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		Prologue

		

	
		The Set Up

		

		“Hey, stranger, how are you handling all of this?” Collier casually asked her husband in a low whisper, a mischievous little smile flickering across her face. She leaned across the bar right next to him, reaching for the drink the bartender had just made for her.

		“I thought the whole idea tonight was to pretend we didn’t know each other?” Jimmy Diamond whispered back to his beautiful young wife of two years.

		“I’m just a girl getting up to buy herself a drink and flirt with a hot guy at the bar while she does it,” Collier answered back, smiling at him in way that was, indeed, flirty. “At least that’s what it looks like to everyone else in this room right now, should they happen to glance our way.”

		Jimmy grinned at her and nodded that he understood. She leaned just a hair closer and whispered, “So, did Andy fill you in on the rules of the little game he and Darla play?”

		“Yeah, pretty much,” Jimmy said, taking a sip of his scotch and soda, “it doesn’t seem that complicated.”

		Collier’s face went serious for a second, the flirty act gone. Her eyes still alive with excitement, but with more than a trace of worry suddenly showing in those brown orbs as well, she said quietly, “And you’re okay with trying this, just for a little while, to see if we like it…if it could be fun for us, too?”

		Jimmy hesitated. The look of hopeful expectation on his wife’s face told him all he needed to know.

		Collier really wanted to play this silly game; that much was clear. If he said that the whole idea of doing this made him uncomfortable as hell--sitting here calmly at the bar, shooting the bull with Andy while she and Andy’s wife, Darla, sat across the big room in a booth, giving the impression that they were two hot young things out on the town on a Friday night--Collier was going to be disappointed.

		Jimmy loved his wife very much. He hated to do anything that made her sad or disappointed her.

		But could he really do this, just to please her? Could he sit here, feigning disinterest, but watching while a bunch of horny young guys came up to their booth and asked the girls to dance, bought them drinks, sat down and chatted them up…clearly with an eye toward scoring with them?

		When he’d first entered the club half an hour ago, he’d spotted Andy sitting by himself at the bar, and had sat down beside him. At that point, he’d had no inkling about where this evening was headed. It had been just a normal, Friday night get-together at a dance club, after work, between four old friends.

		Collier had called him at his desk this morning and told him that she wanted to meet the Long’s, Andy and Darla, after work for a drink, perhaps some dancing, and a late-night supper together somewhere. She’d added that she had to work late tonight, and that she probably wouldn’t get off until after seven, maybe as late as seven-thirty.

		He’d laughed and told her that late sounded fine him, since he was buried under a pile of paperwork. They’d agreed to meet at seven-thirty or thereabouts, at this club.

		Jimmy had arrived at a quarter to eight, seen Andy at the bar, and had joined him. And then it had started; that was when the evening had taken a sharp turn into Bizzaroland.

		They’d downed a quick scotch and soda each and ordered a refill. Andy had said to Jimmy, “When the girls get here, don’t wave or anything, okay? Don’t even let on like you know them.”

		Puzzled, Jimmy had replied, “Why not?”

		Andy had shot him a look filled with embarrassment and said quietly to his old college roommate, “Listen, man, Darla and I have this little…game we like to play, once in a while. I come into a place like this before she does, get a seat at the bar where I can watch what’s going on in the rest of the club, and then she comes in five minutes or so later and gets a table or booth by herself.”

		Jimmy hadn’t known what to say to that bit of unusual behavior, so he’d remained silent. Andy had quickly explained, “We pretend not to be together, or to even know each other.”

		His eyebrows rising slightly at that unexpected development, Jimmy had asked, “What the fuck for, dude?”

		“That’s the game,” Andy had answered with a shrug. “Darla plays a wife out on the town, you know, kind of on a girl’s night out or something. She keeps her wedding ring on but she sits by herself and all of these guys come up to her table and ask her to dance, or buy her a drink and sit down and chat—trying to pick her up, see?”

		Jimmy’s eyebrows hadn’t just risen at that bit of news. They’d headed for the stratosphere!

		He’d leaned closer to Andy and demanded, “And you just sit there and watch all of that shit going on? Why? What’s the deal?”

		Andy Long had again looked super-embarrassed when his old friend had asked that question. He’d cleared his throat and said, in a soft voice meant not to be overheard by the other patrons sitting at the bar—which was getting busier by the minute on a Friday night, “It’s kinda’ hot, okay, watching Darla play with the dudes who come sniffing around her, trolling for pussy? It’s actually funny, sometimes. The look on their faces when she gives them the final shut-down and sends them on their way is priceless. They suddenly realize that they’ve just wasted four or five dances, probably twenty bucks in drinks, and a big part of their evening hitting on her, and they’re not going to get even a handjob for their trouble.”

		Now, that had sounded kind funny to Jimmy, in a cruel, ‘gotcha’-you-fucking-horndoggie’ sort of way, and he’d smiled. Relieved at his reaction, Andy had quickly gone on to add, “And then I go up to Darla, and we dance a little and maybe make out a bit—while all of her rejected pick-up artists watch, all of them wondering what the fuck it is that I’ve got that they didn’t have—and then I make a big show of leaving with her on my arm. Once we’re out of the place, we head for home, where we fuck like a couple of crazed high school kids.”

		Jimmy’s eyes had gone wide as he’d envisioned that. Darla was almost the exact opposite in body type and coloring from Collier, Jimmy’s wife. Darla was a tall, leggy, big-breasted blonde, who was oh, so gorgeous.

		Collier, on the other hand, was short, with an ample but not huge chest, and was equally beautiful in a totally different way. Her stunningly pretty face featured golden brown skin and dark, liquid- brown eyes. She wore her wavy, raven-dark locks long, half way down to her waist, had legs that were short but perfect, and an ass to die for.

		The mental image he’d gotten from Andy’s description of he and Darla fucking like a pair of rabbits had sent a twitch through Jimmy’s groin—there was no denying that.

		Darla Long was hot, sexy, and a natural tease; she always had been. The picture that sprang to Jimmy’s mind, of her fucking like a sex-crazed nymphomaniac, beneath a rutting Andy, was provocative as hell.

		“You both really get off on this, then, right?” Jimmy had pressed.

		“Ain’t nothing like it, bro,” Andy had replied smugly. “Picking up the hottest chick in the bar, taking her home, and fucking her all night long? It’s like being back in college, on your best night, ever, man!”

		Jimmy’s smile had grown larger at that thought. He’d added, “Yeah, except in this case, you know you’re going to get lucky ahead of time, right?”

		“Right,” Andy had said, nodding agreement, his own smile growing huge, “the other schmucks in the bar don’t have a clue that they’re being gamed. You and your wife are the only ones who know the real score…it’s a fucking blast, man. Darla and I do it once or twice a month.”

		When Jimmy had nodded back, Andy--a very self-satisfied little grin on his face as he did so--had finished with, “And the sex is unreal. The fantasy extends into the bedroom, man. It’s like you’re the stud who just managed to pick up the girl everyone else in the place had been drooling over all night, and then you get to fuck her.”

		He paused a moment and then observed, “And it’s terrific for Darla, too. She gets to fantasize about being the hot girl that everyone wants, while she’s getting her lights fucked out by the guy she finally chose after being fawned over and catered to and chased by every horny young dude in the place. It’s explosive sex, man! We fuck like it’s our first date, and we’re both eighteen years old again!”

		

		****

		

		Jimmy now looked over at his wife, remembering that earlier conversation with Andy, and made up his mind to play along, at least for at little while. He grinned confidently at her and--slipping into his role as a stranger eyeing a potential hook-up candidate--whispered, “Enjoy the drink, ma’am. Here, why don’t you let me put that on my tab? You’re a real babe, maybe we could have a dance together in a little while, ‘ya think?”

		“You’re a cutie,” Collier replied, easing back into the role of a flirty, naughty wife out on the town, “that sounds great. I’ll definitely save a dance for you tonight, handsome. Thanks for the cocktail.”

		She picked up her drink and headed back to the booth she was sharing with Darla, who had a very hunky young guy leaning toward her, both hands on the table top, smiling down at her and obviously using his wittiest line of patter in an attempt to charm the tall blonde bombshell into letting him sit with her. Jimmy smiled, noting how Collier was really working that cute little ass of hers tonight as she walked across the club, exaggerating her normal sexy gate just a bit, rolling those perfect little hips a bit more than usual.

		His grin broadened. This was shaping up to be some night!

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		Discovery

		

		“You’re kidding me, right,” Collier Diamond said to her friend, Darla, “you and Andy?”

		She shook her long black mane of hair in disbelief and speared another fork full of salad. Chewing it quickly and swallowing, she went on to say, “You and square, non-hip, solid guy, never-take-a-chance-in-his-life Andy, do this kind of kinky stuff all the time?”

		It was the Monday before what turned out to be the start of The Game, for Jimmy and Collier. She and Darla were having lunch at the Black Orchid, a trendy restaurant a few blocks down the street from the building both she and Darla worked in. And Darla had—over a couple of Chef’s Salads and two glasses of a good Chardonnay—explained to Collier the exotic new, highly-erotic little hobby that she and husband Andy had taken up together.

		“It’s called Wife-Watching,” Darla said. “Lots of people are doing it. I don’t know what the big deal is…it’s fucking harmless fun.”

		She grinned at her old friend from her high school and college years and went on to add, “And, babe, the sex—the fucking sex Andy and I have after my spending the night flirting with a bunch of other hot guys? It’s frigging amazing, let me clue you.”

		Collier thought about that. She loved Jimmy, her husband, madly.

		That’s why she’d married him halfway through their senior year in college. Most of her friends, Darla included, had counseled her to wait until she graduated; to stay single for a year or two and just continue to date Jimmy until she was sure.

		But Collier had wanted him. She’d wanted her sweet, handsome, oh, so cool Jimmy more than anything, and she’d been damned if she was going to hold off on getting him.

		He’d asked, and she’d said yes. “Being single” and “waiting around for a year” were two concepts that could go fuck themselves, as far as the head-strong Collier Nye had been concerned.

		But even though she would have classified her marriage as a total success, had you asked her, there had been several nights of late, when she and Jimmy had been out dancing and she’d found herself sort of glancing over wistfully at a table full of girls about her age.

		They’d all single and laughing and being hit upon constantly by an endless stream of guys. She’d wished sometimes that she’d had the opportunity to enjoy just a few more nights like that, of girls-out-on-the-town fun, before getting married and settling down.

		Because, once you were married, those kinds of evening were gone forever. In her experience, married girls who sneaked out behind their husband’s backs to indulge in that sort of cheating behavior soon found themselves recently-divorced girls!

		Or at least that was what Collier had thought until this very minute. Now, with what Darla was telling her, maybe that wasn’t strictly true any more?

		“And you and Andy are still okay, marriage-wise, after experimenting around with this Wife-Watching stuff for a couple of months?” she turned and asked Darla, not even bothering to try and hide the rising excitement in her voice.

		Darla beamed. “More that okay, honey, we’re way more than okay.”

		She leaned in conspiratorially and whispered, “Sexually, we’d really slowed down in the last few months, before we got into this, you know?”

		Collier just stared at her, not having suspected that at all. But then, if she was being honest with herself, she had never really seen the big attraction between the vivacious, overtly-sexy, showgirl-pretty Darla and Mr. Unexcitement himself, Andy Long, in the first place.

		She’d been shocked when they’d started to date seriously, back in college, after she’d introduced the two of them. Collier had been hot and heavy with Jimmy for a month or two by then, during her junior year.

		And so it hadn’t seemed like any big deal, at the time, introducing Jimmy’s tall, beefy, blond-haired roomie—who’d always seemed like the quintessential “nice-guy” to Collier but little more than that—to her roommate, Darla. When the two had, against all odds, in Collier’s opinion, hit it off, she’d been both amused and incredibly surprised.

		Now, Darla whispering again, to keep other diners at nearby tables from overhearing her, “We were only doing it, like, three times a month, maybe. I was really beginning to feel like an old married lady—and way before my time, you know what I’m saying?”

		Collier nodded. She and Jimmy’s sex life hadn’t slipped down to those disappointing numbers yet, but she had to admit, the sizzling sex she and her cute hubby had enjoyed four or five times a week when they’d been dating and when they’d first tied the knot seemed to be slowly morphing into something else.

		Jimmy and I still fuck a lot, but it’s not like it used to be, was her thought. Sometimes now, it’s like we do it because one of us sort of expects it and the other one just goes along for the ride. It’s not awful, by any means, but it’s not scintillating all the time any more, the way it used to be when we just couldn’t seem to keep our hands off each other.

		“Yeah, I see where you’re coming from,” she finally told her old friend non-committally, not exactly admitting to stale sex with her Jimmy, but not really denying it either.

		Darla winked at her. “Well, nowadays, our bed’s on fire again, girlfriend! My Andy really nails me with that big old dick of his, at least three or four times a week!”

		She giggled and had another sip of her wine before adding, “I mean, half the time, we’re in bed and teasing each other back and forth when that happens, sort of egging each other on, but when it does happen, he really fucking gives it to me…just like he used to when we first got together.”

		A little thrill shot through Collier. She desperately wanted to know what the other couple’s banter consisted of; what was it, exactly, that sparked this new, hotter variety of sex between them?

		Maybe it was the wine she’d had with lunch. Maybe it was a chord being struck within her own psyche—sex with Jimmy was still good, but it truthfully wasn’t what she’d call great any more—but something gave Collier the courage just then to whisper back, “What, exactly, do you guys say to each other, that makes it so hot?”

		Darla laughed. She leaned in very close, whispering right in Collier’s ear, “I tell him how sexy one of the guys I danced with the last time we went out Wife-Watching was. And I mention to Andy, while he’s fucking me, just how much that other guy wanted to do the same thing to me that Andy’s doing right at that moment!”

		“Really,” Collier murmured, her eyes going wide, “and that turns him on, thinking of some other guy fucking you…of you letting him?”

		“Oh, yeah,” Darla said, “he just loves to imagine me going further than I do with those other guys, not just rubbing up against them when we’re dancing and occasionally letting one of the really handsome, really hot ones mack on me a little back in the booth, before I finally blow him off for the night and Andy and I leave together.”

		“F-further,” Collier stammered, feeling a flush of heat that originated in her loins and tingled right up through her breasts, “he imagines you going…further?”

		And then, as what Darla had confessed to just then really sunk in and she realized what Darla had admitted to doing, Collier blurted, “And you kiss these guys…you actually make out with them?”

		Blushing just slightly, Darla nodded and admitted, “Well, yeah, I let it get pretty hot and heavy sometimes, if the guy is cute enough and he really turns me on.”

		She glanced down at the table and whispered softly, “A few times, I’ve let them squeeze my ass out on the dance floor. And I don’t try to discourage them when they rub their hard cocks against my pussy as we’re dancing, either.”

		Collier gulped down a huge mouthful of wine as she pictured that! Darla glanced around to make sure no one was paying the two of them any particular attention before she added, “And once, when I was pretty drunk from all the drinks different guys had sent over to my table that night, and there was this really tall, muscular, stud-boy of a black guy making out with me in the booth, I let him touch my pussy through my panties, under the table, while I fingered his hard cock—which was still in his trousers, of course--at the same time!”

		“Holy fuck,” Collier muttered, shocked at her old friend’s actions, “what did Andy say about that?”

		Darla grinned and whispered, “That thing was fucking enormous, Coll. When I told hubby-dear how big it felt, through that black hunk’s slacks, Andy went crazy in bed that night. He fucked me like a wild man…I came twice before he finally blew his load inside me.”

		She picked up her wine and finished it before admitting, “I was telling him how much I would have liked to tried sucking a huge black cock like that one when Andy finally went off inside me. He bellowed like a bull and shot me so full of come that I could barely believe it, picturing me sucking that other guy off!”

		Lunch ended shortly after that, since both of them had to get back to their respective offices. And for the rest of the day, Collier found her attention drifting at work.

		Her pussy kept getting embarrassingly wet as her thoughts returned to Darla and that big black dude and Andy fucking her friend like crazy as he imagined her giving head to the other man! Collier could barely believe the sheer wildness of the whole scenario.

		But, on the other hand, look at how it’s affected their sex life, from what Darla said, Collier found herself thinking as well.

		She wondered about Jimmy. He was so cool and sexy and ahead of the curve on so many things—a naturally hip guy who was totally unlike his somewhat conservative, almost nerdish friend, Andy Long.

		If a guy like Andy, whom she’d always thought of well-meaning and nice, but a bit of a schlub, could go with the flow on something like Wife-Watching, and really get off on it, what about her Jimmy? Why couldn’t something like this work for the two of them?

		The thought took hold in Collier’s brain and simply wouldn’t let go. It kept popping up all week, after that fateful lunch with Darla.

		A dozen times over the next few days, she almost mentioned the idea to Jimmy, just to get his reaction, but she always found herself chickening out at the last minute whenever she started to bring the subject up. The more she thought about it, the more she longed to try what she’d come to think of as The Game with Jimmy…just once…just to see…

		Finally, on Thursday, desperate for a good idea on a way to broach the subject to her husband, she’d called Darla at work and told her about her dilemma. They’d met for a quick drink on the way home that night, at the pub just up the street from their office building.

		Darla--who had always been able to come up with schemes that were devious, effective, and sneaky-good--did not disappoint on this occasion, either. She told her friend, “It’s simple. You just tell him that you’re meeting Andy and me for drinks, dinner, and maybe a little dancing tomorrow night, after work.”

		Sitting back in the booth and taking a sip of the ale she had ordered, Darla went on to add, “The four of us have done that dozens of times over the years, clear back into college, so he won’t think a thing about it. And then we’ll get Andy to show up first and wait at the bar. He and Jimmy have a drink or two together, and Andy clues him in on what we want to try that night—you and me coming in fifteen minutes later and getting a booth to ourselves—and then the boys sit and watch us all evening while the two of us put on a little show for their, and our, mutual entertainment.”

		Collier felt her clit throb at the very thought of that. She whispered excitedly, “That could definitely work, if Jimmy isn’t too freaked out by what we want to do. And if Andy is willing to play his part.”

		“Andy will do what I tell him to do,” Darla said confidently. “He loves playing The Game. And I’ll make it clear to him that if he doesn’t convince his old buddy, Jimmy, to give this a try—then there’s not going to be any Game for him, either, tomorrow night.”

		Collier’s heart raced faster at that thought. Normally, she wasn’t into sexual politics—she had never tried to blackmail Jimmy with the threat of withholding her pussy if he wouldn’t do what she wanted. But still…another side of her personality kind of liked the power that participation in something as stimulating and arousing as The Game obviously could wield over a man. Especially a man who was as hooked on its naughty pleasures as Andy Long clearly was!

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		First Round Players

		

		Jimmy Diamond sipped at his third scotch and soda of the evening. Darla had just smiled charmingly at the guy leaning on her table and given him the brush off, not allowing him to sit down and join her after all.

		Collier slid back into the booth with her drink. She leaned in and she and Darla whispered back and forth, both of them erupting into a fit of girlish giggles as they broke apart.

		She probably told Collier what she said to get rid of him, Jimmy thought, and now they’re both laughing at the poor bastard.

		Two more guys approached the table just then, and Jimmy felt his heart rate amp up. These two dudes were Latinos.

		The one on the right, who was smiling and talking to Darla, was tall and sort of beefy, looking like a guy who pumped a lot of iron in his off hours. His pal, the one talking to Collier, was a walking, talking Latin Lover stereotype come to life.

		He was as tall as his friend, but long and lean; more like a distance runner than a body builder. He had on a very pricey suit, and wore a white shirt and rep tie with it, his collar open and the tie pulled down a bit after work.

		Movie star pencil-thin mustache, just-had-‘em-bleached teeth, fifty dollar haircut...this dude is stylin’ for pussy, that’s obvious, Jimmy thought contemptuously as he studied the guy. Collier will blow him off in a blink; definitely not her type.

		Music had been playing ever since Jimmy had walked in the door earlier, but it had been muted and in the background. Now, a DJ stepped up to into the slightly raised booth at one side of the dance floor, and the lights came on in the booth as he cued up his first song of the night.

		Jimmy and Collier had been to this club a few times before. It’s wasn’t really a salsa club but they did play a lot of salsa music, and that was the first tune out of the box tonight.

		As Jimmy watched, Collier drank some more of her drink, chatting with Tall, Dark, and Handsome—or TDH, in Jimmy’s mind. The sexy Latino said something to her and she thought about it a minute and then nodded “yes”.

		Jimmy felt his gut tighten as Collier slid her way out of the booth and took the guy’s offered hand. He helped her out of the booth and in seconds, they were out on the dance floor together. Collier’s perfect little body was now pressed tight against TDH’s, long, lanky frame, their hips moving in unison, like a well-oiled machine, as they danced to the provocative Latin beat reverberating through the speakers scattered around the big room’s walls.

		“Be cool, man, it’s just a dance,” Jimmy heard Andy murmur in his ear. “I’ve seen Collier dance with dozens of dudes over the years. Hell, she’s even danced with me a bunch of times; it doesn’t mean anything.”

		Jimmy pretended to relax, but inside, his gut was churning uneasily. This did mean something. It was more than just a dance, somehow, at least in his mind!

		He too had seen Collier move around the floor with a couple dozen different guys over the years. But this dance was different. Her head was up against this dude’s chest, her eyes closed; her pelvis right up against his, as if they were suddenly one rhythmic, gliding entity.

		A second later, the guy’s hand moved down from the small of his wife’s back to the middle of her left ass cheek. Jimmy gulped down the rest of his scotch, put the glass on the bar behind him, and got ready to spring off his barstool.

		This was too fucking much! He wasn’t going to just sit here and…

		Collier reached behind herself and gently moved the man’s hand up off her ass and back up to where it belonged, at the small of her back. She pulled her face away from his chest and stared up at him, a sexy smile on her face.

		He smiled back and said something to her. She shook her head “no”, still smiling at him, and he shrugged, as if to say, “Can’t blame a guy for trying, when the girl looks like you do.”

		She laughed and said something else, and then rested her head against his chest again. The song ended a minute later and Jimmy let out his breath, not realizing until just then that he’d been holding it.

		The couple on the dance floor made their way back to the booth, where Beefy Boy, or BB, as Jimmy thought of him, was still chatting up Darla. The guy with Collier helped her into the booth and started to scoot in beside her but she stopped him.

		Still giving him that same sexy smile, she said something to him and he shrugged again and started talking. To Jimmy, it looked like he was using his very best line of pick-up specialist bullshit, trying to get her to let him sit down with her.

		He pointed to her half empty drink and said something else. After a moment, Collier nodded her approval and the guy peeled away toward the bar to buy her a refill.

		As he was making his way through the crowd to fetch Collier’s drink, Darla got up and went out onto the dance floor with BB. They immediately went into a clench that looked even tighter—if that was even a physical possibility—than the one TDH had been in with Jimmy’s wife.

		“Fuck, man, I don’t know how you stand this,” Jimmy turned and muttered to Andy, who was calmly watching his wife dance with the big Latin dude.

		Andy grinned at him. “Hell, man, it’s early in The Game. Things will get a lot hotter, before the evening is over. Trust me.”

		Hotter, Jimmy thought, turning around and gesturing to the barman to hit him again on the scotch and soda, if things get much hotter than that last dance was, old TDH will have his cock inside my wife and be fucking her, right out on the dance floor!

		

		****

		

		Much to Jimmy’s dismay and—very weirdly—his rising excitement, things did get a lot hotter as the evening went along.

		When the Latin guy got back over to the table with Collier’s fresh drink, she let him lead her back out onto the floor. It was a fast number, so there was minimal touching and Jimmy’s heart settled back into a normal rhythm.

		But then the DJ played another salsa tune and Collier melted into TDH like warm butter disappearing to a hotcake. And Jimmy’s heart went back into overdrive.

		The two of them glided across the floor, their bodies pressed tight against one another, the guy’s hands roaming all over the back of her dress, right down to, but not quite onto, her ass again.

		Just as the dance was almost over, she looked up at him, her brown eyes gleaming with something Jimmy recognized from all the way across the dance floor—arousal! The guys saw it too, and bent to kiss her.

		Jimmy’s body went tight. If this guy kissed his wife, he’d be off this stool in a heartbeat. He’d have to deck this slick dude; he wasn’t sitting still for…

		Collier saw the kiss coming, too. With an impish grin, she turned her head right at the last minute and TDH’s kiss landed harmlessly on her cheek, like a brother kissing his sis hello.

		The guy gave her a “you little tease” look and then broke out into a big grin as the dance ended. He escorted her over to the table, where she sat down and he headed back over to the table he had staked out with BB, who was still out on the floor with Darla as the next number started.

		Collier finished the drink Jimmy had bought her and then started in on the new one that her rejected Latin Lover had picked up for her. Her eyes swept around the room.

		She saw Jimmy watching her and flashed him a tiny smile that made his dick stir in his suit pants, as if to say, “See how easily I handled that guy, baby?”

		Jimmy smiled back, relieved, and picked up his fresh scotch and soda. He saw that Andy was staring intently out at the dance floor and followed his old friend’s eyes.

		Holy jumping fuck! Jimmy thought as he saw Darla openly macking on the muscleman she was dancing with.

		The two of them were embracing—not dancing, not really—and the guy’s tongue looked to be halfway down her throat as they kissed, from what Jimmy could see. And both of the dude’s big hands had a tight little ass cheek filling them!

		He shot a look over at Andy, who was rearranging his hard cock in his pants so that it wasn’t quite so obvious; his eyes never leaving the torrid hook up going on out on the dance floor. Jimmy shook his head in disbelief.

		This was too fucking weird for words. He might see himself letting Collier dance a little with other guys. And the way she’d fended off TDH had actually been kind of cool; once it was over and Jimmy was sure she wasn’t really going to let the guy kiss her.

		But this was way over the line! Jimmy felt his own dick starting to stiffen as he watched Darla shamelessly rub her tits against her “dance partner’s” big chest while she sucked tongue with him and he kneaded her ass.

		He glanced back over at Collier, to see what her reaction was, only to find that, while he’d been ogling Darla out of the dance floor, another guy had approached Collier’s booth and was chatting animatedly with her.

		Jimmy checked this new dude out quickly. He was about their age, early twenties, shorter than the last guy, but nicely built, and wearing a more traditional clubbing outfit than TDH had on.

		No business suit for this blond-haired, blue-eyed hunk. He had on chinos, and a pullover knit shirt with a collar.

		Good-looking, Jimmy thought grudgingly, if you like the type; light coloring, a small dusting of freckles on a handsome face, a nose that looked vaguely Irish, somehow.

		That was the problem: Collier did like the type. Jimmy had seen a picture of her last boyfriend, the one she’d dumped just a week before meeting him, back in college.

		This dude could have been his brother.

		The guy turned away from her just then and made his way over to the bar. Jimmy watched as he bought a drink that looked just like the last one a guy had bought for his wife.

		Shit, he thought apprehensively, I wish this fucker didn’t look so much like that ex-boyfriend of hers…Tyson whatever-his-name-was. She’d gone with that guy for a year. And, from the little she’s told me about him, I gathered that she’d had serious feelings for him, until he screwed up and let her catch him sneaking around with another hot-looking chick behind her back.

		Sure enough, when the new guy got back to the table with her drink, Collier slid out of the booth and took his hand. They got to the dance floor just as the song ended, and a slow one came on

		Irish gathered her into his arms and in moments, they were dancing cheek to cheek. This dude was not a lot taller than Collier, so instead of her cheek resting against his chest, as it had with TDH, it was right up against his neck and cheek—which struck Jimmy as being even worse—much worse!

		Jimmy shifted his weight on the stool. His dick was about half hard, watching his wife snuggle up against this guy. By the time the song was half over, she was dancing as close to him as she had been with TDH, and this guy’s hands were all over her back as they danced, too.

		Fuck, Jimmy thought as he watched the other man’s hands glide down over Collier’s tight little butt and then back up onto her back, where they belonged, this Irish asshole is smarter than the last guy was. His hands never stop moving, so there’s no time for Collier to reach back and move them up off her butt, like she did with old TDH. He gets to cop himself an ass squeeze, hit and run style!

		And that bothered the hell out of Jimmy, but there was nothing he could do about it except drink his scotch and fume, as another guy pawed at his wife’s cute little butt cheeks. What bothered him even more was the way Collier was rubbing her nice handfuls of tit against the dude’s chest as they danced. The fact that Irish was probably turning Collier on with his roving fingertips gliding across the tight twin hillocks of her perfect ass really torqued Jimmy’ jaw.

		“This guy’s all over her,” Jimmy muttered angrily under his breath, moving around on the chair, rearranging his dick again.

		He was almost fully hard by now, watching the off-limits groping between this touchy-feely fucker and Collier. Andy asked him just then: “What was that you said?”

		“Nothing,” Jimmy answered, biting off the word angrily.

		Before he exploded, ran out onto the floor and punched this guy’s lights out, Jimmy forced himself to drag his eyes away from the spectacle of Collier cozying up to her dance partner. He instead looked for Darla again.

		He needed something to keep him occupied until this seemingly endless dance number was over. He found Andy’s hot wife immediately; still sucking face with BB, their tall bodies plastered together, her hands all over the back of his head as they made out while pretending to dance.

		“Fuck, dude, your wife is getting tongue-raped out there,” Jimmy whispered to Andy, turning to look at his friend. “Doesn’t that bother you?”

		“I’ve seen a lot worse,” And said with a wry smile and a shrug, taking a sip of his drink.

		“No shit?” Jimmy asked, aghast at that news.

		“Yeah, sometimes, when she’s really drunk and turned on by a guy, she’ll touch his cock under the table while their making out.”

		Jimmy leaned back against the bar to keep from falling off his stool in shock. He thought about Collier doing something like that and felt his blood boil over.

		The thing that really got him wondering what the fuck was going on, though, was the way his dick inexplicably grew as hard as a fireplace poker as he imagined his little Collier stroking some other guy’s boner under the table!

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Who Is This Woman?

		

		It was nearing eleven o’clock. Jimmy sucked on his scotch and soda; his eyes bleary from all the scotch he’d consumed so far and from watching his wife cavort around the dance floor with a whole series of different men all evening long.

		Besides a second wave of pick up efforts from old TDH, there had been a couple of old college tries to pick Collier up made by what he’d come to think of as the Irish Contingent. It turned out that Irish, the first blond guy who had danced with her, had two friends, who could have been related to him. All of them had the same hair and coloring, and each of them seemed intent on getting Collier as tipsy as possible, no doubt with an eye toward getting into her panties tonight!

		He’d long ago lost count of the number of drinks his wife had downed tonight, but it was way over her usual intake. And she was feeling them; he could see that clearly.

		Because by this point in the evening, Collier had lost all pretense of trying to keep her dance partners at bay; she was now rubbing her tits up against every man who danced with her. And it seemed to Jimmy as if most her dance partners had been comparing notes over on the sidelines in between dances. A good many of her would-be seducers seemed to have learned the lesson that as long as your roving fingers didn’t linger, Collier would let you squeeze her ass cheeks as much as you wanted while you danced with her!

		No one had succeeded in kissing her yet, but a lot of guys had tried, and she’d only narrowly escaped their efforts on several occasions. That didn’t seem to faze her, though. Collier was laughing gaily all the time now at what the men said to her, flashing them a coquettish, super-flirty little smile that Jimmy had never seen before tonight as she barely managed to fend them off.

		Collier and Jimmy had known each other for a while now, meeting during their junior year in college, dating on and off at first, getting more serious as the year had gone on. By the start of their senior year, they had been a strong couple for sure, and had gotten married halfway through it. That had been roughly two years back.

		And he’d thought he’d known Collier as well as he’d ever known anyone in his entire life…until tonight. Now, he sat here asking himself, who the fuck is this cock-teasing little flirt who’s taken over my wife’s body?”

		He was at a loss as to what to do. Jimmy was incredibly uncomfortable with how this evening was going, with guys getting more and more forward with his wife during every dance and with her seeming to revel in their boldness.

		If he got up and went over to her and told her that he wanted to leave, he sensed he’d be hearing about it for the rest of their marriage. Up until tonight, if you’d asked him, he would have told you that “for the rest of their marriage” meant for the rest of their lives.

		But now, suddenly, he wasn’t so sure about that any more, either. He was now wondering, for the first time ever, just who this girl he was married to really was.

		

		****

		

		Collier Nye had been just as hot-looking the first night he’d met her, at a drunken frat blowout, as she was now. And she’d been sexy and flirtatious back then, too; that was for sure.

		That’s what had first attracted him to her. He’d wanted her in bed with him from the very first second he’d laid eyes on her and, two hours later, she had been.

		It hadn’t come as a huge surprise. Jimmy hadn’t been expecting a blushing virgin when he’d made his move on her at that party, and he hadn’t been wrong: once they were in bed together, Collier had definitely known what to do with a cock.

		But they’d been juniors in college when they’d met, so the fact that she was clearly experienced when it came to sex hadn’t turned him off a bit. Most of the girls he’d dated on campus—and that had been quite a number by then, since Jimmy had been a major league player since he’d turned twelve and discovered girls—had been to bed with a few different guys by that point in their lives.

		So he hadn’t thought of Collier as being particularly slutty during that first night with her. He’d just thought she was hot.

		And that was a quality in a girl that he valued, rather than found a turn off. Jimmy Diamond was not a young man who bothered to date a chick twice if he found her to be a tepid bed partner.

		Now that Jimmy thought about it—sitting here on his bar stool more than a little drunk and starting to feel sorry for himself--the two of them had never really discussed past lovers, or past sexual experiences, much. Collier seemed to have known right off the bat that Jimmy was the kind of guy who’d been balling every cute girl he could talk into bed with him for years, and that hadn’t bothered her a bit.

		And he’d known from his first time in the sack with her that sexual skills like hers hadn’t come from just having one or two boyfriends in her past. This girl had clearly been around, and she’d seemed to have taken mental notes on what she’d learned from being with each of her various lovers in the past. That much had been obvious!

		The only one he’d known anything about the blond last boyfriend who had come right before him, Tyson something-or-other. After seeing his picture one day, after they’d moved in together, he’d asked her about him and Collier had shared that he was her most recent ex, as she’d taken the photo away from Jimmy, slowly torn the picture to shreds, and casually tossed the pieces into a nearby waste basket.

		But, other than that, he abruptly realized, he didn’t know much of anything about his wife’s previous dating life, or her sex life, or she about his. They’d simply never discussed it.

		Was she always like this…before I met her? He wondered now.

		She had been pretty hot at that first party, before they’d gotten together. He’d watched her flirt with a lot of guys that night, before he’d finally swooped in and picked her up, he now recalled, before they’d hooked up for the night.

		Has she been keeping this side of her personality under wraps all of this time, just to please me? Has she been craving a wild night like this one all along…the chance to be a hot girl again?

		Just at that moment, the song ended and the part of the Irish Contingent who’d been all over his wife while it had been playing tried again to kiss her. He came up empty, with her shaking her long black curls and smiling at his inept attempt.

		To Jimmy’s surprise, she came over to the bar after that, rather than returning to her booth. She leaned in, between him and Andy, and asked the bartender, “Could I get an ice water, please?”

		As he poured it, she turned and stared up at her husband, a coy little smile on her face. She said softly, “I see you’re enjoying the show.”

		She casually reached down and patted him on the cock with her palm and he grimaced. He’d been as hard as a brick for hours by now, watching her in action, and she’d seen it immediately when she’d walked over to him just now.

		“How about you dance with me soon, and we get out of here?” she whispered.

		He looked at her. She was flushed, a light sheen of perspiration on her forehead, her brown eyes alive with excitement.

		She looked like she was about to come! He’d seen this right-on-the-edge-of-a-huge-orgasm look enough times in bed to know how excited she was at the moment.

		So relieved that he could barely stand it at her suggestion that they leave soon, Jimmy nevertheless tried to play it cool. He gave her playful little grin and asked, “Tired of turning these poor bastards’ balls blue already, baby?”

		She grinned back and said, “They can always score with another chick after I leave, if they’re lucky. Or they can go home and jack themselves off, thinking about me.”

		Jimmy couldn’t help it. He laughed, thinking of the Irish Contingent and TDH stroking their puds off later, daydreaming about Collier’s hot little body, while he, lucky Jimmy Diamond, was busily balling the hell out what they could only dream about having!

		He nodded, “Serves ‘em right; you’re much too hot for any of these losers, babe. Let’s dance a little and then get the hell out of here and go get something to eat, okay?”

		She nodded happily and they hit the floor together. As they were dancing, he looked over at the booth and saw that Darla was sitting in it—with TDH instead of BB!

		The Latino guy was all over her. It was pretty dark in the club by now, some the lights having been turned lower as the evening went on. But even in this dim light, he could see that the tall, handsome Hispanic guy’s tongue was halfway down Darla’s throat as they made out. And he could see that he had her right tit in his left hand, squeezing it through her dress and bra, and that his other hand was under the table, his finger probably up against her crotch!

		“Holy shit, we’d better get out of here before Darla gets herself fucked right on top of that table!” he whispered in his wife’s ear.

		Collier turned and looked at the booth. She didn’t seem that shocked.

		“Andy and Darla go a lot farther with this stuff than we ever will,” she murmured softly in Jimmy’s ear.

		An electric thrill shot down his back as he realized, when Collier made her comment about “than we ever will” that she wanted more nights like this one, and that she expected him to go along with her. His dick twitched against her body as he held her close and thought about that.

		Could he actually bring himself to put up with more of…this; more of this tantalizing, maddening, insanely sexy…Game?

		“Or at least, that’s my suspicion,” she whispered, giving him an elfish little smile that was full of twinkle-eyed excitement. “I’ll only go as far as with teasing these guys as you’re comfortable with, baby. I promise.”

		

		****

		

		“I’ll only go as far with teasing these guys as you’re comfortable with.” The words kept ringing in his consciousness as the cab neared their apartment building.

		What the fuck does that mean? He asked himself.

		He wasn’t comfortable with any of this! He’d hated every single second of tonight.

		But how do I tell Collier that? She seems to have just loved it. She was so animated, so happy during that late supper with Andy and Darla just now.

		After their dance together had ended, Collier had gone back over to the booth to fetch her purse and coat and to tell Darla that she wanted to go get some dinner.

		Darla’s new Latin friend had gallantly offered to buy them both a fabulous meal at a famous nearby restaurant but the two women had begged off. They’d instead left the club together and had met up with Andy and Jimmy down the street and around the corner, where their husbands had flagged down a cab.

		Now, as the cab they’d gotten after splitting up with the Longs for the night deposited them in front of their place, Jimmy paid the cabbie, gave him a generous tip, and they hustled inside. The evening was late and rain was threatening, maybe even snow, it had turned off so cold in the last hour or so.

		“God--that was the most fun I’ve had in ages!” Collier said, sounding giddy with delight as the elevator doors closed. “Thank you, darling, for being such a good sport!”

		She moved in close to him and reached down to fondle his cock and balls through his trousers, staring up into his eyes. “You’ll be richly rewarded for your patience in just a little while. I promise.”

		You’re just full of promises tonight, aren’t you? He thought somewhat bitterly. “I’ll only go as far as with teasing these guys as you’re comfortable with, baby. I promise.”

		.But he was no fool. He didn’t say that.

		“I’ll hold you to that; the ‘richly rewarded’ part,” was what he actually said, as the elevator doors opened and they went down the hallway to their apartment.

		Once inside, the door shut and locked, she was immediately in his arms, kissing him, her tongue in his mouth, all over his tongue. Jimmy thought of all the guys who had tried for just what he was getting right now, all night long, and felt his dick getting as hard as a chunk of granite again in scant seconds. He took Collier’s coat off as they kissed, and then undid her dress in back and unzipped it.

		“Oh, yeah, naked,” she hissed breathily as she broke off the kiss and shrugged out of the open dress and let him undo her bra, “that’s what I want to be with my Jimmy—naked and hot!”

		Jimmy found he wanted that, too, desperately. He had a serious case of blue balls from having had a hard on for the better part of four hours, watching his sexy, teasing, firecracker of a wife toy with other men.

		He got her completely naked in the living room, shucked off his own coat, and then picked her up and carried her into their bedroom, her mouth back on his, her tongue dueling with his own. As soon as he reached their king bed, he put her down on it and hurried out of his suit, tie, shirt, socks, and shoes.

		“Oooh, baby, what a stiff boy you are tonight!” she sighed, staring up at his rampant cock as it throbbed out in front of him. “Here, let me suck that just a little for you.”

		She scooted over to the edge of the bed, swung her feet down onto the carpet and sat up, bringing her mouth even with his prick. Wrapping her fist around it, she whispered up at him, “You wouldn’t believe how many of those guys tonight wanted to see me doing this to their cocks!”

		A lightning bolt of excitement shot down his spine and right into his nut sac. His dick jerked in her grip.

		“How…how do you know that?” he gasped, suddenly short of breath.

		“Oh, they told me,” she said simply, staring up at him with those big, luminous brown eyes of hers. “A lot of them told me just exactly what they wanted to do with me, once they got me back to their place tonight!”

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Richly Rewarded

		

		Jimmy Diamond thought for a second that he was going to lose it. His nuts clenched hard and his cock lurched in his wife’s grip and he had to fight to keep from blowing a huge wad of come right in her pretty face as she gazed up at him so serenely.

		He looked closer and saw that, while her face looked calm and coyly amused by what she’d just said, her eyes were another matter. They were absolutely crazy with excitement!

		She stuck out her tongue and ran it all around his engorged cock head as she continued to stare up at him. He moaned. His knees shook; he felt as if they might give out on him.

		“My goodness, Jimmy, you’re so turned on!” Collier said teasingly, just before she popped his prick tip into her mouth and really went to work on it with her lips and tongue.

		Jimmy’s cock jerked so hard that it practically leapt out of his wife’s sucking lips. He continued to stare down at her in shocked disbelief.

		“They…they…told you that they wanted a blowjob?” he asked, his voice tight with lust at the thought of other men telling her they wanted her to do to them what she was doing to Jimmy at the moment.

		Collier smiled up at him. It was that same, teasing, flirty, ‘I’m-such-a-bad-girl’ smile that he’d seen for the first time ever, earlier tonight at the club; when she’d been leading all of those horny guys on out of the dance floor.

		“Some of them,” she began, pausing the blowjob to stick her tongue out and glide it all around his swollen cock head a few times before saying, “but some of them wanted to fuck me.”

		“J-Jesus, babe,” Jimmy groaned, his cock lurching to even greater hardness as she held it and stopped speaking, in order to plant a few little butterfly-light kisses on the gleaming wet head.

		She emitted a naughty giggle and whispered, “One of them was an ass man. He said I had the nicest butt he’d ever seen. He wanted to fuck me back there!”

		Jimmy gasped at the mental image that brought—of some hunky dude reaming out his little Collier’s perfect ass with a big horsecock-sized dick while she mewled and sighed and begged him for more! He was going to say something about it but then she released her grip on his cock and proceeded to gobble up every last millimeter of his eight inches, her tongue going wild as she sucked him.

		“Oh, holy fuck, Coll,” he cried out, “that’s my girl! Suck it. Suck it for me, for your Jimmy. Fuck those other dudes!”

		She smiled up at him and did just as he asked, giving him perfect, incredible head, just the way she always did when she sucked his fat cock. Jimmy sighed and began to fuck her face in time with her head thrusts.

		Collier had her head tilted back at just the right angle so that she could swallow all of his impressive length, her tongue caressing him gently, thrillingly, as she blew him. He looked down again and watched his big nuts bang against her chin with each easy thrust into her mouth.

		“Oh, baby, can you ever give a blowjob?” he sighed. ”You’re such a hot little piece, Coll!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she purred, clearly agreeing with his assessment of her bedroom skills.

		Jimmy felt his balls tighten. He was torn: Collier gave an exquisite blowjob, and he knew she’d swallow every drop for him when he came. But after watching all of those guys hit on her tonight, his cock stiff for the better part of four hours, he wanted her pussy even more than he wanted to come in her very willing mouth.

		Somewhat reluctantly, he reached down and stopped her head from bobbing in and out on his engorged prick shaft. He said, “Let’s fuck, honey. I want that tight little pussy of yours so bad tonight!”

		She slipped her lips off his dick and whispered, “Anything you want, darling. I’m so turned on after having those horny guys all over me tonight, that I’m ready for anything.”

		He got on the bed and pulled her up off her knees and along with him. Taking her in his arms, he said, “Yeah, they were going crazy over you, weren’t they, babygirl?”

		Snuggling into his chest, she murmured, “God, I guess! Those dudes couldn’t keep their hands off my ass. And a couple of them copped a pretty nice feel or two of my titties, too, Jimmy.”

		She looked up at him with those soulful brown eyes of his and whispered, “And their dicks…my God, they kept rubbing those big, hard cocks of theirs up against me all night long as we danced!”

		Jimmy’s own dick throbbed, hard! It slapped up against his belly when she mentioned her dance partners and their ‘big, hard cocks’.

		“They…they rubbed their pricks against you?” he stammered, struggling not to come at the very thought of that.

		“Oh, yeah,” she said with an innocent little smile as she stared over at him, “they had my titties all pumped up—my nipples were as hard as a pair of marbles almost all night long—and my pussy!”

		Jimmy moaned and fought harder to keep his dick from going off. She sighed and whispered, “My little pussy was so wet. It was embarrassing, how… juicy I got with those guys’ hands and dicks all over me, babe!”

		He sucked in his breath, grabbed his naughty little wife by her shoulders and rolled her onto her back. Jimmy shoved his dick into her and took in another quick, ragged breath as he realized that Collier’s pussy was as wet as he’d ever felt it.

		God, she’s fucking flooded! He realized. The damned thing’s like a lake, there’s so much pussy lube inside her tonight!

		“Oh, Jimmy, darling, your cock feels wonderful in me,” she cooed as he started to fuck her, “all of those other guys wanted me so much tonight. But only my Jimmy gets his little Collier’s pussy!”

		Jimmy smiled down at her and really began to hammer her. She groaned and wrapped her arms around him and worked her sleek little ass up off the bed in perfect time with his accelerating thrusts.

		Damn, there may be something to this little…Game after all, he thought. Coll is giving me a super-good fuck. She’s so turned on by all of the raunchy attention those other dudes gave her tonight that I can barely believe it. What a pussy-ride she’s giving me!

		“Jimmy, oh, Jimmy, fuck me hard,” she gasped just then, her pussy fluttering around his driving cock, “all those other guys can’t have my hot pussy…it’s only for you, darling!”

		Damned straight, Jimmy thought, balling her even harder and deeper, this tight little cunt belongs to me--fuck those other dudes!

		He looked down at Collier. Her pretty face was screwed up tight with her frantic need to come as her orgasm approached.

		“Oh, Jimmy, they wanted to fuck me!” she whined. “They all wanted to fuck me!”

		“Of course they did,” Jimmy grunted, hammering into her, his own climax nearly upon him, “of course they wanted to fuck my hot little Coll. You were the sexiest girl in that club tonight, baby. You were chained-lightning out on the dance floor. You had all of those fuckers drooling over you!”

		“Oh, yes, oh, yes, they wanted me,” Collier babbled mindlessly, her pussy clenching hard around her husband’s prick as she began to go off, “and, Jesus…I wanted them to…to…have me!”

		Jimmy felt his balls erupt; he fired a flurry of long, thick jets of come into his fantasizing wife’ pussy. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard!

		She wanted them to fuck her, Jimmy realized, clutching at Collier hard as he filled her cunt with spunk, his mind suddenly flooded with image of other cocks filling it just as full as he was.

		He saw, in his mind’s eye, some of the slick boys at the club tonight—not dancing with her and grabbing at her tits, pawing at her ass—but, rather, reaming out her waxed-bare little pussy lips with their big dicks! He moaned and clung to her as she screamed out her orgasm, coming as hard as he’d ever come in his entire life!

		

		****

		

		“So, listen, babe, what was all of that about earlier, when we were making love?”

		Collier looked over at her husband. They were lying back against the pillows against the bed’s headboard and both of them were still naked under the covers.

		“Well, first off, we didn’t make love tonight, honey,” she informed him, her eyes full of mischief. “We fucked, plain and simple.”

		She reached over and touched her husband’s cheek lightly with her fingertips. “And it was a great fuck, too. You really made me come hard, darling. And it felt like you really got off strong, too.”

		With a naughty giggled she said, “I didn’t think the jizz was ever going to stop dripping out of my pussy tonight when I went into the toilet after you came inside me.”

		He grinned at her and said, “Well, what do you expect when you tease me and keep my dick hard for hours on end, dancing and carrying on with a bunch of dudes who wanted to fuck you? And then you gave me that sensational blowjob and fucked me as good as I’ve ever been fucked in my life.”

		She smiled back. “Yeah, that was pretty hot, wasn’t it?”

		They just looked at one another for a long while, smiling, and then Jimmy finally asked again, “So, really…what was all of that crap you screamed when you started to come…about wanting those guys to…have you?”

		She gave him a sheepish little smile. Her face began to color.

		“I wanted to really get you off,” she whispered. “I knew seeing me tease all of those horny guys for hours on end had your dick in an uproar, and those big balls of yours ready to explode.”

		She shrugged and whispered, “So, I fed your fantasy a little when I started to come. I yelled that I wanted them as much as they wanted me. I wanted you to think about all of those guys and their hard cocks; about all of them wanting to fuck me, just like you were doing.”

		Jimmy nodded, getting that. But then he just had to ask, “But what about when you screamed that you wanted them to ‘have you’?”

		She flashed an impish little grin his way and said, “Well, maybe I did…just a little. Some of those guys were so buffed, so fucking handsome!”

		He felt his cock start to stiffen again under the covers. She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek and murmured, “And some of them had really big dicks, Jimmy. I could tell how big they were when they rubbed them up against my belly, and my ass cheeks, when we were dancing and they were hard.”

		Her husband shuddered, his cock really stirring back to life as he heard her say that. She said softly, “That one dude, Diego was his name; the tall, hot-looking Hispanic guy that kept hitting on me? He had a prick that must have been ten inches long when it was hard, and it felt like it was as big around as a soup can.”

		“No shit,” Jimmy gasped, his dick jerking upward, making a bump in the covers, “how do you know?”

		She gave him a sly look and murmured, “He shoved it up against my butt when we were dancing to one of those salsa numbers and I turned away from him, when I had both hands up over my head and I was really working my ass around in front of him?”

		Jimmy’s eyes went wide. She whispered, “That thing felt as long and thick as one of those big salami’s you see sometimes, hanging in the Conti Brother’s Deli?”

		Not waiting for an answer, she reached down and slid her hand under the sheet and gripped his sticky, reanimated cock in her fist. She worked it up and down a few times, getting it fully hard.

		“He wanted to put that salami of his up my ass,” she hissed, running her tongue over her lips as she finished speaking. “Just imagine something that long and big and hard up your little Collier’s hiney, darling!”

		Jimmy groaned, seeing exactly that in his mind. She leaned over and ran the tip of her tongue under his ear lobe.

		“How about you, sexy,” she purred, “how would you like to slip this big boy up my little ass right now?”

		Her husband groaned loudly and reached for the nightstand drawer where the sex lube was.

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Bad Collier…Again

		

		“Last night was a blast,” Collier whispered to Jimmy.

		They were cuddled under the covers. It was nearly eleven in the morning and they had just awakened from their first heady experience with…The Game, and its aftermath.

		“You were totally wild last night,” he told her, smiling softly at his amazing wife. “I’ve never had sex like that in my entire life before, not even when we first met and started dating, or when we first got married.

		Languidly stretching her short, perfect little body, like a cat enjoying the sunlight, smiling over at him, she said, “If you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll give you another little taste of the wild side of Collier Diamond the next time we go out and play The Game.”

		Jimmy pounced on that statement. Ever since last night at the dance club--when he’d sat shrouded in doubt, wondering who this incredibly hot, sexy woman who was his wife really was--he had been wanting to ask her about her past.

		“Yeah, I’m dying to learn more about the Collier I was with last night,” he said, flashing her that charming smile of his.

		To his surprise, the inviting smile left her lips immediately. Collier said, her voice suddenly cool and distant, “We should get up and get some breakfast. We talked this week about shopping for a new suit for you. Let’s get cleaned up and head downtown to Macy’s. They’re having a sale.”

		Jimmy started at her abrupt change of mood. He didn’t want to go to fucking Macy’s. Screw shopping for suits—they could do that anytime--he wanted to just lie in bed and chat with his wife about why she was so incredibly sexy and hot last night!

		I really want to know where that whole new personality I saw last night came from. Who was that little hottie heartbreaker that was turning all of those guys’ balls blue last night? Where did she come from? And where did she disappear to just now?

		But Jimmy was a sly operator when it came to people; that’s why he was such a successful salesman. Plus, he knew Collier. If she didn’t want to talk about something, she wouldn’t, and there was no way you could force her to do so.

		Resolving to ease her back into the mood later by spending the day doing what she wanted to do, and then wining and dining her while they were out and about, Jimmy grinned and said, “Okay, how about an omelet at that breakfast place you like so much down by the Village, and then we’ll hit both Macy’s and Bergdorf’s, just to see what they’ve got.”

		“Bergdorf’s,” Collier cocked her head at him, “in your fucking dreams, Jimmy. I don’t think we’re making enough yet for either you or me to shop for clothes at Bergdorf’s!”

		He got out of bed and winked at her. “I had a really good week, babe. I moved a cubic ton of bonds this week; found myself a too-rich-for-his-own-good trust fund type from the Midwest who thinks he’s got the market all figured out.”

		Jimmy laughed. “He’s an idiot, but they don’t pay me to point out his errors in judgment to him: they pay me to sell him what he wants, so I did. I had a major week, Coll; a major week.”

		He vanished into the bathroom and the shower came on. She called into the bathroom, “Oooh, that’s fantastic news, Jimmy. Maybe I’ll look at a few work outfits, too, while we’re at Bergdorf’s.”

		His head came back around the corner and he said, “I didn’t sell that many bonds, babe.”

		

		****

		

		They found a great deal on a suit at Neiman Marcus, of all places, just off Times Square. Jimmy thought happily as they strolled arm and arm out of the store that afternoon--his new suit all measured and marked in the tailor shop for him to pick up next Saturday--even the big boys have the occasional sale.

		Catching a cab, they went a few blocks across town and arrived at the movie theater they’d picked out just in time for the show. After sharing a giant tub of popcorn and a couple of scandalously expensive sodas during the movie, they weren’t too hungry when dinner time rolled around, so they took a cab over to P.J. Clarke’s in the gathering dusk and made a meal out of a few appetizers.

		Jimmy had the house-made potato chips with buttermilk-blue cheese dip and an order of Clarke’s out-of-this-world Maryland jumbo crab cakes, and Collier made do with some crisp parmesan tater tots and some braised short-rib spring rolls. Trading items and sampling off each other’s plates as they laughed and celebrity-watched together, they managed to get plenty full and half drunk again from all of the beer they drank with their appetizer “dinner”.

		When Jimmy had Collier giggling and lolling her head against his shoulder as they sat in their booth, watching the occasional famous ball player or politician wander by, he paid the check and suggested, “Why don’t we hit that little pub you like on the way home; have a few more pops and then walk home?”

		She gave him a canny look and whispered, “Why, Jimmy Diamond, if I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were trying to get me soused and take advantage of me!”

		He waggled his eyebrows and murmured in her ear, as they got to their feet and went outside to hail a cab, “I wouldn’t put it past me. You are one incredibly hot-looking woman, Mrs. Diamond, and I have it on good authority that you’re hell on wheels in bed, too!”

		Collier shrieked with half-drunken laughter and got into the cab. In just a few minutes, they arrived at the Brass Horseshoe, a neighborhood pub which was a block and a half from their apartment building.

		They greeted several of the regulars as they went inside and grabbed a booth at the rear of the slightly run-down little bar. Millie, the cocktail waitress, came over and said, “Stoly, rocks, twist, and a shot of Jameson’s with a Sam Adams draft back, right?”

		“Right you are, my dear,” Jimmy said with a friendly smile, “as long as the Sam Adams is good and cold.”

		“It’s always good and cold, Jimmy,” she said, smiling back at him. “Don’t you two look nice tonight? Is this date night?”

		Collier laughed, “No, we went shopping; downtown, uptown, all around the frigging town, Millie. Bought my handsome Jimmy a new suit and saw a movie. Then we ate and got half plowed at Clarke’s.”

		“Nice,” she said, eyeing the young couple enviously, “must be great to have money out the wazoo.”

		“We’re living beyond our means,” Jimmy whispered conspiratorially, glancing around the bar, as if someone might be eavesdropping, “don’t tell anyone!”

		Millie cracked up as she answered, “I won’t, trust me; besides, who the fuck would care?”

		“Good point,” Jimmy agreed solemnly, and beamed up at her half-drunkenly to add, “Now, how about those drinks?”

		Shaking her head, Millie went off the fetch them. Jimmy looked around and saw an old pal of his, Sid Chapman, playing darts with another guy he didn’t know. Sid was a half-assed drug dealer; he sold cocaine and grass and a little speed around the neighborhood, mostly to old friends he trusted, like Jimmy, so that he could support his own fondness for illegal substances.

		“Want to get a little blow for when we get home?” he asked his wife.

		Collier’s eyes lit up. She followed Jimmy’s gaze over to where Sid stood, flicking darts at the board and said, “Fucking “A”, babe, what a good idea!”

		Jimmy winked at her and got out of the booth, heading for an ATM machine at the rear of the bar. He slid his bank card through the slot and got three hundred in twenties, more than he needed, but he wanted to have some cash left over for Sunday and the first of the work week.

		As he passed Sid on the way over to the booth, where Millie had just arrived with their drink order, Jimmy stopped, clapped Sid on the back and told him it was good to see him again. Sid, who was shorter than Jimmy, and had a sort of sly weasel look going for him—with his long nose and eyes that were set just a bit too close to that nose—said, “Hey, Jimmy-boy, long time no see. The Street still treating you okay, are you selling any stocks these days?”

		“Enough,” Jimmy said, leaning in a little closer as he asked, “how about you, Sid, business still good.”

		“Pretty good,” the shorter man allowed, “but I could always use some more sales, if you know what I mean.”

		“I do,” Jimmy said, nodding his head, “I do at that. Hey, listen, Sid, I’ve got to hit the can. It’s been good to talk to you.”

		Sid nodded and Jimmy turned and retreated into the Horseshoe’s tiny one stall, one urinal, and one sink bathroom. A half a minute later, the door swung open again and Sid came in.

		“How much do you want?” he said, all business.

		“You got two grams?”

		“Sure, but I’ll give you a deal on three,” Sid said, keeping his voice low even though there was clearly no one else in the cramped, hole-in-the-wall bathroom. “One-twenty a gram for onesies and twosies, but I’ll let you have three grams for an even three-hundred; how does that sound?”

		Jimmy fished his wallet out and handed Sid the stack of twenties he’d just gotten from the ATM. Fuck money for Sunday and the first of the week; he thought to himself, he could hit another ATM in the morning.

		Sid dipped into the pocket of his overcoat and placed three small plastic baggies in Jimmy’s hand, pocketing the three-hundred in twenties. “Good doin’ business with you again, Jimmy.”

		

		****

		

		They stayed at the Horseshoe until eleven and then walked home somewhat unsteadily. Once back in their apartment, Jimmy got out the mirror tile he used for snorting cocaine, a small length of soda straw, and a straight razor blade to cut up the coke and line it out.

		Collier watched expectantly, her eyes as big as quarters. Jimmy knew his wife just loved cocaine. They didn’t buy it that often, but when they did it was always a special night in the bedroom. Coll got really crazy on coke!

		“Hey, why don’t you get those clothes off while I’m lining this out?” he asked her. “I’m looking forward to another little peek at that red-hot Collier I met last night.”

		She laughed and took her blouse off, along with her shoes and the stylish slacks she’d worn shopping today. As he fiddled with the coke, grinding it up into a fine powder in an old hand-cranked grinder he’d bought back in high school, she shucked out of her bra, pantyhose, and panties.

		“Damn, but you’re something,” he sighed, looking over at his now naked wife.

		The lights were off throughout the apartment, except for one of the lamps on a nightstand next to the bed. It was turned down to its lowest setting, giving the darkened room an amber, barely-lit ambience.

		Jimmy cut two humongous lines and then made up two more just like them. There must have been a half a gram of coke present in the four thick, long little rows of cocaine.

		Smiling down at them in anticipation, he quickly got out of all of his clothes. His cock was already half hard as he looked at Collier in the sexy half-light of the room.

		“Goddamn, babe, what a body you’ve got,” he sighed appreciatively.

		“Oh, bullshit, you’ve seen me naked, like, a couple of hundred times by now,” she said, smiling a little self-consciously but looking secretly pleased at the same time that her husband still loved looking at her in the nude so much.

		“Yeah, well, if you ever see me not checking you out when that hot little ass of yours and those sweet tits are naked like that, check my pulse, because I’m probably dead.”

		She giggled with delight at that naughty complement and came over to join him by the mirror tile, which he had placed on top of a nearby low dresser. Like a maitre‘d, he bowed low and handed her the straw. “After you, Madame, I believe that ladies should get to snort first.”

		Collier chortled happily at this bit of gallant nonsense and bent over the tile. She took a deep breath, let it out, and then sucked up one huge line with her right nostril. Not letting more than a second or two of time elapse, she snorted up the second with her left and handed the straw back to Jimmy.

		He made short work of his two lines and then they just stood looking at each other for a long moment, waiting for the rush. Collier was first, shivering from head to toe, her eyelids drifting closed.

		“Oh, holy, fuck, Jimmy, that’s some good shit!” she sighed, “feel it?”

		“Fuck, yes,” he sighed a moment later, his own eyes closing as the furious first blast of total euphoria tore through him, “Sid outdid himself this time. This stuff is primo!”

		“I guess!” Collier agreed. “Fuck, I’m flying, Jimmy…flying!”

		He opened his eyes and looked at her. Collier’s eyes were wide and huge. Her nipples were standing out from her small, perfect handfuls of breast, looking as erect as if he’d been sucking them and nibbling on them for a half hour already.

		His cock lurched as he stared at her. God, she looked hot!

		“Have I told you lately how sexy you look with your clothes off?” He whispered.

		“No, not that I recall,” she murmured, staring up into his eyes, her right hand coming up to caress his bare chest, “maybe we should lie down on that bed over there and you can tell me all about it? What do you think of that idea…stud?”

		Jimmy’ cock jumped again and she reached out and took it in her left hand as she continued to run her fingers over his chest. She flicked his right nipple with her fingertip and then captured it between her thumb and forefinger and twisted it just lightly.

		“Oh, fuck, but you’re a naughty little girl,” he sighed.

		She moved in closer, continuing to tease his right nipple and play with his rapidly hardening dick as she bent forward and licked all around his left nipple. Jimmy shivered, his knees threatening to buckle as she began to nurse hungrily at his male tit while she stroked his now rigid manhood.

		“Oh, Jimmy, do you want me to be all crazy for you again tonight?” she purred up at him, her lips still right above his spit-shiny nipple. “Do you want me to suck you and play with you and get you so hot you can’t stand it, just like last night?”

		Jimmy moaned. “Yes, oh, God yes, please, just exactly like that!”

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Professional Slut?

		

		Collier squealed with excitement as Jimmy grabbed her and threw her onto the bed, scrambling on top of the covers right along with her. She giggled like a schoolgirl as he swept her into his arms and kissed her.

		His tongue slid into her mouth and she began to suck on it as if it were his cock. She made hungry little mewling noises and swirled her tongue around it.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Jimmy moaned; his dick as hard and unyielding as a chunk of granite.

		Jesus, she’s on fire again tonight, he thought as she continued to give his tongue a blowjob, just like last night. I wonder if she’s thinking about all of those guys in the club last night, who wanted to fuck her?”

		As if she’d been reading his mind, Collier let his tongue slide out of her mouth and groaned, “Oh, Jimmy, I’m so hot! I keep remembering all of those sexy guys in the bar last night and how much they all wanted me.”

		Jimmy gasped, his cock jerking so hard it slapped up against his lean, hard belly as he remembered that steamy scene as well. All of those horny guys, pawing at his Collier, trying desperately to kiss her; grabbing her tight little ass cheeks and drooling over her hot titties!

		“Fuck those guys!” Jimmy shouted, turning her onto her back and fitting his cock into her pussy lips. “I get to fuck you; only me, right?”

		“Yesssssssss,” Collier hissed with pure joy as his long thick cock filled her again moments later. “Only my Jimmy, only my sweet Jimmy gets this pussy!”

		He rutted into her hard, as if he were claiming her body for himself with each lusty stroke. She stared up at him, with that flirty, maddening smile on her face as he rode her, whispering, “But I get to play with them when we play The Game, right, darling? I get to turn them on and rub my ass and titties against them until their cocks are so hard they’re throbbing for me, right?”

		“Oh, oh, oh, fuck, yeah,” Jimmy panted, seeing that in his mind, fucking her even harder. “Tease those poor bastards all you want, as long as you save his sweet little cunt for me, baby!”

		Collier shivered, a huge pre-orgasmic clench gripping her pussy as her husband wailed away inside it. She moaned and closed her eyes.

		“Oh, they all wanted me, Jimmy,” she whispered, her cunny rippling all around him again. “They wanted to fuck your little Collier. They wanted me to be a bad girl with them, too, just like I am with you!”

		Jimmy gasped, knowing that was true. Those other guys were just dying for a little of what he was getting right this second!

		They’d all wanted his Collier so bad. And he didn’t blame ‘em. She’d been the hottest girl in the bar last night…and she was all his!

		“Come for me,” he panted, opening his eyes and looking down at her beautiful face. “Oh, God, babe, get that hot cunny of yours off. Let me see you come!”

		Collier nodded happily, her coke-shiny eyes wide as he really gave it to her. She murmured, “I’m just about there, Jimmy. You fuck me so good. I don’t want those other guys…not really. I just wanted so see them panting for me; I wanted you to see that. I wanted for you to see them get so hot to fuck me that they could barely stand it. And then I wanted to come home and fuck you silly, just like tonight!”

		He sucked in a breath and then roared out his ecstasy as his cock bucked once, deep inside his wife’s grabbing pink walls and then began to fill her with his cream. He yelled, “Oh, yeah, baby, do whatever you want with those poor losers, as long as you fuck me like this!”

		

		****

		

		“I could have gotten some of those dudes last night even hotter,” Collier whispered into Jimmy’s ear.

		They were lying in bed, against the pillows, just having done another couple of huge lines of coke. Her eyes glittered like Chinese lanterns in the dimly lit bedroom and Jimmy could tell that she was high as a kite, turned on, and ready to party until dawn.

		“How could you have done that, kitten?” He asked, a small smile of utter satisfaction on his face, feeling no pain and soaring again on the recent blast of cocaine he’d just done. “You already had ‘em with big, goofy grins on their faces, or leers, like they wanted to throw you on top of a table and fuck you right there in the club.”

		She grinned at that image and said, “Oh, I don’t know. If I’d kissed a couple of them, I bet they would have come in their pants, some of ‘em.”

		Giggling at that thought, she said, “Wouldn’t that be fun, to see if I could get them to cream their boxers without even touching their cocks?”

		Jimmy exploded with laughter. He nodded, “And I bet you could do it, too, Coll. Some of those guys were so hard that they looked like they were trying to smuggle billy clubs into the bar, after dancing with you.”

		She nodded back, still grinning. A thought struck her and she whispered, “Can I tell you something really secret…really dirty?”

		Jimmy’s heart hammered even faster in his chest. He said, “Sure, babe, you can tell me anything, you know that.”

		She leaned in closer and said, “You can’t repeat this to Andy. He doesn’t know about it. And I don’t know if Darla plans to tell him or not.”

		His cock giving a sharp upward jerk, Jimmy said, “Okay, I guess; I mean, Andy’s my friend, but then so’s Darla.”

		Her eyes as big as a five year old’s on Christmas morning, Collier whispered breathlessly, “Darla’s been doing that, playing a different version of The Game for a few weeks now.”

		“What version would that be?” Jimmy asked, not sure he was ready for her answer.

		“She’s been trying to make guys come in their pants,” Collier confided. “She says its incredible fun…like a challenge, you know?”

		“H-How does she do it?” Jimmy stammered, seeing long, tall, delicious Darla in his mind at that club last night.

		“She really gets into it when she makes out with them,” Collier said softly, touching Jimmy’s shoulder with her fingertips as she spoke, “and she lets them feel up her big tits as much as they want.”

		Jimmy didn’t say a word. He didn’t want her to stop talking. This was a dirty tale he was dying to hear!

		“If she really likes a guy, and she wants to see him blow off a load in his pants, she lets him play with her pussy under the table,” his wife murmured, moving her hand down Jimmy’s bare chest, toying with his right nipple briefly. “Sometimes, she slips into the bathroom and takes of her pantyhose, so that she’s only wearing a tiny thong.”

		Jimmy shuddered, imagining that. He licked his lips nervously, wanting her to continue but not wanting to react too much to what she was telling him, lest he scare her off.

		“Then she lets the guy move her thong over to one side so that he can finger-fuck her under the table. She’s gotten to where she comes four or five times a night now, some weeks. And she said that when she does that--when she’s letting some hottie kiss her and Jill her pussy off for her--she’s touching the guy’s dick a lot through his trousers and shorts.”

		Collier gave him a knowing, smug little look and said, “About half of them can’t take it. They empty their balls into their slacks when she’d macking on them and they’re fingering her like that and she comes for them.”

		Jimmy’s prick stood straight up. He groaned--it suddenly felt so hard.

		“Isn’t that cool?” Collier asked him, taking it in her fist. “I’d love to do that. I’d love to make a guy come in a club; that would be so insanely sexy! I bet you’d fuck me until I couldn’t walk when we got home if I did something like that, wouldn’t you?”

		He was suddenly at war with himself. He could never let his wife do something like that…could he?

		On the other hand, if he ever did let her, just to see what that was like, he knew that he would fuck her senseless when they got home. That was for damned sure!

		Collier didn’t wait for an answer. She slid down a little and turned over onto her tummy, getting in between her husband’s legs.

		“Ooooh, this pretty thing has your come and my pussy juice all over it,” she said, staring up at him and licking her lips. “I think I’d better be a good little wife and clean that up for you, darling, don’t you?”

		Her lips slid over his cock and all of the air went out of his lungs. He watched his gorgeous, sensual, utterly naughty wife lick and slurp and suck at his cock until it was as clean as it could be.

		She eagerly gulped down the remnants of his come, and hers, and then began to bathe his ball sac with her tongue. Jimmy sighed and let her move him around a little, so that she could access his big nuts easier.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she hummed as she sucked the right one into her mouth, ran her tongue all over it, and nursed at it tenderly.

		Jesus, fucking “A”, where did this come from, Jimmy wondered? Collier had sucked his cock and blown him dozens of times, but she’d never worked on his balls like this, so extensively…almost like a professional hooker or something!

		“Such pretty balls,” she murmured, changing nuts, poising her lips over his left testicle, “my Jimmy’s got such beautiful balls. Have you got a lot of come left in here for your Collier to swallow tonight, baby?”

		Then she ran her tongue all over both of them and was rewarded with an involuntary clench as the two nuts jerked together under her teasing tongue strokes. Easing the left one into her mouth, she hummed a little tune as she ran her tongue all over it while she sucked.

		Holy fuck, where did she learn to do that?

		Collier soon had him twisting and moving his ass around on the bed. She reached under the pillow and grabbed the tube of lubricant Jimmy had shoved under there last night, after he’d fucked her in the ass.

		“Is this feeling good, my naughty Jimmy?” She let his nut slip from her mouth and whispered up at him, that coquette’s smile of hers back on her face, “You said you wanted me to be bad Collier for you, didn’t you, darling?”

		Sliding lower, she touched his asshole with her tongue and Jimmy froze in place. Gliding the wriggly little pink tip a around and around for a moment, she flattened her tongue a slowly began to lick his ass pucker.

		“Oh, oh, holy fuck, you don’t have to do that!” he begged. “That’s too fucking nasty, Coll!”

		“I thought you wanted your little Coll to be nasty for you, baby?” she hissed up at him, tapping his bunghole lightly with the underneath side of her maddeningly sexy tongue. “Be careful what you wish for, baby boy.”

		With that, she began to jack his dick off with her left hand, tease his nut sac with the long, red fingernails of her right hand, and to tongue-fuck him up the butt. Jimmy made a surprised little whining sound and then sucked in a breath.

		No girl had ever done this to him before! He shuddered, his dick jumping in her fist, his balls clenching together.

		“Holy Christ, Coll, what are you doing to me?” he gasped as a furious surge of pre-come excitement rocketed through his whole lower body.

		“It’s called a rimjob, baby,” she murmured, her eyes glittering like two diamonds, clearly deeply aroused by what she was doing to her husband. “Relax and enjoy.”

		Jimmy made another tiny whimpering noise as she began lick at his anus and then run her tongue inside it, her fist still jerking his cock skin up and down in a slow, steady rhythm. A huge tear of pre-come rolled out of the end of his cock and Collier pointed his prick downward and stopped tonguing his asshole long enough to lick it off and swallow it as he watched.

		“Yum,” she said, giving him that same sexy smile again, “your pre-come is so sweet, baby. And your ball juice isn’t bad either.”

		She licked all around the head of his cock and then whispered, “I hope you’ve got a big load for me to swallow tonight, darling. I’m so hungry for your come, all of a sudden.”

		Collier shoved her tongue all the way up into Jimmy’s ass tunnel and wiggled it around. His cock nearly jumped out of her fist and his balls jerked together inside the wrinkly skin of his nut sac.

		“Ready to come, baby?” she asked, after working her tongue slowly in and out of his asshole for another scintillating minute or so.

		Jimmy couldn’t make a sound. He watched, slack-jawed as his wife let go of his cock and balls and reached for the sex lube.

		“Uhhhhhhhh!” he gasped as she squirted a big wad of the cool gel into his gaped- open anus and then pushed the middle finger of her right hand into his ass all the way up to her palm.

		“Feel that?” she asked, running the pad of her fingertip around and around on something inside his bunghole. “That’s your prostate, honey. Buckle up; this could be quite a ride.”

		Collier used her other hand to center his cock in her mouth and then pushed her head forward, tilting it back slightly. Every last inch of Jimmy’s swollen-to-the-bursting-point dick disappeared into her mouth.

		“Oh, holy fucking God,” he cried out as her tongue went to work on his cock while she sucked it and her fingernails toyed with his tightly-bunched nut sac once more. The finger pad of her other hand caressed his prostate gland more firmly and Jimmy shuddered with pure bliss.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Collier began to hum a little tune softly as she blew him.

		“Guh…guh…guh…gaaawwwwwdddd!” Jimmy screamed.

		His ass bucked up off the bed, burying his prick balls-deep in his wife’s sucking, licking mouth. A fireball of sensation suddenly went off in his prostate, roared into his nuts and then right up into his sensitive glans as she laved it with her swirling tongue.

		“Ullllppph,” she gurgled as a monster splash of semen filled her mouth and she swallowed.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” was Jimmy’s comment, delivered at the top of his lungs as his cock went off like a water cannon in Collier’s hungry mouth.

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		Sad, Exciting Revelations

		

		“Okay, babe, you’ve got to tell me, where did you learn to do all of that stuff?”

		It was three-thirty in the morning. They had just done the last of the coke and had downed a couple of martinis to chase it with, to help mellow out the drug-buzz.

		Jimmy’s heart was hammering, but it wasn’t all due to the coke he’d snorted tonight. Collier had done things with him over the last few hours that he’d never seen done except in porn movies.

		Some of them, he’d never seen done at all. He hadn’t even imagined that you could do them—and he had, until tonight, always considered himself to be a very hip guy, when it came to sex.

		Collier just looked at him, a lopsided, lazy smile on her face. She was clearly flying from all of the coke, the booze, and the natural high she seemed to get when they had sex.

		“Were you in porn before I met you?” he asked; a sly grin on his face.

		“No,” she said, laughing as if that were ridiculous, “I’d never do that sort of shit.”

		“Were you a working girl for a while back when you were in college, before we met, earning your way through school?”

		“Fuck, no,” she retorted, more than slightly affronted by that assertion, “I’m not a whore, Jimmy. Fuck, why would you even ask me that?”

		He shook his head. Finally, he sighed, “Because I’ve never had that kind of sex before in my whole life, Coll, and I used to get around before I met you, you know?”

		She chortled derisively, “Get around—my ass, you went to a few lame frat parties and double fucked some drunk-out-of-her-mind coed a couple of times with another guy, right?”

		Jimmy brought himself up short. He thought he’d had a pretty wild sex life before he’d met Coll. Lots of parties, tons of different chicks, a couple of three-ways, two or three small gangbangs—he had been around…hadn’t he?”

		Drunken, drug-high Collier suddenly seemed to sober up. All the fun went out of her face and she flopped over onto her side, her back to him.

		“I told you last night that I didn’t want to talk about this stuff,” she said, looking back over her shoulder at hin, accusingly. “This shit needs to stay buried in the past, Jimmy. I’m not that girl anymore; I’m just not!”

		She held his gaze for a moment and then, from out of nowhere, began to cry. She wheezed, “I don’t want to be her anymore, Jimmy. Don’t make me be her, please?”

		He scooted over to her and held her in his arms, spooning tight against her pretty ass. His fingers moved through her long, shiny black hair and he whispered gently, “It’s alright, Coll, I was just curious. Don’t worry about it.”

		She sucked in a huge breath of air and then used to it wail, “Its not fucking alright. Now you think I’m whore…a porn slut…you don’t love me anymore, Jimmy, now that…now that…you know about me!”

		Jimmy just held her. He was very fucked up himself, from the coke and booze, but he knew better that to try and reason with someone who was as blasted on dope and as drunk as his wife currently was.

		After a long silence, he finally whispered gently, “That’s the thing, Coll. I don’t know about you. I don’t really know a thing, except that your folks are dead, you don’t seem to have any family that you keep in touch with, and that you’re the most wonderful girl I’ve ever met in my life and that I love you totally…unconditionally. That’s all I really know.”

		She turned in his arms, her eyes still flooded with tears and murmured, “Really, Jimmy, you still love me after I got whacked out of my mind and acted like some kind of mondo-slut for you last night and tonight?”

		He kissed her tenderly on the forehead and whispered, “You know me, Coll. Turns out I’m a sucker for mondo-sluts.”

		She laughed and swiped at her tears. “You’re crazy; do you know that, Jimmy Diamond?”

		“You bet I am. Crazy about you, honey; I’m absolutely insane about you.”

		She began to cry again, but they were happy tears this time. Collier cuddled against his chest and just let it all out. She cried for what seemed like forever.

		

		****

		

		“Okay, let’s get this over with,” she said quietly an hour later.

		All cried out, she had dozed off in his arms and he had joined her. When they finally woke up, it was nearly five in the morning.

		They turned the covers down and got into bed together, cuddling their naked bodies against on another. At last, when she realized that she wasn’t going to go back to sleep right away, she reluctantly decided that it was time to clear the air with her husband.

		“What, exactly, is it you want to know about me?”

		He grinned at her. “Everything; I love you like mad, you’re my whole life, and I don’t know jack about you, other than that I do love you.”

		Collier stretched and then settled in against his chest. She took a deep breath.

		“My parents, Steven and Susan Nye, were best friends with Darla’s parents. “When my folks were killed by some drunken asshole that ran a red light, they wanted to take me in and raise me, but I had an uncle, my Dad’s brother, Dave. And the court awarded me to him to bring up instead.”

		She shot Jimmy a sour look. “Do you want to know how long Uncle Dave’s cock was, because I can tell you, right down to the centimeter? I sucked it often enough, from the time I was eleven, when I first went to live with him, until I was sixteen and I finally got the courage up to rat him out to the authorities and get him put away for twenty-six years in prison.”

		Jimmy looked stricken. He didn’t know what to say.

		“Old Uncle Dave really put me through my paces, growing up. He fucked me all the time, up the ass, in the pussy, down the throat. I bet I knew how to give a better rim job by the time I was thirteen than some whores do.”

		A tear spilled down her cheek. “Here’s the awful part; do you know about the Stockholm syndrome, where the hostages get to the point where they want to please their captor? Well, I could have been the poster girl for that. I got to where I really liked fucking my uncle and blowing him and doing all of the other little pervy things he loved so much.”

		She took a deep breath and went on to say, “It totally fucked me up, sexually. I started fucking boys when I was thirteen, and when a guy dated me, I hardly ever said no when he wanted a fuck or a blowjob.”

		After a moment, she said, “The word got around, of course. If you want to fuck the hottest little teeny-whore in the whole city, Collier Nye is your go-to girl. I got more action than a five-buck-a-trick hooker.”

		Drawing herself up, she said, after a pause. “It was Darla, of all people, who saved me. She remained friends with me--God knows why--and she was finally able to convince me that Uncle Dave didn’t give a damn about me, except as his own in-house teenie fucktoy to loan out to his sleazy friends during poker parties. She got me to turn him in.”

		“What happened then?” Jimmy asked, wishing desperately that he wasn’t so buzzed on booze and drugs right now, wishing that he was in better shape to handle this better, now that Collier was finally opening up to him.

		“Darla’s folks were great. They’ve got some money, so they hired a lawyer and kept after the system and finally got custody of me when I was sixteen. I lived with them until Darla and I finished high school. Then we went off to college together. Her folks paid part of my way, too, and I got student loans for the rest.”

		There was a silence that seemed endless. Finally, Jimmy said, “I’m so sorry, kitten. On the one hand, I’m glad I finally know all of that, but on the other, I hate that I had anything to do with you having to rehash all of that again. It must have been hell to live through the first time.”

		She gave him a sad, rueful little smile. “You haven’t heard it all yet. See, one of the reasons Darla stayed close with me was because we double dated a lot back in high school. She was just as wild, sexually, as I was, except she didn’t have a good excuse like I did. Her folks were great people; no sexual abuse in that house.”

		When Jimmy just looked at her, Collier went on to say, “We used to trade guys on dates, sometimes. She’d fuck her date in the front seat, and I’d bang mine in the back, and them we’d switch off for round two.”

		Jimmy sucked in his breath at that image; hot, sexy, blonde Darla getting down and dirty with a guy while his white-hot little Collier fucked another guy’s lights out in the back seat. He shook his head at the image.

		“When we got to college, we really went crazy. No parents to tell us no at all. We took every drug we could get our paws on, drank like a pair of fish, and fucked every guy we came across, or at least most of them…if they were cute.”

		She looked sadly at Jimmy and said, “When I met you at that party, it was like catching a life preserver after going down for the second time. I latched onto you with everything I had and never let go.”

		“Why me?” he asked, astonished. “I was just a big of a party animal as you were.”

		She gave him a derisive little snort. “Oh, really, did you ever wear the engineer’s hat at one of the Delt’s frat house parties? I did.”

		Jimmy felt his gut clench. He’d never been to one, but he’d heard about the gangbang parties at the Delt’s house, where a girl would don the floppy old grey and white pinstriped engineer hat for the night and lie down on a bed on the top floor. Then she’d “pull the train”, taking on all comers until every guy at the party had fucked her as many times as he’d wanted to—pussy, ass, and mouth.

		“You…you actually…did that?” he asked, his voice a croak of disgust, disbelief, and—he was ashamed to admit—excitement at the thought of his cute little wife putting out for everyone at a huge party.

		Collier began to cry softly again. Her shoulders shook and tears spilled out of her eyes as she admitted, “Twice…and there must have been sixty guys at the second one. The word had gotten around about what an out of control wild girl I was after the first party where I was the Choo-Choo train girl.”

		She looked up at her husband and whispered, “Darla saved me again. If she hadn’t been there that night and pitched in and helped me fuck guys, they’d have probably fucked me to death, babe. There were just so many of them!”

		He swept her into his arms and held her close as she cried. He whispered, “Its okay; that was a long time ago. You’re not that person anymore. You’re my Coll and I love you. All of that is old news.”

		When she finally stopped bawling this time, she said, sniffling, “Yeah, that’s how little respect for myself as a person I had back then, Jimmy, pulling the train for a bunch of drunken, slobbering frat fuckers that I probably wouldn’t have given the time of day to, if I’d have been sober, if I hadn’t been hell-bent on proving what a big-time bad girl I was.”

		She looked up at him and said, “So, yeah, I love getting down and dirty with you, darling, being bad for you. But we have to really watch ourselves when I do that.”

		Wrapping her arms around him, she added. “I want to keep that girl I used to be separate from the girl I am now. I want to keep that wild bitch chained up down in my mental basement, where she belongs. Because she’s still there, she still is me, waiting to get out and take control of my life again. And I couldn’t handle that.”

		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		Adjustments to The Game

		

		After the unbridled wildness of Friday and Saturday nights, Sunday proved to be a mellow, lay-back-and-relax kind of a day. It pretty much had to be.

		Neither Collier nor Jimmy could face a glass of booze that day. All they wanted to do was lie around the apartment, read the Times, and cuddle together.

		Jimmy felt closer to Collier than he ever had before, and he was pretty sure she felt the same way about him. Last night’s grim sexual revelations had been hard to hear, but he’d been glad to hear them.

		At last he knew some of the events in her life that had helped to make Collier who she was. And having that knowledge was a big positive in Jimmy’s mind.

		Some of those events were so grim that it made his blood boil; just thinking about them—he was glad, for example, that her uncle was still in prison. He felt he would have been duty-bound to find the guy and beat the holy living shit out of him, had he still been free.

		He was lying on the big couch with his wife, running his fingers through her long, silky hair. She looked so sweet.

		I love her so much. Just look at how beautiful she is; I’m a lucky guy.

		Just then, the image of Collier flat on her back, a guy between her perfect little thighs, rutting away, with a long line of naked frat guys strung out behind the bed, snaking clear down a hallway, crept into Jimmy’s consciousness. To his disgust, he felt his cock stir inside his shorts, beneath the bathrobe he was wearing.

		That was a while ago, he told himself, she was just an out of control kid back then, acting out at the shitty life she’d had since her folks had died. All of that has nothing to do with the woman she is now.

		He shifted about on the couch, suddenly unable to get comfortable. The thought of Collier—his sweet little Collier—fucking thirty guys, one right after the other was hard to adjust to.

		It was unbelievable, and yet he knew it was true. She’d admitted to him that it was.

		He was ashamed that it aroused him as much as it did, as well as being disappointed in himself that he couldn’t just look past those lost years completely and put them where they belonged; in the ‘ancient history’ bin in his mind.

		Still, he knew he wasn’t Saint Jimmy. The fact that his wife had excelled at being a down and dirty party girl for years before she’d met him did, undeniably, gnaw on him.

		She said it herself: that girl was her; on some level, it’s still her. That ‘I’ll do anything, I’ll fuck anyone’ party girl from her past is still just a heartbeat away.

		He shuddered as he remembered her tongue up his asshole last night. Images of her rubbing her tits against guys as she’d danced with them on Friday night, of her pushing her ass back against their hard cocks while she’d shimmied her way across the floor with her many suitors that night flooded into his mind as well.

		Jimmy sighed. As far as sex went, this weekend was the hottest weekend of his entire life. He grudgingly admitted that he was anxious to see her, that hidden side of Collier, in action again…playing The Game as he watched.

		Where is this game-playing going to lead us? He wondered. Is it going to give us more intense, incredibly sexy and fun weekends that end up with us feeling closer than ever as a couple? Or is it going to be the start to the end of our marriage?

		

		****

		

		That week proved to be strange. On the one hand, both of them felt closer together than ever before. The loving, totally-at-ease-with-each-other feeling that pervaded their apartment at night was truly a beautiful thing.

		And the sex was wonderful. They made love almost every night before they went to sleep, and several times, Collier would tease Jimmy with whispered remembrances of how one guy or the other from last Friday had squeezed her ass or whispered in her ear about how he was dreaming about her lips around his big dick as they’d danced together.

		Passionate, unrestrained, animal sex always occurred right after that, with both of them ending up panting, sweaty, exhausted, and exhilaratingly satisfied. They fall asleep wrapped up in each other’s arms, smiling.

		Both of them were eager for the weekend and another chance to play…The Game. But both of them were secretly apprehensive about that as well.

		They hid it. Neither of them talked to the other about his or her fears; fears that The Game might slip out of control; that sexpot, crazy-girl Collier would reappear at the dance club and then just never go away again.

		As the end of the week rolled around, they talked clubs. They had decided to fly solo this week. Neither had heard from Andy or Darla about this weekend, so they assumed that the Longs had other plans that didn’t include a double date to a dance club.

		And that was okay with Jimmy and Collier. They wanted to try this on their own, to see if they could handle it; to see if The Game was fun for them without the added back up that their old friends provided.

		By Friday morning, they had settled on Pandora’s Box for that night’s second foray into dirty dancing and Wife-Watching. It was a medium-sized club that played a good mix of music; easy for Jimmy to find a nice spot at the bar that allowed him to see the whole room, not so cavernous that Collier could get swept away into a corner and be totally out of his sight.

		They decided that club attire was appropriate for the Box, so they met at home after work, had a leisurely dinner and a drink or two, and changed out of their business apparel and into more causal clothing. Collier decided to spice things up a little by wearing a roomy, shimmering, sheer black silk top with a loose neckline that showed a lot of titty when she bent over, along with a shorter-than-short black leather skirt.

		She put on nearly invisible nude ped socks and a pair of her best black heels, but no pantyhose. Her perfect little legs were bare and she wore only a pair of wispy, sheer black thong panties under the provocatively short skirt.

		Dressed in just the skirt, panties and shoes, the blouse in her hand, she asked Jimmy, “Bra or no bra, what do you think?”

		Jimmy stared at his explosively-hot looking wife, standing there with her cute little bare tits pointed at him, her nipples already half erect. He grinned and said, “You’re the fashionista, suit yourself, babe; whatever seems right to you.”

		“Okay, let ‘em bounce, I say,” she said with a big grin, tossing the sheer, lacey black bra onto the bed and pulling the blouse on over her head.

		“Let me just get my hair right and check my make up one more time, and off we go,” she told him, heading for the bathroom.

		

		****

		

		They got out of the cab far down the block from the club, and around the corner. Collier snuggled the long overcoat she was wearing around her tighter and stopped in front of a little coffee shop with a handful of latte drinkers inside.

		“It’s cold tonight, especially when you’re half naked under your coat, like I am,” she said to Jimmy, her eyes bright with excitement and anticipation.

		“Whose fault is that?” He grinned at her. “You could have worn a long wool skirt, a sweater, and some sensible flat shoes, you know.”

		She gave him a mock frown of disapproval. “I’m supposed to get noticed tonight, hit on, you know? It’s the whole point of The Game. Hard to attract a crowd when you’re dressed somebody’s grandma.”

		He laughed and gave her a hug. “Well, I don’t think getting noticed is going to be much of a problem tonight, not with the outfit you’re wearing under that coat.”

		She glanced up at her husband and whispered softly, “Just how wild should I get tonight, darling? How crazy do you want you little Collier to be for you?”

		Jimmy shifted his weight from foot to foot, his dick starting to harden in his slacks. That really was the question, wasn’t it?

		On the one hand, he was still more than a little bit uncomfortable with this whole thing. On the other, he couldn’t deny that this last week had been the best week, sexually, in their marriage thus far.

		And he did trust Collier, didn’t he? How could he agree to any of this if he didn’t have faith that she wouldn’t go too far?

		He agonized for another long second. How far was too far?

		“I trust you, baby,” he said at last. “Be crazy for me, as crazy as you feel good about being, okay?”

		She beamed at him, her eyes glowing with joy, clearly ready to start the fun. “Thank you, darling. And remember, Jimmy, I love you and only you, alright?”

		“Sure,” he said, trying to keep his smile as steady and reassuring as he could, “I’ll see you in a few.”

		He kissed her quickly and walked around the corner, toward the club which stood neon-lit and waiting, half a block down the sidewalk. He got in the short line, waited a minute or so, and paid the cover.

		Once he got inside, he pulled out his cell and called Collier. “There’s a short line already, so you can just come on down if you want, babe. I’ll be sitting at the bar by the time you get inside.”

		“Cool,” Collier’s cheery voice replied, “I didn’t really want coffee anyway. I’m in more of a martini mood tonight, to tell you the truth.”

		The connection went away and Jimmy dropped the phone into the pocket of the sports coat he had on as he made his way over to the bar. He chose a stool about halfway down the long bar, one that afforded a complete overview of the room, and sat down.

		“What’s yours tonight, bud?” the bartender--who looked to be all of two days past his twenty-first birthday and who had four face piercings and tats on the backs of both hands--asked him.

		“Chivas on the rocks,” he told the kid, “open a tab and let it run.”

		Jimmy handed him his American Express card and accepted the scotch from him. He swiveled the stool around and waited expectantly.

		A minute later, Collier came through the front door. She took her time, sauntering down the row of booths that lined the far wall of the club until she found an empty one.

		She’s starting already, Jimmy though, watching his wife’s slow progress, noting how she was exaggerating the natural sway of her hips again tonight, as she had last weekend, at the other dance club; just look at her swing that fine ass of hers around under that overcoat!

		He watched her remove her coat and toss it into the booth. She slid in and sat behind the table, her back against the cushion; she was right in the middle, looking out at the room.

		Jimmy turned and picked up his credit card and put it back in his wallet. He gave the bartender the high sign and said, “See that incredibly hot-looking black-haired girl over there in the silk top, in the booth? Send her over a Grey Goose martini on my tab, with my compliments, okay?”

		The bar kid grinned. “Good move, dude. That little bitch is smokin’ hot. It never hurts to get your foot in the door early, if you’re plannin’ on puttin’ the moves on a chick that’s as primo as that one.”

		Jimmy grinned back and swiveled his chair again, checking out the room. A moment later, a tall, long-legged cocktail waitress in a skirt that was even shorter than Colliers arrived with the martini. She pointed over at him and put the drink down in from of Jimmy’s wife.

		Collier shot him a stunner of a smile and then winked at him as she held up the drink. He laughed and saluted her back with his scotch.

		Let The Game begin, he thought, paraphrasing the old Roman saying that had been popular when the coliseum had been the hottest ticket in the Roman Empire.

		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		Crossing The Line

		

		Jesus, if she was any closer to that guy, he’d be fucking her! Jimmy thought uneasily, watching his wife glide through a sensuous, steamy salsa number with a tall black dude.

		It was their third or forth dance together over the last hour. Collier’s arms were around his waist, her tits pressed tightly against his chest, her legs on either side of his left thigh, her pussy rubbing against his leg each time they took a step.

		Jimmy eased his cell out and glanced down at the time. It was only ten-thirty. He’d been watching Collier drink, laugh, and dance with a half a dozen hot guys for a while now.

		She’d had at least three more martinis after the one he’d bought her, and that made him a little nervous. Collier didn’t handle martinis as well as she did beer or wine or some other mixed cocktails. She tended to get soused on them.

		The dance ended, and she stepped away from the black guy. He leaned down for a kiss, only to have her turn her face away right at the last second with practiced ease, so that all he scored was the infamous cheek smooch.

		He said something to her, his face turning angry. She just shook her head, with a tiny smile that seemed to say, “Tough luck, dude, you don’t get to swap spit with me for the price of a couple of martinis.”

		The guy, who was into some sort of a retro-seventies look—he had a short Afro, mutton-chop sideburns, and a triangular soul patch just below his lower lip—continued to glare at her. Jimmy noticed that beneath the tight fitting pants the dude was wearing as part of his disco-throwback look, there was a hard cock snaking down his right leg.

		Fuck, that thing looks like a stovepipe! Jimmy thought as he stared in mild disbelief at the long thick bulge beneath the electric-blue satin bell-bottom pants the guy had on.

		Collier turned on her heel and started back to her booth, but the black dude’s hand shot out and grabbed her right shoulder. He spun her around and got right in her face again.

		Jimmy sighed, seeing this night of The Game sliding right into the dumpster. He turned his stool around to put his drink down on the bar and got ready to hop off and go out and deck this asshole, whoever he was.

		When he turned back around, he saw another man peeling the black guy back away from Collier with his right hand. The irate dude with the Afro tried got right up in this guy’s face, too, but the new player on the scene was a half-inch taller than the lithe, rangy-looking retro fan.

		He put both hands on the rejected suitor’s snakeskin-patterned shirt, right beneath its exaggerated, overly-large open collars that just seemed to shout “Disco-fever”, and jerked the man right up off the floor in an impressive show of brute strength. Collier’s savior was tall and solidly built. He had nicely styled short, brownish-blond hair, was older than her by five or six years, and was, arguably, very strong.

		Jimmy stared at the new arrival in the finely-tailor grey suit—it reminded him of the one from Neiman Marcus that now hung in his closet back home—and picked up his scotch again. This new guy was a slick piece of work.

		He was laughing as he held the struggling disco enthusiast up off the floor with apparently effortless ease. Jimmy had to admit, this big guy was handsome, cocky, and formidable.

		Placing his by now apologetic black opponent on the floor gently, he made a shooing motion. Disco man shooed. The dude in the nice suit turned, draped an arm casually over Collier’s shoulders as if he now owned her, and guided her through the crowded floor and back over to her booth.

		Jimmy’s heart was suddenly pounding. Was Coll going to let this guy sit down with her?

		His question was answered almost as soon as it arose. The confident, manly dude in the suit didn’t bother to ask if he could join her, he simply helped her into the booth and slid in next to her.

		Flagging down a passing cocktail waitress, Coll’s new friend handed the waitress a credit card, no doubt telling her to open a tab, and then ordered a round of drinks. When she’d left, he turned and looked into Collier’s eyes and said something to Jimmy’s pretty young wife.

		She laughed and nodded, suddenly looking a lot more friendly and at ease with having this stranger sitting hip-to-hip with her in the dark booth than Jimmy was comfortable with. He turned and signaled the bar guy for another Chivas and turned back to watch his wife laugh and flirt with the Suit.

		

		****

		

		That guy’s a great fucking dancer, Jimmy told himself disconsolately, gulping down more scotch.

		Collier and the Suit were sliding around the floor as if they were in love. She was all over him.

		And, unlike last week’s would-be pick up artists, this dude was so in charge and confident that he didn’t bother trying to cop a feel as they danced. That worried Jimmy more than if he’d been squeezing Coll’s cute ass and cagily going after a little titty when he could manage it.

		This guy treated her like she was his for the night, as if her going home with him later was a foregone conclusion; like he’d be exploring every inch of her hot little body in bed in just a little while, so why bother pawing at her in public? And she wasn’t doing anything that Jimmy could see to discourage that idea.

		The two of them looked as if they were imprinted atop one another’s bodies when they danced. And when they were back in the booth, she was sitting practically in his lap, staring provocatively into his eyes as if she wanted to let him fuck her right there!

		Just then, the club lights dimmed another notch and Jimmy moaned inwardly. This place was so dark by now that you could barely see across the room. He peered into the darkness at the booth and felt his heart fall right out of his chest and bounce across the barroom floor.

		She’s kissing him! Jimmy realized. They’re kissing and he’s got his tongue in her mouth.

		His cock jerked hard within the casual slacks he’d worn tonight. It had been hard or semi-hard off and on all evening as he’d witnessed his sexy wife dancing and teasing this handsome stranger, but now it was suddenly rock hard and throbbing as he watched the steamy kiss go on and on.

		Unable to stand it another minute, Jimmy got up off the stool, arranged his dick down his pant leg to where it was less noticeable, and started for the restroom. He did have to pee, but that wasn’t his primary objective. The trip to the restroom brought him much closer to where Collier sat in that darkened booth.

		As he got nearer, he stopped dead in his tracks. The guy’s hand was under Collier’s loose blouse! Jimmy could see the outline of his knuckles against the shiny, sheer fabric as the Suit’s palm rested atop her bare tit mound, squeezing and kneading her naked breast as he made out with her.

		Too much…way too fucking much, Jimmy told himself, heading hurriedly for the restroom, fumbling for his cell phone as he went, The Game’s The Game, but this is way over the top! Maybe Andy’s okay with this kind of shit when Darla does it, but I’m not--I’m just not!

		Once inside the men’s room, he started texting. He told Collier that she was pushing the limits. He thought about that for a second and then added that she was already way the fuck over the limits! And then he sent it.

		While he was waiting for an answer, he took a quick piss and washed his hands. When he had them dry, his phone went off.

		“What limits?” her text read. “Thot U said I cld B ttly crzy 2nite?”

		Jimmy agonized over that. He had said that, hadn’t he, totally crazy?

		“Where R U?” he texted her back.

		“RR; meet me.”

		RR—restroom, he thought excitedly. She’s right next door!

		He jammed the cell phone back in his pocket and hurried out into the hallway, nearly bowling Collier over as he flew out the men’s room door. She smiled up at him.

		“There you are! Now, what’s all this shit about limits?”

		“Uh, well…I…I don’t know, I guess,” Jimmy stammered, feeling like an idiot now that she was here, smiling up at him with love in her eyes, looking exactly like his little Collier, the girl he’d fallen so hopelessly in love with.

		She put her hands on the lapels of his sport coat and went up onto her tiptoes to give him a quick kiss. When she pulled away, she glanced furtively behind her, down the hallway, to make sure no one was watching them together.

		“Listen, so I kissed the guy a little, so what?” she asked defiantly; an innocent look on her face. “And I let him squeeze my bare boobies some, too. Again, what’s the big deal?”

		When Jimmy didn’t challenge that—he was too shocked by how nonchalantly she’d just made that statement to say a word—she smiled again and whispered, “It’s not like I’m going to let him fuck me in this place. I’m going to let you do that, you lucky boy, here in just a little while, at home.”

		Jimmy shuddered, loving to hear that. Her recent sweet smile now replaced by that naughty, coquette smile from last weekend, the one that had been on her face just before she’d rimmed his asshole with her tongue, she whispered to him “You should feel how wet I am, lover! Making out with Alan--his name is Alan--is getting me so fucking hot; my pussy is overflowing already. There’s some really intense fucking coming your way tonight, babe!”

		He cautioned her, “Watch your alcohol intake from here on out, honey; you’ve really been downing them tonight. Don’t get too drunk and wind up doing something you’ll regret.”

		She playfully stuck her tongue out at him and then went up onto her tiptoes again quickly and gave him a peck on the cheek. Then she was gone, back out into the club.

		When a slightly stunned Jimmy came out of the hallway moments later and reclaimed his barstool, he saw Collier and Alan the Suit out on the dance floor again. They were moving like a couple that had been dancing together their whole lives.

		His big right hand was down on her left ass cheek now, as if it belonged there, and Collier’s head was nuzzled into his shoulder, her eyes closed. They passed not ten feet from the stool where Jimmy sat and she raised her head to look at him for a moment, until Alan put his finger under her chin and turned it to face him. He bent low and kissed her, his tongue clearly slipping into her mouth as they glided away across the floor.

		“Hey, good-looking,” he heard someone say through the red haze of emotions roaring through his consciousness just then, “you’ve just been sitting here, gunning down booze for hours. Want to stop watching other people dance and get out there your own self?”

		He turned and saw a very hot-looking little redhead standing at his elbow. She had huge green eyes, a pixie-cute face, and a very tight, trim little body.

		Jimmy looked back out onto the floor and saw his wife making out like a madwoman with this “Alan” guy. They had all but stopped dancing, embracing each other tightly, kissing passionately, and just shifting their weight from one foot to the other in time with the beat as they pawed each other and swapped spit.

		“Why not,” Jimmy said, turning back to look at the small redhead, “what’s your name?”

		“I’m Jeannie, Jeannie Winston,” she replied.

		“I’m Jimmy Diamond.”

		“You’re fucking hot, is what you are, Jimmy Diamond.”

		He danced two dances with cute, vivacious little Jeannie. If he hadn’t been married, he’d have been more than happy to take her home at the end of the evening. She was sexy, elfin, affectionate, and no doubt a great fuck—Jimmy could tell, just from dancing with her.

		But as fine as Jeannie was, his main focus was on his wife, so he moved the little redhead around on the crowded floor until they were just a few dance couples inward from the booth where Collier was now making out again with her new “friend”, Alan. The damned lights were so low in Pandora’s Box by this late in the evening that he had a hard time seeing what was going on, even up this close.

		“What do you do for a living, Jimmy Diamond?” Jeannie asked him from her position snuggled in tight against his chest as they danced to a slow tune.

		“I’m on The Street, stocks and bonds,” he told her, “I’m with Holder and Hartz.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, good firm,” Jeannie whispered, pressing herself in even tighter against him, rubbing her curvy little body against his cock, which hadn’t been soft in what seemed like hours. “I’m with a major bank, in the financial division, so I know all about Holder and Hartz.”

		Holy jumping fuck, Jimmy thought, as one of the couples dancing in between them and the booth moved out of the way just then and Jimmy could see Collier more clearly, she’s about to come!

		He all but stopped dancing, his jaw dropped open. Collier was slumped back in the booth, her eyes closed, with her head thrown back.

		Alan’s roving hand, he could see, was back underneath her blouse again, kneading her tits, moving from one to the other, as he kissed her neck like a fucking vampire going for the jugular. His other hand was nowhere to be seen and Jimmy had a gut-wrenching moment of revelation as he realized that it was under the table—his finger no doubt up inside his wife’s juicy cunt, teasing her clit as he finger-fucked her with it.

		Collier’s mouth was slightly ajar, and her eyes fluttered open just then as she twisted in obvious ecstasy on the leather booth seat, her whole body suddenly shivering as she orgasmed. Jimmy had seen it too many times not to recognize what was happening!

		His stunned eyes caught hers and held them just as her climax reached its peak, but rather than looking embarrassed to be caught in this way, she gave him that maddening, I’m-your-little-slut-girl smile from last weekend. An electric current strong enough to power the city of New York flashed between them and Jimmy felt his cock dance against Jeannie’s body.

		He gasped and almost came in his pants. Collier’s new lover, Alan shivered at that moment and Jimmy knew instinctively had he was coming, too.

		Good, he thought, I hope the cocksucker has to walk out of here tonight with a big jizzed spot at the front of the pants in that fancy suit of his. It would serve the motherfucker right!

		“Oooh, baby, do you want to go and get us a room?” Jeannie whispered excitedly, twisting her body against his. “Your dick’s about to tear a hole in the front of your fucking pants, dude; what’s got you so turned on?”

		Jimmy tore his eyes away from the spectacle of his wife sharing orgasms with a total stranger in a dance club and looked down at pretty little Jeannie, who was smiling up at him, a questioning look on her pretty face.

		“It’s nothing, babe. Listen, I gotta’ get out of here, sorry; another night maybe?”

		The song had just ended and he disengaged from her and went back to the bar to close out his tab.

		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		The Game Pays Off

		

		Jimmy flagged down a cab outside the club and got in. He told the cabbie to wait, that he was taking a girl home but she was getting her things together inside.

		Then he texted his wife and told her that he was outside and that if she wanted to go home with him tonight, she’d better be out the door, pronto. He was seething with barely-suppressed outrage at Collier’s behavior in the club.

		Staring out the window at the empty, well-past-midnight street scene, he realized that anger wasn’t all he was experiencing. He hated to admit it, but he was super-aroused by his sexy wife’s over-the-top antics tonight, too.

		Seeing her just now, sharing a forbidden orgasm with a guy she’d just met, was the hottest thing he’d ever seen in his entire life. Hell, it was the hottest thing he’d ever even imagined!

		The front door opened a minute later and Collier came outside, by herself, looking disoriented, fairly tipsy, and, frankly, like she’d just been fucked. She was more than a little rocky in her stylish four inch heels as she approached the cab, as if she’d had too many martinis and her knees were weak for some reason.

		Jimmy knew the reason. He’d seen her come, with that Alan guy’s finger up her pussy, not ten minutes ago.

		“Man, I don’t blame you for waiting for that!” the cabbie said admiringly. “That is some super-fine pussy, there.”

		“She’s my wife,” Jimmy answered coldly.

		“Oh, shit, I’m sorry, man, I just meant…”

		The cabbie was clearly seeing his tip soar out the window into the night. Jimmy took pity on the poor schlub and said, “That’s okay, dude. I kind of feel that way about her, too. It’s why I married her.”

		Collier got in next to him, her brown eyes wide from the effects of all the drinks she’d tossed down tonight and from her naughty behavior in the club. She opened her mouth to say something but Jimmy shook his head, and then nodded toward the driver, who was doing his level best to appear disinterested but who was clearly listening intently.

		She shrugged and slumped back into the seat, understanding. It was a fifteen minute ride back to their place from the club, and they either didn’t talk at all during the trip or if the did, they spoke of mundane things like whether to stay in or go out tomorrow for breakfast.

		Jimmy suggested that it might snow. Collier said, “Yeah, well then maybe we’ll stay in and I’ll cook.”

		The cab pulled up in front of their place and Jimmy gave the cabbie a decent tip, along with the fare, and got out of the car. He escorted his wife into the lobby and pushed the up button on the elevator.

		Once inside their place, he shut the door, threw the lock, and then tore off his sports coat, and flung it down angrily on a chair. He glared at Collier, his mood having vacillated over the last twenty minutes from horny, excited, and ready to fuck, to really pissed at her for what she’d done in that booth with…Alan!

		Right now, his mood had swung back to “pissed off with a vengeance” side of the equation! He got right in her face and demanded, “What the hell did you think you were doing?”

		Collier shrunk back from him. She looked terrified, like he might hit her or something.

		“Hey, it’s okay,” he said softly, moving a step closer, his hands open, to show he wasn’t going to be violent with her, “I’d never hit you, baby. Don’t you know that by now?”

		Reassured and relieved, she threw herself into his embrace and shivered in his arms. “I don’t know what you’re so mad about, Jimmy. I didn’t fuck the guy or even give him a blowjob.”

		She’s not making this easy, he thought, pushing her back a step so that he could stare down into her eyes.

		“You let him make you come, for Chrissakes, right in a fucking dance club!” He scolded her. “Even fucking Darla doesn’t go that far.”

		“Yes, she does,” Collier blurted defiantly. “She’s sucked off two guys so far, and made a few more come with her hand, under the table, like I did tonight.”

		Jimmy quivered on his feet. He couldn’t seem to catch his breath.

		She was jacking that dude off under the table while he finger-fucked her? He thought about that. I thought this Alan guy just got so turned on from making her come with his fingers, while he was squeezing her tits, that he blew a load in his suit pants!

		“W-What,” Collier stammered, at seeing her husband’s reaction to her last statement, “I thought you knew that I was giving him a handjob while he played with my clit?”

		Jimmy didn’t seem capable of speech or movement. He just stood there, his mind vapor-locked for long seconds.

		“Come on, honey, let’s go in the bedroom,” Collier whispered softly at last, taking him by the hand, “I want this big cock of yours so bad. It’s as hard as a fucking boulder and I’m just dying to fuck you. That little stroke-off Alan gave me at the club was super-hot, but that was like an appetizer—I want the full-course meal from my hot Jimmy, while I tell him every naughty thing I did tonight, just like I promised I would.”

		Jimmy stumbled along after his wife, looked down and saw that his dick was, indeed, hard enough to crack walnuts with. He couldn’t believe how aroused he was by the thought of Collier beating that other guy’s dick off tonight while he’d finger-fucked her to a raging orgasm.

		And, God help me, I do want to hear every little detail, Jimmy realized with a sinking heart. Jesus, when did I become such a fucking perv?

		

		****

		

		“Oh, baby, that Alan guy’s got a honey of a cock, but this is the one I want for the rest of my life!”

		They were lying naked in the middle of the bed and Collier was licking all around her husband’s massively engorged dick. Jimmy moaned and croaked, “Was it big, was his prick bigger than mine?”

		Collier glanced up from her cock-teasing and smiled at him. “Oh, yeah, his was a lot bigger, babe. He was hung like some kind of porn pro.”

		Jimmy shuddered at that unwelcome news and Collier hastened to add, “But so what?”

		She gave him a look so hot that it could have melted glass and whispered, “I’ve had dozens of dicks to play with in my life …dicks to suck and fuck, Jimmy, before I met you; all kinds, black ones, white ones, brown ones, long ones, fat ones, humongous ones, even a few tiny ones.”

		Collier paused to give Jimmy’s particular cock a long, lazy tongue-bath, her eyes never leaving his, and then finished with, “It’s not the penis, or how big or thick it is. It’s the guy behind the penis who really gets a girl off, babe. And this one is the one for me. You make me come like a crazy woman, Jimmy, because I love you with all my heart and I give you every single thing I’ve got, every time we make love.”

		She slipped his prick into her mouth and bobbed her head on it, taking every inch, her lips kissing the base of his dick with every down-stroke. Jimmy sighed at how magnificent that felt--that and her talented little tongue twirling around and around as she sucked—it always did.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I just love sucking this thing,” she smiled up at him, starting to kiss his balls while she slowly jacked his saliva-slick cock in her fist.

		Jimmy gasped and asked her, did you…did you love playing with his big cock, too, babe?”

		Sure,” she said, still smiling, “that was so much fun.”

		Noting her husband’s frown, she quickly added, “You know what was the most fun about it?”

		He shook his head that he didn’t. She licked all around his cock head and then whispered, “The danger; doing that in a club, with all of those people around us? We could have gotten busted so easy--it was fucking trip, babe!”

		His cock danced in her fist and she went on to add, “But the most thrilling thing of all was knowing that you were seeing it. When I was right on the edge, ready to come, but not quite there yet? I looked up and saw you staring at me, and I went off so hard, knowing you were watching, that I almost passed out!”

		“I…I saw that part,” Jimmy wheezed, remembering that incendiary scene.

		The electrical storm that had crackled back and forth between their eyes when he’d watched her go off under another man’s touch was hard to forget. He’d almost come in his own pants.

		The strangest thing about it, now that he had taken some time to reflect on what had happened, was how close he’d felt to Collier just then, at that moment. It had been as if they were sharing her orgasm, even though he wasn’t the guy giving it to her!

		It had been one of craziest feelings he’d ever had in his life. He’d been boiling mad at his wife, embarrassed, feeling like a cuckold, and yet so turned on by what he was seeing that he could barely catch a breath—all in the same instant. Just for a brief second, he had felt as if he was sharing a peek into the mind of the other Collier, the insanely wild Collier.

		She got up onto her knees just then and sat in his lap, arranging his dick against her super-juicy cunt lips and letting her weight down on it. Her arms went around his neck as every last inch of his big cock filled her.

		“There’s my Jimmy,” she sighed contentedly. “He’s right where he should be, up inside of mama’s little pussy. Fuck me, Jimmy, like you’ve been dying to do all night, like I’ve been dying to have you do it to me all night—really give it to me, just that way that guy at the club tonight wanted to give to me!”

		She began to move her hips around in a clockwise rotation as she started to ride his buried dick. Collier held him tighter and rubbed her hard little nipples into his chest as she fucked her man.

		“Oh, Jesus, baby, that feels so great,” he moaned into her ear. “That little cunt of yours is so tight, so wet and clingy!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, it’s all for my Jimmy,” she whispered, riding a little faster. “That handsome, oh, so sexy Alan guy thought that he was going to get this pussy tonight, but all he got was a tiny feel of it with his finger. Only my Jimmy gets the real thing!”

		Jimmy went slightly crazy after that. He wrapped his arms around Collier’s tiny body and rolled her onto her back, his cock never leaving her slick, hot confines.

		“I bet he wanted to fuck my girl just like this, didn’t he?” Jimmy panted, really ramming his dick down into his mewling, cooing wife.

		“Oh, I bet he did, darling!” she murmured into his ear as he jack-hammered her slippery hole. “He wanted to fill your little Collier with his hot come. He went off like a fucking geyser when I jacked him off under the table. They’ll be cleaning that booth up for an hour in the morning, trying to get all of the jizz off the bottom of that table and the floor!”

		Jimmy groaned, imagining that; imagining huge blasts of spunk spattering up onto the underside of the table. He knew that old Alan had been envisioning depositing all of that come in Collier’s pussy as he’d gone off, and he grinned savagely at the thought of that.

		No way, buddy, he thought, pumping his wife’s tight quim like a mad man, this little pussy is all mine!

		“Oh, Jimmy, Jesus Christ, are you ever fucking me?” she whined just then. “My pussy’s on fire, babe. What drilling you’re giving your little Collier!”

		“Come for me, he panted, still ramming her hard and deep; “come for me, just the way you came for him when I was watching.”

		“Ohhhhhhhh, yeaahhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Collier wailed, working her pussy against him in perfect time to his powerful lunges down into her super-heated sex, “that was so hot, baby, coming right in front of you like that!”

		A tiny little gasp came from way back in his wife’s throat and Jimmy poured the meat to her even harder. She shivered in his tight grasp and whispered, “Oh, Jimmy, darling, nobody gets me off like you do, nobody!”

		He held her close as she moaned and clutched at him, her pussy fluttering all around his diving cock as she orgasmed hard. Jimmy sighed and punched his dick head all the way into her womb and unloaded.

		“Take my come, you hot little puss!” he murmured, filling her.

		“God, yes,” she panted, “cream me, babe, I want every last drop of your spunk in me, darling!”

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		Collier’s Confession

		

		“You were inspired tonight, babe. You fucked me so great; you really got me off hard.”

		“As hard as your new pal, Alan, did at the club?”

		She gave him her naughty coquette smile, “Not quite; it’s hard to top taking a risk like that, with a guy you barely know, while your husband is watching you. That was some orgasm. Knowing you were there, sort of sharing it with me, made it incredibly intense, darling.”

		“Yeah, I got that,” Jimmy admitted.

		It was about two in the morning. They were nestled into the pillows, under the covers. The blinds were open and they could see snowflakes coming down outside in intermittent flurries.

		“Did you recognize Alan?”

		Jimmy looked quizzically over at his wife. “No, should I have?”

		“He’s an interesting man. He’s some sort of on-camera military advisor or terrorism expert on one of the national cable networks. I couldn’t place where I’d seen him before tonight at first, but I knew I recognized him from somewhere.”

		She scooted over to the nightstand on her side of the bed and retrieved her purse. After a brief search, she found a business card and handed it to her husband.

		“Alan Shaw,” Jimmy read, “yeah, now that you mention it, I did feel like I’d seen him somewhere before, too. I think it was last year, after the Boston Marathon thing. He was being interviewed on this cable channel about how hard it is to secure a street with a big crowd in place like that.”

		Collier nodded. “He’s older than us, probably in his early thirties. A couple of years ago, you and I were in high school. A couple of years ago, Alan was in Afghanistan, cutting Al Qaeda throats.”

		“Whoa, really?—that sounds pretty heavy duty.”

		“Yeah, he was in some special assignment unit of the Green Berets, from what he said,” Collier told her husband. “He told me that they went after terrorists who were heavily protected, when a drone strike would end up killing too many civilians.”

		“Isn’t what he did classified?”

		“He wrote a book about his time served. It came out two years ago and apparently was a best seller. That’s what landed him the gig with the cable outfit. He said the Pentagon reviewed what he wrote very carefully and removed the parts they couldn’t live with before they allowed its publication; so I guess he knows what he can tell people and what he can’t.”

		Jimmy thought back to earlier in the evening, when this guy and hefted the tall black dude off his feet and held him there. Looking back on it, he remembered how quickly the very belligerent black retro/disco/whatever-he’d-been guy had quickly gone from threatening to kick ass to begging to be let down onto his feet.

		Then this Alan guy had shooed him away and the black guy had willingly shooed. It was as if he’d recognized right off that the guy in the fancy suit was very bad news.

		“So your new friend is pretty formidable, huh?”

		Collier smiled at him. “Oh, yeah, he’s confident and sexy and strong as a bull; a real take-charge type. Whenever other guys would give me the eye tonight, like they might make a move on me and ask me to dance, Alan just stared at them and they’d take off.”

		She cuddled in closer to her husband and softly admitted to him, “I really liked him. I was very attracted; if I weren’t married to my Jimmy, I know I’d be sucking that big old dick of his right now back at his place.”

		Jimmy’s own cock stirred under the sheets. He looked at her. “Really, you dug him that much. You’d have gone home with him?

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she whispered, nodding that she would have; her eyes aglow with naughtiness again. “I did something really bad with him, darling, after you left to get the cab, before I came outside?”

		His cock jerked again, starting to stiffen. “What did you do?”

		“It was very naughty,” she said in an almost little girl voice, as if she were a six year old who was ashamed to tell her daddy about her misbehavior. “Promise you won’t be mad?”

		“Depends on what you did, kitten,” he said with mock sternness, starting to play The Game with her again, just as she was now clearly playing it with him, teasing him with that voice, those big, innocent brown eyes, which he knew were anything but innocent, as she got ready to tell him something bad that she’d done. “Tell me.”

		She bit her lower lip for a moment and then whispered, “When I brought my hand out from under the table, it had a couple of huge globs of his come on it, from where it had run back down and gotten on my fingers and my thumb—from when I’d jacked him off?”

		Jimmy’s dick did a little boogie step of its own under the covers, now almost hard again as he saw that in his mind; this ex-Green Beanie guy’s jizz all over his wife’s hand. He croaked; his voice suddenly tight and nervous with anticipation, “What did you do?”

		“I…I licked it off and swallowed it for him while he watched me do it,” she admitted, blurting her answer out guiltily, making his cock lurch yet again as he imagined her doing that. “It…it was yummy, Jimmy. It tastes a lot like yours!”

		She averted her eyes and went on to confess, “I’d suck that guy off in New York minute, anytime he wanted me to…but only if you’d be okay with me doing something like that, of course!”

		Jimmy Diamond groaned, clearly seeing that in his mind—big, muscular, handsome Alan Shaw naked and in bed with Collier, his massive cock as hard as it could be, with a gleaming coating of his wife’s spit all over it. He imagined Collier’s mouth gliding up and down on it, her tongue going to town as she sucked. He heard, in his mind, the other man groaning loudly as he cut loose in his wife’s mouth and she began to eagerly gulp down his huge load for him.

		“Come here!” he growled almost angrily, grabbing her and pulling her to him, crushing her exquisite little body up against his chest.

		He kissed her hard and shoved his tongue into her mouth, wondering if he was going to taste remnants of the other man’s come as he did so. The thought that his rival’s jizz had been in her mouth not so long ago sent a quiver down his spine as he kissed Collier. His cock felt hard enough to break bricks with!

		“Wow, Jimmy, you want me again so soon?” Collier panted, pulling away for a breath, clearly delighted to find him hard and hungry for her again.

		“I want you all night long, you hot bitch!” he growled at her again, pushing her away and then turning her roughly over onto her tummy so that he could lean in and bite her right ass cheek.

		“Eeeeeeeee, don’t bite so hard!” she giggled, obviously loving having her butt gnawed on. “You’re naughty, Jimmy!”

		“Not as naughty as you are, you come-swallowing little tease,” he said, nipping at her left hillock of taut flesh. “You’re the naughtiest, sexiest little tramp a man could ever have for his wife!”

		“Do you like it when I’m bad?” she whispered, wiggling her butt around right below his nose.

		“I love it, and you know it!” He shoved his tongue up her asshole and began to tongue fuck her back there.

		Collier mewled and worked has ass back onto his penetrating flesh. She brought her hands around under her breasts and began to squeeze her tits as he played with her clit with his fingers and tongued her bottom.

		Jimmy reached up with his free hand and found the tube of sex lube under the pillow. He smiled and lapped his way upward, dragging his flattened out tongue clear from Collier’s juicy little cunt all the way up across her asshole, holding her cheeks apart so that he could really lick her.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, that feels so nasty!”

		“Not as nasty as my cock is going to feel when I fuck you right in this tight little butt of yours.” He fired back in between licks.

		“Oh, yes, do that, please do me up the ass!” she sighed. “Butt fuck me, baby! I want it…I want it so bad.”

		Jimmy shot a big glob the slippery gel up her anus and followed it in with his finger. He whispered, “If you were with this Alan guy tonight, instead of me, would you let him put that big bone of his up your tiny asshole, babygirl?”

		“Yesssssssss, oh, fuck, yes,” Collier sang out, working her butt back onto her husband’s finger eagerly. “I’d let him ball me in every hole I have, baby; especially if you were watching him do it to me!”

		Jimmy felt a sharp shiver of pure, totally taboo excitement grip him as he lined his hard dick up with Collier’s petite back opening, imagining himself in the same room with his wife and Alan Shaw. He saw Alan’s big dick where his was right now and sighed.

		He’d never thought of sharing his wife with anyone before. But he had to admit, as a fantasy, it was irresistible, now that he thought about it.

		“Oh, that’s it, Jimmy, darling,” Collier purred, her voice gone low and throaty as his cock penetrated deep into her ass, “give it to me; give it to me right up my ass!”

		Jimmy did give it to her. He fucked her hard and fast, lighting a fire in her butt from his steady lunges into the tight, super-slick little sheath of muscle.

		He teased her clit as he banged her, and she reached under her body and grabbed a petite tit mound in each hand and squeezed them as he rode her butt. In no time, she was cooing and begging him to do it even harder.

		“Really nail me, Jimmy!” Collier wailed as her orgasm approached. “Fuck my little butt hard!”

		“Is this the way he’d do it?” Jimmy demanded, panting; sweat standing out on his brow as he banged his wife’s tight hole furiously. “Would that big-cocked Alan really hammer it into you, doll, just like I’m doing?”

		“Yesssssssss,” she howled, right on the brink of coming, “Oh, God, I bet he’d fuck my little asshole until I begged for mercy, baby!”

		Jimmy’s vision went red as he imagined that. He could see it clearly, him standing right next to the bed, Collier on her tummy, just like she was now, screaming and begging Alan to fuck her even harder as he powered his over-sized dick into her asshole!

		“Aaahhhhhhhhhhhh! Take it. Take my load right up your ass, you sexy little tease!” Jimmy screamed as he rammed all the way in and began to spurt his come into her bowels, seeing Collier with another man’s fat cock right where his was now!

		She squealed with delight and came around his spurting prick. Her whole body shivered with release as pumped her full of his hot spend.

		

		****

		

		The next night, Saturday, they were too tired from fucking half of Friday night and into Saturday morning to face going out. They stayed in, ordered a pizza delivered, and watched a move from pay-per-view.

		“Last night was really something, wasn’t it?” Jimmy asked as they lay in bed later, tired, snuggled together naked, and happy.

		“It was,” Collier said, snapping out the light, her hand drifting over under the covers to caress his soft prick, “you were magnificent, babe.”

		He started to stir beneath her teasing fingertips. “You can’t want more sex tonight, can you, Coll?”

		“What do you think; stud-boy?” she whispered in his ear as she kissed the lobe and stroked his rapidly firming dick. “I always want more, Jimmy, don’t you know that by now? And you’re just the guy to give it to me!”

		Jimmy smiled in the darkness and thought, Yeah, I am!

		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

	
		A New Wrinkle

		

		“Mrs. Diamond? There’s a call for you on three.”

		Collier put down the inner-office memo she’d just finished reading and reached for her phone. “Collier Diamond, how may I help you?”

		“Well, another handjob would be a start,” a man’s voice whispered, “but I’d rather spend the whole night with you at my place, to see what other little tricks you know, babe.”

		Collier felt the blood rush to her face. He glanced around the office, making sure no one was paying any particular attention to this call.

		“Is this Alan?” She asked, and then felt stupid for having to ask. Who else would it be?

		“Wow, you are a hottie, giving out so many handjobs in crowded dance clubs that you have to ask me which guy I was,” Alan laughed softly into the phone.

		“Shut up,” she said, smiling, her voice low and flirty, “what are you up to today?”

		“Asking you out on a date this weekend, mainly,” he replied.

		Collier’s nipples began to get stiff inside her bra. She whispered, “No, I can’t do that. That can’t happen.”

		“Why? Don’t tell me you don’t like me,” Alan said in a teasing voice, “You definitely didn’t strike me as the kind of girl who’d jack a man off under the table while you were letting him finger your pussy off when you didn’t much care for the guy.”

		“That was…uh…a one-time thing,” she murmured into the phone, glancing around furtively again to see who was watching her conversation, if anyone was.

		“Why is that?”

		She sucked in a breath and said, “Listen, I can’t really discuss this right now. I have lots of work to get done this morning, and this is hardly the venue in which to discuss personal matters.”

		“Too many people around, is that it?”

		“Yes, that’s exactly right. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to go.”

		“Wait, I’m really serious about this weekend, and I won’t take no for an answer. You’re much too hot a babe to let you get away without a fight. How about lunch today? I’ll meet you somewhere close to your office and you can explain to me why you won’t go out with me, alright?”

		Collier thought about it. She knew she shouldn’t see him again, even just for lunch, to tell him why she couldn’t see him again—she was too damned attracted to him to trust herself alone with him.

		She loved Jimmy with all her heart. But this guy was intoxicating…plus he had that magnificent big dick…and he was a hell of a kisser…

		“Come on, say yes or I’m calling back every hour, on the hour, until you agree to see me.”

		She sighed, giving up. This guy wasn’t to sort of man you could just ignore and he’d go away. He was a take-charge man who was used to succeeding against heavy odds and getting what he wanted.

		“There’s a restaurant called the Black Orchid not far from here. They’re usually busy, so I’d get reservations, if I were you.”

		“Okay, will do. I’ll see you there at noon, alright?”

		“I guess so…yeah, okay, I’ll be there.”

		

		****

		

		“I notice you got us a nice booth, way in the back, where there’s not much light,” Collier said as she sat down. “I hope you don’t think you’re going to get an instant replay of Friday night, under the table.”

		He grinned. “I certainly wouldn’t mind.”

		God, I wouldn’t either! Collier thought, eyeing him hungrily.

		Alan Shaw had on another custom-made suit, this one navy blue. He was just as handsome as she remembered him being, and his blue eyes twinkled with the same mischievous, I’m a bad boy sense of outrageous fun she’d seen in them Friday night.

		He tried to kiss her and she turned her head away. “Not here. This place is three blocks from where I work. People that I know eat here all the time.”

		“So what, a girl can’t meet a boyfriend for lunch and make out with him a little? This is New York, not some tiny town in the Bible Belt.”

		Collier showed him her wedding ring, waving it in front of his nose. “I’m married. Married women don’t have boyfriends; or at least they don’t if they want to stay married.”

		“You were just as married last Friday. I saw the ring then, right off the bat.”

		Blushing slightly, Collier picked up her menu and pretended to study it. She had eaten at the Orchid enough during the last two years to know the menu by heart without looking at it. But she was stalling for time, making believe she was looking at it.

		When she’d gotten her breathing back under control and her heart rate down, she put the menu on the table and said, “I don’t cheat on my husband. Last Friday night was a fluke, so why don’t you just forget about me and find yourself another girl to chase. I’m taken.”

		“I can’t forget about you. Besides, I don’t want to; you’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever met, Collier. I just had to call you, to see you again.”

		She looked at him, suddenly curious. “How did that happen? How did you know where I worked?”

		He grinned and reached into his inside jacket pocket and brought out one of her business cards. “You gave it to me that night. I gave you one of my cards, and you reached into your purse and handed me this.”

		Too many martinis, Collier thought, suddenly remembering doing just that. When he’d given her his card, she’d automatically returned the gesture. What an idiot I am!

		“Listen, I’m going to be honest with you, Alan,” she said with a small, regretful smile, “I really like you and I’m intensely attracted to you, too. If I wasn’t married, I’d be saying yes to this weekend, believe me. But I am married, so I’m afraid it’s got to be no, okay?”

		The waiter came up just then. They placed their orders and he went away.

		“What was different about Friday?” he asked her.

		Collier moved her ass around on the leather cushion, suddenly uncomfortable to be sitting there. How was she going to explain Friday night to him?

		She looked over at handsome Alan and remembered how nicely he’d fingered her off. She thought about how good that huge pussy-pleaser of a dick had felt in her fist under the table…

		“Uh…okay…well…to start with, I wasn’t really cheating on my husband that night,” she stammered by way of an opening to her explanation. “He, uh…knew that I was in that club. And he’d agreed to let me have a sort of no-holds-barred girl’s night out. He told me to be as wild as I wanted, within limits.”

		Alan grinned, nodding his head approvingly. “That’s cool, that’s very cool. What were your limits, exactly?”

		She felt her face color again. There was no one sitting at either booth on both sides of them. Still, she kept her voice low as she replied, “No blowjobs and no fucking, I guess you’d have to say.”

		The old, crazy, go-for-it Collier resurfaced for just a second as she went on to whisper, “He was okay with the handjob and my licking your come up and swallowing it. That really turned him on, when I told him about it later. The sex between us that night was explosive!”

		Alan Shaw laughed. “That’s fantastic! You told him all about it…I love that concept. What a hot system you two have come up with to spice up a marriage a little; it’s kinky and fun.”

		Collier smiled and couldn’t help but add, “I didn’t just tell him about it later, you know. He saw it for himself. He was there that night, dancing with another girl when you and I …uh…did what we did together.”

		His grin morphed into an amazed look. He thought about that for a moment and then said, “That is cooler than cool. So how does it work? Do you split up once you get inside a club, and then he goes after other chicks while you dance with other guys?”

		“Pretty much; actually, he usually goes in a few minutes before I show up and sits at the bar, and then I come in by myself and get a table or a booth. We don’t acknowledge each other at all. And then he watches as guys try to pick me up.”

		“And you can get as friendly as you want with the other men, as long as it doesn’t go too far, right?”

		“Right, and then, usually, he and I leave together. I let him be the one to pick me up and we go home together and fuck like two sex maniacs. It’s hot.”

		“It’s scorching hot,” Alan agreed. “I like it. If I had a wife, I’d do that with her, for sure.”

		Their lunch came. As they ate, he asked her, “And so, he really gets off on you being totally a bad girl right in front of him?”

		“Yeah, when I told him about licking your come off and swallowing to for you while you watched? Right after that he gave me a fucking that would have put a lesser woman in traction.”

		They shared a laugh over that. As the laughter died away, he said, his blue eyes glittering with mischief, “Do you think he’s let me fuck you, while he watched?”

		Collier just about choked on the bite of salad she had just swallowed. She remembered the frantic, excited, back-and-forth sexual banter in the bedroom between her and Jimmy; about how, “Alan would have really given it to me”.

		“Would you be into a scene like that; a three-way, with you and I getting all hot and heavy while Jimmy watched?” she asked him breathlessly.

		“I don’t know. I’ve certainly never done that. A couple of army buddies of mine and I have fucked girls we’d picked up in clubs, mostly in Europe, when we were stationed there. We’d trade off, sometimes, everyone getting it on in the same hotel room all night long.”

		Alan shrugged. “I didn’t have a problem with that. It was just G.I. hi-jinks, you know?”

		“Jimmy’s not just a watcher. He’s one hell of a fuck. He’s the sexiest man I’ve ever met, which is a big part of why I married him. He’d want to join in the party, too, I imagine—if he ever agreed to something like this in the first place. Which I doubt he ever would; he’s kind of possessive of me under normal circumstances.”

		Alan smiled. “Who the fuck could blame him for that; you’re sensational, Collier. And I’d just love to fuck you, Jimmy or no Jimmy.”

		He got out another business card. He wrote his cell number on the back of this one.

		“Why don’t you pick the right time and broach the subject with him; see if he’d consider it?”

		

		****

		

		Is this going to fuck my marriage up?

		The question kept popping into Collier’s head all day long, after her lunch with Alan Shaw. The other thing that kept popping into her head was the mental image of Alan’s whopper of a dick, all white and massive and hard a piece of carved marble in her fist the other night under that table.

		Sweet Jesus, but I’d like to get that thing in my mouth while Jimmy was watching! She thought as she put things away in her desk at the end of the day.

		She saw Jimmy going crazy, watching her suck that magnificent cock. And then, in her fantasy, he was in her, fucking her like a wild man from in back while she slurped on Alan’s huge hard on.

		God, I’m wet! She realized just how juicy she was as she stood up and reached for her coat. I’m going to have to stop in the lady’s room and wipe the girl-lube off my pussy lips before going home. How embarrassing!

		She took the subway and beat Jimmy home, as usual. He’d be at the office for at least an hour more, probably, doing paperwork on his daily sales and making a few client calls, organizing his call list for in the morning.

		Jimmy was very together when it came to work. That was a big part of why he’d been so successful.

		Collier paced around the apartment. She was keyed up, thinking about that lunch today, about fucking Alan Shaw and his monster dick while her sweet Jimmy watched her getting nailed.

		That would be so fucking hot!

		She went into the bedroom and got out of the clothes she’d worn to work today. Once she was naked, she went into the bathroom, wet a washcloth and got her pussy all sweet and fresh for Jimmy’s arrival. Then she slipped into some loose black satin shorts with no panties underneath them and dropped a baggy, white, wife-beater style satin tee over her shoulders.

		Checking herself out in the bedroom mirror, she noted that you could see her tits clearly through the armholes of the loose shirt when she moved. She bent over slightly and was also pleased to find that you could see all of her firm little mounds every time she bent forward and the shirt hung downward.

		“This outfit ought to get Jimmy’s motor running in no time at all,” she told the hot girl in the mirror.

		She went back into the kitchen and made up a batch of Grey Goose martinis and put the pitcher in the freezer so that it would be extra cold. Rummaging around in the junk drawer in the kitchen--where they kept all of crap that was too tacky to hang up on the refrigerator or the wall but was too important to throw out—and found the menu for the excellent little Chinese restaurant down the street.

		Collier laid the menu on the counter. She didn’t want to order too soon, because Jimmy wasn’t home yet and she wanted the take out dinner to be hot when they ate it.

		How do I want to do this? She asked herself that question as she opened the freezer, got out a chilled cocktail glass, and poured herself a martini on the rocks to sip while she waited for her husband to arrive.

		She closed the freezer and added a couple of big, fat, pimento-stuffed green olives from the fridge to her drink. Leaning back against the kitchen counter she sipped her first martini of the evening and contemplated the best way to seduce Jimmy into the three-way sex party she and Alan had imagined at lunch.

		As she chewed on the first olive, an unsettling thought struck her. Was she now on her way to becoming devious, wild, bad Collier again?

		What she was doing right now, plotting to maneuver her dear Jimmy into being cuckolded right before his very eyes by hot, hung Allen Shaw was just the kind of wanton, sleazy behavior she’s specialized in during high school and college! She had another sip of her cocktail and thought hard about that.

		No, this isn’t the same at all, she told herself defiantly, this is just a variation on The Game Jimmy and I have been playing.

		“When we had anal sex together the other night, he practically came right out and said he’d like to see Alan fuck me in the ass,” Collier whispered aloud in the empty apartment. “Now I’m going to give him the chance to make his fantasy come true…where’s the harm in that?”

		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		Jimmy’s Realization

		

		“Whoa, talk about an oasis of pleasure at the end of a long day!” Jimmy said as checked out his wife’s sexy lounging outfit.

		He had just come through the door. It was seven-thirty, later that usual. He put his leather briefcase down on a chair and came into the kitchen to get a better look at Collier’s skimpy getup.

		“Here, this is for the weary sales warrior,” she said, handing him a martini.

		She gave him a canny glance, “Where have you been? Not at the office, I don’t think…you’ve been out tipping ‘em with the boys, haven’t you?”

		Jimmy gave her a sheepish grin as he accepted the martini from her. “Andy came by at six-thirty and we went down to O’Malley’s and had a drink or two. He found out about the blowjobs and the handjobs Darla’s been doing at the clubs…she told him about it last night, when they were screwing.”

		“How did that go over?” Collier asked, wide-eyed, realizing immediately that if Andy had gone ballistic about his wife’s extending the limits of The Game without his okay, then tonight would definitely not be a good night to feel Jimmy out on the subject of her fucking Alan.

		Jimmy loosened his tie and pulled off his suit coat. He picked up his martini again and jerked his head toward the living room. She followed him there.

		As soon as he sat down in his recliner, she hopped into his lap, her right arm around his neck, her left hand holding her martini. He grinned at her and said, “You do realize that I can see your tits a plain as day in that get up, through the arm hole, don’t you?”

		She flashed him an answering grin and said, “But I’m sure you far too much of a gentleman to peek at them, right?”

		“Right you are,” he said, staring pointedly at her bare breasts through the opening.

		“Perv, eyeing mama’s titties that way, you should be ashamed.”

		“Oh, I am, but I can’t seem to tear my eyes away, Coll. They’re just so damned pretty.”

		She moved her hand from around his neck and raised his chin up until he was staring into her eyes, not down into her cleavage. “What happened with Andy and Darla?”

		“Apparently, he was really pissed at first,” Jimmy said. “But Darla was smart, she waited until they were in bed--when they were fooling around and were getting all hot and heavy with each other--before she told him about it.

		Jimmy took a sip of his drink and went on to say, “She managed to get him past the ‘so pissed he could barely sputter’ stage and into the ‘so turned on by the idea of her sucking off another dude on the sly in the back of a club’ stage that everything came out okay. You know, the mental image of your wife doing that—giving a quick blowjob with her down on her knees at the end of some dark hallway, sucking cock for all she was worth and then swallowing some stranger’s load—that does have a certain level of hotness to it.”

		Collier’s heart beat faster. She could see that Jimmy was fascinated by the idea of Darla doing blowjobs and handjobs for total strangers and then telling Andy about it.

		She thought back to Friday night and her jacking off Alan and licking off his spunk and swallowing it. When she’d told Jimmy about that, he’d been angry too, at first, but then he’d fucked her like a hurricane coming ashore, as he’d imagined her doing just that.

		Also, he’d gotten extremely turned on by the sight of her orgasming in the booth from Alan’s hot fingering. He’d banged her furiously at the memory of that, before she’d admitted to swallowing some of Alan’s spunk as well.

		“Could…could you ever see yourself doing something like that?” He asked the question haltingly, staring into her brown eyes.

		Collier looked at him and realized he’d had more than a drink or two with Andy earlier. He must have been really downing them, because his eyes were sort of glassy.

		He’s half in the bag already, she thought. Maybe tonight is going to work out just right after all.

		“I could see myself doing it…if I knew that you were okay with it and if the guy was really a hottie and had me very worked up and willing to be nasty with him,” she whispered back.

		She leaned down and kissed Jimmy on the ear and then snaked her tongue tip across the bottom of the lobe. “I already did that, almost, remember? I jacked Alan off and then licked his come off my fingers and ate it for him while he watched. That’s almost a blowjob, right?”

		Jimmy started at the realization that such behavior on his straying wife’s part did almost constitute a blowjob. She felt his cock begin to stiffen underneath her as she sat in his lap.

		Opting for boldness--since it was obvious that the idea of her sucking another guy off had really taken over his consciousness, in light of Darla’s revelations to Andy—she whispered, “So, yeah, I’d do it…if you wanted to see me do it. And if I was really aroused by the guy.”

		Jimmy sighed, his dick giving a big jerk under her. Collier kissed him, her tongue slipping into his mouth. She ran it all around his tongue, just as if his tongue were another man’s cock, since she knew that’s what he was thinking about right now.

		When she felt his dick swell to full hardness beneath her, she pulled her mouth away and murmured, “Would you like that, Jimmy? Would you like to see me suck another guy off for you and swallow his load while you watched?”

		

		****

		

		Jimmy groaned. His cock was so erect that it hurt to have his wife’s weight on it.

		He thought about this incredible little body of hers, naked and in bed with some other guy, her mouth moving up and down on his hard dick, her eyes flitting from the man she was blowing to her husband’s.

		It was mesmerizing to think about! Jimmy sighed and whispered, “Let’s finish these drinks and go into the bedroom for a while. We can eat dinner later.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, what a good idea, darling; I’ve got something in mind that I’d love to eat right now. It’s long and hard and it just fits in my mouth!”

		He finished his drink in two big gulps and put it on the end table next to his chair. Taking Collier in his arms, he stood up, and carried her quickly into the bedroom. She tilted her own drink back and finished it on the way. Her husband dipped low before placing her on the bed and she put the empty glass on her nightstand’s coaster.

		“I love outfits like this one,” Jimmy panted eagerly as he laid her body out on the bed and tugged at her loose shirt, “they’re sexy as hell while they’re on and they’re dirt simple to take off!”

		Collier giggled as he yanked down her shorts and discarded them just like he had her top. He got out of his necktie and shirt almost as quickly as he’d stripped her of her clothing, and then started in on the rest of his clothes.

		“There’s that big boy I was talking about having for dinner,” Collier whispered, going onto her stomach when he joined her seconds later atop the bed.

		She took Jimmy’s erect prick in her fist and planted a dozen little kisses on the head and up and down the shaft. Then she ran her tongue all over it as she stared up into his eyes.

		“God, you’re a sexy woman, babe,” he sighed as she began to suck him moments later.

		Collier worked on his cock until she had him gasping for more of her tongue and lips. Then she eased her mouth off him and whispered, “That how I’d do it, if you wanted me to suck another guy’s cock while you watched. That’s exactly how I’d do him…slow and easy and sensual, until I had him begging for more.”

		Jimmy sighed, imagining that, dreaming about his sweet, sexy little wife gobbling some guy’s big dick right here in this bedroom while he watched her do it. It was maddening, seeing it in his mind, her lips going slowly up and down, that tongue of hers swirling around the shaft, teasing, while he watched!

		“W-Would you swallow it all, when he came?” Jimmy heard himself whisper.

		A throaty, thoroughly naughty little giggle escaped from her lips. She shook her head that she wouldn’t, much to his surprise.

		“I’d swallow most of it…when it started to spurt in my mouth. But then, when the flow slowed down, I’d hold it all in my mouth until he quit coming.”

		She smiled up at him, the smile so provocative that his dick jumped nearly out of her loosely-gripping fist, and murmured, “Then I’d open my mouth and show you all of his pearly-white come in there. I’d slosh it around with my tongue while you watched, Jimmy, and then I’d swallow it all for you.”

		He gasped, seeing that teasing tongue-sloshing in his mind; seeing her gulp down every drop of the other man’s jism. She ran her tongue around his cock head once and said softly, “And then I’d open my lips again, to show you that it was all gone—that I’d swallowed every drop of his big wad, baby…just for you!”

		Jimmy emitted a growling, moaning sound and stuffed his cock into Collier’s lips when she brought them close to his prick head again. He begged her, “Suck it for me! Suck it for me, you hot little piece of ass; just like you’d suck that other dude’s big cock!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she hummed happily, doing just that.

		

		****

		

		“No, don’t stop,” Jimmy urged her, “I need to come, babe, I really do!”

		Collier shook her head, refusing to finish him. She had his cock—which was gleaming with a thick coating of her saliva—in her fist, and she was slowly, ever so slowly, stroking it.

		She had been sucking for him for a while now, stopping just short of letting him blow off in her mouth. He was desperate for her to get him off. She could see that, and that was just where she wanted him.

		“I had something interesting happen today, at work,” she whispered up at her husband. She licked his cock up and down once and then fisted it again.

		“What…what was that, Coll?” he sighed, clearly having trouble concentrating on anything right now but his prick, his tightened-up nut sac, and his need to get it off in her mouth.

		“I got a call from Alan Shaw.”

		“Huh? What, how did he find you?”

		She told him quickly about the drunken mistake she’d made Friday night, of exchanging business cards with Alan instead of just taking his and putting it in her purse. And she told him about Alan’s intense desire to date her, so that he could experience what she was doing right now to Jimmy’s cock.

		“Oh, God, I can’t blame him,” he said, closing his eyes in ecstasy as she stroked him and licked at his cock head.

		“He’s not a guy who takes no for an answer when he really wants something; he threatened to call back a dozen times, until I agreed to go out with him. So I met him for lunch today at the Orchid, thinking I’d show him my wedding right, emphasize that I was very married, and that Friday was going to be his one and only night of fun with me!”

		She let Jimmy chew on that one for a moment, sucking his cock in and out a few times, twirling her tongue around it as she sucked. Then she slowly released it and looked up at him again.

		“He didn’t care that I was married. He’d known that Friday night. I still had my ring on when I let him finger me and I jacked him off and licked up his jizz.”

		Jimmy groaned at the thought of her doing that. It was just so fucking hot…his wife licking off another guy’s come and swallowing it for him!

		He gasped, “So how did you explain Friday?”

		“That was the unusual part,” Collier said, “I told him that it was not my normal Friday out on the town—that my husband had said I could be as wild as I wanted with other guys that night, as long as I didn’t cross the lines we’d set.”

		She gave Jimmy her bad girl smile and said, “He thought that was so cool. He said that he’d definitely do that with his wife, if he was married; that he thought turning me loose for a night of naughty fun was an excellent way to inject a little excitement into a marriage.”

		“It is at that,” Jimmy agreed, staring down at her.

		“He liked the whole idea so much that I couldn’t resist telling him the rest—that you didn’t just get to hear about what happened later I told him that you were there, in the crowd, watching while I jacked him off and came while he played with my clitty.”

		“Ugh, oh, oh, man, I really need to come now, honey,” he sighed, suddenly even more excited at the idea of another guy knowing about The Game.

		“Alan really got off on the thought of that, Jimmy, that you watched me being such a slut with him.” She sucked his cock head lightly for a moment and then said, “He asked me to ask you if he could fuck me…while you watched?”

		Jimmy looked stricken. His dick nearly jerked itself free of his wife’s hand as he thought about…that!

		His balls clenched and he moaned desperately, “I’m coming, babe! Oh, fuck, am I ever coming?”

		Collier eased his cock into her mouth just in time and ran her tongue all around it as Jimmy erupted into her throat. She gulped the hot jizz down and sucked gently for more.

		Her husband moaned again and closed his eyes, emptying his balls into her gliding lips and down her throat. She knew he was seeing big, strong, tough-guy Alan doing the same thing with that enormous fatty of a cock of his; ramming that hard prick into her sucking lips again and again as he came in her mouth and Jimmy watched!

		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

	
		Setting New Rules

		

		“Are you sure about this?” Collier asked him as they finished up breakfast.

		“No, I’m really not. That’s why tonight may turn out to be just drinks and some conversation,” Jimmy told her. “I want you to make sure he doesn’t think it’s a sure thing that he’s coming back to our place with us tonight and getting a blowjob or something, okay?”

		“Don’t worry, I’ll make everything clear to him, babe.”

		Jimmy took another sip of coffee and asked her, “What about you, Coll? Are you sure about this?”

		She gave him a confident smile. “I think it’s the coolest thing going--that we’re even considering doing something this wild. It’ll jazz our sex life up for months to come, just talking about how close we came to a three-some, even if we decide not to go through with it.”

		He smiled back, not nearly as at ease with this whole thing as his wife was, but not wanting to seem like some sort of pussy in her eyes. So he said, “Damn straight; I about blew my nuts out right through my cock last night when I came in your mouth, just thinking about you and him together and you sucking him off, with me seeing it!”

		“That’s my Jimmy; always so hip, so cool; so ready to play,” she said, her eyes radiating love for him.

		“Yeah, that’s me alright,” he said, finishing his coffee, wondering if he could deal with this at all, especially when the time came tonight, to meet Alan Shaw for drinks.

		

		****

		

		Collier had one hell of a time that morning keeping her mind on work. She did her best, but her thoughts kept wandering back to last night, when she and Jimmy had discussed the pros and cons of letting her fuck Alan while Jimmy watched.

		In the end, they’d decided to give it a try. She could barely believe that her Jimmy had come so far so fast. It thrilled her that his excitement at seeing her being bad Collier for him now outweighed his reluctance to share her with another guy briefly, so that he could see her in action.

		This is so cool, she kept telling herself, if we don’t let it fuck up our marriage, and I’m pretty sure we’re not going to do that.

		She waited until her break at ten-thirty to call Alan on her cell phone, and she took the elevator down to the lobby when she did so. Stepping out onto the busy street in front of the building she worked in, so that no one she worked with could possibly eavesdrop on her conversation, she carefully dialed the number of his cell.

		“Hey, Collier, please tell me this call is good news,” Alan’s strong, very masculine voice said when he answered.

		She felt a slight blush creeping over her cheeks as she said softly, “Well, I’d say it’s fifty-fifty that I’m giving you at least a blowjob tonight, while Jimmy watches.”

		“Wow, I’ll take that for a start, for sure!”

		“Yeah, he was really turned on about your idea of watching you do me, but there’s enough of that old lingering, ‘she’s my wife, I could never really do that’ feeling there that this could still go either way.”

		“I can see that. This can’t be an easy decision for him to come to grips with.”

		“I’d be kind of disappointed if it was,” Collier admitted. “Anyway, he wants the three of us to meet for drinks at a club tonight, after work, and kind of kick the idea around. We may end up back at our place for a round of exploratory fun and games tonight, but then we might not, too. He said to warn you that he might not be quite ready to do this yet—if he ever is.”

		“Well, it’s a start,” Alan said. “I’ll be sure to be on my best behavior tonight when I meet him, and put my best foot forward. When and where do we get together?”

		“Jimmy and I thought maybe the Lava Lounge? Do you know it?”

		“Yeah, it’s just off Madison Avenue, right? I’ve been there a few times.”

		“Their restaurant on the main floor is pretty good, too, from what I’ve heard. Jimmy thought we could meet in the upstairs lounge at seven-thirty or so, have some dinner together and then go down to the basement to dance a little, if things go that way tonight. If for some reason they don’t, you can go your way and we’ll head home alone, okay?”

		“That sounds good to me. Let me call and make the dinner reservations, alright? It’s on me.”

		“No, that’s okay, we’ll go individual checks. You don’t have to buy our dinner.”

		“Are you kidding? A guy gives me a chance to spend part of the night in bed with his wife, when the wife looks like you? The least I can do is to pick up the tab for dinner.”

		Collier laughed, liking his nice compliment about her looks. “Okay, then we’ll see you in the bar at around seven-thirty.”

		The connection went dead and she quickly dialed Jimmy’s cell. She started back into the building, not wanting to be late getting back from her break.

		“Hey, we’re on for seven-thirty, in the bar, dinner at eight or so, and then some dancing, if everyone’s still okay with each other by then. Oh, and Alan’s buying dinner, he insisted.”

		“Well, that’s okay. It’s the least he could do, considering the opportunity I’m giving him here,” Jimmy said, half-jokingly.

		“It’s funny. That’s pretty much what he said.”

		Collier closed her phone and got back into the elevator.

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure I look all right; slutty but not too slutty?”

		Jimmy rolled his eyes. “You look great, not a bit more like a slut than you did last Friday night, a Pandora’s Box, and look how well that turned out.”

		“Very funny,” she said, hitting the down button that would take them to the lobby of their apartment building. It was just past seven.

		“Nervous?” Jimmy asked her, stepping out to hail a passing cab.

		“A little,” she admitted, “how about you, darling, are you nervous?”

		“You bet,” he admitted as he held the cab door open for his wife, “I’m not some ex-Green Beret operative with nerves of steel. I’m a fucking stock broker, remember?”

		She laughed and put her arm through his. “You’ll do great. You always do, babe.”

		Since it was Tuesday night and well past the worst of the rush hour, there wasn’t that much traffic. They got to the Lava Lounge at fifteen after the hour and went inside.

		There was a crowd in the bar, mostly people waiting for a table, or still drinking after work, but they had no trouble getting a high-rise, four-seater table in the lounge. Jimmy helped Collier up onto the black-upholstered, high-backed bar stool.

		“Nice crowd for a Tuesday,” she commented as the waitress showed up to take their drink orders.

		“Grey Goose martinis tonight for you, babe, do you want to stay with a proven winner?”

		She grinned at him and said, “Yeah, they turned out fine at the Box last weekend, now didn’t they?”

		“Well, you were feeling no pain, I’ll say that,” Jimmy replied, and then ordered one for his wife and a Chivas on the rocks for himself.

		Collier adjusted her blouse somewhat nervously. It wasn’t a weekend night, so most of the other female lounge patrons weren’t showing quite as much skin as she was.

		She had removed her overcoat and put it on an empty chair when they’d sat down. Collier had on a sheer top, just like last weekend.

		This one was black, too, and you could see her white mounds of breast clearly through the gossamer-thin fabric. Her small, reddish-pink nipples very visible, standing out proudly and half erect on her twin hillocks of breast.

		Shifting her weight on the stool, she pulled what little there was of her ultra-short white skirt down onto her bare thighs. She wore a pair of thigh-high, lacey white stockings that ended right at the hemline of her skirt when she was standing up, and yet another pair of shiny-black Jimmy Choo’s with four inch heels.

		“Jesus, I bet you changed clothes after work, didn’t you?” she heard Alan Shaw’s admiring voice from behind her.

		“What, you don’t think I wore this outfit in to work today?” she said teasingly as he stepped into her line of vision and she looked up at his smiling face.

		“Not unless you wanted to give all the guys who work there heart attacks.”

		Jimmy got up off his stool and extended his hand to the new arrival. “Jimmy Diamond, you’re Alan, I take it?”

		“You take it right, glad to meet you, Jimmy.” They shook hands and both sat down.

		“I understand you insisted on buying dinner. Let us at least get you a drink.”

		“That sounds fine,” Alan said as the cocktail waitress approached the table.”

		He had a Jack Daniel’s black label on the rocks, Jimmy stayed with Chivas, and Collier wanted her usual Grey Goose martini for their second round. They glanced around the showy lounge, at the bright red and blue neon stripes of brightness glowing in the almost black atmosphere, and the pretty, well-heeled clientele. The weeknight crowd was dressed in everything from business suits, of both the male and female variety, to clubbing attire that was almost as sexy as what Collier was barely wearing.

		“So, Collier tells me you’re in stocks and bonds? No military background, I take it, before Wall Street?”

		“No, I’m just a scruffy street kid from Queens who made decent grades in college and hustled his way into a good firm.”

		“I’m out of North Carolina originally; I didn’t bother with college until I quit the military. I used some of that G.I. Bill money after I separated and got myself a fair education.”

		He grinned winningly at Jimmy and Collier and added, “There was no choice about going into the military in my family. We represent something like six generations of Army service. I guess you’d have to say I got my real education in the Berets.”

		“It seems to have worked out for you. I Googled you and read about your book and your experiences in Iraq and in Afghanistan,” Jimmy offered. “It sounded pretty hairy but very impressive.”

		Their drinks came and he and Collier saluted him. Jimmy toasted him with, “Thank you for your service, man. You Special Forces guys are awesome.”

		They took a sip of their cocktails and Collier said, “I haven’t had a chance to read your book yet. Why did you leave the military? You’re still so young.”

		Alan Shaw’s face went from smiling to serene but unexpressive. He said simply, “I always believed in my Green Beret brothers, my unit, the Army, and in my service. But I got to where I didn’t believe in the mission anymore; so I left and wrote the book.”

		They both just stared at him. He shrugged and added, “I don’t know what the best course of action is when it comes to radical Muslim extremism. You can’t reason with those bastards; you pretty much have to kill them to neutralize them as a terrorist threat.”

		He had a big sip of his whiskey. “But I can’t tell you how many times I, or one of my team, after slitting some murdering asshole’s throat—having slipped right into his hideout and taken out his bodyguards and right hand men in doing so, deep in enemy territory—looked up only to see his seven year old son or ten year old daughter staring us with pure, unbending, unadulterated hatred as we left her father behind, dead.”

		Alan finished his drink. “You wanted to kill them, too, right then and there, because you could see another little terrorist, probably just as bad as or worse than dear old, recently-departed dad being born right there on the spot. But of course, you couldn’t do that. We don’t make war on little kids.”

		The waitress came by and Alan signaled for another round of cocktails. He turned to his slightly stunned dinner companions and said, “So I don’t know what the answer is. You can’t ignore people like that, because they’re dead serious about killing Americans, but you can’t kill all of them, either. And it seems like for every one of them you do take out, there’s a whole refugee camp just teeming with ready and eager replacements, all of ‘em hell-bent of avenging the guy you offed.”

		He chuckled and it was a low, rumbling laugh that held no humor in it. “It was like trying to put out a towering brush fire with one small garden hose and low water pressure. So I elected to get out and try to inform people, via my book and my work on the cable channel, about just what we’re up against in that part of the world.”

		Jimmy blinked. “Man, that’s pretty heavy. What can we do, as a country?”

		“That’s the big problem, bro,” Alan said. “I was right there for a while, right in the middle of it. And I still don’t have a great answer for that question.”

		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

	
		Exploring New Directions

		

		The next round of drinks came and the ex-Army man said, “Hey, let’s lighten the mood a bit, what do you say? Tonight isn’t about my past, tonight is about the future. Here’s to Collier, the lady of the hour!”

		He hoisted his glass and the Diamonds clicked rims with him. It was edging on toward eight and the waitress leaned in the next time she passed them to let them know that their table was ready in the dining room.

		“Have you ever eaten here before?” Collier asked Alan as they got up and made their way over to the maitre‘d’s stand after Jimmy had settled up the drink tab.

		“Once, it’s not bad, and the nightclub part of the place, downstairs, is first rate.”

		“Yeah, Jimmy and I have gone dancing here before, but this is our first time in the restaurant.”

		They were shown to a table in the crowded main room of the restaurant, which was dark and expensive-looking, with little flashes of red and blue neon showing tastefully around the room to keep the place from being as dark as a dungeon. They settled in and looked over the menus.

		The meals were typical of a high-end restaurant/club in Manhattan, as were the prices. They ordered and Alan asked, “So, how did you two get into this very cool, very interesting little hobby of yours?”

		Jimmy grinned in the dimly-lit room. “We first met in college, during our junior year. My roommate was a guy named Andy and Collier’s was an old friend of hers that she’d known throughout high school, named Darla. They hit it off when we introduced them, and they got married, like, a year after we did, and the four of us have stayed close.”

		Collier took over, explaining, “Darla told me about the game she and Andy had started playing, called Wife-Watching, and I got Jimmy to try it. We really like it.”

		“Well, if last Friday night is any example of what it’s like, then I like it, too,” Alan laughed.

		The young couple joined him. Jimmy had ordered an expensive bottle of wine to complement their dinners, and the waiter brought it just then.

		“Man, this is great,” Alan commented after having a sip of it. “You guys really go all out when you party.”

		“You haven’t seen anything yet, babe, trust me,” Collier told him with a provocative little wink, toasting him with her glass of wine.

		

		****

		

		“So what are the rules for tonight?” Alan asked as they found a booth at the back of the dance club in the basement at just after nine.

		“Exploration,” Collier told him, “that’s the theme for tonight. Let’s just let the evening flow naturally and see where it takes us.”

		They got a round of drinks and sipped at them, and the DJ cued up a slow number. Collier looked over at Alan and said, “How about a dance, handsome?”

		Jimmy smiled as Alan Shaw took his wife in his arms and toured her around the big, circular dance floor. By the time they’d made one circuit, Collier had her head tipped back and the ex-Green Beret’s lips were on hers, his tongue in her mouth as they made out furiously, their lower bodies grinding against one another as they danced.

		Damn, should I let him fuck her tonight? Jimmy asked himself, emptying his Chivas glass, and then adjusting his dick in his slacks so that his raging hard on wasn’t quite so obvious. It’s as plain as day that he wants to do just that, and that Collier’s way more than a little bit into the idea, too.

		It was already a foredawn conclusion in his mind that Alan was going to accompany them back to their apartment tonight. He was a great guy, very personable and cool to be around.

		And that meant that there was going to be some extra-marital sex going on between Collier and Alan tonight, with Jimmy watching intently, dick in hand. The only question now was whether she just sucked him off, or gave him another handjob, or they went all the way tonight and let her just go ahead and fuck him.

		We’ll play that by ear, I guess, Jimmy thought as the waitress brought another round of drinks. I should hear what Collier’s thinking is on that before I decide on way or the other.

		When the couple got back to the table, Jimmy’s wife was looking flushed and slightly warm, and he knew it wasn’t from a lot of exertion out on the floor. Alan had her hot and bothered already, after just a few dances and a couple of ass cheek squeezed out on the floor.

		“Let’s the two of us dance to the next slow one, kitten, so that we can talk while we dance, okay?” Jimmy suggested, sipping his new drink.

		“Yeah, let me cool down a little first,” she told him, taking her own new cocktail in hand and drinking several swallows of it. “Dancing is thirsty work.”

		“It is when you do it the way you do, babe,” he grinned at her and both Alan and Collier grinned back and shared a laugh with him.

		“I have to tell you, Jimmy, the way Collier’s been rubbing that super-fine little body of hers against me for the last half hour, my dick is hard enough to bust up concrete with,” Alan whispered to him.

		“Yeah, mine too, now that you mention it,” Jimmy said, adjusting his hard on again beneath his slacks, “from just watching the two of you together out there.”

		“And my pussy is overflowing, boys,” Collier said in a tiny voice designed not to carry even over to the next booth, which wasn’t that far away.

		She turned to her husband and asked, “We are taking Alan home with us for a little in-home fun tonight, aren’t we, baby? Please tell me this hasn’t all been a tease!”

		Jimmy laughed and had another drink of his Chivas. “No way, I’d never do that to you, honey. I can see how…anxious you are to take tonight to the…next level, right?”

		Collier smiled her naughty girl smile and reached over to touch Alan’s hard on through his suit pants, right in front of Jimmy. She whispered back, “You’d better believe it, darling!”

		“Good enough then,” Jimmy said, reaching for her hand—the one not resting on top of Alan Shaw’s hard cock—and telling her, “let’s dance and talk about this.”

		A slow song was playing, and Collier came tightly into Jimmy’s embrace, her head on his shoulder, her hand on his ass cheek, and his on hers. She whispered, “What’s to talk about, babe. I get to suck him off while you watch tonight, right?”

		Jimmy smiled enigmatically as Collier raised her head from his chest and looked up at him. She grinned and said, “You’re not thinking of letting him fuck me tonight, are you, babe?”

		“I’ve been entertaining the thought,” Jimmy answered. “I wanted to talk to you about it before we get out of here. It’s not the kind of thing you want to debate in front of the guy in our bedroom, now is it?”

		She giggled. “No, I don’t guess it is at that.”

		“I’m thinking we don’t have too much time to decide. It’s almost eleven already, and both of us have to get up and go to work in the morning, so we can’t very well make this an all-nighter, now can we?”

		“No, that’s true. We should get back over to our place soon and get down to business, if you know what I mean?”

		“I definitely know what you mean. The question is still, how far down to business should you get with him tonight, Coll?”

		She thought about that for several beats and then smiled up at her husband. “Why don’t we do what I originally suggested earlier?”

		“Oh, and what was that?”

		“A blowjob is a for sure thing, right?”

		Jimmy thought about that, his dick jerking against her lower body as he imagined her sucking Alan’s big cock, naked in their bed, with him watching. He saw, in his mind’s eye, their guest for the evening screaming out his intense pleasure, his big body bucking wildly under Collier’s expert mouth work, and then shooting wad after wad of hot jizz into her tummy!

		“Yeah,” he managed to croak at last, “I’m cool with that.”

		“Well, why don’t we do what I said earlier and just let the evening flow and see where that takes us? I’ll fuck him if it seems right to both you and me, and I’ll just suck him off it that seems to be rushing things too much, okay?”

		Jimmy thought about that for long seconds, his dick still hard as the proverbial steel rod in his pants. He was dying to see his wife with Alan, God help him, but he didn’t know if he was ready for…

		“Okay,” he said at last, “let’s do this thing your way. Let’s head for our place and just see what the evening brings, just like you said, doll.”

		

		****

		

		“Nice place,” Alan Shaw said as he glanced around the Diamond’s apartment, “what floor is this?”

		“The eighteenth,” Jimmy said, to Alan, who had stepped over to the picture window in the living room to stare out at the steady snowfall that was slowly blanketing Manhattan.

		The ex-commando took off his Burberry overcoat and handed it to Collier, who was already coatless, dressed only in the see-through black blouse, her very short white skirt, and the thigh-high white lace stockings, her shoes having been kicked off when she’d removed her overcoat. Jimmy brought him a short Jack Black on the rocks and toasted him with his own Chivas, rocks. “Here’s to tonight. I think we’re going to have some serious fun, Alan.”

		His guest glanced past Jimmy, to Collier, who was hanging his coat in the closet next to the front door. He broke out into a huge grin and she turned back to the room and the light from the kitchen caught her just right, turning her blouse completely transparent; her breasts now as visible as if she were naked.

		“Oh, I think that’s pretty much a given,” he told his host, still smiling at Collier’s half naked body.

		Jimmy turned and followed his eyes, seeing his wife’s openly displayed rack through the barely-there blouse. He smiled as well and said, “She is really something, isn’t she?”

		Collier crossed her arms over her tits and stuck her tongue out at them. She said over her shoulder, as she headed for the kitchen counter, where her own cocktail sat, “I swear, a girl can’t wear anything fashionable these days without you guys jumping to conclusions about her intentions!”

		She came back into the rooms slowly, her hips rolling in that exaggerated gait she used when she was trolling for hook ups in dance clubs, her breast rolling around unfettered under her blouse, her arms no longer blocking their view. As she came closer to them, she sipped her drink with one hand and undid the top button of her blouse with the other.

		By the time she reached the spot on the other side of the living room where they were standing by the window, watching her approach, the blouse was completely open. She smiled at her husband, and then at their guest, and tugged first one side and then the other free from her skirt.

		“It’s warm in here, don’t you think?” she said as she dropped the blouse onto a chair and stood before them naked to the waist.

		“Getting warmer all the time, I’d say, wouldn’t you, Jimmy?” Alan said with a wolfish grin on his face.

		“My temperature’s certainly rising, I’ll tell you that, bro,” Jimmy agreed as Collier slowly unbuttoned the skirt and then unzipped it.

		“Holy fuck, what a body!” Alan sighed as Collier let the skirt fall down around her stocking feet.

		Jimmy sucked in his breath. His wife was totally naked except for the cute white thigh stockings and a peach-colored, completely transparent set of thong panties.

		She tipped back her drink and downed what was left of it. Walking past them, over to a coaster that sat atop the coffee table, she leaned down and placed her empty glass on it.

		Straightening back up, she shucked out of the wispy panties and whispered, before she sashayed off into the nearby bedroom, “I’m so hot for you two that I can barely stand it…let’s play!”

		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

	
		Sharing Collier

		

		Alan and Jimmy gunned what was left of their drinks down in seconds. When they got into the bedroom, they saw Collier reclining on the king bed, back against the pillows lining the headboard. She still had the lacey white half-stockings on but that was all.

		“Do you guys like these? I think they’re cute and sexy, don’t you?” She said, spreading her legs a little so that they could see her waxed-bare pink pussy lips clearly, her fingers touching the frilly tops of her stockings.

		“They’re fucking sexy as hell, and so are you!” Alan panted, whipping off his suit coat and clawing at his necktie.

		“Yeah, you can definitely leave those on if you want, babe,” Jimmy agreed, getting out of his shirt and unzipping his slacks. “It’s not like they’re going to get in the way.”

		Collier slipped her middle finger into her glistening-wet slit and fucked her pussy for them a few times as they finished shedding their clothes. She looked from Jimmy over to Alan and then back again as she pulled her shiny finger out and slowly began to tease her enlarged little clit with just the oily pad of her fingertip for them while they watched.

		“Jesus, she’s incredible,” Alan panted, staring in awe at the lewd display Collier was putting on for them.

		He doffed his last remaining item of clothing and she sucked in her breath…as did Jimmy. Alan fisted his big, hard cock as he stared at her, and she licked her lips in anticipation.

		Fucking ‘A’, she wasn’t kidding about him have a prick like a porn star, he thought as he eyed Alan’s whopper from a few feet away.

		Jimmy had never been ashamed of his cock. It was nearly eight inches long when it was hard and it had a nice heft and thickness to it as well. He’d had more than a dozen girls moan to him about how big it was over the years, as he’d eased it into their more than willing pussies.

		But Alan was bigger than him, and that was for sure. The ex-army man’s prick was at least a full inch longer, maybe a bit more than that, and it was nearly as big around as Jimmy’s wrist. And it was starkly bare-looking; he’d clearly had it and his huge nut sac waxed recently, and that made them look even larger and more formidable, somehow.

		“See, baby, I told you he had a great cock,” Collier murmured in Jimmy’s direction, still eyeing Alan’s huge prick out of the corner of her eye.

		Jimmy’s dick jumped in his fist as he lightly stroked it to full hardness. He was thinking of Collier’s lips around Alan’s pussy-stretcher as he got himself hard.

		It disgusted him slightly, that he couldn’t wait to see his wife suck this mighty cock right in front of him. But he couldn’t deny it was true, either!

		“Jimmy said he wanted to see me play with your dick, babe,” she said just then, her eyes electric with excitement as she stared first at Alan’s prick, and then up into his eyes. “Why don’t you come over here and let me do that?”

		The big man grinned, clearly mesmerized by her beauty and her out-and-out sexiness. Then he seemed to remember that Jimmy was just a few feet away, naked and watching. He turned slightly and stared at the younger man, his eyes clearly asking, “Is it okay, dude, if I turn your wife loose on my dick?”

		Jimmy gave him a curt nod, feeling, at the same time, slightly mortified that he was about to be cuckolded in his own bed, and so excited by what he was about to see that he could barely keep from blowing off a load at the very thought of it! He watched, fascinated, as Alan got on the bed with his wife.

		Collier quit playing with her clit and went down onto her back, holding out both of her slender arms in Alan’s direction. He came to her, wrapping his own arms around her as they kissed, his tongue sliding into her mouth immediately.

		Fuck, that’s hard to watch! Jimmy thought, his cock leaping nearly out of his hand as he witnessed the pair making out so imtimately right before his eyes; the sole article of clothing between them being Collier’s thigh-high socks. But it’s hot as hell at the same time; just look how swollen with arousal her nipples are…look how she’s rubbing them against his chest as they kiss!

		Alan groaned as Collier reached up and ran her fingers through his sandy-blond hair. She was working her lower body against his swollen cock, rubbing the leaking head against her sleek belly as they made out.

		She let her hands roam down onto his broad shoulders and then they urged him over onto his back and she rolled with him, her lips never leasing his. Pulling her mouth away from his, she pushed herself upward, staring down at his naked chest.

		“What’s this?” she said, running the tip of her forefinger over an angry-looking pink pucker of a scar on his right shoulder.

		“Bullet, Afghanistan,” he answered her, never moving his eyes from hers.

		Collier moved her finger lower, tracing a long, thin, faded scar that ran from his ribs on his left side up to near the nipple on that side of his broad chest. “And this one, what’s this?”

		“Knife wound,” he answered, “from the same place.”

		She next ran her hand over a mass of tiny pink scars that went from his shoulders down to his sternum. “And these, where did these little scars come from, Alan, who did all of this damage to this sweet body of yours?”

		“Shrapnel…from Iraq, that time,” he answered coolly, “and I was lucky. A couple of guys I knew didn’t come back from that particular fight.”

		Her hand ran lower as she slid off to one side of his body. She fastened her exploring fingers around his massive shaft as it stuck straight up into the air over his large nut sac.

		“Lucky for you that they didn’t blow this off, too, while they were at it,” she said, stroking him a few times.

		“Oh, they tried,” Alan said, smiling up at her as she played with his penis.

		“Well, some of us are very glad that they didn’t succeed,” Collier said, dipping her head downward.

		Her tongue came out and ran slowly around the huge, mushroom-shaped head of his prick, her fist stroking the lower part of the long shaft in a gentle, easy, caressing movement. He sighed and smiled up at her as if he’d died and gone to heaven.

		Jimmy fought to keep from crying out from pure excitement. The sight of his wife’s tongue all over the end of another man’s cock was so incredibly arousing that he could barely stay still and watch!

		Collier worked at his cock slowly, just as she’d promised Jimmy she would, were he to let her do this. She waited until the whole top half of his lengthy dong was gleaming with a thick coat of her warm spittle before she slowly eased her lips over the slick head and pushed downward.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, fuck, but you’re a sexy bitch, Collier!” Alan gasped as she ate half of his hard on at the tantalizingly slow pace she’d chosen.

		Jimmy saw her cheeks hollow, as she increased the suction, and then he saw the tip of her tongue make a steady bulge in the hollowed side of her cheek as she swirled it around and around while his wife’s head began to slowly bob up and down. Alan settled back into the mattress, a pleased, half-goofy grin on his face as he watched her blow him.

		He glanced over at Jimmy, who stood only a couple of feet away, stroking his own super-erect cock as he watched his wife’s scintillatingly-adulterous act. Alan said softly, “Thank you, man for allowing this to happen. She’s the sexiest fucking woman I’ve ever known.”

		Jimmy grinned and nodded. He couldn’t help it. He couldn’t agree more!

		Collier tilted her head back slightly and took more of him into her throat as she sped up her head movements just a bit. In no time, almost every inch of Alan’s monster dick was disappearing into her sucking lips with each down-thrust.

		Fuck, she’s going to do it, Jimmy thought, nearly out of his mind with rising excitement, she’s going to deep-throat that entire mondo-dick of his!

		“Goddamn, she’s good!” Alan murmured ecstatically just then. “Eat it, Collier, eat my whole rod, you sweet cocksucker!”

		She made a little gurgling sound of pure pleasure way back in her throat and increased her pace just a tiny bit. On the next pass, her lips kissed the base of Alan’s cock; if he hadn’t been waxed bald, her lips would have been buried in pubic hair.

		“Fuck, this is the best blowjob I’ve ever had!” He gasped moments later, his balls tightening slightly.

		Much to the shock of both men, she eased her mouth off Alan’s cock on the next up-stroke. Her eyes alive with the forbidden thrill of what she was doing, she whispered, “Come and fuck me, Jimmy! I need to feel your big cock inside me while I do this…please?”

		She didn’t have to ask twice. Jimmy sprang onto the mattress. He gently turned his wife onto her side, so that he could slip his cock into her pussy from behind her, in a spoon position, allowing him to continue seeing her suck Alan off.

		“Um…yeah, oh, fuck, yeah,” she gasped, her head tilted back as he took her with a few hard, deep thrusts, “that’s what I want. Fuck me…fuck me while I suck his cock, baby; while you watch me be bad Collier for you!”

		Jimmy gave her just what she wanted for almost a minute, as his wife leaned back down and captured Alan’s cock between her lips again and once more began to suck. He moaned, “Man, you ought to feel her pussy right now. I’ve never felt it this wet and warm and juicy before! She’s goin’ crazy, sucking you, man!”

		A nasty, thoroughly depraved, utterly irresistible thought struck Jimmy. He glanced over at Alan who was lolling back on the pillows in obvious bliss.

		“Change off with me for a minute, dude! Fuck her, feel what I’m talking about, and then we’ll switch back and I’ll come in her pussy while she swallows your load.”

		“Are you sure, man?” Alan asked, plainly intrigued by that suggestion.

		“What about you, Coll?” Jimmy whispered. “Do you want Alan to shove that big dick of his in you for a little while?”

		Collier pulled her lips off Alan’s prick tip and looked back over her shoulder at her husband, who was still fucking her gently. She sighed, her brown eyes gleaming with lust, “Yesssssssss, oh, God, yes, please let him fuck me, too, Jimmy!”

		The two men hastily changed places. Collier had her left leg bent at the knee and her foot flat on the mattress as Alan replaced Jimmy. He lay on his right side behind her and notched the head of his massive dick into her super-wet pussy lips.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh, oh, oh, God, what a cock he’s got, baby,” she moaned to Jimmy as the other man’s prick slid deep into her from behind.

		Jimmy shivered at the sight of his wife getting it from another man, dressed only in those ridiculously cute little white thigh-socks of hers. He reached over and grabbed a big handful of Collier’s long, sexy black curls and drew her mouth down onto his up-thrust cock.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she sighed as she ate every last inch of him in one, long, sucking head bob.

		“Oh, fuck, you were so right, man!” Alan gritted his teeth to keep from coming in the pussy he was drilling. “She’s got the tightest, slipperiest, hottest little cunt I’ve ever fucked!”

		“You weren’t wrong, either, dude,” Jimmy panted. “She gives the best blowjob known to man!”

		The two of them exchanged shit-eating grins at how lucky they were as Collier went to town on their buried dicks. After only another minute or two, Alan sighed and said, “Let’s switch again, if you don’t want me going off in her pussy, man. I can’t last!”

		Jimmy was torn. Seeing his wife get it from Alan’s massive dick was electrifying, and he could tell that she was not far from a killer orgasm from being fucked by the long, thick shaft now gliding up and down inside her.

		And he was dying to see that, he discovered, shocked at how little being a cuckold bothered him. He let out a long sigh and said, “Give to her, man. She wants it. I can see my little Collier wants to take your come right up that tight pussy of hers, dude!”

		Collier made a cooing, gurgling sound around Jimmy’s dick and ground her pussy back against the other man’s invading dick. She was quivering with lust, and Jimmy could see she was right on the brink.

		“Come, Coll, let us see you come on that big boy of his, baby. Give us a little show, bad Collier!”

		She mewled and worked her cunt back against him hard, sheathing his dick balls deep in her with each thrust. Letting his cock slip from her mouth she looked up at Jimmy and murmured, “Oh, thank you, babe. I want it. I want to come on his huge dick so bad while you watch me!”

		Jimmy bent low and kissed her. He shoved his tongue into his wife’s mouth as she let out a tiny whimper of joy.

		“Oh, fuck, man, here it is!” Alan cried out just then. “I can’t hold back another second!”

		Collier gurgled, her brown eyes rolling back in her head as she sucked at her husband’s tongue and came like mad, another man’s spunk filling her pussy in massive, non-stop jets!

		Holy fuck, look at all of that cock juice! Jimmy thought, seeing the pearly spend roll out of his wife’s cunt as he kissed her. He’s blasting my Collier full of that stuff!

		“Fuck, man, fuck…what a hot piece of ass she is!” Alan moaned. “I can’t stop coming!”

		The three of them clung together for what seemed like forever, Alan’s cock bucking and spewing into Collier’s overflowing lips. Jimmy shivered with bliss. This was the hottest thing he’d ever imagined, bar none!

		“Oh, oh, man,” Alan finally gasped as his now limp dick finally slid out of her flooded hole. “That was sensational. That was everything I thought it would be, multiplied by about a hundred!”

		Jimmy didn’t say a word; he just pulled Collier’s spent body clear of Alan’s now deflated monster and turned her onto her back. He got on top of his wife and eased his own, ready-to-explode dick into her come-filled lips and began to fuck her for all he was worth.

		“Oh, yeaahhhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, yeaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Collier screamed with joy, wrapping her arms around her husband’s back. “Fuck me, Jimmy. Fuck me hard and come in my sloppy pussy, just like he did!”

		Jimmy didn’t last long. He couldn’t

		The illicit thrill of what he’d just witnessed, what he’d just participated in, had him ready to shoot before his cock ever touched his wife’s violated pussy lips. That--and the feel of another man’s copious semen around his dick as he fucked her juicy hole—proved too much for Jimmy in a hurry!

		“Oh, take it, babe,” he moaned, bucking deep inside her, adding his outpouring to the mass of come already sloshing around inside her, “take my spunk too, you little slut girl!”

		Collier screamed out her pleasure, her arms squeezing him.

		“Damn, that was incredible!” Alan Shaw said, beaming down at them as he watched the happily married couple rut.

		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

	
		We Need To Talk

		

		“I hope you won’t feel bad about us wanting the rest of the night to ourselves,” Collier told her new lover as she walked him to the front door. “But Jimmy and I need to be alone for a while. We need to talk, okay?”

		“Sure, I’m just grateful to have had the chance to be part of tonight,” Alan told her. “It was some of the most special sex I’ve ever had in my life, babe.”

		He kissed her at the door, giving her lots of tongue, his hands roaming up and down her naked back and down onto her bare butt cheeks. When they separated, he told her, “You’re the best, Collier; the best fuck I’ve ever had, the best cocksucker I’ve ever had the pleasure of meeting, and you’re such a sweetie, too. Jimmy’s a lucky guy.”

		She beamed at him and his naughty compliments, and stepped away from the door as he opened it. She didn’t think it likely that a neighbor would be walking by at two in the morning, but you never knew.

		“Will I see you again, you and Jimmy?” Alan asked, just before he stepped out into the deserted hallway.

		“I don’t know. That’s part of what we have to talk about.”

		She gave Alan another killer smile and whispered, “But I sure hope so. Tonight was perfect, it was heaven. I’d love to have you share a bed with us again. It just depends on how Jimmy is with all of this, okay?”

		Alan nodded that he understood and closed the door. Collier locked it and padded back through the apartment, still as naked as she could be, turning off lights as she went.

		Jimmy was in bed, under the covers, when she came back into the bedroom a minute later. She got in beside him and he reached for her and snuggled her to his own naked body.

		“So, are we okay?” she asked him in a soft, hopeful voice.

		He grinned at her, “You mean in light of the fact that you sucked another guy’s cock like you couldn’t get enough of it tonight, and then let him fuck you until he shot about a gallon of come into you?”

		Collier smiled, sensing—with a huge rush of relief--that Jimmy wasn’t a bit angry about any of that. She whispered, “Yeah, because of that…are we still fine?”

		“We’re better than fine, you little firecracker,” he gave her a mock growl as he gathered her into his arms and drew her to him. “That was so hot it nearly stopped my heart. You were magnificent, Coll—you were everything I dreamed you’d be and more!”

		He kissed her, hard, and she melted into him

		

		****

		

		“What decided you on letting me fuck him?” She was lying on her side, her head on his naked chest.

		They’d made long, slow, sensational love for what had seemed like forever just now, after Alan had left. Their orgasms had been intense, not fiery-hot and explosive like earlier in the evening, with Alan. Instead, this shared climax had been sweet, lingering, and filled with love for each other.

		“I don’t know.” He told her, stroking her long, lustrous hair. “I just suddenly wanted to see that huge dick of his inside you.”

		He looked down at her and she smiled back at him, not denying it. “I knew you wanted it, too—a blind man could have seen that--so I just figured, ‘what the hell?’.”

		“I went a little crazy inside when I realized that you were going all the way—when you decided to let him come in me,” Collier confided. “I thought that was so cool of you, so fucking bold!”

		“It was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen, you coming like wild girl, and all of that spunk flooding into you. I couldn’t help fucking you right after he did. It was like I had to come in you, too, to sort of assure myself that you were still mine.”

		She beamed at him and hugged his close. “I’m always yours, darling. And I always will be. Even when I was sucking Alan’s cock, I was still all yours…even when that cock was flooding me with his jizz…I was still your girl, okay?”

		He nodded. “Yeah, I get that now. Tonight set my mind at ease about that. I think I’m going to be totally cool with The Game from here on out; no matter what the rules are or how intensely we play it.”

		“I’m so glad,” she whispered, “because I just love playing it. I love being naughty for you…the naughtier the better.”

		He laughed. “Well, you’re sure good at that naughty part, I’ll give you that.”

		She laughed along with him, and then her face went serious. She said, “You know what I’ve finally figured out—and tonight was key in helping me realize this—I am still bad Collier. She never goes away.”

		Reaching up, she stroked Jimmy’s clean-shaven cheek and whispered, “But I’ve grown up. I am in control of that bitch now. I’m not afraid of her anymore.”

		She went on to tell her husband excitedly, “That’s what I was terrified about before; that the more I fucked around, being bad Collier for you, the more she’d take control of my life again, like she was back when I’d find myself doing crazy things I knew I shouldn’t be doing, with that voice—her voice—whispering in my subconscious for me to keep on doing them, egging me on to be even nastier!”

		“And now,” Jimmy asked excitedly, realizing that what Collier was saying constituted just as big a breakthrough for her as his understanding that she loved only him, even when she was being very bad, had been for him, “what’s different about now?”

		“Now, I’m in control. I can be as bad as I want to be, but I can fight off that impulse I used to have to top myself, to be even nastier. I’m all grown up and ready to party as hard as I want to, now, Jimmy…but on my terms, not hers.”

		They were quiet for a moment, just thinking about that. At last, Jimmy said, “That’s so cool. I’m glad tonight was important. It felt important while it was happening--like we were going to some places together where we’d never been before and finding out that we were fine with that.”

		“So true, babe,” Collier agreed.

		She glanced past him, at the digital clock, and moaned. “Christ, we need to get to sleep. It’s fucking Tuesday night and it’s almost two-thirty in the morning! Six o’clock comes way too early when you’re up this late!”

		He nodded, reached over and turned off the lamp. They cuddled together, and went to sleep almost immediately, serene in their newfound confidence that The Game wasn’t going to wreck their marriage.

		

		****

		

		“I have good news,” Collier told Alan Shaw the next morning, during her ten-thirty break, standing out in front of her building onto the busy sidewalk, “Jimmy wasn’t just okay with last night; he was super-okay with it. So the three of us are free to have any sort of red-hot three-way fun we might want to indulge in from here on out, my darling Alan.”

		“Hey, that’s fucking sensational news, for sure, babe,” Alan said. “So, when’s our next…what shall we call it….our next…rendezvous?”

		Collier giggled. “I like that; it sounds all tryst-like and extra-marital as hell, now doesn’t it?”

		She waited for a moment, as Alan laughed, too, and then asked him, “What would you like to do next? Any special, kinky things you want to do, just the three of us?”

		“This might strike you as a bit weird, but I’d really love to base a night out with you guys, say this Saturday, watching you play The Game…the Wife-Watching thing that started all of this in the first place. You told me it gets you and Jimmy both super-hot. I think it would have the same effect on me. Then we could go back to your place and…uh…indulge our mutual…arousal together until we were too tired to fuck anymore. What would you think of that?”

		Collier laughed again, “God, now I’ve got two pervs to ogle me while I’m being a slut instead of just one! How did I get so lucky?”

		“Double your pleasure later, though, babe, when we all get in bed together.”

		“Yeah, there is that, I guess. Where did you have in mind for this little bad girl exhibition?”

		“There’s this new club in Manhattan. Its members only, very exclusive, nothing but hot, hip people, and they spin the best music mix in town, for my money. It’s called The Butcher Shop, because it’s just off Tenth Avenue, where the old meat-packing sheds used to be, back in the early part of last century?”

		“Yeah, I’ve heard about it, but I’ve never been there, ‘cause it’s, like, ‘members-only’, right?”

		“Not a problem for us, cutie, since I just happen to be a member and I can invite up to three guests per night,” Alan said somewhat smugly. “I just joined two weeks ago.”

		Collier thought about that. She and Jimmy loved to go to exclusive places; opening nights, special showings, invitation-only parties. It made two young up-and-comers like them feel like they were bigger players than they actually were. So this sounded very cool to her, as she knew it would to her husband.

		“Okay, let me run it past Jimmy. Call me at home tonight at around eight and we’ll talk about it some more, alright?”

		“Sounds good to me, babe; talk to you tonight.”

		

		****

		

		“Is this Jimmy Diamond?” a young woman’s voice demanded when Jimmy answered a switchboard call for him at work.

		“Yes, it is, how may I help you?”

		“This is Jeannie; we met a little while back at Pandora’s Box? I’ve been waiting to run into you again, hot guy, but no such luck so far. So I decided to improve my luck and call you directly, since I remembered where you work.”

		“Oh, hey, hi, Jeannie; it’s nice to hear from you.”

		“Yeah, well, listen, Jimmy, here’s the thing…I got curious about you when I never managed to run into you again at any of the dance joints I frequent. So I Googled you, and there you were.”

		After a long pause, Jeannie added, “And there was your wife, Collier’s picture, too. She’s the same bitch that was getting her rocks off with that hot guy in the booth that night, right before you did your disappearing act! So I couldn’t help but wonder--what’s up with that?”

		Jimmy’s heart did a quick back-flip. As he blurrily recalled from that booze-filled, jealousy and hormone-driven night at the Box, young Jeannie was in banking, with some heavy-hitting firm that did business on The Street and had connections to Holder and Hartz, Jimmy’s firm.

		The absolute last thing his soaring career at the brokerage firm needed was some cute little bint like Jeannie shooting her mouth off, especially to people he knew, about how Jimmy Diamond and his wife liked to practice public masturbation in dance clubs. He realized he needed to talk to this little puss, and soon!

		“Hey, Jeannie, how about we meet for a drink after work tonight and get to know each other a little better?”

		“Yeah, that would be very cool,” Jeannie said, sounding very happy with that suggestion,” where is good for you?”

		“Make it easy on yourself, what part of town do you work in?”

		She named the bank she was employed by and Jimmy winced. He knew half of the rising young stars that worked at that particular bank. It was located only four blocks from the offices of Holder and Hartz.

		“How about O’Malley’s at say, seven; does that work for you?”

		“Sure, I’ll be there. I can’t wait to see you again, Jimmy.”

		After he’d said good-bye to Jeannie, he pulled out his cell and dialed up Collier’s cell on it. “Hey, we need to meet tonight for a drink. You remember that cute little redhead that I was dancing with, the first time our mutual pal, Alan, was able to get your yah-yahs off, in that booth at the Box that night?”

		He waited for his wife’s somewhat flustered response, and then told her about his recent call from Jeannie. When he’d finished, he said, “So, yeah, it’s damage control time. Meet me at O’Malley’s at six-thirty and we’ll talk strategy, okay?”

		

		****

		

		“Let’s just see how she is about all of this, before we decide on a final approach with her,” Collier suggested, sipping her martini. “You said she seemed like a great kid that night you first met her. Maybe she’s just the curious type. We might be able to come up with some story that’ll satisfy her curiosity; one that she won’t go blabbing all over Wall Street about Jimmy Diamond and his nymphomaniac bride.”

		“Yeah, maybe,” Jimmy agreed, taking a strong pull from his Chivas. “Why don’t you go grab a seat in the far end of the room and then join us when I give you the high sign? We don’t want to scare her off by having you sitting here with me when she shows, okay?”

		Collier nodded, picked up her drink and made her way over to an empty table on the far side of the barroom. She kept her back to Jimmy’s table and waited.

		Jeannie came in right at seven, smiled at Jimmy, and sat down at his table. He pretended to be very glad to see her and ordered them both a round of drinks as his wife watched the two of them over her shoulder.

		Collier came over before the drinks arrived and sat down with her own martini. She gave the young redhead a quick once over.

		“Jimmy was right; you’re cute as you can be, and sexy, too.”

		“Uh…hi…Mrs. Diamond,” Jeannie said haltingly, her green eyes going huge at the unexpected arrival of Jimmy’s wife.

		“I want to know what your deal is, Jeannie,” Collier said conversationally. “Why did you contact my husband when it was obvious from what you said on the phone to him today that you already knew he was married to me? Are you some kind of gossip girl who’s just looking for fresh dirt? Or are you a wanna-be blackmailer?”

		“No!” Jeannie blurted, clearly appalled by that description of her.

		She looked at Jimmy and then at Collier. The drinks showed up just then and she took hers—a Crown Royal on the rocks—and gulped down half of it in barely controlled panic.

		“It’s…It’s just that I thought Jimmy was so dreamy, that night in the bar when we first met. I wanted to know more about him.”

		She took another drink of whisky and then looked over at Collier and said, “And the, after the Google search I did, I was curious about you, too. Jimmy’s a really hot guy. I thought he deserved more than a wife who cheated on him in public, with other guys. So I thought I’d ask him about it, and see what gives, you know?”

		Collier looked at Jimmy and he looked back at her. After agonizing over her decision for long moments, Collier asked, “Can you keep a secret, Jeannie?”

		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

	
		Collier’s Solution

		

		Collier’s cell phone went off right at eight. She fished it out of her purse and saw that it was Alan Shaw.

		“Alan--and right on time, too,” she said into the phone. “Hey, listen, would it be okay if we invited a third person to join us on Saturday?”

		She looked over at Jimmy and Jeannie, who were on their third cocktail, talking and laughing together across the table from her at O’Malley’s. She said, “Yeah, I don’t think you’re going to mind. Jeannie’s about twenty-one or two, short, curvy in all the right places, with gorgeous natural red hair, green eyes, and the cutest little face.”

		Jeannie had overheard Collier talking about her and was now staring across the table; a tentative smile on that pretty face Collier had just mention. Jimmy’s wife winked at her and continued. “Yeah, she’s going to be my…I don’t know…wing-girl, if that’s the right phrase, come Saturday night? Men have a wingman, when they’re out cruising for pussy, so I guess I can have a wing-girl, now can’t I?

		Collier laughed. “Yeah, I think it will be fun. And I’m sure you’ll hit it off with Jeannie, too. She’s a kick in the ass!”

		She paused to listen to Alan’s answer, and then nodded. “Okay, then, we’ll all meet at our place at eight or so, and then head over to that elitist dance club of yours and play The Game together, deal?”

		He said something to that and she laughed again and replied, “Okay, see you Saturday, hot stuff.”

		“You’re in,” she told Jeannie, dropping the phone back into her purse, “now, how about some dinner? O’Malley’s has some decent pub food; it’s not great but it’s okay for a quick meal on a Wednesday night.”

		“Okay,” Jeannie immediately agreed, “I want to talk some more about Saturday. This Game thing you guys play sounds like a fucking blast, to tell you the truth!”

		

		****

		

		“Wow, nice place,” Jeannie said, stumbling just slightly as she entered the Diamond apartment.

		It was just after nine, and all three of them were feeling pleasantly tipsy. Collier went into the kitchen and made them all another drink.

		When she brought the three short cocktails in to the living room, Jimmy and Jeannie were sitting on the couch together, so she jointed them, placing the drinks on the coffee table in front of the big couch.

		“Thanks, “Jeannie said, picking up her Crown Royal and taking a sip, “this sounds like such a fun time! And this Alan Shaw dude sounds awesome.”

		“Yeah, I think you’ll like him,” Collier said. “So, tell me, the idea of sitting with me in a dance club for a few hours, getting hit on while we’re milking some poor schmucks for drinks, and dancing close enough to them to turn them way past ‘on’—does all of that sound like fun to you?”

		Jeannie giggled, the booze having clearly taken its toll on her. She nodded vigorously and then said, “What would be different about any of that than what I usually do on weekend nights, girlfriend? That pretty well describes my typical Friday or Saturday night; unless I get lucky and meet a hot guy like your Jimmy that I really want to go home with.”

		Collier looked past Jeannie at her husband and gave him a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. He swallowed hard and nodded back.

		Come on, darling, this isn’t going to be that hard. The girl has obviously got a serious crush on you already!

		She whispered to the Jeannie, “Well, then you are really going to enjoy Saturday night, since you’re pretty well guaranteed to get lucky with Jimmy that night, babe.”

		Jeannie shivered, looking wide-eyed, as if she didn’t quite believe what Collier had just said. She stammered, “You mean that…you’re going to let him…?”

		Jimmy took a breath and then leaned in on Jeannie’s other side and whispered in her ear. “Collier’s going to be fucking our friend, Alan, that night, as well as me. But I’m definitely going to save some cock for you, too, Jeannie. Collier told me she wanted to see me with you while she’s getting it from Alan.”

		“Fuck, holy fuck, that’s so hot!” Jeannie blurted; her green eyes suddenly electric with excitement at the thought of that.

		“Yeah, that really sounds hot to me, too,” Collier whispered, leaning in so that her lips were right next to Jeannie’s ear as she looked at Jimmy.

		Jimmy made his move, leaning in and kissing Jeannie. Collier smiled at him and ran her tongue along the bottom of Jeannie’s ear as her husband made out with her.

		“H-Holy fuck, what are you guy’s doing?” A slightly terrified Jeannie stammered out that question, after pulling her lips back from Jimmy’s.

		“Well, tonight…we’re doing you, hot stuff,” Collier whispered as the girl whipped her head around to stare right into those liquid-brown eyes of hers.

		Collier kissed her. She hadn’t seduced another girl in ages, but she hadn’t forgotten how it was done.

		Jimmy had been shocked spit-less earlier, when his wife had casually mentioned the possiblilty of their double teaming young Jeannie when they’d been discussing strategies for tonight at O’Malley’s, before the girl had gotten there. He’d never suspected that Collier, back in her bad Collier days, had been as blithely bi-sexual as a party girl could be.

		But as surprised at he’d been at first, she’d seen immediately that the idea of her going down on another girl wasn’t exactly a turn off for her sexy husband. On the contrary, she’d seen his dick get hard in his suit pants at the thought of his little wife licking pussy while he watched!

		Collier decided to take the lead. She could tell instantly that hers was not the first set of female lips to kiss Jeannie’s sweet, sensual little mouth.

		Slipping her tongue inside and meeting zero resistance, Collier wrapped her arms around her new little ginger friend and pulled the girl closer to her as they kissed. Their breasts touched and, even with the clothing they were both still wearing, Collier felt the girl’s nice tits jerk in response.

		Jimmy, who had just sat there initially, open-mouthed and smiling at the sight of his sexy wife making out with another hot girl, seemed to recover himself. He leaned in and kissed Jeannie on the back of her neck while Collier soul-kissed her.

		“J-Jesus…you guys are, like, scorching hot!” Jeannie gasped as she pulled back and panted for air a few moments later.

		“Jimmy, would you do the honors?” Collier said, nodded at the girl in her arms.

		Her husband got up and reached down to scoop Jeannie away from Collier’s embrace. He kissed her, giving her just as much tongue as his wife had, as he carried the petite redhead into the bedroom.

		Collier followed along behind them, removing clothes as she went and turning out lights. When she got into the bedroom seconds later, she saw Jimmy slowly stripping off Jeannie’s clothes while he continued to make out with her.

		God, she’s a yummy-looking little piece, at that! Collier told herself as Jimmy removed the girl’s bra. Just look at those cute tits of hers…they’re bigger than I would have guessed; maybe thirty-four “B’s”, maybe even “C’s”. I just love a girl with round, sweet titties like those for me to suck! This is going to such fun—sharing her with Jimmy.

		Removing the rest of her own clothing, Collier joined the couple on the bed. Jimmy was just easing Jeannie’s cute little black thong panties down off her bare legs, revealing a very pretty pink pussy that was as bare as Collier’s, except for an adorable, close-cropped, ginger-colored “landing strip” that ended right above her clit.

		Mmmmmmmmm, my mouth’s going to be coming in for a landing pretty soon, that’s for sure--what a pretty little pussy this kid has got!

		“Hey, quit being a bad host,” she said as she got on the bed and crawled over to join the couple, who were still making out passionately as the last article of Jeannie’s clothes hit the carpet next to the bed. “Why don’t you get busy and take your clothes off, too, darling? I’ll handle the kissing for a little while.”

		She reached down as she spoke and gently turned Jeannie’s head towards her, breaking the kiss. Jimmy scrambled to his feet beside the bed and began stripping off his suit and tie as quickly as he could manage it.

		“See anything you like, pretty girl?” Collier asked in a husky, aroused-sounding voice, leaning down. “Because I sure do; these are precious.”

		She kissed Jeannie’s up-thrust right nipple lovingly and then did her left one. The girl moaned and twisted beneath her, pushing her tit against Collier’s mouth.

		“You’re so fucking sexy,” Jeannie said, wide-eyed, staring up at Collier’s bare body with rapt appreciation.

		“So are you, kitten, you look positively delicious!”

		With that, Collier leaned down and kissed her, their tongues going crazy on each other. She heard her husband draw in a sharp breath at the sight to the two naked women going after each other so hungrily.

		“Fuck, you talk about your unexpected mid-week treat,” Jimmy sighed, doffing his suit pants and kicking out of his brogues.

		Collier saw Jeannie suddenly looking off to the side of the bed Jimmy was standing on. She eased her lips away from the girl’s and turned her head to follow her gaze. Jimmy had just gotten out of his boxers.

		“Nice, isn’t it?” Collier asked, turning back to smile down at Jeannie. “Would you like to suck it a little, while I eat that sweet pussy of yours, honey?”

		Jeannie shivered and closed her eyes. She whispered, just a little guiltily, “Yes, God, yes, you two are so fucking hot!”

		Jimmy knelt on the side of the bed, his big, hard dick waggling to a stop just beside the girls’ heads. Collier leaned over and kissed his cock head and then stared up at him.

		“Enjoy,” she told him simply, giving the fat knob a tiny lick.

		“You’re so fucking sexy, babe,” he murmured, smiling down at her.

		Collier slid slowly down Jeannie’s small body, coming to rest in between the girl’s open legs, her mouth right above the tiny pink furls of her pussy. As Jimmy moved forward just slightly, Jeannie moaned with pure lust and opened her lips for him while Collier began to explore that warm, slick little opening with her lips and tongue.

		“Goddamn,” Jimmy sighed, watching his wife eat pussy for the first time, “that may be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life!”

		Collier stopped licking and slurping at Jeannie’s delicious little cunt just long enough to ask him, with a big smile on her face, “Hotter than when I sucked Alan’s big cock while you watched? Hotter than when he fucked me with it, and then you fucked me right after he came in me?”

		Jimmy groaned with pleasure, recalling that, and said, “That’s the thing with you, Coll. You’re so fucking hot to be in bed with, every little adventure seems to top the last one!”

		“Ohhhhhhhh,” Jeannie sighed just then, “you guys are so fucking wild to party with!”

		She leaned off to her left side, spearing over half of Jimmy’s dick into her mouth and throat and began to suck frantically on it as Collier went back to eating pussy.

		

		****

		

		Jimmy didn’t know where he was getting his newfound restraint from--maybe the emergence of bad Collier as his constant bedtime companion or seeing his wife fuck another guy and suck his huge cock had given him a new level of saying power—but he had somehow managed not to come yet. And that was hard, because seeing Collier going absolutely nuts on cute little Jeannie’s pussy was so hot that he could barely stand it.

		And, as it turned out, Jeannie could suck a cock almost as well as Collier! Jimmy sighed, his dick gliding up and back in her eager little mouth as Collier brought her near yet another orgasm with her tongue.

		“Aggghhhhhhhh! Ugh, oh, izzzzhapppnngggg!” Jeannie gurgled around his prick, try, but failing to be able to say “It’s happening!”

		Clearly, that was what she had been trying to say, as her hips came up off the mattress, mashing her pussy against Collier’s lips and tongue as the little redhead shivered through her third orgasm in the last fifteen minutes. Jeannie whimpered around his dick as she came, shuddering at how intense her climax was.

		Jimmy stuffed his cock into the back of her throat and closed his eyes. He opened them when he felt Collier’s hand on his thigh, reaching up to rouse him from his pre-come euphoria right at the last second.

		She shook her head “no”, still eating pussy like a wild woman as Jeannie’s orgasm raged on. Collier rode out the last tiny spasm, and then pulled her shiny-with-girl-come face away from Jeannie’s cunt and whispered urgently to her husband, “In here, baby, I want to see you fuck her and come in this tight little pussy of hers!”

		Jimmy gasped at the thought of that and yanked his ready-to-explode dick out of the girl’s sucking mouth. He murmured, “Are you sure, babe. It’s cool with you if I fuck her?”

		Collier got up onto her knees, grinning. She moved around Jeannie’s splayed out body and said, as she bent to give the girl a pussy-juice laden wet kiss, “How about it, Jeannie? Do you want Jimmy’s big cock now?”

		Jeannie beamed happily and threw her arms around Collier’s neck, drawing her downward for the kiss. Just before their lips met, she whispered, “God, yes, you two rock!”

		Jimmy watched the two hottest women he’d ever known in his life make out frantically for another moment and then moved down the bed and got in between Jeannie’s legs. He centered his achingly hard prick in her tiny pink lips and eased into her.

		Jesus, but she’s tight! He thought as he fed her every last inch of his dick. I think she may be even tighter than Coll! Alan’s gonna’ love this, with that big horsecock of his. I wonder if he’ll be able to get that huge thing in this snug little snatch?

		Right at that moment, Jimmy didn’t care. The important thing was, he was in it, all the way up to his balls.

		First strange piece of ass I’ve had since I married Coll, he thought as he began to slowly power his dick in and out of Jeannie’s tight little lips, and man, is it a nice one!

		He heard the girl make a tiny mewling sound and then saw her pull her head away from Collier’s mouth so that she could pant ecstatically, “He’s fucking me, Coll! He’s got that big dick of his in me…and does it ever feel wonderful?”

		Collier smiled and the girl whispered, “Thank you for sharing him with me. He feels so good!”

		“Doesn’t he, babygirl? Now, just relax and enjoy him while I get myself some more sugar, alright?”

		They kissed again and Jeannie gurgled with pleasure and worked her cute little ass up off the bed in time with his strokes down into her pussy. Jimmy sighed, was there anything better than knocking of a piece of primo young ass like this one while your unbelievably sexy wife made out with her?

		He heard the pitch of the little moaning sound she was making around Collier’s tongue change subtly, and then Jeannie’s cunt rippled around his gliding cock meat. Jimmy closed his eyes and fucked her for all he was worth, knowing that she was going to come yet again, and that he was right there himself.

		“Oh, man, what a sweet pussy this kid’s got!” he bellowed as his balls jerked tight and began to deliver big gouts of cock cream, rapidly filling Jeannie’s cunt to overflowing.

		“Oh, oh, oh, he’s coming in me!” she howled in ecstasy.

		Jimmy opened his eyes and saw Collier smiling at him across the expanse of Jeannie’s quivering, orgasming little body. She whispered, “Nice job, babe, you really got her off!”

		Jimmy smiled back at his wife, still coming in the other girl’s cunt.

		

		****

		

		“So, mum’s the word, right? You can’t tell anyone, not even your closest girlfriend about you and I and Jimmy, okay?”

		Jeannie beamed at her, a sort of lovesick gleam in her eye. She nodded that she understood. “I was all gaga over Jimmy at first…but now that I’ve met you, I want both of you, so fucking much, Coll! I won’t say a word to anyone, trust me. I don’t want to fuck this up.”

		“That’s my girl,” Collier said, leaning in and kissing her passionately, not having to fake her affection for the girl a bit. “You’re part of the team now. We’re both dying to have you play The Game with Jimmy and Alan and I.”

		They had reached the front door. Jeannie said, “That sounds so neat. I can hardly wait for Saturday to get here.”

		Collier took her in her arms and kissed her again. When they broke apart at last, she whispered, “We’re looking forward to you becoming a frequent overnight guest with us on the weekends, babe. We both think you’re so fucking hot!”

		She opened the door for Jeannie and stepped back out of view, in deference to any neighbors who might have been wandering past at ten-thirty on a Wednesday night. Jeannie gave her another quick peck on the cheek and stepped out into the hall, closing the door behind her.

		“Another satisfied customer,” Collier joked as she hopped, naked, back into bed with her husband a minute later.

		“Have I told you lately that you’re amazing?” He asked with a lopsided grin. “When did you get into girls? When did you have time, for God’s sake, with all of the boys and me you used to fuck?”

		Collier smiled enigmatically and reached over and turned out the lamp, plunging the apartment into darkness. She snuggled in next to Jimmy and whispered, “Oh, no, not tonight; I’ll tell you about me my long-standing fondness for pussy another time. If I start tonight, you’ll get all horny again and want to fuck me until morning. And tomorrow’s a work day, remember?”

		“I’ll hold you to that, telling me all about it, I mean,” he said just before they went to sleep in each other’s arms.

		“Oh, I will, trust me. It always gets you so deliciously hard when I tell you how bad I used to be.”

		“Used to be?” Jimmy teased. “Am I missing something here?”

		“Hush and go to sleep,” she replied.

		After another minute of silence, he asked, “Did it bother you, seeing her suck my cock, or me fucking her and coming in that nice little pussy of hers?”

		Collier laughed softly, “Yeah, it got me hot as hell, is what it did.”

		She waited a beat and then whispered, “Is it going to bother you when I suck Alan’s big schlong Saturday night, and maybe swallow his come for him or let him shoot it in my pussy again…or maybe up my ass?”

		Now it was Jimmy’s turn to laugh, and he did. “No, except that it will get me excited as hell.”

		“See, we’re now there.” Collier said smugly in the darkness.

		“Where, is that, babe?”

		“The Game has no limits now, no boundaries. We’re there, darling; anything goes and we’ll still be us, Jimmy and Collier, together forever, right?”

		“Right,” Jimmy said, suddenly realizing that what his wife had just said was completely true.

		They were now liberated from constraints, from jealousy. They were totally committed to one another and to having unbridled sexual fun outside their marriage.

		He had to admit, it was a little scary, but it also felt sensational!

		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

	
		The Game, Played Without Limits

		

		“God, I’m so fucking excited I could pee my pants!” Jeannie Winston said, and then took a sip of her Crown Royal.

		“Don’t do that, darling,” Collier teased her. “That’s one of the few things I’m not into—water-sports. No peeing; fisting’s okay, and anal is marvelous, tribbing is more than welcome, and prostate tickling is encouraged…but no pissing.”

		Jeannie laughed uncertainly at what Collier had just said, “I think you two guys know how to do some kinky shit I don’t know how to do.”

		“Oh, you will, trust me,” Collier said with a wink and Jeannie actually shivered with excitement.

		The doorbell rang and Jimmy went over to open it. Alan Shaw stood in the doorway, smiling.

		“Come in, man, and meet Jeannie,” Jimmy said cordially, shaking Alan’s hand.

		The bigger man stepped inside. He wore another bespoke suit, this one made of dark blue denim, and his shirt collar was open tonight; no necktie, giving him an elegant, but less formal look.

		“Jesus, you weren’t kidding when you said she was cute, were you?” Alan said; a huge smile on his handsome face as he got closer to Jeannie and Collier.

		“Wow,” Jeannie murmured to her friend as she eyed her “date” for tonight, “thank you. I owe you, big-time, Coll.”

		“Hello, Jeannie, I’m Alan Shaw,” he said, extending his hand. “I’m a bit too old for you, of course, but I’m nonetheless delighted to be your escort for this evening.”

		“I’ll decide who’s too old for me, good-looking,” she said, ignoring his hand and stepping into his arms, putting hers around his bull-like neck as she stared up at him, entranced. “You don’t look like you need a rocking chair quite yet to me.”

		She went up onto her tiptoes and kissed him. Jimmy looked at Collier and she looked back at him as the steamy “hello” kiss went on and on.

		“Maybe we should just stay in tonight,” Jimmy joked to his wife after another few seconds went by.

		“Yeah, the bedroom’s just a few steps away, after all,” she dead-panned back, “why waste all that energy on going out tonight?”

		The two new acquaintances broke apart and Jeannie looked over at them. “Hey, I’m just getting to know Alan a little bit before the evening starts, okay, you two wise-asses?”

		“If you get to know him any better, we’ll never get out of here tonight,” Jimmy kidded her.

		“No, I definitely want to go out and play The Game for a while,” Jeannie said, her eyes bright with anticipation. “It sounds so hot.”

		She turned back to face Alan, who still had an arm around her waist, and said to him, “I hear it turns you on, and I’m all about that, babe.”

		Alan grinned and turned to tell the Diamonds, “I think I owe you two big-time, too. I like her already!”

		Collier got everyone a drink and they made small talk for a half hour or so. Jimmy nodded toward the kitchen and she followed him inside.

		“One rule for tonight, Coll; and one rule only,” he said, his eyes shining with anticipation. You can do whatever you want, with anyone you want, but if it happens where it’s not practical for me to watch you doing it, you have to tell me about it when we get home, every naughty little detail, agreed?”

		She smiled up at him, “You’re nothing but a perv, Jimmy Diamond, but you’re my perv. Of course I’ll tell you everything, as long as you agree to fuck me while I’m sharing?”

		He laughed and nodded that he was fine with that!

		

		****

		

		“This is awesome,” Jeannie said as they left their coats with the coat concession girl and got claim tickets for them. “I saw a spread in the Sunday Times about this place last year, when it opened. I’ve always dreamed about meeting someone with enough clout and money to be a member.”

		She looked over at Jimmy and Alan, who were already seated at the bar—having gone in two minutes ahead of Jeannie and Collier, Alan discreetly describing the two additional members of his party tonight to the maitre‘d and telling him that they’d be arriving momentarily and that he should admit them as his guests—and smiled in their direction. Jeannie had on her best dress, a black number with a low bodice, worn with no underwear beneath it, and featuring a slit up the side that showed off her left leg all the way up to her hip.

		The two girls were both wearing four inch black heels, making Jeannie five-five for the evening and Collier five-seven. Collier was wearing a new little black dress she’d bought just for tonight. It had the same sort of low-cut top as Jeannie’s and the skirt portion of the dress hit her at mid-thigh. She, too, had opted for total “commando” mode tonight—no panties, and no bra.

		“Ooh, look, there’s just the booth for us!” Collier said as they stepped inside of the dark, elegant club. “It’s in back, but Jimmy and Alan can see it fine from their seats at the bar, and its way dark; the only light back there is from that candle on top of the table itself.”

		“God, this is so cool,’ Jeannie whispered as they sauntered slowly across the club, both of them really working their cute butts as they made their way over to the darkly-lit booth, “I’m wet already!”

		“Me, too,” Collier said, sliding in behind the table, “remember, anything goes tonight. Be as wild as you want to be, that’s the ground rules for this session of The Game, okay?”

		“Got it,” Jeannie said, smiling excitedly at her friend.

		Collier leaned right into her face and whispered, “Oh, and by the way, remember that you’re out with me tonight, as much as you’re out to put on a show for Alan and Jimmy. You and I can dance together all we want, and we can do…this!”

		She leaned forward and gave Jeannie a long, sloppy, spit-swapping kiss. When she was finished, she sat back and looked around. Sure enough, half of the sophisticated, supposedly jaded members of the exclusive dance club were staring, fascinated, at her and Jeannie.

		“That was hot!” Jeannie said, looking around as well. “I’ve done that sort of shit before, when I’ve been out with my girlfriends. We’d dance close together and make out a little. It drives men crazy, right?”

		“Right,” Collier agreed. “At first, they can’t figure out whether you’re lesbians out on a date or just girls who like to have fun with either women or men. When you dance with a couple of guys each, as well as with each other, you’ve got every man…and woman, in the place checking you out, fantasizing about making it with you.”

		Jeannie giggled and then whispered, “You’re wicked bad, Collier!”

		“Oh, I know I am. Trust me on that one.”

		The waiter came and Collier gave him her Visa and opened at tab. The waiter handed her the card back and told her it wasn’t necessary. He said that one of their members, a Mr. Shaw, would be picking up the tab for their table this evening.

		They ordered; a Grey Goose martini for Collier and a Crown Royal on the rocks for Jeannie. When the elegantly attired waiter in the tuxedo had headed over to the bar to fetch their drinks, Collier whispered to her new co-conspirator, “We shouldn’t run up much of a tab tonight, anyway, if we play our cards right. Half of the dudes in this place right now are drooling over the chance to buy us a drink and dance with us.”

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, is your dick as hard as mine is?” Alan asked Jimmy.

		The two of them were sitting at the bar, the backs of their swivel bar stools facing toward it so that they could watch the round, slightly raised dance floor in front of them. Collier and Jeannie were dancing a slow one together, cheek to cheek, except for when they were soul-kissing one another with lots of obvious tongue.

		“Every guy in this place, unless they’re the gayest gay man of the planet, has a hard on, watching that,” Jimmy said proudly, a sly smile on his face as he watched his wife and his/her new girlfriend teasing the crowd with their lezzy act—which really wasn’t that much of an act.

		“And half of the girls in here look like they wish they could trade places with either Coll or Jean,” Alan agreed.

		He looked over at his friend, “What are the rules on that? If the girls hook up with a hot chick who wants to party with them, what are the rules of The Game as far as that goes?”

		Jimmy grinned. “You must have missed the memo, pal. We’re now playing by the new, improved, Collier and Jimmy Diamond version of the rules for The Game.”

		“Oh, and what are those, may I ask?”

		Holding up his Chivas for a toast, Jimmy answered, “That’s the cool part, bro: ain’t no rules anymore—anything goes!”

		“Whoa, here’s to that!” Alan said, clicking rims.

		Collier laughed, watching her husband and her lover stare at her and Jeannie. She said softly, “Look at those two. They’re doing everything but the old college cheer and high-fiving each other.”

		Jeannie glanced over, her cheek up against Collier’s. “They’re so fucking hot. Tonight is going to be epic.”

		She turned back and Collier gave her another long, sweet, scorcher of a tongue kiss. When they eased apart the song was over.

		“You got that right, babe,” Collier whispered in her ear as they walked back over to their booth hand in hand. “I’m willing to bet it would be a night to remember with just the two of us in that bed together tonight. But with Alan and Jimmy there with us…”

		She grinned at her girlfriend and then slid into the booth, quickly followed by Jeannie. There were, she noticed, two cocktails each waiting for them, in addition to their half-full first rounds.

		“Well, apparently, we have admirers, sweetie,” she said to the little redhead.

		“Male or female, do you suppose?”

		Collier smiled, “Who cares?”

		Jeannie laughed gaily and nodded. They picked up their drinks, saluted one another, and then clicked rims, just as the boys had while they’d been out dancing.

		“May I have this dance?” a tall, muscular young man said just then.

		Collier drank all of what was left of her drink and put it on the table again. She coolly appraised the man who had spoken and the friend who stood next to him.

		Well, well, she thought, Corey Bronson and Whit Castle, I guess we’re officially in the big leagues now!

		“Do you follow baseball, Jeannie?” she asked her booth mate.

		“Yeah, a little, why do you ask?”

		“Because the tall, cute black guy is named Corey Bronson, and he plays second base for the Mets. The blond hunk there is Whit Castle; he’s the left fielder, home-run threat, and co-captain of the team, along with Corey, here.”

		“Hi,” Jeannie said, blushing furiously at meeting two famous ball players, “I’m Jeannie and this is my friend, Collier.”

		“Pleased to meet you, ladies, now who wants to dance?” the black man asked hopefully.

		“Who dances with whom?” Collier answered in a teasing voice.

		“I don’t really care,” Whit Castle said with a winning smile that showed off his dimples. “I’d crawl a half a mile over burning sand to dance with either one of you.”

		“Oh, my,” Jeannie said, beaming. She turned to Collier. “Can I have him?”

		“Be my guest,” she replied, sliding out of her side of the booth to take Corey Bronson’s extended hand.

		He led her out onto the moderately crowded floor and she tucked her head into his shoulder and began to follow his lead. He was an excellent dancer.

		“So, I guess I should ask right off, are you two girls available tonight, or are you strictly into each other?”

		Collier laughed softly, “Oh, you mean the lesbian thing?”

		“Uh, yeah,” Corey said quietly, “you two gals were really getting cozy there for a while.”

		She took her head off his shoulder and stared into his big brown, nearly black eyes and said, “Well, it depends on how the evening goes, truthfully, Corey. If I don’t meet a guy I like enough to fuck, then I’ll be quite happy to lick pussy later with Jeannie, see?”

		Corey sucked in a breath and nodded that he did; a shit-eating grin on his face. Collier was highly amused by his reaction. She went on to spritz a little gas onto the fire, “Of course, even if I do meet the right guy, Jeannie will still be there. We like to trade off sucking cock and fucking, and then eat each other afterward, while the guy rests up for round two, you know what I mean?”

		The big ball player suddenly looked to be about two breaths shy of coming in his nicely-tailored slacks. His mouth hung open in awe. She laughed softly and tucked her head back onto his shoulder as she let her right hand drift around to the front of his slacks to give his cock a little pat.

		Nice one, she thought, not quite as big as Alan’s, from the feel of it, but still nice.

		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

	
		Under The Table

		

		“God, this is the most fun I’ve ever had in my entire life!” Jeannie giggled. “I’m getting so hammered. These fucking drinks never stop coming!”

		Collier nodded. She was feeling no pain either. She’d had five martinis so far and there were three untouched ones on the table in front of her.

		“That Corey guy is pretty nice, for a famous ball player,” she commented, finishing her old drink and picking up a new one. “I might give him a blowjob tonight, if he plays his card right.”

		“Not a fuck?” Jeannie asked, looking half blitzed and extremely excited at the thought of seeing Collier sucking the good-looking ball player’s cock.

		“A fuck is almost impossible in this place. The hall that the restrooms are in is too well lighted, and there are no little nooks or crannies where you can get far enough into the dark to risk much more than a blowjob; and even that is going to prove a challenge.”

		Collier had danced with more than a dozen different guys in the last two hours, and with one, slender, hot, extremely-sexy lesbian girl who had slipped her a phone number as well as a toe-curler of a kiss. But Corey Bronson had been the most persistent of her wooers. He’d squired her around the floor five times already, and bought her two drinks.

		She’d struggled to turn him away from the booth, so that she’d be continue to be available to as many suitors as possible tonight. But it had been hard; she really wanted to get closer to him. He’d stolen two very nice kisses as they’d danced and rubbing that nice cock against her numerous times already.

		The lights in the room went down another notch. She guessed it must be about midnight by now.

		Looking around her, she thought to herself, after that last lighting change, I think its dark enough back here for some serious action to happen. Not a fuck; it’s not dark enough for that, but a handjob is a definite possibility and maybe even a blowjob, if I’m quick about it. If I got him ready with my hand, and then just dipped my head over into his lap when he was about to shoot off…

		Collier felt herself getting really wet at that notion. She made up her mind, sliding out of the booth. Corey was the guy who’d most impressed her this evening, of all the Lotharios she’d danced with.

		She made her way over to the bar and ordered an ice water from the bar tender, leaning in between her husband and Alan to do so. She whispered, “I’m going to suck that black guy off. He’s Corey Bronson, with the Mets? You boys might want to get over on that side of the room after I let him sit down with me, if you want to see it. I think it’s too dark in her now to see much from here.”

		Taking the water, she downed a few sips of it and put it back on the bar. She gave Jimmy a naughty little smile and then Alan, and turned on her heel.

		She stopped at the lady’s room on her way back to the table. Corey showed up almost immediately, a fresh drink for her in hand.

		“Oh, all right, sit down with me for a while, why don’t you?” She said as she took the drink and slid in next to Jeannie, who was looking glassy-eyed from all the booze she’d consumed thus far.

		Corey slid in next to her and immediately slipped his left arm over the top of the booth, behind her. After about ten seconds, he dropped the arm down onto her shoulders.

		Collier laughed, “God but you’re smooth. I bet that move shocked the pee out of little girls back in the seventh grade, didn’t it?”

		Corey threw back his had and laughed. “You’re a piece of work, Collier, you know that? Bustin’ my balls like that; you ought to be ashamed.”

		Chuckling herself, she reached over under the table with her right hand and placed it on top of his lap. He sucked in a breath and she felt his dick begin to stiffen immediately under his slacks and shorts.

		“Why don’t you let me make it up to you?” She tilted her head back, waiting for his kiss.

		She didn’t have long to wait. His tongue slid into her mouth and she tightened her grip around his rapidly hardening cock under the table.

		Corey’s eyes were closed, but hers were still open. She searched the bar for Jimmy and Alan but their seats were empty.

		Glancing around the dance floor, she saw both of them, just yards from where she sat in the partial darkness, macking on her big league ball player. Alan had a very nice looking girl of about thirty in his arms, her blonde head resting against his big chest as he sort of shuffled his feet to the beat, not moving far in one direction or the other.

		Jimmy had an extremely hot-looking little Latino bitch in his arms and her hands were all over him as they swayed to the slow song. Collier felt a pang of jealousy and then remembered that she was about to suck a guy off in front of him, if all went well, and had to fight to keep at laughing out loud at her reaction to seeing the other girl’s hands on Jimmy’s cute ass.

		She reached up just a little higher and unzipped Corey Bronson’s slacks. His eyes shot open but he didn’t break off the kiss, nor remove his tongue from her mouth.

		Deftly, she reached into his boxers and extracted his long, fat black cock. He trembled against her as she fit her fist around it and began to jack him off with slow, deliberate strokes.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh,” he sighed into her mouth as she really got going.

		She looked over at Jimmy and then at Alan. They had all but stopped dancing, their eyes on her hand as it flew up and down Corey’s seven-inch boner.

		Collier slid her tongue all over his, trying to get him as excited as possible, as quickly as possible. She didn’t want to stretch this out; it was too exciting and too fucking dangerous as well.

		A brief mental picture of a bouncer in a tuxedo ejecting her from the fancy dance club flickered through her mind and she increased her tempo on Corey’s swollen dick. He moaned again.

		“Are you ready to come, baby?” she whispered when she broke off the kiss. “Tell me when you’re going to shoot, okay?”

		Corey shivered and nodded curtly, seemingly fighting for control. His eyes got bigger, the whites showing clearly in the darkened booth and he gasped, “Now, oh, baby, here it comes!”

		Collier slid her ass to her left, up against Jeannie’s and bent over his lap. She slipped his cock head deep into her mouth and bobbed her head up and down six or seven times, her tongue all over him

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh!” he gasped, trying to keep from screaming as his dick exploded in her mouth.

		Collier swallowed a big mouthful of his jism and then swallowed again. The third mouthful took longer to collect and it wasn’t as big as the first two.

		Corey was mumbling, “Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ, I can’t believe this is happening!” He said it over and over again as he emptied the last of his warm, somewhat salty ball juice into her sucking lips.

		Jimmy Diamond’s wife came up from beneath the table and licked her lips, showing her husband and her lover the thick sheen of pearly white goop before she swallowed. She almost laughed. Both Jimmy and Alan looked as if they were about to come in their pants!

		Turning to an open-mouthed Jeannie, she whispered, “See kid, it’s all in knowing how?”

		She heard Corey’s zipper close and turned back to him. “Thanks for a lovely evening, babe, maybe we’ll see each other again soon, huh?”

		“Fuckin’ A, we will!” Corey said, grinning from ear to ear. “You one bold bitch, Collier—you somethin’ else, baby!”

		“I think I’m ready to go lick some pussy and fuck. What about you?” She asked her redheaded friend that as she felt Corey slide out of the booth.

		Jeannie shook her head in awe and said, “Now I know why Jimmy married you. You’re the most awesome fucking woman I’ve ever met, Coll! Hell, yes, I’m ready; my pussy is like a fucking lake after seeing you in action!”

		Collier gave her a long kiss, pushing a little of Corey Bronson’s come into her mouth for her to taste as they made out. Jeannie shivered as she realized what she had just tasted on Collier’s tongue.

		“Holy fuck, let’s get out of here!” Jeannie panted when their lips eventually parted. “I’ve never been this ready to fuck in my life—you’re the hottest bitch on the planet!”

		“Ahem,” Jimmy said, clearing his throat.

		She turned back and looked at him, as smug as the cat that dined on canary. He grinned at her and said, “I assume that means you’re ready to leave, unless you’ve got another blowjob candidate lined up?”

		“Five minutes,” she told him, “have a cab waiting and we’ll meet you outside, okay, lover?”

		He nodded. She glanced over at Alan.

		“You’re fucking unbelievable,” he murmured.

		“You ain’t seen nothing yet, big boy,” she promised him with the coquette smile in place. “I’m just getting warmed up. Wait till we get to our place.”

		

		****

		

		“What’s all of this?” Collier asked, delighted, as she saw Alan standing next to a long stretch Mercedes limousine when she emerged from the club with Jeannie in tow a few minutes later.

		“An old Army buddy of mine, an ex-commander, actually, bought a limo service when he retired. They’re not busy this late in the evening, so I got a special rate.”

		Collier and Jeannie got in. Jimmy was on the far side of the big car, grinning their way. Alan hopped in with them and closed the door.

		“I figured what the hell, it’s a special night, right?” he said as the big car glided out of the drive and onto the all but deserted street.

		“That is so cool of you,” Collier said, leaning over Jeannie to kiss him.

		She stopped just before their lips met. “Whoops, I still have Corey’s spunk in my mouth, at least a little of it.”

		Alan laughed and reached into the built-in min-fridge and bar set into place between the two jump seats in front of them. He got out a bottle of Dom Perignon and four chilled champagne flutes.

		“This should help remove any unwanted…uh, shall we say…fluids from your mouth?” he said, popping the cork and pouring first Collier and then Jeannie a glass.

		“Oh, it wasn’t unwanted, I assure you. I wanted it, alright,” she said, taking a sip and swishing the wine around in her mouth as if it were hundred-dollar-a-bottle mouthwash, “I just didn’t think you’d want to taste it as badly as I did.”

		Alan laughed again and nodded his agreement, handing Jimmy a glass of champagne and then filling one for him. “You got that right, doll. I love seeing you swallow that stuff, but I have no desire to do it.”

		Collier looked over at Jeannie and said, “Men are such pussies, even big strong, brave ones like Alan. Imagine, being afraid to swallow a little spunk?”

		Jeannie drank a big mouthful of her wine and then said coyly to Alan, “That’s okay, darling. I’m really good at swallowing it. I’ll be glad to demonstrate that in just a little while, if you’d like?”

		Looking down, she saw that Alan’s formidable prick was hard underneath his denim slacks. Impulsively, she reached down and unzipped him.

		“Here, baby, you can give him a little demo on our way home; sort a preview of things to come?”

		She got Alan’s cock out of his boxers as she finished speaking. Jeannie looked down and gasped. “Oh, fuck, look at that beautiful thing. I think I’m in love…or in lust, at the very least!”

		Handing her all but empty glass to Collier, she bent over and engulfed about eight inches of Alan’s rampant cock between her wet lips. He groaned and ran his fingers through her red locks as she bobbed her head enthusiastically over his lap.

		“Jesus, Jimmy, Coll, you have the nicest friends,” he sighed, contentedly watching the girl work, “have I mentioned that before?”

		“We do,” Collier agreed, leaning forward and kissing him with her newly cleaned mouth as Jeannie blew him.

		“We do, indeed,” Jimmy echoed, smiling like a proud godfather at a christening at the steamy erotic tableau unfolding in front of him, sipping his champagne happily.

		

		****

		

		The limo pulled up in front of the Diamond’s apartment building a few minutes later. Jeannie was still going to town on Alan’s cock, lost “in the zone” at the hot blowjob she was giving him. He had her dress open in back and was squeezing her naked tits as she sucked him. And every once in a while, Collier would stop making out with her husband and turn back to kiss Alan a little while he got his cock sucked.

		“This has been fun,” Alan finally managed to gasp as he pulled his exceedingly stiff prick out of Jeannie’s face and stuffed it back into his slacks, “but I think I’d prefer the comfort of a big bed, with plenty of room to move around.”

		Jeannie was sitting up, her breasts hanging out, panting for breath. She saw Alan staring at her naked tits and asked, “Do you like them?”

		“You bet,” he said, reluctantly covering them again as he zipped her dress back up. “Let’s get upstairs and get those out again, where I can really see them.”

		“I want you to see everything, Alan,” she whispered, running her fingertips over his strong jaw. “And I’m just dying to suck that big cock of yours some more.”

		“Fuck,” was all Alan could say, as he clawed the boor open and got quickly out of the car, eagerly dragging Jeannie along with him by her wrist.

		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

	
		Out In The Open

		

		No one stopped for drinks in the kitchen once they were inside the apartment. It was a race for the bedroom, clothes flying off as they made their way inside,

		“No rules tonight at all,” Jimmy announced as he tore off his shirt and shucked out of his pants, “It’s every man and woman for him or herself, and no-hold-barred sex, agreed?”

		“Oh, yeah,” Jeannie said, peeling off her dress and kicking out of her shoes, making herself instantly nude.

		“Good with me, babe,” Collier agreed, doing the same.

		Alan was bouncing around somewhat comically on one foot, trying to remove his last shoe. He looked up, slightly drunk and mildly exasperated, and said, “Sounds great to me, if I could ever get this blessed shoe off.”

		Collier came around the bed and pushed him backward, laughing. He sprawled back onto the bedspread and she dove on right after him, yanking at the offending shoe as she joined him.

		Jeannie got on right next to them and grabbed his right sock. Collier grabbed the left one and pulled it free as Jeannie did the right one. They grinned at each other and seized his shorts, tugging them downward until they had them off as well.

		“Jesus, what a nice one,” Jeannie sighed, staring at Alan’s massive tool. “It looks even better in the light, where I can really see it. I love the way he waxed it, no hair to get stuck between your teeth.”

		“Bon appetit, babe,” Collier told him, zeroing in on her husband’s swollen dick. “I see an old friend that I want to spend a little time getting reacquainted with.”

		Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Jeannie gobbling up Alan’s cock again, just like she had in the car. Collier took Jimmy’s hard dick in her hand and whispered, “So, how did you like ‘no rules’ night at the club? Did it make you crazy when I sucked that other guy’s dick off and swallowed his jizz while you watched, Mr. Diamond?”

		“Crazy hot for you, Mrs. Diamond,” Jimmy answered, taking her in his arms.

		He kissed her and Collier melted into him. She stroked his cock slowly, wanting it inside her desperately. She didn’t care where. Wherever her Jimmy wanted to put it was fine with her.

		“Oh, fuck, what a big one!” she heard Jeannie groan just then.

		She pulled her lips from Jimmy’s and looked back over her shoulder. Jeannie was on all fours in front of Alan and his whopper of a dick was slowly pistoning in and out of her little pink slit. His balls bounced against her clit with each firm thrust as he balled her doggie-style.

		“They look cute together, don’t they?” she asked Jimmy, resting her cheek against his as they watched the other couple fuck.

		“The only thing that could possibly look cuter is me fucking you right along side them, don’t you think?”

		“Talked me right into it, you silver-tongued devil,” she whispered.

		In seconds, she was on all fours right in front of Jeannie, her lips inches from the other girl’s. Grinning her evil little bad Collier grin, she whispered, how about some sugar while we share some cock, babygirl?”

		“You’re pure evil, Collier,” Jeannie said, smiling back impishly, “must be why I like you so much.”

		They kissed, their tongue meeting and sliding all over one another as Jimmy went deep into his wife’s pussy while Alan rutted hard into Jeannie’s. The two men smiled.

		“Don’t get much better than this, does it, bro?” Alan asked.

		“Wait till morning and ask me that,” Jimmy said, grinning. “To paraphrase what Coll said earlier, I don’t think we’ve seen nothin’ yet!”

		Alan nodded agreement, fucking hard into the girl in front of him. He sighed, “This is one sweet little pussy I’m fucking. I really have to complement you on your taste in women, my man; first Collier and now this little fireball.”

		“Yeah, I fucked her the other night for the first time while Collier made out with her. It was very sweet, indeed, I have to say.”

		They fucked in silence for another minute and then Alan said, “Do you want to trade off for a few minutes? I’d love to fuck Collier again, and then I’d really like to switch off again shoot my load into this little treasure I’m balling right this second.”

		Jimmy patted Collier on the ass, “What about it, babe. Do you want some of Alan’s huge wanger for a little while?”

		Collier stopped making out with Jeannie and turned her head back over her shoulder. “Only if you watch me, you know it makes it so much better when I know you’re watching me cheat on you, darling, like in the club tonight.”

		“Vixen,” he whispered, grinning at her.

		“Cuckold,” she teased him back.

		“But a happy cuckold,” he retorted.

		Both of them laughed and Jimmy slid his cock out of her. He moved across the bed as Alan got behind Collier. They entered their respective new partners at the same time and both girls moaned with pleasure.

		“I’ve got to tell you, Coll,” Jeannie sighed happily, working her ass back onto Jimmy’s driving cock, “You guys sure know how to live. I’d kill to have either one of these hotties and you’ve got both of them!”

		“Lucky that you’re my new little sis/bff then isn’t it, cute girl? It’s especially lucky, because, I don’t mind sharing.”

		Jeannie giggled and nodded that she thought that very lucky for her, indeed. The two of them kissed again.

		

		****

		

		“Man, I don’t know about you, but I could watch that all night long,” Alan mused aloud, sipping at the beer in his hand.

		He was standing next to Jimmy in the doorway to the bedroom. They were both naked, their cocks still limp after the torrid double-fucking they’d given Collier’s ass and pussy before slipping off to the kitchen to wet their whistles and get ready for yet another round of sex.

		“She’s already licked all of your come out of Coll’s asshole, from the look of it.”

		“Yeah, and she’d going to have that little pussy you flooded with spunk clean here in minute, the way she’d going at it.”

		Collier and Jeannie were sixty-nining on the bed. Jeannie was on top and her little tongue was going nuts on Collier’s jism-slick cunt lips. Alan and Jimmy were slowly getting wood again as they watched the spectacular girl-girl show going on a few feet away.

		“You know what I think we should do next partner?” Alan asked.

		“What’s that?”

		“I think our little friend Jeannie would look oh, so hot getting just what Collier just got; you’re cock up her ass while mine is up her pussy.”

		“Hmmmmmmmm, that sounds right, but I don’t know, man, if I can get it up right away again. I’ve already shot some loads so far tonight, and Collier never lets up during the week anymore, not that I’m complaining.”

		“I’d be glad to come over and help out with that from time to time, if that gets to be a problem,” Alan kidded him, a shark-like smile on his face as he said it.

		“I think Jeannie’s going to fill your dance card right up, dude,” Jimmy shot back quickly, “She’s only twenty-two; she’s going to fuck you right into the ground, old man.”

		“Who are you calling old? I’m only thirty-two, for Christ’s sake!” Alan said, stepping over to his discarded sports jacket and pulling a clear baggie full of blue pills out of his front coat pocket. “Besides, I’ve got these for help.”

		“What’s this?”

		“Viagra, I got it from my doctor, just in case I met two well-under-thirty nymphomaniacs named Collier and Jeannie.”

		“I didn’t know they had a pill to combat that particular curse,” Jimmy commented, grinning again.

		“Here, take one, junior,” Alan said, handing one of the blue pills to his young friend. “The night is long and these girls may be the hottest two pusses in all of New York City. You’ll thank me, around four in the morning.”

		Jimmy looked over at the clock and saw that it was a quarter to three. He nodded, knowing good sense when he heard it, and swallowed the pill with a mouthful of beer.

		

		****

		

		“Keep dooooooooing it!” Jeannie demanded, on the brink of yet another blazing orgasm, “Keep fucking those big cocks into meeeeeeeeeee!”

		Both Jimmy and Alan were sweating with effort as they powered their erections into the wailing, keening redhead’s asshole and pussy. Alan was in front and Jimmy was deep-fucking Jeannie’s tight little bunghole. Collier was kneeling next to her friend, stroking her tits and kissing her every once in a while as the two men rammed into her repeatedly, “rag-dolling” her little body in between them.

		“Come, baby, come for us again, let us see that hot bod of yours go off one more time,” Collier whispered, twisting Jeannie’s nipples gently for her as she got power-fucked in both holes.

		“I’m going to,” Jeannie panted, out of her mind with lust. “Oh, God, Coll, you were so right…getting doubled like this is just the best, once you get used to having this much cock up inside you all at once!”

		Collier leaned in, a know smile on her face and said, “Oh, yeah, I knew you’d love it. You’re a little sexpot, Jeannie. I knew from the moment that I saw you at that dance club, standing next to Jimmy, that you’d be hot.”

		She kissed the young girl and Jeannie began to come again. Jimmy couldn’t hold out, watching his sexy wife suck tongue with a girl he was banging in the ass. He cut loose in Jeannie just as Alan sighed and said, “Me, too Jimmy, feel her pussy going off? It’s too much, man, too fucking much!”

		The four of them clung together until the men softened up and slid out. Collier looked at them as they lay back on the sheets, limp and spent. She gave a little mock pout and told Jeannie, “Come and play with me, darling. These boys are useless; their cocks are as soft as boiled spaghetti. Come suck pussies with me, okay?”

		Jeannie was breathing hard, a satisfied little smile on her face. But when Collier leaned over her and kissed her, she perked right up again and kissed her back…

		

		****

		

		“Soft as boiled spaghetti, huh; that was harsh, babe, after what Alan’s cock and my cock have been through tonight.”

		Collier grinned at him; her long black ringlets of hair draped down onto his flat tummy as she licked all around his cock and then sucked it into her mouth. Her head began to move up and down and he sighed, just watching her with s tiny smile on his handsome face.

		“You do know that my cock was last up Jeannie’s ass, right?” he murmured, eyeing her happily as she really went to town on it.

		She spat him out for a moment and whispered, “So was my tongue, just little while ago, when we were sucking pussies together. She licked mine out, too. She’s a little fireball, that kid. You should fuck her again before she leaves in the morning; she’s red-hot.”

		Collier gobbled his dick up and Jimmy moaned softly. His wife was easily as hot as Jeannie, who was, as Collier had said, no slouch when it came to being a party girl!

		He looked over at the clock and whispered, “Fuck, babe, it is morning. It’s a quarter to five already.”

		“Do you want to stop and get some sleep?” Collier asked him with another sexy, bad Collier smile, her tongue going up and down his rapidly hardening dick.

		“Fuck, no, I don’t want this night to ever end!”

		Collier glanced across the bed, at Jeannie, who was riding Alan’s reinvigorated cock reverse-cowgirl, her ginger locks thrown back over her shoulders, her tits being gently squeezed in Alan’s big hands as she cork-screwed that fine little ass of hers up and down in rising ecstasy on his long, wide prick shaft. His wife turned and looked at Jimmy, her brown eyes dancing with lust.

		“Looks like we’re not the only ones who don’t want to call it a night,” she told Jimmy.

		“Want to show them how it’s done, Mrs. Diamond?” Jimmy asked, urging her up onto her knees.

		“Why, Mr. Diamond, are you asking me to fuck again?”

		“I sure am,” Jimmy said, “I’m asking you to be my bad girl and fuck me for the rest of my life.”

		She put one arm around his neck and used her free hand to center his big cock in her pussy as she let her weight down on his lap, spearing him deep inside her wet depths. After a long, heart-felt kiss, she whispered, “If I agree, does that mean that I can still take an occasional ride on a nice cock like Alan’s, while you watch? Does it mean I can suck pussies with a real babe, like Jeannie, from time to time, while you’re busy fucking her in the ass?”

		“Certainly,” Jimmy said, grinding his dick as far up into her tight pussy as he could shove it, “I want you to be bad Collier for me all the time from now on, as well as good Collier.”

		“Well, then, that works out fine,” she sighed, closing her eyes slightly as Jimmy’s cock got to feel better and better, gliding up and down in her juicy cunt, “because I know that I am both now, and I love it.”

		“So do I, honey, so do I,” Jimmy whispered, reaching around in back of her and squeezing her butt cheeks as he fucked her.

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		Playing The Long Game

		

		Over the next few years, Alan and Jeannie became two of Jimmy and Collier’s best friends. Jimmy rapidly lost count of how many times he’d fucked Jeannie in every hole she had, and he gradually came to regard Collier riding Alan’s prick to a screaming orgasm as almost as common as occurrence as her doing that with him.

		They made lots of other friends along the way as well, through their continued indulgence in playing The Game. Some of their new acquaintances lasted only as long as the torrid blowjob Collier gave them under a table or a hammering fuck in a darkened hallway in back of a dance club took. Others became good friends, like Jeannie and Alan, and came to play The Game right along with them, those sessions usually ending up back in the Diamond’s big bed after an evening of teasing and toying with unsuspecting men at a club.

		The couple began to make regular visits to close by cities, too, to check out the action there, soon counting Philly and Boston as places where they’d successfully played The Game. They took a week’s vacation in San Francisco once, and in Honolulu, just for a change of scene and to explore the clubs of those cities.

		The setting may have changed, but The Game didn’t. And in each new venue, Collier triumphed and Jimmy watched eagerly, as proud and excited to witness his wife’s debauched revelry as he had been on that very first night.

		Even down the road, when Jimmy eventually made partner and they moved to Long Island and bought a huge mini-estate, and the kids came along, they’d still manage a night in town occasionally. Those nights were spent in clubs where the music was insistent, pounding, and the lights were low, and where Collier could rule the floor as the sexiest girl there that night, while Jimmy watched smugly his wife in action, his cock as hard as an iron bar in his bespoke suit…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.

		

		CKR
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