four of us an embarrassingly short time to polish off the lot.

“Now, come, sit by me, gorgeous.” Xavier slumped onto an enormous leather couch and patted the cushion beside him. Flinging his arm proprietorially around my shoulders, he reclaimed his favorite position.

I glanced over at my husband, unable to understand how he seemed okay with this handsome young black guy flirting so outrageously with me. He appeared unfazed, but what was going on in his mind? He had professed an excitement at seeing me so liberated, but it was still hard for me to comprehend. I was thoroughly confused. How could Xavier be so openly intimate in front of Dylan? Was he doing it to assert some Alpha male dominance over my beloved husband? Admittedly, if his objective was to humiliate the love of my life, it didn’t appear to be working. I seemed to be the only person in the room showing any qualms about the interactions between the four of us.

Luckily, Emmy recognized my confusion and broke the uncomfortable silence.

“So, let me explain the concept of sexpionage in preparation for tomorrow's lecture,” she started. “The speaker will be Dr Laszlo Kopic, who used to head up the intelligence service for one of the former Soviet Eastern European countries. He’s very well respected but rather earnest and very intense — overall, a bit of a dry old stick. You will probably get him as a speaker again on other topics during your time here.

“So, sexpionage. The concept is fairly easy to grasp. It’s a simple recognition that catering to basic human needs can provide an advantage to an agent's efforts. It’s the use of sex, intimacy, or seduction to achieve an operational objective. You’d be amazed how sex, or sometimes even just the possibility of sex, can function in so many different ways to advance the cause of an operation. For example, it can function as part of your cover story, as a means of entrapment, as an enticement, a way to build trust, or simply as a distraction to hide the true purpose of an interaction. All countries use it, but the Russians used to be acknowledged as masters of the art. Here in the British services, we were slower to see the advantages, but if I say so myself, we’re pretty damn good at it now, huh, Xavier?”

Emmy’s enigmatic smile made it quite clear she and Xavier had first-hand experience of sexpionage. It was not merely an academic concept to be covered in the following day’s lecture. Despite her implied experience with the tactic, she disappointingly had no intention of giving much away. I was itching to ask.

Ignoring her reticence, Xavier jumped in: “Did you see an unattractive face among the incoming batch of trainees in the lecture hall today?” He paused for a few seconds to allow us time to consider his rhetorical question. “Well, now you know why. There is always the possibility that those looks will need to be used for the good of The Service. Get it?”

I was horrified. To me, it sounded like glorified prostitution, even if it was in the national interest. Emmy and Xavier clearly saw it as a natural extension of the justifiable expectations of their role. There was no way I could express my true feelings without seriously offending them.

“But how do agents feel about it?” I stammered, revealing my shock at the whole idea. It was Emmy who responded to my somewhat naive question.

“Well, imagine a comfort/discomfort spectrum. On one end, some agents see it as the ultimate sacrifice but acknowledge it as part of the job, while on the other, people are entirely more relaxed about the concept. I think the majority falls somewhere between the two extremes. The whole reason the sexpionage lecture is held early in the trainee's introduction to our world is in recognition of the need to weed out any individuals who find the concept morally unacceptable. For my part, I genuinely believe there is far more that will challenge an agent's moral compass than the thought of having sex with someone without emotional attachment if it would benefit your country.

“You guys might feel that, by the nature of your specialist role, such tactics may not be relevant to the task at hand, either here or in the field. But in this role, you need to be acutely aware of when you may be on the receiving end of sexpionage tactics. Conversely, you could find yourselves unexpectedly in a position to exploit an opportunity for yourselves. It occurs more often than you might think.”

Her openness and honesty were refreshing, but it emboldened me to ask the question that sat there like the elephant in the room.

“Do you mind my asking if you guys have ever needed to employ sexpionage tactics in any of your operations?”

I was expecting them to evade my directness, but I should have known better.

“Of course we have,” Xavier started. “Do you want to hear about it? It might be useful if we share some specific examples from our own experiences.”

I nodded tentatively. Part of me was horrified at what he might say, but a more prurient part lurked in my subconscious, probably being egged on by memories of Harriet and my inherent regret at missed opportunities. I was eager to hear every last detail. I set my nervousness aside by convincing myself this was all a part of our indoctrination into The Service, so I was probably destined to hear it whether I wanted to or not.

With my agreement, he launched into his tale.

“Yelena was the principal dancer for a world-renowned Eastern European ballet company that shall remain nameless," he started. Interestingly, both Dylan and I had inched forward to the edge of our seats at the promise of a good tale.

“The ballet company traveled the world, and as a prima ballerina, she moved in the highest international diplomatic circles. She was also close to the vice premier of her country. All in all, she was one of the most well-connected individuals in the elite levels of society.

“Well, through a trusted informant, we heard rumors that her family, made up of intellectuals and academics, was traditionally opposed to the regime. At the highest levels of The Service, she was seen as a prime target for recruitment. Keeping tabs on the ballet company’s performance schedule, we identified Vienna as the ideal place to insert our agent. And that agent was me.”

It appeared he’d finished with his story.

“And you used sexpionage tactics to lure her into your clutches?” I asked. I had no intention of letting him off that lightly.

“I did. That was my instruction. I ‘accidentally’ bumped into her at a cocktail reception at the British Ambassador's residence. I mean that literally rather than figuratively. Champagne spilled all down her dress. It had been arranged that a female cultural attaché would whisk Yelena out of the room to help her clean up. I followed, ostensibly to apologize for my clumsiness. But my real goal was to pour on my natural charm.” He chuckled in mid-sentence as Emmy let out a derisive laugh at his typical arrogance.

“As I was saying, I poured on my natural charm, and by the time she was dry and respectable, she had agreed to a date. To be honest, I immediately thought there was a racial element to her agreeing quite so quickly to whatever I proposed. In Eastern Europe, as a member of the elite, she would never have come into contact with a black guy. I could almost see her mind ticking over at the thought of whether all those stories of well-endowed black guys might be true and what it might be like to feel an enormous black cock stretching her pussy to its limits.”

WHAT? – What. The. Fuck. – What had he just said? For once, Dylan looked as stunned as I was. His eyes were wide and darting around nervously. Emmy looked unmoved. Had Xavier’s filthy talk been designed to test us? Was this a mere preamble to tomorrow's lecture that would ‘weed out the trainees with moral scruples?’

The only option to escape my overpowering embarrassment seemed to be to faint. Before I tried it, though, one last awful thought squirmed into my innocent mind. What did he mean by the term ‘enormous black cock’? Was it an idle boast, an off-color joke about Yelena’s imagination, or was he really endowed so stunningly? My stomach churned in nervous excitement, and a warm, moist tingling settled into my panties.

It was by far the filthiest, most unsettling, yet sexiest thing I’d ever heard, but if we thought he’d reached the pinnacle of filth, we were in for a surprise. Ignoring our obvious shock, he continued:

“It turned out I was right. Yelena was obsessed with the color of my skin. She was very verbal sexually, you know, and she would endlessly refer to it: ‘Oh, God, Xavier, fill me up with your huge black cock;’ ‘Oh, my lover, let me suck that beautiful black shaft until you shoot in my mouth;’ you know, that kind of stuff.”

On the face of it, he sounded pretty casual, chatty even, as he unleashed those obscenities on us, and somehow, his casual, matter-of-fact attitude made the story sound even sexier. But I could see him watching our reactions like a hawk. I suspected Emmy was doing the same. It had to be another test. But a test of what, exactly?

Xavier was being so nonchalant about it all, and Emmy just smiled and nodded in agreement. I could see that Dylan was as gobsmacked as I was. From the way he was wriggling in his seat, he was also trying to hide an untimely erection. Hmm, so he was both gobsmacked and aroused. And then I realized how wet my panties had become. I was equally gobsmacked and equally aroused. But why either of us felt the way we did was something of a mystery.

“I won’t go into all the sexual details, but suffice it to say that prim-looking ballerina was insatiable. Inevitably, she fell in love with me.”

What an arrogant, cocky young ass. Who did he think he was? He obviously thought he was God’s gift to women.

“So, how did that work out for you?” I asked as sarcastically as I could muster under the circumstances.

“Perfectly, thanks for asking,” he laughed. “Several months of mind-blowing sex and Yelena’s recruitment as an invaluable intelligence source went exactly as planned. The miracle of sexpionage as practiced by a master.”

His wicked grin made my heart melt. He’d actually managed to make something that could have sounded arrogant as truly self-deprecating. He was laughing at himself.

“Isn't that an egotistical, self-centered way of thinking?” I asked jokingly, attempting to sound belittling. But nothing could burst the bubble of amused conceit that surrounded him.

“Oh no, gorgeous, not when it works. I know I’m good, at least at that aspect of the job, so why pretend otherwise?”

Apparently, Dylan could see my temper building despite Xavier's broad grin. He leaped in:

“And how did you extricate yourself from the relationship?” my husband sounded fascinated.

“Good question, man. A sudden overseas posting for the sales job that had been my cover. I handed her over to another agent since she was well and truly in our camp philosophically, and she continues to be in our service to this day.”

“Wow, that’s quite a story.” Dylan was clearly impressed with our first exposure to sexpionage. Moral scruples be damned.

I should probably have guessed that Xavier would fall into the camp of being completely relaxed about the concept of employing sex as an espionage tool. His moral compass was clearly constantly spinning wildly without much regard for any true north. The chance to have sex with multiple women while insisting it’s just part of the job sounded right up the arrogant young man’s alley. But what about the enigmatic Emmy? She was so much quieter and nothing like as gregarious as Xavier. I couldn’t imagine her being comfortable using her body for even the noblest ends. I had to ask.

As it turned out, her story was no less hair-raising.

“One of my targets was a General who headed up the army in a central African country. We received intelligence through a local source that he was planning a coup. Our government urgently needed to find out whether his new military junta would still be receptive to solid relations with the West or if he intended to pivot towards Russia. My cover story saw me posing as a journalist and attempting to get close to him under the guise of an interview for an internationally famous magazine. That stoked his ego, and he agreed to the interview with barely a glimpse at the false credentials I was carrying. During the interview, I used all the flirting techniques I’d been taught, and they worked like a dream – he was hooked.”

“So, was flirting enough to get him to tell you what you needed to know?” I asked hopefully.

Emmy’s kind smile showed she understood the discomfort I was feeling. But that didn’t stop her.

“Hell, no. I had to engage in some of the wildest sex I’d ever had to get him to believe I wanted nothing from him but his body and his mind.”

“Once he was utterly enamored, he would share all his thoughts and dreams when we were relaxing in bed together. Nothing was off the table. It was a great success. When I found out his intentions were not in our best interests as a nation, the head of The Service called me personally to thank me.”

It was all too much for me to grasp. “But what did you have to do, exactly?” I asked.

“Oh, you know that old expression: what do you do if you go to bed with a gorilla? Anything it wants!’

“I had to do absolutely anything he wanted,” she responded with brutal frankness. “I even had to accept doing stuff I’d never done before, but that’s all part of the job. I’d never tried anal sex before ‘The General’ and I’d never been spanked. Luckily, although he was rough and even a little cruel, the man was a brilliant and intuitive lover, which made it easier to accept. The objective was to make him fall in love with me and tell all his innermost thoughts, so I had to be compliant and fulfill all his wishes.”

I’d expected Emmy to be on the opposite end of the comfort/discomfort spectrum to Xavier, but from the casual way she told her story, it seemed she was far more relaxed about the practice than I’d imagined. I tried to visualize how I would react to being asked to try new ‘stuff,’ and, much to my amazement, it brought yet another feeling of wet warmth between my legs. Harriet would be proud of me. But how did I feel? It was almost as if someone had slipped me a drug that banished all my inhibitions.

I could see that my husband had also been aroused again by Emmy’s confessions, so I gave him credit when he focused on the business at hand and asked the most obvious question:

“And what happened to him, your General?”

Her smile was almost rueful. “Sadly, he passed away soon after.”

The whole room went quiet.

“Was that as a direct result of your operation?” Dylan was so fascinated that he didn’t consider the appropriateness of his question.

“Undoubtedly. Yes.”

“And were you required to play any part in his death?” he pressed.

“Oh, no. We don’t do black ops or wet ops, as the Americans call them. That kind of operation is sub-contracted out, so The Service has complete deniability.”

“And who would get to carry out those black ops?” Dylan was relentless in his questioning.

“If we told you that there would be no going back.” Xavier interrupted. “Right now, there is still a chance that you will back out or that we will determine that one or other of you is unsuitable for the roles The Service has in mind for you. Information about black ops capabilities is need-to-know and restricted to the most senior levels of The Service, plus any agents directly involved in the termination. If we told you more, your chance to back out would be forfeited.”

So that’s what Emmy meant when she told us there is far more to challenge an agent's moral compass than the thought of having sex with someone without emotional attachment. There was also the possibility that our activities could impact the life or death of a mark. Our operation could get someone killed. And, unspoken was the possibility that the ‘someone’ could be one of us.

I had been naïve enough to imagine we were being recruited as passive leaders to head up this team out of The Service’s headquarters. How wrong had I been?

My poor, shell-shocked husband looked like he’d been through the wringer, and I felt the same. It was Emmy who took pity on us.

“I think we should call it a day now, guys. This has probably been a lot for you to take in, and tomorrow's schedule will be equally intense, so I’d suggest you try to get a good night’s sleep.”

Dylan looked as relieved as me at even the briefest reprieve from this full-on exposure to such a nerve-wracking new world.

Xavier’s hug felt a little less warm than usual as he said goodnight at the door. Maybe he thought we might flunk the next day’s test. Was he having doubts about our suitability for the task at hand? If he wasn’t, I certainly was!

#####

“My God, darling.” I exploded as soon as our front door was firmly closed behind us. “Were they trying to shock us? If so, they certainly succeeded. Or were they simply trying to warn us of what could be involved in this commitment we've made?”

My darling David (I refused to call him Dylan within the confines of our own home and under such stressful circumstances) took my hand and led me through to our bedroom.

“I don’t know Stella. But I definitely sensed tonight was a test. If my intuition is correct, I think they have concluded that we aren't suited to the world of intelligence operatives. Maybe they believe we are too uptight, too naïve. Who knows. I do think we need to ask ourselves the same question, though. Do we really think this world is for us? Would we be capable of undertaking some of these operations, even if it is for the good of the country? Are we fit for purpose?”

He’d raised the most important question we were faced with in that surreal world. Would I be able to do even a tiny percentage of the things Emmy had been asked to do?

“Oh, David, I don’t think I can do this,” I whimpered.

“You know you're supposed to call me Dylan if we’re going to stick with this,” he smiled.

“But that’s exactly the point. Are we going to stick with it?”

“Let me ask you something, Stella. Did you find anything exciting in their stories? Weren’t you even a little turned on?”

It was so embarrassing to admit, even to my husband.

“Well, yes,” I responded quietly.

“So you know how they talked about a comfort/discomfort spectrum, where some agents see it as the ultimate sacrifice but acknowledge it as part of the job, while on the other hand, people are entirely more relaxed about the concept? Perhaps these initial tests they are putting us through are to judge where we are on that spectrum. I assume it’s only individuals who can't even make it onto the lowest rung of that ladder who get weeded out — trainees who find the whole thing morally unacceptable. So the question we have to ask ourselves is whether we find sexpionage tactics to be morally justifiable. What do you think, my darling?”

I thought long and hard before I could admit my inner feelings.

“I promise it's not that I find it morally unacceptable. I can see the need for it as a tool in an agent's arsenal. It’s more that I don’t think I’m cut out to be that kind of agent. I’m no seductress like Emmy. I’m just afraid that I wouldn’t know how to actually do it.”

My beloved husband let out a low chuckle.

“Stella, we don’t know how to do any of the stuff we are being trained to do. Sexpionage would be just another skill set we would have to learn from scratch – if we agree that we are prepared to.”

“Yeah, I suppose you're right,” I admitted. “But let’s say we were out in the field as a team, and I had to do something like Emmy did. You would be right there with me. How, in God's name, would it make you feel pretending we weren't married and watching me with another man? Maybe even someone gross like ‘The General.’”

His cheeky grin was enough to make it crystal clear what he would think of the idea. I still couldn’t understand how or why he felt like that, but that grin wasn’t fake.

“Did you get excited when Xavier was telling the stories of the ballerina and how she loved his ‘big black cock’ my darling?” Dylan teased me. “Maybe you even imagined it was you worshiping at the altar of Xavier’s massive erection, huh?” His tone was jokey, but I could see something else in his eyes.

My playful slap did nothing to stop his wild conjecture. My husband was on a roll. He grabbed my waist and looked me in the eye.

“Did you get wet when he described how his cock would stretch out her tight pussy? Did your pussy clench in excitement at the thought, Stella?”

I decided that, despite the life of an intelligence operative being one of deception and deceit, honesty was the best policy.

“It did,” I admitted.

My husband's face lit up like he’d just won the lottery.

“I can tell that you're already a little turned on by Xavier’s flirting with you,” he teased. “It’s all too clear that he’s going way beyond a normal mentor relationship. He’s pushing boundaries. But what’s not so clear is whether he’s testing you for the job ahead or just doing it for his own fun and satisfaction. Is he an exceptional teacher, or is he a predator, and you’re his prey?”

“Oh, David, I’m so confused about him. But either way, I can’t deny the powerful effect he has on me. I fear that our only chance of this whole adventure not jeopardizing our marriage is if we agree on total honesty at every step of the way. So, starting now, we need to decide what we feel about Xavier's behavior and how we want to react to it.”

“You are amazing, my darling,” he responded. You always know how to zero in on the most critical facet of an issue. All I know is that watching Xavier hit on you is incredibly hot.

Our ensuing sex was nothing short of miraculous. Dylan insisted that with every intimate act, I should close my eyes and imagine it was Xavier doing those things to me. The excitement of such an uncharacteristic notion was almost too much to bear as I played along with his obscene request. As my husband probed deep inside my pussy with his tongue, I groaned:

“Oh yes, Xavier.”

As he wiped the precum from his cock across my lips, I smiled for him before saying naughtily:

“Mmmm, I love the taste of your enormous black cock, Xavier.”

As my beloved husband’s rampant shaft slid into my wet pussy I summoned the courage to get really filthy:

“God, Xavier, your massive black cock is stretching my tight married pussy wider than it's ever been stretched before.”

That did it for both of us. And, as we experienced an earth-shattering simultaneous orgasm, I screamed out our hunky young mentor’s name, making my climax stronger than I’d ever known.

We collapsed into a hot, sweaty pile and burst out laughing.

“Wow,” Dylan exclaimed. “That was quite something, wasn’t it?”

“It was amazing, my darling,” I assured him. “Do you think this is how our life is going to be now?”

“We can but hope,” he laughed.


Chapter 6 - Sexpionage

Stella

The next day's guest speaker was Dr. Laszlo Kopic, the former head of Intelligence for the still unnamed Eastern European country. He was a dry, serious man who it was hard to imagine ever cracking a smile. His crumpled charcoal grey suit had seen better days, and his frayed shirt collar curled up like a railway station sandwich. He seemed the most unlikely candidate to explain the dark arts of seduction, if only because it was almost impossible to imagine him ever having personal experience of the subject matter.

Without much preamble or introduction, he launched into his topic.

“Several decades ago, Harvard Business School came up with a business methodology called ‘Define The Ideal.’ So, utilizing that methodology, I would like to start by defining what makes an ideal intelligence operative. It all begins with a level of intensity – from the Latin intensus, which means depth of feeling.

“In psychology circles, there is a term, ‘The Dark Triad,’ that identifies the three characteristics that make up the level of intensity required of the most effective agent. Those three characteristics are narcissism, psychopathy, and Machiavellianism, otherwise known as selfishness, ruthlessness, and cunning. It is a simple recognition that in our business, being a bit of a monster can help.” He actually attempted a thin-lipped imitation of a smile at his supposed witticism. For me, his description of those ‘ideal’ characteristics made me wonder again why, in heaven’s name, The Service had picked David and me for this job. We were polar opposites of what Dr. Kopic defined as ‘ideal.’

“The life of an agent in the field is a solitary one,’ he continued. “This is just as well because Dark Triad individuals are not typically team players. The ideal agent is summed up by William Makepeace Thackeray’s quote from Vanity Fair: ‘Never tell all you feel, or, a better way still, feel very little.’

His explanation of what it took to become a good agent was not very encouraging when, in my view, Dylan and I possessed none of the attributes he was describing. However, after that discouraging start, his lecture took a far more interesting turn.

He explained how Sexpionage had been around throughout history but came into its own as an organized government-controlled intelligence tactic during World War II. 

“Everyone has heard of the Dutch agent Mata Hari, who was renowned for using her exotic dancing skills and seductive powers to spy for both sides in the First World War. You will do well to remember her fate – she was executed by firing squad by the French, who used her as something of a scapegoat who they could blame for the strategic failures of their own wartime campaign.

“Other examples from the Second World War include many less overt examples. Few people have heard of Princess Stephanie Julianne von Hohenlohe, but for a time, she was arguably Hitler's most trusted female spy. All the following examples are also worthy of your further research.

“Anna Wolkoff, Gustave Beekman, and even the famous British author Roald Dahl were known to use sexpionage tactics in the pursuit of intelligence. Read about them.”

“After the war, it has to be acknowledged that the Russians achieved the mantle of Masters of Sexpionage. The rumor in our circles was that they had a school, State School 4, in Kazan, Tatarstan, where agents received specific training in the art of sexual seduction.

“We know for a fact that the Russians came up with much of the terminology that we all use today. Let’s look at two of those terms now.”

Up on the screen behind Dr. Kopic appeared two terms.

	Swallows & Ravens 
	Honeypots (Honeytraps) 


“In the former Soviet Union, female agents skilled in sexpionage tactics were called Swallows.” Muffled laughter erupted throughout the lecture hall. “No, no, no, it wasn’t for prurient reasons, although that was obviously a required skill.” His thin-lipped smile appeared again.

For some reason, Laszlo Kopic made my skin crawl. I wouldn’t trust him for one minute yet there he was advising the British government at the highest levels.

He continued: “And, although it is a less common practice, their male counterparts are Ravens. Those terms have become globally known as have the terms Honey Trap or Honeypot, where an adversary is sexually compromised in order to elicit information or other intelligence.

“Some specific Honey Trap operations include a Czech husband and wife named Karl and Hana Koecher. They were highly successful KGB spies who used sex to successfully infiltrate the CIA by joining Washington D.C. swingers clubs where, embarrassingly, at least ten CIA staffers were members.

“Other successfully compromised targets of Soviet-era sexpionage programs include Sukarno, the President of Indonesia; Maurice Dejean, the French ambassador to Moscow; Jeremy Wolfenden, a British journalist stationed in Moscow; and Geoffrey Harrison, the British ambassador. And the list goes on. Once again, your time would be well spent in researching these and other sexpionage case studies. I recommend the case of Nadezhda Plevitskaya, a former opera singer known as the Kursk Nightingale who spied for the Bolsheviks. And Cynthia, the code name for an American woman, Amy Thorpe Pack, who married a British diplomat but was somewhat addicted to extramarital affairs. She volunteered her services to your employer. She was so prolific in her successful seductions that resulted in invaluable intelligence that The Service concluded that she was compulsively driven by a need for danger and excitement. There are, in fact, so many case studies worthy of your attention that you could find yourselves busy for weeks.”

Despite his seemingly dry presentation the day flew by again as he gave us an endless array of fascinating sexpionage case studies. Xavier and Emmy’s first-hand accounts had luckily prepared us with a basic understanding of the concept but Dr. Lazlo Kopic made the subject surprisingly relevant. I was intrigued and excited by how those agents had been so powerfully in control of their sexuality that they'd turned extremely important men into unwitting traitors to their own countries. It was enthralling to consider the psychological self-awareness and sexual self-confidence that would be required. Surely, such traits could not be taught.

#####

At the end of the lecture, the entire audience burst into raucous appreciative applause. The stern little man at the podium looked mildly happy with his reception, but in my judgment, he still carried an unpleasant air of menace.

As the four of us left the lecture hall without so much as a smile toward the other trainees, we spotted Gus Singleton in the corridor. He was chatting animatedly with Charles McClelland, and as soon as they saw us, they made a beeline for us, causing an understandable buzz among our fellow students. You could see them wondering who the hell we were to be singled out for attention by the Director of The Beach and one of the most senior advisors to The Service.

“Hello, hello, you two, “smiled Gus in his kindly avuncular style. “How’s it going so far? I sincerely hope we haven't lost you after today's topic. This is the point in the proceedings where we get the most drop-outs.” He looked pointedly at me. Either the regular dropouts were typically female, or he knew from my dossier that I was seriously sexually inexperienced. “Are you doing okay, Stella?”

“I am, Sir.” I couldn’t bring myself to call such an imposing man by his first name. “I find the tactic to be quite intriguing. Mind you, I’m not sure how much training it would take for me ever to achieve the operational successes of some of the examples we heard about today.”

“Good for you, young woman,” Charles McClelland interrupted. “I had a feeling you wouldn’t be a quitter. Up for any challenge, eh?” His eyebrows raised in a slightly lewd way. “I would love to help with all aspects of your evolution into a swallow, so if there is anything I can do to help, please let me know.” Why did everyone there at Chorley Hall think they could flirt with me so blatantly when the love of my life was standing right next to me? Their effrontery was outstanding. Charlie’s powerfully aggressive personality was intimidating at the best of times, but the thought of him ‘helping’ me evolve into a swallow was downright frightening.

I was still finding it challenging to come to terms with the fact people were flirting with me as the unattached Stella Ruskin and disregarding my status as the happily married Sarah Russell. It was a disorienting new sensation, and I felt guilty admitting that it wasn’t entirely unwelcome. After my comparative lack of sexual experience, this new attention was weirdly exciting.

I sensed the two older men thought my sexual naivety was rather cute, but for me, at the age of thirty-five, it felt more embarrassing than cute. Perhaps that was why Emmy had been chosen to mentor us. Her open attitude toward sex was potentially meant as a guide for my development as an agent. If only Harriet were there with me. Her help would be invaluable. What Would Harriet Do?

#####

Dylan

The day had been overwhelming, and as it progressed, it became increasingly clear that my wife was earmarked to be trained to use sexpionage tactics in case of need. It was outrageous. Just the training itself would imply total ‘immersion,’ let alone having to ‘perform’ in the field. Our recruiters had made no mention of such an incredible ask before squirreling us away at The Beach. Then, the audacity of Charles McClelland to insinuate an overt desire for my wife was equally outrageous. Outrageous but hellishly hot. How could I begin to think like that? What was becoming of me?

I’d vaguely heard of the wife-watching and wife-sharing fetishes, but it had never occurred to me that I might have such desires lurking inside me. Only at The Beach did those demons mysteriously reveal themselves. There was so much to come to grips with, not least of which was a personal recognition of a bizarre sexual fetish that had apparently been lurking dormant inside me.

After our unnerving contact with Charles McClelland, the four of us set off to walk back to Grove House. Emmy and Xavier were unusually quiet, and it was as if some discomfort permeated the very air around us.

“Hey, guys, would you be willing to undertake the perilous journey across the hallway to my apartment again this evening,” joked Xavier as we strolled through the woods. “Jim and Sue would like a few minutes of your time. Once they're done, the three of us can relax with a glass of wine and have a debrief of the day’s session.”

His suggestion sounded pretty innocuous, but the tension hanging in the air gave the impression that something more serious could be involved. Even the most casual invitation in that highly controlled environment was impossible to refuse. We were there in the employ of The Service, one of the most impressive intelligence agencies in the world. Such terms as ‘invite,’ ‘suggest,’ and ‘ask’ really meant only one thing – here is what you will do.

We both showered and changed quickly, leaving us little time to discuss the bizarre direction of travel our induction seemed to be taking. Although this weird sexpionage twist had caused a twitch of excitement in my gut, I desperately needed to understand my wife’s underlying thoughts. On the face of it, especially when confronted by Gus Singleton and Charles McClelland, she’d been quite blasé in her attempt to impress them. She tried desperately to give off a woman-of-the-world vibe. But I knew her too well. Her heart had probably been thumping, and her stomach churning at the very thought that she might, at some point, have to employ sexual practices that she was as yet barely even aware of. Sadly, however, any discussion would have to wait for some time alone after our meeting with Sue and Jim.

#####

We knocked on Xavier's door on the dot of seven o'clock. The whole atmosphere of The Beach caused us to automatically assume a military-style attitude towards punctuality. If Xavier had casually suggested ‘pop over around seven,’ he really meant ‘be here at nineteen hundred hours sharp.’

Jim and Sue MacLean greeted us like family members. It was all so confusing – rigidly militaristic on the one hand, yet friendly and familial on the other. I could only assume that it was their attempt to make us feel more comfortable in that surreal environment.

“Where’s Emmy,” my wife asked.

“Emmy will not be joining us this evening, my dear.” Jim smiled warmly. “Ours is an errand between just the four of us. Xavier, would you wait in the bedroom until we are done with our chat.”

It was odd to see the cocky young man follow Jim’s instructions so quickly. He clearly knew when a superior officer required compliance.

It was Sue who opened up the conversation once the four of us were alone. She sounded deadly serious.

“Stella, Dylan, we know you had a preliminary briefing with Emmy and Xavier yesterday. And now, with today’s lecture, you have heard enough of the sexpionage tactics used by intelligence agencies to have reached some conclusions about whether you feel there is a future for you in The Service. At this early stage in the orientation, we lose some potential agents when they realize what they could be called upon to do. I’m sorry it wasn’t possible to raise this obviously delicate matter before, but I’m sure you can understand that it had to be broached in the wider context of our overall project. Remember you would be taking on a critical role that has been designed specifically with the two of you in mind. Your specific skill sets and experience could be invaluable to the security of this country. So, we need to be assured of your total commitment before we move your training up to more sensitive subjects. Let me be completely honest with you both. There is a high likelihood that the tactics you’ve learned about today could be required of one or other of you in some form in the course of your operations, although statistically, that burden is more likely to fall on your shoulders, Stella. So, what are your thoughts?”

My poor wife. She was being put in the most untenable position, and we hadn't even had a chance to discuss the situation with each other. Luckily, my uber-smart wife was on precisely the same wavelength as if she were reading my mind.

“Sue, Jim,” she started cautiously, “I’m sure you realize how today’s session changed the entire complexion of our proposed involvement in the project. It came as a shock, to be honest. Let me assure you I appreciate the critical nature of the project, but you must also realize the profound impact our involvement could have on our marriage. David and I” – she’d purposely used my real name – “haven't even had a chance to discuss the potential implications of what we learned today. I clearly want to do anything I can to serve our country, but NOT at the risk of jeopardizing my marriage. In short, we need some time to discuss it in private.” She sounded adamant. I was so proud of her.

Good for you, Sarah, I thought.

“Dylan, how about you?” asked Jim.

“Oh, Jeez, I’m with Sarah” – there, I did it too. Real names until we had finally committed –  “We need time to discuss this dramatic turn of events.”

I looked over at my brilliant wife and gave her a nod of encouragement as the MacLeans murmured together for a couple of minutes. Sue was still attempting to maintain her kindly persona as if we were all having a superficial chat but a previously unseen hardness had crept into her tone.

“Okay, guys,” she started, “I hate to hit you with another deadline, but tomorrow morning, before your scheduled lecture, we will meet with you here at Grove House. We shall expect a decision regarding your ongoing commitment. There will be no recriminations if you decide to step away now, but please understand that a decision to stay on the program is then irrevocable, and all its demands must be accepted without question.

“Now, we will leave you alone in a moment, but before we go, we have made a decision of our own. Your first homework assignment will occur this evening in the hopes that it will assist you in making your decision. It will be incredibly challenging, but if the assignment goes well, we hope you will stick with us. If it is an abject failure, then it will probably be for the best for all if you call it a day.”

And on that cryptic note, Jim and Sue left us alone.

A homework assignment? We were left looking doubtfully around the room, nervous that something dreadful was about to happen. Instead, Xavier duly reappeared, holding a bottle of Chardonnay and three glasses. He smiled as he handed us each a glass, and the enormous first gulps we took made it obvious how unnerved we’d been by the MacLeans ultimatum. Surely, our first homework assignment couldn’t be as simple as enjoying a bottle of wine with a friend.

“Come and sit by me, Stella,” Xavier instructed in a decidedly more demanding tone than usual, his friendly flirting apparently a thing of the past. I sat opposite them on the other sofa.

“Did Sue and Jim explain what this evening's homework assignment would entail?” he asked in that same businesslike tone.

We both shook our heads in mute response.

“Then let me enlighten you. In the hopes of clarifying the decision in both your minds, you are about to undergo an exercise that is designed to test the boundaries of your willingness to utilize some of the sexual tactics you’ve learned about today, Stella. For you, Dylan, there is a similarly well-defined objective. The exercise is designed to be an equally challenging investigation of your ability to witness your wife in sexual situations with other men. As the plan is for you to work together as a team, you both need to be prepared for the challenges you will face. Obviously, the entire project demands rock-solid commitments from both of you. We warned you that those commitments would put you both through some severe trials. The first of those will begin shortly. Now, finish off your wine, and let me top you up. You will probably need to be entirely relaxed for your inception into the world of sexpionage.

My darling wife looked over at me with stark fear in her eyes. ‘Relaxed’ wasn’t even in her vocabulary. It was understandably an unachievable state.

“Drink up, Stella. And you, Dylan.” His tone clearly indicated who was in charge of our test.

Two large glasses of wine within half an hour would typically have both of us feeling happy. That evening, I had never felt more sober in my life. As promised, Xavier filled our glasses again before launching into another strict-sounding discourse.

“Here are the ground rules, then,” he started. “I will be asking a lot of you over the next hour. If either of you feel you can't go on, you simply need to tell me to stop. If that happens, though, your joint involvement with both the project and The Service will be at an immediate end. Understood?”

Again, our response was with silent nods.

Stella looked shell-shocked before our test had even started. The fear of the unknown was gripping us both.

I have no idea what came over me when, entirely out of the blue, I shouted, “No. STOP. I can't let her do it.” The actual homework assignment remained unexplained, but the thought of what my darling wife could be subjected to was horrifying.

Stella looked stunned at my outburst while Xavier quietly stood up. Turning to me, he slowly and thoughtfully explained the outcome of my knee-jerk reaction.

“Dylan, Stella, thank you both for your time. The Service wishes you well in the future. A car will be here first thing in the morning to take you home.”

And with that, he turned as if to usher us to the door.

“WAIT.”

The desperation in Stella’s voice stopped Xavier in his tracks.

“Sorry,” she apologized for her outburst, “but I know why you said ‘no,’ David. You were trying to protect me. And while I appreciate your motives, I think I deserve a say in this decision, too.”

Her brow was creased as she thought through her position while Xavier and I waited expectantly. Finally, breathing a sigh of relief, it seemed her decision was made.

“I want to stay. Let’s do this, David. The opportunity to serve our country in an unimaginably consequential way has been presented to us. I feel it would be a dereliction of duty for me to walk away just because of some personal discomfort. Are you with me, my love?”

Before I could answer, though, she continued:

“Ironically, I feel our commitment to the project, and all it might entail is in itself a reaffirmation of our relationship. Challenges are probably inevitable, but we will face them together.

What could I say? If my beloved wife was prepared to make the sacrifice I had little choice.

“Of course, Sarah. I’m always with you.”

Xavier’s broad smile showed his delight at our willingness to carry on with our training. He stepped toward me and took me into a firm man hug. Then, taking my wife in his arms he kissed her gently on the mouth.

“I’m sure you guys won't regret this,” he reassured us. “Are you ready to pick up where we left off?”

We both nodded, and our lives changed forever.

#####

“Okay, let’s get started,” he commented casually, as if whatever he had planned would be a breeze. “I’ll leave you two alone for five minutes, and when I return, you will both have removed all your clothes.”

What.The.Fuck!

Having dropped that bombshell, he got up and disappeared into his master bedroom.

“Oh, David, what are we going to do?” Stella pleaded. “I just agreed to continue this exercise, and the MacLeans and Gus Singleton told us we must follow all of Xavier’s instructions during training. But this is so sudden and so embarrassing.”

“I know, my darling, but I suspect this is just the thin end of the wedge when it comes to the challenges we're going to face. Come on, we gave our commitment, and we’ll never know what might have been if we don’t even give it a shot. So, let’s just bite the bullet.”

And with that, I started to strip off my clothes. Stella followed suit, carefully folding her clothes as if to preserve some modicum of decency.

We sat back down, self-consciously attempting to achieve a slim degree of modesty by positioning our hands and arms as strategically as possible. My poor wife’s hands were shaking uncontrollably, and when we heard the sound of Xavier’s bedroom door opening, her nervous squeak would have been amusing in any other circumstances.

Our eyes were naturally drawn toward the bedroom door that was opening excruciatingly slowly.

The sight confronting us elicited a loud gasp from Stella.

Xavier was leaning casually against the door frame, his powerful, naked body seemingly dominating the entire space. Like an exquisitely formed onyx statue from Ancient Greece, his faultlessness was difficult to believe. As a purely straight man, it was mentally challenging for me to admit the perfection of the creature standing before us. Sleek black skin covered finely sculpted muscles, like the personification of the athletic ideal favored by those same Ancient Greeks. Pecs, abs, biceps – all molded flawlessly. Solid thighs and HOLY JEEZUS! How had I missed that? His cock hung down his thigh like some primeval weapon of war. I’d watched my fair share of porn online, and Xavier’s manhood would hold up in a competition against any of those performers. When I glanced over at my wife, I saw her unblinking gaze locked onto that magnificent shaft. It was impossible to tell if she was impressed, excited, or fearful of what was to come.

Xavier broke the stunned silence that had prevailed for what felt like hours but was probably no more than seconds. Ambling over to the table, looking so much more muscular and more athletic than when he was wearing clothes, he poured us each another glass of wine. He was entirely unselfconscious about his nakedness while Stella and I half-cowered in our seats.

“Good job,” he smiled. “Well done. I know it takes a lot of nerve to get naked in front of someone else for the first time. I can assure you that you will get used to it.”

He took a sip of his wine while Stella and I gulped at ours like we’d not drunk a thing for weeks.

“Okay, let's get down to your assignment, “ he smiled reassuringly again. “Stella. Would you stand, please. You will be performing this first challenge alone. Subsequent challenges will involve Dylan and me.” My wife bravely rose up from her chair.

“No, not there. Right in the middle of the room, please. Excellent. I hope you know you are quite stunningly beautiful. Look at the effect you are having on me already.”

His instruction was to my wife, but I couldn’t resist glancing over at him. His thick black cock, which had been impressive before, was growing to a semi-hardness that made my eyes widen a little. The knowledge that his arousal was a result of seeing my gorgeous naked wife was both exciting and nerve-wracking.

“Now I want you to clasp your hands above your head, then turn slowly around to show off every inch of your beautiful body.”

‘Oh, Stella,’ I thought, ‘if only I could help with your embarrassment.’

She slowly revolved around as Xavier openly admired her pert breasts, with her firm light brown nipples standing out from the excitement of her performance. A soft rumble escaped from him as her slow movement revealed her firm, rounded ass. As he got to see her neatly trimmed mound, his quiet murmurings of appreciation gave me a rush of pleasure. That stunning young man was impressed by my wife. I could see that his reaction was having an impact on Stella too. She was moving her body a little more sinuously as she turned, and a half smile formed on her face.

“Good job, Stella. You will need every ounce of that self-confidence and composure as an undercover intelligence operative.” His praise brought an ecstatic smile to her face. “Now we are ready to move on. I want you to sit on your husband's lap and kiss him as passionately as you have ever done WHILE I WATCH.”

What? How could she possibly do that in front of an audience? Stella smiled over at me and moved toward me with an uncharacteristic feline grace. Like Xavier, my cock had hardened watching her naked performance, and my wife raised her eyebrows appreciatively as she lowered herself into my lap.

“We can do this, can't we, my darling?” she whispered in my ear before locking her lips onto mine and initiating a genuinely passionate kiss. Her tongue darted into my mouth, exploring lovingly as she moaned her delight at the sensation. My hands roamed over her naked body and hers over mine. I stroked her gorgeous breasts, tweaking gently at her firm nipples. Our kiss became all the more fiery when I allowed my touch to stray down between her legs, where I found a delicious hot wetness that revealed the fierce degree of pleasure she was experiencing in the surreal situation.

“Okay. Stop.” His shockingly abrupt instruction was forceful and extremely unwelcome. It was hard to believe, but the passion of the moment had allowed me to block out the fact that Xavier was watching altogether. I assume that was one purpose of the exercise. His newly forceful tone seemed as if he were determined to make it clear that his alpha male position was calling the shots. “Good job. Both of you. But I’m afraid the next challenge will be much more difficult. Stella, I want you to come over here and repeat everything you just did with Dylan – with me.”

Holy shit. I knew we would be tested, but this seemed like a hell of a lot to ask. So why did my cock harden all the more at the thought of seeing my naked wife with that perfect specimen of manhood? Talking of which, his cock was clearly anticipating what was to come. He was as hard as a rock.

Stella looked at me questioningly. Was she asking my permission? Or maybe asking me to put a stop to the whole thing? If only I could read her mind. In the end, I simply nodded my encouragement.

“You can do this,” I whispered. “Just remember I love you more than life itself.”

And with that, my beloved wife approached our young mentor, whose intimidatingly huge cock stood straight up from his lap at the thought of what she was about to do with him.

She lowered herself to his lap, attempting to push his hardness to the side with her thigh, then leaned in to kiss him.

My stomach lurched, my cock twitched instinctively in excitement, and my heart pounded in double time. 

As the passion in their embrace was building, I could intuitively tell that Stella wasn't simply following instructions to recreate what she'd done with me. Her quiet moans of pleasure were genuine. She had clearly set aside her inhibitions and was enjoying the excitement of this bizarre test.

Watching Xavier’s strong, dark hands traveling confidently over my wife’s pale skin was one of the most weirdly thrilling things I’d ever witnessed. What hit home the hardest was the knowledge that he was the first man ever to take such liberties with her body — and she was reveling in it.

When he broke away from the kiss, I assumed that phase of the test was over. How wrong could I be? He leaned back so as to get a better view of my wonderful Stella. Then, murmuring appreciatively, he slid his hand between her legs to discover that same hot wetness I’d experienced such a short while before.

“Oh, this is an excellent sign, Stella. It shows you're not faking it, and that can be extremely important in convincing a mark.” Then to my horror, he slipped a strong finger deep into my wife’s pussy. As he did it, his gaze shifted between Stella and me. His look was challenging. He made it clear who was the dominant member of our strange trio. I dreaded how Stella was feeling, but her response made it glaringly obvious. She threw back her head and moaned as our mentor finger-fucked her for several minutes to what appeared to be an earth-shattering orgasm. My eyes were glued to the incredible sight of his long, dark fingers exploring the depths of my loving wife, rousing in me a jarring mixture of pride and humiliation that she had never come so explosively for me.

She was still shuddering through the after-effects of coming so hard when she suddenly recalled my presence in the room. Looking over at me, her face registered abject fear. She must have been afraid of how I would feel or how I might react to the scene I’d just witnessed.

“I love you, my darling. You were wonderful.” Her voice was barely more than a whisper, and I was left wondering in what way I had been wonderful.

“I love you too.”

“That’s good,” interrupted Xavier. “A solid underlying relationship is a positive factor for a successful agent. So, let’s see if we can shake that relationship even more to its core, shall we? Test its strength a bit further. Stand up, Stella. Turn your back to me and spread your legs,” he ordered.

As she faced me, her abject nervousness was apparent. Xavier reached up and held her waist with his strong grasp. What the hell was he going to do? As he sat on the edge of the sofa, he eased my wife back toward him, and his intent became clear. My mouth went dry as he lifted her up and maneuvered her delicate body into position directly over his rigid cock. I could see that Stella had realized what he was planning, but she made no effort to either complain or to get out of his firm grasp. He lowered her slowly backward until the tip of his phenomenal cock was lightly resting between the wetness of her lips.

“Are you ready, Stella?” he asked.

“Yessss,” she hissed. “Fuck, yes.”

And with that, he eased her gently backward and down. I watched in awe as inch after inch of his huge black cock sunk deep into my delicate wife’s pussy, stretching her beyond my wildest imagination. Not a word was spoken in that room until she was sitting firmly in his lap, fully impaled on him. Once he was balls deep inside the love of my life, he finally broke the silence.

“Feel good, Stella?” He asked assuredly, clearly knowing in advance how she would respond.

“Oh, my God. It feels amazing. So full,” she replied, her true feelings on clear display regardless of what I might be thinking.

He looked over at me with a defiant glare.

“And what about you, Dylan? How do you feel?”

I’d managed to convince myself it was all just a test, but why did he have to be so challenging? I gulped like an embarrassed teenager. The question was impossible to answer. I merely nodded slowly.

It was almost hopeless for me even to try to understand what I actually felt at that moment. It was one of the most exciting things I’d ever seen, but conversely, I would have been mad not to feel a little jealous. How would I ever be able to satisfy my wife after she had experienced that monster inside her? Never having contemplated an interest in the hotwife fetish, my fascination and excitement at watching Sarah willingly take his massive cock inside her was a complete revelation.

What accentuated the myriad feelings swirling inside me was the totally sudden and wildly unexpected development of the situation. Never in my wildest imagination would I have foreseen my innocent wife go from leaving our apartment to have drinks with a neighbor to seeing her riding another man’s massive cock for the first time — and clearly loving the sensation.

Surely, that must be the end of our trial by fire; the homework exercise had to be over – he had buried his enormous cock deep inside my wife, and we had both acquiesced to his demands. We must unquestionably have passed the test. He couldn’t ask for more. Could he?

“Put your feet firmly on the floor, Stella,” he instructed. “Good. Now I want you to lift yourself up and fuck me hard with that gorgeous married pussy.”

His request was outrageous. But Jeez, it was hot. Stella looked over at me, trying to judge my reaction. Again, I nodded, attempting my best shot at looking encouraging. She was so obviously enjoying the feel of him inside her, and I had no intention of jeopardizing the experience. Maybe it would be her one chance to experience such an enormous cock. Perhaps after this first test, having proved a point in this earliest phase of the training, their interactions would be purely non-sexual.

With my nod of approval, my beloved sunk down on his impressive shaft until he must have been pressed against her cervix. Then she slid up again, and she was doing as she’d been told — fucking him hard with her married pussy. Up and down, faster and faster, she moved, fucking him or using him to fuck herself, I wasn’t sure which. Her pert breasts bounced enticingly, and sweat started falling in droplets from her forehead onto her rock-hard nipples. Her panting breath turned to screams as she approached her second climax of the evening. Even the ever-serious Xavier was caught up in the throes of her passion as my inexperienced wife rode him like a porn star.

“Aaagh God, I'm going to cum,” he shouted, warning her. Was he warning me, too? Giving me a chance to step in and stop it all?

Stella didn’t slow for a minute. She must realize he was fucking her bareback. Surely she wouldn’t let him cum inside her even though the prospect was exciting me beyond belief. The thought of his heavy balls blasting an enormous load into her unprotected pussy was overwhelmingly electrifying.

If anything, his warning had driven Stella into a frenzy. Ever more furiously, she drove down on him until I could see from the look on his face that he was about to explode. And it was clearly exactly what my beloved wanted.

“WAAAGH,” he shouted as his cock pulsed over and over again, filling my wife’s pussy with a giant load. His huge balls had emptied into the love of my life, the woman who had never experienced any man but me. It felt terrible – and mind-bogglingly wonderful. I had never felt more conflicted. She, in turn, let out a keening wail, and her body became rigid.

When Stella finally eased up off him, his shiny wet cock, covered in a mixture of their essences, flopped onto his thigh, making my wife giggle. For her part, she stood there between Xavier and me in a state of shock. A thick white river of his cum ran down her leg from her well-used pussy, and she made no move to clean herself up. All I could find were a couple of paper cocktail napkins. Still, despite their inadequacy, I leaned forward and gently did my best to wipe away the erotic evidence of my beloved’s infidelity.

“You did really well, Stella,” the cocky young man complimented my wife.

Who the fuck did he think he was to judge the woman I love more than life itself? Of course she did well. She’d just given him the fucking of his life. And disconcertingly, he’d done the same for her.

“And Dylan. You did a great job, too.”

“Me,” I laughed. “All I did was sit there.”

“Exactly. That was your test. If the two of you are in the field, you might have to sit there and watch some other guy fuck your wife. And your job is to ‘just sit there’ and let it happen so you don’t jeopardize your cover. So good job. Well done, Dylan, my friend.”

It was utterly surreal to be sitting there naked in that fantastic apartment, being complimented by a hunk of a secret agent who had just fucked my wife right in front of my eyes and given her the most powerful orgasm of her life. I couldn’t help but recognize the air of triumph in his tone.

Was this what we signed up for? Or was my beloved wife another notch on his bedpost?

Once Stella and I were dressed, Xavier walked us to the door without bothering to put on any clothes. When he gave me his usual man hug, it was the strangest feeling touching the naked skin of the man who’d just seduced my wife. When he gave her the final hug of the evening, he apparently couldn’t help but comment on her performance one final time.

“Stella, the first time I set eyes on you, I thought you'd be amazing. But you are truly exceptional, gorgeous, and so athletic. Given some rigorous training, you have tremendous potential in the field.”

He was clearly referring to my wife’s sexual performance, and he was entirely unfazed that his compliment was delivered in front of me, her loving husband. The guy was incorrigibly arrogant, but it was strangely difficult to dislike him. It was equally strange how he and I really seemed to be developing a friendship despite the bizarre circumstances. Maybe the challenges of our new life at Grove House were driving me to cling to any human being who offered support. And with that, he kissed my wife long and hard, wholly ignoring my presence once again before wishing us good night. I was left wondering what ‘rigorous training’ he had planned and whether the ‘tremendous potential’ he’d referred to was really for the project or for his personal enjoyment.

#####

Stella

The walk back to our apartment with my pussy filled with Xavier's cum was no more than a dozen steps, but it seemed like an eternity as my mind raced to formulate the right things to say to my wonderful husband. I could lie and tell him that I’d hated the whole thing, but he'd actually witnessed my unbridled enjoyment at the feeling of Xavier’s huge cock impaling me. He’d seen the orgasms that wracked my body. Was he just bottling up his anger until our front door closed behind us?

My fear that his temper would be unleashed as soon as we were alone was utterly unfounded. As the door latched closed, David took me in his arms in the warmest, most loving embrace I could ever have imagined. His kiss was long and deep, and it was not what I deserved.

“Oh, my darling,” I sobbed when our kiss finally ended. “I can't tell you how sorry I am.”

“Sorry for what, Sarah,” he sounded so calm, and his use of my real name meant he was trying to reassure me. HE was trying to reassure ME. Surely, that was the wrong way around.

“Oh, David. I'm sorry for what I did, and I'm sorry you had to see it.”

“What you did, my darling, was all a part of this new adventure we've signed up for. After today’s lecture, we pretty much knew that your training would include elements of sexpionage. And I've told you before that the idea of watching you with another man is actually exciting. When we make love, I can only see you from my involved perspective. Watching you as a pure observer is so wholly different, and it was thrilling. Seeing you so uninhibited when, for all of our married life your persona was one of naïve innocence and self-control, was genuinely mind-blowing. Strangely, it was also fascinating to watch Xavier react to you.”

“What do you mean, ‘his reaction?’ I asked.

“Well, for someone who must have experienced countless women, he was openly impressed. I don’t think he’d expected quite the willingness and the abandon. You were truly stunning, my darling.”

I was astounded. I’d just been fucked senseless by a spectacularly handsome young spy, and my husband was more than understanding. He was encouraging. It was all moving too fast. Even if I had assumed that sexpionage was to be a part of our brief, I hadn't expected our hot black mentor to fuck me to multiple orgasms within our first few days at Grove House.

I was still trying to make sense of how our lives had changed when my adorable husband took my hand.

“Come on, Sarah. We should get some sleep. We have a long day ahead of us.”

I let him lead me to the bedroom. He gently undressed me and lay me on the bed, where I fell back in exhaustion. Through half-closed eyes, I saw that he was raking his eyes over every inch of my unfaithful and defiled body. When he stripped off his clothes and lay beside me, I was struck by a terrible thought. If we were to make love, he would be sliding his cock into the hot wet mix of my excitement mingled with Xavier’s eruption. And worse, I had been so well stretched by Xavier’s thick cock, the sensation could be terribly different for him.

“Oh, no,” I whispered in an effort to discourage him.

“Ssshhh, Sarah. It's okay.’

Dear God, how our lives had changed. What were we doing?

As he slid so easily inside me, my involuntary moan of pleasure was echoed from the depths of my husband. For both of us, the knowledge of what was happening was almost too much to bear. With each thrust, I felt more of my young mentor's cum being forced out of me, erotically covering every inch of my husband's cock and balls. It was exciting beyond words.

Our lovemaking was gentle. It was diametrically opposed to what I had just experienced in Xavier’s apartment. It was my wonderful husband reclaiming his unfaithful wife. It was just the two of us. A happily married couple who were deeply in love despite all the weirdness we were being subjected to and who together faced a potentially even stranger future.

When Dylan came inside me, it was not the screaming, bursting orgasm I’d experienced with Xavier; it was the manifestation of enduring love. It was wondrous. In all fairness, what happened with Xavier was wondrous, too — just a different wondrous. With my darling David, I felt fulfilled. With Xavier, I'd just felt filled. His incredible cock stretching me wide and plunging so deep was a sensation I'd never experienced before. A strange sense of pride crept into my thoughts. I could only imagine what my old college roommate Harriet would have thought of my adventure. As well as pride, I felt so guilty as I admitted to myself that it had been blissful.

Afterward, we cuddled into each other’s arms and drifted towards sleep. I lay there in a half-doze, pondering the possibility there would be more tests and more training exercises that would involve Xavier taking me to the heights he had that evening. The thought was daunting, but I found myself guiltily craving the feel of him inside me again, stretching me wide and hitting against my cervix with that unbelievable combination of pleasure and pain.

“Dylan?”

“Mmm,” he mumbled.

“Are you asleep?”

“I’m not now,” he chuckled.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“You just did.”

“Another one.”

“Mmm”

“Well, you know when you said you find it exciting to watch me with another man.”

“Yes?” He suddenly became more alert.

“Well… how would you feel if it was Xavier again?”

“Honey, I would feel great. I would love to watch you with him again. I like him a lot, and I don’t think he would ever do anything to hurt you.”

“But what if he wanted to do other things with me?” I had to ask.

“Like what,” David asked nervously.

“I’m not sure; I haven't thought it through. But with all his experience, I suspect there could be more that he’ll ask of me.”

“Mmm.” My husband sounded pensive. But I was compelled to go on.

“What if he wanted me to take him in my mouth?” There, I’d said it.

“Mmm, he whispered quietly. “Sounds exciting. You know my little kink by now, my love. That’s something I’d love to see.”

And with that, he finally drifted off to sleep.

However, I couldn’t do the same. I kept thinking back on the events of the evening, reliving every erotic moment, every new sensation as I was stretched by our mentor’s amazing cock. I remembered summoning an image of Harriet urging me on. ‘Go for it, honey.’

I had been flattered by Xavier’s attention right from the start, but that evening, my feelings were taken to a whole new level. I had assumed the flirtatiousness was just his normal personality and that professionalism would prevent things from going further, but it seemed I’d been entirely wrong. Even if I had realized that somewhere down the line, I could be called upon to undergo this bizarre sexploitation training, it certainly wasn’t on my mind when we’d left our apartment for ‘drinks and a chat’ earlier that evening. And suddenly, my world had changed.

I remembered back to my shock when he first instructed us to get undressed. Surely, it was a test of our renewed commitment. Being told to kiss my husband passionately felt awkward at first, especially as we were being watched, but ultimately, I found it remarkably easy to forget that anyone else was there. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised when the tables were turned, and I was faced with sitting in the lap of a hot naked hunk and kissing him with the same degree of passion. The feel of his hard cock pressed against my flesh was still fresh in my mind. Maybe because my husband had loosened me up, I was curious to see what kissing another man would be like. The answer was WONDERFUL!

It was so arousing that my body began to betray me. He must have felt my wetness against his bare leg and taken it as his cue. But even so, I never expected to feel his long finger sliding into my pussy like that. Almost immediately, he found my perfect spot. I was taken aback by the shock and the electric sensation it produced, but when a second finger slipped in so easily, I was suddenly transported to another planet.

I had never experienced anything like it before, and it was like an express train barrelling down on me. I lost all sense of time and space, my watching husband, Harriet, and even Xavier as the most incredible orgasm engulfed me. So, this was what it was all about. This was what I’d been missing all those years. For a fleeting moment, I even felt resentful of both my parent’s indoctrination and David’s caution. But if that’s what sex is all about, what else had I been missing?

I was becoming swept up in the novelty and excitement of my transformation from a shy, faithful wife to an adulterous exhibitionist, willingly open to other men’s lust. In truth, I wasn’t surprised when Xavier pulled me back onto his rampant cock. When I felt the head on my burning pussy I was glad I couldn’t actually see his mighty weapon. I might have been too scared. But maybe it was my turn to walk on the wild side. So it was with the joy of pure discovery that when I lowered myself onto his mighty cock, right to the base, I felt for the first time what it was like to be completely filled. I was so proud of myself. From then on, it was just the ride of my life with the added bonus of showing my husband that I was no longer the shy, naive little woman he’d put up with for so many years.

I finally drifted off to sleep with the blissful memory of that huge cock pumping my unprotected married pussy full of his hot, white cum.

I have no idea what woke me in the middle of the night, but a feeling of dread crept into my bones. Holy shit. Could we really trust anyone at Grove House? Xavier seemed to really like me, but what if that was all an act to encourage me in the dubious art of sexpionage? After all, the entire place was a den of spies. And what if his apartment was rigged with surveillance equipment? What if Sue and Jim had seen it all, and our performance had been judged?

Sleep was no longer on the agenda for that night.


Chapter 7 – First Challenge

Stella

The following morning, we ordered breakfast to be delivered to our apartment. I couldn’t face eating with Emmy and Xavier after my lack of sleep. The last thing I wanted was participation in one of their animated conversations and the embarrassment of facing them after what had happened the previous evening. The thought of facing Xavier after what I’d allowed him to do to me was mortifying.

One bite into my blueberry compote with yogurt and granola, and there was a hammering at our front door. It was Emmy.

“I’m so sorry, guys, but you must NOT leave your apartment – we've screwed up. The admin staff who schedule the guest speakers for The Beach have gone and arranged for Peter Holland, your company’s CEO, to lecture on cybersecurity this morning. And he thinks you're somewhere deep in the Amazon. I’ll bet you hadn't expected The Service to be subject to bureaucratic snafus, had you? It just goes to show that incompetence can manifest itself in even the most efficient organizations. Everyone swears they were unaware of the conflict. Right hand not knowing what the left hand’s doing kind of stuff. We obviously can't allow him to see you here, so I suggest you take the day off. Sue and Jim send their apologies and said they intend to swing by later this morning for the chat they promised you.”

When Emmy had left, Dylan looked as puzzled as I was.

“I had no idea Peter had any connection with the intelligence services, did you?” he asked.

“None. Do you think he is some kind of outside consultant? Or is he working for them directly? It's strange to think he’s moonlighting on us, though, isn't it?”

“He can't be working for them, or they wouldn’t need to keep us hidden. I assume he’s just a subject matter expert like Charles McClelland and Laszlo Kopic. It seems odd that an organization as broad as MI6 would need all these outside advisers, though. We've only been here a couple of days, and that’s three of them already.” My voice revealed the slight discomfort I was starting to feel.

Our CEO’s presence was just another in a long list of questionable events that made us uncomfortable. Each questionable event seemed meaningless on an individual basis, but cumulatively, they were discomforting.

“Do you remember the term Dark Triad that Dr. Kopic used to describe the three characteristics that make up the level of intensity required of the most effective agent?” Dylan asked. “Narcissism, psychopathy, and Machiavellianism, better known as selfishness, ruthlessness, and cunning. He was adamant that for an operative to be successful, being a bit of a monster can help. He encouraged us to feel nothing.” His brow was furrowed as he contemplated the meaning of Dr. Kopic’s words.

“I know. It's been troubling me ever since his lecture. That’s just not us, is it? We are about as far removed from the Dark Triad characteristics as anyone could be. Oh, David, do they expect us to be totally unfeeling while making us engage in some of the most intimate acts? It just doesn't add up. It's just not us,” I reiterated. Don’t they worry that our marriage could be the collateral damage for our making this outrageous commitment to serve our country?”

I wasn’t sure if my wavering between calling him Dylan and David was a sign that my commitment to the adventure was also wavering.

We were deep into our philosophical discussion of the implications of what we’d signed up for when we were interrupted by another knock at our door.

Sue and Jim wore beaming smiles as they waited for us to invite them in.

“Hi, guys,” said Jim. “If it’s okay with you two, we thought we could call Xavier and Emmy and order some lunch. With your enforced exile here, it would be a good opportunity for the four of us to do a team debrief on your feelings about what you’ve encountered so far.”

It was dreadfully unnerving for me to wonder what they knew of our evening in Xavier's apartment. I didn’t have to speculate for long. Sue answered my unspoken question.

“Stella, you did really well yesterday evening,” she smiled as if I’d passed a fifth-grade general knowledge quiz rather than willingly fucking a man who wasn’t my husband.

So they knew. Had my worst fears been valid? Was Xavier's apartment fitted with surveillance gear, or had he simply reported back to his superiors that I’d gone along with his seduction? Either way, it was mortifyingly embarrassing.

When Jim interrupted my fearful thoughts, he sounded calm and reassuring.

“You probably wouldn’t think it to look at us now, Stella, but Sue and I were quite the hot couple when we were younger and working from Berlin station. Sue was one of the most effective agents in The Service, and she was known and admired for her sexpionage skills.”

He was right; it seemed impossible to believe that this frumpy, middle-aged couple had once been the ‘hot couple.’ He sensed my disbelief.

“We have reached a phase in our life where the most effective persona we can adopt is one of blending into the background. We want people to judge the book by its cover because the cover shows nothing of what's underneath. That means people underestimate us constantly, which is perfect for our operations. It’s a faultless example of spycraft.

“Here, look at this.” Jim pulled a dog-eared photo from his wallet. The couple in the picture was genuinely gorgeous—they oozed confidence and sex appeal. It was only when I studied their features carefully that I could see they were a younger version of the couple in front of us.

“Like you two,” he continued, “we worked as a team without ever admitting that we were, in reality, a married couple. That’s why the powers that be appointed us as your controllers. They thought we could provide some insights into the psychology of dealing with the necessary complexities of operational sexpionage. Been there, seen it, done it.” He chuckled.

“All I’m trying to say is we know what you're both going through, so if there is anything we can do to help, just let us know. Now we are pretty assured that you have settled into your role, Stella, but Dylan, I'm afraid we still need to ask you a few questions.”

My husband looked nervous as Jim continued.

“After your experience yesterday evening, we need to know how you felt about the test we put you through, too. It seems unfair to point out the obvious, but females who are subjected to Xavier’s skills invariably enjoy the experience. However, involvement in sexpionage operations for a married couple requires a particular response from the husbands in their own right. That’s why we need to ask you for your reactions. You see, on the spectrum of male behaviors, there are those men who, when witnessing what you did yesterday, would have become angry, aggressive, and even violent. On the opposite end of the spectrum are men who find that kind of performance extremely exciting to watch. To be honest with you, the latter makes the ideal for a husband and wife team in the field. I freely admit that for me, watching Sue ‘in action’ was one of the most compelling parts of our assignments, making me the ideal agent for the role. So, Dylan, where do you fall on that spectrum? Did it make you jealous and angry, or did you find it exciting?”

My beloved husband was wriggling with embarrassment in his chair. He’d told me how fantastic he'd found the whole adventure, but could he admit that to our two controllers?

We had no idea how much Jim already knew of what had taken place the previous evening — had they been watching covertly or just heard Xavier’s account? Was our apartment even wired for sound, so they already knew of David’s admitted ‘kink?’ It was hard not to be paranoid in that bizarre half-world.

“Well,” he mumbled, his face flushed red with embarrassment, “I can’t explain why, but I found it unbelievably exciting and incredibly hot to watch. Obviously, I've heard of guys with a wife-watching fetish, but until now, I’d never considered that I might be one of them. The tales you hear usually involve guys who have harbored those desires for a long time, but again, that’s not me. This new realization has just hit me like a ton of bricks.”

“That’s so good to hear,” Sue interjected. “We thought you would make the ideal couple for our operation. So now I have a suggestion. Why don't we call Xavier and Emmy to join us for lunch so we can share our perspectives on how and why you are both feeling as you are? You can ask us absolutely anything.”

#####

Dylan

The four of us were sat around our dining table, digging into an exotic shrimp and chorizo salad. For my part, I was drinking more than my fair share of the chablis that was brought along to accompany the food. With the embarrassment of admitting I’d enjoyed watching my wife get fucked to a shattering orgasm by another man, I felt I needed some extra alcoholic encouragement to proceed with the conversation.

Sue appeared to have been monitoring my wine intake to judge when the time was just right to push me about my feelings.

“Dylan,” she said quietly. “As these feelings are so new to you, it must be tough to understand why you feel the way you do, not just about the dramatic changes in your own feelings but also, maybe more importantly, how you feel about Stella’s metamorphosis. So why don’t you ask us about our experiences with the wife-watching and wife-sharing that were a necessary part of our undercover work?”

She made the topic seem so ordinary that it put my mind to rest a little. My wife was sitting forward, eager to hear my thoughts, while Xavier and Emmy seemingly took the entire thing in their stride, looking almost disinterested. ‘Come on guys,’ I thought, ‘this is a big fucking deal for me to admit to.’ Sue had insisted I should ask anything, so in for a penny:

“Jim, what did you get out of seeing Sue with other men? Weren’t you jealous?”

“It’s actually quite difficult to put into words how it felt, Dylan. There is this weird combination of pride, jealousy, and fear that all get overridden by an almost ecstatic sexual tension. All those feelings collided every single time it happened. No matter how many times I had to witness Sue in those sexual situations, the conflicting emotions never eased.”

For the next half hour or so, Jim and Sue chatted quite openly about the topic of wife-watching and introduced Stella to the term “hotwife.” Perhaps most importantly, from my point of view, they emphasized just how many men experience the fantasy of watching their wives getting filthy with other men. Ever since I admitted to Stella that I’d enjoyed watching her with Xavier, I’d been afraid she might consider me some kind of abnormal pervert. Hopefully, the Maclean's comments would be enough to convince her otherwise. Luckily, she didn’t fixate on my desire to watch her. Her disbelief came in the fact that I wasn’t saying it because I was actually wanting to have sex with other women.

Their open, natural way of discussing such a sensitive topic, combined with my excess wine consumption, encouraged me to press on with my questions.

“I still don’t fully understand why you didn’t get jealous, Jim,” I probed. “I suspect Stella is equally baffled.”

“Jealousy is quite a normal human reaction, Dylan. Most husbands with my particular fetish feel it, along with lust, pride, and a whole range of other, sometimes conflicting emotions when we watch our wives. It’s that range of emotions that release the adrenalin rush we all feel as our wives suck and fuck other men.”

Oh Jeez. Was that going to be too much for Stella? She had never been one for dirty talk, and now Jim was using the rawest description of what the husbands in this lifestyle experienced. Maybe it was the wine, but when I glanced at my wife, it didn’t seem like the conversation had fazed her at all. She was squirming a little in her seat, but it didn’t seem to be out of embarrassment. I also noticed that Xavier had moved his chair so he could place his arm around the back of my wife’s chair. He was softly stroking her shoulder. Had he recognized that she needed a calming influence?

I’d wondered whether this was all too much for Stella, but was it actually too much for me? While I was lost in contemplation, Jim turned to Stella and addressed her directly.

“Believe me, Stella, there was nothing that filled me with as much pride as seeing Sue so desired and joy at seeing her so fulfilled. Knowing how much she loved me and how, at the end of the day, or the night, or the weekend, whenever the operation was done, I would be taking her home, and our feelings would be even deeper than before. Knowing she had chosen me to spend her life with when she could attract any of the hot guys she was often required to be with was a huge ego boost. I suspect your husband will feel the same.”

My wife seemed emboldened by his admission and turned her attention to Sue. She has always had a need to collect as much information as possible from as many sources as possible before making any significant decision, and she apparently viewed this as her opportunity to do the necessary data analytics.

“Sue. Mmm, I don’t know how to ask this, but, erm, do the husbands ever get involved in the…umm…action?

“It depends on the scenario, my dear. The general rule is that husbands only get involved if asked by their wives. Operationally, if the target seemed open to a threesome, then I would give Jim a surreptitious sign. Then occasionally, if the scenario developed in more interesting ways, multiple men could even be involved.” She chuckled, seemingly at a specific memory of some wild encounter from their time in the field.

“I shall never forget a night in Istanbul when we were so close to shutting down an entire counter-intelligence operation organized by a former Soviet satellite state. Our role was to keep the main group of enemy agents busy for a couple of hours while our exfiltration team rescued two British agents who were being held captive in an old warehouse outside the city.”

Obviously, ‘keeping them busy’ was a metaphor for using sexpionage tactics.

“You could call it an orgy, I suppose, but, more accurately, it was a gang bang as I was the only woman present. But I can’t deny that it was so hot. Three huge burly Eastern Europeans stood in front of me, taking turns pushing their enormous cocks deep in my throat while my gorgeous husband,” she looked over at Jim, “pushed his tongue inside me from behind, lapping up my free-flowing excitement. As each of our targets fucked my face in turn and delivered a huge load of cum directly down my throat, I thought I was in heaven. Believe it or not, back in the Cold War, that type of scenario wasn’t uncommon. Even with a one-on-one scenario, I became quite the fan of deep-throating a mark’s cock while Jim fucked me from behind. So, in answer to your question, yes, husbands can sometimes be involved if the situation calls for it.”

To say I was stunned was an understatement. Our ultimately regular-looking controller had lived a life of sexual freedom that was hard to imagine. How could my shy, inhibited wife tolerate all this filthy talk? I would typically expect her to have been cringing with embarrassment, but she seemed to be listening in fascination. I could hear her breathing becoming shallower and faster. Was that because of Sue’s uncensored revelations, or was it because of Xavier’s touch on her bare shoulders?

In her regular analytical style, which had served her well in our company, Stella was clearly determined to assess all the facts before coming to any conclusion.

“So, what about the risks to your marriage,” she asked. “Haven’t there been occasions when this lifestyle has broken apart a previously great marriage?”

“That’s exactly why we are so careful to pick the right people and then scrutinize potential recruits very carefully,” Sue responded. “We never approach any couple whose marriage looks anything but rock solid and loving from the get-go. But a true sense of adventure is important, too. Would you let me ask you a question now, Stella?”

Without waiting for my wife’s answer, she continued: “Never forget that there are two people in a marriage, and there could be times when your husband would be required to perform a similar sexpionage role. That would be your turn to look on without emotion. How would you feel about that? As Dylan has suggested, the usual stereotype is of the ‘hotwife.’ But in our line of work, the target could turn out to be a woman, and the male agent’s job would be to seduce her. It might even involve convincing the mark that it’s a love match and not just about sex. So, have you thought about your feelings in that situation — having to see or hear about Dylan’s conquests? I can see you're getting overwhelmed by so much information and so many difficult questions. I think we've given you both a lot to think about, and now is not the time to demand answers, so I will leave you to your own conclusions in your own time.”

Listening to Sue’s explanations of the complexities of our new role, I couldn’t help but reflect on the fine line between coldly creating the idea of a love match with an unsuspecting target and the possibility of a genuine bond developing. The idea of such a bond developing between my wife and Xavier seemed like a frightening risk.

Our young mentor was now openly massaging my wife’s shoulder right next to me. It was still difficult to comprehend how blatantly he ignored the fact that we were married. Had he automatically slipped into our cover story, or did it just suit his lustful needs to pretend he had? Where was the fine line now? Was he just some alpha male asshole who didn't give a crap whether his latest conquest was married or not?

No matter his motivation, the way he was fondling my wife was amazingly hot!

Somewhat to my relief, it was Jim who decided to put an end to the proceedings.

“Well, thanks for hosting us for lunch, guys,” he smiled. “I think we've given you a whole lot to think about. We will be back to your regular lecture schedule tomorrow morning, so why don’t you spend the rest of the day weighing what you’ve heard today? Remember, you can talk to us at any time to get more of our personal perspectives.

#####

Stella

When Jim and Sue left, the four of us moved over to the sofas, where the new normal transpired without question. I found myself cuddled up next to Xavier while Emmy and Dylan sat facing us. It wasn’t that they were cold to each other – they were friendly enough — but they simply didn’t have the vibes or the relationship that had built so quickly and naturally between Xavier and me. Emmy and Dylan laughed and joked together, seemingly getting on like a pair of old friends. Maybe they were lucky not to have the added complication of being physically attracted to each other. I still wasn’t sure whether I could trust a word Xavier said. Could his attention all be a ploy – part of some devious plan to get his hooks into me? Or was I still being tested? Were unseen eyes monitoring my every reaction remotely?

“Difficult to imagine, isn't it?” laughed Emmy. “Jim and Sue as the hot young couple of the international intelligence community, having wild sex all over Europe in service of their country.”

“It’s a bit hard to fathom,” Dylan chuckled. “But their stories were certainly hot.”

Xavier’s strong arm around my shoulders was comforting, but nothing could alleviate the concerns building inside me.

“What’s up, gorgeous?” he asked me, sensing my tension.

“Oh, Xavier, I'm just afraid. Everyone involved seems so sexually experienced, and I feel entirely unprepared to go into the field. You probably know from my dossier that David was the first and only man in my life, and our love life has been wonderful but certainly not adventurous. Then comes Sue, talking openly about deep-throating multiple guys and relishing when they all came in her mouth. I've never done anything like that, and I wouldn’t know how to start. Let alone some of the other wild stuff she was talking about.”

“You're lucky she didn’t get into any of her anal sex stories then,” Emmy laughed.

“Dear God, please don’t tell me about that, Emmy. There is so much I seem to have missed out on in life, at least in the sex department. What can I do to gain the experience I’m lacking? Is there anyone here at The Beach who can give me a crash course?

“Why do you think we've been chosen as your mentors, then?” our stunning young assistant smiled encouragingly. Xavier and I are here to help with anything we can. Do you want to try something new right now?”

WHAT? I know I’d expressed a desire to gain more experience, but NOW! I felt like the proverbial deer in the headlights, but despite my stomach churning with nervous anticipation, I nodded. After all, I could hardly complain about my sexual naivety and not be prepared to learn new things, especially when we had been assigned such expert tutors.

“Good girl,” chipped in Xavier while Dylan looked almost overwhelmed with excitement and surprise, partly at what might follow but also at my shedding so many of my stultifying inhibitions.

“Come with me into the bedroom, Stella,” Emmy instructed. “Let’s get you ready.”

#####

Dylan

It was incredibly unnerving to watch my wife being led away by the erotic young agent. What was she planning? After what seemed like an eternity, with Xavier smiling but not saying a word to me, Emmy called out to us both to join them in the bedroom. The sight that welcomed us was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Emmy was entirely naked, her magnificent body like something out of a high-end glamour magazine. Her shapely breasts were natural yet flawless, but my eyes were immediately drawn to her completely bare pussy – it was an erotic sight I’d only ever seen in porn movies. And there on our bed, my beautiful wife lay face down and just as naked. Her head was hanging over the edge of the bed as it would if she were about to get a massage. Stella’s firm rounded ass looked irresistible, but apparently, that wasn’t to be the subject of today’s lesson.

No sooner were Xavier and I in the room than he, too, pulled off all his clothes and displayed his incredibly toned body just as he had the previous evening. No one could ever accuse the man of being shy and retiring. When he nodded over to me, he looked slightly annoyed, and I realized I was expected to get naked, too. He silently pointed to an armchair near the bottom corner of the bed, and once I’d stripped off my clothes, I duly followed instructions and sank into the comfort of its deep upholstery. It was abundantly clear that part of my training involved watching my wife in sexual situations with other men while our tutors assessed my reactions. I was to be judged as to whether I could accomplish my role without displaying emotion. It seemed like an impossible task as my heart was already thumping with excitement.

Once he had everyone in the positions he wanted, Xavier climbed onto the bed beside my wife. Emmy, with her all-but-perfect gym-toned body, followed suit and kneeled on her other side.

“We are just going to employ a short relaxation exercise, Stella,” she whispered in my wife’s ear. “Believe me, it will help.”

Help with what? I wondered if Emmy had told Stella what the lesson would involve. If she had, I was left entirely in the dark.

And then they began. Xavier and Emmy ran their hands over every inch of my wife’s body in the most sensuous display of eroticism I’d ever witnessed. Lesbian porn had never been my thing, but watching the lithe young spy as she lightly ran her fingers over every intimate part of my wife’s body was electrifying. Emmy and Xavier kneaded in unison up her legs until they each had a firm, rounded cheek in their hands. The way they massaged her was intentionally pulling her cheeks apart and exposing her perfect pussy. A pussy that was increasingly gushing wetness as her erotic adventure continued.

“You seem really relaxed now, Stella,” Emmy whispered again, running one finger between my wife’s wet lips. “I think you're ready for the lesson. So, I will be giving you some instructions as we move forward. If at any time you feel you need to stop the lesson, just tell me so, or if your mouth is too full, squeeze my hand.”

HOLY JEEZUS! So that was it. My wife was about to get a lesson in oral sex from our hot young assistant. I had to assume they were planning on teaching her how to deep-throat. The thought of my shy, reserved Sarah being coached towards the ultimate goal of turning her into a sexual virtuoso ready to use her powers to benefit the national interest was quite surreal. Our orders from Gus Singleton had been to follow every instruction Emmy and Xavier provided. Could Stella comply in such an intimidating setting? My heart pounded with excitement, my cock throbbed with a need to be touched, but my throat seized up in fear. I assumed that Xavier would be her partner in the exercise, but how, in God’s name, would she be able to deal with his enormous cock as her first time experience?

Emmy’s voice shattered my contemplative turmoil.

“Dylan. Step over here, please, in front of Stella.”

Dear God, it wasn’t Xavier who would partner my wife in this bizarre exercise. It was ME!

I did as instructed and stood in front of my darling wife, who looked up at me nervously. I wasn’t sure who was the most apprehensive, her or me.

“That’s good.” Emmy's voice was as smooth as velvet as she started her instructions.

“Stella, would you prop yourself up on your elbows, and Dylan, step forward just a little until your nice hard cock is softly brushing Stella’s lips.”

I could feel my wife’s warm breath teasing my rigid length. Was she looking forward to it as much as I was? It felt bizarre to display such intimacy in front of such a critical audience, but it was what we’d unknowingly signed up for. Stella was no stranger to oral sex but only with a few shallow attempts as foreplay. She had never experienced a cock in her throat or even taken my cum in her mouth.

“I want you to start slowly, Stella. Take just the head of Dylan’s cock in your mouth,” Emmy instructed.

Despite the bizarre nature of Emmy’s demand, I’d never seen anyone so eager to comply. My wife looked absolutely thrilled at the idea. She seemed utterly unconcerned about being watched by our two mentors.

As I looked down at my wife, her eyes locked onto mine. She appeared to be in seventh heaven as she took just my swollen head into her mouth with a loud, contented sigh. My cock visibly pulsed with excitement in reaction as it started to disappear gradually into Stella’s mouth.

“Deeper now, Stella,” ordered her tutor.

Emmy’s instructions combined gentleness and forcefulness in a way I’d never heard before. Each part of the lesson was issued in the form of an order but in an oddly caring way, as if committed to her student’s well-being.

I couldn’t believe what we were doing. Eight years of marriage, and we’d never done anything remotely as sexy. Emmy calmly issued instructions to us both, making the whole exercise seem more academic than sensual. As I followed Emmy's instructions and slowly pushed forward, I had to wonder where my shaft was disappearing to. I’m on the large side of average, so I could only assume it must be filling her mouth entirely, but surely she wouldn’t attempt to swallow me into her throat. She would choke.

“Take him deeper now, Stella; just swallow another inch.” Emmy coached as my wife swallowed me without apparent difficulty, one gulp at a time, following the invaluable guidance every step of the way. “I’ll be giving you more tips as you try. You're almost there.”

As Stella attempted to absorb Emmy’s tips, my cock must have reached her gag reflex. The unmistakable sounds of her struggling made me concerned for her well-being. I wanted to pull out. However, it was my wife who pulled away, just briefly, to catch her breath before eagerly taking me in again, determined to succeed in the seemingly impossible challenge.

Xavier stayed silent the whole time, and Emmy’s coaxing voice eased Stella through that most intimate of lessons with the same combination of firmness and caring. She instructed her on muscle control, breathing techniques, and jaw positioning. It was inconceivable to me that such a skill could be the subject of a lesson. It was bizarre – the most surreal masterclass I’d ever witnessed.

Again, Stella gagged at the newness of the experience, and I wondered if Emmy would call a halt to the lesson. I glanced over at Xavier, and he seemed to be relishing each gagging sound as my wife tried and tried to suck me deeper, his thick cock growing harder with each obscene sound. I had to admit that those guttural noises were strangely erotic in the context of what was happening, as long as they didn’t indicate that my wife was in distress.

Then, suddenly, Stella's efforts paid off. Her eyes opened wide in amazement as my cock slid smoothly past her gag reflex and into her throat. The wild sparkle in her eyes revealed how proud she was of herself, and my eyes were glued to the contours of her delicate throat as my cock penetrated deeper and deeper. The bulging outline was evident as it stretched her pale neck.

“Well done, Stella. Great job.” Emmy encouraged her. “Once you’ve trained the gag reflex, the throat will stretch to accommodate a cock of any size. Now, you will forever be able to deep-throat even the largest guy. Once a cock passes your gag reflex, you will never be intimidated again. It’s a huge psychological hurdle you’ve overcome. Imagine trying it with Xavier,” she had attempted to make it sound like a joke, but my cock reacted immediately, jumping in excitement in Stella’s throat. Feeling my reaction added another naughty sparkle to her eyes.

Emmy sounded genuinely proud of her student, and I grinned like the Cheshire Cat as I watched my wife with my cock still lodged in her throat.

“Do you want to try throat-fucking, now Stella?” her teacher asked softly.

My gorgeous wife pulled away from me with an obscene squelch.

“Oh, my God, Emmy. I could never imagine doing that or even being capable of it. You are such an amazing teacher, you know.”

“Thanks, Stella,” Emmy laughed. “So, are you ready to go the whole way and let Dylan fuck your throat and maybe even let him cum in your mouth?”

Surely, that was a step too far for my shy wife.

“God, yes. Fuck my throat, Dylan, please,” she gasped. “I want you to flood my throat with your cum.”

It couldn’t possibly be my shy, naïve wife uttering those words. She had never experienced a man's cum in her mouth, yet she was wildly demanding it like some deranged nymphomaniac.

I’d never fucked a woman's throat in my entire life, but the heat of the moment and my wife’s eagerness demanded it, didn’t it?

I took her head in both hands, slid my cock back into her mouth, and started to thrust my hips back and forth. What was I thinking? And people were WATCHING! In gentle steps, I eased my cock in a little further with each thrust until I effortlessly pushed all the way down. As deep as I could get. What followed was the most amazing five minutes of my life, not just because of the incredible sensation on my cock, but also from the eagerness and pure joy with which my previously shy wife discovered and relished her new skills.

When I screamed out my impending climax, all eyes were riveted on Stella’s wide-stretched mouth. I'd never thought of myself as an exhibitionist, but the bizarre presence of Emmy and Xavier made the whole scenario even more exciting. Emmy’s face showed mainly pride in a lesson well taught; Xavier’s was a picture of expectant lust.

My cock pulsed as I screamed out the ultimate pleasure and pumped a giant load directly into my gorgeous hotwife’s throat. The first time she’d ever swallowed a man’s cum. I was euphoric.

Emmy chuckled in appreciation. “You know Stella, despite what you’ve just accomplished, deep-throating is actually something that can’t be taught. The coaching I gave you is all well and good, but it is only effective for people with an inherent talent that can usually only come through experience. It took me months to achieve what you just did. Some people can do it with relative ease, and others will never be able to do it, even with all the practice in the world. You are a natural, I have to say. I was so impressed.”

I leaned down to my wife. “So was I, Stella. You were amazing.”

I think we both assumed the lesson would be over, but Stella’s inherent skill had apparently inspired Emmy to suggest even more.

“How about trying it with Xavier, Stella? Test out my theory that once you’ve accomplished it, you can accept any size cock?”

Surely, my wife had had enough. And it had to be too soon for her to try it with someone his size. I should have known better, though. Sarah Russell was gone. Stella Ruskin had taken over.

“Wow, yeah,” she panted and licked her lips sexily as she looked over at Xavier's huge hard cock that was bobbing in excited anticipation.

I collapsed, sated, in the armchair, and prepared to watch the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

My eyes were glued to Stella’s face as Xavier stepped forward until his huge cock head was brushing against her lips like mine had. Her mouth twitched slightly in excitement. She stuck out her tongue to moisten her lips, and when that tiny tip of her tongue touched the warm tip of Xavier’s cock she smiled as if presented with the best gift in the world. She knew from experience exactly what size he was, but she stayed calm and looked as if she were willing herself back into total relaxation mode. I was so proud of her.

He brushed her lips again. This time, she stuck out her tongue and really licked her lips until they were wet and shiny. As she retracted her tongue, her mouth stayed open just the tiniest bit. She looked almost as if she were sleeping. I knew, and I suspect Xavier knew, that she was fully aware of what she was doing.

He moved forward and placed his cock against her lips again. This time, he didn’t move back. He left it there for a few seconds before gently pushing forward just a fraction. I watched as Stella’s slightly open mouth opened marginally more. Our mentor repeated his move, and my wife’s desire was now clearly apparent. She opened her mouth wide and let our young assistant slip the entire head of his cock into her mouth.

I’d never seen such an erotic sight. The earth tilted on its axis, and I almost passed out. Pre-cum was leaking profusely from me despite having just cum. Xavier pulled out, and Stella actually pouted with disappointment. When I looked down, I saw that he was producing just as much pre-cum as me. Stella opened her eyes and saw it, too. She did something quite lascivious that I could never have imagined her doing. She reached up with one hand and pulled Xavier's cock towards her mouth. Sticking out her tongue, she then pulled up and down on his cock, milking his free-flowing pre-cum onto her tongue. She let go of him, looked up into his eyes, and made a big show of swallowing. Not only could she deep-throat a man, but she had also learned how to turn it into a performance for him.

He smiled broadly at my wife’s impudence, then slid the head of his huge black cock back into her mouth.

His methodology seemed to revolve around soft and gentle coaxing, much like Emmy had employed in her lesson.

“You can do this, Stella. Just relax your jaw.”

“Good, girl,” chimed in Emmy.

“You can take a little more, gorgeous; I know you can,” he charmed her.

I watched with a combination of horror and amazement as more of him disappeared into my wife’s mouth. Surely, she would stop him. He was going to choke her.

“Good girl. Now I’m going to pull out and let you get your breath.”

As his cock slid out of her mouth inch by obsidian inch, I was stunned by the realization of how much of him she’d managed. She was gasping for breath, but she had a beaming smile on her face.

“Do you want to try again, gorgeous?”

Of course, she didn’t. Was he mad? She must have had enough.

But no. My wife just nodded, and he went straight in as deep as he’d been before. Stella grunted a little, and strings of saliva somehow managed to escape from her stretched lips.

“Pretend you are yawning, and you’re just at that point where the yawn turns from an inhale to an exhale. Your throat is as open as it will ever be. Do you feel it?”

Stella grunted her assent.

“Are you ready to try for the ultimate, Stella?”

Another grunt.

“Concentrate on relaxing the muscles of your throat.”

Then I watched as Xavier pushed his entire shaft into my wife’s throat until her nose was pressed into the solid muscle of his abs. He immediately pulled out again, allowing her to gasp for air.

I didn’t know what to do. I should have stopped him, shouldn’t I? On the other hand, my beloved wife seemed genuinely proud of herself. But he could have choked her. There again, apart from a couple of rhythmic grunts that indicated her gag reflex was trying desperately hard to cope, she had been magnificent.

My beautiful wife lay there red-faced with saliva hanging from her lips and tears streaming from her eyes, yet she was glowing with pride.

“Great job, Stella,” Emmy congratulated her highly accomplished student. “Make sure you keep practicing. Practice makes perfect, as they say.”

Her comment made it clear that the lesson was over. The shock on my wife’s face made it evident she’d wanted more.

“But I thought Xavier was going to cum in my mouth, as well,” she whined.

Apparently, swallowing my cum for the first time had given her a taste for it. The mere idea that it was my wife uttering those words, begging to swallow a young guy’s cum, would have seemed impossible just a few weeks before. But hell, it was hot.

“Maybe another time,” Emmy responded, making it crystal clear that she and Xavier would be in control of the timing and content of our lessons. “There will be plenty of opportunity for that.”

“Yeah, and just imagine,” Xavier said, looking deep into my wife’s eyes, “the longer you wait, the bigger the load I’ll have built up for you to swallow. Would you like that, gorgeous?”

Sarah Russell would have been horrified. Stella Ruskin looked excited at his filthy proposal.

As Xavier and Emmy pulled on their clothes to leave, the cocky young man couldn’t resist one last joke.

“So, Stella, should we leave the anal sex lesson until next time?”

Her previous look of disappointment at not getting to swallow Xavier’s huge load turned instantly to one of horror at what could lay ahead.


Chapter 8 – An Attitude Shift

Dylan

The next day, we returned to our apartment after another fascinating lecture on Hostage Diplomacy. Charles McLelland had been the speaker, and he once again showed his ability to hold an audience rapt. At the end of the day, he came over to our team’s spot, ignoring the rest of our cohort of trainees, ostensibly to get some feedback. So why did it feel more like an effort to chat up my wife? Was I in danger of feeling sidelined in our new life at The Beach? Charlie and Xavier were both blatant in the attention they paid to Stella. I might as well have been an extra in their production. And my adorable wife seemed to be lapping it up. She was becoming more confident by the day, at least in the flirting department. So, imagine my surprise as soon as we got back to our apartment and the front door closed behind us.

“Oh, David,” she sobbed, reverting once again to my real name. “I don’t think I can take any more of this. One minute, I’m on an ecstatic high, excited by all the male attention, and then the next, I’m in the depths of despair. Are these things Xavier’s doing to me nothing more than tests in his eyes, or does he actually have some genuine feelings for me? Do you think he’s just taking advantage of the situation we’re in to satisfy his own massive ego and his own rampant lust? And how can you stand by and allow him to do such things when you can see how I’m developing feelings for him? I know you’ve told me how men like you and Jim are excited to watch your wives with other men, but surely that doesn’t include watching us fall in love.”

Her words were like a blade through my heart. I was new to the whole wife-watching experience, and it hadn't occurred to me that my beloved Sarah would actually develop an emotional attachment to Xavier. I should have known better. Sarah always equated sex with emotional feelings. For her, the two go hand in hand. Yet I’d naively believed this situation would be different. How could I have thought I could watch her orgasm on his long thick cock and allow him to pump her full of his hot white cum without a thought for the bond that could potentially form.

Luckily, the two of us share everything, even our darkest innermost thoughts and fears. Truth has always been at the core of our marriage. It was better that she admitted how complicated her feelings were becoming. But that didn’t answer the question that evaded both of us: even if Stella was developing feelings for Xavier, what did he feel for her? On the face of it, he seemed to reciprocate those feelings, but was it all an act, a subterfuge to develop my wife’s sexpionage skills to a level where she would be effective in the field? Once his objectives were achieved, would he dispassionately drop her like his ballet dancer asset?

It was easy to see they were starting to build a closer relationship. He held her hand wherever they went. Maybe he was just being supportive or attempting to encourage her into the role of her single, unattached cover persona, Stella. As difficult as he was to decipher, it seemed more than that. Admittedly, Xavier is something of an enigma – almost impossible to understand – but some indefinable bond was developing between them. Just then, another possibility occurred to me. Was it a case of her suddenly opening up to what she’d been missing, and was Xavier simply the catalyst for her newfound liberation? If that was the case, was she in danger of ‘experimenting’ with whomever and whenever the opportunity arose? It was all happening too fast.

All I could do at that moment was hold my wife, the love of my life, in my arms and comfort her.

Stella’s sobs were gradually dissipating as I held her close to me, but we both jumped at the loud knock on our door. Was I being paranoid, or was it too much of a coincidence that a member of the team, for that was the only option, could be paying us a visit when we were in obvious distress? Again, I imagined the possibility of hidden cameras and 24/7 surveillance. Was someone aware of the mental struggles we were going through? Jeez, it was unnerving.

I sauntered to the door, attempting to achieve a casual look and giving my wife a few seconds to regain her composure. Jim and Sue stood there with a look of concern on their faces. That look only made me even more paranoid. I had no choice but to invite them in.

Despite my efforts to console Stella, her eyes were still red from crying, and her distress was evident.

“Oh, my dear,” Sue said softly. “It’s tough, isn't it? Do you want to talk about it?” Sue walked over and flung her arms around my wife. “Xavier heard you crying when he came up the stairs, and he alerted us immediately.”

Mmm, did that alleviate some of my paranoia about being watched, or was that precisely what they would say if they were watching?

“Whatever’s the matter, my dear,” Sue asked. She sounded like someone’s favorite aunt, ready to listen, to give comfort, and to offer help.

Regrettably, Stella's reaction was to dissolve into yet more sobs.

“I know, I know, my dear,” Sue soothed her. “It’s difficult, isn't it? This life is not for the faint-hearted. So much is asked of us, and it takes a particular personality to handle the pressure. Remember, though, that the vetting process we employed to single you out was quite categorical in its outcome. You ARE such a person, Stella. We have every confidence.”

Stella was nodding along, perhaps attempting to convince herself that Sue’s adamant convictions were valid.

“Do you remember Laszlo Kopic’s lecture when he advised you to ‘feel nothing? Well, my dear, I need to tell you that, in my case, that has been impossible throughout my entire career. I’m sure he means well when he says it, but it simply ignores human nature. We all develop feelings, and I actually believe it’s a good thing. Caring doesn’t necessarily have to impact our performance negatively. In fact, Jim and I believe the opposite – it can often enhance the way we work. Dr Kopics Dark Triad theories ignore the simple fact that there is a flip side to every coin. Yes, selfishness, ruthlessness, and cunning can often serve as useful tools for an agent, but so can empathy, compassion, and emotion. It is perfectly natural to develop feelings for the agents we work with and sometimes even for the targets of our operations. In that case, the key to an agent's behavior is to know how and when to disengage.” 

Everything our controller was telling us made me feel better, but did it mean she was aware of my wife’s developing feelings for Xavier? For that matter, were either of us fully aware of what Sue meant by her comments? When she said it could be ‘difficult,’ did she mean the pressure of everyone’s expectations? Or was it the combination of novelty, excitement, and guilt as my wife was introduced to both the implications of sexpionage and the confusing interactions with young Xavier?

It became Jim’s turn to add his two cents of reassurance.

"We know how difficult this is, guys. Remember, we've been through it ourselves. Your commitment will be tested to extremes – both of you. Stella, you will be called upon to do things you would never have considered before agreeing to this assignment. And Dylan, you will be asked to witness your wife in the most compromising acts. Not only will your sexual boundaries be tested, but so will your intuition, your critical thinking skills, and your ability to innovate. Your training will soon move on from the lecture format and into simulation exercises. They will be tough, and they will test the combination of skill sets we believe you both embody."

“Stella, we have an apology to make. Even our thorough vetting process failed to uncover the fact that before your marriage, you were totally sexually inexperienced. Your exposure to the world of sexpionage must have come as an enormous shock. Bearing in mind that inexperience, and in the context of what we are now asking of you, I would suggest you try to broaden your horizons as quickly as possible. As a start, you could watch some porn videos together. See if you can pick up any tricks. We have placed quite a library of movies in that cupboard beside the fireplace, and Emmy and Xavier each have extensive collections in their apartment for just such occasions. Try to view them with an open mind, but rest assured if there is any activity you find too extreme, then you will never be asked to go there. And if you would be more comfortable watching them with Xavier or Emmy so they can explain things you don’t fully understand, that can easily be arranged.

“Now, before we leave you, do you have any questions for us?”

Personally, I was too overwhelmed to know what to ask, but my beloved wife came right back at him with the bluntest question that was clearly festering in her mind.

“We were told that our cybersecurity skills were the primary reason for our recruitment. Yet, as soon as we arrived here, it seemed like sexpionage operations became the primary focus of our training. So, I want you to be honest. Was I recruited more for my looks than my technical abilities?”

Jim and Sue shifted uncomfortably in their chairs before Sue came clean.

“It’s like this, Stella — firstly, you were absolutely approached because of your cybersecurity reputation. But you really don’t need further training on cybersecurity issues; you’re both already at the top of your game. However, as sexpionage tactics are likely to be required during your operations, your training naturally needs to be focused on the topic where you are less skilled. Now, in all honesty, you weren't recruited because you are gorgeous but put it this way, you probably wouldn’t have been recruited if you weren’t. Your cybersecurity skills are still our priority, but the way you are adapting to the sexpionage component of the job is truly admirable. Jim and I are really proud of you.”

When the MacLeans left us that day, we were shell-shocked into mute acquiescence, feeling numb yet overwhelmed by the gravity of our situation.

My wife’s sobs had long since subsided as her guilt at feelings for Xavier were eclipsed by the realization of what confronted us, and the full horrors of our new life were painfully revealed.

#####

Stella

The following day, we were about to head into a lecture on Intelligence Agencies of The World when we heard our names being called. It was Gus Singleton striding towards us with his usual friendly smile.

“Dylan, Stella, how are you both? I was talking with the MacLeans earlier, and they mentioned you could be having some difficulties settling in. Why don’t you come to my office during the lunch break for a chat? I’ll get some sandwiches sent in for us. Maybe there’s something I can do to make your transition easier.”

Another kindly-sounding suggestion that we knew was an order.

Laszlo Kopic was the lecturer again, and he was characteristically fascinating in his strangely brusque way. We learned all about the different operational styles of the world's most respected or most feared intelligence agencies, from Israel’s Mossad and MIT, the Turkish service, to Russia’s FSB, and the Indian agency RAW, the Research and Analysis Wing. A disproportionate amount of time was spent on America’s CIA and the intelligence cooperation of the Five Eyes group of nations: the USA, the UK, Canada, Australia, and New Zealand. As with all of Dr. Kopic’s sessions, the morning flew past, and before we knew it, the time had come for us to head for the inner sanctum of the man who ultimately controlled us all.

He responded to our knock as if he’d been standing right inside the door.

“Come in, come in. Sit yourselves down.” His tone, his smile, and his overall demeanor were comforting, whether or not they were genuine. Knowing that he could just as quickly adopt a militaristic style didn’t matter in that moment.

“Grab a sandwich, and let's get to the bottom of what’s making the two of you uncomfortable here. Jim and Sue are concerned that you feel out of your depth. So tell me all about it.” He had unexpectedly taken on the role of therapist.

And with no further prompting, we unburdened ourselves of all the doubts and insecurities that had festered in our minds since our arrival at The Beach. We touched on many of the more general issues and the pressures that were being piled on us daily. But inevitably, the conversation turned to the elephant in the room:

Dylan’s conflicted feelings about the rights and wrongs of enjoying watching me with Xavier, my own fears of sexual inadequacy, and our combined fears for our marriage if emotions crept even further into my relationship with our young mentor. It all poured out. In return, Gus was the embodiment of empathy as he reassured us with both logical reasoning and a few of the usual appeals to our patriotism. His words were like some magic balm for our psyche, and by the time he indicated that our meeting was coming to a close, we both felt more at ease and more comfortable that we were up to the broader task. It was only when I realized we’d been with him for over three hours that I remembered the lecture we’d been scheduled to attend.

“Not to worry, my dear,” Gus patted my hand. Laszlo can always give you some private instruction if needed.

“Now, before you go, I need to pass on Jim and Sue’s recommendation. They believe it would be beneficial for you to watch a few erotic videos to observe some of the tactics that could be expected of you.”

His eyes never left mine as he said it. It was patently obvious that his comments were directed at me. I was very likely to be the one who would be called upon to perform in such a challenging role, and yet I was the one who was considered deficient.

“I have asked Xavier and Emmy to curate a series of suitable films for all four of you to watch together. Don’t be shy about asking their advice – they are both very experienced agents. I understand you have already undertaken a couple of exercises with Xavier, my dear. Exercises that went exceptionally well by all accounts. And that wasn’t so bad, was it.”

The blush that ran from my neck and up my face was immediate confirmation of my continued naivete. Just the thought that this uniquely important man had heard or even seen a video of all the details of Xavier pumping into my pussy and fucking my mouth was mortifying. Was he also aware of how much I’d enjoyed it?

“Well done, my dear. You did a great job.” He seemed to be treating the whole episode just like any other training exercise, which lessened my discomfort a little. Such a casual attitude to an event I’d found borderline seismic made me realize exactly why we were there at The Beach. This was a job like any other, and appropriate training was essential for success, after all. So, why were my emotions being torn to shreds?

#####

When we left Gus Singleton's office after our marathon therapy session, we found Emmy and Xavier waiting for us outside in the hall.

“So, here’s the plan,” said Emmy without any preamble and in a more businesslike tone than usual. “We have ordered dinner to be delivered to my apartment this time, and we are going to embark on your journey into the murky depths of the pornographic movie world. My place has several rooms equipped specially for coaching in some of the more esoteric tastes you could encounter. Join us at seven, and we’ll get started.”

Esoteric tastes! What the hell did that mean? I had rarely been exposed to even the most plain vanilla porn, and the mention of ‘esoteric tastes’ was unnerving. When I snuck a glance at Dylan, he was looking wide-eyed – with what? Anticipation or fear?

#####

We obviously arrived at Emmy’s place on the dot at seven o'clock as instructed.

“Hey, Guys, come in. Welcome,” she said, reverting to her usual, friendly tone. “I've ordered Chinese food. I hope that’s okay. One of the chefs downstairs is originally from Sichuan province in the upper Yangtze River valley in Southwestern China, and his food is truly amazing. Xavier will be up in a few minutes.

“So let me show you around a bit. I told you how I’d been allocated the biggest apartment of all, the old servant's quarters. As you can see, much of the space has been opened up into a contemporary great room, like the apartments downstairs. But that door at the end of the hallway leads to a section of the attic space where the old rooms have been retained. The overall dimensions of the rooms are still as they were when housemaids and footmen would have lived there. However, they’ve been remodeled, so each of the rooms has been customized into a training playroom that caters to all sorts of specific sexual tastes. We still call that whole area of the apartment The Servant’s Quarters, although the name carries very different connotations in its new incarnation. This whole apartment is always allocated to a senior agent with a novice agent under their wing. A novice who requires specialized training. I’m that senior agent, and of course, you are the novice, Stella.”

The look she gave me seemed to imply that I should brace myself for what was to come. A lump settled in my throat – I was convinced I would never become comfortable with most of the sexual practices I was apparently about to be exposed to, even though I had little idea what they might involve.

“Xavier and I figured we could have some dinner and a glass of wine before we start the videos, and then we can show you around the ‘Servants Quarters’ between each video to help you understand each scenario a little better. What do you think?”

What could I say? My stomach was clenched with both fear and nervous anticipation, and when I glanced at Dylan, he looked just as panicked. I forced a smile to indicate my readiness to keep an open mind towards whatever was ahead, but I feared it looked more like my face had taken on the early stages of rigor mortis.

Luckily, the attention moved from my discomfort as a knock at the door announced the arrival of both Xavier and the young woman, Jane, who had a wheeled cart laden with cartons of delicious-smelling Chinese food.

#####

Emmy had not been exaggerating; the food was spectacular. After a couple of glasses of wine, I was almost able to push the reason why we were there to the back of my mind. As we ate and chatted, it became more and more evident that after those first ‘homework exercises’ with Xavier, he felt entitled to be playfully intimate whenever and wherever he wanted. It was almost as if he had taken marital ownership of me. My husband's presence had no impact at all on the way he behaved and the way he talked to me. He would nuzzle up to me, kissing my neck without a second glance at Dylan. As I was bending over to clear away the leftovers, he came up behind me, grabbed my waist, and started grinding his hips against my ass. I could feel the hardness of his cock even through the velvet skirt I was wearing. As exciting as it was to feel so desired by such an incredible guy, I couldn’t help but feel guilty. It seemed impossible to believe Dylan was genuinely okay with such an open display of Xavier’s sexual dominance on the one hand and my sexual attraction to him on the other. The last thing I wanted was for my beloved husband to feel humiliated.

In the living room, a television took up almost an entire wall. I’d never seen one quite as large. Two sofas, one behind the other, theater style, faced the giant screen. The seating arrangements were a foregone conclusion, so it came as no surprise when Xavier took my hand and led me to the sofa closest to the screen.

“Sit with me, gorgeous,” he said in his sexy, deep baritone. His voice had that strange quality of resonating through my very being, vibrating its way into my soul. “Front row seats for the VIP.” He seemed quite unaware or uncaring of how that might sound to Dylan, who was literally in the back seat.

“Emmy and I have put together a program especially for you, Stella. There is an enormous range of porn available, but we have purposely picked only videos with stunningly attractive people who, whether acting or not, appear genuinely attracted to each other, people who look like they are enjoying the whole adventure. We didn’t want you to be turned off by cheaply produced content with dubious-looking performers going through the motions, their only motivation being a fairly small cash payment at the end of the day. The good thing is that even the more arty, more sensitively produced movies all contain the same wide variety of sexual activities, the same kinks, and the same explicit action. So why not watch beautiful people enjoying themselves rather than the rougher-looking alternatives?”

Without any further explanation, the lights started to dim as they would in a cinema. Emmy, sitting on the sofa behind us with Dylan, must have had a remote to control the lights and the television.

“Okay, gorgeous, settle in, and we’ll show you all the sexual delights you could ever wish for.”

Xavier spoke softly, but it was loud enough for them to hear behind us. What was my poor husband thinking?

Xavier’s strong arm snaked around my shoulders and pulled me in close to him. Close enough that the heat from his body sent a tingle of anticipation running down my spine.

“So, this first film is the most plain vanilla of the lot, but we wanted to ease you in gently. Remember, the people on the screen are actors. Watch how they show how much they are enjoying themselves. You may be called upon to demonstrate that level of enjoyment yourself, Stella.” He sounded pretty serious. This was clearly intended to be instructive — another bizarre lesson.

The production logo faded away, and the scene was of a tropical beach. The cinematography and production values were impeccable. It was clearly not a cheap and cheerful porno. A beautiful young blonde lay out on a towel, rubbing sunscreen on her legs. The camera panned out to capture an impressive young black guy strolling along the beach toward her. It raised an unsettling question in my mind – had they chosen an interracial couple to mirror my involvement with Xavier? Even to a novice like me, the plot line was unmistakable. There was to be little attempt at character development or story arc. I realized Emmy had muted the sound and assumed she doubted there was much to learn from the stilted dialog.

The silent movie progressed as the young ‘local’ guy approached the girl and offered to help her out with the incredibly difficult task of applying sunscreen. The camera angle shifted as if to mirror the girl's sight line and zoomed in on a monster lurking in the young guy’s Speedos. The sight was apparently enough for our starlet to remove her bikini top and lay face down, ready for Prince Charming to massage the coconut-scented oil into her back.

Even though it was obvious how the action would develop, there was something about the quality of the filming and the attractiveness of the two stars that made it uncomfortably arousing. The knowledge that I would soon be watching the two of them having wild sex while other people were watching my reactions was disturbing. An involuntary shiver ran through my body, giving Xavier an excuse to hug me even closer. I should have stopped him when he put a huge hand on my thigh as if to offer comfort – but it felt so good. The tingle vibrating through my pussy made it impossible to stop him. I knew Dylan would be watching like a hawk, but still, I sat there snuggled against that charismatic young man, allowing him to gently stroke my thigh through the soft velvet of my skirt.

We all watched as the tall, good-looking ‘island’ guy peeled off the girl's bikini bottom and massaged her perfectly round ass. When he pushed her legs apart, and we were treated to a close-up view of her pussy I finally understood what Xavier had meant about the importance of realism. The girl's lips were wet with excitement. Maybe it was just an acting job, but she was definitely getting into it. Her young admirer seemed equally impressed and quickly dropped his head between her legs to eat her pussy with a relish I could barely comprehend. Did men really enjoy doing that as much as the video was showing? I couldn’t help wondering if my beloved husband would be required, or able, to do that in the line of duty.

Next, it was the turn of our female lead to follow her natural curiosity that had been piqued by her first view of the giant package that was barely contained within his scarlet Speedos. When she peeled them down around the guy’s powerful thighs, a terrifying sight confronted her. At least it looked terrifying to me. Not so for our starlet. She seemed as excited and happy as a newly announced lottery winner. She even managed to show surprise despite probably having rehearsed the scene beforehand. Perhaps that was all part of what was required of an actor.

When she took the head of his enormous back cock in her mouth, I let out an involuntary whimper. The memory of taking Xavier's wonderful cock in my mouth was still vivid in my mind. I could almost sense the warm, ridged hardness of him bulging out my cheeks. The wetness between my legs was becoming embarrassing, and I knew Xavier must be aware of it. His hand wandered further up my thigh pushing my legs gently apart until I could feel his strong fingers stroking my pussy, even through the fabric of my skirt and the thin cotton of my panties.

My gaze was riveted to the screen as the young blond started sucking her admirer while pumping his magnificent shaft with her tiny hand. Her intention was clear. She wanted that complete stranger to shoot his hot, thick load in her mouth. And I envied her. How could that be? I had never tasted cum until Dylan shot his load in my mouth the previous day. Yet, at that moment, I craved a giant mouthful. And the worst part of it was that this time it wasn’t my husband's cum I was imagining – it was the young man stroking my gushing pussy. The final shots of the movie saw the impressive young ‘island’ guy pull away from the blond and jerk his cock a few times until blast after blast of his cum shot directly into her eager mouth, coating her tongue until she made a big show of swallowing every drop and relishing the experience. The scene was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen.

It came as quite a shock when the lights gradually brightened. I expected Xavier to move his hand from between my legs, but as usual, at Grove House, my expectations were completely off the mark. Instead, he turned to face Dylan while his hand continued its slow, intimate massage between my legs.

“So, man, that actress was quite something, wasn’t she? Can you see our Stella pleading with a mark for him to shoot his load in her mouth?”

Dear God, my poor husband. How could he begin to formulate a response to such an outrageous question? I was cringing inside on his behalf. His immediate rejoinder amazed me.

“Oh, I think she could manage just about anything with the right training, Xavier. You underestimate my wife at your peril.”

“Hah. Brilliant.” Xavier seemed thrilled with Dylan's quick thinking. Maybe it was the kind of off-the-cuff thinking The Service was looking for. Unfortunately, his arrogance always forced him to get the last word.

“You may be right, man. She certainly seemed excited by it, judging by the state of her pussy.”

I’d assumed Dylan had guessed what Xavier was doing to me during the video, but Xavier’s arrogance made him determined to drive the point home.

“I can imagine. I told you she would cope with anything you could throw at her,” chuckled Dylan matter-of-factly, defusing the growing tension with a comment that finally took the wind out of our young mentor's sails.

“How about a break before the next movie,” suggested Emmy, further lightening the mood. “I’ll show you a couple of the training playrooms.”

And with that, she took Dylan’s hand, pulling him up off the sofa, and Xavier finally moved his hand from my pussy, leaving it clenching needily.

Emmy pushed open the door to the ‘Servants Quarters,’ revealing a long corridor with maybe ten doors off to either side. The first door we came to was marked with a large letter G. Plainly, the signage was not going to be a simple alphabetical arrangement.

“Any idea what the G could stand for?” she asked.

Both Dylan and I were at a loss.

“Gangbangs,” she laughed, pulling open the door.

The room in front of us contained only one item of furniture. A truly massive bed, the size of four king-sized beds, pushed together.

“The room can accommodate up to eight people,” she advised us casually as if she were a realtor showing a suburban property rather than describing a scenario where up to seven people could ravage a Service trainee at once. The thought was scary, yet at the same time, I couldn’t suppress another flood of wetness in my panties. Where did that come from? When I checked to see Dylan's reaction, I could almost see the cogs turning in his brain. Was he imagining that I was the trainee on that gigantic bed?

“This next door is Room FW. Any ideas before I show you?”

Emmy and Xavier were clearly getting a kick out of our complete inability to identify the various sexual kinks from a couple of random initials. When she opened the door, we were confronted by a large room that looked like a courtesan's boudoir – rococo furniture with lots of ornate gold-framed mirrors. Then, along the far wall stood racks of clothing.

‘The FW stands for Fetish Wear,” Xavier laughed. “Check it out. There’s a comprehensive collection ranging from the sexiest lingerie from European designers through to racier items designed with only naughtiness in mind. At the more extreme end of the fetish-wear spectrum are truly raunchy examples of latex catsuits and the like.” He reached over and pulled out an outfit from the rack. “I can just imagine you in one of those, Stella.” His voice turned pensive. “In fact, I think I might imagine you like that when I go to bed tonight.”

His implication was quite overt. He was suggesting that he would jerk off to a mental picture of me clad in some outrageous latex catsuit. I suppose I should have been offended, but the thought of that perfect specimen of a man stroking his long, stiff shaft while thinking only of me made me shudder with excitement. I wasn’t sure if Dylan had noticed my inappropriate reaction.

The tour continued, and we were shown an array of rooms catering to the training of agents, ranging from Room B, a bondage set-up where a row of hooks along one wall held a wide variety of implements that I couldn’t begin to imagine being put to use. Then came Room D, which had an even scarier display of items, all intended for mild discipline. Emmy matter-of-factly described them in a vain attempt to make them sound like everyday items.

“In Room B, we saw harnesses, ropes, handcuffs, and swings – that kind of thing. And here, you’ve got canes, switches, shackles, nipple clamps, and there on the end is a leather flogger.”

Please, God, don’t let my training involve Room B or D.

“The rest of the rooms can wait until later,” Emmy announced. “Let’s go back and watch some more videos.”

Xavier had been holding my hand throughout our tour, and I realized I’d been squeezing harder and harder as each training room was revealed. He seemed to take pity on me when he leaned down and whispered in my ear:

“It’s doubtful you will ever be called upon in the field to engage in too much bondage and discipline action, gorgeous,” he assured me. “Mind you, that doesn’t mean we couldn’t practice a bit during your training. What do you think?”

My playful slap of his arm only encouraged him more.

“You know, just a little,” he teased. “Just imagine if I tied you to the bed, spread-eagled, and then went down on you like the black guy did to the girl in the movie. I can picture you squirming with pleasure against the restraints on your wrists and ankles. How does that sound?”

The guy was irrepressible and incorrigible. Sexy as hell but incorrigible. The worst of it was that I now had the mental picture of what he’d described etched in my brain, and it sounded exciting as hell to my inexperienced ears.

The four of us walked back to the living room, where Emmy poured us all more wine. Grove House must have an extensive cellar because copious amounts kept being offered in an apparent effort to relax us two naïve trainees.

“Okay,” she told us. “Time for viewing some more adventurous things.”

“WAIT.” Xavier’s voice was commanding. “I need Stella to do something first.”

Emmy nodded along in agreement despite the fact that he’d not mentioned what I was supposed to do. Dylan shifted nervously in his seat, clearly worried about me.

“Stand up, Stella,” Emmy instructed. “Xavier wants you to slip off your panties and hand them to your husband.”

WHAT? I was gobsmacked. Dylan looked the same. Could I refuse? Did I even want to? Gus Singleton's directive raced back into my mind. We were to comply with any instructions issued by our two mentors. I had no choice if I wanted to stay on the project.

I stood up in front of my bizarre audience, who, in certain aspects, were becoming like family. Slipping my hands up under my skirt, I took the flimsy cotton and lace and slowly slid my panties down to the floor. Bending to pick them up, I was embarrassed to find them wet from the onslaught of excitement we’d been subjected to. In an attempt to disguise the state of them, I balled them up in my fist, and then, following Emmy’s instructions, I handed them over the back of the sofa to my confused-looking husband. As he took them in his hand, the moistness must have told him all he needed to know. The love in his eyes radiated his empathy for my situation. Still, the erection he was trying to hide was a dead giveaway for the terribly conflicted feelings lurking inside him.

“The next instructional video will include deep-throating. I know you have already been exposed to the skill, Stella. But, even for a natural like you, new tips can sometimes help with such a complex practice. Now, do you know the term 'Glory Hole’?” She was addressing me directly, but I had absolutely no idea what she was talking about. My glaring ignorance was evident to everyone – I didn’t need to respond.

“No matter. You will understand it by the end of this movie.” She was trying to offer some calm reassurance, but instead, I was getting more and more overwhelmed by this assault on my sexual ignorance.

“It is essential to grasp the skill,” she continued. “Personally, I have twice been in situations during operations where it has been invaluable. Both involved marks from foreign services who were trying to recruit me using a tried-and-true test of my commitment and authenticity by taking me to sex clubs. It’s not uncommon for agents from Eastern Bloc countries to use the tactic, so you must be ready for it. Glory hole rooms are stock-in-trade for such establishments, so we need to prepare you.”

I glanced nervously over my shoulder at Dylan. His eyes were wide with dismay. I could only assume he knew exactly what a glory hole was and what I was expected to master. I was the only idiot – again.

Luckily, the lights started to dim, covering my blushes and my total confusion. It was impossible to comprehend how Sarah Russell, my previous reality, had morphed into Stella Ruskin, sitting with a stunningly attractive young spy to watch lascivious sexual acts that were both disturbing and exciting all at once. And now, without my underwear!

Not a minute had passed in the darkness before I felt the weight and heat of Xavier's hand on my thigh again. The knowledge that I was naked under my skirt added a new level of anticipation to the adrenaline that was already pumping through my body.

The movie began with a young woman with long, raven-black hair sitting in the bar of a five-star hotel. Her black, backless dress clung to her gorgeous body. On the stools next to her sat a group of four men looking like high-powered executives in immaculately tailored suits, their ties loosened after a day of complex meetings. The logical progression of the script seemed to be that one of the guys would pick up the stunner with the backless dress. But with what seemed like little encouragement, the five of them moved on to the next scene in a luxuriously appointed hotel suite where, within minutes, they were all naked. Magnificent bodies were apparently the hallmark of high-end porn, and the sight of those four guys, each with a rampant erection, was enough to make me wriggle in my seat.

So, my first instruction was to be in the art of the gangbang. The first I’d ever seen. The thought of being called upon to be in a position like the beauty on the screen was a bit frightening. No, it was terrifying. How could one woman cope with trying to accommodate four men at the same time, let alone pleasing them while appearing enthusiastic? Another involuntary wriggle revealed my nervous excitement to the hunk with his hand on my thigh.

“Ssssh,” he whispered in my ear. “You'll be okay. Just trust me.” And with that, he reached down and grabbed the hem of my skirt. Sliding my skirt slowly, slowly up my legs, he wasn’t satisfied until we could both see my neatly shaved pussy. He hadn't been at all secretive about what he was doing, so it was inevitable that my loyal husband must be aware that I was sitting there naked from the waist down.

“Just watch, Stella,” Xavier's deep baritone rumbled in my ear, sending shivers through my body. “Watch and learn.” His hand slid between my legs, and without taking his eyes off the screen, he slid a long, thick finger inside me. My excitement had made me so wet that his intrusion was easy. And it felt terrific. My gasp of pleasure as his finger slid gently deeper must inevitably have alerted my husband to what was happening. I could only imagine the confusing emotions he must be enduring, as well as the erection he’d be struggling to manage. What a shame he and Emmy didn’t have the relationship I shared with Xavier. But did I? Did we even have a relationship, or was he just doing a job? After all, I was being explicitly trained to use sex as a means to an end. Wasn’t that precisely what Xavier was doing now?

On the screen, it was fascinating to watch as the woman appeared in control of everything that happened. She sucked those amazing cocks until they exploded in ecstasy in her mouth; she deep-throated even the largest of the group, and the piece de resistance came when she had a huge cock plunging deep into her pussy while another pounded her tight ass and a third in her mouth while the final guy was jerking off all over her breasts. I may have been ignorant of some of the terminology, but I’d certainly heard the term double penetration. And there I was in an intelligence officer’s training facility, witnessing it for the first time. The woman on the screen was either enjoying it immensely, or she was a damn fine actress. What had Xavier told me? WATCH AND LEARN.

My evident excitement at the ensuing action on the screen was translating directly into more and more wetness between my legs. Xavier turned to me and kissed me passionately as he pushed a second finger deep inside me.

When I looked back at the screen, I saw that the scene had shifted again. The beautiful woman, hand in hand with the most handsome of the four guys, was walking through a door under a flashing neon sign. ‘Stags and Vixens Club.”

“This will be your first exposure to a glory hole wall, Stella,” Xavier whispered before kissing my neck as he really started to finger-fuck me. With his strong fingers inside me, I was as close to heaven as I’d ever been. How was I supposed to keep my focus on the video?

Our movie-star couple, who had shed their clothing as soon as they entered the club, progressed from darkened room to darkened room, exploring what was on offer. We got to see some mild discipline as a naked woman was spanked with paddles by two naked hunks. Another woman was bound into a swing-like piece of equipment while a row of men took turns to either eat her pussy or fuck her. A full-blown orgy was next on the tour. The noise was unexpected as moans and groans permeated the entire scene. A tangled mass of limbs, naked bodies intertwined like some bizarre Chinese puzzle, made it impossible to spot who was doing what to whom. Luckily, being one step removed from the action seemed to soften the dramatic impact a little. So I watched with interest and curiosity as well as with a mounting heat.

My breathing was getting faster and shallower as the thrill of the movie combined with Xavier’s increasingly urgent finger-fucking. I knew it couldn’t be long before I would need to muffle the sounds of an orgasm. I was already wildly excited, but imagine how my heart palpitated at the final scene.

The couple walked hand in hand to the final room. The woman’s reaction was priceless. Another piece of magnificent acting, or was she already anticipating what she knew was coming? The room was painted black like all the others, but along the back wall, a series of maybe ten holes were cut out at various heights. In front of the wall was a strategically positioned padded kneeling bench.

Through several of the holes protruded hard, throbbing cocks that were begging to be used. A tingle immediately ran through me, and my pussy clenched involuntarily around Xavier's fingers, eliciting a filthy chuckle from him.

A few of the rigid shafts poking through the wall were getting their fair share of attention. It was a scene of complete debauchery. Some women were standing, sucking a cock while stroking another one next to it. Some were kneeling to suck an anonymous cock deep into their throats. Most wildly erotic of all were the women on all fours who had backed up to the wall to take hard cocks in their pussies.

As one woman’s climax reached its apex, she was unable to muffle a wild scream. Her back arched, and she threw her head back. It was absolutely riveting to watch. If someone had described such a scene to me only a few weeks before, I would probably have felt disgusted. So why was I glued to the screen, vividly imagining myself sampling what was on offer at that wall?

The twinkle in our young video star’s eyes made it clear she was looking forward to the idea of getting some action at the glory hole wall, so it came as no surprise when she shook off her partner's hand, sidled over to the wall and stood evaluating the length and girth of the stiff shafts that were not already taken.

Unsurprisingly she chose the most impressive cock on offer; a massive thing ridged with veins and looking strangely menacing. Dropping to her knees on the bench, she plunged onto that intimidating shaft, immediately taking the anonymous man deep into her throat.

Meanwhile, her partner stood behind her and took both her hands, leaving her to use just her mouth on the anonymous cock. It appeared the beautiful woman wanted to be submissive in her role as she kept her head still and let the massive-dicked stranger fuck her mouth through the hole. Faster and faster, he pounded her face until suddenly his movement stopped, and we all watched his enormous cock pulsing over and over as he filled her mouth with a colossal load of his cum. With each convulsion of the enormous shaft, our starlet's cheeks bulged out, filling over and over with the offering she clearly craved. When she turned back to her partner for the evening and opened her mouth to display her prize before swallowing it down, it became clear she was full to the point of overflowing as cum ran from the corners of her mouth, falling in an enticing stream to her pendulous naked breasts.

Xavier could sense the sheer excitement that had gripped me as I watched the astonishingly depraved scene, and his final fingering reached up to touch my magical spot. That did it. Without regard for the fact that I had an audience, and without concern that my husband was watching, I screamed out an incredible orgasm as Xavier's fingers trembled erotically inside me.

Emmy tactfully waited for me to recover my composure before bringing up the lights.

“I think that’s enough for one evening, guys,” she said quietly. “But I urge you both to think about everything you’ve seen tonight and talk through what you both thought of it.”

#####

Dylan

Our evening had been beyond exciting, but as we finally closed the door of our apartment behind us, I had no idea what to say to my beloved wife. I felt so sorry for the situations she was being manipulated into. Okay, she had obviously enjoyed Xavier fingering her to an orgasm, but I knew her well enough to know that she was almost certainly wracked by guilt, which only worsened after each ‘training session’ with Xavier. The door had barely clicked shut before sobs shook her body. It was becoming her regular reaction each time we were left alone.

“Oh, my darling David,” she snuffled tearfully, casting off all pretense of cover names. “I can't tell you how sorry I am. I’m sorry for what I did and for how much I enjoyed it. I think I’m mostly sorry now that we agreed to this whole bloody spying business. She snuggled into my arms in search of consolation. “Do you hate me? Can you ever forgive me?”

“Are you mad, Sarah?” I comforted her. “I have always loved you, and I think I love you now more than ever. You have nothing to apologize for. I've already told you how exciting it is to watch you with Xavier. Sitting there behind you, knowing that his fingers were inside you, was as hot as anything I've ever experienced. And remember, this is all a temporary reality. So, try to go with the flow. Enjoy it as much as you can while you can.”

It was my turn to feel guilty. I had urged on my wife to do things that were totally out of character. I was fully aware that my perverse encouragement was as much for my selfish benefit as it was for hers. Her sobs slowly faded as she absorbed the fact that I wasn’t angry with her or disappointed in her. I hoped the time was right to ask her about the outrageous things she had seen in the porn films. Things she was being prepared to undertake for the good of our country. It worried me immensely that my sexually inexperienced wife would be horrified by much that was facing her.

“Sarah,” I coaxed, trying to stay calm. “How are you feeling about all this stuff that seems to be falling mainly on your shoulders? We signed up for this together, but they are asking so much more of you.”

“I know, my love,” her voice still sounded tentative, as if she could burst into tears at any minute. “But strangely, watching those videos turned out to be one of the best things we could have done. Watching all those performers and realizing they were simply acting a part without being encumbered by emotions flipped a switch in my brain. I need to consider my entire role, this strange secret agent stuff, as just an act. I am still Sarah Russell, a tech entrepreneur, and a loyal, loving wife, but for this temporary period of my life, I have become an actor on the stage of international espionage. Luckily, despite my inexperience, nothing I saw raised any moral issues for me. Nothing was too outrageous. After all, was there anything depicted in those scenes of debauchery that looked physically impossible? So far, there was nothing that any accomplished actress couldn’t achieve. Sure, a lot of things were new, unexpected, or of little appeal to me. But many of them were eye-popping, creative, erotic, and inspiring. Imagine how some of those things could impact our married sex life!”

I was astounded. In that long evening watching porn videos, my shy wife had witnessed anal sex for the first time. Deep-throating, gangbangs, glory holes. I had always walked on eggshells about such subjects, but after seeing the porn stars in action, it seemed she could easily separate this ‘acting job’ from our regular lives. Even more importantly, Stella Ruskin could separate sex from emotion. I’d been afraid that Sarah Russell would only be enjoying her adventures with Xavier if she were emotionally attached. Maybe my fears weren't grounded in reality. At least, I could hope so. My wife interrupted my convoluted thoughts.

“Funnily enough, as we were watching those erotic performances, I was reminded of a semi-famous theater actress who visited my high school on careers day. When she was asked how she managed to perform eight shows a week and still make it look like the material was fresh, fun, and new, she responded in an imperious voice: ‘That’s ACTING, darling.’

“I feel somehow newly empowered and liberated after my realization that I can absolutely act the role of a sexy spy. I can model myself on Emmy. What did you think when she told us she’d had to perform at glory hole walls on two separate occasions? Hot, wasn’t it? I know now how I can make this all work. All the fog of doubt has cleared from my mind as if clarity has been delivered in a lightning bolt. Of course, mentally committing to a noble cause is one thing, but overcoming my natural inhibitions and learning all the necessary skills will be quite another. But I figure, if those people on the screen could do those outrageous things, then I could unquestionably learn to do them, too. Suddenly the new me is fully prepared to admit that some of those things are wildly enjoyable. There may be physical discomforts involved in some of the things that could be asked of me, but other people do far more difficult things in The Service of their country. For front-line military personnel, ‘putting themselves in harm’s way’ means risking their lives. By comparison, it would seem petty of me to complain about deep-throating a massive cock until it explodes in my mouth or getting my ass stretched wide at the same time as another fearsome shaft pounds my pussy, wouldn’t it? I need to suck it up, literally, and behave like a real spy. We are in this for something greater than ourselves. Agreed?”

#####

I was way beyond shocked. We had been at Grove House for less than a week, and I’d already witnessed my darling wife take a huge black cock in her pussy; demonstrate a natural ability to deep-throat Xavier’s massive shaft, and get finger-fucked to a wild orgasm by that same young man – our supposed mentor. And now she was professing to possess a level of ease at the thought of taking on multiple men at once, including in her ass, if it was for the good of the cause. My brain felt like 5000 volts were passing through it, destroying every belief I'd ever held dear. Then, beyond that shock, came the realization that, perverted or not, I couldn’t wait to watch my beloved wife in action.


Chapter 9 - Seduction

Dylan

The following day’s lecture was another eye-opening session titled ‘Recruitment and Agent Handling,’ and Gus Singleton was the speaker. It was one of his specialist subjects. It was good to hear a Service insider for a change. I still found it odd that outsiders like Dr. Kopic and Charles McLelland, as private individuals, were so closely involved with our country’s Intelligence agency. Some of the information was an expanded version of the summary on Day One on Tradecraft, but Gus went way deeper than that first lecture with Charles McLelland.

We learned how to create a network of ‘assets,’ the use of ‘cut-outs’ or trusted intermediaries, the creation of ‘legends’ or cover stories, ‘one-time pads’ for encrypted communication, and more. Much more. Our new world had its own language that was as foreign as if we’d been dropped unprepared into Uzbekistan.

Emmy had told us that morning that she would not be with us for the next twenty-four hours. Our puzzled looks made her smile as she assured us it was nothing more exciting than her allotted day off. For some reason, we’d thought our mentors would be with us twenty-four/seven. Even with her absence, a quiet evening alone was not in the cards. As we left the lecture hall with Xavier after the last session of the day, Jim and Sue MacLean stood there with Gus Singleton. The three of them had been deep in conversation that ended abruptly as soon as they spotted us. Gus was the first to recover his composure.

“Dylan, Stella, how are you both?” Gus’s tone was friendly, but there was an undercurrent of discomfort. “I have been discussing your progress with Jim and Sue, and let me tell you, they are very pleased with almost every aspect of your development.”

ALMOST? Oh! So, what aspect of our ‘development’ did they think was not up to scratch?

“I have asked them to pop around to your apartment this evening to discuss your progress.” He continued. “Is that okay?”

Of course it was okay. We had no bloody choice, did we? Maybe we were stupid to have volunteered, but I felt a bit like the famous line from ‘Hotel California’: ‘We are all just prisoners here, of our own device.’

#####

So our planned quiet evening together had once again evolved into a three-ring circus. Xavier showed up first at the allotted hour, and it was tough trying to read his expression. Was he aware of the shortcomings in our performance that were of such concern to Jim, Sue, and Gus? Or was he too about to find out?

When the MacLeans arrived, there was a noticeable tension in the air. Xavier diplomatically suggested making everyone a drink in an effort to defuse the discomfort. I’d had enough wine since we got to Grove House to stock an entire supermarket shelf. I was craving a gin and tonic – a strong one. On hearing my choice, Stella breathed a sigh of relief and ordered the same. Maybe it was a psychological reaction to that first sip; it certainly couldn’t have been the alcohol working its magic so quickly, but the atmosphere in the room seemed to ease almost immediately.

Jim was the first to give us any indication of why they were both with us. He flung his arm around my shoulders before he launched into his pre-prepared speech.

“First things first, Dylan, Stella. We need to tell you how delighted we are with the exceptional progress you are making here at The Beach. Your grasp of so many alien concepts has absolutely confirmed our original decision to approach you both.”

There was clearly going to be a BUT. It hovered in the ether with a disturbing inevitability. I had to bite the bullet and ask. So, I took an enormous gulp of my drink.

“Thanks, Jim, that's kind of you, but Gus indicated there is an area of concern. Some component of our performance is causing you all to doubt us. Can you share the problem with us? 

For a hardened Intelligence agent, he seemed surprisingly reticent about coming to the point.

“Well, er, yes. Hmm, I suppose it’s erm. It’s Stella.”

WHAT! HOW DARE HE? My beloved wife had shown quite categorically how she had assimilated to all the unfamiliar practices expected of an agent and also how much she was willing to sacrifice for the cause. On that score, surely the things she’d already done and the things she’d agreed to do if necessary were more dramatic than anyone should ever be asked to do. How dare they criticize a woman who had changed her whole personality in service to her country? I was outraged.

I looked over at my wife, and she appeared to be on the verge of tears. After everything she had committed to this stupid fucking organization. Apparently, the anger I was feeling was evident to everyone. It was Xavier who stepped in to calm me down.

“Steady, Dylan. I think you’re overreacting. When you hear Jim’s comments, I think you'll find it less upsetting than you think. Jim, come on, why the hell don’t you just get on with it?”

I was surprised Xavier was willing to be so short with his superior, but I could see the young man was feeling bad for Stella and me. Perhaps our fears that his friendship was nothing more than a necessary act were unfounded after all. He wanted Jim to man up and say why they were there.

“Oh, yes, yes,” muttered Jim. “Well, it's like this, you see. We have all been pleasantly surprised. No, more than that, we have all been stunned by Stella’s willingness to conquer her sexual innocence and accept activities that were entirely outside her realm of experience. Her acknowledgment that the role of an agent requires some high-level acting skills was a tremendous breakthrough, and we even intend to include that concept in our future agent training curriculum.”

And still, the elusive BUT hovered in the air.

“However, there are a couple of aspects of your personality, Stella, that need some work. As we have agreed, you have shown a startling capacity to accept whatever demands are made of you. But, you see, my dear, a significant part of reeling in a mark comes well before your willingness to engage in sexual activity. It involves seduction. By that, I mean taking a proactive role: seeking out, engaging with, and reeling in a mark, whether or not you find them attractive. And, as beautiful as you are, the team has certain doubts about your skills in that area. We propose some instruction from Emmy, who has truly mastered the art. The other area that could use improvement is your shyness when it comes to dirty talk. In that area, we think it would be best if Xavier gave you some one-on-one instruction. What do you think?”

On both points, I couldn’t disagree with their assessment. However, my fantastic wife spoke up immediately, albeit with a slight quiver in her voice that betrayed how emotional she felt.

“Jim, Sue, it’s a little tricky to see why you found it so difficult to come out with it. You feel it’s appropriate to drop me almost immediately into a training session to teach me how to deep-throat a man and then instruct Xavier to fuck me senseless. Yet, you turn shy when the subject is seduction and dirty talk. For God’s sake, since you want me to say it, I’ll be the first to admit to a total lack of such exotic seduction skills, and I'm fully aware of feeling desperately awkward when I’m required to say certain words. But I've never had to seduce anyone or talk dirty in my life, and I had assumed I never would. However, I genuinely don’t see it as a criticism, so you needn't have panicked. I would view lessons in seduction and talking dirty as no different from all the other rarefied learning activities you're putting us through. And I’m more than happy to take practical instruction from Emmy and Xavier where and however it’s needed. I think of them as friends now, so any tips they can give me, I’ll be happy to soak up. And, if all else fails and Emmy can't turn me into a natural seductress, then my standard fallback will be to simply act the part.”

The relief in the room was palpable.

Jim and Sue were clearly relieved they hadn't offended Stella in making their point and eventually went their way after suggesting that the seduction lesson might be best achieved on some kind of ‘field trip.’ We had no idea what that might involve, but the thought of escaping Grove House and The Beach for even a few hours sounded wonderfully appealing. The three of us finished our drinks in a much lighter atmosphere.

“Holy cow,” Xavier chuckled. “What was with those two? They are usually so direct and uncompromising. I think they are so afraid of losing you as a Service asset that they suddenly turned into spineless wimps.”

He took my wife into a warm hug.

“Are you sure you're okay, gorgeous? You did great getting your viewpoint across.”

“Of course I am,” she laughed. “Don’t you go all oversensitive on me, too. Now, why don’t you stay for supper? Let's just order a super-healthy meal of burgers and fries and chill out for what's left of the evening with a couple of beers.”

#####

The burgers Jane delivered were cooked to perfection – medium rare, the way we like them. Accompanied by really crispy shoestring fries and a bucket of cold Mexican beers. The meal was exactly what the doctor ordered – or, in reality, what our senior MI6 spy/mentor ordered. We chatted while a calming ambient soundtrack floated through the air, and my degree of trust in Xavier was ratcheted up a few notches. My earlier doubts that involved him playing a part were pushed to the deeper recesses of my mind as he behaved more and more like a close friend to both of us.

Inevitably, though, that improvement in our rapport raised its own worries, at least for me. If his actions were not part of a well-planned script, then his undisguised feelings for my wife were disturbingly genuine. He’d fucked her to a mind-blowing orgasm with his magnificent cock, not just because he was following instructions but because he wanted to. It seemed more than likely that he would do it again whenever he wanted. And, in my stupidity, I’d loved every minute of it. As much as I considered him a friend, I was acutely aware of his developing relationship with my wife. My fears were almost immediately confirmed.

“Hopefully, I can set your mind at rest if either of you has any questions.” Xavier offered. “There will be more and increasingly difficult tests of situational adaptability, guys,” he warned. “Especially when we move on to simulation training. So if there’s anything I can do to make you more comfortable, Stella, even now, you know there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you.”

The cocky young man wasn’t subtle in his implication, even waggling his eyebrows lasciviously at my wife in a perfect impression of a dirty old man.

“Oh, I’m sure I can guess what you could do,” my newly empowered wife responded sarcastically.

“Mmm, yeah, but it all depends on what you’d like me to do, doesn’t it?” he parried back at her.

His arrogance knew no bounds, and his disregard for my presence or my feelings was becoming increasingly insensitive. It was as if my marriage to the stunning woman beside me had been consigned to the past as soon as we’d adopted our new legend, and she was expected to succumb to his every lustful whim.

“What I’d like you to do. Hah. Never in a million years, Buster.”

She slapped his chest playfully, but I could see in her eyes and flushed cheeks that she was already imagining some sort of filthy scenario with him. She was already deeply infatuated with our new friend; that much was obvious. It was as if Xavier could read her thoughts, too.

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of, you know, Stella. You wouldn’t be the first agent to fall for me.” His laugh was annoyingly infectious, and we all fell into his trap of laughing uproariously at his outrageous egotism. Was this the real Xavier, or was this his act? It seemed impossible to believe he was even really named Xavier, so perhaps this wasn’t his real personality either. Maybe behind all the arrogance, he was really mild-mannered Kevin from the Human Resources Department.

Xavier's mood turned slightly more serious as he impressed on us the need for quick thinking in the face of emerging circumstances.

“Stella, the team leaders are genuinely not concerned about your ability or your willingness to learn the necessary sexual skills. However, as Sue and Jim told you, they are worried about your ability to take the initiative and seduce a man. So Emmy has come up with a plan. All four of us are going on a field trip to London, but I’ll let her fill you in on the details when she gets back tomorrow.

“In the meantime, we need to deal with the next items in your curriculum. The first is your shyness about talking dirty, Stella. Based on Jim and Sue’s recommendations, I have devised a way to help you out.”

Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a single sheet of paper.

“You claim to be able to get through any situation by ‘acting the part.’ So consider this a script.” He handed her the paper. “Much of the use of dirty talk is designed to entice your mark, to show how openly sexy you are. So, we will work together on this script, and I will first judge how comfortable you are with saying your lines. Then secondly, as the purpose of dirty talk is to excite your mark, I will judge how effectively you are able to arouse me. Got it?”

Stella was quickly reading through the lines she was to deliver in the bizarre scene Xavier had created, and her face bore an ever-deepening blush. 

“I, I, don’t think…” Her voice trailed off.

“Just summon your inner actress, gorgeous,” he reassured her. “Dylan, you can stay and watch if you like, or if you prefer, you can find something else to do.”

“I want him here.” The urgency in my wife’s tone made it clear she needed moral support. It just wasn’t clear whether she wanted protection from Xavier or her own evolving impulses.

“Okay, sure, that’s fine.” He sounded matter-of-fact, so why did I sense a slight disappointment? Had he wanted to work with Stella alone?

#####

Stella

The briefest scan of my ‘script’ was enough to make me hot under the collar. I knew my red face was giving away my dreadful embarrassment. If this really were a skill set I needed to acquire, I would have to overcome my long-standing inhibitions. While I pondered the challenge that faced me, it occurred to me that Xavier had wandered off into the guest bedroom. Imagine my shock when I looked up to see him strolling back into the living room, once again completely naked. He seemed totally unbothered about the effect he intended it to have on me or my husband.

No matter how many times I got to see the stunning sight of him, each time felt like the first. His truly fantastic body was as close to perfection as any man could be. His smooth black skin, carrying a slight sheen, made me want to lick him all over his chiseled, muscular body. And that magnificent cock hanging majestically between his legs was mouth-wateringly tempting. It was ironic that I could think such filthy thoughts but cringed with embarrassment at the possibility of saying them out loud.

“Excuse my nakedness,” he apologized, albeit without much conviction. “But the only way for you to see if your words are having the desired effect is to judge my arousal. I will be the ultimate judge, but it’s only fair that you get to see how successful you are.”

With that, he sat alone in an armchair directly facing me.

“Okay, gorgeous, let’s take it from the top. Just summon your inner actress and read your lines as if you were in a play in London’s West End or on Broadway. Just look at me directly as you say your lines. You can do this. You’ve read the script, so I know you can.”

I cleared my throat, affectedly hoping it would make me sound more like an actor. Then I looked up at Xavier as he’d asked.

“You have an amazing cock.”

There, I’d done it. I said the words and looked him directly in the eye.

“If you are trying to arouse a mark, I suggest you shift your gaze between his cock and his eyes, gorgeous. It makes your admiration more real.” Xavier advised. Try it again.”

The second try was a little easier, and he was right; actually looking at his wondrous shaft made it easier to tell the truth.

“You have an amazing cock,” I repeated with complete conviction.

“Good. Next line,” he instructed.

“I can just imagine swallowing that monster deep down into my throat,” I told him with a slight quiver in my voice. When I realized the quiver was because I was actually imagining taking his cock in my mouth, my hands started to shake, and my script rustled.

“Excellent, Stella. Look at what effect you are having already. It’s unheard of for me to be aroused so quickly.”

When I glanced over at him again, I could see his semi-hard cock lying enticingly in his lap. A shiver of desire rippled through me. I pressed on.

“God, I’d love to feel your huge black cock stretching my mouth wide.”

“You're getting good at this,” he chuckled, and I noticed his cock was standing almost upright.

When I looked over at my husband, who had remained silent throughout my ordeal, I saw him squeezing his erection through his pants. It was empowering to know how much I was exciting the two men who mattered most to me, and all with a few dirty words. That knowledge encouraged me to perform my role even more outrageously.

“I’d give anything to have your stunning cock explode in my mouth, shooting a huge load of your hot, white cum for me to swallow.”

What was becoming of me? I could never have said such things a couple of weeks ago. Although I was initially aware of acting my assigned role, it was gradually becoming easier because I could envisage myself doing the things written there in my script. My heart was beating faster, and my breathing was getting shallower. However, while the MacLeans had suggested I needed to learn to ‘talk dirty’ whenever the situation demanded, I couldn’t help wondering why Xavier’s personally created script seemed to focus entirely on him. Was it another excuse for him to have some fun with us at my expense while testing Dylan’s fortitude? Either way, I attempted to stay professional.

“I am so craving the feel of your cock stretching my tight pussy as you plunge balls-deep inside me.”

“Perfect, Stella. I don’t know if you realize it, but you're not even blushing anymore,” he congratulated me. “And look what you have done to me. His cock stood up ramrod straight, stretching up over his sculpted abs and offering its own encouragement for me to keep going with my bizarre script.

“I can only imagine the feel of your huge cock pumping blast after blast of virile cum deep into my married, unprotected pussy.”

The liberation was intoxicating. I couldn’t stop reading that obscene script.

“If only you would fuck my virgin ass with that incredible cock. Maybe you could fuck my ass while a stranger fucks my pussy.”

Whether my words were affecting Xavier as part of the test, they were undoubtedly affecting me. I was longing to pull off my skirt and push my hand between my legs. The exercise had excited me close to the point of orgasm without even touching myself. I will never know how the guys were restraining themselves. I could see a river of pre-cum streaming down the side of Xavier's tantalizing cock, making me crave licking his shaft from balls to tip. That stream of clear nectar was because of me, Sarah Russell. I didn’t care what fake name they wanted to call me; it was still me who made that stunning hunk of a man so excited. Poor Dylan had shown the most restraint, his cock still straining at his chinos.

“Perfect, Stella. I suspect you'll never have a problem with dirty talk ever again. You sounded like a natural. If that was acting, you definitely deserve an award.”

I didn’t like to admit that it had been easy once I’d realized I was only articulating things I really wanted to happen. The biggest shock of the evening came when Xavier stood up, his rampant cock bouncing enticingly in front of him, then walked into the bedroom to recover his clothes. I’d stupidly expected the evening would end with me getting soundly fucked after such a sexy exercise, but it seemed our mentor had other plans.

#####

Dylan

After my wife’s lesson in dirty talk, I was feeling incredibly horny. It had seemed inevitable that the evening would end up with her getting fucked senseless by her mentor, who was fast becoming her lover. And I would get to watch.

However, when Xavier walked back into the room, fully clothed, I realized that my assumptions were completely wrong. Again. What was it about The Beach that confounded my expectations at every turn?

Apparently, our evening of instruction wasn’t over.

“Up next is a test designed specifically for you, Dylan,” Xavier told me. “Stella has been tested dramatically already, so I’m afraid it's your turn now, mate.”

I sat forward, intrigued. What could they have planned for me? It clearly didn’t involve me having sex with Emmy, as she was enjoying her day off.

“One of the most critical characteristics for an agent is situational adaptability,” he continued.

I could tell that all the ridiculous jargon was beginning to wear thin for Stella.

“What the hell is situational adaptability?” she asked with a slight disdain coloring the question. Her edginess was clearly a result of not getting to feel his cock plunging inside her as she’d hoped.

“It’s not that complicated,” he smiled to defuse Stella’s evident frustration. “An intelligence agent will be faced with many unexpected events during his or her career. The ability to show innovation, critical thinking, and adaptability are some of the key measures of a person’s suitability for the job. We have been judging you both since the moment you walked through the door of Grove House. So far, your situational adaptability, Stella, is a stand-out characteristic of your performance here. You have been faced with several daunting challenges, and you have adapted to each with remarkable alacrity.”

If he was judging my wife’s ‘situational adaptability’ based on her willingness to let him fuck her at the first opportunity and then to deep-throat his cock, albeit briefly, it seemed to me his judging criteria could be a little biased. If offered the chance of fucking and sucking the stunning black adonis, wouldn’t most women have been equally willing to ‘ADAPT?’ Maybe I was a little envious that Stella was apparently passing the course with flying colors while I clearly lacked the required talents.

“When we are in the field, you will live the lives of your assigned legend,” he continued. “Partners in your work, but with no intimate relationship beyond that. That means you are likely to be confronted with situations where Stella is required to be sexually involved with a source or a mark, and that could sometimes be in your presence. Your situational adaptability will require you to keep calm and deal with the circumstances as if you have no feelings for this gorgeous woman. Believe me, that will be tough.”

Who did he think he was? Telling me how tough it would be to dissociate from my wife, especially when she could be in the process of seducing another man and pretending she’s enjoying it.

“So now it’s time for your test, Dylan.” He looked deadly serious as he explained the plan. “I will be staying the night here tonight, and I will be sleeping in the master bedroom with Stella. Meanwhile, you will be in the guest bedroom, mate. Think you can handle that? Or maybe, if you prefer, you could stay out here on the sofa so you can listen as I fuck your beautiful wife. That would really put your feelings to the test.”

#####

Stella

NO. It couldn’t be. This could not be within the young man’s remit. It was too much to ask of my loving husband. Dylan’s response of quiet, animalistic grunts sounded like he’d been punched hard in the stomach. I desperately wanted to go to him, but I realized it would fly in the face of our agreement to follow Xavier’s instructions without complaint. Our Alpha male mentor was in total control. There had been no polite request, no ‘may I.’ He had simply stated the facts of what he intended to happen. He was going to spend the night with me while my husband was banished to the guest room or forced to witness my unfaithfulness. He would inevitably understand that it wasn’t me just being ‘professional.’ Dear God, what was happening to us?

Annoyingly, the idea of spending the night with the magnificent young man was overwhelmingly exciting in a way I would never have believed just a few weeks before. But the effect it could have on my husband and my marriage was genuinely frightening. Surely, sleeping with Xavier would count as cheating in anyone's book. Why, oh why, did we agree to this entire project?

#####

Dylan

What could I say? My heart felt like it would burst out of my chest. His words were like a sucker punch to my gut. On an abstract level, I could understand the learning objective involved – after all, we’d been warned there was every possibility of this occurring when we were in the field. Still, even so…

The thought of another man spending a night of rampant sex with my beloved wife was beyond horrifying. Perhaps he was trying to be kind by getting this massive step out of the way early, to get me familiar with this grim facet of our new roles. Maybe his logic was that I would deal with it better knowing my wife was with a friend than if she were called upon to disappear with some total stranger. But no matter what the objective of the lesson, I found myself grunting as if I’d been winded on the football field. My lack of coherent words was mortifying.

I knew my ‘situational adaptability’ was being tested. I also knew that a worldly-wise intelligence operative should not be thrown off-kilter by such a simple operational task, but, for God’s sake, this was my wife. My imagination ran riot as I pictured him ravishing her nonstop until her poor pussy could take no more. I visualized him pumping her full of load after load of cum all through the night – in her eager mouth, in her welcoming but unprotected pussy. Thank the Lord she was on the pill.

What made the situation worse, though, was the fact that it was no sterile acting role with a random partner. Although he was supposedly our tutor, he had clearly arranged the curriculum very much to his own satisfaction.

Despite the shock of his announcement and the feeling of humiliation at allowing it to happen, I still felt an annoying ripple of excitement at what could happen behind the closed doors of our master bedroom — the bedroom I was supposed to share with my gorgeous wife. If I couldn’t stop it from happening, though, would I prefer the agony of just imagining what he might be doing to her or the pain of actually witnessing it and watching her reactions in person?

Infuriatingly my stiffening cock was betraying my initial shock at the plan as my imagination ran wild.

I could only guess how upset Stella must be feeling. Even if the thought of spending the night with Xavier held some appeal, I was sure she would be distressed about how his forthrightness was impacting me. I attempted a reassuring smile in her direction, but it was as if Xavier was determined to remove all signs of marital affection between us. He stepped in without hesitation, putting a firm end to my indecision and our moment of closeness.

“Stella and I will wish you a good night now, Dylan. Sleep well.” His tone was as harsh as I’d ever heard him. And I’d been considering our relationship as a burgeoning friendship. Every time I felt like the ground was stabilizing under my feet at Grove House, another sudden earthquake would shake the foundations of my existence. I realized the exercise was an essential component of my training, but even so, the reality of my situation hit me like a sledgehammer.

While I attempted to fathom the surreal shifts that had taken over our lives, Xavier rose to his feet, took my wife’s hand, and led her into our bedroom, closing the door firmly and leaving me sitting there bewildered. It had all happened so fast. Then, no more than two minutes passed before their door opened again. It was Xavier. Maybe he wanted to say something reassuring.

“Your pajamas, mate,” he said matter-of-factly, dropping my PJs on the coffee table. “Good night.”

What a fucking awful test!

#####

I sat there in our living room, wondering what the hell I should do. The obvious answer would have been to retire gracefully to the guest bedroom. But in those circumstances, who in their right mind would have behaved gracefully?

It had come as a surprise when Xavier brought my pajamas, but he did not shut the door to the master bedroom when he left that time. Was it another deliberate part of his plan? Did he want to torture me by making me listen to the ecstatic heights of passion he intended to take my wife to? Was he purposely trying to humiliate me, or was this nothing more than an extension of my education? – The test of my situational adaptability.

#####

There was no way I could simply skulk off to the guest bedroom in my own apartment. If his intention was for me to listen to them together, then so be it. That was my bravado talking. In fact, I was burning to hear them. My cock was rock hard at the thought of what they might get up to. I felt shifty doing it, but I even crept over to their barely open door to check if I could see anything. Sadly nothing. I was going to have to rely on what I could overhear as well as my rampant imagination.

As I sat there with every fiber of my being attempting to make my hearing more acute, I suddenly realized the one thing I really didn’t want to hear. I didn’t want to hear Stella laughing or giggling. The thought of them laughing at me, at the predicament I was facing, would be desperately humiliating. Poor old Dylan – what a loser.

They must have undressed in the bathroom because the first sound I heard was the creak of the bed, our bed, as they each climbed in. Were they naked? What a stupid question. Of course they were. It was followed by the unmistakable murmurs of a couple snuggling together. Stella’s happy whimper as he first kissed her was a sound I’d become familiar with over the years. I imagined her lying there with that powerful young man hovering over her face and gently lowering his lips to hers.

“Mmm,” she murmured, clearly enjoying his embrace.

“Oh, oh, oh.” She sounded nervously excited. What was he doing to her? I strained to hear. I could just about pick up the quiet sounds of kisses, and I imagined him kissing all the way down my wife’s naked body.

“God, yessss.” She hissed.

I'd been right. And his kisses had arrived at their natural destination. The quiet of those kisses was replaced by a distinct lapping sound as he feasted on my wife’s sopping pussy.

Stella had never been a screamer, but neither was she silent when we made love. Her obvious pleasure now was exposed by a series of sounds coming from their bedroom: quiet moans, appreciative whispers of encouragement, and the occasional ‘aaagh’ as his tongue hit the exact spot or probed deep inside her.

Xavier’s deep baritone was simply not equipped for whispering. His low rumble of pleasure as my darling wife orgasmed on his tongue was both devastating and wildly exciting to hear. I imagined him staying between her legs and moving up her body until his massive cock was teasing her eager pussy. I was proved right again when I heard a noise, which I recognized immediately. Stella always had a habit of making a distinctive groan when my cock first entered her. And there it was.

“Ungh.”

He was fucking my wife. She was taking it all. And she was loving it. And I …

What did I feel?

Horror struck, horny as hell, jealous, excited, frightened, and electrified. It was impossible to sort out the conflicting array of emotions coherently. All I could do was reflect on the one tell-tale sign of the overriding feeling that subsumed all others. My cock was as hard as it had ever been. Pulling it out, I started to jerk off, knowing deep down that to an outside observer, I could look like the sad sack husband being cuckolded by his cheating wife. I prayed my fears of being under constant surveillance in Grove House were unfounded.

As the unambiguous sounds of a couple fucking and enjoying every minute of it permeated the apartment, I found myself jerking my cock in a matching rhythm. I pictured Xavier's muscular black ass clenching over and over again as he pounded into my delicate wife. I visualized her wide-eyed amazement at his sheer size as he stretched her wide. And when their simultaneous orgasm screamed from the rafters, I clearly imagined rope after rope of thick white cum pumping deep into my wife’s unprotected pussy. I was no longer in control as I shot blasts of cum all over myself.

Once they calmed down from the wild session I’d been lucky or unlucky enough to hear, their intimate bedtime talk was almost as disturbing as the rampant sex I’d been forced to listen to. Who was I kidding? I wasn’t forced to listen. I could have shut myself in the guest room and ignored the whole thing. I hadn't wanted to do that, though. I wanted to put myself through the agony and ecstasy of hearing every last moan, every single gasp of pleasure from the woman I love.

The experience of waiting for her while her young lover was ravaging her was like nothing I’d ever experienced. I could barely decide if I loved or hated the intensity of the moment. One minute, I was alive with excitement, and the next, I suffered the depths of fear at the thought that my wife could fall in love with the impressive young spy who was taking her to ever greater heights of passion. It was horribly disappointing that I wasn’t getting to watch them together, but I knew I would get to hear every last detail. Somehow, that only served to increase the tension that surged through my body.

You wouldn’t believe how grateful I was that their bedtime conversation didn’t include any element of making fun of me. They were undoubtedly happy, but not at my expense.

While my wife’s whispered words were difficult to make out, Xavier’s voice was still loud enough for me to hear most of what he said.

“Wow, gorgeous, you really are something. I thought you might have some hidden depths as soon as I saw you in Hyde Park that morning, but I never anticipated what a wild one you could be.” He chuckled. “I count myself lucky to have been assigned to this project. I could have been in the Patagonian highlands trying to track down the source of some radio signal intercepts that are giving The Service the collywobbles.”

It occurred to me again that this was all supposed to be a test of my situational adaptability. And, in theory, it could all have been just that, a test. But they hadn't been simply acting their parts. Knowing my wife and her involuntary noises when making love, I could tell the sex had been the real thing. Disturbingly, it sounded like it had been more than just sex for Stella. It sounded more like she was making love.

Their chat had become so mundane that I decided to tiptoe off to bed. I was about to open the guest room door when Xavier’s voice caught my attention again.

“You know what, gorgeous?” he rumbled. “There is nothing sexier for a man to wake up to than the feel of a woman's soft mouth around his morning-hard cock. Maybe you could take me deep, and I could even shoot my load in your mouth as a reward. What do you think?”

The sound of Stella playfully slapping his flesh at his teasing was the last thing I heard before heading into my bedroom. I had no intention of closing my door in case anything more developed during the night. The question remained in my mind. Had I passed the ‘test.’? My sleep was fitful as I lay there listening for any creaking floorboard or other giveaway that more action was underway.

#####


Chapter 10 - Guilt

Stella

The guilt that hit me as Xavier led me into our bedroom was overwhelming. I could think of nothing other than my poor husband sitting out there in the living room like the loneliest man in the world. Please don’t think badly of me, though, when I admit that the guilt soon got pushed to the back of my mind the minute Xavier’s talented tongue started to work its magic on my body. I’d already been wet with excitement, but his subtle way of tugging my pussy lips with his own and probing my depths with his tongue made me forget everything about the real world. I was utterly enraptured by the man. My orgasm when the tip of his tongue played over my clit was a thing of wonderment.

It didn’t seem to bother our young mentor that this was all supposed to be a ruse to enable my husband to become familiar with his wife potentially being used by strangers. Surely, it could just as easily have been achieved by the two of us simply making the ‘appropriate’ noises. No. Things had progressed way past that now, and any pretense was gone. This was pure, unbridled lust on both sides, and my feelings of guilt were overwhelming.

I remembered back to that first homework assignment when he’d instructed me to fuck him. I wondered if that would be his style again. But it turned out to be entirely different from that first experience. As his massive cock slid smoothly inside me, stretching my pussy to such a delicious extent, I realized he had no intention of simply fucking me. This time, he was intent on making love to me, and it was blissful. Our orgasms came together in such a meaningful way that I almost burst into tears. Then, the minute those wonderful earth-shaking feelings were over, and my inner sanctum was filled with his virile seed, the guilt kicked straight back in and then grew inexorably and exponentially.

I knew I wasn’t allowed to open the bedroom door, but I imagined my dear husband sitting out there in the living room, having heard the unbridled passion that had taken me to such great heights. And I felt desperate for his reassurance and his love.

Xavier, meanwhile, was oblivious to my inner turmoil and seemed intent on creating a loving atmosphere as if it were really just the two of us in the apartment that night. He chatted casually but kept it sexy. All the while he talked, he ran his fingers over every inch of my body, raising goosebumps of excitement as we drifted toward sleep. His eyes were closed by the time he came out with his outrageous proposal:

“You know what, gorgeous,” he said quietly. “There is nothing sexier for a man to wake up to than the feel of a woman's soft mouth around his morning-hardness. Maybe you could take me deep so I would shoot my load in your mouth as a reward. What do you think?”

I slapped his smooth, muscled chest in feigned horror while my mind once again started to envisage the look and the feel of taking that monster in my mouth again. And maybe swallowing his warm, salty cum for the first time. Dear God, what was happening to me?

#####

When I woke the following morning, my body felt well-used but weirdly invigorated. Within seconds, my mind flew back to Xavier’s words just before he fell asleep. I pushed away the flimsy sheet that covered his magnificent body, and lo and behold, an impressive erection stretched up over his six-pack abs and came to rest at the bottom of his rib cage. The sight was too much to comprehend, but the temptation was way too great to resist.

But then I remembered someone else’s words. ‘I genuinely find it exciting watching you with another man, my darling. I’d love to watch you with Xavier again.’ An idea started to form, and I crept out of the bedroom, across the living room, and into the guest room. Dylan’s bed looked as though he’d been tossing and turning all night. When I softly touched his shoulder, he jumped as if he’d suffered an electric shock.

#####

Dylan

Despite having barely slept all night, suffering the inner turmoil of mixed emotions, the sight I woke to was incredible. My normally devastatingly beautiful wife stood there, her hair tousled, her naked body covered with a light sheen of sweat. She was positively glowing as if surrounded by an ethereal aura. It was the glow of liberation.

She put her finger to her mouth, and I realized she wanted me to keep quiet. When she crooked her finger to get me to follow her, I was more than ready. We tiptoed across the apartment, and Stella pushed open the master bedroom door. I could see Xavier lying naked on the bed. It didn’t matter how many times I saw him, it was still hard to comprehend how such perfection could exist. It was understandable that my beloved wife was developing a crush on him, at least physically. As Stella walked slowly and sinuously into the room, I expected her to close the door on me, but instead, she left it wide open. She wanted me to watch whatever she had planned.

The idea of my wife putting on a sexual performance just for me or anyone else would have been utterly inconceivable just a month before. But so much had changed. I stood there in excited anticipation of what she had planned.

I watched enraptured as she climbed back up onto our bed, kneeling beside her young lover and looking at him with what I can only describe as an unfulfilled sexual appetite. I knew then she intended to fulfill the wish he’d made of waking to the feel of a soft hot mouth around his cock. I wasn’t to be disappointed.

I watched in awe as my wife leaned down and gently ran the tip of her tongue from his balls to his tip, covering him in a smooth sheen of saliva. Looking me directly in the eye, she then lifted his weighty shaft and took the head into her mouth. My cock was tenting out of my pajamas, and I thought I might cum there and then.

Xavier must surely have been aware of what was happening to him with his wish about to become a reality, but he pretended to be in that early-morning half-sleep. He was lying on his back with my wife worshiping his hard cock, relishing her new oral compulsion. She licked it, savoring his taste; she stroked up and down its length, looking lovingly at her new plaything; then she dropped her head, and with her hand covering less than a third of his amazing shaft, she sucked it deep into her throat, looking proud of her newfound ability. I could hardly fail to notice the sexiest sight imaginable as the shape of his cock bulged through the delicate skin of her neck when she took him deep.

My involuntary groan of pleasure seemed to alert him to my presence, and he opened his eyes and gave me a friendly smile as Stella took him balls-deep into her throat. My beloved wife mumbled something unintelligible around the mouthful of cock that she was so enthusiastically deep-throating.

I found myself completely unable to stifle a chuckle at her astonishing transformation from inhibited wife to unfaithful champion cock-sucker. Her unrecognizable behavior was everything I could ever have hoped for in my newly realized hotwife fantasies. 

I could hardly believe it then when Xavier eased Kate away from his engorged cock. Why would he put a stop to such a fantastic morning blow-job? It turned out he had a bigger and better idea. Easily maneuvering her back onto the bed, he propped her head on two thick pillows. Then, throwing his leg across her, he straddled her chest so his hard cock was right in front of her face. Stella had been in control until then, but it became evident that our Alpha male mentor had retaken charge. He appeared entirely unfazed by my presence. In fact, he seemed eager to put on a show. Was it just another test for me, or more disturbingly, was it perhaps to demonstrate his awareness of my wife’s growing feelings for him? Was he making a statement? Another alternative occurred to me then, that Xavier was fully aware of my growing hotwife kink, and his performance was designed to feed my perverse fantasies.

Easing himself forward, our young friend fed his hard black cock inch by spectacular inch back into my wife’s waiting mouth. He was knowingly feeding her new fetish. As he pushed past her gag reflex, I saw a momentary telltale clenching of her stomach muscles, but once it was done, she took him deeper and deeper without any sign of discomfort. The lessons she’d learned from Emmy were clearly serving her well.

“Do you want me to fuck your face properly, gorgeous?”

Any average man would surely be furious at Xavier’s outrageously filthy words, but they had the opposite effect on me. My rampantly hard cock was ready to explode at the idea of my darling wife getting thoroughly face-fucked. Most importantly, I knew Stella would love it too, even though it would be an outrageously new experience for her. What the old, uptight Sarah would have thought was open to debate. When she responded to his shocking proposal, it was with an animalistic grunt combined with an undeniable pleading tone. She wanted precisely what he was offering. He glanced over at me, not requesting permission but judging my reaction, and all I could do was nod tersely to show how I felt about it. Maybe it was another test of my situational adaptability.

I moved close as Stella’s young lover started thrusting his hips back and forth, the muscles of his ass cheeks clenching as he plundered her throat with unconcealed passion.

Stella gave every appearance of being in seventh heaven. Every time he bottomed out in her throat, her moans of pleasure were some of the sexiest sounds I’d ever heard. When the exact shape of his cock became visible through the stretched skin of her delicate neck, it was possibly the hottest sight I’d ever witnessed. Seeing the huge head plunging deep down her talented throat, stretching her wide for his impressive shaft to follow, was everything a hotwife’s husband could wish for. Every few strokes, he withdrew enough to let her breathe before she pulled him back in again. When she reached out and grabbed my free hand, I had no idea what she intended – no idea that it would be the ultimate excitement. She placed my hand around her soft neck. She wanted me to feel the sensation of his cock stretching her out. Above all, I think she finally understood the perversity of the whole wife-watching kink and wanted me to share in her ecstasy. It was wild, exciting, and scary all at the same time.

Faster and faster, he fucked her mouth. Her stretched jaw had to be aching, but in response, she flung her arms behind him; grabbing his taut ass, she pulled him forward even more forcefully as if trying to get him deeper still. Her nose was pressed hard into his six-pack abs when his roar announced the onset of his orgasm. My beloved wife held him firmly in place, and I watched as the pulses of his cock through her neck provided incontrovertible evidence that he was filling her throat with his hot cum. My darling wife had evolved into my own personal porn star. Such a short while before, I would have guaranteed that hell would freeze over before my Sarah would be so incredibly uninhibited, so overtly sexual. The only lingering problem was that all her newfound passion was focused on her new lover and not on me.

Slowly, gently, Xavier pulled his entire length from Stella’s mouth, glistening with her saliva as she gasped for air. Tears were streaming down her face from the effort, but she glowed with happiness at what she’d achieved. She seemed almost addicted to the new sensation of having a huge hot cock in her throat. It appeared that her first taste of cum had only made her crave more.

Contented sighs filled the room. I guessed we were all content for our own personal reasons. My contentment was for the fantastic exhilaration of what I’d witnessed, my wife’s for her pleasure at what she’d discovered in herself and come to enjoy, and Xavier’s for having just blasted an enormous load down my beloved wife’s throat in front of her husband. What a life! Surely, we couldn’t keep up this frenetic sexual pace. There seemed to be a new adventure at least once a day and sometimes more. It was as if Stella was becoming insatiable in her new guise as a spy. But was she newly ravenous for sex mainly out of curiosity about what she’d missed in her old life, her ‘training’ having been the unexpected catalyst, or was it all a desire for the life-changing experiences the world of espionage could bring? It was a question I couldn't answer. Maybe it was all driven by a fierce desire to meet the towering expectations of Sue, Jim, Gus, and everyone whose future rested on our shoulders.

The other burning question that wormed its way into my mind: Had I passed the situational adaptability test? And how much of that previous night had been manipulated by the clever young spy? Was everything I overheard meant for me to hear? Was I simply behaving exactly as he’d planned? Or was Xavier grabbing opportunities to have sex with my wife whenever he could and using my operational development as his excuse?

#####

Stella

As soon as the door of our apartment closed behind Xavier and we were alone, Dylan went on the offensive.

“What the hell was all that, Stella?”

“I thought it was what you wanted. You said quite clearly that the thought of me with Xavier was a turn-on.”

“I know I did, but we’d never really discussed it, had we? Never set any ground rules or anything.”

“That’s hardly fair, darling. There was no opportunity to discuss stuff, was there? It all just happened. And to be honest, I don’t think anything that happens here is impacted by us and our preferred ‘ground rules.’ Do you?” Her voice was tinged with just a little sarcasm. “We’ve signed up for this bizarre adventure, rightly or wrongly, and all we can do is follow instructions. It’s all way beyond our control.”

“I know, I know. You make some fair points. I did say the idea of seeing you with him held some appeal, and we didn’t get a chance to discuss our feelings about it. Ideally, we’d have been able to talk about this stuff before doing anything, but it turned out it simply wasn't possible. It feels like we’re on an express train that doesn’t stop for philosophical or moral discussions.”

“We need to have a serious chat about this, Dylan. I don’t think we can back out now, but we need to know how we feel about what's expected of us. We need to devise a logical plan for how we deal with it all.”

“That sure sounded like the quantitative analyst I married,” he laughed

Despite the strange time of day, we were both shattered. We lay side by side on the bed, and I could sense we both needed to discuss what had happened with Xavier. I needed reassurance that my beloved husband didn’t see me as a slut; I wanted to hear his reactions to everything that had happened.

“Jeez, David.” Under the circumstances, it was impossible not to revert to his real name. “I am truly sorry. You shouldn't have had to witness all that.”

“Are you crazy?” he laughed. “I wouldn’t have missed it for the world. You were quite amazing, my darling.”

“But don’t you think of me as a cheat, a slut?”

“It would only be cheating if I didn’t know about it, wouldn’t it? And I certainly don’t think of you as a slut. A newly liberated woman, yes, but definitely not a slut. Strangely, I think your newfound liberation is going to enhance our marriage.”

Once he had made it abundantly clear that he still loved me more than life itself, the relief was almost overwhelming. He was right, though; the feeling of liberation was already life-changing. I suddenly craved my husband's praise for my uninhibited performance.

“Did you see how I did the deep-throating thing? Were you impressed?”

Chuckling at my enthusiasm, he assured me that he was more than impressed and promptly extracted a promise that I would do it for him.

“Can I ask how it made you feel to watch me like that?” I was determined to uncover all the pros and cons of the life we’d fallen into.

He thought about it for a couple of minutes, attempting to formulate an answer that correctly encapsulated his many conflicting emotions.

“It was like every neural pathway in my brain was alive with activity. My thoughts were conflicted. What were you doing? Was it a betrayal? But how could it be when I’d actively encouraged you? My feelings were marauding all over the spectrum of emotions. Jealousy collided with eroticism. A palpable fear of jeopardizing our marriage battled with how hot I found the idea of you being naughty – especially with such an impressive young man as Xavier. My mind felt like it was being sheared in two.”

“But, at the end of the day, we're still okay, right?” I asked tentatively, scared that what I’d done would have jeopardized our wonderful marriage even if it was for King and Country.

“I love you more today than ever before, Sarah.”

For that short moment, Stella Ruskin ceased to exist. It made me so happy. I should have expected my husband's next question.

“And, what about you? How did you feel as Xavier fucked your married pussy and filled you with an enormous load of cum from those huge balls of his? And how about when he face-fucked you until he blasted another load down your throat? Did it feel good?”

“Oh, Jeez, David, you don’t know how much I wish I could say it was just part of the job. But that wouldn’t be the whole truth, and we have always been completely truthful with each other. I’m sorry, my darling, but it all felt incredible in so many ways. Not only the physical sensations of what he did, what we did, but also the amazing sense of empowerment and liberation it gave me. The knowledge that I could naturally take his massive cock into my throat was genuinely exhilarating. And the feeling of his thick shaft stretching my pussy wider than it had ever been was phenomenal. Is that too dreadful to admit?”

“It's certainly got all those conflicting emotions raging again,” he laughed. “But as long as you can promise me that nothing will hurt our marriage, it's still bloody exciting, isn't it?”

We held each other so tightly in relief at the realization we were on the same page. Both still as much in love. Both aware of the dangers to our relationship. Both excited at all the new adventures in our life. The only question David had neglected to ask was about the depth of my feelings for my gorgeous mentor. We tell each other everything, never telling each other lies. So, thank God he hadn't asked — yet!

#####

Dylan

I’d spent a sleepless night thinking over everything my wife had told me about the night she spent with Xavier. It had been both gut-wrenchingly hard to hear while being so friggin’ hot that I stood no chance of controlling the unwanted erection that threatened to explode spontaneously. She was understandably proud of how she’d cast off so many of her sexual inhibitions and acquired so many new erotic skills so fast. But I still harbored a festering fear that the woman I loved couldn’t possibly have done all those things without an emotional bond with her young mentor. Okay, so she was being trained to use sex without emotion, but we were only one week into her indoctrination – it was hard to believe she had mentally come to terms with that cold, calculating state of mind. I knew my wife too well. I could see only too clearly that Stella was becoming emotionally involved with Xavier, whether she recognized it herself or not. For me, the burning question was: How did Sarah Russell, my loving wife, feel? To say I was scared was putting it mildly.

It had been arranged that Stella would spend the day with Emmy in her apartment for an in-depth session on seduction techniques. Meanwhile, I would be partnered with Xavier for an as-yet undisclosed purpose. After breakfast, we kissed at our front door and headed off with slight trepidation to our mentors’ apartments.

“Hey, man.” Xavier welcomed me with a warm hug as if we’d been best friends since childhood. It seemed entirely paradoxical in light of the fact that only hours before, he was fucking my wife to exquisite heights, taking her with an alpha male confidence that could easily have made me feel inadequate. The sight of his admittedly-magnificent cock disappearing deep into her engorged pussy was now etched permanently into my consciousness. It is so hard to explain, but despite all that, it was impossible for me to hold a grudge against the guy. He was personable and charismatic, and he appeared to genuinely want to be friends. If it was all a guise that hid a more heartless intent, then he was doing a fantastic job covering it up.

“Come in, come in,” he welcomed me. “Coffee?”

“Uh, yeah, sure. That would be great.”

“It’s been quite a week for you, hasn’t it?” His laugh sounded sincerely compassionate. “That’s why I wanted to get together today while Stella works with Emmy. I need to know you’re doing okay.”

“I think okay is a relative term,” I laughed. “It’s been like the world’s most violent roller coaster. Overall, though, I think I’m coping pretty well. Or at least I’m surviving it.”

“You know our psychological research into your suitability for this position indicated quite clearly that you would likely be accepting of seeing your wife in a hotwife role. We hoped that mere acceptance would turn into actual pleasure. What do you think? Have you reached that point?”

Something about his honesty made me want to reciprocate. If only I knew exactly how I did feel.

My voice was hesitant as I tried to explain. “I think I’m enjoying seeing her like that. But I'd never thought about the whole hotwife kink in the past, so it’s all come as a complete surprise. If your psychological assessment somehow indicated that I would be an ideal candidate, I suspect it will be proven right. I confess that watching Stella with you has been an incredible turn-on, but it's also a mighty punch to the gut. The fact that she’s receiving such pleasure from another man can't fail to make a guy feel jealous or inadequate, can it? And…” my voice trailed off.

“And what, Dylan?”

“Well, just look at yourself. In any woman’s eyes, you must be close to perfection. It’s a bit fucking intimidating to think of you as my competition.”

“Hah,” he chuckled. “I promise you I am NOT your competition. We are all in this together, mate. Remember that. The objective is to make you and Stella into the most effective intelligence operatives The Service has ever known.”

“I know, I know.” I was gathering confidence as our conversation warmed up. “I realize that your brief is to train my wife in every aspect of the job, including sexpionage, but I sense you are getting more out of this than a simple teacher/student relationship. Am I right?”

“Mmm, perceptive, aren't you?” He smiled. “Let me tell you something. My assignment was a simple one. Instruct Stella in all the sexual arts to prepare her for operational readiness in the field. It’s a role I've undertaken before with great success. The personality, the looks, and the previous experience of the student never come into the equation. When you first arrived here at Grove House, I naturally thought I could complete my assignment without any factors shifting the nature of that equation. However, that way of thinking was quickly shaken by Stella and even, to some extent, by you. For a start, unlike some previous students, Stella is stunningly gorgeous, plus she’s kind, she’s fun, and she’s empathetic. And, strange as it may seem, her sexual naivete is desperately appealing. But so, too, was yours. So, my simple brief became more complicated as I came to like you both more and more. For the first time, I developed a relationship with my student, and I came to genuinely like you, my friend.”

How could life become even more complex? His compliments about my darling wife were like music to my ears. But they were tempered by the explicit admission that he had growing feelings for her, too. It was all very well to claim he thought of me as a friend, too, but it was my beloved who was being regularly impaled on his enormous black cock. While I vainly attempted to unravel the spaghetti of conflicting emotions colliding in my brain, he continued on, seemingly oblivious to my turmoil.

“So, I hope you know that I would never do anything to humiliate you, Dylan. I know I must appear overly aggressive sometimes, but that’s all part of the lesson I have to teach. Stella’s obedience is an important factor in her growth. If I tell her to lick my big black balls, I need her to comply without question. Get it? Anyway, I want you to promise me that if you feel any discomfort about the direction the lessons take, you will let me know. I can't necessarily promise to change that direction if it's in the best interests of the project, but we can at least talk it through together.”

After all my paranoid fears about Xavier's duplicity and trustworthiness, his openness that morning certainly put my mind at rest. He really seemed to want to be friends. It gave me the confidence to press on with my questions.

“When you talk about the ‘direction’ the lessons might take, can you give me any idea of which direction that might be?”

“Sure.” His smile provided no warning of what was to come. “Stella will receive tutelage in how to enjoy anal sex; performance in a group sex scenario; and obviously instruction on double penetration; and maybe even in the seduction of another woman. Pretty much the whole catalog of sexual behaviors. There is no telling which talents she will be expected to employ once we are all operational. So the burning question is whether you will  be okay with that?”

What the hell could I say? I was condoning the wildest sexual conduct of my amazing wife, and I was horrified. Annoyingly, I was also as excited as I’d ever felt in my entire life.

Throughout that morning, my rapport with Xavier had just got stronger. But it still seemed bizarre to regard him as a friend when he’d admitted he could soon be ordering my wife to lick his ‘big black balls.’

#####

Stella

My morning with Emmy was spent absorbing everything she could teach me about the art of seduction – and the underhand tactics that were sometimes required.

Amusingly, it was like being back in college. She even had a whiteboard with a list of the topics she intended to address.

	Filling a Void – discover what need you can fulfill for your victim. 
	Approach Indirectly – use a third party to make contact or develop a neutral relationship to start. 
	Hold Something Back – give mixed signals; retain an air of mystery. 
	Become an Object of Desire 
	Foster Discontent – it’s more challenging to seduce someone who is content. 
	Master Insinuation – don’t be overtly direct. 


And so the list went on. Altogether, I counted thirty bullet points.

By the end of the morning, I was in awe of Emmy’s mastery of the arts of seduction and sexploitation. The attractive young woman was a force to be reckoned with — no wonder she’d been able to wrap the African General around her little finger.

Remembering her story of seducing the General came as a stark reminder, though. This whole sexploitation aspect of the intelligence business had the potential to end in someone’s death. Okay, so it was a so-called enemy of our country, but even so, it was a scary responsibility. As I thought through all the complex implications of the assignment we’d so excitedly signed up for, I realized for the first time the gravity of our situation. We had been pathetically innocent.

“So,” laughed Emmy, “a field trip tomorrow. We are going up to London, and the four of us will stay in a five-star hotel for the night. The place is known for its clientele of senior executives from Fortune 500 companies and other various movers and shakers. The bar has a reputation as a pick-up spot for attractive young women. It’s time for you to try putting all this theory into practice.”

“Oh, Jeez. It was all becoming too real. What was becoming of me?

#####

Dylan

The following day, a limo pulled up at the front doors of Grove House to take us on our ‘field trip.’

Xavier had promised that we would be impressed by the hotel, and as the doorman in his top hat opened the car door, it was clear he’d not overpromised. The place was opulent in the extreme. Unbridled wealth seemed to ooze from the very pores of the building. When the front desk manager learned we were checking into the presidential suite, the attention got even more obsequious.

Xavier nudged me. “The guys back at The Beach who arranged this whole trip booked us into the presidential suite because it has four bedrooms. When Middle Eastern royals are staying, they need rooms for household and security staff. For us, it means we can all stay together.”

His explanation made sense. We could all hang out together, and it would be easy to debrief after our foray into the iniquities of the hotel bar.

Emmy explained the plan for the rest of the afternoon and evening. “Xavier is going to set up our command center while we all get unpacked. Please stay in your unobtrusive day clothes while we do our reconnaissance. A good agent needs to understand the space and the environment. That way, we can formulate our plan for the evening when, I promise you, Stella will wow the well-heeled patrons of the bar.”

#####

While we unpacked, my wife unburdened herself of all her fears. She was desperately nervous about what the evening might hold.

“It’s only a little flirting, darling,” I assured her without really knowing myself exactly what Emmy had planned.

“Are you sure, though? She asked, sounding like an anxious teenager.

“Emmy would probably have told you if anything more was expected, wouldn't she?” 

Unfortunately, the more I tried to reassure Stella, the more uncertain I became. What if they planned to throw Stella in at the deep end and arrange a scenario where she was required to have sex with some random stranger? All in the name of training. Her nervousness was spilling over onto me when a knock at our bedroom door startled us.

“Okay, guys, it's time for our reconnaissance mission.” Xavier sounded deadly serious, considering this was meant to be a simple training exercise in the art of seduction. “Let's go check out the lay of the land in the bar.”

During the afternoon, there were very few people who could justify drinking in the middle of the day. A few lonely souls sat around the bar, but all the tables and booths were empty.

“Over there, that booth in the corner,” Xavier said, pointing to a dimly lit booth by the side of the exit to the restrooms. “That will be ideal for our stakeout location. We get a good view of the whole room, and the exit could prove useful.”

Emmy nodded in agreement. “Yeah, and the sight line to that corner of the bar means that’s where Stella and I should stake our claim.” She was showing my wife exactly where she intended for them to position themselves.

They checked out all the various exits from the bar, including both the ones used by the guests as well as the staff doors to the kitchens and cellars. They insisted we all check out the bathrooms for alternative ways out of the place, which I assumed was standard practice in more dangerous situations. It hardly seemed relevant to an evening of simple flirting in the bar of a swanky hotel, though.

Emmy then explained that she and Stella would be wired for sound so we could monitor how the training session was progressing. Presumably, so Xavier could weigh in later about my wife’s aptitude for seduction. He would probably also be reporting back to Jim and Sue MacLean.

“Emmy and Stella will come down to the bar around twenty hundred hours, then you and I, Dylan, will follow around fifteen minutes later. There will be zero communication between the four of us. We will take up position in the corner booth that I will reserve ahead of time, and we will monitor events through earpieces designed to look like simple earbuds. Understood?”

Emmy and I nodded. Despite the rather unremarkable purpose of the mission, it was still quite exciting to be a part of all the intricate planning. It all sounded mysterious, even if it was a bit bland as secret missions go. 

#####

When my wife finally walked out of the bathroom to get dressed for the assignment, my breath caught in my throat. Her glorious naked body was different. Her newly bare pussy was a mesmerizing sight.

“I figured I should try to be brave,” she explained. “If Emmy can do it, then so can I. And anyway, we both know how sexy she looks. I know it's only supposed to be flirting, so no one will get to see it, but somehow it gives me confidence. It makes me a different person.”

I couldn’t resist her. I walked over to Stella and dropped to my knees in front of her. I had to experience the softness of her skin and the delicacy of her openly revealed petals. Leaning forward, I ran my tongue through her folds, eliciting a contented sigh from my newly uninhibited wife.

“Oh, my darling, that feels so good,” she whispered. “But I need to get dressed and ready for the operation.”

A sudden thought flashed through my consciousness: Was there a remote chance that some other man could be licking my wife’s bare petals that evening?

I reluctantly pulled away to watch as she slipped on the gorgeous dress Emmy had brought for her. I stood there like a lovestruck fool. I was breathless. It was midnight blue satin that clung to her shapely body as if it had been tailored to her exact measurements. At the front, it had a demure shawl neckline, but the back plunged so low that it was almost possible to see the promise of the cleft between her cheeks. There was no possibility that she was wearing a bra. The hem length would definitely qualify as sexy without being tarty.

“I can't wear this,” she protested. “It's just not me.” 

“It may not be Sarah Russell, my darling, but it is definitely Stella Ruskin. You look stunning.”

My heart almost exploded with pride.

It took the combined efforts of Emmy, Xavier, and me to assure her that she looked hot and entirely appropriate for the evening's adventure before she agreed to wear the fabulous dress.

As planned, Emmy and Stella went down first at eight o'clock. For some reason, my heart was in my throat within minutes of Stella kissing me goodbye. We wouldn’t be allowed to talk to each other until we were all back in our suite for the debrief of the mission.

What if Emmy planned to expose my wife to a greater challenge than simply chatting up some random guy in the bar? What if she wanted to test her willingness to carry through the encounter as she might need to in the field? It was one thing watching her with Xavier, but how would I feel if it were some complete stranger?

As Xavier and I entered the bar, I was struck by the overwhelming sense of sumptuous luxury that hadn't been in evidence during the dull afternoon hours. The room was a dimly lit space illuminated by contemporary chandeliers and wall sconces. It was already busy, and the crowd was affluent, attractive, and loud. It wasn’t our kind of place at all, and I immediately felt like a fish out of water.

I scanned the place, and my gaze came to rest on the designated spot at the corner of the bar. Stella usually dislikes being seated at any bar. She always prefers the privacy of a table. They were both sipping from large glasses of red wine  ̶  another surprise, as Stella would typically choose a gin and tonic.

Xavier reminded me that we had to keep to our end of the bargain, so we made sure to go nowhere near them as we headed for the booth in the back corner. Somehow, Xavier had prearranged it with the bartender because there was a formal-looking ‘Reserved’ sign on the table to ensure the booth was saved for us.

We ordered drinks and settled in to watch Emmy and Stella. Even if we hadn't had the entire soundtrack playing in our ears, it would have been evident to anyone paying attention that Emmy was giving Stella some kind of lesson. Luckily, no one was paying attention. It was pretty amusing and just a little hot to see my wife copying everything her teacher did. When Emmy took the sides of her skirt in her hands and wriggled it slightly higher up her legs, Stella did the same. My wife’s beautiful, long legs looked so sexy. When her mentor flicked her hair back over her shoulder in that flirty move that drives men wild, Stella flicked, too.

Over the earpiece that masqueraded as an earbud for my phone, I heard Emmy’s laugh as she put out her hand and rested it on my wife’s arm, seemingly in appreciation of hearing the funniest joke of all time. A sure-fire way of flirtatiously telling a man that you find him amusing and hot. Stella’s laugh was slightly quieter, but she executed the move impeccably, resting her hand on Emmy’s arm and looking deep into her eyes, looking at the young intelligence operative as if she were fascinated beyond words. My beloved wife seemed to be getting the hang of the flirting business in short order. But surely, that had to be easy, especially when it was just between the two friends. What would she be like if she were put to the test with some strange guy?

We didn’t have to wait long to find out. A couple of guys standing at the opposite end of the bar had spotted the two gorgeous women whose every word we were listening to. The guys looked to be in their late twenties, and they were the epitome of the successful and influential top executives of a large corporation. Both were very clean-cut, but the similarity ended there. One guy was tall, Scandinavian-looking. Short blond hair and a chiseled face made him look severe and intense. His companion was more Mediterranean-looking, maybe Spanish or Italian. Curly black hair topped a warm, open face that bore a permanent-looking five o'clock shadow. Smartly dressed in well-tailored, expensive-looking suits, their only nod to the smart-casual vibe of the bar was the nonchalant loosening of their silk ties.

Attempting to look as cool as possible, they wandered nonchalantly over to Emmy and Stella.

“Hi, ladies. Can we buy you two stunning creatures a drink?” It was the tall Scandi guy, and it was hardly the most scintillating opening line.

“Mmm, American,” Xavier said quietly with a slight frown as we listened to a series of the blandest chat-up lines in the book.

It was fascinating to guess how our pair would respond. Emmy immediately giggled in pleasure at their offer as if they were the walking, talking embodiment of perfection. It was incongruous, and unlike anything I’d heard pass the sharp young agent’s lips. Stella’s equally strange giggle came only a fraction of a second later.

As the evening wore on, the four of them paired off into two distinct couples – Scandiman, as I’d mentally christened him, with Emmy, and Medman, with my wife. MY wife. I watched intently and listened to every word. It was disturbing and exciting, all wrapped up in one neat package. I watched my wife use every trick she’d just been taught. I could also imagine Emmy having spent as much time imparting the psychological ways of manipulating a man’s inherent need to impress. Stella’s dress was inched slightly higher again, and the hair flick maneuver was brought into service on several occasions. But when Stella rested her hand on her guy's bulging bicep to show her fascination with his witty story, my cock lurched with excitement.

I was attempting to listen to both conversations, but it was a challenge. Obviously, my primary focus was on Stella. So I almost missed Emmy’s pointed question when she asked Scandiman what they did for business.

“Ahh, Embassy.” It was short and sweet as responses go. He was playing his cards close to his chest for some reason.

Emmy was not to be deterred.

“You work at the American Embassy. How fascinating. And what do you do there?”

Even from where we sat, it was easy to see how uncomfortable he was.

“Cultural attaches.” Equally short and decidedly less sweet was the guy's response.

“Oh, my God, how amazing.” Emmy was purposely trying to sound like an airhead. She looked wide-eyed and impressed beyond measure.

Beside me, I heard Xavier’s low, rumbling voice.

“Thought so.”

I had no idea what he was talking about.

“You thought what?” I asked quietly.

“In our world, the title Cultural Attache is synonymous with CIA. They're a couple of American spooks.”

“And does that change the mission?” I questioned.

“It does if Emmy determines there could be a benefit in a pivot. We've impressed upon you the need for flexibility and adaptability. So, if an experienced agent like Emmy sees some opportunity, then all bets are off – the original mission is aborted, and new parameters are set. Remember situational adaptability.”

Emmy was trying to appear naïve as she asked the guys about their business travels. Neither of them smelled a rat as they described trips to Warsaw, Budapest, Sofia, and Bucharest.

“Naïve idiots,” mumbled Xavier.

As I was reasoning out why such comments had been deemed naïve, Medman, whose name had turned out to be Chase, suddenly leaned forward and whispered in my wife’s ear. It was too quiet to hear what the young man said, but when she lifted her left hand to show him her wedding ring, I could have made a good guess. The arrogant little snot just took her hand and kissed the ring before whispering something else that made her laugh out loud. As he whispered into my wife’s ear, he started intimately kissing her neck, to her apparent delight. Disquietingly, my cock reacted with even greater enthusiasm.

I was watching Stella so intently that I almost missed Emmy slipping off her bar stool and heading straight for our booth. She didn’t stop walking as she headed past us toward the restrooms, but I heard her quite clearly as she hissed out her instructions.

“Change of plan. We are taking them upstairs in fifteen minutes.”

WHAT THE FUCK!

Xavier started gathering up his things.

“Come on. We're leaving. NOW.”

I took one final glance at my beloved. Unwilling to spend even a few minutes alone, Scandiman had turned to my wife and joined his friend in amusing her. The pair of them were whispering sweet nothings in her ears. Sweet nothings, hah  ̶  they were probably making filthy lewd suggestions, telling her all the wicked things they’d like to do to her. I felt the pre-cum dampening the front of my underwear and prayed it wouldn’t seep through my trousers.

#####

“Back to the room,” Xavier instructed urgently. “I need to get us set up in the communications room. Stella’s obviously doing well,” he laughed.

‘Doing WELL!’ It was my wife he was talking about.

We walked hurriedly toward the elevator.

“I thought this was just a lesson in seduction,” I protested. “Did you both expect my wife to have sex with some random stranger all along?”

“What do you take us for, my friend? We would have told you in advance. Sex was never on the table. But the mission has changed. Emmy clearly sees some advantage in getting to know those two idiots better. They still might not need to have sex with them, though.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. But why did I also feel a disquieting sense of disappointment?

“Unless she feels there is a valuable lesson for Stella to learn, that is.”

My stomach lurched.

I stumbled into the elevator, trying desperately to hide the fact that my erection was doing its darndest to fight its way out of my pants. The thought of my darling wife possibly offering sex to Medman, the handsome American spy, was intoxicating.

Xavier continued with his instructions. “Even though it wasn’t in the plan, we followed all the usual mission protocols and set up cameras and microphones throughout our suite so you and I can monitor everything and step in if they get in any trouble. You’ll be amazed, but that fourth bedroom looks like the NASA communications center. I really don’t expect any problems, though. Those two guys look easy enough for Emmy to deal with single-handedly.”

#####

It took only a matter of a few minutes for Xavier to activate the cameras and microphones that he’d positioned in the living room. He had pulled the bedroom armchairs to face the three monitors on the coffee table. Each screen captured a different angle of the living room.

“Remind me why you went to the trouble of setting up this elaborate system if nothing was planned for this evening.” I knew I sounded skeptical, but he was supposedly my friend.

“I told you it’s protocol. We do it whenever we are in the field. Just sit back and watch a master in action,” Xavier laughed. “Emmy is unbelievable at all the sexpionage stuff. Stella will get the lesson of a lifetime.”

#####

The quality of the audio-visual equipment was proven the minute our bizarre foursome opened the door to the suite. We clearly heard every breath they took and saw every detail as Stella and Emmy arrived with their conquests, Scandiman and Medman. Our two women looked even more captivating than when they left us earlier in the evening. The anticipation of what could unfold was almost too much to bear.

The guys looked like a pair of cats presented with a vast bowl of cream. When Emmy offered drinks from the fully stocked bar, they both asked for single malt Scotch. Doubles. Their voices were a serious clue that they were already approaching the point where sober would be a distant memory.

Drinks were poured, and then, at the press of a button, Emmy conjured up some of the sultriest music I’d ever heard. A warm, languid bass filled the room, and she started to writhe sensuously in some wildly erotic approximation of dancing, her gorgeous body tempting the two drunken CIA agents.

Xavier chuckled quietly. “Emmy’s going to work her magic. This is another lesson for Stella. Just watch.”

“Come dance with me.” Emmy crooked a finger at Stella, and the two guys looked determined to keep their eyes open to watch whatever transpired. Her invitation managed to imply something a great deal more than dancing, and the guys clearly thought they might have died and gone to heaven at the prospect of a girl-on-girl show.

I could understand that the mission had changed, but what the hell was the new one about? What purpose did it serve for the love of my life to be put in such a compromising position? Where was the learning objective in it all?

Enough of logic; the purpose didn’t matter all that much when the whole thing looked so hot and exciting. It wasn’t only the two Americans who were bewitched by the scene – I was, too.

Emmy, the expert seductress, did the unthinkable and started to dance seductively with my wife; their bodies joined in the most erotic dance I’d ever seen.

My breathing was already fast, but then Emmy did the unthinkable. She slipped the dress from Stella's shoulders, letting it slip sinuously to the floor. I knew my wife couldn’t be wearing a bra under the dress, but seeing her moving slowly to the rhythm of the music in just her white lace thong and black stiletto heels, with her firm, pert breasts looking invitingly delicious, made my heart pound with excitement. The love of my life was almost naked in front of two horny strangers.

Through the sound system, the groans of pleasure from their two admirers were almost as loud as mine there in our communications room. They sat there in their semi-drunk stupor like kids in a candy store, unable to quite grasp how their evening had taken such a brilliant turn.

Imagine how their eyes grew even wider as Emmy then let her own dress slide to the floor. Unlike Stella, she was completely naked. She’d been wearing no underwear, and her bare pussy once again drew Stella’s gaze. She seemed transfixed by the sight.

I noticed both inebriated CIA agents gulp down the last of their scotch and then slide their hands into their pants to stroke the powerful erections that had inevitably resulted. It was impossible to believe the show they were in for.

Emmy whispered something in my wife’s ear, then slid sinuously to the floor, pulling down Stella’s thong as she went. My mouth went dry in disbelief at what I was witnessing as our young mentor buried her face between my wife’s legs. The high-fidelity audio picked up every erotic sound as she lapped at Stella’s newly bare pussy like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

I was about to cum without ever touching myself. To think it was my shy, inexperienced wife in there letting another woman eat her pussy in front of two foreign intelligence agents. It was beyond unimaginable. I had no idea what Emmy was planning, but who cared? My darling wife had flung her leg up onto the edge of the sofa to allow our stunning mentor better access and to give their admirers a better view. It was incredible.

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. 

Both the CIA agents had their cocks out of their pants and were jerking themselves furiously at the unexpected show. It was almost amusing to watch those two handsome young guys totally enraptured by my wife, unable to believe the luck that had been visited upon them without warning.

As Stella suddenly succumbed to the ecstasy of a world-class orgasm, screaming out her pleasure as she shuddered uncontrollably, the two guys shot their cum all over their clothes in awe of what they'd witnessed. Precum leaked from me, 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? More than you bargained for?” She laughed. “I can see you enjoyed the show, but sadly, that’s it for tonight. You need to leave. Our husbands are due back here any minute now. Maybe we can get together again soon unless you are off on your travels again.”

“Er, yeah, we are, unfortunately. Warsaw, first thing tomorrow morning,” Scandiman slurred.

Oh well, our loss, I suppose,” she said unconvincingly. “Sorry, we can't offer you the chance to clean yourselves up, but there simply isn't time. Hurry. Hurry. Before they get here.”

For a pair of purportedly highly trained spies, they were remarkably out of their depth when it came to dealing with Emmy. She manipulated them masterfully. Her threat of two angry returning husbands was enough to jolt them from their alcoholic stupor and send them hurrying out of our suite without saying a word. As the door closed behind them, Emmy’s laughter became uncontrollable. And despite the continuing look of shock on my wife’s face, she couldn’t help but join in.

#####

I had no idea what protocol I should follow after witnessing that erotic scene, so I simply followed my instincts. Flinging open the door to our fourth bedroom/communications room, I ran to my wife and took her in my arms.

“Oh my God, David,” she stuttered. “I’m so sorry. What did you think of me?”

“My darling girl, I think you were wonderful. I’m not sure what the purpose was, but you played your part amazingly well. I’m sure Emmy will explain her plan. Bottom line, though, is that it was just incredibly hot. YOU were incredibly hot. ”

“So, did you enjoy Stella’s flirting lessons, Dylan?” Emmy laughed.

“Hell, yes. But Xavier told me you wouldn’t expect her to have sex with those two smooth operators unless you felt there was some important lesson for her to learn.”

“That’s right. And I didn’t. She just had sex with me.” Her cheeky grin was infectious.

“So, what was the lesson I was supposed to learn?” Stella asked, genuinely baffled.

“It was a lesson in acquiring the skills to read every situation you're confronted with.”

“Mmm, okay.” My wife sounded dubious. “But I don’t think I get it. What was there to read into a situation where two women manage to seduce two handsome young yahoos by having sex in front of them?”

Stella's question was precisely the one I was ready to pose.

“Reading any situation requires seeing through the obvious to understand the reality of your circumstances. I’m trained in facial recognition and personality-type assessment. Those two guys may initially have looked like corporate yahoos, but I knew from the start they were ‘cultural attaches’ at the American Embassy. They had ‘spy’ written all over them. And when they boasted of their business trips to every sensitive Eastern European capital, it confirmed my suspicions.

“So, as a learning exercise, I have a question for you, Stella. If this had been a real-life operation and you’d immediately recognized your adversaries as intelligence operatives, how would you know if they were your target or if you were theirs? What if their presence in the bar wasn’t a simple coincidence? What if they’d infiltrated The Beach and knew our precise location this evening? Just a little conundrum to mull over as your homework.”

“Can I ask you one more personal question before we go to bed, Emmy?”

Stella's nervous tone implied something serious was coming.

“Of course. Anything.” Emmy smiled encouragingly.

“Well, erm. How long have you been a lesbian?

The bursts of laughter from Xavier and Emmy were loud, infectious, and confusing.

“Oh, dear Stella. I’m not a lesbian. That little show was designed with the sole purpose of titillating our targets into divulging their next mission. And it succeeded. Warsaw, for the Eastern Europe Security Conference, where America is attempting to exert more influence. On this occasion, it was information we already knew, but it was still a serious breach of regulations for those hapless wonders. Imagine if they had divulged some essential snippet of intel – our superiors would be very pleased. Did you notice that the more excited they became, the more their guard dropped? You’ve been learning about sexpionage in academic terms, but that was sexpionage in action. Mind you, I’m not saying I didn’t enjoy a little tongue play in your delicious pussy. How about you?” She giggled suggestively.

I wasn’t sure who was more shocked, my wife or me.

#####

Stella

What could I say to my beloved husband after the awful things I’d done? As soon as our bedroom door closed behind us, I broke down in his arms. Sobbing seemed to be my default activity since we arrived at The Beach.

“What’s happening to us, David?” I cried uncontrollably. “It’s all too much to comprehend. When we agreed to work for The Service, I thought it was all because of our cybersecurity skills, not…” I hardly knew how to finish the sentence. “NOT THIS.”

“It’s okay, my darling,” he comforted me.”It’s probably all just part of our training. I guess that the tactics they're teaching us are probably used infrequently during real-world operations. They’re just preparing us for the most dramatic scenarios.”

“But what must you think of me, letting Emmy go down on me like that? Am I a slut, David?” The sobs wracked my body as I confronted precisely what I’d done.

“Shh, shh,” he stroked my back. “I told you already you are not a slut. It’s all part of the job. Remember, you decided to view the assignment as an acting role. Just think about it. Emmy told us she had to act the part of a lesbian to make the scene more authentic and exciting for the two CIA agents, so just keep that knowledge in the back of your mind. Oscar-worthy performances are all that’s required.”

Dear God, how could I tell him? We always pledged to tell each other the truth, but would it hurt him?

“Oh, David, I am so, so sorry to admit it, but even if Emmy was acting the part of a lesbian, I’m afraid I wasn’t pretending to enjoy it. I feel awful, my darling, but the feeling of her tongue in my pussy and teasing my clit was close to sublime. And did you see how she was completely bare down there? It looked so sexy.”

It was too much for him. I knew it would be. His arms dropped to his sides, and he took a step backward, away from me. What had I done?

“We need to get some sleep, Stella.” He was attempting to sound unperturbed and failing miserably. “They told us we had a big day tomorrow when we get back to Grove House.”

What had I done?


Chapter 11 – Fast Track

Stella

I had a disturbed night’s sleep with the guilt of the previous evening hanging over my head, so I was fully awake by around five-thirty. I’d spent much of the night attempting to formulate a means of reassuring Dylan that I am not a lesbian, so I was willing him to wake up. When he finally did that funny morning stretching thing that always indicates he is awake, I couldn't find the restraint to allow him time to rouse himself fully. I launched right in.

“Oh, my darling man. I’m so sorry if you got the impression that I was experiencing lesbian feelings for Emmy last night. I can absolutely assure you that I am not a lesbian. It was simply that it felt good, but I have no interest in reciprocating.”

“And what about if the job demands it?” he asked astutely.

“I suppose,” I mumbled. “You know, as part of the act.”

“Mmm, good. That’s hot.”

His horror of the evening before had disappeared entirely. He was now adding some lesbian action to the list of all the things he found exciting to watch me learn.

“How about a little practice of some of your new skills before we head out for the rigors of the day,” he growled sexily.

He wanted to have sex with me, and I was overjoyed. I reached down under the sheet to find a rampant erection demanding my attention.

“Mmm, nice.” I smiled. Then sliding down the bed under a tent of sheet, I took his rampant cock in my mouth, swallowing his entire length in one delicious go. 

“Oh, Jeez, Stella, I’m so horny for you. I feel ready to shoot my entire load right now,” he warned

It was weird how we had both become so used to talking dirty. Perhaps it was our fake personas. His words were like music to my ears. My husband was still excited by me – he still loved me. I was so torn, though. The thought of his cum flooding my mouth was so appealing – the exciting new sensation of tasting the warm saltiness of a man’s sensual essence felt like it would never grow old. But bearing in mind the tension of the previous evening, I also craved the feel of his cum blasting up inside my pussy. I needed the comfort of feeling his essence filling me, his love satiating me. In truth, I wanted to feel my husband repossessing me after my body had been so outrageously shared. In the end, I was relieved of the decision anyway. Dylan pulled away from my mouth, forcefully rolled me face-down on the bed, then firmly thrust his stiff shaft between my legs and started to fuck me hard from behind. My body’s response was purely animalistic as I arched my back and raised my ass to encourage him to pound as deep as possible. He knew exactly what I wanted. He wanted the same thing. We were as one, and our simultaneous orgasms were heavenly. The feeling of his hard cock pulsing feverishly as he pumped me full of his cum was ecstatic. He had reclaimed me, and our love seemed stronger than ever before.

#####

The four of us had breakfast together in that opulent presidential suite, and no one brought up the subject of what Emmy and I had done together the previous evening.

Xavier’s tone was unexpectedly formal as he started his briefing of the day’s activities over our full English breakfast.

“Your performance last night, in all its aspects, showed you are a natural, Stella. The team has noted that innate ability. I was just in Jim’s office and spotted something on his desk. It is completely against all regulations, but I thought you should see it.”

He turned his phone and showed us a photograph, taken in breach of all Service protocols. It was a memo from Gus Singleton to Jim and Sue.

_____________________________

MEMO

From: Augustus Singleton

To: Agents J and S MacLean

Re: Trainee Agent S. Ruskin

Senior leadership members are aware that Trainee Agent Ruskin, during her various training exercises, has demonstrated an unexpected yet remarkable aptitude for sexpionage operations. An added positive is that Trainee Agent Russo appears to fit our ideal profile, as he finds watching Agent Ruskin in action exciting. Even if his role is more of a supporting nature, his presence will ensure Agent Ruskin’s safety if and when she is exposed to danger.

In light of these unexpected developments, it has been decided that Agent Ruskin’s program will be accelerated to prepare her to be field-ops-ready ASAP. The creation of the EMEA-wide cybersecurity capability will be de-emphasized with immediate effect until the current emergency operation is completed.

___________________________________

I looked at Dylan only to find he was as gobsmacked as me.

“What does this mean, Xavier?” I asked nervously.

“It’s quite simple, really,” he told us. “It has been agreed at the highest levels inside The Service that your progress has been so impressive it warrants moving on to the next phase of your training,” he told us over a delicious full English breakfast. “It seems like your simulation training has been canceled, but I’d still like to show you the Simulation Center. I think you'll find it fascinating. Let’s meet at thirteen hundred hours at the front door. I’ll arrange for a Jeep to pick us up.”

#####

As promised, a military-looking Jeep pulled up on the front drive of Grove House at precisely one o'clock. We bounced along for a couple of miles over a road that was little more than a dirt track. Woodland bordered both sides of the track, and I assumed we were still in the extensive estate that was originally the parkland surrounding Chorley Hall. Our serious-looking driver never offered a word of greeting, not even to Xavier and Emmy.

Suddenly, the vista opened up to a large, flat area of land with an enormous structure in the center.

"Wow, it looks like an aircraft hangar." I mused.

"It was in a past life,” Emmy confirmed. “And beyond it, over there was a World War Two military airfield. But, it has been adapted into the largest simulation training center outside of Russia and China. Inside are over forty full-size recreations, like you’d see on Hollywood movie sets. There are realistic mock-ups of all likely settings where encounters between an agent and their mark could take place. We need our agents to be prepared for any eventuality, and simulation training is considered the most practical way of training agents in real-world situations.”

A proud look had settled on Xavier's face as he added a more detailed explanation of the secrets hidden within the facility. He was evidently proud of the place, and he was eager to show it off.

“Believe it or not,” he said excitedly, “there is a complete hotel suite modeled on an actual luxury hotel in Paris, a mock-up of the first-class cabin of an Emirati airline, a recreation of a high-end Berlin restaurant, a realistic copy of an actual Amsterdam sex club, and even a park with real grass. Don’t ask me how they keep it alive without natural light. There is even a set that replicates a cell at the notorious Lubyanka prison in Moscow.

“Unbelievably, we even have a cast of ‘extras’ – highly trained agents whose only job is to create scenes of complete reality.” He sounded proud of the cutting-edge facility.

“Come on now,” Interrupted Emmy. “No time to waste. Let’s give you the tour.”

The place looked impenetrable, but on closer inspection, I spotted a nondescript door with a device beside it.

“Retinal scanner,” explained Emmy. “You may not be aware of it, but we already have images of your eyes, so you will have access to the building whenever you want.”

Dylan and I followed the lead of our two mentors, stepping up to the retinal scanner, opening our eyes wide, and allowing the device to capture an image that took only a split second to compare to the pictures already within its database.

The lock on the grey door clicked as our retinal scans were approved.

“Come on in,” said Xavier, still sounding excited like a kid showing off his new toy.

No sooner were we inside than a familiar voice welcomed us from the dim light of the entry hall.

“Stella, Dylan, welcome.” It was Gus Singleton. “And congratulations on achieving so much so quickly. It is a testament to your natural aptitude for this unique life.”

He sounded quite proud of us, and I suspected he was equally proud of Xavier and Emmy for encouraging us along this challenging path. They certainly looked tremendously pleased with themselves.

“Stella, Dylan, I can't tell you how sorry I am to switch plans at the last minute like this,” Gus continued. “But part of your training is to be able to pivot when circumstances change. Let me explain. All of us at The Beach are immensely proud of The Simulation Center. As you can see for yourselves – it’s impressive, isn't it?”

Stella and I nodded our agreement.

“The thing is, though,” he continued in his usual avuncular tone, “while simulations can be an incredibly useful training tool, they still lack a degree of reality. The role-playing participants are all aware of working within the prepared scenario, so trainees’ reactions can be either biased or, even worse, faked in order to please the watching controllers. So, in light of the remarkable progress you’ve made so far, I have decided that your first two exercises will be conducted in a real-life venue with real-life consequences. We are going to forego the entire simulation training aspect of your development because we have a greater need.

“You see, the activities of our real-world adversary have ratcheted up a notch, so we need you actually in the field at an earlier phase in your development than we would ordinarily have considered appropriate. Because the devils have upped the ante, it has simply become a necessity to act immediately. We don’t have the luxury of time. If we can't analyze the coding behind their cyberattacks quickly, we can't touch the bastards before they cause more havoc.”
 

What the hell was he talking about? I had no clue what he was implying. What did he want of us under this new plan?

“I was intending to personally observe you both throughout the simulation part of your development. Watching for your adaptability, your ability to think on your feet in the face of danger, and your capacity for pivoting when plans are not going as anticipated. The role of an intelligence agent is not for the faint of heart, my dears, but I have every confidence that you will continue to prove yourselves every step of the way. However, the situation has changed dramatically.”

His whole persona made me want to do the best I could for him. He was like a father figure whose encouragement itself was motivational.

He appeared ready to take his leave of us when suddenly the grey door opened again. We all turned, but Dylan and I were the only people who were surprised to see Charles McClelland and Laszlo Kopic. How could visiting lecturers have access to such a top-secret facility? Logic dictated that their retinal scans were approved for admittance.

Charles was beaming as he strode toward us with his hand out, ready to offer what sounded like heartfelt congratulations.

“Well done, you two. Apparently, you are the two fastest learners the academy has ever seen. I've heard wonderful things about your natural aptitude in the sexpionage field, Stella. I’m not sure if I offered before, but if there is anything I could help with, please don’t hesitate to let me know.”

His brazen attitude would have been classed as sexual harassment in any other work environment, but here at The Beach, I sensed it was just another test. It was a test of how cool I could stay in the face of such blatant behavior.

“That is so kind of you, sir,” I countered in my calmest voice. “But I think Xavier’s exceptional instruction is all I can handle at present. I suppose it’s his youth, stamina, and other sizeable talents that make him so successful.”

Had I gone too far? I’d implied that this powerful man was too old, too weak, and even too underendowed to offer me anything my young mentor couldn't. It wasn’t really intended as a put-down, but when I considered it, I knew I was speaking from the heart. Why would I ever swap my young, black, hugely endowed teacher for someone like Charles McClelland? Visions of Xavier's delicious cock stretching my pussy wide and shooting huge loads of cum in my mouth flashed through my brain at the speed of light. But true or not, I still shouldn’t have been so blunt to Charles. Had I just assured our getting kicked out of the academy?

His reaction astonished me. His laugh was loud and genuine as he jovially slapped Dylan on the back.

“Where on earth did you find her, young man? She is a star.”

He’d actually appreciated my comeback to his sexist attitudes. Maybe he thought my quick thinking would make me a better spy. Maybe his whole inappropriate come-on had been nothing more than another test of my situational adaptability.

It was only then that I noticed Dr. Kopic lurking in the background. Unlike Charles, he wasn’t beaming with delight at our performance. Congratulations clearly weren't on his mind.

“I, too, will be watching your every move as you shift into real-world operations,” he said with a slightly menacing tone. “You are apparently doing well so far, but success, when it comes too fast, can flame out. Just be careful, both of you. Remember Icarus – could you be flying too close to the sun for your own good?”

With that admonition, he turned smartly on his heel and left the building, leaving me unsure whether we were genuinely doing well or whether they were so eager to get our field operations project off the ground that they were pushing us too far, too fast. Dylan's frown gave me the impression that he felt the same way.

“Don’t worry about Laszlo,” Gus kindly interjected, putting his arm around my husband's shoulders. “He means well, but empathy and tact are not his long suits. He is so protective of this project that he fails to grasp that its only chance of success rests on your shoulders. You will both be a great asset to The Service; I can feel it in my bones. Now, Charles and I must leave you all to it. Good luck, my boy. It might seem that your participation has taken a back seat to your delightful wife. But let me assure you that your presence by her side is likely to prove invaluable. So far, your training in situational adaptability may have seemed less dramatic than the challenges she has encountered. Still, it is of equal importance to the overall success of the project. In many ways, her safety could be in your hands.” He shook Dylan's hand.

“If you’ll excuse me now, I am going to grab Xavier and Emmy so I can brief them. You two hang out in your apartment for the rest of the day, and then I’ll send them back later to fill you in on the plan.”

#####

As Gus had suggested, we stayed in our apartment for the next couple of hours, but relaxation was the furthest thing from our minds. Our thoughts and conversation consisted mainly of conjecture about what Gus had planned for us. When Emmy and Xavier returned, they both looked excited at the turn of events.

“Gus is so happy with your progress, guys. He genuinely thinks you are ready for a real-world operation, Stella,” Xavier told us. “And, to be honest, we also need an agent who is completely unknown in the foreign intelligence community. That’s why an agent like Emmy can't do it. Please don’t be concerned; the operation has little chance of turning dangerous.”

What the fuck! ‘Little chance of turning dangerous!’ How about zero chance? Things were moving too fast.

“We need to emphasize one critical aspect of field operations, Stella,” Xavier explained. “Experience tells us that the weight of many of our tactical plans will fall squarely on your shoulders alone. There are simply more operations that require sexpionage tactics from our female agents than for male operatives. Dylan, you will be an ever-present part of every operation, but, as Gus pointed out, you will also be in more of a support role. Emmy and I are confident that you will be able to handle any situation you are confronted with, Stella. But we also need a commitment from you, Dylan, that your emotional bond with your wife can be set aside in case of need in the interests of the project as a whole.”

My poor husband looked mortified. “Um, well, yeah, sure. I think I've proved that I can watch my wife handling sexual situations. I've seen her in the most extreme acts with the two of you, haven't I? And I haven't flipped out yet.”

“I'm afraid this is going to sound arrogant,” continued Xavier.

NO SHIT, Xavier sounding arrogant seemed to be his default mode. So, what fascinating point was he going to make this time?

“It's just that Emmy and I are both young, hellishly attractive, and extremely good in the bedroom. You’ve been spoiled, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

Arrogant? Nah! He was one of the most humble, modest people I’d ever met. NOT.

“Real-world operations might not involve targets with those same attributes, let’s say,” Emmy explained. “I told you about my operation with the African General. Well, he was fat, he was ugly, and he was a bully. Unpleasant in every way. My role was to make him believe I thought he was a demigod. So, you need to be prepared for whatever might come along.”

I had to ask. “Are you telling me, then, that in these operations, I could be confronted by the necessity to have sex with people like your General, Emmy?”

“Just be warned that you must be ready for anything when we are in the field.”

Jeez. How many times was I going to question why we signed up for this?

I could see the concern on Dylan's face. I wanted their briefing to be over so we could talk in private. Even if I could bring myself to have sex with the likes of Emmy’s General, it didn’t bear thinking about that my husband would have to witness it. Even with his admission to finding it exciting to watch me with another man, that ‘other man’ had always been our stunning young mentor, Xavier. We needed to talk. 

"Sorry to throw you in at the deep end, Stella, but tomorrow, you will embark on your first live operation. It will require you to adopt an entirely new legend that fits the operation. You will be expected to assume the persona of one Claudia Taylor, a military architect. So, this evening, I want the two of you to discuss how you might handle the situation outlined in this brief and develop some rudimentary plans. Obviously, your superiors have a plan in place, but we need to judge your capacity for designing your own tactics and just how much those tactics converge with the agreed plan.”

He handed us both a sheet of paper — our homework prior to our launch into a real-world espionage operation.

“Read it through quickly now in case you have questions, then work on it together this evening.”

I looked over the assignment.

Your adversary believes you to be his mark, and his most likely tactic will be an attempt to compromise you with blackmail-worthy photos. Through our carefully aimed misinformation, foreign agents believe you to be a military architect working on the design of a new secret military installation. They will attempt to compromise you in an effort to ascertain the location of the facility. However, we have intercepted their communications and are aware of their intentions. So you may need to pretend to be compromised so they think they have the upper hand, while in reality, you do. The operation is a classic misinformation play. The sting will take place in the bar and a suite of a luxury hotel.

“That’s just the rough outline, so Xavier and I will fill you in more tomorrow morning,” added Emmy. “But remember, this is a real operation, not a training exercise. It has fallen in our lap because of a lucky intelligence intercept. We need to think fast to design our response.

Jeez. Suddenly, it all felt real. There had been something merely academic about our training up to that point, but the realities of our new lives were becoming more evident. And scarier.

#####

Dylan

“Are you okay, my darling?” I asked as we finally got some time alone. Xavier and Emmy had left us to get on with our ‘homework,’ so we ordered a light dinner and curled up together on the couch. After the delicious supper, but before getting down to the business of developing our ideas for the upcoming operation, I had to check how my wonderful wife was holding up under the pressure that was falling so incredibly disproportionately on her shoulders.

“Yeah, I think so,” she responded quietly. “But I think I've been viewing this whole adventure through rose-colored glasses. It's one thing to have wild sexual experiences with someone as hot as Xavier. The way he has brought me out of my self-inflicted sexual desert has been exciting and wonderful. But the thought of doing that stuff with someone gross is kind of a daunting prospect, especially when I have to be constantly on my guard not to give away any secrets in the heat of the moment. And now we’re facing a baptism by fire with our first real operation. Do you feel prepared? Because I know I don’t.”

“I feel for you, my darling. I wish we’d never signed up to help them. Neither of us ever thought it could be like this. I really believed it would all be about cybersecurity work behind a desk, not dangerous sex games in foreign places with total strangers. If I’m honest, even this new fetish of mine – enjoying watching you with other men – loses all its appeal at the thought of you being subjected to someone like Emmy’s General.”

My dark truth, though, was that I realized I couldn’t be completely frank and tell her I was beginning to hunger for more excitement. My fetish for watching her was becoming overwhelming. The more I saw, the more I wanted. I was like many recent converts to any new regime – more fanatical than those who had been aware of their weird mania for years. But my interest had been inspired by watching her with Xavier. I was beginning to crave seeing them together in every depraved act my mind could imagine. Maybe my beloved wife with some other handsome guy would work, but I had no interest in watching her being violated by some revolting character, even if it were for the good of the King and Country.

Stella interrupted my thoughts with her usual mathematician's logic.

“Earth to Dylan,” she giggled. “I think we need to agree that we will deal with each situation as it confronts us. It’s all alien to us, so there’s no way we can anticipate every hypothetical eventuality. So, let's not get steamed up now about horrors that may never happen.”

She was right, of course. Maybe our assigned operations would require no sexpionage tactics at all. Or, if they did, perhaps they would all involve only good-looking targets. Who the hell was I kidding?

I was back down the rabbit hole of introspection. It only briefly crossed my mind that my wife might have been equally inspired by her experiences with Xavier. Perhaps she, too, was craving something. Was she longing to explore her own boundaries — even to their very limits?

“We do need to get on, honey,” my wife reminded me. “We've got to discuss the brief and formulate our plans. It seems a hell of a lot to ask of two novices, but hey-ho, I suppose we need to give it a try, especially as they have so much confidence in us. From the look on Gus’s face, it must be desperately important.”

With all those roiling thoughts still making concentration difficult, I attempted to address the task at hand diligently. We were well into our planning session when my phone rang.

“Hey Dylan, I thought I'd check in on you guys,” Xavier’s friendly voice had the inevitable effect of making my mind fly to visions of him burying his huge saliva-covered cock inside my wife’s pussy.

“Do you need any advice on the homework assignment?’ he asked. “I could easily pop over so we could talk through the brief and what you have planned so far. I can make sure you're on the right track. Jim and Sue are very conscious that this is your first exposure to developing tactical and operational plans, and they’ve asked me to give you some guidance. It’s a standard operating procedure to get new agents quickly involved in developing tactical plans so they can take more ownership of them. Of course, the plans are always reviewed by more experienced agents before going ahead to see how well they align with plans designed by the senior team.”

“Oh, yeah. Sure.” I agreed, despite us both feeling reasonably comfortable with the way our plans were coming together. Perhaps his experience would enable him to offer something more nuanced or at least provide a different perspective. Or was his offer entirely disingenuous, and he merely wanted to be close to my wife?

“Come on over. I’ll pour the gin and tonics.” I offered.

He must have been ready to sprint across the landing. I had barely hung up the phone before his knock rattled the door.

Once we were all settled in with cocktails in hand, our young mentor asked us to describe our thinking on tactics for the operation. My brilliant wife launched into the high-level details.

“Well, as we see it, the facts lead to a clear tactical path,” she explained. “A foreign agent is attempting to put me in a compromising position and then take blackmail-worthy photos. Believing me to be a military architect, his goal is to get me to divulge the secret location of a new military installation. Dylan and I have made several assumptions, the first of which is that he will try to seduce me and then take me to his hotel room, where he will have rigged up hidden cameras.

“In our opinion, the best course of action would be to allow everything to play out precisely as he has planned. I allow him to seduce me. I allow him to take his photos. Then I pretend to be horrified when his blackmail attempts surface. Only after a long and arduous attempt to dissuade him from his task do I pretend to recognize the futility of holding out any longer. In return for the digital photos, I feed him a false location provided to me in advance by The Service, then leave looking dejected and used. Ta Daa. Mission accomplished. What do you think?”

“Mmm, pretty good,” he smiled encouragingly. “That’s incredibly close to the plans formulated by the senior team. I knew you guys would cut to the core of the brief.”

I was mentally congratulating my wife. She did a remarkable job explaining our plan simply and concisely. We were proud of our efforts. So why did Xavier look less than pleased?

“So, yeah. Great job developing your plans, guys,” he started… however, an enormous BUT hung in the air. “Your critical thinking makes it obvious you both come from an analytical background. It's hardly a wonder you are so successful at Russell Cyber.”

Come on, let’s have it. His following comment had to start with HOWEVER.

“However, you just made the biggest mistake any agent can make. Divulging your plan to a potential opponent.”

WHAT? Our opponent. He wasn’t making sense.

“Is it likely you are really being asked to embark on a real operation this early in your training? It hardly sounds credible, does it? If this is actually a simulation session, I have already told you that I would be the only one working with you. Surely, it logically figures that my role in each scenario would be the adversary. Why do you think I called and asked if you needed any advice? I wanted to check whether you would be smart enough to play your cards close to your chest. You weren't.”

His blunt condemnation of our skills really smarted. I looked at Stella, and she was slowly shaking her head. Either she couldn’t believe our mentor had been so critical, or she couldn’t believe our gullibility.

Xavier’s look of total disappointment quickly disappeared and was replaced by a broad smile.

“Don’t be too disappointed, guys,” he said reassuringly. “It’s a mistake most new agents would make. Just remember to think of all the angles of any situation, and don’t be too trusting. Now, with that lesson learned, I have permission to divulge that the upcoming operation is, in fact, real. It’s certainly way early in your training, but Gus has determined it's our best alternative for taking our opponents by surprise,” he laughed. “We need a new face that’s unknown in the wider intelligence circles.”

Stella’s face morphed from embarrassment to a look of horror. Embarrassed that we’d been naïve enough to fall for such a simple trick, but horror struck that she would be undertaking her first essential operation.

She’d just explained a plan involving sex with a supposed stranger, while every bit of her training had involved the man she was becoming ever more attached to. The man I knew she already considered as her lover. Meanwhile, his opinion of their relationship remained a mystery. He gave every impression of being emotionally involved, but after his ruse, who could really guess his motivation, let alone his honesty? And now she had backed herself into a corner where a complete stranger lurked. An anonymous intelligence agent who my wife was planning to fuck.

Xavier intended to tackle the issue head-on.

“Stella, did you both have a chance to discuss the implications of what Emmy told you? In this murky world of espionage, you are likely to be confronted by sexpionage situations involving complete strangers. Some of them could potentially be thoroughly unsavory characters. Remember Emmy’s unpleasant General. Would that impact your ability to undertake the assignment?

“It would simply take digging down deeper into my reserves of acting skills, Xavier. But I think I could do it. It’s for a critical cause, after all.” She sounded like her confidence was growing as she reasoned out her answer. “Yeah. Bring it on.”

“And Dylan, you're sure you are comfortable watching your wife in that type of sexual situation?” he asked me. “Being there in a back-up supporting role to ensure her safety?”

Regrettably, I was far less confident than Stella, though I cautiously agreed, if only because I was still attempting to resolve my own internal conflicts.

“Very well. Good job, guys. As you seem confident that your accomplished acting skills will enable you to face any situation, Stella, I intend to test you with another role-play. You will follow my instructions obediently.”

“Okay, when? she asked.

“NOW.”

Once again, his alpha male persona became a little intimidating. I couldn’t imagine what it felt like for my wife.

“Everything I tell you to do now, you will comply without complaint. Understood?” he continued. He glared at me, too, endeavoring to let me know my opinion was not required and that my willing acquiescence was a further part of my training. Stella seemed unconcerned by his new aggression. She passively hung on his every word.

“Good. Now, the first thing I need you to do is close your eyes and conjure up a mental image of Emmy’s fat, ugly brute of a lover. Got it?” His voice had suddenly taken on a thuggish, uncultured tone with a distinct central African lilt. He was acting the part of the General.

“Yes,” she whispered shyly as she closed her eyes.

“Don’t whisper, girl. You’ve told me you're in love with me, so I expect unbridled enthusiasm.” He laughed a growling, filthy laugh that was so unlike him.

The scene reinforced our nascent conviction that good intelligence operatives needed to be great actors. Xavier was doing it in front of my eyes, and man, was he convincing. He was probably even more plausible for Stella, whose eyes were still tightly shut. His voice had transformed him. Admittedly, I could still see the magnificent young man, Xavier himself, but even so, some magical transmutation seemed to have occurred. The burning question in my mind was whether my adoring wife could manage to act her part.

“Keep your eyes closed while you take off all your clothes, girl. Just leave on that pretty little lace thong – I have ideas for it later.”

There was an unnerving half-smile on Stella's face as she methodically did exactly as she was told until she stood there naked before us.

His harsh voice continued. “Now, kneel at my feet if you feel so strongly about me. You say you love me, but I need some proof.”

As Stella willingly knelt in front of the magnificent young man, he took his belt off and then pulled his erect shaft from his pants. It seemed his acting skills included producing an erection on demand.

“Hands out in front of you. No, not like that, you half-wit. Clasp them together.”

My wonderful wife followed his instructions without a flinch, and her half smile returned as he bound her hands with his leather belt.

Once the belt was positioned to his liking, he pulled Stella's hands high above her head, stretching her body out and causing her nipples to harden in excitement.

When he turned to me, I expected a fraternal nod or an understanding wink. All I got was a steely glare daring me to step in where I was not needed.

“Open your mouth for me, girl. I want to fuck your face. Wider than that, you idiot. Don’t you remember my massive cock?”

One hand was holding the belt that had my wife’s arms stretched above her head. With the other, he took hold of his rampant erection and wiped his prolific pre-cum over her lips. The whimper of pleasure sounded authentic, but was she acting the role of the submissive to please the fat, ugly brute of her imagination?

“Are you ready, girl?” snarled Xavier, sounding equally authentic in his role.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?” He shouted, sounding genuinely angry.

“Yes, SIR.”

It was so demeaning hearing my beloved wife so belittled. But then I realized she was smothering a smile. Sarah was actually enjoying the whole warped scenario.

“Better.” He growled.

And with that, he stepped forward those last critical inches and pushed his unbelievable cock between my wife’s lips. She eagerly stretched her mouth incredibly wide until her lips were so pale they looked scary. It looked uncomfortable, but her groan as he pushed deeper, past her gag reflex and into her throat, was unmistakably a groan of pleasure. He put his hand behind her head and pulled her onto him harder.

“I’m going to fuck your face like it's never been fucked before,” Xavier snarled menacingly, inhabiting the General's persona to a creepy degree.

I could understand the need for a spy to assume different personalities, but he was genuinely threatening. However, my wife’s performance was just as persuasive – she seemed genuinely enraptured by her brutal lover’s cruelty.

And then he started. With no gentle lead-in, he started pumping his cock in and out of my wife’s throat, fucking her as hard as he would her pussy. The muscles of his ass clenched with each forward thrust, and I wanted desperately to step in to stop the vicious treatment he was handing out. As if she had read my mind, Stella opened her eyes for a split second and looked directly at me. Her look was one of reassurance. She had known I would be afraid for her, and she was determined to set my mind at rest. She was actually okay with the rough treatment he was doling out. There was also a distinct possibility she was committed to proving herself. She wanted to show him she was capable of handling whatever our new lives might throw at us. But was I?

Watching my wife swallowing his huge cock was undeniably hot, but the excitement came with a side order of fear. At least her look of reassurance made the guilt of my having developed a fierce erection a little less. 

It came as quite a surprise when he pulled away from Stella’s mouth. I had assumed he would want to continue the humiliation by filling her mouth with a colossal cum-load. Maybe the exercise was over. Perhaps Stella had played the role of the submissive sufficiently well so that he would slip easily back into being Xavier. Or was he just letting her take a break?

When he looked directly over at me, I realized that he had no such intentions. His glare told me once again that my intervention would not be tolerated or appreciated.

“Stand up, girl,” he growled. “Keep your eyes closed. Yeah, good. Reach out and feel the arm of the sofa by your right arm. Good. Now bend forward over the arm of the sofa like a good little girl.”

My wife complied with every detail of his instructions until she was bent forward with her elbows leaning on the seat cushion, her hands still tied together by his belt. Her ass, barely covered by the white lace thong he’d allowed her to keep on, was raised enticingly towards the vicious imaginary lover inhabiting Xavier’s body.

I shouldn't have been surprised, but his next action almost triggered an involuntary reaction in me. First, he stripped off his remaining clothes and stood naked behind her, with his impressive shaft pointing directly toward his submissive conquest. Then, with one swift, powerful lunge of his arm, he ripped off Stella’s thong as if it had been made of tissue paper. Next he delivered a resounding slap to the right cheek of her ass. I had to step in, right? The only thing that stopped me was her quiet giggle.

My sexually inexperienced wife lay there with her naked ass in the air, adorned with a distinct red handprint, and from somewhere, she was finding the fortitude to giggle. Unless, of course, she genuinely found it pleasurable. Either way, my need to step in was extinguished once again. In place of my desire to protect my beloved came a surge of wild excitement about what I was sure I would witness next. My cock grew as hard as it had ever been, to the point I couldn't leave it straining against my pants.

“You liked that, did you, girl?” snarled the brutish General, responding to Stella’s giggle. His next slap sounded twice as hard as he delivered another open-palmed whack to her raised ass. A matching red handprint decorated her other cheek. It was a sight I could never have anticipated seeing in my entire lifetime. Stella’s only response was another girlish giggle.

“Let’s see how you like this then, you slut.”

His vile comment stung like nothing he had ever said before. Okay, so I knew deep down it was role play, but hearing my wife so insulted was tough.

“Mmm.” He pretended to consider. “Should I take that tiny wet pussy of yours, girl, or maybe I should ruin that tight virgin ass. What do you think?”

“Whatever pleases you, sir.”

That couldn’t have been my shy wife speaking. I was mortified for her. But whether it was for real or simply an act of the character she was playing, her subservience was complete. She would even let him fuck her ass for the first time if that was his choice. She seemed determined to play out her role as far as the scenario took her.

Xavier's glance over at me could have been designed to reassure me, but the demonic look in his eyes did nothing to help my feeling of horror about his absolute control of my delicate wife. If he took her ass with his massive black cock, it would inevitably be agony for her.

I was grateful out of all proportion when he stepped forward and slid his cock into her already soaking pussy. Her weird shout of “YES’ as he bottomed out against her cervix was both terrifying and wildly exciting. I jerked my swollen cock as I watched him fucking my wife like an animal.

My brain was cracking and jumping like microwave popcorn, fizzing as though it was short-circuiting.

Stella’s moans of ecstasy made it clear how much she was enjoying the feeling of Xavier deep inside her. This was no role-play now. The two of them were moving as one to achieve the heights of mutual sexual excitement. Were those newly minted sounds of my wife’s sexual enjoyment destined to become the new soundtrack to my life? A symphony that made my heart soar with excitement and my stomach clench with fear.

After pounding into her red, swollen pussy for what seemed like hours, Xavier surprised me again. Instead of filling my wife's eager pussy with his hot cum he pulled out, leaving a fluid line of their comingled excitement trailing from the end of his engorged cock to the gaping hole that used to be my wife’s tight pussy.

“Open your eyes, Stella.” His voice had reverted to normal. No longer was he the cruel, ugly African General. The way he stroked her sore-looking naked ass cheeks looked genuinely caring. “Stand up now, gorgeous.” He took her still-bound hands and pulled her up.

“So, that was another test, Stella. You probably guessed. But either way, you passed with flying colors. You did well, too, Dylan, not trying to step in protectively. I apologize for treating your wife that way, but I'm afraid you both have to be prepared to face any eventualities when we get out in the field.”

Our friend and mentor pulled Stella down onto the sofa next to him. He had been transformed back into the kind, caring young guy we’d come to like. He put his arm around her shoulder and pulled her close to him. Seeing her lightly tanned skin pressed close to his black, muscled body was another sight that seared itself into my brain. With the two of them nestled naked together, my newly realized hotwife fantasy was manifesting itself in front of my eyes.

“Are you okay, gorgeous?” he asked quietly. “You know I would never really hurt you."

His metamorphosis was astonishing. It was clear why he was such a successful intelligence operative if he could transform his personality so dramatically and so quickly to assume whatever characteristics the situation demanded. His gentle voice was soothing my wife as she looked up adoringly into his eyes. Even after all the rough treatment he’d handed out, she was developing a serious crush on him. A crush that was growing in intensity with every minute they were together. Was I mistaken in still placing my trust in him? I thought we’d established a friendship, but was I reading him all wrong? Was he either a master manipulator who had no emotional interest in either Stella or me? Or, having met the woman of his dreams, was he pretending to befriend me while plotting to steal my wife? Either way, I had limited opportunities to deal with him while we were confined to The Beach. The stress of our situation was beginning to take its toll on my nerves. Being a spy in training was draining enough, but the fear of losing my wife added another soul-destroying degree of anxiety. Wait! Did I just hear him right?

“Is there anything else you’d like to try, Stella, or are you done for tonight?” Xavier laughed.

Knowing he hadn't cum I wondered if he was angling for her to plead with him to shoot a massive load in her mouth again.

“There is one thing. You haven't cum yet, have you?” she responded shyly.

What the hell was she going to ask for? Then I remembered he had offered her the option of anal sex earlier in the day. Would her mounting curiosity and self-confidence drive her to ask for such an outrageous act?

“It was something we saw the other evening when we watched the porn movies together. It looked really difficult but incredibly exciting. It was a position that looked designed to get a man the deepest down your throat. In the movie, the girl lay back on the bed with her head tipped backward off the edge.”

“Stella, you can’t do that. I’m sorry, but it could hurt you.” I interrupted. “I remember the scene, and it looked so intense. I suspect the reason you don’t see that scene in many movies is that only a few porn stars can achieve it without choking. And you're not a porn star, my darling.”

“But what if, in my new role, that’s exactly the part I’m expected to play, Dylan? I just know I want to try it. There were only a few things in those movies that I haven't attempted to master, and I’m not quite ready to experience anal sex or double penetration. I know it will probably need to be in my repertoire before too long, but I’m not there yet.”

Xavier was stroking my wife’s arm to keep her calm.

“And you really want to try it now?” he asked.

Stella simply nodded, shyly acknowledging the decadence of her request.

“And do you want me to shoot my cum into your throat, Stella? Because that’s another, even more challenging degree of the act.”

She nodded shyly again as if embarrassed by her own depravity.

“I’ll warn you, gorgeous, it could be a massive load. After everything we've done, my balls are full,” he chuckled. “That’s the effect you have on me.”

My beloved wife looked so proud that she could have that effect on such a stunning guy who was almost ten years her junior.

“Come on then,” He took her hand and led her toward our bedroom. “Just get yourself into the position you saw in the movie.”

Stella looked over at me with a look that combined fright and excitement. She genuinely wanted to acquire this depraved skill. I tried to look encouraging while inside, my stomach was tied in tangled knots of fear. But frightening as it was, the thought of what I was about to witness had my cock rock hard again.

I watched as my wife lay out on the bed with her head hanging over the edge until the line of her mouth to her throat was utterly straight.

Xavier walked behind her with his enormous cock bobbing and swinging threateningly. My beloved couldn’t possibly intend to do this with that!

“Please don’t do this, Sarah.” I pleaded, reverting to her real name under the duress of the crisis I perceived to be in the making. You’ve proven that you can deep-throat the most enormous cock on the planet, but you will hurt yourself if you do this. And if you think you are doing it for me because I like to watch, then please know that this is too far.”

“I’m doing it for me, David.” Sarah reverted to my real name, too. The moment demanded it. We both knew it was a sign of our solidarity.

“I don’t want to be the girl I was growing up. I want to be fun. I want to live at last and enjoy my sexuality. I don’t want people thinking my naivete is cute. Anyway, I may need to do this with some stranger when we get out in the field, so I would rather practice it now with Xavier. If I can take him, I can take anyone.” She attempted to make a joke about his impressive size, but her nervousness shone through like a beacon.

“You know Xavier won’t hurt me,” she continued. “He’s experienced at this, and he’ll know if he needs to stop. I just want to try.”

As he stood behind her, Xavier’s cock was rigid from knowing what my wife wanted to try. She wanted to deep-throat him in the most intense way, and she was longing for him to pump her throat full of his hot seed. And perversely, I couldn’t wait to see it. What kind of husband was I?

“Let me remind you, Stella, this is a very advanced technique,” he warned her. “And you’ve only really deep-throated a couple of times. I can’t really recommend that you go through with this so early in your training.” Xavier was giving her an out if she wanted to grab it.

“I trust you to know if you’re hurting me, Xavier. But for the personal reasons I’ve just explained to David, I would really like to try.”

Xavier looked to me for guidance, but what could I say?

“Take care of my wife, and at the slightest sign that she’s in difficulty, you must stop.”

“Trust me, man. You and your wife are too special. I would never hurt either of you.”

Before tipping her head back over the edge, my wife looked up at me with such love in her eyes.

“Hold my hand, David. I love you.” I stood beside my beloved wife, clasped her hand, and watched as she prepared to have her throat defiled.

Xavier lined himself up behind her and slipped the large head of his engorged, ebony cock into my wife’s mouth. She gripped my hand tighter.

“Now remember the yawn, Stella,” like Emmy told you. Just when it turns to the exhale sensation,” he advised her gently.

I heard Stella gag a little as his cock forced her throat open wider.

“Good girl, you are amazing,” Xavier coaxed. “Just relax your throat muscles like you did before. Just like Emmy told you.”

And, as he coaxed, he pushed past the entrance to her throat and then pulled out again.

She gasped for air and then quietly said, “Do it again, please.”

In he went again, and this time as he pushed into her throat, I watched the ripple of her stomach muscles as the gag reflex tried to eject the intruder. But he went a little further still before pulling out. Strings of thick saliva ran from my wife’s tongue to the head of his cock. Tears were streaming from her eyes. It made me want to intervene until I realized she was not crying tears of sadness. They were equally not tears of joy. They were simply her body’s natural reaction to invasion.

“Again”

“This is it, Stella. I think you can do this.”

In one smooth move, Xavier's cock traveled into my wife’s mouth and past the opening of her throat. In it went, and deep it went. I could distinctly see the shape of his glans stretching out her neck. It was stunning. He pulled out again, but this time, plunged straight back in. Her grip on my hand was fierce. Out again and in again, the bulge of his head surged back and forth. Holy Jesus, this handsome young man was throat-fucking my wife, and I was standing by letting him.

“Feel it, Dylan,” said Xavier. “Rest your hand lightly on your amazing wife’s neck and feel it. It will enhance her experience.”

I reached out, and with each inward push, I could feel the shape of his cock through the delicate skin of her neck. I watched as, on those inward pushes, his pubic bone was mashed flat against my wife’s face. He was buried deep within her. Stella’s grip was about to break my fingers.

He fucked my wife’s face, and I was hardly surprised when he gasped out an apology. He was about to cum, and he’d already warned her of the potential size of his load.

He pulled out and made as if to shoot his cum off to the side, but Stella intuitively reached back and grabbed behind his ass. Pulling him forward, she panted “in my mouth” just in time for her to open her mouth wide and stick out her tongue.

I watched as a seemingly endless stream of thick, white cum shot forcefully onto my wife’s tongue. And then another. She gulped it down quickly in time to catch the next forceful stream. When would it end?

He literally filled her mouth to overflowing. I had no idea what was going through her mind as she looked me directly in the eye and turned her head slowly to show me what she’d done. Once she had shown me her mouth filled with another man’s cum, she swallowed and then burst into tears.

‘Fuck, I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have allowed that to happen. It’s really too soon in your training.” Xavier’s apology was abject. His Alpha male persona completely abandoned him for the time being.

“I don’t think that’s why she’s crying, Xavier. I think she actually enjoyed it. She is somehow proud of herself for what she achieved. There are lots of mixed emotions involved here for both of us. Let me take care of her now, and we’ll see you tomorrow morning for breakfast so we can go over the details of the operation before we head up to London. But thank you. It was clearly what she wanted, and you really did take care of her. I’m as proud of her as I've ever been.”


Chapter 12 – Operation Misinformation

Dylan

At breakfast with Emmy and Xavier the following morning, I was aware of our young mentor aiming surreptitious smiles in my wife’s direction. He was the antithesis of the brute he’d played during the previous day’s rigorous test. If I wasn’t mistaken, it looked like Stella’s crush was well and truly reciprocated. It was scary as hell. Watching my wife have sex was a fantastic experience for someone with my newfound fetish. But at the same time, the idea of her developing feelings for him was terrifying, and knowing those feelings were reciprocated was the ultimate horror. Why on earth would she consider staying married to me if Xavier was a viable option?

We were all chatting over our warm croissants and coffee when Emmy’s phone rang. From the little she said, we gathered it was Gus Singleton calling, but other than that, we were in the dark. Even Xavier looked bewildered.

“It's on,” she exclaimed. “The operation you received in your homework is definitely a go. Gus wants us in place by this afternoon. There’s no need to pack a bag, guys. Everything we need will be waiting for us in the hotel. So, let’s finish our breakfast and get going,” she said rather briskly, glaring at Xavier as she finished the last bite of her croissant. Perhaps she’d noticed the playful interaction between him and Stella. And maybe she disapproved. It was hardly the professionalism for which The Service was renowned.

Meanwhile, Xavier’s look of pride probably reflected how Gus had congratulated him on developing Stella so fast, even to the point where the head of The Beach was ready to send her into the field so fast.

“Today, you mean?” I couldn’t hide the shock in my voice.

“Of course, today, Dylan. Right now, in fact. So, here’s the plan,” interjected Emmy. “The Service has a set of rooms in the hotel where we did the seduction training. Those rooms are ours to use whenever we need them. They are equipped with the finest surveillance equipment, and they are invaluable in a variety of situations. Over the next twenty-four hours, you will be confronted with the realities of everything we've prepared you for here at The Beach.

“If you recall from the outline of the brief, you are the mark, Stella. Our colleagues have confirmed that a foreign agent believes you are attending a high-level conference. He has arranged to attend, and it is assumed he will be attempting to compromise you in an effort to ascertain the purpose and location of a new top-secret military installation. However, we have intercepted intelligence and know precisely what they are up to. We are even aware of the specific agent they will be using for the operation. His name is Karl, and he is totally unaware that his position has been compromised. Karls’ participation is another reason we need to use an agent he has never seen before.

“Your original ‘legend,’ which will be invaluable as our wider plans take shape, will be superseded for this particular operation. Your temporary cover story requires you to assume the persona of Claudia Taylor, a military architect.”

“Karl is a Russian émigré who sometimes works for us, but we are fully aware that he is also a double agent. He is one of the most accomplished ‘ravens’ in the intelligence community: highly skilled in seduction and apparently difficult to resist. His brief, this time, comes directly from Moscow, and it is as simple as blackmailing you into giving up the details of the new military base planned for construction in a friendly Gulf state. He thinks you are a married British citizen named Claudia Taylor, who is working on the architectural planning of the new project. So, be ready to pull a few architecture terms out of your hat if you can. The bottom line is that you must pretend to be seduced by Karl’s magnetic charm and then allow yourself to be compromised so they think they have the upper hand, while in reality, you do. Got it? This is a textbook case of misinformation placement.

“As we told you before, your assessment of the scenario was well-considered. It was a factor in Gus’s decision to move you into this type of situation faster. If you remember, you determined it would be best to allow everything to play out precisely as your adversary has planned. You let him seduce you, you appear to be enamored, and you give him the opportunity to take his compromising photos.

“Karl will not be staying at the hotel himself, so you will be required to invite him to your room. As I mentioned, the hotel room is dedicated exclusively to MI6, and it’s equipped with high-definition video cameras and an audio feed into the next room, where our communications center will allow us to observe you. Of course, Karl’s objective will be to get compromising photos or video of you, so he will have his own digital camera, probably disguised within a briefcase or even in something as innocent as his glasses. Do you understand?

Stella nodded silently, the fear on her face almost palpable.

“Obviously, you will pretend to be horrified when his blackmail attempts surface. Only after long back-and-forth attempts to dissuade him from his task do you pretend to recognize the futility of holding out any longer. You play the part of the disappointed damsel in distress, and you feed him a false location at these coordinates.” She handed Stella a small scrap of paper. “This should be sufficiently plausible ‘meat’ to keep them busy for a while on our carefully designed wild-goose chase.”

“And then, looking dejected and used, you will ask him to leave after having witnessed the compromising photos being deleted. It will be your first exposure to the practice of misinformation espionage. If you can achieve all that, and Karl falls for our deception and leaves with our carefully planted falsehoods, The Service will be extremely pleased with your progress. Of course, our little ruse will become apparent given time, but if it is too obvious during the operation, your cover could be blown and your future usefulness compromised.”

I could tell Stella was getting nervous. She was about to be dropped into a real-life situation, and the expectation was that she would be skilled enough to prevail.

#####

Stella

In the back of the limo with Xavier and Emmy, Dylan and I had no chance to talk about the hazards potentially facing us. The journey seemed to take hours, although it could have been mere minutes, delivering me into the jaws of fate.

I was willingly heading into a situation that was apparently guaranteed to require me to have sex with a complete stranger. And a skilled enemy agent, to boot. Me. Sarah Russell. Devoted wife, sexually inexperienced married woman, and novice spy, but now expected to work my newly acquired sexual magic on some unknown man whose skill sets included being a double agent for two adversarial countries. I’d so far had sex with only two men in my entire lifetime, and there in the back of that limo, both of them had their gaze fixed on me. Dylan’s look of unease was understandable, but Xavier’s stare was more enigmatic. What was he thinking? Only when he reached out and took my hand did his concern become clear, but the gesture only compounded my raging anxieties. Oh, Jeez, please don’t let me be developing even deeper feelings for the stunning young man. I mustn’t allow that to happen. I was deeply in love with my husband, so why was my heart fluttering like a love-struck teenager at Xavier's touch?

As the car glided quietly up to the imposing front of the hotel, my heart pounded in my chest at an alarming rate. One glance at Dylan gave me little solace – his face was drained of color at the thought of what could happen to me inside the ornate edifice that was about to envelop us. Even Emmy and Xavier seemed to empathize with my plight, quietly escorting me through the lobby and into a wood-paneled elevator that stood waiting. We went nowhere near the front desk or any other hotel employee. Apparently, The Service had direct access to its dedicated rooms and suites.

As Emmy opened the door to our room with her key card, any empathy she’d been displaying slipped away. She was suddenly all about business.

“Let’s familiarize you with the room,” she stated matter-of-factly. “Here, in the bedroom, are closets with an extensive collection of suitable dresses, underwear, and shoes that have been chosen for both your size and tastes. That connecting door leads to the adjoining room, which is set up as our control center. It looks like something NASA would be proud of. The connecting door will be locked from our side, but we can get to you within seconds if necessary.”

Her comment was supposed to be comforting, but all it did was drive home that I would be in a situation of potential danger. When Jim and Sue initially recruited us, there had been no mention of us putting ourselves in harm's way. How things had changed!

“Before we head down to the bar to instigate your meeting with the mark, I would suggest you shower and change into anything you feel is appropriate to get the job done.” Emmy’s smile of encouragement was genuine, but it did little to calm my nerves. “Is there anything more we can do to make you more comfortable with the role you’ll be playing?”

I had been endlessly churning it over in my mind. How was I going to play it? I knew the parameters of the role and the character I was playing, and it occurred to me that some props could help.

“There is, actually. Can someone get their hands on a set of architectural plans? Nothing fancy, just a loft conversion or a kitchen extension. I’ve decided that will be part of the hook.”

“Good thinking, Stella.” Xavier seemed impressed with my logic.

#####

Dylan

“You look amazing, Stella,” Emmy complimented my wife.

And she did. The silk dress she’d chosen was a perfect choice for a professional woman alone on a business trip. Quietly elegant but with subtle sexiness. It couldn’t be too overtly sexy and still fit the character of the highly regarded architect, Claudia Taylor. She needed to appear a little naïve – someone who could be taken advantage of. I couldn’t help but notice the firmness of her nipples, which gave away the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra.

Stella smiled at Emmy’s comments while Xavier’s lustful gaze revealed his own feelings on the matter.

“I’m sorry to have to throw you in at the deep end, Stella, but I’m afraid you will need to head down to the bar alone,” Stella apologized. “You see, Xavier and I are already known to the mark. The three of us will follow in about ten minutes, and we will grab a booth out of Karl’s sightlines and pretend to be regular hotel guests. Karl has your photo, which was provided directly by his Russian handlers, thinking they’ve scored an intelligence coup. They are entirely unaware that we fed the information to them through some trusted back channels.

“We need you to get into position on a bar stool at the right-hand corner of the bar. It is wired for sound there, so we will be able to hear you and see you. As this is your first operation, you need to be aware that if anything occurs that puts you in harm's way, we will be ready to exfiltrate you, even at the risk of jeopardizing the operation. Those are our strict instructions from Gus and the team at headquarters.”

#####

My wife had told me she intended to summon the indomitable spirit of her old college roommate, Harriet, and then apply her new mantra: I am an actress, and this is my role.

So, after sending her on her way to her first real-world operation, we all waited with our own thoughts and fears for company. For that time-defying ten minutes, fear raged through my body, imagining my beloved wife alone in the hotel bar. By the time the three of us walked in and went surreptitiously to our reserved booth, Stella was comfortably ensconced in precisely the position Emmy had instructed. Spread out in front of her were the architectural plans that she studied and annotated while she sipped a glass of wine.

“She really looks the part,” said Xavier, sounding almost as proud of her as I was.

The three of us prepared to wait. The wait wasn’t long.

“Karl,” hissed Emmy in warning as a tall, good-looking man walked into the bar carrying a slim briefcase. “That’s where his camera will be. In the end of the briefcase. If he stands it up on the dresser in the bedroom, it will be a complete giveaway.”

Karl quickly scanned the room and immediately recognized his target from the photos he’d been provided with. As he nonchalantly approached the empty barstool beside my wife, she appeared to have no idea that her mark was closing in.

“Privet. Ty krasivaya.”

Our audio feed was coming through loud and clear.

Stella turned sharply to see who had spoken.

“I’m sorry?” she responded.

“I simply said ‘hello’ and told you that you are very beautiful.” Karl was living up to his reputation – smooth. “Would you allow me to buy you another drink?”

Karl looked to be about our age – mid-thirties, and very handsome in a Teutonic sort of way. His chisel-cut features and short blond hair wouldn't have been out of place on a Russian propaganda poster.

“You are very kind, but I’m afraid you will need to cater to my poor knowledge of other languages and speak English, Mr…?” she questioned.

“Karl Strovsky. Please call me Karl. And, of course, we can continue in English – if it means we can continue.” He wasn’t hanging about. His overt flirting would have been over the top for the previous incarnation of my wife. But Stella giggled at his affrontery. “So, I must ask again, does that afford me the opportunity to buy you that drink?”

“I have no idea where you are from, Karl, but here in London, this ring on my left hand signifies that I’m a married woman. I’m not sure it's appropriate for a married woman to be accepting drinks from a total stranger.”

“She’s doing brilliantly,” muttered Emmy. “Playing hard to get.”

“I think the ring finger is of pretty universal significance. I noticed it the minute I first saw you,” he responded confidently. Clearly, in his book, a wedding ring was just another facet of his challenge. “But your marital status doesn’t diminish either your beauty or my desire to buy you a drink. So tell me your name, and we’ll set aside such a minor impediment.”

Sarah would probably have hit him. Stella merely chuckled sexily.

“My name is Claudia,” she said, extending her hand, giving no clue to the fact that she knew he was already fully aware of her name. “Claudia Taylor.” She noticed the slight flicker of expression as he mentally confirmed he had the right mark.

Exuding charm, Karl took the offered hand and kissed each finger while looking her directly in the eyes.

The bartender was quick to acknowledge Karl’s subtle nod, and Stella's second glass of wine arrived. Karl's favored tipple seemed to be a large Scotch.

“So, you are an architect, Claudia?” he pointed to the plans she was reviewing.

“I am, yes. Up in town for a meeting about a project I’m working on.”

“Ah, I see. And what kind of project is it?” He was attempting to sound casually interested, but it was clear that he believed he’d struck gold already.

“Oh, just dull stuff, I’m afraid. You wouldn’t be interested.”

“Quite an accomplishment for such a beautiful woman.” His condescending comment would have warranted a smack in the face if Stella didn’t have an ulterior motive.

“I fear you are very misguided, Mr. Strovsky, if you are under the misapprehension that all successful architects are middle-aged white men.”

His chuckle of appreciation at Stella’s witty putdown came through loud and clear over the audio feed. He must have been confident that he was reeling her in.

“And what are you working on there?” He asked, indicating the plans laid out on the bar.

“Oh, this,” she replied. “It's just a loft conversion for a friend. The structural engineers are questioning some of the placement of the load-bearing beams, so I promised I’d take a look.”

“Do you normally work on residential projects?”

Here comes his first attempt at intelligence gathering, I thought. He’s not wasting time.

“Actually, no. I'm just doing this as a favor. My specialty is in major commercial and institutional projects.”

“Good girl,” whispered Emmy. “She’s got him.”

“Unfortunately, I don’t think I can do these plans justice after two glasses of wine. I think I need to call it a day. It was nice chatting with you, Mr. Strovsky.”

“Oh, Claudia, my dear, you can't possibly leave me here alone after we've become such good friends. By all means, pack away your architectural plans, but please keep me company for just one more drink.”

“Oh, I really don’t know,” Stella responded cautiously, slowly reeling him in like a fish on her line.

“She is doing amazingly well,” murmured Xavier. “Just the right mix of reticence and attraction as if she’s intrigued by him while knowing she shouldn't be.”

With her coy agreement to share just one more drink, Karl ratcheted up the flirting to a new level of chat interspersed with probing questions. I had to give the guy credit; he was exceptionally personable. It was easy to see how he’d come by his reputation as one of the best raven agents out there. And when my wife lied, letting slip the lie that she could never drink more than three glasses of wine without becoming reckless, he unleashed every sexpionage tactic we’d learned about at The Beach. 

As they chatted, he gently brushed an imaginary eyelash from her cheek; he stroked her arm, raising goosebumps to check if she was getting cold from the air conditioning. When he moved close to her to compliment her on her perfume and leaned in to smell her hair, Stella did a great job of sighing needily.

She, in turn, let him gradually tease out the details of her ‘troubles’ at home, just as she’d been briefed. Without saying anything directly, she had him utterly convinced he’d found a woman who was not entirely happy in her marriage and who might not be averse to a little bedroom distraction. Her acting was impeccable. But would she be able to go through with the next part of the plan?

When he casually rested a hand on her thigh, stroking gently through the silk fabric of her dress, she glanced down and smiled to suggest that his advances were not entirely unwelcome. She was giving a superb impression of both coyness and yet interest. By that point, my cock was betraying my feelings. I’d thought my concern for Stella's safety would override any excitement I might feel. But I was wrong. Just the thought of the next part of the plan drawing ever closer made me rock hard. My wonderful wife was making sure she was going to fuck that man, but the look in her eyes suggested it might not be for duty alone. What was happening to my Sarah?

I wasn’t shocked when he attempted to move things up a notch, but his whisper was challenging to hear on my earpiece. Had I heard him, right?

“Are you staying here in the hotel, Claudia?” Clearly, the time for subtlety was long gone.

“I am, actually. I’m attending a conference close by here as well as my scheduled meetings.” Her equally quiet answer was the perfect combination of shyness and a tacit agreement with what he was obviously hinting at.

“Then perhaps we should go up to your room to enjoy one last drink where it’s easier to chat. What do you think?” Jeez, he was a smooth bastard. He was obviously confident in his ability to seduce women, and Stella’s acting abilities had convinced him he’d been successful again.

When he took her left hand in his and raised it to his lips, I instinctively knew what he was about to do. I assumed he would impudently kiss her wedding ring. The shock of the reality of his actions was challenging to see. Instead of kissing her ring, he took her entire ring finger in his mouth and then pulled away with her ring still in his mouth. It was the first time since we were married that the ring had ever left Sarah’s finger, and I had no idea how she would react. I should have known better than to doubt her. My beautiful actress was perfect. With a naughty laugh, she playfully slapped his arm and then held out her hand until he dropped the ring in her palm. In the hands of most people, the ploy could have been deemed tasteless and crude, but somehow, Karl had made it outrageously sexy. He was a true master.

Without another word, Karl took my wife’s hand and led her from the bar towards the elevator.

“Action stations,” laughed Emmy. “Let's get up to the command center. It seems your wife is a true natural when it comes to sexpionage, Dylan. I hope you're proud of her.”

We allowed Karl and Stella a few minutes to get to her room. Then Xavier quietly unlocked the door to our adjoining suite, where monitors were already aglow along the central communications desk.

Next door, we watched as Karl poured a couple of stiff drinks from the mini bar. They sat side by side on a small two-seater sofa at the bottom of the bed, sipping their drinks. Karl, convinced that Stella was getting tipsier by the minute, had no idea that her first glass earlier at the bar had been non-alcoholic. She was still very much in control of her faculties. However, she did a brilliant job of appearing slightly drunk.

When the Russian agent leaned in for a first kiss, he found a willing response from his ‘victim.’ As his kisses turned more passionate, his strong hands started to wander lustfully all over her body.

“Mmm,” she sighed hungrily. Was it all an act? I couldn’t be quite sure.

My cock hardened again.

I was weighing my feelings about my wife’s performance when Xavier’s voice interrupted my thoughts.

“You were right, Emmy. Look at the briefcase. Standing there awkwardly on the dresser, end out. That’s definitely his camera. He must have placed it there while he poured the drinks. Dylan, see how the edge of the case is aimed directly at the bed. The man has done this before. He’s smooth.”

Meanwhile, Karl had his hand inside the top of Stella's dress. Her mounting moans of pleasure as he massaged her pert breasts and gently squeezed her hardening nipples were either brilliant acting or, perhaps like others before her, she had genuinely succumbed to the masterful raven skills of Karl Strovsky. 

When he slipped the silk dress from her shoulders, revealing her perfect breasts with their hardened light brown nipples, the excitement roiling through my stomach was almost too difficult to bear. Suddenly, though, I realized that Xavier was intently studying my reaction. I was still being tested for my ‘situational adaptability.’

Watching our adversary, a total stranger, as he sucked my wife’s nipples into his mouth was an experience like no other. Hot as hell yet tinged with fear for her safety. What if he were to suspect he was being set up?

“Come, we would be more comfortable on the bed, Claudia,” the smooth little shit suggested to the love of my life.

This time, however, it was her turn to take the lead. Still pretending to be tipsy, she stood up, letting the gorgeous dress sinuously slip to the floor. Standing there in just her black lace thong, my wife looked stunning. I even heard a murmur of appreciation from Xavier, sitting next to me in front of the screens.

When Karl reached out and slid that delicate scrap of lace down my wife’s long, tanned legs, I thought I might have a heart attack. Any doubts about Stella’s commitment were extinguished there and then. For the good of the country, my wife, Sarah, was going to allow this handsome Russian stranger to fuck her senseless. I didn’t care if she was masquerading as Stella Ruskin. The reality was plain and simple. My beloved was about to take another man inside her, and I would have to watch. Jeez, it was scary, but man, was it hot. With practiced ease, he removed his clothes. No hopping about on one leg like I do.

It was immediately evident that it wasn’t only his charm that had made him one of the most successful ‘ravens’ in the intelligence community. His giant shaft looked almost dangerous: long, thick, and rock-hard. Even though my wife was becoming all too familiar with Xavier’s impressive cock she was still visibly apprehensive at the sight.

Karl lowered Stella onto the bed, kissing his way down her body as she almost melted into the luxurious bedding. Her sighs sounded so genuine and so willing. When he pushed her knees apart and dropped his head between her legs, I knew precisely the scents and the sublime tastes he was experiencing.

“This won't last long,” muttered Xavier, sounding more like the jealous husband when I should surely be the only one to feel that way. “He just needs a selection of incriminating photos. He’ll need to get a few of her with his cock in her mouth and some as he fucks her, then his job will be done. Look at how he’s positioned the briefcase camera and then how he’s lined up Stella on the bed.”

How could he sound so callous? In my mind, Karl would surely want the evening to last forever as he worshipped my wife. And why did Xavier’s tone make him sound more like her jealous husband when, logically, I should be the only one feeling that way?

Maybe Xavier had been right, though. Without bringing Stella to the orgasm, she seemed to crave, Karl scrambled to his knees beside her head and literally fed his cock inch by inch into her mouth. He wasn’t massive like Xavier, but it was still a sight for sore eyes, fueling my new hotwife fantasy like gasoline on a fire.

“The camera will be working overtime now,” said Emmy, who had been almost silent up to that point. “But as soon as he has enough compromising shots, he’ll move in for the ‘money shot.’ As much as you might want to believe he is so enraptured by your wife that he’d want the session to go on all night, I can assure you he won't. The man is a consummate professional. As soon as he has what he wants, his blackmail phase will begin. Prepare yourself, though, Dylan. Your wife is going to get seriously fucked by a Russian agent whose sole aim is to make her lose control of all her inhibitions and behave like some sex-crazed nymphomaniac. Is Stella ready to act that part, do you think?”

His cock had been in her mouth for no more than two minutes when, despite his looking like he was enjoying it immensely, he pulled out. Emmy was right; this wasn’t about enjoyment for him; it was a job. He had a mission to accomplish, as did Stella, as it happens.

Recognizing his motivation and his objective made it completely understandable when he flipped my wife onto her hands and knees, with her face deliberately toward his hidden camera. He wanted to capture her face while he fucked her so there could be no uncertainty when it came time for the blackmail. I could almost imagine the shutter clicking as we watched.

With Stella in position, he grabbed her hips from behind and then thrust into her in what appeared to be one easy move.

“Mmm, nice and wet, Claudia,” Karl complimented her.

The little shit. Why did it hurt so much that she’d been so obviously wet and ready for him? Was her sexy groan of pleasure as he plunged his cock deep inside her a real indication of pleasure, or was it still part of her performance?  Was he intending to cum inside my wife, or was that a simply unnecessary luxury? And the most annoying question of all: why was it so thrilling to watch? My embarrassing erection told a story all its own, but there were too many unanswerable questions. Was my excitement because I enjoyed watching my wife with someone young and handsome?? Would my reaction have been different if he were old and ugly?

As Karl pumped into my wife over and over until she screamed out her crashing orgasm, Emmy interrupted my devious thoughts once again.

“It won't be long now. He’s pretty much got all the shots he needs. And, in case you were worrying, Dylan, it is improbable that he’ll cum inside her. That would be a superfluous tactic that would result in more mess than he needs to accomplish his goal. It would also leave an unnecessary DNA trail.”

It was bizarre to hear such cold, calculated details when I was watching the love of my life being plundered by a complete stranger and seemingly enjoying it!

“There. I told you. He thinks he’s got all the ammunition he needs.”

Emmy’s comment was in response to Karl having just pulled out of Stella’s tight pussy.

Stella had rolled sideways and lay there on the bed looking the epitome of a thoroughly satisfied woman. Her contented smile was perfect camouflage for the fact that she knew exactly what was coming next. Even Xavier seemed impressed by her performance. I could see in his eyes that he was taking in the glorious sight of my wife’s naked body as she lay there, pretending to be satiated and grateful. Stella’s lack of inhibition was remarkable. She was fully aware that we, her audience, were watching from our communications room, but she looked entirely comfortable as she lay there exposed. I was personally even more amazed when I thought back to how she would never have imagined herself in such a revealing pose just a few weeks before.

While my eyes were riveted on my wife, Karl was pulling on his clothes. It was only when he was fully dressed and looking as immaculate as when they'd first met that he moved on smoothly to the next phase of his plan. Grabbing his briefcase from the dresser, he pulled out the expensive-looking digital camera that had been concealed inside. He scrolled quickly through the images he’d captured, and then, apparently satisfied with his evening's work and with a purely business-like tone, he dropped what he assumed would be his bombshell.

“Claudia. I must thank you for your company this evening and congratulate you on your delightful performance. However, I must now confess that another agenda has been at play and offer you my apologies for the subterfuge. Please look at these images, which chronicle your infidelity, and consider how your husband would react to seeing them. Or maybe your colleagues at work.” Keeping a firm grip on the camera, he picked out a few of the most damning shots of her to drive home his despicable point – that my beloved was fatally compromised for her unfaithfulness.

I couldn’t actually make out the pictures he showed her, but it didn’t take too much imagination to guess what he would choose – the ecstatic look on her face as he plowed doggy style into her eager pussy; her wide-eyed wonderment as she swallowed his impressive cock.

For Stella’s part, her pretend dismay at being so deceived and humiliated was beautifully executed. Expressions of disbelief were followed quickly by horror and fear.

“What? I don’t… Please, no. How did you get those? Oh, my God, my husband mustn't see them! Why would you? How could you?” Her apparently confused thoughts were a masterclass in acting, worthy of an Oscar nomination.

“I’m sorry, my dear, but to put it simply, we know all about you and the work you do, and my employers believe you are in possession of some particular information they would like. A fair trade is all I ask. You give me the information I need, and I give you the SD card from this camera. Your indiscretions remain a secret. What do you think?”

“But what information could I possibly possess? I’m just a commercial architect,” she stammered, barely holding back her tears of shame. She appeared genuinely horrified at the sudden, terrible turn of events.

“Exactly so.” Karl’s cold smile was unnerving. The smooth, charming seducer had disappeared entirely. In his place was a cruel, callous intelligence operative prepared to use any tactic to get what he wanted.

Surely, he wouldn’t resort to violence!

“But you see, Claudia, the project you are working on in the Gulf is of immense interest to my employers. They simply want confirmation of a few details. So, the only thing I’m asking from you is the exact coordinates, size, and timeframe of the planned facility. Then, with some slight programming tweaks, our surveillance satellites can be rerouted to monitor construction. You hand over the information, and I hand over the SD card. It’s a simple enough transaction, and it costs you nothing. I can assure you no one need ever see a thing of the time you took a spy’s throbbing cock in your mouth.”

Observing her from our command center, I wondered how long she would pretend to hold out and how convincing her protestations would be. Would she give in too quickly and arouse suspicion?

I needn't have been concerned. With a performance that ran the gamut from outraged anger through to tearful pleading, my wife almost had me convinced that she wouldn’t succumb to the pressure.

However, after almost half an hour, her demeanor underwent a noticeable change. A highly trained operative like Karl must have sensed that she was wavering. His voice turned almost kindly.

“It really is no big deal if you think about it, Claudia. We have no desire to put your marriage in jeopardy, let alone your career. And, once I leave here today, you will never see me again. Just one tiny piece of information to confirm what we already know; that’s all I ask. And it’s information that is likely to be public knowledge within the next twelve months anyway – what can it hurt?”

Still, she appeared uncertain. Her acting was impeccable, and her frightened-looking demeanor was convincing – a great combination of vulnerability, fear, and indecision. Watching her from the control room, I found it hard to believe that she was simply biding her time before she reeled in her prey. 

“Oh, dear God, why are you asking me to do this?” she pleaded. “If I do this, how can I live with myself?”

Aha, there was the subtle shift. She had moved from ‘NO’ to ‘IF.’ Karl must have noticed the slight change of tone.

“Think of it as saving your marriage, Claudia. Surely that’s a worthwhile reason for handing over something so minor as a set of coordinates, isn't it?”

Stella still took a few minutes to consider his line of argument before she finally succumbed.

“Give me that notepad on the desk,” she demanded.

The sight before me was surreal. My stunning wife was sitting naked on a hotel bed, preparing to hand over misinformation to a Russian spy who had just fucked her every which way from Sunday. Bizarre. But it was incredibly hot.

“There,” she said as she thrust the piece of paper into Karl’s hand. “Now give me that memory card and get out. I never want to see you again.”

“Oh, don’t worry, you won’t, Claudia, as long as this information is genuine. But if it turns out to be false, you must realize we will track you down through your company, and far more than your marriage will be in danger.”

With that, he opened the back of his camera, removed the little memory card, and threw it on the bed in front of her.

“Spasibo, Mrs. Taylor. I’m so glad you came to your senses. And, as a benefit to me, you turned out to be a great fuck. I have fucked a great many women in my time, but you were one of the very best. I would gladly have you again.”

And, with that, he grabbed his briefcase, turned on his heel, and left without a backward glance. Job done. Or so he thought.

I was ready to punch him.

#####

Stella

Well, that was interesting, to say the least. And not at all what I’d expected. I was over the moon to have pulled off my first real-world operation without a hitch. How had it seemed so easy? I’d been dreading it, but all it took was a change of mindset and the application of my newly acquired acting skills, and it was simple. Okay, so I’d had to use my body, but strangely, I didn’t feel like I’d been used. In fact, I felt like I’d been the user. Poor Karl had been duped.

A buzz of excitement still ran up and down my spine. I suppose it made it easier that Karl was handsome and an excellent lover, but I was still shocked that when he had pushed inside me, my pussy was already wet with anticipation. And when his cock was in my mouth, I had a burning desire to deep-throat my adversary, but it would have seemed incongruous for the demure character of Claudia Taylor. I had to confess to myself that the sex had been surprisingly satisfying. What was becoming of me?

My reverie was short-lived. When Dylan burst into the room, he was almost overcome with pride. He congratulated me over and over on the way I’d handled such a consummate professional and turned the tables on him. I think he was equally amazed by my transformation from the uptight, sexually inexperienced woman he'd been married to for eight years.

Dylan’s praise was terrific to hear, but Xavier and Emmy’s compliments really put the icing on the cake.

“You were stunning, gorgeous,” Xavier said, hugging me even though I still had no chance to get dressed. “I've never seen such a convincing performance. And from such a new trainee, it was quite remarkable.”

“You did great, Stella,” confirmed Emmy. “We couldn’t have wished for anything better. Karl is a seasoned agent, and you had him fooled. The misinformation you gave him will likely gain us months of strategic advantage. Now, why don’t you get dressed? We will head back to Grove House. We don’t want any record of Claudia Taylor ever having been in this hotel, so the sooner we can get on the road, the better.”

The two of them seemed proud of the fact that their involvement had contributed to my professional growth.

Sadly, I couldn’t discuss the whole adventure with my husband until we were safely back in our apartment at Grove House. But I had made sure to slip the memory card into my pocket, partly as a souvenir for me and partly because I knew Dylan would want us to look at it together and relive the whole wild experience.

#####

It was late by the time we got home, but we were both too excited to even think about going to sleep. Dylan poured us each a nightcap, and we took them to bed with us.

As we lay there together naked, sipping our single malt scotch, it seemed impossible to think it was only a matter of a few hours earlier that I was enthusiastically fucking a total stranger while Dylan watched from his place in the Comms Room. The whole episode raised so many questions in my mind.

“I know you were proud of my performance from the spying perspective, honey,” I started. “But how about actually seeing me offering up my body to a stranger like that? Was it weird? Did it upset you?”

“God, Stella, I don’t know where to start. Of course it was weird. In all the time we've been together, I would never have believed you could do what you did tonight.”

Oh, no. He hated me for it. Had I played along too eagerly and finally betrayed my husband’s trust?

“I am so, so sorry, my darling. I never wanted to do anything to hurt you.”

“Let me finish, Stella. Yes, it was weird, but it was also hot — really hot. It was scary but exciting, disturbing yet arousing. Seeing you take another man’s cock in your mouth like that was mind-boggling. You looked like you were really into it. And when he got behind you and fucked you doggy-style, my heart was pounding so hard I thought it might explode. You are truly the hottest woman I know, and I can't believe how lucky I am that you're mine. Somehow, it makes these adventures all the more exciting knowing that even if another man has ravaged you, you still come back to me.”

“David,” I said, dropping the pretense of our Service names. “Can I ask you a favor?”

“You know you can, my darling. Anything.”

“Would you tell me all that again, but call me by my real name?”

When he did as I’d requested, it was one of the most transformative moments since we arrived at The Beach. I felt years of self-doubt and inhibition fall away like a snake shedding its skin. At the same time, I felt empowered to put aside any feelings of guilt about what was asked of me in my new role as a spy. It helped enormously to know how much it turned on my wonderful husband — in his own weird way.

“Can I be totally truthful with you, David?” I asked.

“I hope that’s all we have ever been, Sarah. We are not going to start keeping secrets from each other now. What’s worrying you?”

I had to be honest with both my husband and myself.

“Well,” I offered tentatively. “It might be against The Service’s rules of engagement, but acting the part enabled me to enjoy the sex with Karl. I think this spying business has finally helped me to mentally separate sex from love. Does that upset you?”

“I've already told you of all my conflicting emotions, honey. But I can assure you that watching you enjoy yourself like that is so intoxicatingly exciting that it overrides all those negative feelings. Seeing you so self-aware and liberated is truly amazing.”

I knew then I had to make my final admission.

“The problem is, David, that it goes a bit deeper than you might think. It’s somehow okay to admit that Stella Ruskin enjoyed the sex with Karl. But I’m afraid Sarah Russell did, too.”

And there it was. I’d laid it all out there — for better or worse.

But when my beloved husband whispered in my ear, all my fears were allayed.

“Mmm, Sarah Russell, I’m glad you did. I think you are the sexiest thing on two legs. How about a reenactment of your adventure with the handsome young Russian spy? That way, you can tell me how you felt at every moment he was enjoying my naughty wife’s body.”

A wave of relief swept over me. My happiness was complete. David actually understood. Just those few weeks ago, I could never have contemplated that a woman could have sex with a man other than the one she loved more than anything in the world. Let alone enjoy it. But now I knew better; that set of bizarre circumstances had opened my eyes, and my fantastic husband understood. Not only did he understand, but he actually approved!

When David put his glass beside the bed and got up to his knees beside me, I realized he was serious about the reenactment plan.

“Suck my cock like you did Karl’s,” he chuckled. “Then tell me exactly how you felt.”

As his familiar gorgeous cock slid between my lips, I thought back to Karl. I remembered distinctly feeling his veiny shaft with my tongue and wanting to take him deep into my throat, but refraining as it could be out of character for Claudia Taylor. I remembered my distinct hope that my Russian lover would cum in my mouth, allowing me to relish the different taste of him. So, when David finally pulled away from me, leaving me wanting more, I told him about all those sensations. My honesty made him as hard as I’d ever seen him. I took him back in my mouth and then, grabbing him by the hips, pulled him forward as far down my throat as possible. But before I could make him cum, he withdrew again.

“Now tell me how you felt while I fuck you exactly like he did.” David’s voice had acquired a demanding urgency.

He flipped me over onto all fours, and it occurred to me as he plunged inside me that I was even wetter than I had been with Karl. Praise be for our happy marriage. As my husband plowed into me just as my Russian had done earlier in the evening, I gasped out my admissions to all the feelings of wonderment and excitement that had almost overwhelmed me as I opened up to my revolutionary transformation, first with my lover Xavier and then with Karl. 

“I want to alter the reenactment,” my husband groaned. I knew exactly what he wanted. What we both wanted.

“Do it. Cum inside me.” I screamed.

And, with only a few more thrusts, we were both driven over the edge and into the most ecstatic orgasms we’d ever experienced. The feel of my beloved husband's cum jetting inside the heat of my pussy was incomparable. Karl had been a great lover, but it was nothing compared to the explosion of senses we’d just shared. Karl had made me realize it was possible to separate sex from love, a skill set that would be invaluable in future sexpionage-related operations. But let's face it, the age-old combination of sex and love together is incomparable and on another ethereal level.

#####


Chapter 13 - Practice Makes Perfect

Dylan

At breakfast the following morning, Emmy and Xavier were eager to debrief my wife about the previous evening.

"Great job, Stella. Your performance was amazing," said Emmy.

“As you probably guessed, the powers that be watched a live feed of your misinformation operation with Karl, and they think you are both almost ready for field operations overseas.”

I noticed Stella’s flinch at the thought of The Service bigwigs watching her in action with Karl, but it lasted only a split second. It was as if she instantaneously reasoned it out and recognized it as part of our new lives, and she immediately shook off any embarrassment.

“I'm not sure, but it sounds like we could all be off to West Africa sooner rather than later,” Emmy continued. “Do you think you’re ready, guys?”

“After my experience last night, I really think I am,” my wife responded in a remarkably casual tone. “You see, I have a secret weapon.” Her wicked chuckle held everyone’s attention.

“Secret weapon?” Emmy sounded dubious. “Would you be willing to share what it is?”

“Absolutely,” laughed Stella. “I simply summon the spirit of my old college roommate, Harriet. She was the wildest, most uninhibited woman I ever met. Back then, I couldn’t understand how she could separate sex and love. I couldn’t grasp how anyone could be so open and sexually liberated. But since we got to The Beach, I've come to understand Harriet’s philosophy and perspective much better. And last night's operation proved to me that, with a little subconscious assistance from her, I can accomplish anything. And if I can't be a seductress, I simply need to act the part of a seductress. Channeling Harry is my secret weapon. You’ve all told me, over and over, that I’m attractive, so I figure the rest is all down to attitude. I just need to turn on my inner Harry. Bring it on.” My beautiful wife challenged them. “I’m ready.”

I realized I was scared. My sweet, shy, caring wife, Sarah Russell, had disappeared entirely. Stella Ruskin was in control now, and she seemed ready for anything. But who was this new woman, and had she been lurking, dormant within my Sarah all those years?

#####

When Emmy left us after breakfast, Xavier seemed reluctant to go. His manner was changed entirely. He was almost diffident, as if he were personally responsible for everything Stella had been subjected to at the hands of the Russian ‘raven.’

“Would you guys allow me to have dinner with you this evening? I feel personally guilty, and I think I need to get our relationship back on track after everything we put you through in London. After throwing you in at the deep end like that, I feel I need to regain your trust.”

“Why would you feel guilty, man?” I asked.

“Because it was me who told them Stella was mission-ready.”

“Well, from what I witnessed of her operation with Karl, I’d say she was more than ready,” I laughed.

Stella and I had already made our plans for the rest of the day, and a quiet evening by ourselves sounded like what we both needed after the rigors of our first field operation. But what could we say in the face of his apparent distress? He told us he wanted to make it up to us; to rekindle the closeness we’d all had before Stella had been subjected to the potentially humiliating operation with Karl. Why did I suspect that the ‘closeness’ he wanted to maintain was of a more intimate nature?

“Sure,” Stella and I said in unison. “That would be good.”

#####

As we ate our light dinner of roast beet salad with grilled shrimp, it felt remarkable how soon Stella managed to shrug off the potentially degrading treatment she’d received at Karl’s hands. She was better than I was at recognizing it was all part of the job we’d signed up for. The three of us polished off a delicious bottle of Sancerre, and Xavier summoned Jane to bring us another. He regaled us with fascinating stories of his time in the field to give us some idea of the challenges we could face when we were set loose from The Beach. By ten o’clock, we were all back to laughing together like old friends, and all the residual anger was forgotten.

Despite the rekindling of our closeness, Xavier's question came as an unwelcome surprise. At least to me.

“Would you guys allow me to spend the night here with you both? It doesn’t have to involve sex. I just feel incredibly close to the two of you. I hope you know how I really feel about you both.”

I wasn’t sure. Did we really know how he felt about us, or was he still playing a part – just a different one? Was he still in a professional role, simply sizing us up from yet another perspective, or had he genuinely slipped into personal mode, thinking of us as friends? Then, a more disturbing thought crossed my mind: was that personal mode driven by a growing infatuation with my wife?

I glanced over at Stella, who was admittedly a little tipsy by then. Her excited smile and the naughty twinkle in her eyes clearly indicated her reaction to his suggestion. But it was left to me to make the final decision.

My answer was hardly objective. How crazy was I to risk my marriage by allowing their feelings to control our destiny? And didn’t we desperately need some time to ourselves, not least so I could reclaim my wife gently after her exposure to real-world sexpionage? However, my nascent fetish had immediately ignited a hope that I would get to watch them together again. He’d insisted that sex wasn’t his objective, but surely something would happen. Their obvious feelings for each other had to pull them together, and I’d get to witness whatever transpired.

“Sure, man,” I mumbled, trying not to let my own excitement show. “That would be good.”

So, it wasn’t long after that we all crawled into our marital bed. The time for shyness had passed days before, so we all stripped naked and climbed in with my beloved wife sandwiched between me and Xavier. She turned to me for a goodnight kiss, then to Xavier, kissing him chastely on the lips. Maybe she liked his idea of ‘just cuddling.’ I hoped not.

With Stella facing our mentor, I spooned her from behind, cuddling up to my wife’s firm round ass and giving me an immediate erection. Her quiet giggle gave away the fact that she felt my excitement. I couldn’t help myself. Reaching around her, I gently stroked the smooth skin of her perfect breasts, feeling the nipples hardening under my fingers. When I felt her arm moving rhythmically, there was only one possibility – my darling wife was stroking Xavier's long, hard cock, and all thoughts of ‘just cuddling’ had fallen by the wayside.

Her soft moans could only mean that his strong fingers were exploring her wet pussy. It came as no surprise then when she leaned down to take Xavier in her mouth. She worshipped his rampant cock, licking from base to tip, milking his precum onto her tongue, and swallowing his entire shaft with relative ease.

At that moment, though, a sudden urge overtook me. I needed my wife for myself. With uncharacteristic aggression, I pushed Xavier's hand away from her excitingly bare pussy and slid my hard cock deep inside her from behind. It felt blissful, buried deep inside the woman I love. Watching Stella over her shoulder while she sucked her alpha male’s cock into her throat was more than I could stand. With a guttural shout, I came in her welcoming pussy.

It came as a surprise when Stella pulled away from the cock she had been savoring without swallowing another giant cum load, but she had a different purpose. I should have guessed.

Lying there in the semi-dark, I was stunned to hear my wife whisper.

“I've tried almost everything, but I know there is one more skill I need to be comfortable with if I want to appear genuinely experienced when we get out there in the field. Xavier, will you teach me how to take a man in my ass and, hopefully, to enjoy the feeling?”

Who was this woman? Only a few short weeks before, she considered it risqué to have marital sex with the drapes open. But, if I'd heard her right, she was confidently asking a stunning, incredibly hung black guy to fuck her virgin ass.

I was excited beyond belief for what I might witness while being scared to death for how her tight rosebud ass could possibly stretch enough to take in his massive cock. My excitement was tempered with a level of disappointment that my wife hadn’t asked ME to take her anal virginity. Wasn’t it my right as her husband?

As if he could read my thoughts, Xavier raised himself on one elbow to look over at me. He was seeking my approval. I was torn. The idea of another man being the first to fuck my wife’s virgin ass was enough to arouse the green-eyed monster of jealousy. Conversely, it was about the hottest thing I’d ever heard. The thought of watching as his huge cock stretched Stella’s tight pucker was exciting me beyond words. Despite having just cum my cock was as hard as a rock.

I had to chuckle as I nodded my agreement to her outrageous request.

“Turn over on your hands and knees, gorgeous,” he coaxed softly as he climbed onto the bed behind my wife. Reaching forward, he placed a strong hand in the middle of her back, gently pushing down so that the top half of her body was flat on the bed. It left her ass in the air and her legs spread in the filthiest position imaginable as if she were offering up her ass to him – which I suppose she was. In a bizarre juxtaposition, a stream of my pure white cum was still trickling from my loving wife’s pussy.

It was evident to Xavier that the natural lubricant provided by my cum would be enough for Stella’s first time. He slipped two of his fingers into her pussy, then quickly pulled them out, covered in my cum. It didn’t seem to faze him in the slightest. Placing his middle finger on Stella’s tight pucker, he gently pushed forward.

Oh, Oww, Oooh. Her reaction was almost amusing as her body seemed to go through three phases. Registering surprise at the initial entry, followed by discomfort as his finger penetrated her sphincter, and finally, the strangeness of feeling anything intruding deep in her ass.

Easing out of her, he then tried with two fingers, and her emotions followed the same pattern. With both fingers inside her, I watched as he gently scissored them apart to stretch her open in preparation for his thick cock. The love of my life groaned as he pulled out of her again. Her beautiful face was covered in sweat. Imagine how my heart pumped when she caught my eye and flung out her arm.

“I need you to hold my hand, my darling. I don’t know that I can do this without you.”

It was impossible to tear my eyes away from Xavier’s cock as he first pushed all the way into Stella’s sopping pussy. His entire length pulled out, covered in the slippery juices of my wife and me.

Positioning it at her asshole, he pushed forward very gradually. The reactions Stella had suffered at the intrusion of his fingers were now multiplied ten-fold as the head of his huge cock entered her most private sanctum. As he pushed in hard, past the inner ring of her sphincter, she let out a wild scream of pain that must have been heard throughout The Beach.

“NO! You need to stop,” I protested, shaking his shoulder.

“No, Dylan, No. I want to do this. I need to do this,” she panted. She was so quiet now that I could barely hear her. She was gripping my hand so tightly that it was numb.

Why exactly did she need to do this? Why did she want to put herself through the pain and humiliation of being violated like this? Was it really just for the purpose of serving our country, or was there some more powerful inner need? Was she trying to prove something to herself? Or to me? Or her new lover, Xavier? Maybe even to the ever-present spirit of Harriet.

Xavier squeezed my arm and nodded reassuringly.

“It will be alright. I promise. The first time is always like this.”

He pushed forward again, causing my beloved to groan in what sounded like pain, but now carrying just a tinge of surprised pleasure to it.

“God, Dylan, I feel so full.”

“Are you okay, Stella,” asked her mentor while his cock was buried in her ass.

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Can I go further?”

“I don’t know, but you can try.”

I experienced the weirdest emotional contradictions as I watched that young man push himself balls-deep into my wife’s ass. It was the most filthily exciting and personally humiliating thing I’d ever seen.

“You’ve done brilliantly well, Stella,” he encouraged. “You are a natural.”

Why do people keep telling my wife that she’s a natural at every depraved sexual act?

Xavier went on in his deep, soothing baritone voice.

“I know you just asked to experience the sensation of feeling a cock in your ass, Stella, but now you’ve achieved that. Do you want to try the ultimate?”

He could only mean one thing. He was asking if she wanted him to stop the gentle instruction and really fuck her ass.

She squeezed my hand as she quietly gave her answer.

“Yes. Do it for me.”

With that response, the whole tenor of the night seemed to shift on its axis. The atmosphere around us became charged as though electricity was arcing through the air. My wonderful wife had decided to experience everything that the sexual pantheon had on offer, and she was at the apex of that experience.

With a look that had changed from patient teacher to powerful lover, Xavier started to move in and out of my wife’s ass. As she became accustomed to it, her grip on my hand seemed to lessen. There was no more checking to see if she was okay. He was just pounding harder and harder into her, and her cries of pleasure and pain were spurring him on harder.

Their cries turned to screams, and Stella’s exhortations turned to pleas for him to go deeper, harder, faster. I watched in amazement as Xavier threw back his head and let out an ear-piercing animalistic roar as he filled my wife’s ass with his seed. On and on he went, thrusting and pulsing over and over as a seemingly endless load of cum poured into my wife’s body. Her cries of surprise at the sensation of being so full were the last thing I remember before the world swirled before my eyes, and I blacked out from the sheer overwhelming excitement of the moment.

When I woke from the embarrassing faint, I found Stella kneeling beside me on the bed.

“Oh, God, my darling man. Are you okay? I’m so sorry. I went too far, didn’t I?”

“You were amazing, darling. I think it was the wine and the excitement that got the better of me.”

I heard Xavier’s sympathetic chuckle. “I think your wife could cause a reaction like that from a large portion of the male population. You’ve got a wild one here, Dylan.”

A ’wild one?’ My Sarah? My world had changed beyond recognition.

#####

After a quick shower, we all agreed to get some much-needed sleep. The day had been extreme.

However, sleep was easier to agree on than to achieve. I lay there mulling over the magnitude of change in our lives since the MacLeans first approached us on behalf of The Service. Finally, the intensity of the day's events allowed me to fall into a deep sleep.

Well, it was deep until I was woken in the middle of the night. The bedside clock read two thirty-seven, but it took me little time to realize Stella was writhing sensuously beside me. It was clear she had pushed back into Xavier's lap, and, like any red-blooded man, he had slipped his cock inside her.

When they, in turn, realized I was awake, Xavier grabbed Stella's waist and rolled the pair of them backward so she was lying with her back to his chest. Only then could I see that he was not fucking my wife’s pussy – he was back in her stretched ass.

“Oh, my darling, I’m in heaven,” she whispered quietly to me. “Is it too much to ask for you to lick my pussy as well?”

Under any set of circumstances, that would surely be too much to ask. But in the heat of that moment, it seemed like the hottest thing in the world. Ignoring the stiff black shaft buried deep in my wife’s ass, I leaned down to take her bare pussy in my mouth, to brush my tongue across her sopping wet lips, bringing a moan of sheer delight from the love of my life.

“More,” she panted. “Lick me harder.”

The tip of my tongue tickled the hard nub of her clit, and I was rewarded with another sensuous moan.

“Fuck me with your tongue,” she pleaded.

Despite the sight of her lover’s cock splitting her open just millimeters away, I plunged my tongue as far inside my wife as it would reach. I tasted the delicious essence of her femininity as if it were the nectar of the gods. Her excitement was evident as she produced ever more exotic juice.

“Ohhhh, yesss,” she cried. “Ohh, fuck me, Dylan. I need to feel you both inside me at the same time.”

Who was I to refuse? I was to be treated to the ludicrously impossible sight of my shy, inexperienced wife getting double penetrated for the first time. A man couldn’t ask for more. At least a man like me.

I climbed between their legs and slid with surprising ease into her sopping pussy, despite the pressure of Xavier’s cock just millimeters away.

The passion of being taken by two men at once had an immediate wild effect on Stella. She threw her head back, and her screams of “Yes. Yes. Yes” resounded through the apartment. My sweet, gentle, naive wife was being pussy-fucked and ass-fucked, and she was riding the throes of passion in a trance-like state, muttering a stream of sexy obscenities between her mounting cries of pleasure.

A powerful orgasm started to take possession of her body. She began to tremble and scream as Xavier and I pounded faster and faster. Her orgasm was like nothing I’d ever witnessed. She literally howled in ecstasy like some she-wolf.

Stella’s explosive climax created such tension in the room that only seconds later, Xavier started groaning lustfully as his hot cum spurted deep into my wife’s ass for the second time that night. Weirdly for me, the feel of Xavier's cock, through that thin membrane separating us, as it pulsed over and over, pumping his seed deep in my wife’s most untouched place, was intensely thrilling. To actually feel what he was doing to her was enough to send shudders of an orgasm through me. Before Xavier’s spurts were finished, I, too, started to shoot a massive load into my gorgeous wife’s pussy.

#####

Stella

When the three of us woke the following morning, the air was redolent of sex. The hours of pleasure I’d had showered on me had been the most intense experience of my life. I had taken the two most important men in my life in my mouth, in my pussy, and stunningly in my ass. I felt like my whole body, inside and outside, had been covered in cum, and it felt wonderful. What was happening to me? What had I become? And where would this crazy journey take us next?

Xavier must have slipped away to his own apartment in the early morning, leaving Dylan and me to enjoy some quiet time alone, finally. We lay there naked in bed, having the most intimate discussion of our sexual wants and needs. A conversation I’d have found impossible just a few weeks before. With all that had happened to Dylan and me and our marriage, I couldn’t think of anything sexier than the way we opened up to each other as a result of Xavier’s encouragement. But as with all good things, it had to come to an end.

There was a knock on the door, then Xavier let himself back in and stood at the end of the bed. It was clear his mood had suddenly shifted.

“I’m sorry to burst in like this, guys,” apologized our young mentor. “Dylan, Stella, this has been fun, but I need to anchor the situation back in reality.”

His whole persona had reverted to his natural dominance. It was a subtle yet dramatic shift.

“We are to meet with Emmy, Jim, Sue, and Gus later today, and I'm afraid you must be prepared for the harsh reality of the assignments that could soon be facing us.”

While he attempted to reiterate the seriousness of our assignment, he also seemed aware that within a short time, his role was scheduled to change. Up to that point, we had been required to follow his instructions to the letter, but he and Emmy were about to become our assistants. What would that role reversal do to his alpha male personality?

There were so many bizarre personal relationships to cope with on top of the challenges of the job. As we all got ready for the day, I think Dylan and I finally realized the full implications of what we’d signed up for.


Chapter 14 - Ready

Stella

The team meeting was scheduled for eleven that morning in Gus Singleton’s office. When Dylan and I arrived at Chorley Hall, we found everyone already assembled there. Had there been a pre-meeting that we weren't part of? It was so easy to be paranoid at The Beach, but it was clear their topic of conversation must have been us.

“Welcome, welcome,” enthused Gus as he ushered us in. “Grab a seat and make yourselves comfortable.”

Only two spare chairs remained, so I sat between Emmy and Xavier while Dylan was over with Jim and Sue MacLean.

The ever-cheerful Gus suddenly transformed into the high-ranking agent we knew him to be.

“You all know the broad outlines of the task ahead of you, but it’s time for a more detailed briefing,” he started. “Please ask questions as we go. Dylan and Stella, after lengthy consultations with your team and the Chief, I have decided you are ready for the field operations that I have alluded to previously. It is somewhat faster than we’d have liked, but the urgency of the situation demands it.

“When you first arrived here, I mentioned an unknown adversary whose identity and motivation are seemingly impossible to discover. This team will be charged with finding out this critical information.”

“Can I ask why we were chosen to lead this effort when we clearly have no experience in your world?” I interrupted him.

“Absolutely, my dear. It’s the question that gets to the heart of why we are here today. And it requires two answers.

“Firstly, in every single one of their malicious operations against numerous targets worldwide, our adversaries have used cyber warfare as their opening strategy. 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 cyberattacks. Your skills in code analysis could be invaluable to that effort.”

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

“Most certainly, Dylan, 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, Zero-day attacks, DNS Spoofing, Supply Chain Attacks, IoT Vulnerability Attacks, Code Injection attacks, and more. Every one of their targets reports a different methodology, making it almost impossible to identify trends.

“The nature of the particular targets, the cyberattacks as the opening tactic, and the apparent aims of our adversary lead us to believe they could all be linked to a common sponsor. For example, there have been attempts to overthrow struggling democracies by encouraging coups; the planting of misleading intelligence designed to pit allies against allies; 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 – to overthrow the rules-based societies that have dominated the world for almost a century.”

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

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

“Is it state-sponsored terrorism perpetrated by a nation considered a pariah state by civilized societies? Is it organized crime with a simple profit motive? Or is there some other less obvious monster trying to wreak havoc for their own warped reasons? What we can say is that the rate, sophistication, and impact of their disruptive activities is increasing every month.”

“You mentioned two reasons for trusting us with this undertaking,” I interrupted. “What is the second?”

“Well, Stella, the second reason is somewhat underhanded on our part. You see, it is very likely that our adversary is familiar with our regular agents. Our intelligence points to their awareness of both our personnel and our tactics. Consequently, we believe some unknown players who are prepared to think differently about the challenges could provide us with an immeasurable advantage. It’s why we have kept you under wraps here at The Beach.

“So, team, I hope you see the dire urgency of your task. Your work will start on Monday morning. In the meantime, try to relax for a couple of days. You deserve it after the rigorous program we put you through. But then the hard work starts.”

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. “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 threat characteristics have all the hallmarks of the same adversary. So, we have no time to waste.”

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. Dylan looked just as overwhelmed.

Meanwhile, Gus was launching into an explanation of the logistics of our new life.

“Your main offices in this country will be in the spare apartment on the ground floor of Grove House, on the opposite side of the main hall to Jim and Sue’s place,” he started. The space has been set up with the most sophisticated computer and communications equipment to enable you to stay in touch from anywhere in the world. A team of nine data scientists, coders, and intelligence analysts will be there to support you. They have all been seconded from GCHQ and other agencies to focus on this particular threat. They will be divided into teams of three, headed up by Tom Gardner, your lead analyst. Tom will be the only person at Grove House who is aware of all your ongoing projects. His sub-teams will only know about the projects you assign to them.

"You will also be able to call on the consulting services of me, Charles McLelland, and Laszlo Kopic. Dylan and Stella, I hope you have no objection if we also call on your company, Russell Cyber, as a backup technical resource because of our connection with Peter Holland, your CEO. He will know the broad outline of your operation, but he will not know who is leading it.

“Now, finally, Stella and Dylan, I have been asked to arrange a special meeting for you. So, after dark tomorrow evening, you will be taken to a secret location for that meeting. Any questions?”

Only about four million!

#####

When we left Gus Singleton’s office, Jim suggested that we all walk back to Grove House to inspect our new U.K. headquarters and meet our new team. The location on the ground floor at least answered one lingering question. Jim and Sue really were a couple; whether their names were false or not, they shared the other apartment off the main hall.

When Jim ushered us into the space, it was tough to comprehend that Dylan and I were to lead the project. The place looked like NASA's mission control. It was even more impressive than Gus had suggested.

Our team of agents was already hard at work. When we introduced ourselves, they acted with such deference that I had to wonder what they'd been told about us. One thing was clear – they knew we would be their bosses. Tom, our lead analyst, explained how he would be our liaison when we were in the field – our main point of contact. He struck me as intelligent and personable, as opposed to some of the others who were far more like the data analysts we employed at Russell Cyber – super intelligent but with the word ‘introvert’ all but tattooed on their foreheads. I liked Tom immediately.

“Will we be expected to go out in the field straight away?” I asked him.

“Hell no,” he laughed. “You’ll have Monday here to get acclimated. Your flight to Dubai isn't until Tuesday morning."

He clearly thought his joke was hilarious. The shocked look on Dylan's face meant he was just as nervous as I was.

#####

Dylan

The secret meeting Gus had arranged for that evening was already intriguing us. After we toured our new headquarters, Stella and I tried to guess who we could be meeting and where we were going.

“Maybe a private meeting with Charles McLelland or Laszlo Kopic,” she wondered. “He did say they would be an ongoing resource. Although I still find it odd that two individuals from the private sector are given such access to our government's intelligence services.”

Our only instruction was to be ready to leave at seven o’clock that evening. When we climbed into the back of the limo that was to take us to our secret meeting, we found Xavier sitting there waiting for us. Naturally, Stella sat between him and me. The car had darkened windows and even a similarly darkened glass panel between us and the driver.

“They chose me to accompany you.” He grinned. “Apparently, quite an honor. Emmy will be in the car following us to keep us under surveillance at all times.”

“Surveillance? Do we need surveillance? Do you have any idea who we are going to meet?” Stella asked him.

“No one has told me anything. I'm as much in the dark as you are. I know the location, but not who we are to meet. So let's just get comfortable and settle in for the journey.”

With that, he threw his arm around my wife’s shoulders and pulled her close.

“Cuddle up to me, gorgeous,” he said quietly, making me wonder how anyone could sound quite so sexy all the time. “Starting Monday morning, you two are in charge. I’m to follow your orders to the letter. But for the next couple of days, I’m still the boss.” He was laughing, but his undertone was one of pure alpha male dominance. “And I warn you, I’m intent on taking full advantage of it.”

He seemed to feel that putting us on notice gave him free rein to behave exactly as he wanted. When he reached up to turn my wife’s face towards him, she made no complaint. As he brought his lips to hers, she became a willing co-conspirator of his assertiveness. She melted into his kiss while I was merely a bystander. My eyes were drawn to the sight of their tongues exploring each other's mouths, and the same old conflicting emotions roiled my brain. Excitement tinged with jealousy; sexual ecstasy mingled with abject fear; wide-eyed thrill combined with searing guilt. What right-minded husband would find excitement in watching his wife so bewitched by another man?

As I watched, mesmerized, Xavier brazenly slid his hand into my wife’s blouse, eliciting a quiet moan of delight from my beloved as he lightly pinched her hardening nipples. I had to wonder how he would be able to set aside his alpha male personality at the flip of a switch on Monday morning. It hardly seemed likely. Maybe he intended to get my wife so hooked on his love-making that she would plead with him to continue his attention. After all, she and I would be the bosses then. We would call the shots so Stella could demand whatever she wanted from him — no matter how personal.

“Take my cock out, gorgeous. I want to feel your hot mouth engulfing every thick inch of me.”

How could any man have such outrageous self-confidence to make such demands of a woman? Especially in the back of a limo with her husband sitting next to her. Not long before, he had always made a token attempt to seek my agreement before he behaved so shockingly with my wife. Sitting there in the back of that limo as it whisked us off to our secret meeting, he ignored me entirely. Stella writhed under his touch, and the way she frenziedly tore at his zipper in her attempt to comply with his wish demonstrated unequivocally how completely enraptured she was.

With his hard cock finally released from his pants, it was close to impossible for me to reconcile the woman I’d been married to for all those years with the uninhibited sex goddess who plunged her head into his lap and swallowed the length of him in one impressive move.

“Mmm, that feels amazing, gorgeous. Do you want me to fill your mouth with my cum?”

Her response, even choked by a huge mouthful of massive black cock, was understandable to all. The thought of swallowing his load was enticing to her.

His lewd chuckle made him sound arrogant as he delivered the bad news.

“Unfortunately, my sweet, that will have to wait until later. We are getting close to our destination, and I need to get this thing under control.” He waved his cock about to illustrate his predicament. “Maybe you guys can tell me some boring stories about computer coding. That might help.”

Even at his most incorrigible, he was always funny. Even at his most aggressive, he was impossible to dislike, which was a blessing as we would be spending so much time together in the field now our intelligence operations were kicking off in earnest.

I recognized many of the London streets on our route, but I was shocked as we rounded the bottom of Primrose Hill and the car came to a stop.

“But it's our house.” I knew I sounded incredulous. Stella looked as surprised as me.

“Yeah. Emmy will be keeping watch from the car over there.”

Scanning this way and that, Xavier led us to our front door. It magically swung open to reveal the most conspicuous personal protection agent in the universe. Dark grey suit, neatly tied tie, and the ubiquitous earpiece with a curly wire disappearing into his jacket. I couldn’t tell, but I assumed a powerful handgun would be nestled under his armpit. The only question was, who in hell’s name was he protecting? It was surreal and a little annoying to be led upstairs to our main reception room. It was OUR house, for heaven's sake.

As we entered our living room, an imperious-looking woman of about sixty rose from our sofa and walked towards us with a broad smile and her hand outstretched.

“Sarah, David, I’m delighted to meet you.” She’d used our real names for the first time since we joined this bizarre adventure.

“I have been wanting to meet you ever since Gus Singleton told me of your singularly exceptional skills. I am known in The Service as C. Some will tell you it stands for Chief, while others think it stands for something entirely different. As debated as the topic is, the real answer is quite simple: The title originates with the first ever chief of The Service, Sir Mansfield Smith-Cumming. He always signed his name ‘C’ in green ink, and the title has stuck. Not very secret-agenty, is it?” She laughed with a rasping smoker’s cackle at her self-deprecating joke.

“I insisted on this meeting to impress upon you the importance of the operation you are embarking on,” she continued. “It might sound overly dramatic, but I assure you it's true when I say the fate of democracy could be in your hands. The Service has complete trust in you. Ultimately, you will report to me through Gus Singleton as your intermediary. However, if you are ever in such dire circumstances when direct communication is required, you can reach me at this number.”

She passed each of us a card that contained nothing but a telephone number. It was hard to believe. We were in the presence of the head of The Service. The elusive C. How our world had changed in those few short weeks.

I was too caught up in my thoughts to register the fact that C was preparing to leave. With little regard for pleasantries, the commanding woman was escorted out, leaving the three of us completely gobsmacked.

#####

“Jeez. I never thought this day would come,” said a stunned-looking Xavier. “People work for The Service for an entire lifetime without ever meeting C.”

Stella and I were both looking around our home, incredulous that it still looked the same after all the earth-shattering changes we’d been through. It was still our haven, our place of escape. There was a huge temptation to stay there, lock everyone else out, and forget the whole secret-agent adventure. Unfortunately, we knew that was a pipe dream. We were in it for as long as The Service deemed necessary. 

“Do we really have to leave straight away?” my wife questioned Xavier. “It's just so nice to be in the sanctuary of our own home. Even if it is just for a short while.”

“I can probably justify an extra hour. Would that help?” He seemed to understand our need for some degree of normalcy. “What about a drink, as none of us has to drive. Dylan, what have you got?”

#####

Once we were all set with three of the most potent cocktails I could mix, we settled down in the comfort of our own living room.

“This really is a nice house,” Xavier complimented us. “And what great views across the park. It's hard to believe we are in the heart of central London.”

I assumed Stella was already a little tipsy when she made her embarrassing admission.

“Can I tell you something, Xavier? The wildest sex we ever had before Grove House was the evening we agreed to join this operation. We really thought we were daring, making love with the drapes open so anyone in the park could see us. Admittedly, it was unlikely anyone would be walking in the park in the pitch dark, but even so, we were pretty proud of ourselves. I suppose that sounds naïve to you.”

“Not at all. It sounds fun.” His smile seemed genuine as he considered our tame admission. By his standards, our behavior probably sounded quite bland. “In fact, it gives me an opportunity to set your final situational adaptability test, Dylan. I would like you to go stand across the road on the edge of the park. Is that okay with you, Stella?”

Her silent nod of agreement was an implicit acknowledgment of how much she had changed, how much our marriage had changed. What was he planning, and was it really part of the scheduled training curriculum? Or was he simply taking advantage of his last hours of power until the tables turned and I became his boss?

I had no idea what he intended, but I was acutely aware that I had little choice but to follow his instructions. I had committed to it. Gulping down the last of my drink, I left my house, walked across the road, and took up my position by the railings surrounding Primrose Hill Park. I was aware of the backup car with Emmy at the wheel, keeping watch on my every move. Did she even know what was happening?

I assumed I was supposed to observe something across the street in my home. Maybe something at the huge living room window where I’d left my wife with Xavier. But there was nothing to see.

Until suddenly, there WAS. My heart pounded at the sight, and my mouth went dry. My beloved wife stood naked in the window of our marital home, facing out towards me. An equally naked young black Adonis approached her from behind. Grabbing her wrists, he reached high to place her hands flat against the glass as he put his knee between her legs and eased them apart. My shy, reserved wife was spreadeagled naked in our window for all the world to see her stunning body and bare pussy, a magnet for my gaze. It wasn't very respectful, yet it was unbelievably exciting.

It should have come as no surprise when he reached around the front of my wife and drove his fingers deep into her pussy. The ease of his aggressive intrusion made it clear she was already drenched from the excitement of the moment.

I wasn’t sure if they could see me clearly, there on that moon-free evening, but they both seemed to be staring right at me. As her lover finger-fucked her, first with one strong finger, then with two, my darling wife flung her head back onto his shoulder, making them appear like a loving couple who’d just moved into their dream home.

When Xavier placed both hands on her shoulders to ease her down onto her knees, I knew I was to be treated to the thrilling sight of my beloved deep-throating him. Would he face-fuck her into a frenzy of excitement, or would that be a bridge too far for him in that public space? He was supposed to be keeping her out of sight so as not to blow our cover, but he seemed to be willing to take a calculated risk that no one would be around at that time of night.

It turned out that nothing was a bridge too far. I was treated to the electrifying sight of my beloved taking the biggest cock I’d ever seen as he plunged into her throat over and over, literally fucking her mouth. My cock was more rigid than it had ever been, yet with Emmy right there watching, I couldn’t summon the courage to pull it out and jerk off as I so desperately wanted.

Having assumed he was intent on shooting his massive load in Stella’s mouth, I was surprised when he pulled away from her. Knowing his dominant personality, I realized it could only be for something even more outrageous. When he positioned my wife back in her spread-eagled position against the window and moved in behind her, I knew instinctively what he intended. I stood there looking up at my own house where the love of my life was about to be fucked by her dominant young lover. The conflicting feelings were overwhelming. I dreaded what was about to happen while craving the excitement of watching it.

Xavier was fully aware of my new wife-watching fetish, and he was ready to either exploit it or pander to it. I wasn’t sure which. The burning question that troubled me desperately related to whether that exploitation was for the benefit of our project or if he was simply taking advantage to satisfy his own selfish lust. He’d made it perfectly clear how sexy he found my wife, so could I trust him not to try to sideline me and take her for himself?

While my mind was ferreting its way down the rabbit hole of self-introspection yet again, Xavier was wasting no time. Only seconds could have passed because he was repeating his tactic of easing Stella’s legs apart. I could see up to her beautiful sopping-wet pussy as he slipped his massive cock between her legs and thrust into her depths in one fluid lunge. The sight was beyond compare as I watched from below. Wondrous yet terrifying.

Tearing my gaze away from that magical place where their conjoined excitement fit so perfectly together, I looked up to find my wife staring into my eyes with a look of profound love. She was taking the magnificent cock of another man as deep inside her as any man had ever been, yet her devotion was to me. It hardly seemed possible. There was no way I could give her what he could.

Only then did I become aware of Xavier watching me over Stella’s shoulder. With each plunging thrust into my wife’s core, he fixed his eyes on mine. Was this really some kind of test that required him to judge my reactions, or was he simply demonstrating his alpha male dominance over the poor creature standing in the dark watching his wife getting fucked by the most enormous cock she’d ever known?

When he whispered into my wife’s ear, I had to wonder if I’d become the subject of their ridicule. But whatever he’d said caused her to thrust wildly back onto his driving cock. The two of them were becoming subsumed in their shared passion, and the sight was mesmerizing. Harder and faster, he drove into the love of my life until their faces turned into silent screams of elation when their shared climax ripped through them.

Stella slumped forward against the window until her young lover picked her up in his strong arms and laid her gently on our sofa. When he came back to the window and stood there naked and intimidatingly impressive, I couldn’t help but wonder if he intended to dismiss me – to send me away with Emmy back to Grove House while he staked his claim to my wife and my house.

As on so many occasions before, though, I had misjudged him completely. He waved his arm to me, summoning me back into my marital home.

I pounded up the stairs, taking them two at a time, and found the two of them still naked, sitting together on our sofa. If I was expecting some critique of how I’d handled my ‘test,’ I was to be disappointed. He made no mention of any professional intent behind the evening's adventure. His silence could only mean one thing – there had been no ’test.’ He simply wanted to fuck my wife, and he found it hot to do it in our own house. The man was irredeemably self-centered. So why did I find him so likable?

His next words provided some evidence for my mixed emotions.

“Why don’t you guys stay here for the night? One last night before we head out into the field, and the challenging work really begins. I will have to send a car to pick you up before dawn, though, so no one will see you. I've arranged for the live-in housekeeper to stay away until tomorrow morning.”

Stella’s gaze told me everything I wanted to know.

“That would be brilliant, Xavier. Thanks for your thoughtfulness, man,” I responded.

Believe me, I understood the irony of offering my thanks to the man who had just filled Stella’s pussy with a massive load of hot cum and was now magnanimously arranging for me to stay the night with my own wife in my own home. 

“Great,” he smiled as he came across the room and took me into a fierce man hug, his nakedness hardly troubling him. “I’ll leave you guys to it then. Emmy’s probably fed up with waiting for me.”

And with that, he pulled on his clothes, unselfconsciously kissed my wife, and left.

“Jeez, Dylan, I seem to do nothing but apologize to you these days. But I really am genuinely sorry. You shouldn’t have had to witness that.”

I laughed out loud.

“I notice you say that I shouldn’t have had to witness it, rather than you shouldn't have done it.”

“Oh no. Shit, you’re right. Now I’m even more sorry.”

“Stop, Sarah. Just stop. I've already admitted how I feel about watching you with him. I know it must seem strange, but I can assure you there are lots of men burdened with the same fetish. You enjoy him, and I enjoy watching you with him. Surely, we get the best of both worlds.”

She was nodding quizzically as she considered my argument. However, I needed to admit my fears, too.

“The only thing that worries me, though, is that you could develop even deeper feelings for him and realize that our love is relegated to second place.”

She had been lying there on the sofa like some reclining Nubian goddess, but she sat up abruptly at my words and flung her arms around me.

“Oh, my darling man. That could never happen. We are each other's soul mates. But in full disclosure, if you are worried about me developing feelings for Xavier, I'm afraid it's too late. I already have.”

My brain imploded, and my world collapsed at her words. I’d already guessed, but hearing her state it so matter-of-factly was like a punch to the gut.

“But those feelings are entirely different from the feelings I have for you,” she went on. We share our lives and will be together forever. With Xavier, I share sex, and that’s about the extent of it. Do I love him? Yes, sure, a little. But in a completely different way from the love I feel for you. We belong to each other, David, and no hunky young lover will ever come between us. I promise.”

My relief was apparently noticeable.

“How about if we make love here again, just like that last night before we fell under the spell of Grove House.”

Her suggestion was all I needed to make me realize the depth of our love. I turned to kiss my beloved wife.

“Just let me get cleaned up first. I need a shower,” she giggled.  

“No, Sarah. I want you exactly the way you are now.”

“But,” she stammered.

I leaned in to kiss the love of my life, thrusting my tongue into her welcoming mouth even though I could sense the taste of another man's presence. It had been such a short time before that Xavier's cock had been enjoying the same warm wetness.

“Oh, David,” she pleaded. “Make love to me.”

I didn’t need a written invitation. Pulling off my clothes while gazing lustfully at every inch of my unfaithful wife’s body, I visualized every filthy act we could subject each other to.

Our eyes were fixed on each other as I stepped forward. Unlike the old Sarah, my wife opened her legs to welcome me. But rather than push my aching cock inside her, I dropped to my knees. I needed to see her infidelity up close. I desperately wanted her red, swollen lips to show me how passionate they’d been together. When I leaned forward to kiss her yearning pussy she gasped.

“You can't do that, Dylan.”

But strangely, I knew I could. I wasn’t tasting him. I was tasting my wife’s newfound passion, her liberation, her evolving femininity. A passion that I was desperately proud of. If only I’d been braver earlier in our marriage, perhaps this hidden side of Sarah would have revealed itself. That earth-shattering realization seemed to telepathically transmit itself to my fantastic wife, who suddenly started to writhe on my tongue.

“Ahhh, yes,” she screamed. “Deeper, David. Fuck me with your tongue.”

The sensation was incredible. Feeling Sarah orgasming from my tongue alone was wondrous. Her screams of excitement could probably have been heard several blocks away.

As her climax subsided, her contented sighs made me think she was drifting off to sleep. I was wrong.

“I want you inside me, my darling,” she whispered, opening her legs for me once again.

As I positioned myself with my rock-hard cock nestled between her wet folds, it occurred to me that my wife’s lubrication was provided in part by her lover's cum. For a man with my newfound fetish, the idea was unbelievably exciting. As I pushed into Sarah’s clenching pussy, a spurt of thick white cum exploded out, eliciting a shriek of horror from her. It was only when I chuckled that she saw the amusement in the situation. With every thrust, there was more. The more we were both covered, the more we laughed.

The fiery passion burning between us meant our shared orgasm was quick to take hold. More screams filled the North London air as I filled my wife’s hungry pussy with yet another load of cum, adding even more to the cocktail of exotic essences that flowed from her.

“Oh, David, I love you so much. But how could you have done those things?” she giggled sexily.

“My darling, I wanted you like this because this is the new you. You have finally found the honest Sarah Russell, and I love you more than ever before.”

It was our time. Our lives had come full circle from the night this adventure began when I was married to a shy, sexually inexperienced woman. But what would Monday bring – when we would be in charge of the whole dangerous adventure?

The End of Book One

Live the life you have imagined.

Henry David Thoreau.

Watch for Book Two coming soon:
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