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Watching Alyssa

Yes, this was what he both remembered and craved. His hands slid along her naked body, and he pressed himself into her. It felt like there was this magnetic force drawing them together. Josh cupped her breasts as he slid his palms along her mounds. His fingers teased and toyed with her nipples as she moaned and tightened beneath him. He drew his fingers back, and he caressed her flanks before sliding his hands down to her thighs. He brought them back up just a few seconds later as he savored every second of their connection.

This was perfect. This was what sex was supposed to be like.

Of course, Josh tried to lose himself in the moment. Mostly, he could do it, especially when he opened his eyes and looked down at her. From the shine of her hair to the shape of her face and the fullness of her lips, this girl was perfect. Every time he saw her, he could enjoy that surge of gratitude because he knew exactly how lucky he was.

Alyssa was gorgeous. She was the kind of girl who could walk down the street and instinctively understand that guys would just glance in her direction. They wouldn't be able to help themselves. There would be something almost gravitational about the way she stood, how she tilted her head to the side, or the way she might smile. The guys around her just couldn't resist; they had to look. They had to turn back and savor the shape of her body, whether that meant the curves of her chest beneath her shirt or the contours of her ass in her denim shorts.

But Josh got to be with her.

And now, he savored the taste of her lips as he came back up and he kissed her. He pressed his body down against hers again. Then he pulled back, and he started to caress her neck with his mouth. She moaned again, making him think he was doing an excellent job. Granted, Josh always worked hard to satisfy her during sex. He tried to put her needs first, but there was something special about today. His touch seemed almost electric, like every caress and stroke sent fresh energy rushing through her body.

He tried not to think about it, but the last few times they had sex before this had seemed different. Lackluster, but she wasn't really trying, or maybe she was bored. She would be down on her back, and she would make a few halfhearted sounds, but he had been able to tell the truth. Even if she didn't admit it, it had been obvious. There was something wrong.

Not tonight.

Tonight, this beautiful girl thrummed and vibrated beneath him as she squirmed.

After he kissed her neck, he moved to down toward her breasts. He had his hands on her wrists, and Josh started to work her nipples. He tightened his lips around her left nipple before moving to the right. He licked and sucked, making her moan all over again. She panted out those delicious sounds, "Yes. Yes, just like that. Show me what you can do!"

She had never made remarks like that before. Distantly, he had to wonder whether Alyssa was there with him or lost in fantasy.

In that instant, with the arousal running through his own body, he didn't really care.

Then he pulled back, and he continued to kiss her down the contours of her sternum to her stomach, and then he brought his head between her legs. First, he caressed her thighs, gliding his fingertips along her sensitive flesh. Next, slid his head between her legs, and licked her. He started with one quick movement of his tongue. Then he pressed down, and he licked as her body tensed. With his eyes closed as his face pressed between her legs, he couldn't see the expression on her face, but he didn't need to. He imagined her lips tightening, her eyes locked shut, and the way her body shivered as he pleasured her. He gave her those quick motions of his tongue, up and down, left and right. He tasted her excitement, all because he wanted to make this good for her.

Other girls in relationships needed to worry about their partners. So many guys out in the world could be incredibly selfish, like they didn't really care whether or not their girlfriends and wives got off. As far as they were concerned, a couple of fast pumps should have been good enough. Josh, meanwhile, always worked hard to make sure this girl enjoyed every moment of sex.

And now, he could hear the sounds, "Yes!" She hissed out that syllable, sharp and fast. Alyssa cried out again, "Yes. More. More, give it to me! Give it to me so hard!"

He licked faster, pressing down. He moved his tongue in tight little arcs from side to side.

Soon, she was crying out as the ecstasy swarmed through her body. Then he felt that reverberation as she shuddered through the excitement. The pleasure overwhelmed her, and that's when she cried out, screaming out all of the air in her lungs.

He pulled back and grinned down at her.

Then he positioned himself right on top of her.

Josh looked down into her eyes.

She flashed a tentative smile as he adjusted his angle. With his hand brace against the base of his cock, he pushed down. Of course, she was hot. Of course, she was wet and ready for him. He pushed into her, and she growled again.

At this point, he closed his eyes, so he didn't see the shape of her lips as she mouthed a name. It wasn't his.

Completely oblivious, Josh pumped down into this beautiful girl, sliding forward and drawing back. He savored the friction of their bodies, the heat of her frame, and the soft give of her firm flesh. He loved how she felt, so now he jerked his head up, he bit down on his lower lip, and he grunted and growled as he enjoyed every second of this.

Better yet, he could hear her breathe out, "Yes. Give it to me. Give it to me hard!"

By this point, he couldn't help himself. He threw himself into that orgasm as the pleasure ran through his body. The satisfaction flooded his system as he completely lost control. His shaft pulsated, and he savored that explosive release. Overwhelmed, he savored the blaze of ecstasy for those next few seconds until he yanked back. He dropped down onto the bed, spent and satisfied.

As she always did after sex, Alyssa cuddled up to him and put her head on his shoulder. He wrapped his arms around her, and they relaxed into the easy bliss they always found right after sex.

For a few minutes, they didn't say anything at all.

But now, Josh asked a question that was supposed to be innocuous. He was just trying to be a good guy for her when he asked, "What were you thinking about?" He often asked this, mostly because he wanted to be the kind of guy who could indulge her fantasies.

Each time he had asked before, she had just giggled or chuckled or shaken her head from side to side and whispered something like, "I was just being in the moment."

But today, she tensed up. He could feel it immediately. It was like her muscles froze in place as she contemplated her answer. Understanding how tense a subject like sex could be, Josh didn't ask any follow-up questions right away. Instead, he brushed his fingertips along the contours of her chest. He enjoyed the closeness, the easy intimacy of knowing that he had been with this girl. More than that, he savored how much he could share with her. They were together. They cared about one another. Somehow, nothing else could seem important.

At first, he thought she flinched because maybe he had accidentally tickled her or something. Instead, she remained quiet, he didn't get to hear that charming sound of her playful giggle.

"What is it?" Josh asked. "What's wrong?"

"I…" Alyssa was struggling to find the right words, he could tell.

"It's okay," he said. "Did I do something wrong? Did I mess something up?"

She was nibbling on the inside of her mouth, yet she didn't say anything at first. Instead, she seemed quiet and contemplative. As her pensive moments passed, Josh did his best not to force the issue.

"No…" Alyssa pulled away from him, she sat up, and she looked down at Josh. She pressed her lips together into this frustrated line. She opened her mouth, she was about to speak, and then she stopped herself. Finally, she turned away, and she had to ask a question that had been buzzing through her head for the last few weeks, "Do you ever feel like we are missing something?"

"Missing something? Missing what?"

Alyssa slid off of the bed, and she grabbed her panties. Next, she pulled on a T-shirt. Finally, she came back onto the mattress, and she kneeled there.

Realizing this was important, Josh climbed up onto his knees as well. He straightened his back and rested his hands on his lap. All too often, men talked when they needed to listen. That's why Josh focused on this beautiful girl. Silently, he counted to himself as he tried to stay quiet because she needed the space to think and to formulate her words.

"I was talking to Gabby a couple weeks ago. We were out with Bianca and Tricia, and we started talking. I guess maybe we were a little bit tipsy." She stared off into the distance as she contemplated those memories. At the same time, she had to be considering whether or not she should tell him the rest of it.

"It's okay," he told her, doing his best to keep his tone as encouraging as possible. "You can tell me. What happened?"

"We were tipsy, and someone wanted to play Truth or Dare. For the most part, I guess it was just really silly. But then, someone wanted to do Truth, and we started talking about how many guys be had been with."

"I see," Josh replied, although he didn't actually understand why this would be a problem. If anything, he was proud of the fact that he had never needed to sleep around with a bunch of girls. Sure, he understood the social pressures, especially when some of his guy friends would start bragging about all of the different girls they had been with. But really, what was the point?

As far as Josh could see things, randomly having sex and hooking up with girls from the bars and clubs was just a waste of time. Sure, it might be good for the ego or whatever because some random girl would be going to sleep with you, but what did you accomplish? Besides, the sex couldn't even be that great if you had to fumble around in the dark, uncertain of what your partner liked. At the same time, she wouldn't really know how to please you, so why bother? Then there were the guys who acted like serial daters, jumping from one relationship to the next. Those made slightly more sense, but if his friends really cared about their girlfriends, then didn't it hurt every time they broke up?

"Gabby is the youngest in our group," Alyssa said unnecessarily. At this point, Josh didn't know exactly how old Gabby may have been. Eighteen? Nineteen? "She's the youngest, but you know how many guys she's been with?"

"Is this something I’m supposed to know?" Josh asked, and he smirked just a tiny bit.

He thought Alyssa would mirror that reaction, like it was a lame joke, but at least she could see the humor in his attempt. Instead, she focused her eyes on him now. "Four. She's been with four different guys."

"That kind of sucks for her," Josh said automatically.

"Does it?" Alyssa's eyes narrowed slightly. "I mean, seriously. Don't you ever wonder what it would be like? Aren't you ever worried that you should have experimented more or gone out with other people?"

She was serious, Josh realized. That's why he slipped forward, reached out, and cupped her cheek with the palm of one hand. With the other, he brushed his fingers along her soft hair.

"No," he said. "I don't have any regrets. I love you. I love being with you." That had to be her insecurity, right? She was worried that he wouldn't be loyal? Actually, Josh was almost grateful for this problem in so many other relationships. Girlfriends and wives all across the country, all across the world had to wonder whether or not their boyfriends and husbands were off messing around with other people.

Not Alyssa. She could be completely certain. They had been together, and he loved her, and he had no intention of chasing after anyone else.

"And I love being with you," she said. "But I think we need to try something else."

Before he could stop himself, Josh had to ask, "Excuse me?"

At this point, she reached out, and she wrapped her fingers around his wrist. Then Alyssa gently pulled his hand away, and she leaned forward. "Okay, so this wasn't exactly how I wanted to do this, but I've been thinking about it a lot lately. I, I want to experiment with something."

"With what?" Maybe Josh should have been able to figure it out, but his mind blinked, especially because he didn't see how a woman could be interested in the prospect of spending time with someone else. To this young man, those pieces didn't fit together. Women craved monogamy, right? They wanted to build a home and a solid relationship, right?

"I think we should open up our relationship," she said.

"No," he said. "I'm not interested in dating anyone else."

"I'm not talking about dating," she said, and she kept her expression serious and solemn, yet Josh knew this girl so well. He could read the still crinkles of amusement at the corners of her eyes as she lost herself to a different spot, a different fantasy. "I'm talking about having sex with other people." Again, she hesitated for a moment, but now she licked her lips, almost like she had started to salivate at the prospect. "I want to be with other men," she said.

"But I don't want to be with other women."

"Then maybe you could watch?" At this point, she tilted her gaze down toward his lap, and Josh sucked in a slow breath as he contemplated that question. Or maybe it had been just a disguised statement.

Either way, he stared back at her, his eyes widened as he attempted to understand this. Again and again, he cycled through the different possibilities, yet he couldn't make sense of what she had just told him.

"Josh," she said his name and wrapped her arms around her chest. "This is something I need. I want to be with other men. I want to feel what it's like. I don't want to get old and have all of these regrets because I didn't experience something important."

All at once, he understood something.

This wasn't a request. It wasn't an offer either, not really.

It was an ultimatum.

If Josh wanted to stay with this girl, then he needed to accept the fact that she was going to have some fun whether he liked it or not. In that moment, he probably could have broken up with her. He could have jumped away from the bed, snarled, insulted her, and unleashed every curse word he knew. And yet, he remained right there, on his knees, frozen as he stared at her.

Even now, he had to admire her. She was so beautiful, so strong and smart and funny. He loved gliding his hands along her breasts, licking her between her legs, hearing her moan and twitch and shudder. All of this was so incredible, yet he had to ask himself that impossible question. Would he give her up?

All at once, Josh knew the right answer, No.

They talked about it. Together, they discussed the different possibilities. In actuality, Alyssa spoke, which left Josh there to listen and nod his head as he agreed with her. At this point, he had to face one unrelenting truth. This young woman could do pretty much whatever she wished. Sure, she talked about the ethics of opening up the relationship, especially in terms of being clear and honest with one another, but it all came down to a simple fact.

She could walk away. She craved something he couldn't give; that detail seemed incredibly unfair, especially because he had often asked her about her fantasies. Well, now she had told him, and she had decided she would make them a reality with or without him.

But the more she talked, the more she confessed. As they continued to discuss all of this, she had held her hands together, looked into his eyes, and told him, "I really love the idea of you getting to witness me with another man. I want him on top of me. I want to be down on my back and turn my head to the side to see you there. Better yet, I can be on my hands and knees, and he can come up on me from behind. I want to see you watching us."

Instinctively, he hated everything about those images, but Josh couldn't deny one truth. Despite all of his mounting insecurities, his pants had started to feel tighter. At first, he had shifted in his seat without really comprehending what had happened. Then he had felt it, that erection pushing up against his pants.

Despite his biological response, what would happen between Alyssa and this stranger, whoever he turned out to be? Every time he considered it, he had to wonder whether or not she would remain loyal to him. Obviously, getting dicked hard by some other man would alter the relationship. It had to, right? Well, according to Alyssa, she was always going to be in love with him. This wasn't about trying to find someone else. It was about the experience and the animal urges lurking deep within her body.

"I need this," she had told him. "I need to make sure that I don't have any regrets."

Again and again, he nodded along as though he could comprehend what this truly meant. And then, she made the declaration.

"On Friday night, we are going out. If I can find someone, I'm going to bring him home with us, and you're going to get to sit right there." She pointed to the corner of their bedroom. "You're going to sit there, you're going to watch. You're going to see everything that happens."

He agreed since he didn't see any other alternative.

On some level, part of him yearned for Friday to arrive as soon as possible. Initially, he assumed he just wanted to get through this as quickly as possible. In fact, he tried to rationalize the situation, like she would enjoy a one night stand with some random guy, only to discover that this wasn't for her. Until now, she hadn't really known it, but she truly craved the intimacy and easy connection of being with a partner she had known for years.

Despite those pleasant thoughts, other errant ideas started popping into his head, especially when he was at work, at his desk, staring at his computer and bored by those columns of data. The doubts incessantly gnawed and clawed at him. Although Josh tried not to think about it, the different fears pulsed through his body, making his adrenaline spike and his pulse rush as he imagined how she might feel. Josh imagined powerful men shoving her down, spreading her legs, and making her moan. Her bottom lip would tremble and shake as the shutters of pleasure ran through her petite frame. She would savor every second of getting taken hard and fast. She would love it and crave so much more.

Each time those waking nightmares hit him, he had to get up, to walk around the office. Then he would sit again, focus on the numbers, and get back to work.

But now, as he watched her get dressed in their bedroom, he didn't know what to think.

She had just pulled on this little black dress, and it looked amazing as it squeezed at the contours of her body. From her waist to her breasts, it offered a hint of modesty while also promising just how amazing she would look naked. Soon enough, Josh wouldn't be the only man who could enjoy the privilege of knowing what she looked like without her dress, without her bra, without her panties…

Grinning at him, she did a little spin, giggled, and asked, "how do I look?"

"You look amazing," he told her.

Excited now, she rushed back over to the bed, she leaned down, and she kissed him.

Part of him wanted to grab her, to hold her, to shove her down onto the mattress and claim her for himself, like maybe that display of primal masculinity would have been enough to get her to change her mind.

It wouldn't have worked, he knew. That's why he sat there even as she pulled away.

"Okay," she said. "Just let me put on some lipstick, and we can head out."

He watched her as she applied a touch of makeup, and then she wandered out of the room. At the door, she glanced over her shoulder and asked, "Aren't you coming?"

"Absolutely," he replied without any hint of enthusiasm.

The trip through town and to their destination, Club Omega, probably took about half an hour. For Josh, each city block seemed to pass so much faster as they rolled through one intersection after another. Sitting next to him in the passenger seat, Alyssa texted with her friends, or she played around online on her phone. Either way, he could practically sense the excitement radiating off of her. Occasionally, she pressed her knees together and squirmed in her seat, like she couldn't wait for the best part of her night.

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, Josh continued to drive. Then he parked, and he got out of the car.

Practically skipping ahead despite her high heels, Alyssa rushed toward the entrance.

There was a line and the bouncer glanced at this beautiful girl in her tight little black dress, and he quickly motioned for her to go inside. "Can he come with me?" Alyssa asked playfully. She pointed back toward Josh who sheepishly glanced at the bouncer, a man who happened to be at least twice his size.

"Go for it," the bouncer said unenthusiastically, only then he smiled when Alyssa blew him a kiss.

Seconds later, they walked into the club. The first chamber was a large bar. Through a set of double doors, they could go into the dance area. Lights flashed and beams of illumination danced around the strips of crystal bolted to the walls. Perhaps he would've been able to admire the decor under other circumstances, but it was too loud and dark for Josh to see all that much.

He did, however, notice a lot of the girls.

Normally, Josh thought of himself as a pretty conservative guy. Yes, he indulged in his fantasies and wandered around the web in search of some especially hot videos from time to time, but he didn't come to places like this very often. In college, he and his friends had wandered around downtown, exploring the possibilities, yet none of it really appealed to him.

Still, his eyes drifted toward these girls. He saw one in a skimpy little yellow dress. She looked amazing, especially as she leaned forward against the bar. Her skirt rose up, and Josh couldn't help but admire the contours of her toned legs.

Another girl with black hair was off to the side with a group of her friends. This girl glanced in his direction, smiled, and held her cup up, as though offering a silent salute. Honestly, Josh had absolutely no idea what that was supposed to mean, but he stepped back over toward Alyssa. More than anything, he wanted to stay close to her.

"Oh, look at that. There are a couple of open seats right there," Alyssa said as another group got up and headed out. "Go grab us a table, okay?"

Without turning to see if he would cooperate or not, Alyssa skipped toward the double doors leading out onto the dance floor.

Reluctantly, he sat down. He pressed himself up against the wall and tried to hide in the shadows as much as he could even as he looked around and watched the other groups and couples. People seemed to bounce against one another as they chatted, flirted, and drifted together and apart. People moved like particles, he thought.

Of course, Josh could only watch. Technically, nothing was stopping him from getting up and walking out of that club, but he didn't want to lose her. More than anything, he needed to stay close to that beautiful girl even if she was on the other side of the building, out dancing.

Josh bit down as he tried to pull out his phone and escape into his feeds. It didn't work.

As hard as he tried, Josh couldn't focus on any of his favorite sites, his feeds, or his apps. Instead, he kept thinking about his girl.

What was she doing right then and there? As she prowled around on the dance floor, had she lifted her hands into the air as she closed her eyes and lost herself to the music. Obviously, a ton of different guys would be attracted to her. They wouldn't be able to help themselves. The desires were there, primal and almost irresistible, especially when it came to a girl like Alyssa.

Josh closed his eyes for just a few seconds, and he tapped his fingers against the small tabletop. There were three other seats; for a second or two, he stared at one of the empty spots, and he wished Alyssa would rush back, sit down, and tell him this at all been some kind of terrible mistake. She just wanted to go home, and they could be together, and she had finally gotten this thirst for adventure or whatever it was out of her system.

That didn't happen.

All around him, people buzzed with excitement. Some of it was the alcohol. Some of it had to come from other substances. There were people smiling and laughing, ambitious and hungry to accomplish something tonight. Maybe this was needed to burn off some energy. Maybe they were hoping to go home with a stranger.

That thought brought him back to Alyssa. That was why she was there, right?

Unlike the other people here, however, Alyssa had something special. It was her charismatic magnetism, her beauty, the sound of her voice, everything that made her unique. For a moment, his muscles tensed, and he desperately wanted to get up from the table and to march through the double doors into the dancing area. He wanted to find her, to grab her, to pull her close and kiss her hard.

Maybe if she saw that possessive glint in his eyes, she would change her mind.

Josh shut his eyes, and he contemplated all of this. Automatically, he dismissed that previous idea. He couldn't act like some predator; he couldn't stalk out into the darkness of the dance floor and try to find her. If anything, he would interrupt her game, and she would become incensed. She would get so mad at him for ruining her good time.

For once, Josh actually regretted telling her this. For so long, she had been part of his life, and he hated the idea of losing her. If she needed this, he would give it to her.

For a second or two, Josh actually smirked. He looked up at the bright, flashing lights. The beams cut down to the darkness, splashing against random corners of the room. He shook his head and wondered what it would be like if he could get some kind of reassurance. What if, by some divine miracle, he could know that she would run off, sleep with another guy, and come back to him?

Maybe she had to do this once or twice, three or four times, and then she could settle down…

He loved this idea. In fact, she had come close to making that promise at several different points, yet his doubts remained.

What if she found someone better? What if she found someone bigger, someone who knew how to satisfy her?

Despite the noise and the bustle of people all around him, he closed his eyes and tried to hide right there, like he thought he could just block out the rest of the universe. He desperately hoped or wished he would open his eyes, and he could be somewhere else. In his half-articulated fantasy, he would just look around again, but the sound would be gone along with the obnoxious light patterns and the crowds of people. Instead, he could be back on their couch or in their bedroom. He would open his eyes, and Alyssa would be there, curled up with her phone. He could crawl over to her, take that device, set it aside, and lean forward to kiss her.

Then she would look at him, and all of her attention, all of her focus would be on him.

I would be enough.

That was the problem, wasn't it? He couldn't satisfy her. He wasn't enough.

Josh nibbled on his bottom lip and halfheartedly wished he could come up with some other solution. Masks? A role-playing game? Something else? Ultimately, none of those solutions would work because she wouldn't settle for a fantasy, not anymore…

This had to be real. It couldn't just be a fantasy. It couldn’t just be them again. She needed to be in a place like this where some guy with big gym muscles would saunter up to her, buy her a drink, slide his arm around her, step close, and give her that shiver of nervous excitement.

With Josh, she felt safe. With him, she knew exactly how their relationship worked.

Biting down again, Josh felt the tension in his muscles. He wanted to jump to his feet, March out of the club and break up with her.

But this was Alyssa, and he remembered the shine of her hair, the soft caress of her tresses, and the way she smiled at him. Ultimately, he knew the truth. He would never find a girl like her. He would never find someone as smart, as hot, or as perfect as this young woman.

No, he couldn't just walk away.

What would be his limit?

Josh stared at the club-goers pressed against the bar as they hoped to put in their orders. Ultimately, he had no idea how to answer that last question.

That's when Josh turned his head, and he didn't expect to see anything, especially because Alyssa was supposed to be out dancing. He tried not to think about what guys would do, how they would sidle up to her, reach down, or press their bodies against her. She would lose herself to the rhythm, dancing, fully aware that she was on display. Other guys would be checking her out. They would come close, orbiting her, eager for the opportunity to show off and impress her.

But no, she wasn't through those double doors, not anymore.

Instead, he saw her just a few feet from the bar. She had her back turned to him, and there was someone standing beside her. This guy had his arms on her shoulders, and he was leaning down.

Josh tried to turn away.

Fighting hard against his worst instincts, he knew he needed to shut his eyes or turn his head, yet some other instinct gripped him. He couldn't do it. Despite his best efforts, he watched. He squirmed there in his seat, shifting forward, to the left, to the right, all as his shaft started to harden.

Yes, he was watching his girl as she started to kiss another guy, and then the man yanked her closer, drawing her up against his powerful frame. Even at this distance, in the club's semi-gloom, Josh could tell that this other man was broader and taller. With trimmed facial hair, he looked like someone who spent a lot of time on his appearance. Even so, he still possessed some powerful sense of masculinity.

Second by second, Josh didn't know what to do. His heart pounded faster.

He hoped for some wild burst of anger and adrenaline, like he would jump to his feet, throw his chair aside, stomp across the room, and grab his girl. He would yank her back, out of this man's grip. Then, right as the guy was starting to ask what was going on, Josh could lose control again, yank his arm back, and slam his fist into his jaw. The guy would stumble back and quickly withdraw, realizing that Josh wouldn't be stopped. It didn't matter that this man, whoever he might be, was bigger and stronger.

Josh just wanted his girl.

Instead, Josh stayed right there at the table as Alyssa made out with the stranger. He was too far away to hear what was going on, but it was easy to imagine the smacking sounds of their lips as they molded their bodies against one another. Not only that, this stranger got to feel Alyssa's body. His hands moved along her sides. His fingertips brushed her flanks when she leaned forward, stretched her legs, and lifted herself up onto the balls of her feet. Her blouse rose up, exposing her sides, and his fingers slid along her flesh as he savored the soft give of her body, and the warmth of her skin.

Josh found himself holding on tight to the edge of the table, like he was worried he might get sucked away by some hurricane.

Then she pulled away, breaking off that kiss, she grabbed the guy by his hand, and she yanked, practically pulling him across the club.

Nearly breathless, she stopped in front of the table, and she brought him with her.

Her cheeks were flushed, there was this evanescent smile on her lips, and she announced, "Trevor, this is the boy I was telling you about. Josh, I want you to meet Trevor. We just met!" Her eyes were big, vivid, and bright. Excitement thrummed through her body and every word she uttered.

Awkwardly, Josh raised his hand and waved, "Hello."

"It's good to meet you, man," Trevor said. He pulled away from Alyssa, stretched out his hand, and Josh stared down at it for a few seconds.

Almost immediately, Alyssa frowned, pouting, and said, "Josh. Don't be rude!"

Josh just wanted to glare at this man. Silent, he would just stare at Trevor and refuse to acknowledge him. It would be a wordless protest, like Josh could just exist in his own world, and he didn't need to acknowledge this other man. He wanted to radiate disdain, but then his arm moved, seemingly on its own. They shook hands, and then Trevor asked, "So, she tells me you're going to watch. This is going to be fun." As he spoke, he ran the tip of his tongue along the edges of his teeth.

Josh had to drive.

When he got into the car, he glanced over at the passenger's seat, and he expected to see Alyssa plopped down. Instead, he heard the back doors open.

Both of them.

Alyssa and Trevor climbed into the back seat, and they didn't buckle up. Instead, they started whispering. In spite of everything Josh wanted to believe about himself, he listened intently, straining against the silence in the car as he tried to pick out the exact words. As they whispered back and forth like eager teenagers hoping to hide from the adults, what were they saying? What were they sharing?

They didn't even know one another!

And yet, Josh glanced up at the rear view mirror. Surreptitiously, he adjusted it, so he could see Alyssa. For a moment, he was worried it would be obvious what he had done, yet she had all of her attention aimed at Trevor. In that moment, her fingers slid along his cheek, and she seemed to enjoy the rough texture of his trimmed beard.

Josh pulled the car out of the parking lot, and they drove through the streets. Time seemed to slow down, especially at the stoplights. Occasionally, he heard whispers and giggles. At other points, there was the deep, resonant growl of this man, or maybe that was just Josh's imagination. He couldn't really tell one way or the other.

What if he pulled over on the side of the road and told him to get out? What would happen then?

Probably nothing.

They would probably just laugh at him and tell him to drive, and Josh knew what would happen.

He would obey.

Again and again, he opened his mouth, like he thought he could interrupt. Maybe he thought there was something he could say, but it wouldn't work. Josh could already feel that underlying truth deep within his body. As much as he hated to admit it, even in the privacy of his own head, he knew they could do whatever they wanted, and he would wait. Worse, he would cooperate.

He tightened his grip on the steering wheel, and he turned left and right. He navigated his way through the city and back toward the suburbs.

They were going home.

A few minutes later, he rolled up in front of the house. As they made their way through their neighborhood, he wished for some kind of delay, something spectacular. Maybe an electrical transformer could blow up. Maybe there could be a shootout with dozens of police cars blocking the road. Obviously, he didn't want anyone to get hurt, but he needed a distraction, something to keep them from making it home.

The universe wasn't that kind, so he pulled into the driveway, he turned off the engine, and he glanced toward the back seat, only to see Alyssa's hair had been messed up. Trevor was on top of her, kissing her. Their ankles were awkward as she bent down, but he didn't seem to care, and then she grinned back at Josh when she realized he was watching.

"We're here," she announced.

Alyssa and Trevor got out of the car, slamming the door. She pulled her keys from her purse, and she scurried up the steps to their front door.

Still seated behind the steering wheel, Josh watched them disappear into the house.

He didn't need to go in there, he told himself. Over and over again, he repeated that same mantra. He was in his car, and he could just go off, get a drink, or find some other distraction out in the world. Hell, he could just drive in circles around the block again and again.

Finally, his hand drifted down toward the key. He could turn the ignition, reawaken the engine, and roll back out. He could turn off his phone and disappear for a while. Obviously, Alyssa was going to be busy with this guy for a while…

How long? Minutes? Hours?

Josh knew he couldn't go that long, but Trevor was a mystery.

As Josh contemplated all of these questions, his fingers hovered above the key in the ignition when he heard the tap against the glass.

He glanced up.

Alyssa.

When he saw her through the glass of the car door, he enjoyed the same topic that always popped into his head whenever he spotted her. He was lucky to be with her. He was lucky to have this gorgeous girl in his life.

Only then, he remembered exactly why he had hesitated.

Alyssa stepped back with this shy smile on her face, like she wasn't sure exactly what was going to happen next. Reluctantly, he got out of the car, and that's when she reached out with both of her hands. Tentatively, she wrapped her fingers around his wrist. "Are you coming inside?"

Josh had to answer. He couldn't hide out here, nor could he jump back into the car and drive away. Whether he liked it or not, it was impossible for him to escape.

"Yeah," he said, his voice drained of any enthusiasm. Just as she expected and desired, she started toward the front door. Unsurprisingly, Trevor stood there, his expression superficially neutral, yet Josh could read the excitement there.

This man knew what he was about to enjoy; perhaps he even understood how lucky he was about to be. He was going to enjoy something truly spectacular: Alyssa’s body. He would get to savor her soft touch and the heat of her frame. It would be incredible. It would be fantastic and utterly irresistible.

Still holding onto his wrist, Alyssa brought Josh up onto the steps. She pushed the front door open, and Josh almost hoped for some kind of distraction, perhaps a delay. What if they all had a drink? They could enjoy some wine or a couple of beers… Granted, a drink would only draw things out, but he still hoped to hide from the inevitable.

Playfully, Alyssa held onto Josh his hand even as she reached out for Trevor's. Excited, like some little girl who couldn't wait to play with her new toy, she told the lead, guiding both men to the bedroom door. Once she got there, she turned around, and her eyes had that same bright, mischievous shine. She bit down on her lower lip and announced, "I can't wait to do this. Josh, thank you. Trevor, I can't wait!"

Without turning around, she pushed the door open, stepped across the threshold, and Trevor joined her a second later. In that moment, he had his hands on her cheeks as he tilted her head back. He leaned down and touched his lips to hers. In those first few seconds, he seemed so gentle, so tender. Josh almost admired how he could take control like this.

Then he pushed her back toward the bed.

Josh stood there at the threshold like he didn't know what to do. Of course, he had been in this bedroom countless times. He had slept here, got dressed here, and spent so much time with Alyssa here. They had enjoyed those lazy mornings, cuddled up together as he enjoyed the soft heat of her body. On summer nights, they had nervously wondered whether or not they should get close considering the heat hanging in the air. Then there were those nights when it was cold and they huddled together, eager to preserve their body heat, especially when they both pretended to be too lazy to just go turn on the heater.

Breaking off the kiss, Trevor turned away from Alyssa, he snapped his fingers, and he pointed toward the corner. "You can watch from there," he said, making it sound like he owned this bedroom, this house, and this girl.

Josh opened his mouth like he wanted to protest, and he glanced over at Alyssa. Clearly, he hoped for her to intervene. Maybe she could say something. Perhaps there was something she might do to get Trevor to change his mind.

Nope. That wasn't going to happen.

If anything, her eyes darted over to him for just a second, and her expression made it clear. Although she didn't say the words, "Just do what he says," she may as well have.

With his heart hammering in his chest, Josh obeyed his girl's lover. He walked over to the corner of the room, and it suddenly felt like he belonged there. Hot shame coursed through his veins. He couldn't think about anything else. He knew exactly where he had to go. He knew precisely what he had to do.

He stood there, and he straightened his back, and he stared straight ahead. There was this nearly defiant expression on his face, not that Alyssa for Trevor paid any attention. Instead, they focused on one another.

She seemed so eager to touch him, but he didn't allow it, not yet. She reached up to caress his cheek, but he grabbed her by her arms, and then he pushed her down onto the bed. She let out a little squawk of dismay as she landed on the mattress.

Josh froze up. Part of him wished he could be belligerent, angry, domineering, and possessive. Instead, he watched as Trevor followed after her. He crawled across the bed like a wild animal, grabbed Josh's girl, pinned her down, and leaned in. Her muscles tensed, like she thought she might try to resist, only to succumb to the weight of his body and his irresistible attention. Whether Josh liked it or not, she loved this.

What if she decided she loved Trevor? What if she decided she wanted to be with him instead?

If something like that happened, then there would be nothing someone like Josh could do about it. At a glance, he could already tell that he would never be able to compete with a man like this. He was too big, too strong...

That's when Trevor sat Alyssa up. He reached down, and he grabbed onto the hem of her skirt. Like he was unwrapping a present, he peeled it away from her skin, pulling the black fabric away from her body.

Within seconds, her hair was messed up, and both her bra and panties were on display.

She dropped down again with a little giggle, only now Trevor studied her. His eyes roamed along her body as he enjoyed the feast for his eyes.

Trevor was intent on taking his time; that became clear right away.

First, he reached down for the small hook between her breasts. He opened it, pulled away those fabric cups, and then he gazed down at her mounds. He focused on her nipples, and Josh leaned forward, like he thought he might take a step toward the bed.

For an instant, Josh desperately wished this could have been some kind of elaborate test, like she just wanted to see whether or not he could assert himself. Would he fight back, or would he allow this man to touch his girl?

But that was just a fantasy. It didn't exist because this girl truly wanted to know what she had missed out on. And now Trevor leaned down, and he licked her right nipple, then her left. A growl vibrated from deep in his throat as he enjoyed the intimacy of having this kind of closeness, this kind of access. Lots of men must have fantasized about getting to be with Alyssa throughout every day. Those guys saw her hair, the shape of her face, the curves of her breasts, and the contours of her ass. Unable to push back those mental images, they wondered what it would be like to see her dressed as a schoolgirl, maybe pushed up against a wall. He could come at her from behind, holding on and lifting her skirt as he enjoyed the soft folds of her body.

But Trevor actually got to do it.

In fact, her new lover glanced over his shoulder at Josh. Their eyes met for a moment. Although this man didn't say anything, Josh could imagine all of those different comments and remarks. Maybe he was thinking about how he could take this girl and keep her for himself. Maybe he was contemplating what it would be like to have an audience. Perhaps he was just thinking that he would never, ever have been as pathetic as Josh.

In any case, he pulled his hands up, and then he cupped her breasts. He stroked her stiffened nipples, and now she tightened up, arching her back and pushing her heels and buttocks down against the mattress as she writhed beneath him.

As much as he hated hearing it, Josh could still detect that ecstasy in her voice. Excitement warped into something else, and she craved more.

Her lover leaned down, kissed her and fondled her chest before sliding his hands down along her sides.

Finally, he pulled away, and now he yanked her panties down the length of her legs. From there, he slid forward again, braced his weight on one elbow, kissed her, and used his free hand to start fingering her.

Josh told himself that Alyssa wasn't going to enjoy this. For one reason or another, it would feel awkward and uncomfortable. She would be dry; there was no way she would respond.

Instead, Trevor found her slit, and she was already drenched. It wasn't just getting dressed and putting on the little black dress or going to the club and feeling the other guys' eyes on her. He pressed down, first with one digit. His fingertips circled along her pussy as Josh stared. At the same time, he realized something else.

His body continued to betray him.

Josh didn't want to admit it or face the reality of his situation, yet his shaft pressed up against the contours of his pants and boxers. He dropped his hand down toward his crotch, and he found the curved lines of his erection. As he touched himself, exquisite anticipation burned through his body. His nerves lit up, and he craved more.

So much more!

In that instant, he knew he could just wrap his fingers around the outline of his member and start touching himself. He could stroke his cock, working it up and down again and again. The pleasure would be there. The possibilities brimmed behind his eyes and between his ears, but he forced his hand away. It felt like resisting some tantalizing itch. No, he told himself. He wasn't going to masturbate as another man fingered his girl.

In the meantime, Alyssa started whimpering for more. "Oh, that's right. Yes. Please. More! Make me! Make me feel it!"

Trevor glanced over his shoulder at Josh. The two men's eyes met, and Josh couldn't turn away. He felt helpless, like he had been pinned in place. He kept his arms at his sides, all while Trevor enjoyed himself.

His girl was naked on her back, and now she lifted her ankles into the air. She spread her legs, making it easier for Trevor to fondle and massage her pussy. He teased her with one digit, then two, then three…

"Look at that," Trevor said, holding his arm back. This time, he didn't make eye contact with Josh, but he didn't need to either.

Josh should have closed his eyes. He should have had the willpower needed to hide from this, but he watched. He saw the way her juices glinted against his fingertips, and now Trevor's patience broke.

He sat up straight, he unzipped his pants, and then he looked down at this beautiful girl. "Suck my cock," he commanded. His cock was out and on display, long, hard, and powerful. Josh tried not to notice or make the comparison, but he couldn't deny the truth. Trevor was bigger than him by a factor of inches. Coming from any other guy, his command would have sounded ridiculous. Even if Josh had tried to make a demand like that, it wouldn't have worked. She would have laughed in his face.

Silently, desperately, Josh hoped that this girl wouldn't do it. She was supposed to have too much self-respect for something like that. Yes, she had gone down on Josh before, but only after he coaxed and practically begged for it. Even then, it had to be his birthday or some other special occasion.

Only now, she scurried out from underneath Trevor, and she was naked, but she braced herself on her hands and knees, and she leaned forward.

Perhaps she moved tentatively, like she wasn't really sure she could do this. If so, Trevor didn't notice or he didn't care because he grabbed her by her soft tresses. He ran his fingers through her hair, took a firm grip and yanked. Josh watched as her eyes widened to the size of quarters. Panic played across her features, yet she still obeyed and still cooperated, licking her lips and wrapping her mouth around his shaft.

Even though it looked like she was choking, Alyssa seemed to view this as a challenge. She was eager to pleasure this man, to make him like her. If that meant she had to suck his cock like a slut, she would do it.

Besides, wasn't this the kind of new experience she had craved? Josh respected her too much to play around with something like this, but she needed to be taken. She needed to feel small, owned, and powerless.

Trevor gave all of that to her and so much more. He pushed his cock up against the back of her throat, and she nearly gagged.

"Suck it," he ordered again. By now, his breathing became frantic and ragged. The sensations nearly overwhelmed him. All of this and so much more was obvious.

Josh could never enjoy a blow job like that. Even when she had gone down on him, it often felt more like a couple of stray licks rather than the eager suction she displayed here.

"Good. That's right. Show me what you can do. Show me how you can suck cock like a slut."

Again, Josh desperately wanted his girl to get angry. She was supposed to be a woman who could assert herself. But right then and there, she abandoned any notion of feminism or independence she may have possessed. Instead, she serviced him.

And now he yanked her head back, freeing his shaft. "On your hands and knees, girl."

She scurried into position, dropping down onto her elbows and knees. She kept her legs spread.

When she looked up, Josh managed to stare off into some random point in the middle distance as though none of this could affect him.

"Josh…" Alyssa said, but maybe his whispered name had been nothing but a phantom conjured by his imagination.

Josh made the mistake of looking back at his beautiful girl as she got rammed from behind by this bigger, stronger, more powerful and masculine man. Trevor grabbed her by her hips, and now he had his cock wedged firmly between her legs. At first, Alyssa managed to look back at Josh, only now her eyes rolled back into her skull as she lost herself to those wild sensations. His girth and manhood stretched the walls of her pussy, making it impossible for her to think clearly.

With one hand, he reached down and grabbed her ass. His fingers massaged, kneaded, and pushed into her soft skin. She moaned, whimpering and desperate for more. She craved this as he pulled back then shoved into her again and again. He set that powerful rhythm, showing her what sex could really be like.

She was breathing faster and faster now.

Then he slowed it down.

Josh had been able to tell that Alyssa was on the verge of an orgasm, but now he denied her. "Not yet, girl," he said, talking down to Alyssa. Again and again, Trevor made it clear: he didn't respect her. He didn't view her as a Princess or a goddess. On the contrary, he could go out almost any night and score with a girl like her. When he hooked up with a woman, he thought of himself as doing her a favor. After all, he had a big cock, and he knew how to use it. He could melt through her defenses, whether that meant toying with her on a dance floor or messing around in her bed as a guy like Josh stared on, envious and insecure.

Trevor pumped into her again and again, thrusting harder and faster now.

"Yes. Please. Please, more. Please, I can't take this!"

He smacked her ass with one hand. With the other, he reached up, slid his fingers along the nape of her neck, and he took hold of her hair. He grabbed on as he pumped her, thrusting faster and faster.

Without realizing it, Josh had dropped his hand down between his legs, and now he was squeezing and massaging his cock through the layers of his boxers and his pants. He was on the verge. Just like Alyssa, he was close, so desperately, equally close!

At this point, she couldn't help herself. She lost control. The desperation became irresistible, and he finally gave it to her. He allowed her to come!

It must've been like a fireball, like an inferno. Even as he watched her lose control to the power of this man's cock, Josh squeezed again, and he felt himself squirt. He could feel his blast of ejaculate against the inside of his underwear.

Hot shame roiled through his body instantly, but there was no escaping what had happened or what he was doing.

And now, Trevor roared like a beast. With that girl moaning right in front of him, he showed everyone in the room what he could do. With each thrust, he marked her, making it clear she would never forget this night. Even if she decided to stay away from places like Club Omega, she would always feel him right there, between her legs. When she imagined the best sex of her life, it wouldn't have anything to do with Josh unless she thought of the spectator in the room.

She cried out, screaming. The sound ricocheted against the walls, and he finally yanked back, spent.

Josh watched as Alyssa collapsed to down onto her stomach.

"Not bad," Trevor said.

That was all he said as he pulled his pants back into position and left. He sauntered out of the room and disappeared.

Josh stood there, his head bowed down.

"Come here," Alyssa said after nearly a minute. By now, she had started to catch her breath, and she stretched her arms out.

"Why?" That single word came out sharper than he expected.

She flashed him a tired but indulgent smile, "Because I want to be with you. Because I love you, and I expect you to crawl over to me." She had to mean that he would crawl because he had to get across the bed to his side of the mattress. Even so, he couldn't help but read something else into her offhand comment.

He still didn't move.

"Josh, do you want to break up?"

"No."

"Then get over here," she said. Maybe she meant those words to sound playful. Instead, she took on this domineering tone, and he couldn't resist.

Just as she expected, he crawled across the mattress, and she wrapped her arms around him. She laid her head on his shoulder, and then she reached down between his legs. "You came really hard, didn't you?"

"Yes." He hated admitting it, yet he didn't see the point of lying either.

"That's what I thought," she said.

"Are you, are you going to do this again?"

She pulled back and looked down into his eyes. "Absolutely. Tonight, I discovered something about myself, Josh. The world is big, and I want to explore. I want to be with lots of different guys."

"What if I say no?"

"You won't," she replied, lowering her cheek back down against his shoulder. Then she reached up and patted him on the head because she knew she could do whatever she wanted, and he would never, ever stop her.

The End
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