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I was
apprehensive as I browsed through the local electronics store. My
buddy Pete at work had suggested this place to me. It was his idea
that I should bug my house; he had done the same thing not long
ago. He assured me that the owner of this establishment was very
discreet and that I could tell him exactly what I needed and why.
Pete also suggested that I arrange for the man to install the
equipment for me.

I was
distressed that I had to be here at all but events of the last
several months had led me to consider this surveillance option.
When I got home from a three-day trip last week, I found a used
condom on the floor under the couch. Miranda insisted that it must
have gotten stuck on her shoe somehow and tracked into the
house.

Three weeks
ago, I found one of her sexy nighties in the hamper that had what
looked like cum stains all over it. She insisted that she had
spilled milk on it, but never said why she would be wearing the
outfit when I was out of town. Those two things started me thinking
of other little signs that I had ignored. Cigarette butts in the
ashtray next to the bed that were not her brand. Beer cans in the
trash when I know she rarely drinks beer. And many nights that I
could not reach her on the phone while I was gone.

My heart was
aching as I looked at all the various types of secret devices that
could do the job. “You must be Brad Strong. Pete said you might
come in today,” the proprietor said as he shook my hand.

It was a lie
when I said, “Nice to meet you, Joe.” Truth is, I would rather be
anywhere else on Earth right now. I would much rather be out
shopping for a new car. That was the excuse I had given Miranda for
leaving the house that morning.

After showing
me the different types of equipment and offering several quotes for
the deal, I made my selection. I picked a six camera setup that I
would be able to access from my laptop anywhere I go. It would pop
up on my screen divided into six blocks and I could click on each
of the blocks to go to that area for a single screen shot of that
view. We agreed that he would come install the equipment the
following afternoon; Miranda would be gone for a couple of hours
visiting her sister.

Joe arrived
shortly after twelve and we got to work immediately. We installed
three of the tiny cameras in the living room area. One was in the
corner of the wall over the TV console that would provide a
panoramic view of the entire living room. One was in a picture
frame next to the couch, which would give a close up view of any
activity on the couch. The third was on the far end of the living
room, offering a full view into the kitchen.

We then
proceeded upstairs to outfit the master bedroom and bathroom. We
placed one camera on the far wall in the mirror frame that would
show a full view of the bedroom. The second bug we hid inside the
air vent looking straight down onto the bed. The last camera we
placed in the air vent in the bathroom; it would give a view of the
entire room.

I made a pot of
coffee while Joe went into the attic and installed the server and
router equipment that would allow me to access the cameras from my
laptop. When he was done, he came down and we had a cup of coffee
together while he taught me how to use the equipment. After we were
done, he provided me with his private number in case I had any
problems while I was on the road.

Over the next
week, I practiced using the equipment while Miranda and I were both
at home. I was astounded how clear the view was when I watched her
making dinner from my laptop in the den. The image was just as
sharp when I watched her taking a shower in the bathroom and again
as I watched her getting dressed in the bedroom. By the end of the
week, I was adept at switching back and forth from room to room and
also figured out how to record what the cameras were viewing. That
feature would be great for when I needed to be away from my laptop
for a period of time.
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It was the last
Monday in June and I felt hopeful that the surveillance thing might
just prove me wrong. Mira – as she prefers to be called rather than
her full name – and I had enjoyed several good nights of sex that
week. Part of it was due to the fact I had been spying on her in
the shower and when she was getting dressed. I hated to admit it,
but it had aroused me to secretly watch her on my laptop.

Mira kissed me
passionately that morning before I left town for my four-day
conference. She even promised to meet me at the door in one of her
sexy nighties when I got home on Friday evening. “Or...maybe I’ll
just be naked!” she’d teased while she squeezed my butt. I felt
better about things as I boarded the plane for Boston.

The opening
ceremonies dragged on and on that evening. The meal was half an
hour late starting and the opening speaker had been relentlessly
boring. The middle-aged redhead sitting next to me had reached
under the table and fondled my thigh several times during the
evening. She had made it clear that she liked to “have company”
when she is out of town. She slipped a piece of paper into my palm
just as the evening was ending.

Amanda. Room
112. Cum see me! I’ll be up late.

I wadded up the
note and shoved it into my coat pocket.

It was just a
little after 11pm when I got to my room and logged on to the
laptop. I was disappointed to find that Mira was not at home. Where
could she be so late on a Monday evening? I removed my coat and tie
and then my shoes. I called room service for some mini bottles of
Jack Daniels so I could relax. “Make it half a dozen,” I told the
lady on the other end of the phone.

It was nearly
11:30pm when I saw Mira come into the living room; she was not
alone. I quickly gulped down the two shots that were in my tumbler
and refilled the glass with two more as my heart sank to my toes.
One of the men was kissing Mira passionately while the second man
stepped behind her and began to fondle her tits from behind. I had
to sit down on the bed as my knees were suddenly so weak that it
seemed like I might collapse.

Within moments,
the man behind her unzipped her black dress and pulled it down till
it was at her feet. As she stepped out of it, the man in front
reached behind to unhook her bra. He pulled it off and tossed it on
the floor. While Mira was wiggling out of her thong panties, the
men began to strip off their clothes. I had such a knot in my
stomach that I felt sick deep inside.

One of the men
got up, sat on the back of the couch, and pulled Mira forward so
his cock was right in her face. I was incredulous as I watched her
bend forward to take his dick into her mouth. “Oooh God,” I
whispered to myself. The other man was now on his knees behind her
and had his face buried in her crack from behind. He placed his
hands on her ass and spread her cheeks wide apart as he hungrily
lapped at her pussy from behind.

As I guzzled
the liquid from my tumbler, I was shocked to find that my dick was
fully erect. I tried to ignore it, but I could feel it pulsating as
I watched the man behind her stand up and shove his cock into her
glistening cunt. I could hear her moans of pleasure as he began to
slam into her from behind. The man in front now hand both hands on
her head and was humping savagely into her mouth.

I was furious!
And my raging hard on made me even angrier with her. How could she
do this to me? Yet how could I get hard watching her fuck other
men? How could I be so fucking angry and yet want desperately to go
to her right now? How could I want to be in that pussy after some
other man had just been inside her? I could feel a stream of
seminal fluid oozing into my underwear.

Both of the men
were grunting and groaning as they slammed into her at both ends. I
was astounded at how damn aroused I was as I watched them brutally
taking my wife. “God, yes,” the man in front was screaming as he
yanked his dick out of her mouth. He stroked his cock so he shot
his wad all over her tits.
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