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		Chapter One: A Night in Sin City

		

		

		It’s been six years tonight since I married my college sweetheart, and I’m more in love with her now than ever before. Sara and I have shared a lot of life’s aches and pains, along with the thrill of being a young married couple over the years, and I’m glad to have been through it all with her. There is no one as wonderful as her.

		“You’re lost in your thoughts again,” she tells me after taking a sip of her margarita. “We’re supposed to be here on our anniversary, Dane. You shouldn’t be worried about work right now.”

		I smile at her. “It has nothing to do with my job. I’m just so thankful that you said yes to marrying me, that’s all.” Reaching out to her, I take her hand into mine across the small table at a hotel bar. We were at first planning to have a quick dinner and then go back to the house we rented just outside Las Vegas for the week, but then Sara asked if we could have a few drinks. There’s no way I was going to deny her any such request.

		My wife squeezes my hand. “You’re such a great hubby. Sometimes I have to pinch myself to make sure I’m not dreaming. Honestly, I married up, Dane. You could have had anyone else you wanted, but you chose me.”

		I chuckle. “You’re full of it,” I tell her with a smile. “Sara, there’s no other woman like you. You’re beautiful, witty, and intelligent. I mean, you’re a freaking professor at a college.”

		She smiles. “It’s a junior college, though.”

		“Even so, that’s cool. I couldn’t do that!” I lift my glass of beer to my lips and take a quick sip.

		“You have a degree in electrical engineering, babe. I hardly think that my teaching English and Latin at a small college compares to what you do on any given day.”

		“Stop that,” I say to her while shaking my head.

		“Stop what?” Her blue eyes look into mine as she moves her hand through the light brown hair on her shoulders.

		“You know what, Sara. Don’t knock what you do for a living. It’s important and you know it. Everybody has to take an English class or two to graduate from college.”

		My wife smiles. “Well, I failed my first college algebra class, so...”

		“Stop.” I smile warmly at her as I reach my other hand toward her. “You’re everything to me, Sara. Don’t take that from me.” From her expression, I can see that I’ve touched her heart. We have had a deep love and admiration for each other since first meeting in a college algebra class. Sara had already failed one semester of it, so she needed tutoring in her attempt to retake the class. It just so happened that I was available and a student in that class as well. We clicked perfectly as I spent afternoons at the library with her in a small back room. With a little time, my future wife understood algebraic expressions much better, and she passed the class with a B average. We were both very proud of her, and I asked her out on a date to celebrate her accomplishment. It’s all history from that time forward.

		“Excuse me,” someone says to us from one side. “May we sit down with you for a few minutes?”

		“Um...” Sara tries to answer at first, but the couple doesn’t wait for a response before pulling out the other two chairs beside our table. 

		“I’m Eva,” the attractive woman with dark brown eyes and brown hair says as she holds her hand out to me.

		“Dane,” I reply.

		“Dominique,” the man says as he shakes my wife’s hand before turning to me. “We apologize for interrupting.”

		“Oh, no, that’s fine,” I say immediately. Sara’s eyes turn to me questioningly. Neither of us knows exactly what is happening as the other two people make themselves comfortable at our table.

		Eva lifts a hand and looks at a server nearby. “Yes, ma’am,” the server says as he reaches us.

		“A glass of white wine for the four of us, please.” She looks at us momentarily before adding, “And this is all on our tab, alright?”

		The server nods his head. “Right away.”

		Dominique sighs. “We will pay for your drinks and whatever else you’ve had tonight. It’s the least we can do since we have crashed your date.” His eyes don’t turn to look directly at me or Sara as he looks around the room. The other man seems concerned about the people sitting at other tables nearby as he purses his lips together.

		“Are you both okay?” Sara asks as she looks from one to the other. “The two of you seem a little on edge.”

		Eva smiles. “We’re just very cautious about our surroundings, that’s all. Dom is also a little too concerned about others.” Her eyes meet his as if to tell him to stop being so paranoid. Dominique seems to get the message as he settles his head and takes a quick breath.

		“Can’t be too sure about others, right?” I say to them as I try to make small talk. “So, why are you at our table?”

		They don’t have time to answer as the server returns to our table. Though Sara and I didn’t order any wine tonight, they will apparently serve us each a glass of it. Why would complete strangers come to our table and sit down with us before ordering wine and paying our entire bill? It’s a curious thing, but I’m uncertain the other couple are interested in sharing their motives with us.

		“So, how have you enjoyed Las Vegas so far?” Dominique asks as he attempts to become a bit more settled. “Have you gambled the kids’ college money away?” He laughs at his own attempt at humor, and I smile to show at least some interest in what he has said. Still, it seems as if he’s deflecting and trying to avoid telling us much about himself or his partner.

		“I’m guessing you are both married?” Eva observes.

		“Yes, for six years today,” Sara replies.

		“Congratulations!” Eva seems genuinely happy to know that we have an anniversary today. Her body language doesn’t convince me, though. She’s hiding something. “We are married as well.” She points at Dominique. “Eight years and about seven months now.”

		“That’s a good estimate,” Dominique laughs. “I always forget the exact date, though. It makes for some interesting anniversaries.” The other man jabs me gently with his elbow as if he’s making a joke.

		“Yeah, it can be hell to forget.” My eyes turn to Sara. She knows very well that I do whatever I can to be certain to get her an anniversary gift and surprise her each year on the right day. It’s the very reason that we are sitting in this hotel bar in Las Vegas tonight.

		“Happy anniversary,” Eva says while looking at me. Her eyes lock onto mine for a moment, and I feel as if she’s looking deep into my soul. There’s something about this woman. Attractive at first sight, she appears very seductive to me. It’s rare that I have such feelings for a woman other than my wife, but I can’t help myself as I allow my eyes to trail the outline of her body. I feel drawn to her.

		“What do you each do for a living?” Sara asks them.

		Dominique looks first at his wife before he replies, “We’re both in marketing and sales. Eva and I move across the country to find innovative new products to bring to the market.”

		“Wow, that must be exciting,” Sara says to him. “And, are you working while in Las Vegas?” Again, the couple look at each other. There’s a brief silence between us as they seem to communicate only with their eyes.

		“We’re working, but also on vacation,” Eva finally answers. “But things have become a little complicated for the two of us recently.”

		“Really? In what way?” I lean forward and put my elbows on the table. It seems as if they are trying to come up with something to tell us that makes sense. Their story so far hasn’t been completely convincing.

		“Well, we don’t have a room reservation here at the hotel anymore,” Dominique tells me. “We arrived this afternoon and discovered that they gave someone else our room.”

		“We made reservations over three months ago,” Eva chimes in, as if to bolster the explanation. “But they claim they don’t have our names in their system.”

		“They got our money for the reservation, though,” her husband adds. He frowns while adding, “We’ve been trying to find somewhere to stay, but it’s Labor Day weekend and there isn’t anything available until Monday evening.” 

		“That’s terrible,” Sara says as she shakes her head. “We made reservations a month ago and the hotel rooms were already booked full. So, we rented a house for a week just outside of town.”

		Eva’s eyes light up. “A big house?”

		“Three bedrooms and a couple of bathrooms,” my wife tells her. “Nothing fancy, but it’s a very comfortable place.”

		“And out of town?” Dominique inquires. “How far out of town is it?”

		“About eight miles,” Sara tells him. “It’s quiet there, and very comfortable.”

		Eva and Dominique look at each other for a moment, sharing a smile between them before they each take a drink of their wine. I feel as if they are sizing us up. Perhaps they are posing as professionals and they are actually robbers who follow people home to steal from them? Has Sara shared too much information with them already?

		“I think we should head back to the house soon,” I tell my wife. “We don’t want to drink too much and wake with headaches in the morning.”

		Sara looks at me and then at the two other people at the table. “He’s probably right. We should get back. It’s getting a little late.”

		“Wait,” Eva says as she puts her hand on my wife’s hand. “My husband and I have a proposition, if you would hear us out for a minute.”

		“Um, okay?” My wife looks at me. I don’t answer her immediately, so we stay in our chairs as we await Eva’s proposition.

		“We need somewhere to stay for a night or two. Would you mind if we stay at your house with you?”

		My heart pounds as I grimace. “We don’t know you and you don’t know us. That would be a little weird, to be honest.”

		“Sure, it would,” Eva admits. “But we are willing to pay the entire cost of your rent on the house.”

		“Absolutely,” Dominique says emphatically. “We like you already, and I think you have both also seen that we are good people. If we can stay the night, or even two, then we would be thrilled to compensate you by paying the entire rent on the house.”

		“I don’t know,” I begin, while shaking my head.

		“It might be fun to have someone else over,” Sara says with a smile while patting Eva’s hand. “You seem like a delightful couple.”

		“Oh, we are,” Eva replies. “I promise we will stay out of your way as well. We just need a place to lay our heads until we can make other arrangements.”

		Shaking my head, I say to them, “I don’t know that this is a good idea. We’re here on our anniversary, and I just don’t think that’s the best thing for any of us. I really appreciate the offer of payment for our rent, but...”

		“Babe, don’t be that way,” Sara interrupts. “We can let them come to the house and they will even have their own bathroom. It’s a good deal all around. They can pay the rent and we’ll be giving them a decent place to stay.” My wife looks over at Eva. “Besides, what else will they do if we turn them down? Sleep in their car?”

		I sigh. Sara has always been one for hard cases. It probably comes from her tenure as an assistant professor of English and Latin at the local junior college. There are plenty of hard cases that walk through her classroom door every day during classes, and she has the sort of heart that reaches out to them. How can I deny her this if it’s what she truly wants?

		“Okay,” I finally reply. “You can both come along. Do you have luggage to pick up somewhere?”

		Dominique and Eva look at each other before he responds, “Nothing, really. We lost most of it on the airplane trip here. It will show up eventually, though, and then we’ll go to collect it.” He smiles as he looks at me.

		“And a car?” I ask.

		“Not right now. It’s the holiday weekend and the car rental places don’t seem to have much of a selection.” Eva smiles as her eyes connect with mine once again. “I hope it’s alright if we ride with the two of you?”

		“Of course,” Sara says, as she pats her hand again. “Let’s go.”

		We all stand to our feet and I feel a chill run along the back of my neck and shoulders. Never have we hosted another person or couple we have just met in a bar at our home. It seems what drunk guys would do if they were horny enough to have sex with some woman they’ve been talking to. This entire scenario is different, though. We will take two strangers back to the rental house with us and let them sleep under the same roof as us. I can only hope that we aren’t making a huge mistake by doing this. I suppose we will soon find out.

		

	
		Chapter Two: Breakfast and Conversation

		

		

		I turn the waffle iron over for the second half of the cycle as I shake my head. I’ve had very little sleep since coming back to the house last night with Dominique and Eva, and Sara can see the concern on my face.

		“You’re upset, aren’t you?” she asks.

		After taking a slow breath, I reply, “I’m not upset, honey. Just a little worried about the two of them being here. We don’t know them all that well, and I can’t stand the thought that they could be plotting whatever terrible thing they’re going to do to us.”

		I feel Sara’s hand on my back as she walks up to me and looks down at the waffle iron. “They aren’t dangerous to us,” she tells me. “But they definitely are from somewhere else.”

		I turn to look at her. “Well, they’re in Vegas visiting, just like us.”

		“I mean to say, they’re probably not originally from the United States.”

		“What?” I open the waffle iron and carefully pry it out of the iron with a silicone spatula and drop it onto a plate before turning to face my wife fully.

		“I lived in Hungary for a short time with my family. You remember me telling you that, right?”

		“Yeah. Your dad was in the Air Force and stationed there for a while. You’ve told me that before. What does that have to do with Dominique and his wife?”

		Sara bites her lower lip before answering, “I can pick up on a very slight eastern European accent when they speak. It’s not really all that pronounced, but it’s there with how they use certain consonants and vowels.”

		“My wife, the English professor,” I muse.

		“Don’t you hear it? The way Eva stresses some sounds more than others? It’s as if she’s trying to cover an accent.”

		“And Dominique?”

		“Him too, but I think he’s better at covering it up.” Sara’s eyes turn to meet mine. “What if they’re on the run from someone dangerous?”

		“Shit,” I say with nervous laughter. “You just told me they aren’t a threat to us and now you suggest that someone could be hunting them. That doesn’t make me feel any better about the way we let them come here to the house with us, Sara.”

		She smiles. “I don’t mean to worry you, but I think they’re covering something up.”

		“It smells nice in here,” Eva suddenly says as she walks into the open kitchen and dining room. Her husband is just behind her. “What are you two up to?”

		“Breakfast,” I say with a strained smile as I pick up the two plates and set them on an island bar nearby. “There’s syrup there and sausage links if you would like to have some.” The two of them sit down on the stools opposite my wife and me before I offer them some orange juice as well.

		“This is so nice,” Dominique says while smiling. “You didn’t have to do this for us. We could have easily cooked for the two of you instead.”

		“Well, I’m an early riser. It’s my work as an electrical engineer that has made that a habit of mine. I figured if I was going to be up, I might as well make some breakfast for everyone.”

		“Thank you very much,” Eva replies as she reaches for the syrup. I nod my head toward a stool and watch as Sara sits down. After offering her a plate with a waffle, I finish making one for myself before joining them. There is a sense between the four of us that something is amiss. I come to believe that the other couple know that I’m not convinced of their complete innocence.

		“We should talk,” Dominique finally says as he uses a napkin to dab his mouth. “Eva and I owe the two of you the complete truth.”

		“Yes, we do,” Eva says while nodding her head. Her light brown hair is put back into a ponytail that I find incredibly sexy. I’ve often asked Sara to wear her hair in exactly the same way, but she feels it’s an immature look. So, she occasionally puts her hair into a bun on top, but rarely in a ponytail.

		Her husband clasps his hands together while looking across the bar at us. “We do not work in marketing or in procuring products. Instead, Eva and I collect information to send back to our employer.”

		I move around on my stool as I look at the two of them. “Information? What sort of information?”

		Eva is the one to respond first. “Information about products in the United States. We have spent the last three years in Silicon Valley collecting important information, and now there are those who are out to stop us.” She swallows hard before adding, “Our employer is seeking the means to extract us as soon as possible.”

		“You are spies,” I say bluntly after putting down my fork.

		Eva looks worriedly at her husband. Dominique then answers me, “Why would you say that?”

		“Your accents,” Sara replies before I can. “I can hear it once in a while. It’s hidden pretty well, but then again, it’s there for anyone who has heard it before.”

		“Accents?” Eva looks worriedly at my wife.

		“Just occasionally,” Sara says before adding, “I teach English at a college back home. I’ve had classes on dialects and I lived in Hungary for a while when I was a teenager. I’ve heard some of the consonant mistakes before. Mostly from kids in Hungary who knew English but were still learning how sounds are put together in everyday conversation.”

		“Fuck,” Eva says. She turns to her husband. “Fuck.”

		“It’s okay,” he tells her. “We were trained well, but we can’t help the smaller things.” he turns to look at us and asks, “Are you going to turn us in?”

		“Are you spies?” I ask. It’s something that they haven’t completely answered as yet.

		Licking her lips first, Eva replies, “Yes. Spies. But we aren’t dangerous to you, I swear. If you would prefer us to go, we’ll go now. Just don’t report us to the authorities.”

		“Spies?” Sara shakes her head. “Like, the kind that’s licensed to kill?”

		“Oh, absolutely not,” Dominique says with some astonishment. “I’m not James Bond, and we’re not in the business of assassinating people. We work for someone who is interested in collecting certain technology, but we aren’t going after militarily significant information. It’s mostly patented technology in microchip development. Our employer needs this information to help us defend ourselves.”

		“Then you’re also trained to kill,” I say to the other man. “You could kill us if you wanted.”

		He shakes his head vigorously. “That’s not us, I swear.” I can now also hear a slight inflection in Dominique’s voice that seems to show a sort of accent. Sara’s observations were apparently spot-on.

		“Please, we don’t want trouble,” Eva says while wiping tears from her eyes. “We will leave if you allow us to do so.” She pauses before asking, “Could you drop us off in a small town somewhere?”

		“Not Vegas?” I ask.

		“No, please not there.” Eva seems shaken at the thought.

		“We are friendly,” Dominique tells me. “Please, search our things. We have no guns or anything else offensive. There is no way that we could harm you.”

		Sara’s hand goes to my arm. “They need our help, babe.”

		I look over at her. “Are you serious? They’re freaking spies.”

		“Not the dangerous kind. I swear it to you. I swear on my life,” Eva says as she wipes her eyes with her hands. “Please, just one or two more nights here and then we will leave. Our employer is working to find the best way out of this state and then out of the country.”

		“Which government is it?” I ask. “Russia? Hungary?”

		“It doesn’t matter,” Dominique answers. “We aren’t your enemy. They will probably just charge us with international piracy of electronics. We don’t spy on military targets.”

		“You can stay here,” Sara tells them without consulting with me beforehand.

		“Honey, I don’t know.”

		“Trust me,” she says while squeezing my arm. “You do trust me, right?” Her blue eyes bore into me and I feel as if there’s little that I can do to refuse her. Sara deserves the world, and she knows I feel that way.

		I nod my head slowly. “Fine. But you both need to keep a low profile while you’re here. No cell phones are to be used around this house.”

		“Our phones are clean,” Dominique replies. “Highly secure and not traceable. We have new SIM cards as well.”

		“There’s no way that they’ll come here looking for you?” I ask.

		“No way,” he promises. Reaching over the bar, he takes my hand and shakes it. “We owe you a debt, my friend.”

		“A debt?” I say with a slight chuckle. “Yeah, that’s helpful. Hopefully, the FBI or whoever is hunting for the two of you, will lay off for a couple of days until you can get out of here.”

		Sara pats my arm again as she continues to eat her waffle. I watch the two other people across from us do the same and I consider how many federal laws my wife and I must be breaking at this very moment. After all, no matter the level of spying on the United States, it’s likely not legal at all. If they are taking intellectual property from Silicon Valley, it must mean that some country is trying to develop certain types of arms. Maybe a missile or a bomb of some type? If that’s the case, Sara and I are putting a lot on the line by helping our two guests hide from the authorities. Though this worries me a bit, it’s also a little exciting. My wife and I need a little more excitement in our lives, so maybe this is something good for us. Hopefully, it won’t mean a stint in a federal prison. That’s the sort of excitement I don’t think either of us would like to experience.
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		Chapter Three: Kinks of the Trade

		

		

		“We can’t go into town with you,” Dominique says as he overhears Sara and me talking about our plans. “But we can wait here at the house.”

		“No, that wouldn’t be very nice,” Sara says while raising an eyebrow. “You are both our guests, after all.”

		Eva comes into the room. We’ve all spent the morning mostly just sitting in the living room with the television on. Dominique has been texting with someone, which concerns me. Is he speaking with his family or is he making plans to have Sara and me eliminated as we are potential witnesses in a criminal prosecution?

		“So, what are we doing?” Eva asks with a cheerful smile on her face. Her accent is thicker now, probably because of her comfort around us.

		“Just talking,” her husband says. “They are probably going to go back to Las Vegas for a show or two.”

		Eva frowns. “But you won’t report us, right?”

		“Of course not,” Sara answers. “We promised, remember?”

		“I do.” The other woman smiles as she sits down beside me on the sofa. Sara is standing nearby as she looks through her own cell phone nearby and Dominique is sitting in a recliner. Eva reaches over to my knee and says, “The sort of espionage we were engaged in isn’t what you think.”

		“You told us that already,” I reply.

		“But we didn’t tell you what we actually do.” Her eyes flash toward her husband before Eva continues. “We didn’t walk into factories and physically take microchips, if that’s what you have been thinking. We met with those who have the means by which to get us the information we need.”

		“Eva, I’m uncertain that you should be so free with this information,” her husband warns.

		“Relax, Dom. They are friends now. We can be more honest with them now.” She smiles while turning to look into my eyes. I’m lost for a moment in her beautiful gaze as Eva looks at me. She’s stunning, and I feel Sara is aware of how attracted I am to her.

		“What did you do?” Sara asks as she comes to sit down on a chair nearby.

		Eva smiles as her cheeks flush red. “They tasked Dom and I with getting to know important people much better. We would run into them at a grocery store or a restaurant they frequented and introduce themselves. Then we would strike up a conversation and eventually have dinner with them.”

		“Dinner,” Dominique says with a smirk. “And dessert as well.”

		“Yes, the dessert,” Eva agrees. “That was the ticket to what we needed from them.”

		“What kind of dessert?” I ask.

		“You know, Dane. The kind that gets someone to talk.” Her hand moves slowly up my leg toward my crotch. My manhood stiffens as Eva rubs my thigh, slowly and methodically. “Dom and I would seduce our targets and then get to know them better. Both in bed and in our conversations. It’s surprising how much a horny man will tell me while I’m touching his penis.” Her hand finds the bulge in my pants and she gently grips it. Eva knows how turned on I am at this moment as she grins at me. The problem is, Sara is seeing this as well, and she’s not all that happy about the development.

		“You fondle them?” Sara says flatly. “You touch guys and they tell you whatever you want to know?”

		Dominique laughs. “Well, it takes much more than that in most cases. Eva is very good at what she does, though.”

		“Very good,” she parrots as she squeezes my cock hard through my pants and pulls up hard. A spot of pre-cum appears on the front of my pants. “Most of the time, my new friends have a little alcohol in their systems as well. It helps to loosen the target’s tongue.” Eva moves closer to me, her breath caressing my ear as she adds, “Of course, there’s nothing I won’t do to get what I need from someone.”

		“Eva,” Dominique says, while looking nervously at my wife. He can see how irritated his own wife’s attention to me is making Sara.

		“Have you ever had a woman’s finger in your ass while she’s sucking your dick, Dane?” she asks me as she ignores her husband. “I’m told that coming like that is the height of orgasm for a man. I can show you if you like.”

		“Stop it,” Sara says gruffly as she looks at the two of us. “He’s my husband.”

		Eva sits back in her seat and releases my cock. I cross my legs to hide the large wet spot on the front of my pants.

		“I’m sorry,” Eva replies. “Sometimes I get a little carried away with that sort of thing. I just want you to understand what we have been doing. We’re not the sort of spies who kill people.”

		“Not at all,” Dominique adds.

		Sara looks hard at me, as if what the other woman did to me is all my fault. I want to respond, but that will do very little to calm her. My wife will occasionally become a little jealous of other women around me, and all I can do is keep silent and avoid digging the hole for myself any deeper. She always comes around eventually. Though, I have never had another woman go so far as to take hold of my pecker right in front of her.

		“I’m sorry, Sara. Please forgive me.” Eva reaches over and takes her hand. “I will leave him alone from now on, I promise.”

		“But, you did that? Really?”

		“With our targets,” Dominique clarifies. “They sent us lists of people to contact. Some of them required nothing more than just a wonderful friendship to share with us what they were up to in Silicon Valley. However, there were those who knew how to play the game and expected much more from us.”

		“Did they know you were looking for information?” Sara asks.

		“Sometimes,” Eva answers. “Many people there know that spies like us exist and they don’t mind doling out information, as long as they feel they are being adequately compensated for it.”

		“Money too?” I ask. Eva nods her head.

		“Not much, though,” Dominique tells me. “Most were happy to get a new car or even have a year’s worth of their mortgage paid. We aren’t talking millions of dollars.”

		“But sex,” I say, while raising an eyebrow. “Wow.”

		“Good sex sometimes,” Eva says with a giggle. “Though I guess there were some of them who were not all that great.” She smiles at her husband and they seem to share some unspoken memories. How I would have loved to have been a fly on the walls where Eva screwed the men in the tech companies she was spying on.

		“We aren’t targets, are we?” Sara asks.

		Dominique shakes his head. “We saw you in the bar and approached you after discussing a plan. We didn’t know you before meeting you there. Don’t worry, Sara, we aren’t trying to get into your pants to spy on you.”

		“Of course not,” Eva replies.

		“Yeah, of course not.” I swallow hard as I think about the beautiful, athletic woman on top of me in bed. Fucking the spy would be a novel experience for me, without a doubt. However, I can’t see Sara ever allowing such a thing to happen. She’s protective of our marriage in every way possible, including our sexual desires. My wife won’t even talk about fantasies with me during sex. She told me once that she worried that doing that would cause us to lust for other people and that it could cause one of us to cheat. I don’t agree with that assessment, but she’s my wife and I feel a strong need to go along with her wants and desires.

		“You are both very attractive, though,” Eva tells us. “I would say a ten out of ten for what we’ve seen before.”

		“Oh, absolutely,” Dominique adds before saying, “Please just ignore my wife’s ramblings on this subject, though.”

		“No problem,” I reply. “Anyway, I guess Sara and I will stay here today. We don’t want someone following us back to the house.”

		“I don’t think they know anything about you,” Eva says.

		“Still, we’ll stay here. It’s like Sara said a few minutes ago. We want to be friendly hosts. So, we’ll go for a walk later if you would like and then maybe we can have dinner delivered.”

		Dominique nods his head. “That sounds like a plan.”

		“A very nice one.” Eva winks at me before getting up from her seat. “Dom, would you like to take a shower with me?”

		“Now?” he says with a chuckle.

		“I have a little tension. I need you to help me work out.”

		“Oh.” His face turns a light red as he gets up from his seat and takes his wife’s hand. “Then, by all means, let’s go.” The couple walks out of the living room and toward the bathroom outside their bedroom. They are soon inside the shower, doing whatever they want to do, and I’m left alone with Sara. She’s quiet at first, but eventually speaks to me.

		“You didn’t have to get hard,” she says while grimacing.

		“Seriously?”

		“Yeah, seriously. You were hard when she grabbed you.”

		“Okay. Well, I can’t control that as well as you might think, honey,” I tell her. “Why are you so pissed at me over that? I didn’t grab her, did I? She grabbed me.”

		“And you got hard.” Sara shakes her head. “Why did you get hard? Are you horny for her, Dane?”

		“You can’t honestly expect me to answer that question.”

		“But I do expect you to answer,” Sara presses. “You’ve had your eyes on her since we met them last night. Dane, it’s embarrassing how bad you have it for her.”

		“I don’t have it bad for her,” I retort. “I got hard, okay? It’s a natural thing to happen to men when attractive women grab their junk. I’ll bet if Dominique did the same to you, it would have made you wet.”

		Sara shakes her head. “You’re being a jackass right now, Dane. You got hard for her and she even made you come inside your pants.”

		“I didn’t come,” I tell her. “It would have been a lot messier if I had.”

		“Whatever you did, it wasn’t good, Dane.” My wife’s petite body shakes a little before she asks, “Do you want to have sex with her?”

		“What?”

		“Answer the question. Do you want to fuck her?”

		“Are you being fucking serious right now?” I allow a nervous laugh to leave my mouth as I shake my head. “Holy shit, honey. It really pissed you off she touched me, huh? I did nothing with her.”

		“You wanted to, though. I could see it in the way you looked at her and in the way she touched you.”

		“Through my pants,” I remind her. “I didn’t strip down for her, Sara. We both remained completely clothed.”

		“Whatever.” My wife gets up and walks toward the master bedroom. I follow, but then realize as she closes the door that it would probably not be in my best interest to walk inside for now. Instead, I go to the back deck where the house is now providing a shade. After sitting down, I look out over the desert and wonder what I’ve done to upset her so much. Sure, I am attracted to Eva, but I did nothing to cause her to grab my cock through my pants. It was obviously an effort on her part to cause arousal, and it did. Does Eva get horny over causing men to swoon over her? My guess is that she does. However, she did that at the worst possible moment, as Sara kept a close eye on the two of us. Hopefully, my wife will forgive me soon. If not, I might find myself on the couch or in the other spare bedroom for the night. That would be hugely embarrassing for me in front of our guests.

		

	
		Chapter Four: Untapped Desires

		

		Something stirs in our bedroom in the dark of the evening and causes me to turn to look at the doorway. Eva kneels down beside my side of the bed and looks at me before turning her attention briefly to my wife on the other side of me.

		“Come with me,” she whispers. Though it seems to be an odd request, I do as she asks and quietly get out of bed. We walk out of the bedroom and I close the door behind me.

		“What is it?” I whisper to her.

		Eva moves ahead of me and waves for me to follow her. She then makes her way to the door that leads to the garage and opens it. My spine tingles a little as I wonder what she wants from me at this time of night. What if there’s something spy-related that Eva expects me to perform? I can’t do that. I’m not the sort of guy to steal information about my country or the companies that operate inside it.

		After we are in the garage, she closes the door behind us and smiles at me. “I need you to help me with something very important,” Eva proclaims as she runs her finger along the car parked nearby.

		I knew she would want me to do something. “I’m not a spy,” I reply emphatically.

		The young woman shakes her head. “No, you don’t understand. This has nothing to do with spying.” Eva makes her way toward me and smiles as she puts her hands on my arms and runs them up to my shoulders. “It’s something a bit more...intimate.”

		I raise an eyebrow in confusion. “What do you mean?” I watch as Eva smirks a little as she goes to her knees in front of me. As she carefully tugs at my pajama bottoms, I realize what she intends to do with me. “Wait,” I say just as her hands grip my growing meat.

		“Don’t be too loud, okay? We don’t want to wake Sara.” It’s odd to hear that Eva is worried about waking my wife when her husband should also take offense to me having my cock in her face. However, I have no time to ask her about this before Eva’s lips are stretching over my manly girth.

		“Fuck,” I mutter as I feel her tongue on the underside of my johnson. “Dammit.” I put a hand on her head as she takes me all the way to the back of her throat. The shock of having a beautiful woman suddenly giving me head in the garage has my mind swimming with concern. What have I done to cause Eva to want to do this for me? She told me she needed me to do something for her. At this moment, she’s doing something for me instead.

		My balls tense inside my sack as she sucks hard on my shaft. Her soft hands massage my scrotum as Eva enjoys the pre-cum that I am releasing into her soft, welcoming mouth. Whatever her true intentions, she’s going to make me spill my seed into her waiting throat. I have no doubt I’ll lose my wad soon if she keeps going like this.

		“Oh, shit,” I grunt, as I feel my lower abdomen tense. My toes curl beneath my feet as I work hard to keep from falling over. “Fuck...fuck!” I suddenly come inside Eva’s mouth as she keeps sucking on me. “Oh, shit...SHIT!!!” Though she asked me to be quiet earlier, I’m not so sure that’s a possibility. “Uhhh...ooh...” My milky essence continues pumping into her soft mouth across her tongue and down her throat as Eva swallows every powerful spurt. It feels so good as she gulps my ejaculate. “Dammit...”

		

		Eva soon finishes on me and pulls away, making certain to use her fingers to dab her chin where some of my DNA has landed. To my surprise, she puts those fingers inside her mouth and cleans my spunk off them before smiling and standing to her feet as my phallus deflates.

		“You’re a wild one, huh?” she giggles. “I hope Sara doesn’t get upset if you wake her.”

		“You’re worried about that?” I shake my head. “She’ll have my head for this when she finds out.”

		“For what? A little blow job?” Eva smiles. “I don’t think she’ll be too angry with you once she finds out, Dane. Sara seems to be very understanding of the needs people have. I could see it in her face earlier today when we were all talking.” The spy runs her fingers along my chest. “Besides, you really liked it, right? Don’t you have a say in what happens with your dick?”

		

		––––––––

		

		My face turns even redder as I lick my dry lips. “Sara won’t see it that way, I’m afraid. We’re married. We aren’t supposed to be doing anything like that with other people. You understand that.”

		“Not really.” Eva continues to smile and even winks at me. “Dom and I have grown away from such an archaic way of thinking, and we’ve helped others do the same. Even while working for our employer.”

		“Your government,” I correct her.

		“Whatever,” she replies gleefully. “The fact of the matter is, Dom and I like the two of you and we would like to enjoy some intimate time with both of you.”

		My heart pounds hard within my chest. Never have I been propositioned by someone who wanted to have sex with both me and my wife. Sure, there have been a couple of times when women have bought me a drink at a bar or smiled at me at a restaurant, but nothing this daring has come up during our marriage. I doubt Sara’s experience has varied much, either. This is an uncommon request coming from an uncommon woman.

		“Does Dominique know about all this?” I ask as I wave my hands around us slowly.

		Eva grins. “Do you mean the free head that I just gave you?” I swallow hard while nodding my head. “Of course he does. It was his suggestion, actually.” My body shudders at her response.

		“Why? What is it you each want from us?”

		“Sex, Dane. Isn’t that the same thing that other people want in this life? To feel another person naked against their bodies while making love?”

		“What just happened isn’t really what I would call making love.”

		“I was making love to your nice cock, Dane.” Eva’s eyes look down at the semi-hard organ in my crotch. Realizing that I haven’t covered up, I bend over and take hold of my boxers and pull them back up. My face is still painfully red from the sudden attention she has paid to me and my man meat.

		“We shouldn’t have done that,” I say to her. “Sara...”

		“Stop fussing about your wife, Dane,” Eva says as she walks up to me. She puts her hands on my face and pulls me down to her. Our lips lock and we kiss passionately, her tongue finding its way into my mouth. Though I can taste the remnants of my jism, I continue to allow her to explore my mouth with her tongue. How can I deny a woman as sexy as Eva?

		“Holy shit,” I whisper as we finally draw back from each other.

		“Tomorrow we will sit down and talk to Sara about all this, okay? Honestly, I believe she will be very open about this opportunity, Dane. I could see it in her eyes earlier today when I was toying with you.” The spy grins wickedly as she looks into my eyes. “And I could see it in you as well. The two of you are ready to do something very different from what you have done before. Give Dom and I the opportunity and we’ll show you both the wonders of swinging with us.” She backs away a bit before winking at me and then walking past me toward the door through which we entered the garage. Eva is soon gone, and I am left with a plethora of thoughts roaming through my mind.

		“What the hell just happened?” I ask myself as if I’ll answer in the third person. “Shit. Sara will kill me when she hears about this. If she hears about it.” Pacing the floor beside the car, I attempt to formulate some kind of plan that will help me get out of what has happened before the two spies can sit my wife down and tell her about my dirty deed with Eva. No, Sara will most definitely not understand that I’ve allowed another woman to siphon my pecker in the garage of our rental house. How the hell could this happen? We’re here so that we could get away from work and simply enjoy each other’s company. I expected sex to happen, sure, but between each other only and not with two people we have only just met. What the fuck am I going to do?

		I stop walking and look at the door to the house. There’s not much I can do out here tonight to change the fact that my spunk is sitting inside Eva’s stomach right now. No, I need to go inside and try to get some sleep if I’m going to be clear minded at all tomorrow. I hope Eva was only teasing me about telling Sara and that she will keep her mouth shut on the matter. Though she claims to know my wife well enough to believe that she would be happy to go along with this, I know better. I’ve listed to a few threats my wife has tossed at me over the last couple of years concerning what would happen if I ever cheated on her, and I don’t recall her being so happy about the idea of it ever happening.

		Making my way through the door, I sneak back into the house and back into the bedroom I share with my wife. She hasn’t stirred at all since I left her side about fifteen minutes ago. Sara is often a very heavy sleeper at this time of night and she probably couldn’t have heard me cry out from the garage, anyway. I’m relieved that she’s asleep and not waiting here to put me through an inquest about where I’ve been. For now, that will have to be my solace. That and the hope that Eva’s promise to fill my wife in on what has happened is empty.

		

	
		Chapter Five: Misplaced Hunger

		

		

		I didn’t sleep the rest of the night after returning from the garage and getting into bed. Sara has noticed, and she’s concerned that something might be bothering me. Of course, I can’t tell her about what happened with Eva. My wife would likely explode if she found out.

		“You’re tense, aren’t you?” Sara asks as she walks up behind me and puts her hands on my shoulders. I continue to just stand and look into the mirror in the bathroom as my heart thumps hard inside my chest.

		“Honey, I’m fine,” I tell her as I try to move us away from the subject. Turning, I walk out of the bathroom and then out of the bedroom before going to the kitchen. I need some coffee to push the tiredness from my body, though I’m already overstimulated by the adrenaline coursing through my body.

		As I dip the coffee grounds from the bag and put them into the Keurig, Sara asks, “What’s going on filter cup with you, Dane? I know there’s something wrong and I don’t like it when you try to hide things from me. I’m here for you, baby. What’s eating at you?”

		She wants an answer, but I don’t know how to even begin. Eva and I shouldn’t have been in that garage together at all. I should have refused to have gotten out of bed and simply stayed put beside my wife. There was something about the way the other woman looked that was a sign of what was yet to come, but I failed to see it clearly. That and the fact that she had already been a little too affectionate toward me earlier. Fuck, I wish Sara would just drop this.

		“Sara, I don’t know what to tell you,” I reply. “It was just a rough night for me. That’s all.”

		Her blue eyes gaze at me as she asks, “Was it because I wasn’t really in the mood for sex last night?”

		I don’t know how to answer this question from her. Yes, I was a little irritated when Sara rebuffed me last night after we went to bed, but I didn’t allow it to cause me to become angry with her. I had forgotten about her refusal of sex until just now, anyway. Telling her about what happened in the garage last night between me and the other woman will be even more difficult with that fresh in her mind.

		“First off,” I say as I feel beads of sweat forming along my brow, “I love you more than anything in the world, Sara. To be completely honest, nothing that has happened overnight had anything to do with us not having sex. I swear it.”

		“Wait, what happened?”

		I’ve overstated it. My wife, an assistant professor of English and Latin at a small college, has the uncanny ability to analyze and parse words in a way that is beyond me. It’s too late to backtrack the conversation now, though. Sara knows something happened last night and I will have to tell her.

		“Please, just know that I love you more than anything, okay?” I say again. “You know I would do nothing to hurt you, Sara. Ever.”

		“But you did something, didn’t you?” She walks up to me and stares into my eyes. “Dane Jeffrey Walker, what are you not telling me?” Her analytical mind is laying a trap for me as she awaits my response. There’s just no easy way to answer her. I’ll have to tell my wife everything.

		I take a slow, deep breath before telling her, “Last night, at about one o’clock, Eva came to our room. She woke me up.”

		Sara’s eyes narrow. “And?” Her stance becomes rigid as she loosely balls her fists. I’ve seen her do this sort of thing before when I’ve told her something she didn’t want to hear.

		“And she asked me to go with her. So, I did.” My jaw tenses as my brain attempts to shut me up. It must be a part of the fight-or-flight thing when someone who is in danger will try to protect themselves. However, Sara isn’t having any of it, as she turns her head slightly and frowns.

		“Where did you go, Dane?” She says my name forcefully as she finishes the question.

		I take another breath as I attempt to steady myself. “We went to the garage. Eva told me she needed some help with something there.”

		“Some help? They don’t have a car,” my wife barks back. “What did she need help with, Dane?” Again, Sara slams my name flat upon my eardrums as she moves even closer to me.

		“Please, honey,” I tell her. “It wasn’t what I expected. It just happened.”

		“What the fuck happened, Dane?”

		“Sara, please. It wasn’t my fault. I swear.”

		She says nothing for a moment, which frightens me a little. It’s rare that Sara becomes so quiet unless she’s considering something drastic. Either she’s going to strike me with one of her fists, or she’s going to walk past me to the bedroom, close the door and lock it. Either way, my marriage to her could be over.

		“Look, it was nothing. I swear it, Sara. Eva got me in there and I just froze. It was just oral, that’s all. Nothing else happened.”

		My wife doesn’t flinch as she continues to stare at me. For a moment, I feel as if she might simply back away from me and tell me how we will need to seek marriage counseling. I could do that. I would do anything to keep from losing the love of my life over something like getting head from Eva.

		“You son-of-a-bitch!” Sara shrieks loudly as her athletic body tenses and shakes. “You fucking asshole! Dammit, Dane! Fuck!” She turns and walks toward the patio door just behind the dining room table. My wife then pulls it open and slides it hard against the other door frame before marching outside and walking toward the hot tub. She stops there and continues to shake her head while talking to herself.

		“Oh, fuck,” I say to myself as I walk out the door to the deck. “Sara, I’m sorry,” I plead with her. “I wasn’t thinking clearly. My mind at that hour was on other things.”

		“No, it was on one thing in particular, Dane,” she answers without turning to look at me. “How the fuck can a man just do that? Women don't do that sort of thing.”

		I raise an eyebrow. “Eva’s a woman.”

		Sara whips around and yells at me, “She’s a fucking spy, Dane! She’s trained to do that to men!” My wife walks toward me. Stopping just in front of me, she does what I thought she might do before. She slaps me hard across my left cheek. The only thought in my head as Sara walks past me and back into the house is that I’m thankful she didn’t punch me. Being so angry, she certainly might have loosened a few of my teeth.

		“Is everything alright?” I hear Dominique say to Sara as she walks into the dining room.

		“Fucking fine,” Sara retorts as she walks past him and into the kitchen. I make my way inside as well, my face on fire from the slap. The spy sees the mark on my face and shakes his head as he turns to look at my wife.

		“Are things okay with the two of you?”

		“Um, fine,” I lie as I close the sliding door.

		“Not so fine.” Sara shakes her head and turns to face us. “Your wife seduced him last night and gave him a blow job, Dominique. I want the two of you out of this house right now.”

		Dominique turns and looks at me before he turns his attention back to her. “Which two do you want out? Me and Dane? Or Dane and Eva? Or perhaps Me and Eva?” He seems to enjoy himself as he smiles widely.

		Sara frowns. “Didn’t you hear what I just said? Your wife gave him oral sex.” My wife shakes her head and shuts her eyes tightly for a moment as she adds, “I can’t believe I just said that. Not in a million years would I have ever thought I would have to say that my husband got oral sex from another woman.”

		“I heard you,” Dominique replies calmly. “The oral sex was my idea.”

		Sara’s eyes narrow as she looks at him in the same way she’s been looking at me. “What the hell does that mean?”

		“It means that I told Eva she should surprise him with something fun. Maybe with a blow job or something like that.” He turns and looks at me to say, “She wanted to have full sex with you, but I suggested it might be a bit much for now. Eva agreed, and we settled on the blow job being the best thing for her to offer.”

		“Holy shit. You motherfucking...”

		“I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” Eva says as she walks into the kitchen. The attractive spy makes her way to a cabinet and retrieves a glass so that she can get some water from the faucet.

		Sara turns and looks at her before walking toward the living room. My wife, apparently overwhelmed by everything, sits down on a chair and crosses her arms over her chest as she presses her lips tightly together. I’ve never seen her so angry before in our few years of marriage. I worry that this might lead to our divorce.

		“Please forgive me, honey,” I say to her as I join her in the living room.

		“I take it she knows about what happened?” Eva giggles. “That’s good. I was going to make her breakfast and tell her all about it afterward, but I can see that you already took care of that for me,” she says.

		“I didn’t tell her anything at first. I think she figured it out on her own.” Looking at Eva, I ask, “Can’t you just tell her it meant nothing to either of us? That I wasn’t interested in what happened until you did it without asking me first?”

		Eva’s brow lifts. “You’re kidding, right? Dane, you enjoyed every moment of what happened last night in the garage. Not once did you ask me to stop.”

		My face burns even hotter as I turn to look at Sara. Her eyes have turned to look directly at me once again. “I swear, baby, it was a complete surprise when it happened. I didn’t lure her anywhere. Eva lured me.”

		The spy woman laughs. “I didn’t lure you, Dane. You willingly followed, and I willingly swallowed.” The rhyming of the two words is catchy, but it doesn’t help me with Sara and her growing anger toward me. I’m fucking doomed.

		“If it makes any of this better, we want this,” Dominique finally chimes in as he has a seat on the sofa. “Eva told Dane as much last night.”

		Sara looks back at me. “Is that true? Did she tell you they want to have sex with you?”

		“Not just him,” Dominique quickly redirects. “We want to swing with the two of you as a couple. A sort of swapping of the spouses, if you please.” The eastern European accent my wife described to me yesterday is now clear, even to my ears. They must be much more comfortable with us to allow us to hear them speak with this accent.

		“Swinging?” Sara shakes her head. “That’s disgusting.”

		“It’s a thing,” Eva replies. “And lots of couples do it. Probably some of them are couples you know personally where you live.”

		“No, I don’t think so,” my wife declares. “We don’t hang out with swingers.”

		“It’s not such a terrible thing, my dear,” Dominique tells her. “This lifestyle is very enjoyable for a range of couples. Some of the most enjoyable swingers are the ones who are more conservative in their viewpoints than liberal.”

		“We think it has a lot to do with how repressed they have been sexually around their friends and family,” Eva explains. “So, when they get with other like-minded couples, they give into it completely. It’s a revelation of sorts for them.” The spy woman walks over to me and runs her finger along my arm up to my neck and face. “Your husband wants this, Sara. I think you do as well.”

		My wife frowns and stands to her feet. “We aren’t like that. Tell them, Dane. Tell them we are a sweet couple and we’re devoted to each other alone. We aren’t swingers and we don’t cheat on each other.”

		Dominique laughs. “It’s not cheating when you give your partner permission. Eva didn’t go to Dane until she cleared it with me. So, it wasn’t cheating at all.”

		“I didn’t give Dane permission!” Sara counters. “He cheated on me with your wife!”

		Eva walks up to my wife and takes her hand. Though I expect Sara to pull her hand back, she doesn’t. “Come with me, sweetie. We need to come to a deeper understanding.” She leads Sara toward the master bedroom as Dominique’s eyes turn to look into mine. He smiles a little and gets up from where he’s sitting to follow the two ladies. Not knowing what else to do, I follow him toward the bedroom as well.

		I’m fucked. I know this with every fiber of my being. Sara and I have talked about what happens if one person cheats on the other, and she has been clear about her position on such a thing. My wife will leave me soon. No matter what Eva says to her in the next few minutes, my marriage to Sara is over. It’s time to come to grips with this bit of reality.

		

	
		Chapter Six: Growing Passions

		

		

		“We have been working for our employer for so long that we’ve almost forgotten what it’s like to feel passionate for those we have not been directed to infiltrate,” Dominique says as Sara and I sit down on the edge of our king-size bed together. His wife Eva is by his side and nodding her agreement with what he is telling us.

		“And we find the two of you deeply attractive. I was very taken with you before we introduced ourselves to you at the bar,” Eva says while looking at me. “It was my idea to approach the two of you and see where things might go.”

		Sara smirks. “You both needed somewhere to go. At least, that’s what you told us.”

		Eva slowly nods her head. “That was and is still the truth. We were being tracked by other agents, and it was becoming difficult to keep ahead of them. You both posed an opportunity for us once you told us about renting a house outside of town. However, we were prepared to go to bed with you, no matter your accommodations.”

		I raise an eyebrow as I look at the spy couple. “Are you serious? You came over to our table because you found us attractive and you were horny?”

		“That’s disgusting,” Sara mutters.

		“Is it?” Dominique asks. He walks up to my wife and offers her his hand. She takes it and he helps her to her feet. “You are a beautiful woman and so full of life, Sara. I could tell that from the first sentence that came out of your mouth. There’s so much more to you than you realize.” He pulls her close to him. “Tell me you have no feelings of passion toward me and we will leave.”

		His request is daring and a bit jarring at the same time. I know my wife better than anyone else, and she’s not the type to just give in to something so corny as a question about her feelings of passion. Dominique has misread her, in my humble husbandly opinion, and I figure she’s about to let him have a verbal tongue lashing unlike any he’s had before.

		My wife straightens her body and looks into his eyes. Sara is five feet nine inches tall and weighs around one-forty. She’s athletic and loves to work out. An avid volleyball player from her youth, I met her while she played for our college team. Though she might seem to be soft and warm, Sara is both physically and mentally strong. No one should underestimate her. No one.

		Suddenly, with no warning, my wife puts a hand behind the other man’s head and pulls him to her. Their lips meet and they kiss more passionately than I’ve experienced with Sara since being married to her. I’m confused and shocked as their hands go to each other’s bodies and they pull at each other’s clothes. Dominique has awakened something inside my wife sexually.

		“Me too,” Eva says as she comes to me and pulls my head down toward her. We kiss just as passionately as our spouses, our tongues moving in and out of each other’s mouths. The lady spy is a great kisser, her lips locking onto mine as her tongue explores the inside of my mouth. My cock swells with excitement as we take off our clothes and throw them to the floor. It’s not long before I can see Eva’s smoothly waxed muff and a small heart tattoo just above it. All I want to do at this point is explore every part of her body. The yearning inside me is so intense that I almost forget about Sara and Dominique nearby.

		“Dominique!” Sara moans as he pushes her to the bed and spreads her legs wide. He buries his face into her soft folds and laps at her sweet wetness. I can smell my wife’s pussy as he enjoys eating her out. The thought of him having his way with her turns me on even more as Eva goes to her knees and, for a second time, puts my hardness into her mouth. She sucks on me as I watch my wife give in to a passion that I thought recently could never be possible between her and another man.

		“Eva,” I moan as she nibbles at my balls. My body quivers with excitement as she looks up at me with her dark eyes. There’s a smile on her face as she enjoys the tender fruit dangling between my legs. I smile back at her as I watch her lips caress the wrinkles along my scrotum.

		“You’re so lovely, my dear,” Dominique says to Sara as he pushes her legs back. He takes his long, girthy cock into his hand and moves the head of it over her swelling clitoris. My wife bucks a little as she enjoys the feeling of his fleshy pole. Though Sara and I have spoken in the past about some of her earlier boyfriends, she has never wanted me to know about what she did sexually with any of them. I get the distinct feeling that she was probably a bit more adventurous at one time than she has been with me in our marriage. There’s something deeply ingrained in her that is coming out with Dominique, and I like it.

		“Fuck me, Dane,” Eva whispers to me after standing to her feet. She’s gripping my penis with one hand as she caresses my chest with the other. I push her over toward a small chair and table in one corner of the bedroom and flip her around. Bending her over the table, I slap her ass and use my cock to tease her wet valley in much the same way as Dominique is teasing my wife’s. Eva moans and grips the table tightly as I enjoy the feeling of her waxed pussy on the head of my cock.

		“Oh, shit, Dominique!” Sara squeals as he seats his large pecker deep inside her. My wife’s cervix is rarely all that high inside her, so it’s easy for me to hit it when we have sex together. She grimaces with some pain as he thrusts hard into her a couple of times, but Sara soon enjoys the repeating strokes of his manhood over her G-spot. She reaches up and runs her hands over his muscular chest as his balls tap her asshole repeatedly. Her feet dangle over his shoulders as he grunts with each slow thrust.

		I shove my cock into Eva so that I can finally feel her from the inside. Her body flexes back as I do, and the lady spy reaches back and puts her hand on the back of my neck. I fuck her hard as her small breasts vibrate from each collision between the two of us. She pulls herself to me until her back is close to my chest. Licking her lips, Eva uses her other hand to play with one of her nipples as I enjoy the soft wetness of her tight cavern. 

		“Dane,” she whimpers as I slap her ass with one hand. “You can hit me. It’s okay.” I slap her ass again and squeeze it hard as I shove my cock even deeper into her. Though I have imagined having sex with another woman besides my wife, I have never believed that it would happen. I mean, why would it? How would it? I’m married, and happily so. I’m devoted to Sara, and she’s devoted to me. How can this be happening now at all?

		“Uh...ohhh...” Sara’s face is red as her lover drills deep into her. “Fuck, Dominique. Holy shit, baby. Fuck me hard. Harder!!!” The skin on the back of my neck prickles as I watch the other man push her legs even farther back so that he can hit her cervix even harder. His thrusts then become faster as his balls slap her tight back door. The two of them are completely into each other, and it makes me unbelievably horny as I enjoy fucking his wife as well.

		“You are so good,” Eva moans as she grinds her ass into me. She lies down on the table and grips the sides of it with her hands. “Faster, Dane. Much faster, please.” Her eastern European accent is thick as she gives in to the passion between us. I find it fascinating as I feel my semen moving from my balls to my shaft. I’m going to come inside her unless she asks me to do otherwise. Even then, I’m not sure I would willingly pull out in time.

		

		“Oh, fuck, Sara,” Dominique says as he comes hard inside her. “AHHHHH!!!” He grits his teeth as he lifts her ass from the bed and thrusts quickly. The other spy is releasing his man gravy deep inside my wife, and she’s not asking him to stop and pull out. Instead, she seems thrilled to accept every bit of his thick jism as she orgasms with him.

		“Ohhhh...OHHHHH!!!” Her face red and strained, Sara comes with her lover. Her fingers grip his upper arms as her body twists beneath him and her pelvis moves along with his thrusts. “UHHHH!!! FUCK!!! FUCK!!!” Though I’ve heard my wife be verbal during sex before, I’m surprised at how loud she is while orgasming with Dominique. There’s no doubt that he is having a deep effect on her and it causes my own nuts to secrete their own special sauce so that I can pump it into Eva’s waiting pussy.

		“DANE!!!” Eva squeals as she reaches back and puts her hands on her ass. “Ohhhh...” Undulations throughout her vagina stimulate my manhood in a way that I don’t remember sensing with Sara or any other woman in my past. “Come inside me! COME!!!”

		“NAHHHH!!!” I ejaculate powerfully inside the spy lady on the table as I push my cock as far into her as I can get it. My mind imagines each sperm-filled shot striking her cervix and possibly going into her womb. There was no talk about protection against pregnancy, though I would bet that she is on the pill because of her work. Still, the thought of seeding her womb turns me on as I continue to pump my jism into her. “Uhhh...uhhhh...uhhhhh...”

		All four of us continue to enjoy our orgasms for a while longer before we each come down from our sexual highs. Dominique is first to pull out of my wife before I then follow suit and help Eva to her feet. Sara remains on the bed as her lover’s spunk slowly rolls out from between her folds. Dominique has given her as much of his genetic soup as I have given his wife, and I’m glad of it.

		“This was so much better than working,” Eva giggles as she walks over to me. We kiss passionately again before she turns and goes to her husband. They kiss and then turn to look at Sara.

		“Was it good for you?” Dominique asks her.

		My wife at first keeps her forearm over her eyes while lying back on the bed. I wonder at first if she’s already regretting having had sex with him. However, she soon moves her arm and looks at them while smiling.

		“Very good, thank you,” Sara replies. “And you were right, Dominique. I needed that very much.” Her blue eyes turn back to me and she says nothing as we connect. We both need time to process everything that has happened here just now.

		“We’ll go take a shower. Perhaps you should as well?” Eva suggests. She turns and winks at me before leaving the room with Dominique.

		After some quiet between us, I ask, “Do you want to take a shower with me, honey?”

		Sara smiles. “Sure.” She gets up from the bed, his jism slowly running down the inside of one of her thighs. We go into the bathroom together and start the shower before getting inside. Though there’s no longer any chilling vibe between us, things are quiet. We don’t know what to say to each other after having such a powerful experience with the spy couple. There will be time to talk about everything later. I know we will need to have a more complete conversation about what has happened here.
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		Chapter Seven: Others in Need

		

		

		“We need to speak,” Dominique says as he pokes his head inside the door of our bedroom. Sara and I woke up a few minutes ago and got dressed in tee shirts and shorts.

		“Okay,” Sara replies as she walks over to where I’m standing near the doorway.

		The spy’s eyes look from one of us to the other before they settle upon me. “Eva has borrowed your car and will be back shortly. I hope that will be alright.”

		“Wait. She’s not here?” I look over at the nightstand where I keep the rental car’s keys. They’re gone. “You could have asked. We would have let you borrow it, Dominique,” I say with a smile. “But neither of you should be out in public, remember? It’s very risky.”

		He nods his head. “We have calculated the risks and decided that this would be best.”

		“What would be best?” Sara asks as she crosses her arms.

		“Eva has gone to pick up another pair of associates.”

		“Associates?”

		He nods his head. “They work for the same employer and are in the same situation we have found ourselves in.” Dominique looks nervously from my wife to me. “Please understand, we would not have offered to help if we didn’t think it was absolutely essential. They are in trouble and need to be extracted along with us, if possible.”

		“Two more spies?” Sara shakes her head. “What does this mean for us? I don’t want to go to prison for something the four of you have been up to, Dom. Please tell me she’s taking them somewhere else to hide them.”

		Dominique’s eyes focus on hers. “There’s nowhere else for them to go, I’m afraid. It’s here or into the waiting arms of the authorities.”

		“Fuck.” I sit down on the bed nearby as I feel myself get a little dizzy. “This is too dangerous. If Eva brings them here, what’s to guarantee that the people who are after them don’t follow her here?”

		“We have procedures,” he answers confidently.

		“Procedures? Those procedures didn’t stop our government from tracking you to Las Vegas, did they?” Sara makes a good point as she sits down on the bed beside me.

		Dominique sighs. “We have procedures to confuse our adversaries, and she’s using them with a high degree of confidence. The plan is to convince them that the other couple has gotten a hotel room in the city. That should give us plenty of time for our departure in a few days.”

		“How? If they’re watching the four of you, how do you leave the country, Dominique? It’s not like you can just hop on an airplane and fly away. They keep up with the manifests at the airports. Computers constantly search for wanted people.” I can see that he’s confident in his wife’s skills to do what she needs to do to keep the others safe, but I have my doubts. The FBI and other federal agencies that are constantly on the lookout for spies in our country are very adept at finding them. There are many instances of spies being captured in this country over the decades.

		“We have our means,” he replies. “Please don’t ask me the specifics, as it is much safer for you to not know at this time.” He looks to Sara and adds, “We realize this puts a greater burden on the two of you, but there isn’t much else we can do. Eva has to bring them here so that they can be extracted with us soon. Will you please allow us to bring them here?”

		Sara looks from Dominique to me, her eyes showing the amount of thought she’s putting into answering the question. There’s no doubt that she is the one who must approve this to happen. I have a say, of course, but Dominique appears to be confident that I would not turn down such a request.

		“If we do this, I want some assurances,” my wife begins as she looks at her latest lover.

		“Certainly,” he replies.

		“I want no more trips to Vegas in our car. That risks someone tracing the car back to us, and I don’t want to worry about that for the rest of our vacation.” Sara chuckles dryly while adding, “It’s not exactly what it was supposed to be, anyway, is it?”

		Dominique frowns and nods his understanding. “Please forgive us for intruding. We have caused a great imposition upon the two of you.”

		“Not really,” I answer. “There have definitely been some good times here between us recently.” I smirk, but as I look over at Sara, I can see she’s not in the mood for any humor right now.

		She sighs and turns her attention back to him. “They can stay, but no one else goes out to find others to extract. Do you agree?”

		Dominique nods his head. “We didn’t know they would come here until late last night when they reached out to us. It seems our employer asked them to make their way here and to contact us once they arrived. Had we known this was going to happen, we would have certainly worked on different arrangements. This is such a great imposition. I’m very sorry.” The spy’s thick accent is becoming even more prominent as he becomes comfortable around us. There must be a huge amount of commitment required mentally for someone trying to overcome their own accent in order to blend in with a foreign population. I can only imagine the depth of training he and Eva had to go through before coming to the United States.

		“It’s not an imposition,” Sara tells him. “I’m sorry if I seem a little tense about this, but you have to admit, it’s not exactly the sort of thing most people are asked to deal with while on their vacation.”

		“I would have to agree,” Dominique replies with a smile. “Still, we are fun, no?”

		A slight laugh makes its way out of my wife. “Yeah, we’ve had some fun.”

		“They won’t be any trouble. I promise.”

		“You mentioned earlier that they are a couple. Do you mean a couple like you and Eva?” I ask him.

		Dominique nods his head. “They are married and around our ages. Their jobs were like ours, so they did what they needed to do to collect the information asked of them. And no, before you ask, they did not spy on anything related to the military or the government. We are all in a much different business than that.”

		I raise an eyebrow. “Anything technological can be military or government related, Dom.”

		“You’re right. Anything could be tied to those things, but we are not belligerent spies. We aren’t even employed by someone with weak ties to this country.”

		“So, you’re not Russian?” I ask while raising an eyebrow.

		“I told you before they aren’t,” Sara interjects. “Eastern European.”

		“And that’s as much you need to know,” the spy tells us. “What we do is against the law here, and we could be arrested. However, those who direct us are not a threat to the United States militarily. We’ve been very helpful to your government in the past.” Dominique sounds as if he wants us to guess the correct country, but then again, he probably fears that we might find out and tell someone we shouldn’t. It probably is best if we leave things as they are at this moment. There are things in this world that are better left unsaid, and this is one of them. Where Eva, Dominique, and their friends are from really isn’t important to us.

		“Okay, then. They can come here, but I want it understood that there will be no more risk taking, okay?”

		“I promise,” Dominique tells my wife. “We will stay here until the day of extraction.”

		“Good.” Sara looks over at me. “Do you have anything else you want to add to that?”

		I shrug my shoulders. “Honey, I think you’ve covered everything. Dom and Eva are cool, and I’m sure their friends are as well.”

		“Colleagues,” he corrects me. “We have only met once before.”

		“At an international spy conference?” I joke.

		Dominique grins. “Ah, the famous ISC. Of course.” We all laugh as the tension in the air becomes a little less palpable. I’m thankful that Sara has agreed to allow the other couple to come stay with us. I’m not so certain Dominique and Eva would accept our refusal to allow this to happen, anyway. They are, after all, spies from another country. Whatever their targets have been while here, all four of them are probably dangerous to those who oppose them. By going along to get along, we could keep ourselves out of trouble with them. Besides, Eva is a beautiful woman. I would really like to see what her friend looks like when she gets here with her husband. If Sara knew my thoughts on this, I’m sure she would scold me to no end. So, I think I’ll keep this thought to myself for now.

		

	
		Chapter Eight: Lana and Fallon

		

		

		Sara and I look up as we hear the front door of the vacation rental home open. Eva walks in with two other people, a man and a woman, who are about our ages. We stand on our feet as she brings them toward us.

		“Dane and Sara, this is Lana and Fallon. I understand Dom has told you about them already.”

		I step forward and shake their hands. My wife does the same as I reply, “He’s filled us in.”

		“They’ve agreed to allow them to stay for now,” Dominique says from behind us.

		“We are so grateful for your hospitality,” Lana says as she smiles at me. “They were so close to capturing us.”

		“Who?” Sara asks.

		“The FBI,” the spy answers her immediately.

		“Lana,” Eva says while putting her hand on the other woman’s shoulder. “Dom and I have restricted what we’ve told them so far. It was the wishes of our employer.”

		Her eyes grow wide for a moment before she nods her understanding. “I thought they both worked for the same people we do.”

		“Not at all,” Eva answers. “I believe I made certain to explain that we met them at a bar and they obliged us. I don’t think I told you anything that would indicate they work for our employer.”

		“Of course, Eva,” the man says as he steps closer to us. “We were only confused. Please forgive us.”

		The one named Fallon is tall and handsome, his dark blue eyes and red-blond hair a striking feature that appears to get Sara’s attention. Lana is rather petite, with shoulder-length blonde hair and light brown eyes. I’m not sure that her hair color is natural, though that doesn’t really matter to me. She’s a beautiful woman and very striking as I make mental notes of what it would be like to see her lips wrapped tightly around my manhood. I wonder if Sara is thinking the same thing about Fallon, only with her lips on his pole?

		“Was it a long trip?” Dominique asks the two other spies.

		“Too long,” Lana answers as she looks at him. “There are too many eyes out there to travel freely. They followed us for at least three hundred miles.”

		“Even on the train?” She nods her head. “They’re persistent, I’ll give them that.”

		“Yes, very persistent.” Fallon’s eyes lock with Sara’s for a moment, and her face turns a light pink color. There it is. My wife is, in fact, smitten by the handsome spy. The thought of it makes me horny as my cock hardens inside my pants.

		“Please, come sit down,” I say to everyone as I turn and walk toward the living room. They all follow and our two new guests make themselves comfortable on the sofa. “Would you like anything to drink?” I ask as I watch the other two spies sit down on chairs nearby. “Maybe some white wine or even beer?”

		“Beer?” Fallon’s face seems to light up as he looks back at me.

		“It’s craft beer from a local place, if that’s alright,” I tell him. The spy nods his head and I turn to look at his wife.

		“I’ll take beer as well, if you have enough.”

		“There’s plenty,” Sara replies.

		“Maybe we should all enjoy some beer for now,” Eva chimes in. I nod my head and turn to go to the kitchen. Sara follows close behind me all the way to the refrigerator, where we keep the bottles.

		“Four of them,” she whispers as she helps me pull the bottles of beer from the fridge. “Four spies.”

		“I know,” I laugh softly.

		“And the FBI is after them. I’m sure the CIA is probably looking for them as well.” I turn to see a stern look on my love’s face.

		“They’ll be gone soon, honey. You’ve heard them say that more than once.”

		“But when?”

		“Wait a minute. Are you telling me you no longer want Dominique around? Last night seemed pretty definitive that you had a powerful attraction to him. I figured you might want another round with him.”

		My wife frowns at me as we each take three bottles of the beer to carry to the living room. “I just don’t want to end up in prison because of them. That’s all.”

		We walk back to where our guests are waiting and pass out the bottles. Though I’m not a beer aficionado of any sort, I enjoy occasionally sampling craft beers. Small breweries around the country can add a lot of character to their offerings and it makes for a real exploration of the local drink industry.

		“Nice and cold. Thank you,” Fallon says after having several sips. His eyes then turn to me and my wife beside me. “You should know, you are very safe here at this house. Those who are looking for us do not know we have left the city.”

		“That’s comforting,” Sara says with a grimace.

		“I’m sorry, Sara. I wish there was another option.” Eva smiles at her and attempts to show some empathy for what we are being asked to allow. Though she seems completely honest in her feelings for us, I doubt we have much choice in the matter. Their friends need a place to hide, and this is their best and probably the only option.

		My wife sighs. “I’m sorry, too. I guess I’m just a little on edge right now. It’s not every day that we’re asked to harbor spies in our home.”

		

		“Probably the last, though,” I joke as I attempt to lighten the mood a little. “Don’t worry about us. We’re just trying to adjust to all this.”

		“Absolutely,” Dominique says with a nod of his head. “You do not know how indebted we are to the both of you. Thank you, again.”

		“You’re very welcome.” I reach over and take Sara’s hand. “So, I guess you two do the same thing as Dominique and Eva as far as work is concerned?” The two new spies look at each other for a moment and I wonder what must be going through their minds.

		Lana is the first to answer. “Our mission...” Eva looks hard at her colleague and Lana backtracks. “Our job is to collect information from certain industries. Software, primarily.”

		“No military targets, though,” Fallon adds quickly. “Strictly commercial software.”

		“Yeah, that’s what Dominique and Eva have told us about their work,” I reply.

		“And we’re simply misunderstood,” Lana says. “There is really no harm to this country. They shouldn’t be so upset at us.”

		“Well, they have their reasons,” her husband jokes. “We are talented people, you see. We intend no harm toward the United States of America.”

		“Then tell them that,” Sara retorts. There’s still some level of worry in her voice as she challenges them a little. “Tell the FBI that you just have sex with company executives to get them to talk to you. Maybe they would lay off you at that point.”

		Eva chuckles. “That would be an idea. However, I’m afraid that they think we are much worse than we really are. We don’t have time to be detained until our employer can free us from prison.”

		“Of course not,” I say as I squeeze my wife’s hand. Sara needs to chill out a little to keep from pushing these spies too far. Who knows what they have really been up to? I’m sure it’s more than just getting a few bits of information here and there from software and other technology companies. There have likely been many federal laws broken in their endeavors, whether their employer is friendly with the United States or not.

		“So, how much longer do you have this house?” Lana asks.

		“Three more days,” I answer. “We leave on Thursday.”

		She nods her head. “Then we will need to make plans for the extraction soon.”

		“Already made,” Dominique tells them. “They will arrive Thursday morning.”

		“But, how? The airports will be watched by government agents,” Fallon replies. “We don’t have a friend in the airport here. At least, that’s what I’ve been told by our employer.”

		“Don’t worry. We will leave on Thursday morning before Sara and Dane must turn in the keys for this house. I have set everything into motion and that is the best day for the move. There are those who are working around the clock to make this happen.”

		“Good.” Fallon smiles and sits back in his seat before he has another sip of beer in his hand.

		“What then?” I ask. “We won’t see you again?”

		Eva smiles. “Dane, are you becoming sentimental about us already?” We all laugh, but she knows exactly what I mean. “Actually, we will probably not see you again. Our work here has ended in this country now that there are those who would like to take us into custody.”

		“But you’ll have to go to work elsewhere?” Sara asks.

		Dominique nods his head as he puts his bottle of beer down on the coffee table in front of him. “After a few months of retraining, yes. There are jobs elsewhere for all of us.”

		“And we are constantly working,” Lana adds. “All is for our...employer.”

		“Okay.” I watch the exchange of looks between the two female spies. “So, what until then?”

		“Until then?” Eva raises an eyebrow as she tells me, “We could do what we did last night, right? That was a lot of fun.”

		My face turns red as I look at the beautiful woman and her husband. I also can’t help but allow my eyes to turn toward Lana. She, too, is a woman of great beauty. It would be a lot of fun to enjoy her in much the same way I was able to enjoy Eva. I’m uncertain Sara would be so happy about that, though.

		“You all four did that for work, right?” Sara asks. There are a variety of nods from our guests. “I don’t know that I could do that.”

		“Ah, but couldn’t you?” Dominique posits. “You seemed very at ease with what happened between us last night, Sara. Don’t you think you could do the same with another man? Especially if there was an attraction between the two of you?”

		The question causes my wife to blush intensely. “I...I don’t know.” Her blue eyes turn to me as if she wants me to answer for her.

		“What happened was fun, sure, but it wasn’t a job. I think what Sara means is that she doesn’t know whether she could do it as a job for an employer such as yours.”

		“That’s understandable,” Fallon comments softly. His eyes study Sara as she looks away from him. The attraction between the two of them is very palpable. “Those trained in our line of work must be willing to give of themselves, no matter what. The person we are with might not be the most attractive or someone we want to get to know, but we learn to give in to our desires even if it’s with someone who will never connect with us on a deeper level. It’s a part of the job. You learn to do it and to do it well.”

		“With lots of practice,” Eva says with a laugh. “And we have had a great deal of practice before being put on assignment.”

		“Yeah, I figure that’s necessary.” I look at Sara. “Thursday morning, we will all go back to what we know. You and I will go back to our own work back home.”

		“What is your work?” Lana asks.

		I turn to look at her. “I’m an industrial electrical engineer, and Sara is a college professor.”

		“A professor? How fascinating! Which subject?”

		Sara smiles. “English and Latin.”

		“Both?” Lana nods her head excitedly. “I majored in the English language as well while in university.”

		“What, you didn’t want to take engineering courses?” I chuckle.

		Lana shakes her head. “Math is too far out of my reach. I leave such things to Fallon when I need help with math.”

		I turn to look at him. “What degree did you graduate with?”

		Fallon sighs. “A computer science degree,” he admits, though I feel that he’s told us more than he really should have. “It’s helpful in my line of work.”

		“I’ll bet.”

		If it weren’t for the fact that we’ve met them while on the run, the two couples sitting in our living room with us could have become lifelong friends. I could see them being close neighbors on a quiet street back home. Oh, how I wish that was the case! Eva’s considerable oral skills and the way she enjoys being fucked from behind would be nice to experience once in a while. Unfortunately, they will all be leaving soon, and that saddens me a little. Sure, my wife and I need to get on with our lives together, but we will both miss what we’ve had here with Eva and Dominique.

		“Are you tired?” I ask the new couple.

		Fallon nods. “Exhausted. We’ve been up since two o’clock this morning and constantly on the move.”

		“We have another bedroom, though the bed is only a twin size. However, I think there’s a sleeping cot or two in the garage.”

		“Thank you very much for your hospitality,” Lana replies. “You are both very kind to allow us to stay for now.”

		“It’s no problem.” I’m surprised to hear Sara say this after being a little apprehensive about the whole thing earlier. She has likely come to the same conclusion as me. This is going to happen whether we like it or not.

		“Thank you.” Looking at their colleagues, Fallon tells them, “Lana and I will retire for some rest, then. We will talk to you later.”

		“Yes, we will,” Eva answers. They all stand and the spies embrace each other before Lana and Fallon follow Sara to see their bedroom. I stay behind and watch as Dominique and Eva talk quietly at the other end of the living room. Though there’s no way for me to know what they are saying, I can tell it has something to do with me and my wife. Hopefully, their conversation is friendly and not something that I will come to be concerned about as the afternoon and evening arrive.

		

	
		Chapter Nine: A Deep Connection

		

		

		“I was hoping we could have waffles again,” Eva says with a smile as I hand her a plate of them fresh from the waffle iron.

		“It seems like a good day to have them,” I reply. “And there’s juice on the table already.”

		“Thank you.” Eva walks to the table and sits down beside her husband. They begin eating as I turn and look at Sara.

		“Are you alright?” I ask.

		She nods her head. “I’m fine. Getting a little more sleep last night helped me a lot.”

		“Yeah, I was pretty tired, too. We’ll be gone in a couple of days, and this will all be a distant memory at that point.”

		Sara reaches for a plate and retrieves a waffle for herself. “Some parts of it have been okay, but I’m worried about the FBI being involved in all this. You know there are probably other government agencies coming after them as well.”

		“I know.” Taking a moment, I look at the two spies at the dining room table. “I’ll miss them a little, though.”

		“Me too,” my wife admits. She carries her plate to the table as I finish cooking the rest of the waffles. I’m sure our other guests will want some once they get up from bed. I don’t have to wait long for them to arrive, and I’m stunned at what I see as they walk in.

		“Good morning,” Fallon says to us as he walks over to the table where the others are eating.

		“Fallon,” I say while nodding toward him. “Um, you forgot your clothes.” The man is completely nude, his uncircumcised cock hanging over his balls. Shaved all over, the muscular man’s fitness is apparent to everyone in the dining room.

		“That was a lovely sleep,” Lana says as she approaches her husband. She, too, is nude and hairless all over her soft, petite body.

		“Fuck,” I mutter as I look from her to Sara. Her eyes are firmly affixed on Fallon as I turn my attention back to his wife.

		Dominique chuckles. “There are different standards here,” he tells the other two spies. “Clothing is not really an option.”

		Fallon’s expression changes. “Wait. Do you mean to say that you don’t do this as well?”

		Lana laughs. “Well, we have many times, but I don’t believe Sara and Dane are used to this sort of thing. So, we normally get up and put our clothes on before leaving the bedroom.”

		“Oh, dear,” Lana says while blushing. “I’m so sorry.”

		“No, don’t be,” I blurt out. “It’s okay, really.” My cock swells as I look at her beautiful face and shoulder-length hair. Her breasts, a little more than a B-cup in size, have perky pink nipples that stand straight out in the cool air of the dining room. Her soft cleft between her legs looks entirely inviting, as I allow myself to steal a few looks at it. I shouldn’t be so obvious, but I can’t help myself. Lana is a sexy woman. Sexier than most others I have seen.

		Lana smiles. “I understand Eva has already sampled you, Dane?” She walks toward me, her petite body practically floating. As the spy gets close to me, she suddenly notices the bulge in the front of my shorts. Reaching out, she gently cups my hardness with her hands.

		“Um...waffle?” I ask.

		Lana continues to massage my cock through the thin fabric of my shorts. “You’re a big boy, aren’t you?” She giggles a little as she pulls the waistband of my shorts back so that she can see my fleshy manhood just inside. “You are a very nice size, Dane.” Her small hand slips inside and she grabs my hard pole directly. I pre-cum a little as she pulls on it.

		“Oh, shit,” I moan.

		“You weren’t supposed to tell him I told you about that, Lana,” Eva gently chides her colleague.

		“But I can’t help myself.” She gets closer to me and kisses my neck as her other hand pulls at my shorts. She takes almost no time to have complete access to my cock as she rubs the tip against her soft belly. “I like guys with no foreskin,” she tells me with a giggle.

		“Honestly, my love?” Fallon laughs. “It wasn’t a thing where I was born.”

		“You’re lovely too, my darling,” she tells him without looking over at him. “There’s something very exotic about having an unsheathed head at all times, though.”

		“And he tastes different,” Eva says with a smirk. “He eats a lot of citrus fruit.”

		“Really?” Lana winks at me as she goes to her knees and takes my cock into her mouth. I buck a little as I feel her tongue gently move around the dark red head of my erect phallus. She takes her time licking it in the same way that some would lick a large sucker. Taking a quick breath, I look over at where my wife is sitting to see what she thinks of all this.

		“Touch it,” Fallon dares my wife as he rubs his hardness in front of her. He pulls back his foreskin and shows off his enormous cock’s head. “All you have to do is touch it.” He moves closer and waits. Sara soon reaches out and takes it in her hand. She moves her small hands up and down his stalk, causing him to quake a little. The other man likes the feeling of my wife’s soft skin on his pecker. Sara is good at what she does, too. Whether she gives a man a blow job or a hand job, he will come.

		“Fucking hell,” I moan as Lana finally takes the entirety of my shaft into her mouth. I feel it settle far back inside her throat as she gets as much of me into her mouth as she can.

		

		Eva and Dominique are not to be left out of the fun this morning. They strip their clothes off around the table and Dominique leans Eva over the long island in front of me. Her eyes focus on me as he pushes his cock into her ass and begins to fuck her.

		“Dom, you fucking sadist,” she growls at him. A wicked grin crosses her face as his balls slap hard against her. I get the feeling that the two of them are no strangers to very physical, even painful, sex with each other.

		Lana’s hands massage my balls as she sucks hard on me. “I’ll come soon,” I tell her. “Holy shit, you’re going to get a mouthful.”

		She suddenly pulls back from my cock. “No, not this way, Dane.”

		“Don’t you want to taste his semen?” Eva asks as her husband pounds her ass hard.

		“Not yet.” Lana hops onto the bar next to her colleague and spreads her legs. Her pussy blossoms like a flower, hot pink colors exploding from inside her soft folds. I can’t help but want to put my cock inside her. Moving closer, I push my cock against her swollen clit and toy with it before sliding my beefy meat into her damp love chamber.

		“Oh, fuck, you’re tight,” I tell her as I thrust. “So fucking tight.” I bend forward and take one of her perky nipples into my mouth. As I suck and nibble at it, Lana puts her fingers into my hair and pulls me to her. The smell of jasmine perfume turns me on even more as I move my lips to her neck and kiss it. Her skin is so soft that I feel incredibly drawn to her. It is likely this same characteristic that has made her so special to her so-called employer. Any man would spill not only his seed, but any secrets he might have to this beautiful woman.

		“There,” Fallon says as he pulls my wife’s head toward him. He gags her a little as his long cock lodges into the back of her throat. Though Sara isn’t the best at deep throating a man, she appears to be holding her own as he grips her hair tightly in his hands and pulls her toward him.

		“Uttt...” Sara gags a little, and Fallon backs off for a moment. She continues sucking on him as his abdominal muscles ripple before her.

		“I’m coming, my love,” Dominique tells his wife as he begins to spurt into her ass. “Ohhhh...” He grips her hips tightly and pulls her hard to him as he fills her with his spunk. “Gahhhh...” His face is red as he finishes inside her and then pulls out, slapping her ass along the way.

		“Come inside me. I’m close, Dane,” Lana tells me in a whisper. I nod my head and go to suck on her other nipple this time. Her soft vagina flexes around my hardness as she becomes wetter. This experience is even better than my time with Eva, though I would never tell her as much. I bite my lower lip as I feel myself getting very close to orgasm.

		Suddenly, I feel a hand on my shoulder. It’s Eva. She’s come to have a little fun as well. She sits up on the bar beside Lana and opens her legs to play with herself. Her fingers massage her wet snapper as she pays particular attention to her clitoris. I bend toward her and take her nipple into my mouth and her body shudders.

		“Dane, I...” Eva’s pussy spurts a little as she comes. “Dane...OHHHH!!!” She shoves her fingers into her wet hole and moves them in and out of it quickly as she orgasms. “UHHHHHH!!! DANE!!!!” Hearing my name from her lips excites me as I nibble on her breast.

		“Ohhhh...” I turn my attention to Lana as I start coming inside her. NAHHHH!!! Ohhhh...ohhhh...uhhhh...” Pushing her legs back, I empty my balls as deep inside her as possible. “Fuck...FUCK!!!” The smell of sex in the kitchen and dining room is intense as Lana also begins to orgasm, her tight pussy undulating with each thrust of my shaft into it. Three of us coming together on the bar countertop is something that has probably not been done before in this rental home.

		“ACK!!!” I look over at my wife and can tell that Fallon is releasing into her mouth. She gags a few times, his thick gravy flooding the back of her throat, but Sara is able to get it all down without spitting any of it out.

		Fallon, finally satisfied, backs away from my wife after he’s finished with her. We all look at each other as we consider what has just happened between us. Whatever someone might call this, it was definitely a swinging orgy of some sort. Of course, there are four people here who might be considered professionals in this regard, but Sara and I were able to hold our own with them. There was a genuine passion here as well, and I have to question whether it is often present in their actual work.

		“This differed from what I have experienced before,” Lana says with a smile as she looks at me. “Would you like to come with us when we leave on Thursday morning, Dane? I could use a minor distraction now and again.”

		“Uh, no,” Sara says, as she wipes her face with a napkin from the table. “You can borrow him while you’re here, but he’s my husband full-time.”

		Fallon laughs. “You are both wonderful. The two of you would make very good associates with our employer if you had a little training. If you would be interested, I’m sure we could arrange positions for you both.”

		I’m surprised at such an offer from the spy. Would Sara and I actually be able to do what they do? We’re not spies, at least not in our personalities. On the contrary, we might be a little too law-abiding for their liking. It would be difficult for either of us to go into another country to steal someone else’s work.

		“They are happy with what they do already,” Eva observes. “However, they are a very nice distraction, Lana. I would have to agree with that assessment.” We all have a good laugh at this as Eva and Lana hop down from the bar countertop. They leave the kitchen and go back toward the bedrooms. They are probably going to clean themselves up in the shower. We all soon separate as I take Sara to the master bedroom. The two of us need a quick shower together as we decompress from what we’ve just done. The morning has been a surprising one for the two of us, especially with the addition of two more spies to the mix.

		

	
		Chapter Ten: Difficult Goodbyes

		

		

		“This is the location,” Dominique announces as we reach a spot about a quarter-mile away from the rental house where we’ve been staying. “They should be here in the next few minutes.”

		The spies walk closer to us as they smile. Eva appears to have a few tears in her eyes as she looks at Sara and takes her hand. “Thank you so much for all you have done for us. The two of you have helped us more than we can ever repay you.” She embraces my wife and then comes over to me. We hug and I make note of the floral scent she’s wearing today.

		I’m going to miss all of them, but especially Dominique and Lana once they go. They were brave enough to approach us in the hotel bar that night and we were willing to give them somewhere to stay for a few days. There was a considerable level of trust on both sides in order for all of us to come together the way we have. Whatever country they are spying for, I feel a kinship and a closeness to them that will not soon be forgotten. They are very near to our hearts now, even if the intense pleasures we pursued together were simply physical.

		“Thank you,” Dominique says to me before shaking my hand. Fallon does the same and Lana hugs me sweetly as well. Sara’s eyes also begin to fill with water as we all fight back our emotions.

		Realizing where we are at, I look around before pointing out, “There are no roads here, Dom. I don’t know what sort of cars your friends are driving, but they had better be coming with four-wheel-drive vehicles if they expect to get out of here without getting stuck on a rock or in the sand.”

		He smiles at me as he replies, “They are bringing something that will get here easily and then leave with us just as easily. I can assure you of that.”

		Eva looks over to me. “We will be out of the country soon, but our ride will take us to Arizona first to make certain our pursuers have lost the trail. There have been arrangements made there for a private jet to take us to Mexico after that before we board another airplane for our homeland.”

		“And just which homeland is that?” Sara asks with a smirk on her face. “I know you’re not Russian, but maybe you’re all Hungarian? Or even Romanian?” This question has bothered my sweet wife for the entire time that they have been staying with us. She can hear the European accents in their voices, as I can now, and she truly wants to know from where they have come.

		“You’re close enough,” Fallon says to her with a smile. “I think we should leave it at that for now, if you don’t mind.”

		“Right.” Sara shakes her head. “We really have had a great time with the four of you, no matter how uptight I might have gotten. I try not to be that way, but sometimes it just comes out of me.”

		“Uptight? You?” I wink at my wife as I put my arm around her.

		“You have been very hospitable to all of us,” Lana tells her. “Both you and your very tasty husband.” This comment causes me to blush deeply.

		Though Lana didn’t taste my semen the first time in the dining room, she gave me a thorough blow job later in the day and I exploded into her mouth. She admitted to Eva later that my spunk tastes different because of my heavy citrus affinity. It’s not an unpleasant taste, or so she has told me. In fact, it’s a sweeter mouthful of manly gravy than what either of them has had before with other men. Had I known that eating lots of citrus would sweeten my jism that way while I was in college, I would have been going through a bag of oranges every week. Maybe that would have gotten me a little more head back then.

		“You know, you could still come with us if you like,” Fallon says as he walks up to my wife. “The two of you are welcome to move with us. We’ve told our employer how helpful you have been, and they have agreed that you would make valuable assets to employ. They would be happy to train you for work.”

		I shake my head. “Thank you for the offer, but I think Sara and I need to go back home and live our own lives. We’ve had a great time with all four of you, but we aren’t spy material. We’re engineer and college professor material.”

		“Or so you think.” Eva winks at me before walking over and giving me a kiss on the cheek. We all then embrace and kiss each other again as the sound of something distant breaks the quiet stillness of the desert air.

		“Here, put these into your ears,” Dominique tells us as he hands out several pink earplugs. Sara and I are both confused, but we take the earplugs into our hands. “It would be best to avert your face and close your eyes and mouths when they come in for a landing. There’s a lot of sand and dust around here. It will all be swirling around and getting into everything.”

		“Come in for a landing?” I don’t get a response from any of the spies with us before a white helicopter appears in the distance. It circles around us as Dominique drops a small smoke bomb onto a flat spot on the ground to guide the helicopter in. We do as instructed previously, putting our ear plugs in our ears and looking away as they come in for a landing. The wind from the rotating blades is intense as we wait for the helicopter to make its way to the ground.

		“Thank you again!” Eva shouts at us before leaving. She hands me a small slip of paper and kisses me on the cheek again before turning to follow her husband Dominique to the helicopter. Lana and Fallon say their goodbyes to us again as they move toward the helicopter as well. We watch as they board one at a time and then the doors close behind them. I pull my wife close to me as they lift into the air and then fly toward the south quickly as the helicopter clears the desert shrubbery nearby.

		“Holy shit,” I say as the dust clears and I pull the earplugs from my ears. “I can’t believe they had a helicopter come to get them this morning. How fucking wild!”

		Sara laughs. “It doesn’t surprise me in the least, Dane. They’re spies, after all. They have the resources of their employer at their disposal.” We laugh together as we stand and watch the sun rising even higher into the morning sky.

		We soon turn and begin walking back toward the house. It feels like a shorter walk than before as the sun begins to heat up the desert ground around us. We need to collect our things and pack the car so that we can get to the airport and turn in the car before boarding our plane.

		Once we get back inside the house, I pull the slip of paper Eva gave me out of my pants pocket. I open it up to find a phone number inside. “Hey, look at this,” I say to my wife as I wave the small paper in her direction. She walks over and looks down to see the phone number scribbled on it.

		“I’ll bet it’s a phone number from eastern Europe somewhere, Dane.” Sara turns her eyes to look at me. “This could verify what we’ve been thinking the whole time.”

		“Or it could be a throwaway cell phone number from somewhere else other than any of those countries we’ve guessed,” I offer with a smirk.

		“Maybe. What do you think they meant by giving this to you?”

		Shrugging my shoulders, I tell her, “Eva handed it to me before she got on the helicopter. Maybe she wants me to call her up and come see her for a little more fun?” I allow a mischievous smile to fill my face as I look into Sara’s beautiful eyes. It’s great fun to play around with her this way. I do it quite frequently back home, and I’m feeling friskier than ever now that I know we have friends in high places in some other country.

		“Or maybe she wants the two of us to come see them?” Sara smiles while looking at me and shaking her head.

		“Sure. You heard them before, right? They wanted us to come with them anyway, so this is just an invitation to at least visit them. I think it would be fun to see them in their own country. We should talk about making a trip there the next time we have some vacation time between the two of us, honey.”

		“But where are they actually going to be?” Sara asks as she looks at the phone number on the slip of paper. It’s obviously a foreign phone number with a different arrangement of numbers than what we see in America. “I’ll get my cell phone and do a quick search online to see where it’s from.” My wife turns and goes to the bedroom to retrieve her cell phone. We left them behind at the house because of the secrecy of the extraction that occurred this morning. Dominique told us that the FBI could trace all phone signals to the desert, so it would be best to leave them behind so that they would be unable to pinpoint our location before they could take off. The four spies even destroyed their own disposable cell phones a couple of days ago to ensure as much security as possible on this day.

		My wife soon returns with her cell phone. “Let me see the number so I can look up where it’s from, Dane.” I hand the paper over to her and she pulls up a Google search window on her phone’s screen. After typing in the phone number from the sheet of paper, her eyes widen and her lips part. Sara turns the phone toward me and shows me the result of the internet search. My heart jumps as a smile suddenly forms on my face and goosebumps run up the length of my back.

		“I’ll be a son-of-a-bitch,” I say with a chuckle. “I would have never guessed.”

		THE END
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