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  Chapter one
The Installation


Jennifer Greenwell's heart hammered against her ribs as she stood in the narrow space behind the newly installed mirror. The air felt thick, dusty from the contractors' work that morning. She had spent weeks researching two-way glass, measuring angles, and lying to the installers about it being a "security feature" for their bedroom. Now the massive pane dominated the master bedroom wall, reflecting the king-sized bed, the soft lighting, and the carefully arranged pillows with perfect clarity from this side. From the other side it would look like an ordinary mirror. Her palms were slick with sweat as she pressed her face close to the glass and tested the view again. 
Everything was visible. Every inch of the room. The way the afternoon light fell across the duvet. The slight wrinkle where she had tugged the corner too hard while making the bed that morning. She could even see the faint outline of her own shoulder-length brown hair in the reflection if she angled her head just right. Her breath fogged the glass. She wiped it away with her sleeve, then stepped back into the cramped alcove she had fashioned from part of the old walk-in closet. A small stool waited for her. A box of tissues. A bottle of water. And the notebook where she had already begun writing the words she promised herself she would say out loud.
"This is insane," she whispered. Her voice sounded too loud in the small space. At thirty-five, Jennifer still turned heads with her soft curves and warm hazel eyes, but she had grown painfully aware of the ways her body had changed. Her breasts were average, a modest C-cup that she often caught herself comparing to other women. Her hips had widened after years of marriage. Jimmy never complained. Not out loud. But she saw the way his gaze lingered on tighter, younger bodies when they were out together. That was why she had proposed this madness. To face it. To own it. To somehow reclaim control by surrendering it completely.
She tested the small LED lamp she had installed on her side. Dim. Reddish. It would not leak through. Then she killed it and sat on the stool, knees together, trying to steady her breathing. The mirror test was simple. She had asked Jimmy to stand in front of it earlier while the glass was still being fitted. He had smiled that knowing, predatory smile and told her exactly what he planned to do the first time he brought someone home. The memory made her thighs clench.
Her phone buzzed. A text from Jimmy.
Coming home in twenty. Nancy from next door is with me. You ready?
Jennifer stared at the screen until the letters blurred. Nancy Muldoon. Their bold, curvy redheaded neighbor in her late twenties. The woman who wore tight sundresses that barely contained her heavy breasts and laughed too loudly at Jimmy's jokes over the fence. Jennifer's stomach twisted with a sharp, hot mixture of jealousy and something far more dangerous. Her nipples had stiffened against her bra.
She typed back with shaking fingers.
I'm in position. Just... be you.
His reply was immediate.
Good girl. Remember your words. I want to hear them.
She set the phone on silent and tucked it into the small shelf built into the wall. Then she waited. The silence pressed on her. She could hear her own pulse in her ears. After ten minutes she could not sit still any longer. She stood, lifted the hem of her sundress, and slid her panties down her legs. The cotton was already damp. She stepped out of them and left them folded on the stool like some pathetic offering. Her fingers brushed the soft curls between her thighs and found her pussy already swollen, slick with shameful anticipation.
"Just testing," she told herself. The lie tasted bitter and sweet at the same time. She spread her folds with two fingers and felt the heat radiating from her core. A single slow circle around her clit made her knees tremble. She forced herself to stop. Not yet. The rules she had written for herself were clear. She did not get to come until they were on the bed. Until she had earned it with the words.
Car doors slammed outside. Jennifer froze. Footsteps on the porch. The front door opening. Muffled voices. Jimmy's deep, confident laugh. Nancy's lighter, flirtatious giggle. They were moving through the house. Jennifer pressed both hands to the glass as if she could steady herself against it. Her breath came in shallow bursts.
The bedroom door opened.
Jimmy entered first. Mid-thirties, athletic from his morning runs, his broad shoulders filling out the black button-down he wore. His thick cock was already straining against the front of his jeans. He looked directly at the mirror, straight into Jennifer's eyes even though he could not see her, and the corner of his mouth lifted in that cruel, affectionate smirk that always made her stomach flip.
"Nice mirror, baby," he said aloud, clearly for her benefit. "Gives the room some depth, doesn't it?"
Nancy followed him in, tossing her purse onto the dresser. The redhead looked stunning in a tight emerald top that plunged between her heavy breasts and a short white skirt that showed off thick, toned thighs. Her fiery hair spilled over her shoulders. She laughed and touched Jimmy's arm with easy familiarity.
"You sure Jen's okay with this?" Nancy asked, though her voice carried more thrill than concern. "I mean... inviting the neighbor over for a drink is one thing. This is..."
"She knows," Jimmy cut in smoothly. He caught Nancy by the waist and pulled her close. "She likes knowing. Trust me." His hand slid down to squeeze Nancy's ass possessively. "Now be a good girl and kiss me like you've been thinking about for months."
Jennifer's mouth went dry. She watched her husband claim the younger woman's mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. Nancy moaned into it immediately, pressing those large breasts against Jimmy's chest. Their tongues slid together visibly. Jennifer could see the wet flash of them, the way Nancy's fingers curled into Jimmy's shirt. The first hot pulse of arousal throbbed between Jennifer's legs.
This is what you wanted, she thought. This is what you begged for.
Jimmy broke the kiss and turned Nancy so both of them faced the mirror. He stood behind her, hands roaming up her sides until he cupped her heavy tits through the emerald fabric. He squeezed them, weighing them, and looked straight into the glass again.
"Look at these fucking tits, Jen," he said conversationally, as if his wife were standing right there. "So much bigger than yours. Feel how heavy they are." He kneaded them roughly. Nancy arched her back and let out a breathy laugh.
"Jimmy," Nancy scolded playfully, but she was grinding her ass back against the bulge in his jeans. "You're terrible."
"I'm honest." He pinched both of Nancy's nipples through her top until the redhead gasped. "My wife has perfect little handfuls. These... these are the kind of tits a man wants to bury his face in."
Jennifer felt the words like a slap. Her cheeks burned with humiliation even as her pussy clenched hard around nothing. She sank onto the stool, legs spreading instinctively. One hand slipped under her dress again. She was soaked. Her fingers slid through her folds with embarrassing ease.
She opened the notebook with her free hand. The first mantra waited there in her own neat handwriting. She had practiced it in the shower, whispering the degrading words until she came untouched against the tile wall. Now she would say them for real.
"My breasts are smaller than hers," she breathed. The words felt ridiculous at first. She forced herself to continue, voice barely above a whisper. "Nancy's tits are bigger. Better. Jimmy loves how they feel in his hands."
On the other side of the glass, Jimmy had pulled Nancy's top down. Her heavy breasts spilled free, pale and freckled, nipples already tight and rosy. He groaned in appreciation and bent to suck one into his mouth. Nancy's head fell back, lips parted in pleasure. The wet sounds of his mouth on her flesh carried clearly through the thin barrier.
Jennifer's fingers moved faster. She added a second mantra, voice growing thicker.
"I'm softer. Curvier in the wrong places. She's bold. Sexy. Everything I'm not."
Jimmy spun Nancy around and bent her forward slightly, hands sliding up the backs of her thighs to lift her skirt. She wore a black thong that disappeared between her plump ass cheeks. He looked at the mirror again while he ran his palm over that perfect ass.
"You see this, baby?" he asked the glass. "This is what a real ass looks like. Round. Firm. Made for fucking." He slapped it lightly. Nancy yelped and then giggled, pushing back for more.
Jennifer's chest heaved. She could not look away. The jealousy was a living thing inside her, twisting and burning, but it fed the slick heat between her legs. She kept chanting, the words coming easier now, filthier.
"My pussy isn't as tight as hers. Jimmy's thick cock is going to stretch her so good. She's going to take every inch while I watch like the pathetic little cuckquean I am."
The word cuckquean sent a violent shiver through her. She dipped two fingers inside herself and pumped slowly, matching the rhythm of Jimmy's hand as he rubbed Nancy's pussy through the soaked thong. The redhead was moaning openly now, pushing back against his fingers, begging in that breathy voice.
"God, Jimmy... you're so hard. Let me see it. I want to see what Jen gets to fuck every night."
Jennifer's eyes widened. She watched her husband open his jeans and pull out his cock. Thick, veined, already leaking at the tip. He stroked it slowly, deliberately pointing it toward the mirror. Toward her. Nancy reached back and wrapped her fingers around it, cooing with delight.
"Fuck, it's even bigger than I imagined."
Jennifer's mantras dissolved into desperate whispers.
"His cock is so much thicker than my fingers. I can't stretch like she can. I can't please him like she will. I'm not enough. I'm never enough."
She was pumping her fingers faster now, thumb grinding tight circles over her swollen clit. The stool creaked faintly beneath her but she could not stop. On the other side of the mirror, Jimmy had pushed Nancy onto the bed. The redhead crawled onto all fours, looking back over her shoulder with a wicked grin as Jimmy stripped off his shirt. His athletic body flexed as he climbed behind her, cock bobbing heavily.
He did not enter her yet. Instead he rubbed the fat head of his cock up and down her slit, teasing. His eyes stayed locked on the mirror.
"Tell me what you are, Jen," he said softly, too quiet for Nancy to hear but perfectly clear to the woman hidden behind the glass. "Say it while I fuck our neighbor."
Jennifer's thighs began to shake. The pressure inside her was unbearable. She stared at the thick cock she knew so well, now poised to claim another woman's pussy, and the words tore out of her in a trembling rush.
"I'm your pathetic cuckquean wife. I get wet watching you fuck better women. My body isn't enough for you. My pussy isn't enough. Please... please fuck her. I need to see it. I need to feel how much less I am."
Jimmy smiled at the mirror like he had heard every word. He gripped Nancy's hips and drove forward in one smooth thrust. Nancy cried out in pleasure as he buried every inch inside her. The wet slap of their bodies meeting echoed through the bedroom.
Jennifer came instantly.
She clamped her free hand over her mouth to muffle the broken moan that tried to escape. Her pussy spasmed hard around her fingers, juices dripping down onto the stool beneath her. The orgasm rolled through her in long, shuddering waves while she watched her husband begin to fuck their neighbor with deep, confident strokes. Nancy's heavy breasts swung beneath her. Her mouth hung open in ecstasy. Jimmy never took his eyes off the mirror, staring straight into his wife's hidden shame as he claimed another woman in their marriage bed.
Jennifer kept whispering even as the climax tore her apart.
"Thank you... thank you for letting me watch... I'm so wet... I'm so fucking broken..."
Her fingers slowed but did not leave her pulsing cunt. The first encounter had only just begun, and already she felt pieces of herself crumbling away. The mirror had been installed. There was no going back.
She leaned forward, forehead pressed to the cool glass, and watched her husband fuck Nancy harder. Another wave of humiliating arousal built inside her. The words were already forming on her tongue again. Filthier ones this time. She would say them all. Every last one.
And she would come again before they finished.
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