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New Year, New Life

When Brooke’s husband first told her that his old college roommate would be joining them for New Year’s Eve, she had been pretty annoyed. The plan was for her and Mark to stay in and make a romantic evening out of the holiday. Most of their married friends had children — something she and Mark were contemplating but not ready for — and didn’t want to be out. Their single friends had various plans that involved going out to overpriced venues, which neither she nor Mark found particularly appealing. Given all that, Mark had actually been the one to suggest that they have a nice night at home, which was why Brooke had been thrown for a loop when he came home the day before New Years and told her he had invited his old roommate over.

“I haven’t spoken to him in years, and he was just there in the grocery store,” Mark had said. “He told me he was looking for something to do on New Year’s Eve and asked if he could join us.”

“And you didn’t think to run this by me before saying yes?” Brooke replied.

“Sorry,” he said sheepishly. “I should have, you’re right. It’s just that Jesse has this way about him. He’s always able to get what he wants.”

Brooke had never met Jesse before, but judging by her husband’s flustered reaction to him, she had expected someone dashing and charming, the sort of witty fast-talker who could convince you of things, like last minute dinner invitations, who probably worked in sales. That was not the kind of person who showed up at their door.

For one, he wasn’t much to look at. While not fat, he was definitely flabby and clearly sporting a beer gut. He had beady deep set eyes and a pig-like nose that sat at the center of his chubby face. And his skin was an almost sickly, pasty shade of white.

On top of that he didn’t seem to put much effort into his appearance. He dressed in an overly casual way in jeans, a T-shirt, a flannel shirt, and a baseball cap, all of which looked a bit ratty and worn around the edges. His face sported a couple days worth of unshaved growth, enough to look unkempt but not enough for a beard. And his sandy hair stuck out wildly from the sides of his head in contrast to the clear balding on top that came into view when he removed his cap.

But beyond his appearance, Jesse just didn’t seem to have much…presence. He wasn’t shy or soft-spoken, but neither was he charming or charismatic. He didn’t match up with the idea of someone who is “always able to get what he wants” that Brooke had in her head. Her first impression was that he was really pretty unremarkable.

That started to change as they gave him a tour of the house, when she would catch him looking at her, his eyes roaming over her body. It was a body Brooke was proud of, kept slim, fit, and flexible through a combination of diet and exercise. She took a certain pride in her appearance — her make-up done tastefully to accentuate her features just so, her brown hair tied back with not a strand out of place — and keeping herself in shape was part of that. So too her wardrobe, which was meant to project professionalism and class. In that moment she was wearing a dark green dress that ran down past her knees, and while it nicely contoured her body, it wasn’t very showy. But just because she put effort into her looks didn’t mean that she enjoyed being leered at, the way that she felt Jesse was. And as such her impression of him began to shift from unremarkable to a bit creepy.

She also couldn’t understand the deference her husband seemed to have for this man in the way that they spoke and interacted. She had never known Mark to lack confidence, but he seemed to want his former roommate to approve and be impressed by his home, his life. She thought it must tie back to some kind of history they had together, but if there was something there, he had never told her about it.

After that tour of the house they settled into the living room to have drinks and chat a bit before dinner. Brooke sat next to Mark on their couch, and Jesse sat in one of the lounge chairs and continued to eye her. Mark was either trying to be polite by ignoring the way his old roommate looked at her or was somehow oblivious to it, carrying on with the conversation and explaining what he’d been up to since college. At first Brooke was annoyed, creeped out by Jesse’s behavior and put out by her husband’s. But then she felt a little nudge at the back of her mind.

Maybe it was the alcohol or maybe it was just some sort of epiphany, but suddenly Jesse’s little leers didn’t seem quite so bad. Judging by the looks of him, he probably didn’t get to spend much time around women like her, so if he wanted to fantasize and undress her with his eyes what was the harm? Of course if he actually undressed her, he’d find her underwear more exciting than her outerwear, especially that night. While Jesse had crashed what was supposed to be a romantic evening, Brooke had donned a lacy black lingerie set with garters and stockings in the hopes of enticing Mark into some love-making to really kick off the New Year after their guest had departed.

Another little nudge at the back of her mind prompted her to think that maybe it would be kind of exciting if Jesse was able to see her in her lingerie. That it would be hot to show her body off to him like that. But she quickly brushed that thought aside.

Dinner was a combination of things that Brooke had prepared beforehand and ordered in. They sat around the dining table, and after having mostly listened to Mark and Brooke talk about their lives, how they met, and so forth, Jesse spoke more about his own life since college.

“I knew the work-a-day world wasn’t really for me, so I set out to do some traveling, see what was out there in the world.”

He regaled them with stories of his adventures, and Brooke was surprised by how worldly and well-traveled this man, who had struck her as a bit of a cretin, actually was. And as he spoke she felt a little nudge at the back of her mind, an idea pushing into her thoughts, that not only was Jesse’s life experience interesting or impressive; it was also attractive. She started to feel a warmth towards him that she hadn’t before and decided that she really had misjudged him by thinking he was a creeper.

“Anyway, I found myself back in the States, and I thought I’d drop in on some old friends and see how they were doing,” Jesse said, bringing his tale of adventuring up to the present. “I had meant to look you up properly, Mark. It was just lucky we ran into each other the way we did.”

“Well, we’re happy to have you,” Mark said, and Brooke found herself nodding along in actual agreement.

“So what’s your next adventure?” Brooke asked. “Exploring the States or heading back abroad?”

“I’m actually thinking of finding somewhere to settle down,” Jesse replied. “Like I said, I’m not really big on the whole work-a-day world, so it would have to be the right kind of situation, but I think finally having a place to call home would be nice.”

“Any place in particular you have in mind?” Mark asked.

“Haven’t quite gotten that far,” Jesse replied with a shrug. “Who knows? Maybe here.”

He looked at Brooke as he said it, and she felt a nudge tickling her mind. Then the idea that maybe it wouldn’t be so bad for Jesse to be around popped into her head.

“That would be nice,” she said, smiling at him.

He returned her smile with a crooked grin.

When they were finished with the meal and had moved most of the mess into the kitchen to be cleaned later, they returned to the living room to watch the New Year’s Eve coverage. However, this time Mark immediately made to sit in one of the loungers by himself while Jesse took a seat on the couch. Brooke paused, uncertain for a moment about where she should sit. Another nudge at the back of her mind pushed her towards the couch, told her it was okay to sit next to Jesse.

They continued to chat, often with Mark and Jesse sharing some reminiscence about their college days. As the evening wore on Brooke felt her warmth and attraction toward Jesse continuing to grow. She found herself shifting closer to him on the couch, laughing at his jokes and funny stories, touching him lightly here and there. Mark didn’t object, didn’t even really seem to notice that she was getting a bit flirty with his former roommate. And maybe it was just the alcohol, but something about the dynamic felt right to her.

“So, do you guys have any resolutions for his coming year?” Jesse asked, as it started to draw closer to midnight.

“Oh, I don’t know. Make more time to hangout with my friends,” Mark said.

“Spend less time on my phone,” Brooke said.

“Worthy goals,” Jesse said, nodding.

“What about you?” Brooke asked, playfully touching Jesse’s arm.

“Well, I think my resolution for this year is to live a more authentic life,” he replied. “In fact. I think that’s actually a good resolution for all of us to strive for.”

“Are you saying that we don’t lead authentic lives?” Brooke asked, arching her eyebrow and feeling that maybe she should be a little offended by the suggestion.

“Did Mark ever tell you about Stacey?” Jesse asked her.

“What, his ex from college?” Brooke asked, looking over at her husband who now had a very sheepish look on his face. “What about her?”

“Did he tell you what their relationship was really like?”

“What’s he talking about?” Brooke asked Mark, who more and more seemed to be trying to disappear into his chair.

“I…uh…I don’t…”

“It’s okay, Mark,” Jesse said to him, his voice gentle. “I think Brooke should hear about it. I think it will make things better.”

Mark nodded, and Jesse turned to face Brooke.

“You see Mark and Stacey had an…unconventional kind of relationship,” he said in a conspiratorial tone. “And this was because, well, to put it bluntly, Mark doesn’t really enjoy having sex, at least not in the way that most people do.

“Mark admitted this to me one night when we were pretty sauced. What he really enjoys is watching the women he loves having sex with someone else. He told me he just cums so much harder and enjoys getting off so much more stroking himself as he watches his lover with another man than he does having sex with her himself.”

“What?” Brooke said in astonishment. Her eyes moved to her husband, whose gaze was downcast, before switching back to Jesse. She wasn’t really sure she was believing what she was hearing, but Mark wasn’t protesting what Jesse had said in any way.

“It’s true,” Jesse continued. “So, after speaking with Stacey, we came to an arrangement. The two of them remained a couple, but whenever they wanted to…be intimate, I would step in and help.”

“You mean you…”

“Had sex with Stacey, yes,” Jesse said, nodding. “Quite frequently. She was a little firecracker, that one. And Mark would watch, just like he wanted to. He was a good roommate and helping him live his best life seemed like the least I could do for him.”

“Is this true?” she asked Mark, still half-thinking this was some kind of joke.

“I’d forgotten,” her husband replied sheepishly, barely meeting her gaze.

“I think he suppressed it,” Jesse said, shaking his head sadly. “We often push down the parts of ourselves we fear people will judge us for, even when it means sabotaging our own fulfillment.”

“But you love Mark, and you wouldn’t judge his desires,” he continued, fixing his gaze on Brooke. “You want him to be happy. You want to help him realize his fantasy. In fact, if you’re being honest, you’ve always thought it would be hot to be with another man while your husband watches.”

Brooke felt something pushing against her thoughts as Jesse spoke. She did love Mark, but she had never wanted to hook up with other men for him, or thought it would be hot…had she? Suddenly the idea didn’t seem so bad. In fact it felt exciting. Maybe it was true, maybe deep down she had harbored some secret desires.

“Really?” Mark said, his voice and demeanor perking up. “You want that?”

“I, uh…” she stuttered, still grappling with those new thoughts.

“I think she does,” Jesse said, still looking at her even as he responded to Mark’s question. “I also think, if she’s being honest, that you’re not exactly her type, Mark. She’s always liked guys who are a little rougher around the edges. Guys like me.”

There was another nudge against Brooke’s mind, and she felt her thoughts shifting again. She reflected on how she hadn’t been impressed by Jesse when she first met him, but how she felt herself attracted to him more and more as the night went on. She looked at him as he drew closer to her, his eyes locked with hers, and she could feel her face flushing and her heart beating faster.

“We could help Mark with his fantasy, just like I used to,” he said. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? To help your husband realize his desires, while also getting to fulfill your own.”

Brooke felt herself leaning in towards Jesse. He was right, she wanted this, but she also knew that this was going to be a deep, foundational shift in her marriage, in her life. She pulled her gaze away from Jesse’s and looked to her husband, seeing if he might step in and put a stop to this. But when she looked at his face, all she saw was lust.

It was all the permission she needed.

She turned back to Jesse, pressing her lips into his. The contact was electric, and only moments later her mouth opened, allowing his tongue to invade her. She could feel his hands moving against her, pulling her body close to his, and then running along it over her clothes. He pulled his lips from hers, moving to kiss her on the cheek, and then trailing down to her neck.

Brooke opened her eyes and looked over at her husband. He was leaning over in his chair, watching them intently. She could see the arousal in his eyes, the tent in his pants. She let out a soft sigh as she felt Jesse press his lips hard to her neck. His hands moved on her back, finding the zipper to her dress. She felt herself getting more aroused as he lowered it.

Jesse pulled back, as he began to push Brooke’s dress down. He gazed at her chest as the swell of her breasts come into view encased provocatively in the black satin of her lingerie. He reached up and cupped them, squeezing them gently.

“You like having your tits played with,” he said, and she felt another nudge at her mind.

“Yes,” she moaned moaned in response.

He smiled as he moved his hands behind her and deftly unhooked her bra. She let the straps fall down her arms, and then he pulled it free, tossing it aside as he took in her pert breasts. His hand moved to her chest again, and she let out a moan at the feeling of his bare skin against her own. Then he leaned forward and pressed his lips to her chest.

“Uh, yes,” she gasped, feeling his lips and tongue touch her. She ran her fingers through his messy, thinning hair as she savored the sensation. The warmth and wetness against her sensitive nipples only increased her arousal making her want more. And when Jesse pulled away to look at her again she could see a mirroring hunger in his eyes.

“Let’s get you out of this dress.”

Brooke let him guide her to her feet. She shimmied out of the dress, pushing it over her hips until it fell in a pool at her feet, revealing her black panties and the stockings and garters set that encased her long, shapely legs. Jesse let out a whistle.

“You were ready for tonight,” he said, as his gaze roamed over her body.

“It was supposed to be for Mark,” she said.

“It still is,” Jesse replied. “But you’re also happy you can show off your body to me too. In fact, I think the truth is that you’ve always wanted to show off your body more, to wear things that are more revealing, so that everyone can see how sexy you are.”

“Yes,” she said, breathlessly, nodding as she felt that thought push into her head, realizing that her wardrobe was too stable, too conservative. She had a nice body, one she was proud of, why not show it off more?

“I mean, look at what that body is doing to me right now,” Jesse said with a chuckle, as he began to unbuckle his belt. Soon his jeans and boxers lay kicked aside on the living room floor, and he stood with his naked cock proudly jutting towards Brooke.

She stared at it, finding that she was proud and excited that her body elicited such a response.

“You want it, don’t you?” Jesse asked, grabbing his cock and stroking along its length.

Brooke could only nod in response.

“Then why don’t you get over here and show me what you can do with that pretty mouth of yours,” he commanded.

She moved to kneel in front of him, then looked over her shoulder at her husband. Mark had undressed himself as well, his pants and boxers around his ankles while he still sat in the chair. He held his rigid cock in his hand as he stared at her. Brooke smiled at him, then turned back and pressed her lips to Jesse’s cock. She kissed along its length, then opened her mouth and took in the tip, swirling her tongue around his head. From there she took him deeper and listened happily to Jesse’s groans of pleasure.

“I know you could never fully appreciated this, Mark,” he said. “But your wife is one good cocksucker. I hope you’re enjoying watching her work.”

“Uh-huh,” she heard her husband grunt in affirmation.

“Tell me,” Jesse went on. “Did you ever give her a good face-fucking?”

“No,” Mark replied.

“That’s a shame. I can tell she likes that kind of thing, when you treat her a little rough,” Jesse said, leering down at her. “Good thing I’m here to help.”

Brooke moaned around his cock as she felt that thought push through her mind. She had always pushed for more romantic, intimate sex with her lovers, but suddenly the idea of being taken and dominated felt so much more exciting. She watched as Jesse reached an arm behind her head, felt him tug at and remove the clip that held her hair back, then heard the clip clatter away on the floor somewhere. She moaned again as she felt him lace his fingers into her hair, gripping it tightly so he could control her head.

And then he thrust forward.

Brooked gagged on his member as he rammed it down her throat. She could barely see, her eyes tearing heavily. She could feel spit running out the sides of her mouth, pain at the back of her head where his grip pulled at her hair. But she could also feel her pussy gushing, all of the discomforts somehow driving her arousal.

She became lost in the sensations and didn’t know how long it went on, but eventually Jesse relented, pulling his cock fully from her mouth. Brooke coughed and sputtered as she sucked in air. Even as the respite gave her some relief, part of her wanted him back inside to use her mouth until he was spent. But he had other plans.

“That was hot,” he said, releasing his grip on her hair. “But I think it’s time I got a chance to feel that pussy. I’m betting it’s wet enough for me by now.”

“Mmm…yes,” she replied, a dazed smile on her face. Her eyes lingered on Jesse’s cock, now wet with her spit. As he sat back on the couch it stood proudly, pointing toward the ceiling, ready and waiting for her. She felt the tingle of anticipation and arousal in her gut, realizing how much she wanted it, how her body was ready and excited to receive it.

But she pulled her eyes away from it to look over at her husband. She knew this would be it, if they crossed this line there really would be no going back. He was still in the chair watching her, his hand wrapped around his cock. She could see the lust in his eyes, the anticipation. She knew he was waiting for her to start so that he could keep stroking, to keep pleasuring himself in the way that she now knew brought him the most joy. She smiled to herself. He only needed to wait a little longer.

“I’ll go get the condoms,” she said.

“The condoms?” Jesse asked.

“I’m not on birth control,” she explained. “We have our careers. And even if we’re…expanding our sexual horizons, I think we want our kids to be ours. So we need to use protection.”

“Ah, I see,” Jesse replied. “That would make sense, but as I’ve been saying, I think we really need to tap into our authentic selves, and there’s a big part of Mark’s fantasy that we haven’t discussed yet.”

Brooke heard Mark groan and looked back at her husband in confusion. What more could there be to his fantasy?

“Don’t worry, Mark,” Jesse said. “Brooke is a very open-minded woman. I’m sure she won’t be put off by your desires.”

She felt herself nodding in response, though still unsure what Jesse was going to reveal to her. She was sure it was something she could make work.

“One day I came back to our dorm room and accidentally caught Mark reading some erotica,” he said. “It was about a wife who got impregnated by a man who wasn’t her husband. He had saved tons of these stories, told me it was one of his favorite fantasies, admitted he would love for his future wife to be impregnated by another man, that he found the idea so hot.

“He and Stacey were talking about getting married, but after college things sort of fell apart. I had a sudden opportunity to travel, and after I left, Mark and Stacey didn’t stay together.” He paused, smiling down at Brooke. “But you’re here now, and you can still fulfill Mark’s deep, dark desire.”

Brooke sat stunned at this revelation, her mind working to process it. Before she could really think it through, Jesse plowed on.

“This isn’t just about Mark though,” he said, and as he spoke she could feel that pressure against her mind. “It’s about being true to yourself too. I know you’re the type of woman who’s always really wanted to have lots of children, to be a real homemaker. You thought you had something to prove to yourself, to your friends or family maybe, but you don’t. And you’re realizing that if you want to live the life you truly desire, you need to get to it sooner rather than later.”

Brooke felt those new thoughts and ideas about her life and these new revelations about her husband crowding into her head. She sat paralyzed as she felt her world begin to re-order and rearrange itself. And in the back of her mind she felt push-back, questions. Was this all real? What was happening?

“Mmm…yes, it’s a lot, isn’t it?” Jesse said. “Maybe it’s best not to think too hard about it. Besides, I think there is one thing you know to be true in this moment, something your body is telling you. You desperately want my cock.”

Brooke eyes drifted to Jesse’s cock, still standing proud and fully erect, still waiting for her as he sat on the couch. She felt a strong nudge in her mind. And she knew he was right. She was so horny. Her mind reached out and grabbed this simple thought like a life line. She wanted his cock. She needed to feel it inside her. It was all that mattered in that moment.

She rose to her feet and removed her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. Then she joined him, climbing onto the couch, straddling him. She took his member in her hands, felt its warmth and hardness as she aligned it, pushing the tip up against her wet and willing folds.

“Unghhh,” she moaned loudly as she lowered herself on him and felt his hardness enter her.

“Oh, yes,” Jesse groaned, as his cock was fully enveloped.

And then she was riding him, her hips bouncing as she felt him move in and out. The sweet feeling of flesh on flesh with no barrier in between felt amazing and made her even more excited. Jesse’s hands moved on her body. His lips returned to her breasts. She moaned loudly, enjoying the feel of him inside and out.

“Yeah that’s right, you love this cock,” Jesse said, almost growling. “You’re never felt pleasure like this before. Have you?”

“No,” Brooke gasped, as the pleasure she was feeling suddenly ratcheted up. “It’s…so good!”

“Mark could never do this for you, make you feel this good,” Jesse continued. “He doesn’t even want to. He only wants to watch you enjoy my cock. And you know that my cock is the only cock that can bring you real pleasure. It’s the only cock you ever want to feel inside you ever again.”

“Oh God! Yes!” Brooke moaned in agreement, Jesse’s words easily pushing into her pleasure-addled mind.

“Tell me then, whose pussy is this?”

“It’s yours! Oh, fuck me! Yes, baby! It’s your pussy! All yours!”

Jesse growled with triumph as Brooke babbled and moaned out her submission. She rode his cock with abandon, enjoying this new level of sexual pleasure she’d discovered, one she’d never felt with any of her previous lovers, even her own husband. Then Jesse grabbed her hips, holding her still while fully impaled on his cock. With a grin he shifted his body, keeping himself inside her even as he maneuvered her onto her back so that she was laying across the couch on her back looking up at his face. He moved his hands from her waist, grabbing her by her wrists and pinning her arms above her head.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned as she felt him begin to thrust. Her body squirmed under his, writhing with pleasure, loving the way he was dominating her. “Yes, do it, baby! Don’t stop!”

“Yeah, you like that?” Jesse said, looking down at her intensely.

“Ungh! Yes! Fuck yes!” she moaned. Her stocking-clad legs opened wider. “Fuck me! It feels so good!”

“That’s right, it feels good to give in to your true desires, doesn’t it?” he asked.

“Uh! Uh-huh!” Brooke nodded vigorously looking up at him with lust-clouded eyes.

“Ah, but I haven’t told you how I’m going to live my authentic life in the New Year,” he said, his voice heavy from exertion. He slowed the pace of his thrusts slightly, as he continued to speak. “Like I said before, I want to settle down, and I think this is the place. I’ll take over the master bedroom, and Mark can move to the guest room. You both want me here to help you to live out your fantasies, and I know that with some extra dedication and focus that Mark can make more than enough money to fund me living here along with the new family I’m going to help him make. That we’re going to make. Together.”

He said the last word while staring directly into Brooke’s eyes. She then felt the images move into her head. She could see it, fucking Jesse all day while Mark was at work, then at night while he was home to watch and probably again even after he’d gone to bed. She could see herself with a swelling belly brought on by Jesse’s seed. She moaned, her mind associating it all with such fantastic pleasure as she continued to feel Jesse thrusting in and out of her.

“And I know you only want my cock, Brooke,” he continued. “But I also know you don’t mind sharing it with your friends. You want them to enjoy the pleasure I can bring, to enjoy it together, even to enjoy their bodies as well. I know Mark would like watching that. You want to introduce me to all of your hot friends, even the married ones. I think you’d be surprised how many of their husbands are suppressing fantasies similar to Mark’s.”

“Oh God! Ungh!” Brooke moaned loudly as she felt a nudge in her mind and was quickly thinking about all of her attractive friends and co-workers. She’d never thought of them in a sexual way before, but now she couldn’t help but picture them naked, imagine what their bodies must feel like, the taste of their lips, of their pussies. She imagined herself sharing them with Jesse or even just watching as Jesse took them. These sudden new desires were pushing her arousal to the brink, and she could feel that she was close to cresting over that peak.

So when Jesse pulled out of her and she felt a void between her legs she was shocked and left whimpering. Her legs moved to try and wrap around his waist, to bring him back inside of her, but he was already pushing off of the couch.

“It’s almost time for the count down,” he said, his eyes turning towards the TV screen. It was still on, though Brooke had certainly forgotten about it. She could see the ball at Times Square, the numbers on a displayed clock dipping down, less than a minute now until midnight.

Jesse took her hands and pulled her from the couch. She let him guide her around it until she stood bent over its back. She was still in a daze, horny, eager for release, and confused as to why they’d stopped. Then she felt Jesse behind her, his hands firmly on her hips, his cock head rubbing up against the entrance of her slick slit. She tried to push back and get him inside, but he held her still.

“Don’t worry, I’m gonna fuck you senseless in just a second,” he said. As he spoke she could feel something prodding at her mind. “I just wanted to explain that as soon as I cum, you’re going to have the most powerful orgasms you’ve ever experienced, so powerful they’re just going to wash away those old lives of yours. All of these new desires we’ve discovered, or perhaps re-discovered in Mark’s case, are going to become deeply held needs of your new, authentic selves.

“I want you to reflect on how much better your new lives will be,” Jesse pressed on. “And by the end of this count down, you’re going to be begging for me to cum.”

Before she could respond, Brooke felt Jesse drive his cock into her once again, forcing a moan from her lips. He quickly established a rhythm, and she could feel herself building back to that orgasm she had been on the cusp of having. And as Jesse relentlessly thrust into her pussy, she felt something thrusting into her mind, hammering away at her thoughts, driving Jesse’s instructions home.

“Yeah, here we go,” Jesse grunted, and Brooke felt him grab a handful of her hair. He pulled her head back so she was looking at the TV screen. She could see the ball about to drop, the count down beginning on the large screen beneath it.
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A thought popped into her head. Her career. She could picture it, herself at the office. Working. It was important to her. But it didn’t give her pleasure, not like this. Pleasure she could feel all the time, as —
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— Jesse’s fuck toy. She could see him taking her all over the house. She was moaning, writhing, cumming, as he roughly used her over and over, his bare cock pleasing her, filling her, breeding her, making her —

8

— pregnant with his seed. She could see herself happy, her belly swollen, as she puttered around the house. No more office for her but rather a whole new life as homemaker, just like some of her —

7

— friends. They popped into her head, memories of parties and girls’ nights and all of the fun they had together. But oh it would be so much more fun if instead of hanging out they were —
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— making out. She could see them, their naked bodies, hands and lips exploring each other, and then exploring Jesse. These new girls’ nights would be so much more fun with all of them pleasuring each other as Jesse ravaged each of them in turn, even her —

5

— married friends. She pictured one of them, her belly full as she’d seen it before, only this time from Jesse, not her own husband. Brooke was in bed next to her as Jesse took turns fucking them, all while both their husbands watched, masturbating furiously. It was a whole new vision of —

4

— marriage. She was married. Mark was her partner. They’d built a life together, a life she was proud of. She loved him, loved making love to him. But she had to admit that what Jesse was doing to her, the way that he fucked her was —

3

— so much better! The raw pleasure. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before. And she knew it was true for Mark too. The way he watched her as he stroked his cock, she’d never seen the level of lust, or pleasure, or excitement on his face. They both wanted this. Even if it meant giving up having sex with each other, even if it meant corrupting their friends, they both wanted this new world of pleasure that Jesse promised, one that would be so much better and more exciting than their current lives.

Really there was only one thing left to do…

2

“Oh God yes! Cum inside her, Jesse! Fucking do it! Make her yours!”

Brooke gasped as she heard her husband’s words, as he gave her over to his old roommate for his own fantasies, his own pleasure.

And then she smiled.
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“Fuck yes! Cum for me! Fill me up! Give it to meeeeeeeeeeeee!”

Brooke’s wail of pleasure drowned out the yells of “Happy New Year” and the subsequent cheering that arose from the TV, as she felt Jesse pulse within her, triggering her own orgasm. Her body shuddered, toes curling, fingers digging into the couch cushions. Her vision went blurry, and then her world turned white, as her eyes rolled back in her head and a wave of pleasure unlike anything she’d ever felt before washed over her.

The pummeling inside her pussy had stopped, as had that sensation of something hammering at her mind. And just as she felt her pussy filling with Jesse’s seed, so too did she feel her mind filling with new thoughts, desires, ideals, and priorities. She could feel it forming even in the throes of her own orgasmic bliss: her new authentic self.

She came to, still bent over the back of the couch, her body tingling with the pleasant, satisfying warmth of her powerful release. Her gaze turned towards her husband, laying back in the living room chair, his eyes closed, and a soft smile on his lips. His breathing was shallow, and she figured he must have passed out from the pleasure. His hand still encircled his now limp cock, his seed splattered all over the front of his shirt, which he’d never gotten around to taking off. Unlike Jesse’s seed, which was now filling her. She could still feel him, the warm flesh of his member as it remained nestled inside her. A contented smile spread across her face, knowing that Mark had gotten exactly what he wanted, just as she had.

She pushed gently back against Jesse until he pulled away from her, his cock slowly pulling out of her, leaving her feeling empty. But she knew she wouldn’t be feeling that way for long. She stood up and felt some of his load leak out of her, running down her inner thigh. Then she turned and took his hand, leading him away from the living room, where they left her passed out husband with the TV on to keep him company, and up the stairs towards the bedroom.

Brooke’s mind, still somewhat hazy, began to idly play over some of the things they’d need to do over the coming days. Like move Mark’s things out of the master bedroom, for one, and make it more suitable for Jesse. She’d need to buy new clothes, sexier outfits and new lingerie that would appeal to Jesse’s taste. And of course she’d have to introduce her friends to Jesse. Her mind toyed with who among them might be best for him to meet first.

But all of that could wait. For the moment what she really wanted was just to coax another orgasm for herself and another load of baby batter out of her new lover.

In retrospect she felt bad about being annoyed that Mark had invited Jesse to crash their New Year’s Eve celebration. She was so happy that his old roommate had been able to help them discover their true, authentic selves. For the first time in awhile she was truly excited about the New Year and even more so about her new life.

X-X-X
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