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  Chapter one
The Installation


Mira Tilton stood in the center of her own bedroom with a small screwdriver in one hand and a wireless camera no larger than a matchbox in the other. The house was quiet, the kind of silence that pressed against her ears and made her heartbeat sound like someone else's. She had exactly three hours before Alex returned with the girl. Three hours to finish what she had begun the moment her husband confessed he had taken a twenty-two-year-old mistress and wanted her to live with them for a trial month. 
Her fingers were steady despite the storm inside her chest. She had always been good at staying composed. That was the first thing Alex had said he loved about her, back when they were dating and she was still pretending elegance came naturally instead of being a shield. Now that shield was cracking, and the strange electricity beneath it refused to be ignored.
She stepped onto the low stool and reached for the smoke detector above the bed. The camera slipped neatly into the plastic housing, its lens angled down at the exact spot where she had spent fourteen years of marriage on her back, legs spread for the man who now wanted to bring someone else into their sheets. The thought sent a hot flush across her pale cheeks. She told herself it was shame. Her body, traitor that it was, tightened somewhere much lower.
"Control," she whispered to the empty room. "This is about keeping control."
She tested the feed on her phone. The image appeared instantly, crisp and merciless. Their king-sized bed filled most of the frame, the dark blue headboard she had gripped so many nights now rendered in perfect high definition. The camera was invisible. Good. She stepped down and smoothed the comforter with both hands, as if the small act of tidiness could somehow protect what was left of her territory.
Next came the walk-in closet. Mira's favorite space. The scent of her own perfume still lingered among the rows of silk and lace. She placed a second camera inside the carved wooden frame of the full-length mirror, its lens pointed at the spot where she used to stand every morning choosing which lingerie might please Alex. Now that same mirror would witness a much younger body sliding into her things. The thought made her breath catch. She lingered there longer than necessary, running her fingers over a emerald-green silk slip that hung at eye level. The fabric was cool. Expensive. Hers.
The kitchen camera went into the decorative vent hood above the stove, aimed down at the marble island where she had cooked Alex's favorite meals for years. The living room one nestled among the books on the highest shelf, giving a wide view of the leather sofa where she used to curl against him. Last was the master bathroom. This one took the most care. She wanted the shower clearly visible. The stall where she had often knelt for him, water streaming down her back while she took him into her mouth. The new camera hid perfectly behind the recessed lighting, its lens capturing every tile, every inch of glass, every possible angle a naked body might take.
By the time she carried her tools back to the small guest room at the far end of the hall, her palms were damp. This room would be hers now. Alex had suggested it with that calm authority he used when decisions were already made. The guest room had a lock. That was all that mattered.
Mira closed the door, turned the deadbolt, and opened her laptop. The software synced quickly. Four feeds appeared on screen in a neat grid. She clicked through each one, adjusting angles with the calm precision of a surgeon. Bedroom. Closet. Kitchen. Bathroom. All live. All silent for now. The sight of the empty rooms staring back at her triggered something complicated in her chest.
She should have thrown him out. She should have screamed, cried, demanded a divorce. Instead she had nodded like the perfect wife she had trained herself to be and then gone online and spent nearly two thousand dollars on surveillance equipment that could record in 4K with night vision and motion-activated alerts. What kind of woman did that make her?
Her dark eyes reflected in the laptop screen, glassy already. She watched her own hand move almost without permission, brushing across the front of her blouse where her heavy breasts pressed against the silk. Her nipples had stiffened into tight peaks. The shame of it burned low in her belly, but the heat felt dangerously good.
"You're sick," she told herself softly. "This is sick."
Yet she didn't close the laptop. She didn't uninstall the cameras. Instead she sat on the edge of the narrow guest bed and let her mind spin through every scenario. Linda's tight young body moving through her house. Linda's laughter in her kitchen. Linda's moans in her bedroom. The thought made her thighs press together. She hated how wet she was becoming. The fabric of her panties clung uncomfortably now, and she hadn't even seen them together yet.
The sound of the front door opening downstairs jolted her upright. Voices drifted up. Alex's deep, commanding tone. And then a lighter one. Younger. Sweeter. Linda.
Mira's heart hammered against her ribs. She maximized the bedroom feed and turned the volume up. Their footsteps climbed the stairs. She could see them now. Alex looked exactly as he always did, tall and powerfully built, short dark hair, that strong jaw set in the expression of a man who expected the world to rearrange itself for him. And beside him walked Linda Valente.
She was even more devastating in person than in the single photo Alex had shown her. Twenty-two years old with wavy honey-blonde hair that fell to the middle of her back, bright green eyes, and a lithe athletic body that moved with the easy confidence of youth. Her perky C-cup breasts strained against a simple white tank top. Long toned legs disappeared beneath a short denim skirt that showed off the heart-shaped curve of her ass. Mira's stomach twisted at the sight of her. This was the girl who had taken her husband inside her. This was the girl who would sleep in her bed for the next thirty days.
"Home sweet home," Alex said as they stepped into the bedroom. His voice came through the laptop speakers clear enough to make Mira flinch. He sounded pleased. Possessive.
Linda laughed, a breathy sound that went straight between Mira's legs. "It's beautiful. God, Alex, you really live here? This bed is huge." She ran her fingers along the footboard, the same one Mira had dusted that morning.
"Our bed now," Alex corrected. He reached out and caught Linda by the waist, pulling her against him with casual dominance. "For the next month at least. After that we'll see."
Mira's breath grew shallow. She watched as Linda tilted her face up for a kiss. It wasn't gentle. Alex claimed her mouth like he owned it, one large hand sliding down to grip that tight young ass through the denim. Linda moaned into his mouth, pressing closer, rubbing herself against the growing bulge in his slacks.
"I've been thinking about this all day," Linda whispered when they broke apart. "Fucking you in her bed. In your wife's bed."
The words hit Mira like a slap. Her fingers dug into the edge of the mattress. She should turn it off. She should march in there and stop this. Instead she slipped one hand beneath her skirt, pressing two fingers against the soaked crotch of her panties. The pressure felt obscene. Necessary.
Alex chuckled, that low sound Mira knew so well. "Then get on it. On your back, legs open. I want to christen it properly."
Linda didn't hesitate. She peeled off her tank top, revealing perky breasts with tight pink nipples already hard. Her skirt followed, then a tiny black thong that left nothing to the imagination. Completely bare between her legs, smooth and glistening. Mira stared at the younger woman's body with something between hatred and raw hunger. Linda was everything she was not anymore. Tight. Fresh. Unmarked by years of trying to be perfect.
When Linda climbed onto the bed and lay back against the pillows, Mira felt her world fracture. Those were her pillows. The ones she had picked out with such care. Now a naked twenty-two-year-old was spreading her toned legs wide, showing pink wet folds that already shone with arousal.
Alex undressed more slowly, clearly enjoying the performance. His cock sprang free, thick and heavily veined, the same cock Mira had worshipped for years. It looked even bigger than she remembered as he stroked it slowly, eyes locked on Linda's exposed cunt.
"Tell me what you want," he commanded.
"I want you to fuck me where you used to fuck her," Linda answered immediately, voice sweet and filthy at the same time. "I want to leave my smell on your sheets. I want her to smell me when she changes them."
Mira's fingers pushed her panties aside. She found her clit swollen and slick, aching. The first touch made her bite back a whimper. On screen Alex climbed between Linda's thighs, not bothering with foreplay. He rubbed the thick head of his cock up and down her slit once, twice, then pushed forward in one long stroke.
Linda's moan filled the guest room through the laptop speakers. "Oh fuck, yes. So deep. God, you're so much bigger than my ex."
Alex groaned as he bottomed out, hips pressed tight against that perfect heart-shaped ass. "This pussy is mine now. For the whole month. Every morning. Every night. Whenever I want it."
He began to thrust. Hard. Possessive strokes that made Linda's perky breasts bounce and her mouth fall open in pleasure. The sound of skin slapping skin was loud, wet, obscene. Mira's fingers matched his rhythm, sliding through her own dripping folds as she watched her husband claim his mistress in the marital bed.
Every detail burned into her. The way Linda's toes curled. The way her young body absorbed each thrust like it was made for him. The way Alex's powerful back flexed as he drove deeper. Mira could see everything. The hidden camera offered no mercy, no soft focus. She could even see the way Linda's pussy lips clung to Alex's thick shaft on every withdrawal, shiny with her juices.
"Harder," Linda begged, wrapping her long legs around his waist. "Fuck me like you never fucked her. Please, baby."
Alex obliged. He grabbed the headboard with one hand, exactly where Mira used to grip during their increasingly infrequent lovemaking, and pounded into the girl beneath him. The bedframe shook. Linda's moans turned into sharp cries of pleasure that echoed off the walls Mira had painted herself.
Mira's free hand clutched at her heavy breast through her blouse, pinching her nipple hard enough to hurt. The pain only sharpened the pleasure building between her legs. She was soaking her hand, her thighs, the guest room sheets. Her wide hips rocked against her own fingers as she stared at the screen with glassy dark eyes.
"This is so wrong," she whispered to the empty room. "This is sick. This is..."
The orgasm hit her without warning. Her mouth fell open in a silent cry as her cunt clenched hard around her thrusting fingers. Waves of humiliating pleasure crashed through her, making her soft belly tremble and her full breasts heave. She kept watching even as she came. Watched her husband fuck his young mistress with complete abandon. Watched Linda's face contort in ecstasy as she clearly came around Alex's cock, back arching, nails raking down his back.
Alex followed moments later, burying himself deep and groaning as he emptied himself inside the girl. Mira could see the way his balls tightened, the way Linda's pussy fluttered around him, milking every drop. When he finally pulled out, a thick trail of his cum leaked from Linda's well-fucked hole onto the sheets Mira would have to wash tomorrow.
The sight triggered a smaller aftershock through Mira's body. She slumped back against the headboard of the guest bed, fingers still buried inside herself, breathing hard. Her chestnut hair had come loose from its careful pin and stuck to her damp forehead. She felt ruined. She felt more alive than she had in years.
On the laptop screen, Alex kissed Linda slowly, almost tenderly. "Welcome home, baby," he murmured against her lips. "Let's go meet my wife."
Mira jerked her hand from between her legs as if burned. Panic flared through the haze of her orgasm. She quickly closed the laptop, though the feeds continued recording to the hidden drive. Her hands shook as she smoothed her skirt, buttoned her blouse, and tried to fix her hair in the small mirror above the dresser. Her cheeks were flushed deep pink. Her dark eyes looked too bright, too glassy. She looked exactly like a woman who had just come hard to the sight of her own replacement.
She took three deep breaths. Composure. Elegance. That was still her role, at least for now. The perfect wife. The gracious hostess. The woman who would cook and clean and pretend she wasn't slowly coming apart at the seams.
By the time she reached the bottom of the stairs, her mask was back in place. Only
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