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Chapter 1

I open the door to our dim bedroom, expecting to find my husband hard at work on his laptop. Instead, Mike is on the edge of the bed, his short hair sticking to his damp forehead, hand jerking wildly on his cock. My college diary lies open on the nightstand. He doesn’t even hear me come in, doesn’t see me standing there as he lets out a breathless moan. His face flushes, and he closes his eyes, pretending not to notice when I clear my throat. He knows I’ve caught him. He knows he wants me to.

I should leave, I think to myself, but I’m curious to see what he’ll do when he notices me.

I stand there, watching him avoid my gaze, every quick movement of his hand telling me something I never expected to see. His eyes flick to me, then back to the worn pages of the diary, his fingers absently touching the stories of my past. So many wild nights, so many men. I used to wonder what Mike would think if he knew about them all. Now I know.

The shock should have left me frozen, but my body has already skipped ahead. Pulse racing. Breath catching.

He’s fucking into it. The thought turns me on more than I ever could imagine. Pussy, wet and eager. I'm surprised by the rawness of my desire, by the thrill that rushes through me as I see him like this. It’s as if he’s stripped himself bare, every defense down, letting me see the part of him he never dared to share.

Crushed sheets. Tense muscles. The diary’s cracked leather open to a well-worn page. The look of him, the state of our bedroom—it all reveals how long he’s kept his fantasy hidden. How much he needs this. It makes my mouth dry and my chest tight, the way his hand never stops even as I step inside. How long has he wanted me to see this? How long has he craved what he never dared to ask for?

Mike still doesn’t say a word. The muscles in his forearm tighten, and his breath hitches in quick, desperate gulps. He shifts slightly, trying to mask the moan that escapes him, but I hear it. I hear everything. My head spins as I let it sink in, the heat rising between us. He wants this. He wants to watch me. He wants to watch them.

His desire stands out against every line of his face, every taut sinew of his body. He's still in work clothes, shirt untucked and bunched at the waist. My eyes lock on the scene before me, unwilling to miss a single detail as he puts himself on display. It's a fucking revelation.

Mike meets my eyes at last, his hand pausing just long enough to make me think he might stop, that he might try to explain himself. Instead, his fingers tighten on his cock, and I see the moment he gives in. The embarrassment fades, the tension in his face smoothing to a look of pure arousal as he finally understands that I want this too. That I want him like this.

I say nothing, not yet, letting the silence speak for me. The power of it charges the air, heightening every movement he makes. He watches me watch him, and something bolder replaces the flush of shame. Something hotter. My presence in the room adds fuel to his fire, and his motions become even more frantic.

I move closer, letting my footsteps be the only sound that competes with his breathing. The pleasure of his humiliation is like a drug to him. I see the precise moment he ceases to care about his capture, when his desire outweighs all else. Jess, the dutiful wife, would pretend not to notice. Jess, the woman he married, would have left him to his secrets, giving him space to hide from the truth. But he never married that woman, not really. And this Jess stands right where she is, pushing him without a single word.

He shifts again, eyes on my face, waiting for me to say something. Anything. But I stay silent, making him squirm, making him strain. My god. He’s beautiful like this. A million plans race through my head as I savor the sight of him, plans to make him beg, make him plead. To give him everything he’s ever wanted.

I want him to cum. Here and now, I insist he act, holding the accounts of my other lovers, my eyes burning into his soul. I’ve never seen him this close to losing control. And the more he loses it, the more I take it.

His chest rises and falls with quick, uneven breaths, and his eyes are wide, caught between hope and need. A final step brings me right to the edge of the bed. I let him feel my breath on his skin. His entire body tenses, and I know what it will take to finish him.

My voice is barely above a whisper. “Do it, baby.”

The words wrap around him, a hot permission that sends him crashing past the point of no return. He gasps as the first wave hits, as cum spurts from him, glistening across his hand. My hand closes over his, and I feel every shudder, every pulse. Spasm after spasm, it covers his wrist and drips to the sheets. His eyes stay locked on mine, and he cums like a man possessed.

“That’s right,” I murmur, keeping my grip on him tight. “You want this, don’t you?”

The release leaves him speechless, leaves him helpless. He nods, and I let my smile be his reward.

We both know there’s no going back.

#

The pen glides over the page in dark, deliberate strokes. Details and fantasies, layered with just enough truth to make him doubt, to make him ache. The steady movement matches the rhythm of my heart, of my pulse, of his cock in my hand. I shift in my chair, breath catching as I picture his face, his eyes, his desperate little groans. Picturing him is almost as good as watching him. Almost.

The first entry is almost complete, and already I know I have him. There’s something powerful about seeing it all unfold on paper, about crafting the scenes that will turn his neat, organized world inside out. I pause, remembering how he looked last night, caught between shock and need, and let the memory guide me. My fingers move again, filling the white space with new provocations.

The page before me is blank, eager, ready to take him. Ready to take us both. My mind whirls with a thousand plans, each one bolder than the last, each one designed to push him further. This isn’t just about him watching me. This is about me watching him, making him squirm with every word, every detail. Letting him know I can read him just as easily as I can write.

Wild nights. Stranger’s hands. The subtle shift from my pleasure to his. It all comes together, each stroke of the pen deliberate and dirty, calculated to leave him wondering what’s real. What he reads and what he sees, what I’ve done and what I’m going to do. He won’t be able to tell the difference, and the doubt will be as sweet to him as the truth.

The college diary sits next to me, full of my past. Full of his fantasies. I take a deep breath, savoring how I’ve already turned it against him. How I've already made him the man I need him to be. These new entries are just the start. This new journal will make him fucking insane. My hands never falter, even when I squirm in my chair, feeling the dampness beneath me, feeling his need ignite my own.

My eyes dance with mischief as I think about him finding it. As I imagine him waiting until I’m gone, only to break down and paw through the pages with his eager hands. As I imagine him trying to resist, trying to pretend that he doesn’t want this as much as I do. My lips curve into a knowing smile, and I’m surprised at how easy this is, at how perfect this feels.

I close my eyes and see him. Muscles tense. Shirt undone. Cock rigid under the tight grip of his own fingers. His moans, his release, the twitch and pulse of his orgasm—it fills my head and sets fire to my words. I write them down. All of them. Each word a spark, each sentence a hot, delicious explosion.

The study is quiet, except for the soft scratching of my pen and the sound of my shallow, uneven breaths. It’s almost as intimate as the scene in the bedroom. Almost. The edge of my desk presses into me, but I hardly notice. I’m lost in the heady scent of paper and ink, of lust and longing, of the absolute control I have over him, over this.

I lean back, letting the chair creak beneath me. The anticipation is intoxicating. The idea of him sneaking a look at this journal, heart racing, cock straining—it drives me wild. It drives me to push him harder, further, faster. I sit forward again, unable to resist, unable to stop myself from giving him more.

More than I’ve ever given him before.

That first night. The one that’s already taken him so far. I write it out in vivid detail, the men and the looks they gave me, the way he must have pictured every touch, every kiss. How he couldn’t even finish the story without cumming. How he couldn’t keep his fucking hands off himself. My body heats as I relive it, as I use it to make the next entries even more explicit.

I have him. I have him, and I’m not letting go. Never.

My hand is steady. Confident. It knows what to do, and it doesn’t stop. The black ink spills over the page, reflecting the dark, urgent needs that neither of us can control.

I flip to a new sheet, running out of room in my mind as quickly as I run out of the room in this book. It’s exhilarating. Exhausting. I want to keep going, but I know when to hold back. When to leave him gasping for more?

My pen hovers, then comes to rest. The last entry is the longest, the dirtiest, the one that will hit him hardest. It’s the story of our new life, written and rewritten in a way that guarantees his submission. There’s no part of him left untouched, no secret left unrevealed.

As he loses control, I gain it.

I let the pen drop, spent but buzzing, and close the journal with a satisfied sigh. The sound echoes in the room, final and deliciously cruel. He thinks he’s going to have to wait to see it. To read it. To touch it. He thinks he’s going to have to bide his time and be a good boy.

Jess, the dutiful wife, would make him wait. But Jess, the woman he married? She knows that he’s aching to be caught again. That it won’t be long before he can’t take it anymore. And that his inability to hold back makes him mine. Completely.

I stand, legs unsteady beneath me, and place the journal on the nightstand next to his side of the bed. Precisely, I know the impact this will have and how far it will push him. I feel the slickness between my thighs and the flush on my cheeks, and I know what this will do to me, too.

His release is as inevitable as mine.


Chapter 2

My fingers trail over the last word in my diary before I snap it shut and place it by the fresh lilies. I smile, arranging it just so, making sure the instant Mike walks through the door, his eyes will lock onto the cover and his pulse will race. He enters, face flushed from a day in the office, scanning the room as expected. I'm breathless with anticipation as I wait to see whether his reaction is what I desire. He walks straight to it, fingers trembling as he picks it up. I watch from the doorway, hidden just enough to observe but not to be observed. I'm fucking thrilled at his hesitancy, the way his hands skim the cover as if the leather might burn him. He's unsure if he wants to know what's inside or if he wants to ignore it. But I know him too well. As soon as he reads, I see his breath go shallow, his cheeks darkening with arousal, maybe with anger. I lick my lips, knowing that I've captured his attention more completely than he yet realizes.

I adjust my angle to get the best view of Mike's next moments. I want to see everything, the expressions that flit across his face, the way his posture changes as he reads my words. In the middle of the living room, the diary is a beacon, drawing him in. I'm pleased with how perfectly I've set this up, every detail considered. His slow approach, his slight pause before reaching for it, these are more satisfying than I imagined. Each gesture speaks of his inner turmoil. Will he open it? I know he can't resist. Not for long. And as he finally flips to the first page, I feel a thrill that vibrates through me, a sweet, intoxicating confirmation of my power over him.

My eyes stay locked on him, savoring each subtle change in his expression. His face, always so composed, now reveals everything he's feeling. There's the initial shock, the widening of his eyes as he absorbs the first few lines. He thinks he's prepared, that he knows what to expect. He's wrong. The further he reads, the more vivid my descriptions become, and the less sure he looks. His cheeks flush deeper, his breath comes shorter. My words are having the exact effect I intended, a cocktail of jealousy and desire that's almost too potent to handle. I love seeing him like this, thrown off balance by something he thought he could control.

Mike's fingers trace the edges of the pages, hesitating over each new revelation. My accounts are explicit, leaving nothing to his imagination, painting wild, uninhibited scenes that unsettle him in ways I find endlessly fascinating. I can tell the moment a particular entry hits him hard; he shifts his stance, and his hand grips the diary tighter. His mind must be spinning, trying to make sense of what he's reading, wondering which parts are true and which are mere fantasy. The beauty is, I won't tell him. Not yet. Let him wonder, let him stew in the not knowing. That's where the genuine thrill lies for both of us.

I pull back a little, giving myself space to enjoy this moment without getting lost in it. It's tempting to jump in, to confront him and push his buttons even further, but I hold back. There's more pleasure in watching him struggle, letting him process each scandalous sentence in isolation. My strategy is unfolding perfectly, better than I planned. The diary, with its seductive leather cover, becomes a symbol of everything he fears and everything he craves. He thought he understood me, thought he had our life mapped out. Now he's realizing there's more, so much more, and I'm the only one who knows the complete story.

As Mike turns another page, his breaths grow uneven, a clear sign of how deep he's into this. I wonder if he notices how hard his own heart is pounding, or if he's too caught up in the storm of emotions. The mixture of pain and pleasure, curiosity and dread, is palpable even from where I stand. This is my art, and he's my canvas. I watch as he swallows hard, the veins on his neck standing out as he fights to keep control. But control is slipping away from him. I can see it in every taut line of his body.

With each new paragraph, his mind dives deeper into my world, a world where the lines between fidelity and fantasy blur. I describe things he never dreamed I'd dare, possibilities that push his limits and ignite his deepest, unspoken desires. He's teetering on the edge, unsure of how to react, unsure of himself. This uncertainty is the gift I give him, wrapped in tension and sealed with lust. And it's a gift that keeps on giving, with every new entry he's yet to discover. I know he wants to confront me, to demand explanations, but for now, he reads in silence, drowning in the sea of my words.

I'm transfixed by his transformation, by the way he's consumed by what he thought would destroy him. Instead, it consumes him. Each sentence a hook, pulling him further into the depths of his conflicted psyche. And I am the patient angler, reeling him in, playing him expertly. As he nears the end, his pace quickens, a desperate, frenetic need to understand overtaking him. I feel the power I have over him in every glance, in every hitch of his breath. And I know this is only the beginning of a much larger game.

Finally, Mike slams the diary shut, his face a mask of shock, desire, and betrayal. He's exactly where I want him. I slip away quietly, leaving him to stew in the chaos I've created. My heart pounds in my chest as I think about what I'll write next, how I'll push him further than he ever thought he could go. Each entry is a challenge, a temptation, a whispered promise of more. My plans are falling into place, and the anticipation of his next reaction is as thrilling as anything I could have hoped for.

#

Greg spots me from across the lounge, his gaze as focused and steady as always. The lighting casts a sleek glow over everything, but it's nothing compared to the way he looks in that fitted shirt. I walk toward him, my steps deliberate, letting the anticipation build with each second that separates us.

"You're even better looking when you're on time," I tease, my voice carrying a playful lilt.

He laughs, a warm, deep sound that matches the rest of him. We don't waste time on small talk; our chemistry has always skipped past pleasantries. Instead, I brush against his arm, just enough to hint at everything I have in mind.

In response, he gave a light squeeze, a charged touch that promises more. "You seem like you're in a hurry," Greg notes, arching an eyebrow.

I give him my best coy smile, knowing it drives him crazy. "You have no idea," I reply, letting my fingers linger on his forearm.

He catches my meaning, and we both know we're not staying in this crowded lounge for long. I lean in, lips close to his ear.

"We have a corner with our names on it," I whisper, breathy and provocative.

The space behind the training area is quieter, more private, perfect for what I have in mind. We move quickly, our bodies drawing closer with each step. The anticipation is electric, crackling between us like a live wire. My heart races, not just from the physical exertion, but from the thought of Mike, alone at home, wondering exactly what I'm doing and with whom. Greg pulls me in, and the world fades. It's just the two of us, and I'm fucking ready for this.

He presses me against the wall, his hands exploring, claiming.

"You act like I’m going to wear you out," he jokes, lifting me onto a workout bench.

I pull him closer, not missing a beat. "Let's see who outlasts who," I challenge, wrapping my legs around him as he pushes into me. The pace is fast from the start, our need for each other is urgent and intense. I moan, loving how good he feels, how reckless and uninhibited this is. With each thrust, I think of Mike, of the jealousy I know he's feeling, and it turns me on even more. "Greg," I gasp, digging my nails into his back, urging him on.

Our movements sync perfectly, a hard and sweaty rhythm that matches our breathing. Greg holds nothing back, and I match his energy, grinding against him, savoring every sensation.

"Tell me what he knows," Greg pants, his words coming between thrusts.

I meet his eyes, loving the dark desire I see there. "Everything," I taunt, gasping as I feel my release building. I hold him tighter, our bodies moving in a blur of motion and need. "He knows you’re inside me," I cry out, and with those words, we both lose it, giving in to the wild pleasure.

I feel his cum inside me, hot and filling, and it's exactly what I wanted. My climax follows, crashing over me in waves, and I ride him until we're both spent and panting.

After a moment, Greg pulls back, his grin as wide as I've ever seen it. "I guess he does," he says, helping me up.

We make our way back to the lounge, our steps slower but just as sure. I know I'm still wet with him, and the thought of it sends another thrill through me. We sit, pretending we have all the time in the world, and I let my hand drift to his leg.

"This was fun," I say, underplaying the fire that's still burning in me.

Greg leans back, casual, but there's a heat in his gaze that betrays him.

"Next time I want it in my mouth," I whisper, watching his eyes darken at my boldness.

He cups my face, kissing me hard, then softer, as if he’s promising much more to come.

"Careful what you wish for," he replies, his tone playful yet full of intent.

We part ways, and as I head home, I feel the remnants of our time together with each step. My mind is already racing with how I'll capture it all for Mike.

Back at the apartment, I don't waste a moment. The diary waits for me, just where Mike left it. The sight of it makes my heart race. I'm still feeling Greg, every hot, messy bit of him, and I use that sensation to fuel my writing.

The words spill out, explicit and vivid, recounting every touch and thrust, every sound and taste. I include all the details that will drive Mike wild, the things he'll never be sure if he should want or fear. It's the perfect story, a new chapter in our ongoing game, and I can almost see his face as he reads it.

When I'm done, I place the fresh page into the diary, angling it so he'll know it's new. So he'll know exactly where I was and what I was doing while he waited at home, wondering. I feel fucking invincible, knowing I have this kind of power over him, knowing he'll find this entry and react just as intensely as before. I lean back, closing my eyes for a moment, savoring how completely I've upended his world. Greg's cum is still inside me, and it's a reminder of exactly what I've just done and how much more there is to do.

The thrill of it all pulses through me, and I can hardly contain myself. I think of Mike discovering the new entry, how he'll go from surprise to anger to arousal, just like before, only improved. This is what I want, the chaos and the lust, the way his jealousy makes him need me even more.

I feel the wetness between my legs, and it only excites me further. Mike's here, and I'm filled with Greg. The thought is as consuming as the act itself. I let myself get lost in it, in the satisfaction of another plan well executed, and in the anticipation of the next reaction I'll provoke.


Chapter 3

Mike’s work party was as exciting as I expected it to be, boring. I recognized a few of his colleagues, but the one I really wanted to talk to was his best friend, Frank.

“Babe, I need to talk to some people. Will you be OK for a few minutes?” Mike says, smiling at me.

I smiled sweetly and nodded, watching Mike as he navigated through the crowd.

Finally, I spot Frank across the room, holding a drink and talking with some coworkers. He towers over them in his suit, every inch the commanding figure he projects at work. With Mike busy chatting with a friend about football or finances, I make my move.

"Frank!" I call, weaving through the crowd, my smile warm and inviting.

He turns, surprised at first, then grins. "Jess," he says, drawing out my name with a hint of amusement. "I was wondering when I'd see you." He raises his glass in a mock toast. "Here to monitor Mike?"

"I'm letting him roam tonight," I reply, sidling up to him. "You know how he loves these parties." I let my shoulder brush against his arm. "What about you? Enjoying yourself?"

He shrugs, an easy, practiced gesture. "Trying to," he says. "These things always feel like work." His eyes flicker over me, taking in my tight dress and playful expression. "Though some parts are more interesting than others."

We laugh, and I notice his glance dipping to my cleavage. He's trying to be discreet, but I can tell when a man wants something. "It's been too long," I say, looking up at him with wide, innocent eyes. "I barely see you these days."

"I'm around," he says, voice low. "But you're hard to pin down."

"You should try harder," I tease, letting the words hang between us. His look is more direct now, intrigued and a little uncertain. I sip my drink, watching him over the rim of my glass. He's exactly where I want him.

I inch closer, feeling the warmth of his body against mine. "We should catch up," I suggest, the implication obvious. His breath hitches, just a little, and I can almost hear the calculations in his mind.

"Think we can sneak off with no one noticing?" he asks, still playing the cautious professional.

"Only one way to find out," I reply, grabbing his hand and leading him through the throng.

We weave past colleagues and the occasional curious glance, slipping down the dim hallway. Frank hesitates as we pass Mike, but I just laugh and pull him along. He's mine for the night, and he knows it.

I shove him into an empty conference room and lock the door, turning to see him standing there, wide-eyed and aroused. "I can't believe this is happening," he says, shaking his head.

"Believe it," I whisper, sinking to my knees. "Mike will when I tell him."

His cock is already rock hard, straining against his pants. I unbutton him with deliberate slowness, savoring the way he shivers as I tug his pants down. "God, Jess," he groans, as I wrap my hand around his thick shaft.

I lick the tip, teasing him, tasting the salty promise of what’s coming. "I know you want it," I say, looking up at him. "You always did." My tongue swirls around the head of his cock, and he lets out a rough, needy sound.

I take him in my mouth, feeling him throb and swell as I suck him off. He fills me so completely that I can barely breathe, but I don't stop. I never stop. His hands grip my hair, his careful facade breaking apart with every desperate thrust.

"You sure Mike wants this?" he pants, trying to hold on to his disbelief.

"More than anything," I murmur around his cock, the words vibrating through him. I suck him harder, feeling the heat build, feeling him strain and pulse as I push him to the edge. His desire grows wilder, matching my own, until I know he can't hold back.

I pull back for a moment, stroking him with my hand, feeling the slickness of his need. "You're so much bigger than he is," I say, letting my voice drip with appreciation.

That does it. He groans and bucks, and then his cum erupts, hot and thick and overwhelming. I swallow as fast as I can, but there's too much. It spills over my lips, drips down my chin, coats my fingers in creamy heat.

Frank watches me, chest heaving, as I lick his release from my lips. "Fuck," he says, half in awe, half in shock.

I smile, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "Next time," I tell him, "Mike would love to watch." I stand and kiss him lightly on the mouth, letting him taste the remnants of his own orgasm. He shudders, and I know he'll be thinking about this for weeks.

I leave him there, stunned and spent, and slip back into the party. The noise and light envelop me as I find Mike, who looks up with a question in his eyes.

"Where'd you disappear to?" he asks, his tone half-joking.

"Oh, nowhere important," I say, kissing him on the cheek. I wonder if he can taste Frank on my lips, and if he knows how much that thought turns me on.

The rest of the evening blurs by, the memory of Frank's cum vivid on my tongue. Later, in the quiet of our home, I write it all down, every sordid detail. I leave the pages where I know Mike will find them, and fall asleep with a satisfied smile, dreaming of the way his cock will react when he does.

#

I find Mike in his office; the pages spread out like a crime scene on his desk. His expression is a perfect blend of arousal and horror, eyes darting from the paper to the bulge in his pants.

"You weren't supposed to see that yet," I giggle, tracing my finger over the thick vein in his neck. He's shocked and speechless, just the way I like him. The story of Frank's cum in my mouth is still fresh in his mind, and I'm betting it's not the only thing that's fresh.

I press up against him, letting my thigh graze his erection. "Didn't take you long to find it," I purr, reaching down to squeeze him through his pants. "Or to get hard."

He lets out a shaky breath, his composure unraveling. "Jess," he starts, voice a mixture of accusation and desperation. "You...you really did this? At the party?"

"Surprised?" I ask, flicking my tongue over his lip. "Or just jealous?"

His cock twitches in my hand, betraying his attempt at outrage. "I can't believe you did this," he says, but his tone is all arousal, no anger.

"I can't believe how hard you are," I counter, pushing him back into his chair. I straddle him, feeling the heat of his need against my already wet pussy. His hands hover near my waist, unsure whether to pull me closer or push me away.

"This isn't funny, Jess," he says, but I catch the way his hips lift to meet mine.

I rock against him, grinding his cock through his pants. "I know," I reply, letting my lips brush his ear. "It's fucking hot."

He groans, low and tortured, as I keep rubbing against him. The more I tease, the more he wants it, and the more he wants it, the wetter I get. "You got off on this," he says, accusation fading into awe.

"More than you'll ever know," I whisper, kissing him deep and slow, letting him taste how much Frank's cum turned me on.

The tension breaks, and he kisses me back with hungry abandon. I pull away with a laugh, unbuttoning my blouse. "Look how crazy it makes you," I say, tossing it aside. "You're about to cum in your pants."

He swallows hard, trying to catch his breath. "You're unbelievable," he says, but there's admiration in it now.

"You have seen nothing yet," I promise, pushing him to the breaking point. "Think about how wild it would be if Frank watched you fuck me."

"Jesus, Jess," he gasps, and I know he's close to losing it.

I slide off his lap, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. It's rock hard, desperate, and I straddle him again, sinking onto him with a moan.

"Fuck," he groans, grabbing my hips as I ride him. "You're so wet."

"I told you how much it turned me on," I say, bouncing up and down, watching his face twist with pleasure. "I bet it's even better now, isn't it?"

He's beyond words, gripping me tighter, thrusting into me like he needs it more than air. "Say it, Mike," I demand, controlling the pace. "Say you want it."

He bucks his hips, fingers digging into my skin. "I want it," he chokes out. "I want it so bad."

I grin, knowing I've pushed him exactly where I want. "Now show me," I whisper, lying back on the desk and pulling him down on top of me. "Fuck me like you mean it."

He does. He really does. With each thrust, he pushes deeper inside me, my legs tightly wound around him while he gives his all. The desk shakes beneath us, paper scattering, and I let out a shameless cry, pushing him to go even harder.

"Frank could fuck me this hard," I taunt, breathless and wild.

It drives him over the edge. He rams into me, gritting his teeth, thrusting with abandon. "Fuck, Jess!" he shouts, and I feel his cock swell, feel him explode inside me.

He collapses against me, panting, and I stroke his hair with a satisfied smile. I have him right where I want him, in every way. "You love this, don't you?" I ask softly.

He nods, still catching his breath, and I kiss him, sealing the truth between us.

#

The door opens, and I can’t believe my audacity. Frank pulls me off Greg's cock, my mouth gasping for air, and hoists me against the wall while Mike stands paralyzed. Frank's cock slams into me, and my shriek rattles the windowpanes as Greg unzips, ready to switch. I don't remember cumming harder. That’s how I start my entry, but the raw thrill of reliving our threesome makes it impossible to stick to just one memory. My journal gets everything. By the time I imagine Mike there with us, it's hard to tell fantasy from fact.

Frank’s mouth is on my neck as he thrusts into me. He groans, a rough sound that rips through the air, and I see Mike with his cock out, watching. I write in a frenzy; the words bleeding into each other with unrestrained heat. I'm on my knees, sucking them off, and Mike stands there, transfixed, as they fuck me until I scream.

It’s true what I told Frank. Mike wanted it more than anything. Even if he wasn’t really there, even if it’s only my imagination that makes him stroke his cock, I know I’m right. That's the version I put in my journal, the one that turns me on the most.

I'm at the center of everything, awash with desire, knowing I control them all. My words rush across the page as Frank and Greg switch, their movements perfectly timed, their bodies giving me everything I want. I write the truth and more than the truth. I write until I cum again, just as hard as I did that night.

They touch me all over, and I'm gone, lost in the physical memory. I add details that happened and details I wish had, and soon the boundaries don't matter. My body strains, pulled to its limits, and the tension breaks when Mike walks in, watching them take me. I give him what he craves most, let him see how much I need it. His and my fantasy twine together recklessly, filling the page.

I am flushed and wet, knowing what I want. My thoughts linger on the men, on the way they pushed me, on the heat of their cum and how Mike would have given anything to see it. I hold nothing back, least of all the thrill of watching Mike watch me, knowing he’s caught between desire and disbelief, between horror and need. That night was for him, even if he wasn't there.

My hands tremble with excitement as I write it, and once I imagine Mike in the room with us, I can't stop. I write it all down. My cunt clenched tight, aching for more.

It's impossible to stick to just one memory when I'm this hot; this turned on, so I take it further. I write about Frank pulling out. The raw moment they make me beg, the way their cum coats me. I write until my arousal makes it hard to breathe.

Closing the journal, I bite my lip, ready to explode from the memory and the fantasy. I know I’m flushed, dripping, and the heat between my legs demands more than words. Sliding a hand down, I envision their presence and touching me all over. I'm so close. So fucking close.

"Mike," I moan, part tease, part desperate plea. I remember his face as he watches, picture it so clearly it feels real. My hips move, fingers pushing in, and I scream his name. "Mike!"

The door opens. I gasp and try to look surprised, but seeing him stand there with a familiar, shocked expression only makes me hotter.

"Didn't expect you so soon," I say, letting my hand stay between my legs, knowing he sees it all.

He stares at me, then at the journal. "You weren't supposed to—" he starts, but the words catch, and his face is perfect, caught between anger and lust.

"See this?" I finish teasing. "Find it before I wanted you to?" I arch my back a little, just enough to keep him transfixed.

His eyes are dark, and I see his struggle not to look at my hand, at my tits, at the heat of my body. It's a struggle he's losing. "You really did it," he says, more to himself than to me. He grabs the journal, and I hear his breath catch as he skims the pages.

"Think you can handle reading it out loud?" I ask, pulling my hand from my soaked cunt. "Or do you need some help?"

I stretch, lazy and deliberate, and he can’t hide his erection or his fascination. My smell fills the air, the scent of my cum on my fingers.

His grip on the journal is tight, knuckles white with strain. "This is what you wanted?" he asks, trying to sound in control. "For me to see?"

I know that tone. It's what he uses when he's trying to convince himself he's mad. But his bulging pants tell me all I need to know. "Go on, Mike," I say, full of mischief and certainty. "Read it to me."

His hands shake as he finds his place. "The door opens, and I can't believe my audacity," he begins, voice catching on each word. "Frank pulls me off Greg's cock—"

I interrupt with a satisfied laugh. "So you can find out just how much you like it?"

"Jess!" My name is half a warning, half a plea, and it's all arousal. "You're serious about this?" But he doesn't stop reading, doesn't put it down.

"I'm serious about how hard it's making you," I say, arching my back again. "Are you going to jerk off while you read it?"

He swallows, and his face is the best mix of outrage and desire. "This isn't funny," he says, but he can't stop looking at me, can't stop seeing me touch myself.

"Neither was that night," I reply. "Just unbelievably hot."

His composure cracks, and I know the truth hits him as hard as his fantasies do.

"Get over being mad," I tell him, watching his control slip. "You just can’t fulfill my needs like another man might." I move closer, see him stiffen and then yield, wanting to resist but unable to. "Or like two men might."

He's silent, struggling, his breath short and desperate. I seize the moment, pulling his tie loose, letting my fingers brush his flushed skin.

He closes his eyes, breaking down in front of me, and I know I've won. He's lost in the memory, in the words, in his need. I push him back, claiming him completely, my power absolute.

"You know you want this," I say, tying him to the chair, making sure he can't get away. "Just admit it."

"Fuck, Jess," he says, his last defense shattered. I see the surrender, the wildness.

"Now let me show you," I say, straddling him, pulling my panties aside. My wetness is overwhelming, slick and hot on his cock.

"Jesus," he groans, as I slide down, taking him in, feeling him pulse inside me. His resistance is gone, replaced by urgent need.

I ride him, fierce and fast, knowing he's on the edge. "The journal's already becoming reality," I say, breathless with exertion. "You’re living it, just like you want."

His hips jerk up, fucking me back. "I don't want—" he starts, but I see the way he strains, the way his eyes roll back, the way he can't help but thrust harder.

"You do," I counter, grinding down, giving him everything. "Say it, Mike. Say you want it."

His whole body shudders, muscles tight. "I want it," he gasps, raw and exposed. "I want it all."

My laughter is pure satisfaction, and I can tell he's close, desperate. I push him to the brink, make him feel what it's like to live my fantasy. I clench around him, wet and wild, until he can't hold back, until he cums so hard he shakes, lost in the force of it.

It's even better than my journal, and as I kiss him, I know we'll do it again.


Chapter 4

“I can’t take this anymore Jess!” Mike says as he slams his hand on my diary.

With a fiery gaze, I meet Mike's eyes, feeling the weight of his emotions in the air between us.

"You want to know what's real and what's not, Mike?" I challenge, my voice dripping with a mix of defiance and desire.

I flip through the pages of my diary, pausing at certain entries that had fueled his jealousy. "This? This was real," I admit, tracing my finger over a steamy recount of a rendezvous that sent shivers down my spine even now.

Mike's jaw tightens as he processes my words, his eyes flickering with a myriad of conflicting emotions. "I... I want to be part of it, Jess. Please," he pleads, his vulnerability laid bare in that moment.

A smirk dances across my lips as I lean in closer, my breath mingling with his. "Oh, you can be part of it, Mike," I whisper, feeling a rush of power at the game unfolding before me. “But only if you become my cuckold.”

I know how he’ll react before he even says anything. That stunned look in his eyes, his jaw going slack, the way his fingers twitch and curl around the pages as if they might burn him. He takes a slow, shaky breath, then another, like he’s trying to ground himself. My poor husband. He shifts in his seat, glancing down at my diary.

It’s a new entry, and I watch as he skims the words. I can almost see the images forming in his head—my written confessions of things that might be true or might be fantasies, laced with enough detail to blur the line. I wonder which part makes his heart pound hardest. Is it my vivid description of Greg’s cock? Or how much I loved it inside me?

The sleekness of the table reflects the sharpness of my intentions. Each page a mirror to Mike's inner chaos. His voice is unsteady when he finally finds it.

"Jess," he starts, looking up at me with something between accusation and awe, "were they better?"

“Than you?” I ask, grinning. “You aren’t ready for the truth.”

“How many are real?” He asked, his fingers tracing the paper in front of him.

”I gave you everything, true and not, and let you play your own game with it." I keep my tone light, but my words cut deep, surgical and precise. "You enjoyed reading them, didn’t you? All those nights, alone with my diary?"

I watch him wrestle with the shame of being caught, the thrill of knowing I set this trap just for him. His face turns a deeper shade of red, a lovely match to the lines on the pages. He glances at another sheet, and then another, my written voice echoing in his ears, relentless and provocative.

"You craved my stories," I say. I take a step closer, my presence as overwhelming as the scattered papers.

He shakes his head slightly, as if to deny it, but the truth is there, raw and exposed. I can see the fight in him, the part that wants to deny what I’m saying and the part that knows it’s useless. It’s almost cruel how much I enjoy this moment.

I hold my position, letting the silence creep in until he’s desperate to fill it.

"I—" He swallows hard. "I just wanted—"

"What? To know if they were true?" I give him a smile that is anything but reassuring. "Does it matter, as long as they excite you?"

Mike looks back at the page in his hands, then at the pile in front of him. I know he remembers every word he read, every scenario I painted, real or not. My lips part slightly, and I catch his eyes with mine.

"You’ve never been so hard as when you think of me with other men, have you? All those entries about Greg... You came so fast. Didn’t you, Mike?"

He flinches at the directness of my words. It’s delicious. How he squirms.

"Jess, I..." His voice falters. He can’t even lie to me now. "I want—" His hands clench, his body wound tight, his desire wrapped in layers of confusion and need.

"You want to be part of my adventures," I say, finishing for him.

He nods, helpless, but I’m not about to let him off that easily. I keep my gaze locked on his, unblinking.

"I can’t... it’s just... " He tries again, stumbling over the words. "It’s hard to—"

"Watch me fuck someone else?" I supply. "Yes, it will be. And that’s exactly what you need, isn’t it? That’s what turns you on the most."

His breathing picks up, and I see his shoulders tense as he fights the emotions swelling inside him. He’s struggling, but it won’t be long before he gives in.

"You'll only allow me if..." he says, leaving it unfinished, like he can't quite bear to say the words out loud.

I take another step toward him, my voice smooth and certain. "If you become my cuckold," I repeat, drawing out every syllable like an invitation. "That’s the price."

He bites his lip, caught in the tightest corner of his own making. I see him wrestling with the same emotions I've watched unfold since the first time I teased him about wanting this. It's even better now, watching him live in the reality of my challenge.

I drop into a lower, softer tone, coaxing. "Do you want to watch me? Want to see me with him and know you're the reason?"

His silence is thick, charged with desire he can’t hide from. Not from me, not from himself.

"I’m going to do it, you know. Going to let him fuck me right here." I gesture to the center of the room, where I’ll make him watch. "And you’re going to love it, Mike."

His mouth opens, then closes again, his tongue wetting his lips as he fights the inevitable.

I can almost taste his surrender. "Just admit it, baby," I whisper. "Tell me."

"God," he groans, his breath escaping in a rush. "I want it. I want you to—"

I cut him off with a satisfied laugh. "Then say it. Say you want to be my cuckold."

There’s a long pause, the last battle raging inside him, until it finally breaks free.

"Yes," he chokes out. "I want to be your cuckold."

It’s more beautiful than I imagined, seeing him like this. His submission washes over him, leaving him raw and vulnerable and more mine than ever before. I smile, a slow, indulgent curve of my lips, letting him know just how much I enjoy this.

"Good," I say, so calm and assured. "Now you understand what I want. And what you want too."

I turn, leaving him to stew in his own desire, and I feel his eyes follow me.

"But," he tries one last time, "you’re really going to let him..."

My grin widens. "Fuck me?" I finish for him again. "Right here, where you can watch every second. You won’t miss a thing."

The words hang between us, undeniable and real.

He sinks back into the couch, the change in him as clear as the skyline behind us. Breathless and disarmed, his usual confidence has vanished. He almost looks relieved, the tension leaving his body as he accepts his place. It’s perfect.

I give him one more glance, the diary still in his hands. "You’ll see soon enough," I say, each word heavy with promise.

He doesn’t even try to respond, just watches me, shaking and wide-eyed. His body language tells me everything I need to know: he’s completely, deliciously overwhelmed.

I wait a beat, then two, just to enjoy the silence I leave him in. It’s my favorite sound.

#

Greg is early, his presence bold and familiar as I open the door and let him in. The confident way he strides past me tells me everything I need to know. I call Mike over, knowing he’ll obey. I’ve given him a lot to think about, but I can tell from the look in his eyes that this will be more than he imagined. Greg’s casual, perfectly fitted clothes hint at what’s underneath. "You know what I want you to do," I say to Mike, a command more than a question, and gesture to the shadows in the room's corner. The dim light catches the tension in his face, illuminating just how new and terrifying and exciting this is for him. He sits where I told him, his hands unsteady in his lap. "Watch me," I instruct, and begin.

Greg settles into the room, every movement smooth and self-assured. He smiles at me, a flash of teeth that hints at our history, our shared secret. I guide him to the center of the room, right where Mike can’t miss a single moment. I let Greg feel my confidence, let him know I’m the one orchestrating this entire display.

"Ready?" Greg asks, low enough for only me to hear.

"Always," I reply, casting a glance back at Mike.

Mike’s eyes are wide, his breath already ragged as he watches us. He sits on the edge of the armchair, just as I told him, engulfed by shadows and uncertainty. His hands shake slightly, and I know he’s fighting the familiar battle of jealousy and desire. It thrills me to see him like this, powerless and eager.

I pull Greg close, wrapping my arms around him. He’s warm and solid, a perfect contrast to Mike’s nervous energy. The city lights paint us in shades of gold and silver, making the moment cinematic and electric. I’m aware of every breath Mike takes, every time he shifts and tries to get comfortable with his new reality.

"You’re going to enjoy this, Mike," I say, more a declaration than a promise.

Greg and I are inches apart, the anticipation between us a live wire. I reach for him, drawing him into a deep, possessive kiss. My lips claim his, and I know Mike can see how much I want this. The sound of the kiss is loud in the quiet room, each gasp and exhale echoing off the walls, making it impossible for Mike to ignore what’s happening.

I break the kiss, just long enough to give Mike a look that says, Watch closely. This is what you wanted. Then I turn my full attention back to Greg, knowing the effect it has on my husband, sitting helplessly in the corner.

Greg’s hands find my hips, pulling me against him. We fit together perfectly, his athletic body aligning with mine in ways I know drive Mike crazy. I press myself into Greg, letting him feel my eagerness. He’s hard already, his cock straining against his jeans, and I know just how to make Mike suffer with that knowledge.

"Like this," I say, reaching down to rub Greg through his pants. My words are a command, my touch an invitation.

Greg groans, low and appreciative, and the sound cuts through the room, sharp and clear. I feel Mike’s reaction as much, the way he tenses and bites his lip. It’s exquisite.

"You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?" I say, knowing it applies to both men.

My fingers work on Greg’s zipper, and I can almost hear Mike’s heartbeat from across the room. The air is thick with anticipation, charged and heavy, each second stretched tight. I free Greg’s cock, stroking him slowly, deliberately, showing Mike just how much I’m enjoying myself.

"Watch me," I remind Mike, and he can’t look away.

Greg peels my shirt over my head, and I let him. I’m not wearing a bra, and my nipples harden in the cool air, standing out against my skin. I arch my back, pushing my breasts forward, giving both men an unobstructed view. I feel Mike’s eyes on me, hungry and desperate, and I know he’s already imagining how this will end.

My shorts fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but a pair of barely-there panties. Greg slips a finger beneath the fabric, teasing me with a touch that sends shivers down my spine. I moan, loud and unrestrained, the sound echoing in the dimly lit room.

"Fuck, Jess," Mike breathes, unable to contain himself.

I love how weak he sounds, how affected he is. I slip the panties down my legs and toss them aside, stepping fully into view, fully exposed. Greg’s hands roam my body, tracing lines I know Mike wishes he could follow.

I kiss Greg again, deeper this time, my tongue dancing with his. I guide his hands to my ass, urging him to lift me. He does, effortlessly, my legs wrapping around his waist, my arms draping over his shoulders. My wetness is hot against him, and I grind my hips, letting him feel just how much I want this.

Mike shifts in his seat, the jealousy written all over his face. He looks so fucking delicious like this.

Greg carries me across the room, his movements strong and confident. He sits on the edge of the couch, letting me straddle him, my thighs framing his. I lower myself onto him, inch by slow, torturous inch, and I know it’s killing Mike to watch.

The first thrust is hard, deep. My body meets Greg’s in a perfect, frantic rhythm. I ride him, fast and eager, every movement a provocation. I’m shameless, uninhibited, my moans raw and unfiltered as I let Greg fuck me like I need.

Mike’s face is a study in contradictions—arousal and agony, longing and surrender. He’s already gone, already mine, already lost in the haze of his new reality.

"Say it, baby," I call to him, my voice broken and breathless. "Say you want this."

His hands are unsteady in his lap, his breath catching as he struggles to form words. He looks at me, at us, at everything he thought he couldn’t handle.

"I want it," he admits, and I can hear the defeat and desire in his voice. "I want this."

I let out a satisfied laugh, and it carries through the room, filling every corner with my dominance. I bounce harder on Greg’s cock, letting him fill me completely. Each thrust brings me closer, my cries growing louder, and I know Mike is right there with me, feeling every fucking second.

Greg’s hands grip my waist, pulling me down onto him with an urgency that matches my own. He’s close, and I am too, on the edge, so near I can taste it. I hold nothing back, letting Mike see me exactly as I am, as I know he wants me to be.

"Jess," Mike moans, one last plea as he watches me lose myself.

It sends me over, the sound of his voice, the sight of him crumbling. I let go, shattering around Greg, my orgasm hot and relentless. I cry out, again and again, riding the waves of pleasure as Greg spills inside me, his release flooding me in hot, pulsing bursts.

We collapse together, breathing hard, sweat slicking our bodies. Greg kisses me, tender, and I know Mike sees that too. I cling to Greg, feeling him still inside me, feeling how perfect this was.

I look up, catching Mike’s gaze as I settle into the afterglow. He’s a wreck, his hands in his hair, his face a mask of disbelief and longing. I love him like this, shaking and undone and so completely mine.

Greg and I disentangle, slowly and with purpose, letting Mike watch every intimate second. I pull away from Greg, his cum slipping down my thighs, and I know it drives Mike insane to see me so thoroughly claimed.

The room is quiet, but the tension is anything but gone. I lock eyes with Mike, a silent challenge, a promise of more. He doesn’t look away, even as I untangle myself from Greg and reach for my clothes.

"You did so well," I say, the words cutting through the silence, leaving no doubt who they’re for. "Both of you."

Mike trembles, a mix of satisfaction and anticipation coursing through him. Greg chuckles, and I can see his admiration for how thoroughly I’ve taken control.

I lean back, luxuriating in the victory, and give Mike a final, knowing smile. It tells him everything he needs to hear. I love the view.


Books In This Series

Shared While He Watches

Teaching Him to Share Me

To be taken in the wide open with so many to witness makes me squirm with delight.

My nosy neighbor watches from her window as my landscaper stretches me in front of my husband, who is enjoying the fun as much as I am.

Now that the secret is out with my pesky neighbor, I'm going to show them exactly what they've been craving all along, and while I'm at it, I'll indulge in every bit of pleasure I desire. 


Freebie




Thank you for reading. For a free story and news about my latest work please visit my website at: Ivymoans.com
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