
        
            
                
            
        

    
My Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

Thomas Roberts
 
© Copyright 2017, Thomas Roberts
 
~~  All characters in this book are 18 or older.  ~~
 
 



Chapter 1
 
I wasn’t physically in the lab when it happened. I was in storeroom that was accessed from the lab. I didn’t wear a lab coat, I didn’t even work with radiation. I worked in the office filing reports with the University that oversaw us. I heard the commotion because it was impossible to miss—men shouting, alarms blaring, lights flashing. I came out just in time to see the lab being sealed off from the rest of the world. Lead-lined shutters came down, the doors locked, and we were trapped inside with a small vat lying open on the floor spilling out small pellets.
The first thing we did was strip and take showers before crawling into our radiation suits. Everyone seemed to know what they were doing except me; I hadn’t been trained. There wasn’t much for me to do as the real scientists did scientist stuff trying to get a handle on the accident. Dr. Kalan, the manager of the lab, talked to everyone to determine where they had been, what they had been doing and what they’d seen. He confirmed the contents of the vat, although there was no question. Everyone knew. Everyone except me, that is. I had only a rough idea what those harmless looking pellets were.
The lab looked exactly as one would expect it to look: machines that cost millions of dollars surrounding University-issued aluminum tables that were covered with equipment and drawers—thousands of drawers in large aluminum bureaus.
I had an idea of what they were doing since I filed the reports, but I had no specific knowledge of the day’s experiments. All I knew for certain was that a suspicious-looking vat was lying open on the floor. A few pellets had spilled from it, but no one could touch them without special gloves.
It seemed like hours before the main door unlocked and men came in dressed in serious hazmat suits (not the type we were wearing). The only thing we could see were their eyes, but we knew who they were. They sounded like spacemen as they talked to us, and tried to calm us down while they used radiation detectors. 
“Don’t worry guys, we’ll get a handle on this,” the man in front said, but no one believed him. “Dr. Kalan, can you please give us a report?”
Dr. Kalan was a great guy, older-looking, like a real-life Santa Claus. Ah shit, I thought, Christmas was less than three months away. We all listened as Dr. Kalan gave his report: the exact locations where each of us had been, a list of our names, and the sequence of events. His paperwork was thorough and, as far as I could tell, accurate.
The men in spacesuits spread out to measure the amount of radiation in every corner of the lab. After they were done, we were escorted out, one at a time, to provide urine and blood samples. The nurse might have been female—her eyes looked feminine—and she did everything including holding my penis with her thickly gloved hand to collect the urine. After we were tested, we were each placed in separate rooms where we could take off our suits and put on hospital gowns. At least that’s what happened to me.
My room was ominous-looking, a glass box with a hospital bed, a chair, a night stand, and a table. I was hooked up to some machines and given and IV. My only view was through a glass wall into another small room containing a couch, a coffee table, a chest of drawers, a small table, a plain chair, and an upholstered chair. It looked like a hotel room without a bed, but I noticed that neither couch nor chairs had arms on them. I spent time trying to fathom the reason for the other room and the lack of arms on the furniture.
There was a large hospital-style clock on the wall over the couch. I watched it slowly turn for three hours before the door to the visitor’s room opened and our Director of Risk Management came in, along with the woman that I think had taken our blood and urine. To my surprise, she was our on-site medical doctor, Dr. Irene Coates.
“Ryan,” she said, pulling the chair close to the glass wall. “I have good news and not-so-good news. Which do you want first?”
“The good news—no—yeah, the good news. Bad news can always wait,” I replied.
“Okay. The good news is that, while you were exposed to radiation poisoning—”
“That’s the good news?” I exclaimed.
“Let me finish. While you were exposed, it does not appear as though it was enough for you to get sick,” she said.
“Well, that’s good. When can I go home?”
“That’s the bad news. You were exposed enough to be a danger to anyone you come into contact with. You’re going to be our guest for a while.” She didn’t look sad about the bad news.
“Define ‘a while,’” I demanded.
“No more than two, maybe three, months. Four at the outside,” she said, getting up. “Your dinner will be brought in and your wife has been informed.” And then she was gone. The Director and I both watched Dr. Coates leave the room. She seemed too young to hold such a high position. She was about my age with a spectacular ass. What a thing to be thinking right then!
It was time for the risk management guy to take over. “We have a clear protocol for just this type of incident,” he said. I was a fucking incident!
“You’ll be interviewed, and reinterviewed. You’ll get sick of it, and I’ll be sick of it right along with you. Your wife will be coming to see you but she’ll have to stay on this side of the glass. You can’t have any physical contact. Your wife can visit as much as she likes, and stay as long as she wants to stay. There are no cameras monitoring you. You can have guests too, if your wife is with them. If anyone needs to see you while she’s here, they’ll call first. At least we can provide you with some privacy—otherwise a nurse or doctor might pop in at any time of day or night.”
He went on to explain how the lights worked. The lights in the visitor area and in my glass cell were individually controlled with an on/off switch on either side of the glass. That meant I could have the visitor area brightly lit while I was in darkness, if for some reason I wanted to (maybe he thought I’d sleep better that way). The sound worked the same way. It could be turned on for both rooms, or on for just one of the rooms.
 
 



Chapter 2
 
Carrie and I had been married for four years. In that time I learned a lot about my usually uptight wife. We dated almost a year before I even made it to third base. If Carrie wasn’t the type of person she was, we would never have made it to the altar. I love my wife, I love her bubbly personality, her sense of humor, her intelligence, and her enthusiasm.
Carrie grew up in a home where sex was never talked about, except to say that it was something done between a husband and his wife—an act that was often unpleasant for the woman but had to be done in order to have children. A woman never had sex except to reproduce, and it wasn’t right to enjoy it or have fun.
Carrie had come a long way since then, even discovered that sex could be pleasurable and fun. She grew to enjoy it, to want it, eventually to need it, and we had even begun using fantasies to make our love life even better. In these fantasies, we pretended to be other people, or in unique situations. In one of Carrie’s favorite fantasies, I was a large black man making her have sex with me. This fantasy allowed her to relax and “let go,” since all she could do was enjoy the sensations. She’d even asked me to tie her to the bed to complete her feeling of helplessness.
Another favorite of hers was to pretend she was picked up in a bar by a man who was so good looking and irresistible that she lost all her inhibitions—even though she knew her husband was watching. When the stranger pushed his hand under her skirt and stroked her pussy, she’d look at me and see that my cock was hard with lust. We even went so far as to visit a hotel where Carrie sat at the bar and I sat at a table to watch her.
A couple of traveling businessmen did check her out, but nothing happened. That night we had the hottest sex of our marriage. Carrie was excited by the looks they gave her and orgasmed repeatedly as I spun a tale of her being seduced by first one and then both men. They’d take her to their room and fuck her until morning. I told her what they’d do to her, how big their cocks were, and each detail served to excite her even more.
Afterward, Carrie lay in my arms breathing heavily. “That will never really happen, you know?” she said. “I love you. I’m not about to cheat on you.” She stroked my erection. “No matter how much you think you may like it.”
We’d come a long way in a short amount of time. My wife was fantasizing about having sex with a stranger while I watched, and even though she had declared, in no uncertain terms, that it wouldn’t happen, she still got turned on to a frenzy just imagining it. I tried to reassure her that it was only a fantasy. Going to the hotel was just to make it seem more real. I had no interest in seeing her with another man. “At least not right away,” I said. 
Carrie’s head snapped in my direction. “Are you figuring out a way to cheat on me?” she asked. “Is that what this is all about?”
It took days before I could reassure my wife that I had no intention of ever being with another woman, that she was the only one for me, before she was willing to enjoy the fantasy again.
My wife is a typical redhead with green eyes and pale, freckled skin. Her pale breasts seem to explode out of the freckles on her chest, making them look even larger than they actually are. She’s a natural redhead, average height with a beautiful Irish face to go with her sunny disposition.
The night I was put into quarantine, she charged into the visitor’s room wearing one of the short skirts she favored. “Ryan, honey, are you all right? What happened?” she asked. “What is this thing?” I waited for her to run out of steam as she stood in front of my glass box wringing her hands.
I slid out of bed and dragged my IV stand over to the glass. I put my hand on the glass and Carrie put hers on the other side. We were separated by mere inches.
“There was an accident in the lab, honey. I’m okay, but I’m contagious. I have to stay in here until it’s safe,” I said.
“How long? How long will you be locked up?” She looked fearful.
When I told her how long, she broke down in heavy sobs and sat on the couch. “What are we going to do, Ryan? How can we be without each other for four months?”
I told Carrie the plan I’d been hatching while I waited for her, a plan that would allow us to make love without touching. I had to admit it wasn’t perfect, but it was the best I could come up with. “Besides,” I said, “you can even sleep here. The couch makes a comfortable bed, I’ve been told. We won’t be touching, but we’ll be together.” I was doing the best I could to keep Carrie’s panic under control. “Just press the button and someone will come and make up the bed for you. If you want to stay with me tonight.”
Without a word, Carrie pressed the button, and a few minutes later the couch was transformed. My wife would be sleeping with her feet facing me, but that might work out well if my “sex through glass” plan was put into action. Carrie went into the adjoining bath and came out wearing a hospital gown like mine. Holding out the sides of the gown, she gave me a huge smile before putting on a show. She twirled as if she were wearing an elegant ballgown instead of a revealing hospital robe, and gave me a glimpse of the two perfect globes of her panty-covered ass.
Giggling, Carrie crossed her arms over her chest and looked at me. “Did you see anything you like? You know, as a patient, you’re not supposed to get worked up.” Under my gown, my growing erection was obvious to her. “Let me see him, Ryan. If you can get a hard-on then I know you’re not too sick.”
“Only if you lift your gown,” I said. When Carrie’s red bush came into view, I held my gown up to show my wife my straining erection.
“Oh, Ryan.” Carrie ran her fingers through her pubic hair to spread the lips of her pussy. “Maybe your sex through glass idea will work. Are you sure we won’t be interrupted?” Carrie moved closer to the glass, pushing her body against it as I did the same from my side. Physically, all I could feel was cold glass, but inside I felt the warm thrill of my wife’s body pressed to mine.
“Will you masturbate for me, Carrie? I’ve never seen you do that. I’ll do the same while we talk to each other,” I said.
“I’ll think about it, honey. I want to, I really do, but I’m embarrassed to even admit that I’ve done something like that. It feels wrong,” she said.
“It’s about the only way,” I told her. “Unless we can go months without sex, or you find one of those lovers…” 
Carrie looked shocked. I wasn’t sure which option shocked her the most, going without or taking a lover. “Give me a day or two, Ryan,” she asked, as I stroked my hard-on for her. “Would I be able to watch you cum for me? I think I’d like that.”
“We’d watch each other cum, Carrie. It’s the only way for now.”
 
 



Chapter 3
 
I watched as Carrie walked into the bathroom to get ready for bed. When she emerged, she was wearing the same hospital gown. “Carrie, you can sleep naked,” I told her. “It’s not like I haven’t seen you before.”
“I know, honey, but a nurse might come in and I want to have something on,” she said, as she climbed on the bed. Looking first at the door, Carrie pulled her gown aside and flashed her excited pussy. All this talk had gotten to her, she giggled. She stroked herself for a few seconds before turning off the light, plunging her side of the glass into darkness.
I turned off my light too and tried to sleep, but it was impossible. My cock was fully erect and the vision of my wife’s cunt filled my head. When it grew quiet I could hear panting coming from my wife’s side of the glass. “Oh, oh,” I heard her whisper, so quietly that I had to strain to hear her. “Oh damn, oh honey, oh honey…!” And then all was quiet.
I must have fallen asleep because we both woke to the speaker announcing, “Doctor visit in ten minutes. Please push the blue button if you need to postpone for any reason.” I turned my light on to discover that it was two in the morning. With Carrie’s light turned off, the glass wall looked like a giant mirror.
Ten minutes later the hatch hissed open and the doctor came in wearing full hazmat gear. It was the first time Carrie had seen anyone in a space suit, and I heard her gasp from the other side of the glass. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Campbell, but I need to check your husband’s vitals. I’m Dr. Coates and I’ll be taking care of him while he’s our guest,” Irene said. She went about her business of changing the IV, taking my blood pressure, all the usual stuff. When she was finished, she said, “May I come over and visit with you for a few minutes, Mrs. Campbell? You don’t need to dress. I’ll just get out of this gear and come over.” 
Carrie agreed, and turned her light on. She was sitting up in bed, looking through the glass at me. “This is really serious, Ryan,” she said. “I had no idea that they can’t even come into your room without those…those suits on.”
I watched with interest as Dr. Coates and Carrie introduced themselves to each other. When Irene turned the sound off on Carrie’s side of the glass, I could see them talking earnestly but I couldn’t hear a word. After Dr. Coates left, I tried to get Carrie to tell me what they talked about. All she’d say was that I’d probably come out of this okay, but I knew there was more to tell.
The next morning Carrie turned her light on and went into the bathroom while I pretended to sleep. When she came out, I was lying on my side facing her. My eyes were closed and I made a point of breathing deeply. There was really no need, since she couldn’t see me, but the sound was on and I wanted her convinced I was sleeping. Carrie stood at the glass and looked at where she thought I was for a long time, but when I didn’t show any signs of being awake she crawled back on top of the bed and spread her legs.
My cock stiffened as my wife began playing with herself, watching her reflection in the glass. She spread her labia and stroked her pussy, going easy at first. Soon she was stroking much faster, harder, dipping into her hole to keep her finger moist, all the while watching herself in the glass. She adjusted how she was lying, to give herself a better view and expose more of herself to me at the same time.
I almost came when she licked the index finger of her left hand and started stroking her asshole in rhythm with the movement of her right hand on her clit. Her asshole was dripping wet when she pushed her finger inside. As she continued to finger her cunt, she laid her head back on the couch and moved both hands. Her fingers felt for each other through the thin wall that separated her ass from her pussy. She was moaning softly as she stroked. My cock jerked wildly as she added a second finger to her ass, her wedding ring pushing against her skin, and then added a second and third finger to her pussy. 
I’d never gone near my wife’s asshole, or even thought about going there, and here she was fucking herself hard in both holes! Her moans were getting louder and her thrusts faster as she approached orgasm. “Oh God, oh honey, I need you now. I’m so lonely!” She exploded with all five fingers buried deep inside her.
Nothing happened for a while, then Carrie pulled her fingers out and walked unsteadily to the bathroom to wash her hands. I waited a few minutes and flipped on my light, pretending to just wake up. “Are you okay?” I asked. “I thought I heard something.”
“I’m sorry, Ryan. I just stubbed my toe, everything’s fine,” she said, coming out of the bathroom. Her face was flushed but her gown was in place. “Listen, I have to go but I’ll be back as soon as I can after work.” As she dressed, she said, “I’ll bring some clothing and bathroom things with me and we’ll talk more about your idea for ‘glass wall sex.’”
 
 



Chapter 4
 
That night Carrie returned with everything she needed to settle in. She told her boss about the situation and he allowed her some space to do what she needed to. Carrie wasn’t senior enough to take additional time off but they were understanding, at least for now.
We caught up on each other’s day. I didn’t have much (they took my urine and blood a couple of times, changed my IV bag). She went to work, broke the news to everyone, was barraged with questions, and only broke down in tears twice. You know, same old, same old.
When I brought up the idea of playing through the glass again, Carrie rolled her eyes. “Is that all you want to do?” she asked. “Have sex?”
“Umm, let me think,” I said, as we stood inches apart and separated by the glass. “Yes. Yes, that’s all I want to do. Let’s play a game.”
She was suspicious. “What kind of game?”
I was dressed only in my hospital smock, and naked underneath. “It won’t be difficult for you to see if I have a hard-on,” I said.
“No, it won’t be ‘hard,’” she giggled.
“So, smart ass, here’s the game. I won’t touch myself, and you try to make me hard.”
“Ryan, you get hard watching the Food Channel,” she said.
“Yes, that’s true. But this time you do it by stripping.”
Carrie shrugged her shoulders. “Okay, what do I get?”
“I’m not done. If you can also make me cum without touching myself…you win a hundred dollar shopping trip.” I said it like a game show host on television.
“Ummm…I can buy anything I want?” she asked.
“Yes, and—this time only—if you also cum you win a two-hundred dollar shopping trip!” I knew my wife.
“Can I touch?”
“I hope you do,” I said.
“Okay.” Carrie turned on some music with her iPhone and began stripping. First she slid out of her blouse, exposing her pink lace bra. Carrie smiled at me as she danced, moving her hips in rhythm with the music while she slid the bra straps down her arms. Staring down at her breasts, Carrie moved the cups of her bra to just above her nipples, exposing the pale skin of her boobs against the freckles on her chest. Still dancing, she looked up at me with a seductive smile. I’d never seen Carrie try to look seductive before; she was damn good at it. She peeked up at me with her head still bent as if to examine her breasts. Her green eyes were sultry, her mouth partially open as the tip of her tongue licked her lips.
My wife was hot, and I’d never seen her hotter. It reminded me that she was as horny as I was. Carrie was not going to turn into a stripper for a $200 shopping trip. She was actually getting turned on by this.
My wife left the bra in place just above her nipples as she unzipped her skirt. Still swaying to the music, she pulled her skirt up to show off her legs—but stopped just below her pussy. She raised the back of her skirt to her waist to show me that she was wearing a thong, and I admired her smooth butt cheeks.
My cock was almost hard by this time, and when Carrie danced back to face the glass she saw that my hospital gown was starting to push out in front. Judging by the smile on my wife’s face, my eyes must have been wide with admiration.
“You want to see my boobs, Ryan? Is that what you want?” she asked. I could only nod dumbly. “No, you’ll have to beg to see my titties. I think I’ll show you my thong first,” she said, which was okay with me.
Carrie, her hips swaying, opened her skirt all the way and started to slide it down her legs, exposing more as she went. Once past her hips, she let the skirt fall to the ground. I stared at the dark wet spot on her pink thong, between her legs—the spot I could see when she lifted her leg to step out of her puddled skirt. This was exciting her. My wife was turned on to strip for me, to show me her body. My cock, now almost fully erect, was causing the front of my gown to tent.
“Take off your gown, sir. I want to see how much you appreciate my body,” Carrie said. She was treating me like a customer in a strip bar. My gown was off in seconds, leaving me standing naked before my wife. She smiled at my erection. “Let’s get him harder. What do you say?” she asked, reaching for her bra.
“Do you like stripping for black men?” I asked, upping the stakes.
Carried stopped with her bra just exposing her nipples, her eyes wide. “Do black men, like you, watch married white women strip?” she asked, as she pulled out her breasts. She was immediately into the fantasy. “Does it make you want to touch my tits? Like this?” Carrie squeezed her breasts, hard, pushing them together so that her nipples touched each other. “It turns me on when my nipples are stimulated. Do you want to see?” Carrie twisted each nipple between her thumbs and forefingers, her head bent to watch herself, her breathing getting faster. 
We’d never played hard with her breasts before. This was new, but Carrie was making them ache. A pink glow colored her chest and red marks appeared on her boobs where her fingers had squeezed. She looked up at me suddenly. “I like it when black men hurt my tits. Would you do that for me?” she asked, before glancing down at my full erection. “It makes me really horny. Do you want to see how horny it makes me?”
Carrie pressed herself against the glass, her breasts only inches from my face. I lowered my head an licked my side of the glass where her nipples were flattened. My wife had to catch her breath before she moved away, leaving an impression of her boobs on the wall.
“I want to see how horny you are,” I said.
“I’m sorry, sir. You’ll have to tell me what you want me to do. I’ll do anything for a big black man like yourself,” she said, while continuing to dance. Begging was forgotten. That was something she’d do with her husband, not something that she wanted from a black man. She wanted me to order her to show me her cunt.
“Show me your white married cunt,” I said.
Carrie caught her breath. The pink flush on her chest had reached her neck. Her nipples were standing hard—harder than I’d ever seen them indoors. “Yes, sir,” she answered me. 
Carrie quickly changed the music to rap and slowly lowered her thong to the floor. She kicked it off to the side, then stood swaying with her legs spread wide. “Can you see my pussy, sir? Can you see how wet I am?” she asked. She used both hands to spread herself wide for me. I could see the wetness glistening on her folds and sparkling on her spare red pubic hair. My wife was excited; she was as turned on as I was, and my cock throbbed at the sight of her.
“You like showing your nasty white cunt to black men, don’t you slut?” I asked, stretching the bounds of our fantasy play.
“Oh, yes, sir. I’ll do anything you want,” she said. Carrie was in a world of her own, dancing almost naked for a large black man. As Carrie lowered her bra and exposed her breasts fully, I ordered her to turn around and bend over.
Carrie danced in a half circle before spreading her legs wide and bending in half. The yoga was paying off. Carrie was not only in good shape, she was flexible too (she could even put her own big toe in her mouth). Upside down, she looked first at me, then up at her own pussy.
“Touch that white married pussy for me,” I ordered. “Get your clitty wet, stroke it for me.” 
Pushing her hanging breasts together, Carrie placed one hand on her knee and reached between her legs with the other. After wetting her finger in her vagina, my wife stroked her clit. Just like that morning, she started slow, but was soon moving faster, stopping only to get her fingers wet again and spread herself open for me. 
My cock was throbbing and dripping. I could feel an orgasm approaching, though I tried to hold it off. “What’s that other hand doing?” I asked. Carrie’s eyes opened in surprised as she looked at me from between her legs. “Touch your asshole,” I demanded. “I use all my slut’s holes.” I was taking a big chance, but if she balked then I’d just remind her how terribly sick I was. Obviously, it was the radiation that was affecting my brain.
Carrie’s eyelids lowered to half-mast and she brought her index finger to her mouth in a replay of this morning’s show. Making sure it was wet, she reached around her hip to caress her asshole. The finger stroking her clit was flying as she started to push into her ass. As soon as she was in to the first joint, she started to orgasm. 
Cum splashed against the glass on my side as I erupted to the sound of Carrie’s wails.
 
 



Chapter 5
 
We stood, both of us naked, and stared at each other. The glass wall was dripping with my white cum, and it brought a smile to my wife’s face. “I guess you liked it?” she said.
“Oh God, Carrie. I love you so much. There aren’t words enough to tell you.”
My wife hugged the glass wall in front of me, as I did the same on my side. “Ryan, I don’t know how you knew. I love you so much. You know it all now. Well, almost all,” she said.
Pulling chairs up, we sat across from each other. “What don’t I know?” I asked.
“You first, honey. Tell me the truth. We’re both naked, we just orgasmed together, I get a $200 shopping trip and you found out new things about me. It’s your turn to tell me your fantasy.”
I took a deep breath. This was it. If I told her everything, there was no going back to the way we’d been. The way I saw it, one of three things could happen. She could blow up and our marriage might be damaged, she could laugh at me and tell me “no way, Jose,” or she could accept it. Possibly some combination could happen, or any one of the three options to varying degrees. I’d never know by just thinking about it.
“Okay, Carrie, here goes,” I began. “But remember, I love you with all my heart, no matter what. I don’t want another woman, just you. I mean that. It’s very important that you know that.”
“Christ, Ryan. Now you’re scaring me,” she said. “Just out with it. You know I have a fantasy about black men and that I like touching my asshole. Is it worse than that?”
“It might be. That fantasy game we play, the one where I watch you as you’re fucked by a big black guy and forced to have one orgasm after another?”
Her eyes were big. “What about it?” she asked.
“I think I want to do it for real. I dream about it. I masturbate to the mental picture of you bent over with a big black cock buried inside you…while you look at me and tell me how good he feels inside.” I was looking at her feet for some reason. The view was much better if I looked at her face.
“Ryan,” she said after a minute. “Look at me.” There was a beautiful smile on her face. Her eyes were bright, and the pink flush had returned. “I think I might want that too.”
 
* * *
 
We looked at each other without saying a word for a long time. Carrie was smiling as she stared into my eyes, and the pink flush had spread to her cheeks. She turned to put on a robe while I readjusted my hospital gown over my new erection.
“Carrie, please don’t fool with me. Are you serious?” I asked.
“Yes. Maybe we should talk, Ryan. After all, you’re going to be locked in here for a long time,” she said.
“You’ve thought about this? I mean, what you’re going to do since I’m locked away?”
“Not as such. Oh, Ryan, I’m not going to cheat on you. I never thought about doing that,” she said, but her eyes couldn’t meet mine. “I love you. I hadn’t thought of it until you brought it up.”
“What if I wanted you to do it? What if I was serious?” I asked her. “What if I gave you permission?”
Carrie backed away from the glass looking frightened. “Do you not want me anymore, is that it?” she asked.
“I love you more than ever, and the thought that you might actually fulfill our fantasy makes me love you even more,” I said. Carrie didn’t look convinced as she sat down on the edge of her bed. “We have the same fantasy, right? You have a fantasy of fucking a large black man, I have a fantasy of watching you fuck a large black man. That doesn’t mean I don’t love you or that I don’t want you. It’s not wrong for us to want to do it, as long as it’s something we both want and we both know what we’re doing. It means that I want to watch the woman I love—the sexiest woman I’ve ever met, the woman I’m married to—fulfill our fantasy.” I was so excited that I ran out of breath.
Carrie considered me for a long time before getting up and walking into the bathroom. I heard the shower come on as I answered a call requesting another blood draw.
By the time Carrie came out dressed for bed, Dr. Coates was just finishing up with me. She smiled at Dr. Coates as they exchanged a few quiet words next to the glass.
I called Carrie over before she could leave in the morning. “Maybe you could bring in one of the toys I bought you?” I asked. “The electric wand would be great. You know I’d love to watch you use it.”
Carrie didn’t commit, but she told me that she’d think about, that it could be fun, and she’d see me after she visited her family. Then she was gone.
 
 



Chapter 6
 
That night Carrie arrived carrying a large bag. She looked flustered, which I attributed to carting the bag. After giving me a “glass hug” and kiss, she stripped off her clothing in front of me. That wasn’t like my wife. She wasn’t shy about her body but she usually liked to change out of her work clothes and freshen up without me around.
Tonight was different. She was already excited, breathing hard as she stripped naked. Standing in front of me, she played with her nipples while I looked at her body. Her pubic hair was trimmed. She’d always kept herself neat but now she only had a landing strip pointing at her clit. “You shaved, or something,” I said, looking up at her face.
“I had it waxed today. Do you like it? It still shows I’m a natural redhead.” She ran her fingers through her slit. “I’m really wet, Ryan. I’m so turned on.” She held her fingers up to the glass so I could see the strings of wet sap between her fingers. She pulled her fingers apart, stretching her nectar almost to the breaking point, before sucking them into her mouth. “It’s your present, honey. Oh, wow, Ryan, I’ve never done that before. I’ve never tasted myself,” she said as she gathered more from between her legs and sucked her fingers clean. “I can see why you like going down on me. Wow.”
She stood in front of me for some time, stroking her clit and sucking her own juices while my cock grew to its full length. “You like watching me do this, don’t you, Ryan? It’s not as good as watching me fuck some black guy though, is it?”
“Carrie, you’re going to make me cum,” I said. I was trying to think of anything except what I was watching—anything to hold off my orgasm.
“I’m feeling really slutty tonight. I’m feeling really dirty. Do you still want me to fuck another guy?” she asked. “Maybe I’ll just do it and tell you about it. Would that be okay?”
“Oh Christ, Carrie.” I could feel my cock about to erupt.
“I almost fucked the guy who waxed me. He had to touch my pussy and pull it open to get at all the hair. He even had me on my hands and knees so he could wax me from behind.” A guy had waxed her! 
“I was so wet Ryan,” she continued. “I could smell myself. It was faint, but I know what I smell like. I could see the outline of his cock in his pants. It was really big. I was exciting him—making him hard. When he touched me while I was on my hands and knees I started to ask him to fuck me. I said, ‘Please,’ but I couldn’t say any more.” Her hand was a blur on her clit. “Could I fuck him, Ryan? He’s black, and I was so close. Oh shit! Here I cum!” Carrie had to hold herself upright against the glass with one wet hand while she climaxed.
I joined her, shooting cum on the glass again (and thinking it was a good thing it was cleaned every day). Carrie watched as the white cream slowly ran down the glass in front of her pussy. “Is that true?” I asked. “Was he a black guy?”
“Yes, every word is true. Terrell also does tattoos. Maybe I should get a tattoo. He suggested the ace of spades on my ankle or my boob. Why would he suggest that, I wonder?” Carrie was sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs spread as she continued to softly play with herself.
“The ace of spades tattoo means that a woman only fucks black guys,” I told her. “I guess it can mean that she’ll fuck any black guy.”
“Oh shit. I almost did it! I even looked at the designs.” Carrie looked shocked. “Are there actually woman who have that tattoo?”
“I guess so. It’s not something that a white guy would necessarily see or look for,” I said. “Do you know about the ankle bracelet?” I asked her.
“No, tell me.” Carrie was stroking herself faster.
“If a woman wears a bracelet on her ankle—I forget which one but it’s probably on Google—it means she’s a hotwife and has her husband’s permission to fuck around,” I said.
Carrie listened to me carefully before fiddling with her smart phone for a minute. “I think the right one,” she said. I watched with a mixture of fear and fascination as she carefully unfastened a long bracelet from around her wrist and put it around her right ankle. “There,” she said. “I’m a hotwife. My husband said I could take a lover while he’s in his box.” Standing naked, her thighs glistening, she modeled her foot for me.
When Carrie looked at me, my cock was hard again. I willed it down but it was useless. The sight of my naked wife, her pussy waxed by a black man, a hotwife bracelet around her ankle, was too much for me.
“You like it, don’t you?” she said, her voice filled with awe. “You actually do want your wife to a mess around, don’t you, Ryan?”
 
* * *
 
“I talked with Dr. Coates for a long time in the hall. I like her, Ryan. Besides, she’s really pretty. She asked me some personal questions,” Carrie said.
“What kind of personal questions?” I asked.
“About our love life mostly, and about me. I guess she was finding out if I’d leave you or cause any problems for you.” Carrie blushed a bright red. “She also asked me if I had ways of dealing with the frustration.”
“What did you tell her?” I asked.
“I told her that we had a plan, and if nothing else I’d do what I used to do in college,” she answered. In college Carrie occasionally had sex with her roommate, a rather dotty looking brunette. “She touched my arm and told me that was good. She actually stroked my arm…” Carrie stared at me. “You don’t think…?”
My cock was hard again, hidden under the sheets, as Carrie climbed into her bed and turned off the light. “I’m sure it was all innocent,” I said.
It was almost two in the morning when the door to the hallway opened, letting in just enough light to wake me. Except for the sliver of light from the doorway, both sides of the glass were in darkness. I heard Carrie and Dr. Coates whispering, but their conversation was so soft I couldn’t make out what they said to each other. It took me some time to realize that they were kissing. I could faintly see Carrie leaning against the back of her sofa bed while Irene kissed her. 
It was hard to tell what they were wearing (Carrie had gone to bed naked, I thought). It was even harder to tell, in the faint light, what they were doing. It was only when the covers were off that I could see that my wife’s legs were spread and a naked Dr. Coates was crawling between them. My wife tried to be quiet but Irene was just too good. I could hear her faint moans. “Oh…oh,” she whispered so quietly it was almost impossible to hear. Her “Yessss!” was just a loud whisper as she came.
Moments later I heard the sheets rubbing together as they got under them. I could just make out Irene’s dark hair as Carrie returned the favor. Judging by her whispered exclamations, my wife hadn’t forgotten how to please another woman.
Dr. Coates slipped out the door around 3:30 in the morning. I’d managed to catch most of my cum in some tissues as I imagined what they were doing to each other.
 
 



Chapter 7
 
Carrie didn’t sleep in the guest bed every night. Occasionally she slept at home. When she was with me we acted like a normal married couple. We talked, we watched TV, the staff bought us identical dinners that we could eat together (while looking through the glass). 
Carrie’s sleep was often restless. Several times I woke to the sound of my wife with Irene. They became less careful, and I caught sight of the doctor’s beautiful ass as she lay between my wife’s legs. Judging by the sounds Irene made while my wife went down on her, Carrie’s skills had returned.
 
* * *
 
“I really miss you, Ryan,” my wife told me. “I miss being close to you. I miss the feel of your skin against mine. I’m just a selfish bitch. I know you didn’t lock yourself away on purpose. Can you forgive me?”
Her confession lead to mine. I told her that I had the same feelings, that I not only missed her the same way, but I felt like I’d abandoned her. We ended up moping together, standing with just the glass between us. I wanted to hold her, to stroke her hair, but all I could do was tell her things would get better. This wasn’t forever.
Irene Coates continued to visit her. They would spend time talking as they cuddled after sex. Carrie and I didn’t talk about the visits; they were meant to be a secret. Instead, they just made me more desperate to fuck my wife. I viewed Dr. Coates in an entirely different light when she visited me. Our conversations were friendlier as we flirted with each other.
I didn’t know what Carrie did on the nights she wasn’t with me. I assumed she was at our apartment, but I didn’t really know. We didn’t have a landline, just our individual cell phones, so calling her wouldn’t prove anything. On Saturday, Carrie told me she’d be a little late because she had errands to run, but she’d be in as soon as she could.
 
* * *
 
Carrie arrived breathless after four in the afternoon. Her face was a bright pink and her hair was a mess. She was wearing a thin purple dress that ended at mid-thigh. One of the straps had fallen down her arm, revealing the lack of a bra strap. It didn’t matter, as she quickly stripped the dress off and threw it on the bed. My wife was completely naked underneath, which meant she’d walked into the hospital wearing only that light purple dress.
She threw herself at the glass wall in front of me. “Ryan, I was a bad girl!” she said breathlessly. “You’ll probably divorce me.”
My dick was already stiffening. “Slow down, Carrie. What happened?” I asked.
“I went to the place—the place where he waxed me. You remember, right? The big black guy?” She looked at me with wide eyes, her face now even more pink. “I asked him to show me the designs again, the tattoos…” She had to stop to catch her breath. When she was ready to start again, she leaned her back against the wall next to the glass. If I stayed close, I could still catch her profile.
“He pushed me against the wall, Ryan. Just like this, and he…and he…oh God, Ryan!” She looked at me with fear in her eyes. “He kissed me, Ryan.”
“It’s okay, Carrie. That’s not so bad,” I told her.
“You don’t understand, that’s not all he did. He kissed me and his lips were wonderful. They’re so full and soft. I lost myself in them, even when he started using his tongue. Oh, honey, it was so exciting. I’m so sorry I let that happen,” she said, but she didn’t look sorry. She looked like she had more to tell.
“It’s all right, Carrie. Whatever happened, you’re here now. Just tell me everything,” I said.
“He kissed my face, he even kissed my neck, and I moved my head so he could.” Carrie leaned her head on her left shoulder, exposing the long expanse of her neck. My wife’s perfect white complexion was marked my tiny red marks where he’d given her hickeys. Some big black guy had sucked on my wife’s neck and she’d let him.
I was shocked into silence by the sight. My heart hammered in my chest, jealousy flooded my system, and my cock filled with blood. It pushed my hospital gown out like a tentpole.
“His mouth felt so good on my neck and throat,” Carrie said. Her head tilted back, exposing her throat to me. “I was moaning, Ryan. I could hear myself. I was moaning before he pushed my strap down my arm and touched my breast.” As if to demonstrate, Carrie used her left hand to cup her breast. “He pinched my nipple. It was so hard for him and he pinched it hard. Forgive me, honey. I liked it when he pinched my nipple. I loved it. I know I moaned. I could hear myself.” Carrie was pinching and twisting her nipple as she held her mouth like she was still being kissed—even moving her tongue as though she were licking another man’s lips. “Then he forced his leg between my thighs. He made me part my legs while he kissed me and played with my boobs. It was like he owned me. I had to spread my legs for him. You see that, don’t you, honey? I had to spread my legs.” 
I nodded dumbly, and removed my hospital gown so I could be as naked as she was. My erection bobbed with every word she said.
“He held my head with one hand, honey. He made me kiss him, and I couldn’t get away. I didn’t want to get away. With his other hand he touched my pussy. Through my dress, but still he touched my pussy. Oh, Ryan, his hands are so big and it felt so good as he touched me.” Her hand was busy rubbing her pussy to show me exactly how he’d done it. “I could feel myself gushing. I’d never done that before. I thought I’d wet myself at first but it was all from my pussy. He told me that he wanted to take me into the room where he’d waxed me, that he wanted to fuck me. Oh, Ryan…I could feel his cock as he pushed against me.” 
Carrie opened her eyes to look at me, searching each eye in turn as she continued to rub her pussy. She noticed my straining erection. “He’s so big, Ryan. He felt so hard and so long and thick. That’s what scared me, he’s so big.” She looked at me earnestly. “I was humping his hand, honey. I told him that I couldn’t fuck him, at least not today, but I wanted to. My knees were weak, my pussy was—it wanted him. If he’d just taken me I wouldn’t have fought him, honey. I couldn’t have. My body was ready for him. He unzipped himself, Ryan. He pulled out his long, thick, black cock and told me to stroke him while he raised my dress and pushed my panties to the side—so he could play with my clit…” 
She was breathless as she stroked her cunt. “As soon as I touched that cock, I had an orgasm, Ryan. I pushed myself against a stranger’s hand and came. Oh, Ryan, can you forgive me?” She looked back at me to see my cock jumping and dripping on the floor.
Going to the large bag she brought in days ago, Carrie pulled out a Hitachi Magic Wand. Taking only a moment to plug the vibrator into the wall, Carrie lay on the bed. She spread her legs and put her feet flat on the sheets. As I stroked my cock, Carrie turned on the vibrator and touched her clit. I could clearly hear the motor running. “He kept my panties, Ryan. He kept my soaked panties. He said he’s going to fuck me on New Year’s Eve. He wants to fuck your wife as the ball drops. Oh my God, I want to be fucked!” Only moments after the buzzing head of the vibrator touched her clit, Carrie came. She came so hard that her wails could be heard in the hall outside the room. 
I answered a call from outside asking if everything was okay, if we needed any help, and I assured the caller that everything was fine. Carrie let the machine fall between her legs and lay on the bed panting. I had been distracted just enough that I didn’t join her, but my erection still throbbed. 
“After I did…that, we looked at the tattoo samples again,” she said. “He showed me the ace of spades and told me he’d do it for free. He said he’d put it anywhere I wanted, but that ankles and boobs were the most popular places.” Carrie looked at me from between her spread legs, her pussy red and puffy, more open than I’d ever seen. A drop of white cream had formed at the very bottom of her slit. “While I thought about it, he gave me this temporary tattoo so I could see what it looked and felt like.” Carrie rolled on her side to show me her ankle. Just above the bone was a black ace of spades. It stood out against the whiteness of my wife’s leg.
As Carrie looked at me for a reaction, I came on the glass wall.
 
 



Chapter 8
 
After Carrie left for work the next morning, Dr. Coates came in to the guest bedroom area. Irene was a pretty brunette, probably 10 or 15 years older than I was, and tiny. I knew she wasn’t tall because of all the visits she’d made to check on me, but now I could see that the lab must have ordered a specially made suit to fit her tiny frame. That morning she wore an absurdly short skirt that showed most of her leg when she sat down across from me.
My eyes were drawn to her bare legs, and I could feel my cock thicken. Thankfully, I had already lost all modesty months earlier (and the doctor had even held my cock while I filled the plastic specimen container with urine). I didn’t go out of my way to expose myself but I wasn’t working at hiding anything either.
“You can call me Irene, Ryan,” she said. “I just want to talk a little where we can see each other. You had a little excitement in here last night, didn’t you? Do you want to tell me about it?”
“Not really. It’s between my wife and me,” I answered.
“I understand. Of course we know that couples will do ‘things’ while one or the other is here. It’s okay, we’re set up for that, and we encourage it as much as possible. For some couples, the stresses, including being apart for so long, would be unbearable without the glass walls and the privacy. Is that the case with you and Carrie?”
After some thought, I looked at Irene and answered truthfully. “I’m not sure even all your accommodations will be enough,” I said. “I’m scared that I might be losing her.” I could feel my chin trembling. Irene’s eyes showed her emotional reaction to my statement, and she stretched out her hand to touch the wall. Without thinking, I put my hand on top of hers.
Making no effort to move away, Irene looked at our hands. “What did your wife do last night that caused her to have, what I assume was, a very powerful orgasm?” Her gaze shifted back to my eyes, though her hand stayed on the glass across from me.
“I can’t tell you everything, but she bought her Magic Wand vibrator,” I said.
Irene’s eyes became bright as she asked, “Is it still here? I’ve heard about them but I haven’t seen one.”
I admitted that Carrie had left the machine and told Irene where it was. Moments later, Dr. Coates had the vibrator plugged in and was sitting in the chair examining it. She moved the select button to low and put her hand on the soft ball to feel the vibrations. She smiled at me as she moved the button to high. “Wow, that’s really fast,” she said, and switched it back to low. I watched, mesmerized, as Irene ran the vibrator up her left arm and then over her blouse-covered stomach. “That feels good, Ryan,” she said, and moved the soft white ball to her thighs.
Irene was wearing her lab coat over a tan colored dress. At first she ran the vibrator over the dress, but soon she was running it up her legs and under her dress. I could tell when she touched her pussy, as her mouth dropped open and her eyes grew wide. “Does your wife wear anything when she does this?” Irene asked.
“No, she’s naked,” I answered.
Irene swiveled in her chair so that she was facing me sideways. Keeping her dress in place, she reached underneath and was soon stuffing some fabric into her large coat pocket. Moving back to face me, Irene ran the vibrating head up her thigh again…and again touched something that caused her eyes to widen. That was all I could see: a beautiful woman, fully clothed, holding a vibrator under her dress. Her wedding ring sparkled in the light as she moaned and closed her eyes. 
My erection made a tent in my gown. I didn’t want to touch it in front of her, but it was impossible to miss when she looked at me. “Touch it if you want, Ryan. Please let me see you touch it,” she said. 
I moved the gown aside and began stroking myself. Irene stared at my cock as the vibrator hummed under her dress. Moments later, she flipped the switch to high. Her eyes flew wide open and she pushed herself to the front edge of the chair. “Oh…wow…Ryan…forgive me…but…oh no…I can’t…ohhh!” she moaned, as we orgasmed at the same time.
Afterward, as we sat panting and not looking at each other, Irene begged me not to tell. “Ryan,” she said urgently. “I could lose my job, my career.”
“I’ll never tell anyone, I promise. But, maybe someday, if you want, we could, maybe, do this again?” I asked. She was fucking my wife after all; it was only fair that I got some too.
Irene smiled at me as she readjusted her clothing. “I’d say there is a good chance we might do this again, Ryan.” She gazed at my slowly softening cock. “I wish I could…oh well.”
When everything was cleaned and put away, Dr. Coates threw me a kiss and left the room, leaving me to change gowns.
 
* * *
 
The rest of my day was spent deep inside my head. 
I was stuck inside this glass box with no way out for months. My wife was not only going to fuck a big black guy, she was also, maybe, going to let him give her an ace of spades tattoo. She was already wearing an ankle bracelet that signaled she was a hotwife, with my blessing. I’d just had glass wall sex with my doctor, who wanted to fuck me but couldn’t because she had to wear a damn space suit every time she came into my room. She was also married, but that little detail hadn’t stopped her from fucking my wife. 
I was a mess of conflicting emotions. I was hurt and jealous of my wife, but also enjoying the exquisite torture of knowing she was working up to fucking another man. If Carrie left me to become black-owned property, what would happen to me? 
I sent a text to Carrie at work: Are u going to the tattoo place today?
My phone chimed a few minutes later: I might, do u want me 2?
What’s his name?
Terrell
What about New Year’s Eve?
Terrell asked me to a party. Is that ok?
I needed to stop and think. New Year’s Eve was only a few days away. If Carrie spent it with me, what would we do? I couldn’t even have champagne, and all we could do was jerk off and watch TV. But if she went with Terrell then I might not see her until the following day—or maybe never.
Can u get him to come here?
I don’t know, how would we work that?
I have an idea.
Maybe I should just go to the party and bring him some other time…
I had to stop again. My heart was hammering in my chest. My breathing was so rapid that I’d become light-headed.
Let’s talk tonight. Don’t see him today, just tell him you’ll probably go to the party, but don’t promise.
ok, was all she typed.
 
 



Chapter 9
 
That evening, Carrie and I had a long conversation. She pulled up the same chair that Irene had used, and into the same spot. I was feeling a strong sense of déjà vu.
“How would we work it if he came here?” Carrie asked.
“You tell him I’m heavily drugged at night, that I never just wake up,” I began. “We leave the light on in your area, in your bedroom. I turn the light off on my side. All he’ll be able to see is his reflection.”
“Okay, I’m with you so far,” she said.
“Same thing with the sound. We leave it on where you are, but I turn off the microphone here,” I said.
“You can do that?” she asked.
“Yes.”
Carrie thought for a long time, even pacing the room before disappearing in the bathroom for five long minutes. She came out and walked right back to her chair.
“I can’t do it. Not the first time. I’m sorry, Ryan, but the first time, even with another man, is special.” Her eyes were pleading with me. “I can send you texts, I can tell you everything that happens… Oh God, I’m an awful wife. We shouldn’t even be talking about this!” 
My heart was hamming in my chest. We were talking about Carrie fucking another man without me present. Worse, we were talking about her going to a New Year’s Eve party with another man while her husband was locked in a glass cage.
“Will you write a lot, and promise to remember everything and tell it to me?” I asked, hating the pleading tone in my voice.
“Yes, I promise.”
“If you want to do it again, do you promise to bring him here?” I was begging now.
“Oh, Ryan. I can’t believe we’re talking about doing this. Are you sure this is what you want?” she asked (and conveniently forgetting what she wanted).
“Tell me the truth, Carrie. Do you want him enough to do this? You have my permission to do what you want to do. Do you want him?”
Carrie swallowed audibly before saying, “Yes.”
“Then it’s settled. You better call him or text or whatever it is you do,” I said.
“We’ve been texting,” she said. “He sent me a picture of his cock. I’ll send it to you if you want. If you don’t want to see it, I’ll understand.”
It felt like something very important in my life was ending as I said, “Please send it.”
Carrie pulled out her phone. A moment later, a ding announced the arrival of the picture. Before opening the message, I looked over at Carrie. She was now standing by the door typing furiously on her phone—stopping occasionally to read something and smile before typing more. 
When I opened the picture, my heart stopped beating. It was a picture taken in a bathroom mirror showing a large, dark-skinned black man. The picture showed him from his waist to his knees and most of the frame was taken up by his cock. It was not only black, but long, and reached about a third of the way down his tree-trunk thighs. It was maybe as thick as my fist. I knew that it wasn’t unusual for cocks like that to retain their size when hard, and not get any bigger like my white cock did, but still, it was a monster.
I was still staring at my phone when Carrie asked, “Are you looking at that picture?”
“Are you sure, Carrie? He could hurt you.” I looked at her in amazement.
“He’s happy that I’m going to the party with him,” she said, ignoring my question.
I looked back at the picture and then back at Carrie. Something in my look made her laugh. “I’ll be all right, honey. Nothing’s going to hurt me. I’ll probably be back here right after the ball drops,” she said. 
Somehow, I doubted that. “Don’t make it too special, Carrie. Please, I don’t want to lose you. You mean the world to me.” My face was twisted in despair.
“Ryan, you won’t lose me. It’s just sex, not love. I love you.” She was trying to reassure me, but nothing could do that.
The rest of the night we just talked about husband and wife things, nothing special. New Year’s Eve hung in the air between us like a ghost. When Carrie was ready for bed, she sat down in front of me again. “You probably won’t see me tomorrow after work, honey. I only work a half day, but I want to rest and get ready for the party. Do you understand?” she asked.
I understood her perfectly. “But you promise to write me, send me texts. Lots of them, you can’t send too many,” I said.
I didn’t sleep very well. Judging by the sound of Carrie’s light snoring, she slept fine. In the morning she looked bright eyed and I felt like shit. Before going into the bathroom, she asked me to turn off the light on my side of the glass. I watched, hypnotized, as Carrie carefully examined her pussy in the reflective glass.
After her shower, she sat in the same chair and shaved herself, pulling her pussy lips to get as much of the stubble as she could reach. I sat on the other side of the glass staring at my wife’s cunt, taking in the hint of moisture in her folds, and imagining a black cock piercing her. I remembered all the sounds she made when she came.
“Does my asshole need to be shaved too?” she asked, bending over the chair to give me a good look. The tiny pucker of her ass looked perfect to me, and I told her so. “Good, thank you,” she said, and picked up her bowl of hot water, razor and towel, and disappeared back into the bathroom.
Carrie dressed for work and, after kissing me through the glass, was gone. I hadn’t reminded her to write me.
 
 



Chapter 10
 
The only thing that saved the remainder of the day was a visit from Irene in her spacesuit.
“Why’s your blood pressure so high, Ryan? What’s going on?” she asked in her professional voice.
“My wife is going to party without me tonight, and I think she plans on…well,” I stammered.
“Fucking some guy?” Irene finished for me.
“Yes. Not just some guy either,” I said. I showed her the picture of Terrell’s cock.
“Oh my, this is the guy she’s going to the party with?” Irene asked, looking down at my phone. “You’ve got a problem. What are you going to do?”
“She promised to send me texts, a lot of them. I…well, I told her…you know.” I was stammering again.
“Write her. Tell her how much you love her, and ask her to send you pictures, too. Remind her how lonely you’ll be. I’ll be on the other side of the glass in ten minutes.” I heard the door hiss behind her as I typed.
After Irene returned and settled herself in the usual chair, she immediately stood back up and examined it. “Why does the chair feel damp?” she asked. “Anyway, here’s my plan. You and I are going to celebrate New Year’s together, since I have to be here anyway. We’ll read your wife’s texts, we’ll look at her pictures—if she sends any—and we’ll see where the night takes us. How does that sound?”
I told her it sounded wonderful to me. At the least it would keep me from obsessing about Carrie. “Can I drink?” I asked.
“No, but I can. I’ll drink for both of us. You don’t mind talking to a lady as she gets a little drunk, do you?”
“If you get drunk enough, will you take your clothes off?” It seemed like a reasonable question.
“You never can tell,” she said.
 
* * *
 
Irene was wearing a skirt so short it could have been one of Carrie’s. She snooped around and found my wife’s vibrator without any trouble at all. “It’s still here!” she said, holding the machine high. “Has Carrie put on any more shows for you?”
There wasn’t much I could do except smile and admit it. “They’re wonderful. Almost as good as seeing you.”
“Aw, shucks. It’s my pleasure,” she said. I suspected she’d already been at the open bottle of champagne she carried. “So tell me, Ryan, what’s your favorite thing to do with a woman? Outside of fucking her, of course.”
I answered before she even stopped talking: “Eating pussy.”
“Um…I love that, too. Being eaten, I mean.” Irene placed my large iPad on a table next to the glass. She opened the case so that both of us could see the screen. We had just settled back to discuss the finer points of pussy eating when the iPad dinged to tell us that there was an incoming message. Irene started the appropriate app and a picture appeared. It was taken at a downward angle toward the street and looking out my bedroom window. The picture showed a large black man crossing the street toward our building in front of a large black SUV. The message said, “My date is here.”
“Well,” Irene said. “It’s begun. Tell me how you’d eat my pussy, Ryan.”
“Come in here and I’ll show you.” I was grinning at her.
Irene took the time to sip her champagne. “If I could fuck you tonight, I would,” she said.
“Don’t you have a husband?” I asked, shifting in my seat to make room for my growing erection.
“Yep.” Irene wiggled her ring finger at me. “But, we have a sort of arrangement.”
“Tell me more,” I said.
“We have an arrangement that’s very much like the one you and Carrie seem to be working up to,” she said. “He likes to…hear about things.”
“Have you told him about me?” I asked.
“Yes.”
“And he’s okay with this?”
“Oh yes, he’s very okay with it,” she said.
“All right, so, how do you like your pussy eaten?” I asked.
“I like a man to take his time at first, to really use his tongue. I like to feel his tongue flat against my pussy, wet and warm as he licks me from bottom to top. That’s just to start. Is that what you do?” Irene asked, sipping some more. “Or are you one of those guys in a hurry to get to the ‘good stuff?’”
“Do you know how hard you’re making me with this conversation?” I asked her.
Irene smiled at me. She caressed the vibrator and crossed her legs. “I have an idea,” she said. “Do you know where the clitoris is?” she asked.
“I do, and I know that ‘she’ likes to be licked. Some women even like it if I make my tongue pointy and probe under her hood,” I answered.
“Oh, Ryan, I am one of those women.” Irene stroked the Magic Wand as though it was a cock.
Another ding interrupted us. This picture was taken by my wife’s iPhone and showed Terrell and her standing together in front of our bathroom mirror. Terrell dwarfed my wife, and was dressed all in black. Black pants, black turtleneck sweater, and a black leather jacket. He was handsome, and his smile was wide as he wrapped his arm around my wife.
It looked like Carrie was wearing a black two-piece swimsuit covered by a black see-through knit dress. Her body was completely exposed through the knit—except for the swimsuit, and that only covered the basics. Her cleavage was apparent as her breasts popped out at the screen. The bottoms left everything from the bottom of her boobs to her pubic mound exposed. Her face was already flushed and Terrell’s arm was wrapped around her back, his hand resting on the side of her breast. Carrie’s arm disappeared around his back. Her lipstick was already smeared, and I doubted that she purposely did her hair mussed up.
“That dress is really just one piece, you know?” Irene said, staring at the screen. “Those black patches are made from velvet and are sewn onto the knit so that it can be worn without underwear. If the dress comes off, your wife is naked.” Irene glanced from me to the screen and back again. “That’s a dress a woman might wear if she plans on being fucked.”
My heart rate skyrocketed. I was feeling a kind of exquisite pain, pain that would only get deeper as the night progressed. I studied my wife in light of Irene’s comment. I thought I could see Carrie’s nipples, already hard, pressing against the black fabric on top.
“I’ve tried the dress on, Ryan. I had to step into it and pull it tight with the shoulder straps. The velvet caressed me every time I moved. If Carrie wasn’t turned on before, she is now.” Irene was looking at me as she put her feet on the floor, slightly apart. “Watch this,” she said, as she did something to the picture that caused it to move.
The picture came to life in two or three seconds of action. My breath caught as I watched Terrell caress my wife’s breast before pulling his hand back for the picture. For the first time I could see his cock inside his pants as it twitched.
Irene stared at the picture as she caressed the inside of her thigh. Her fingers moved under the hem of her short skirt. “I wonder if we’ll get to see him fuck her? What do you think, Ryan? He has a big cock. Would you like to see your wife fucked by that man?” Not waiting for an answer, she continued: “I’d like to see it. I’d like to see him sink inside of her.” Irene pulled her short dress up enough that I could see she wasn’t wearing panties.
Another ding drew our attention back to the screen. Carrie had taken a picture without looking as they walked away from the mirror. Terrell even had a strong ass, and thick legs, but I couldn’t take my eyes off my wife. The velvet covering her pussy was really a thong, and as she walked away from the mirror I could see her bare ass covered only by the black knit dress. On her left butt cheek was the temporary ace of spades tattoo. At least I hoped it was temporary.
 
 



Chapter 11
 
Irene was studying my face when I turned to look at her. “Did you know about the tattoo?” she asked, as she softly caressed herself between her thighs.
“I knew she had a temporary,” I replied.
“She’s going to get a lot of attention, Ryan. Are you ready for that? Do you need something?”
“I don’t need a blue pill,” I said. My erection was making a tent of my hospital gown, so I took it off.
“No,” she said, laughing. “That’s the last thing you need, but I can tell your blood pressure and heart rate from here.”
“I want to be awake. I don’t need to tell you what those pictures do to me, but I also want to be here with you. I don’t need to have the ‘edge’ taken off.”
Irene just smiled and continued stroking herself. “The people at the party won’t know it’s temporary,” she said. “They’ll think it’s permanent. I hope she sends more pictures, maybe even a video!”
“Use that movement thing you did before,” I said. My heart almost stopped when it showed Terrell reaching to touch my bride’s ass.
“I’m so turned on, Ryan. I actually might forget the warnings and just fuck the shit out of you tonight.” Irene’s finger was spreading her essence to her clit and making her entire pussy wet. We both stroked ourselves, careful not to cum, while we watched and talked.
“I love watching men jack off for me,” Irene said. “When I watch you cum it’ll make me cum, too.”
Another ding interrupted us. It was a text that read: His hand’s on my leg, how far should I let him go?
“What should I answer for you, Ryan?” Irene wanted to know.
“Rub his thigh, too. Copy him, go as high as he does,” I told her. Irene sent the reply.
We watched the screen, waiting for an answer to come back. Irene’s fingers were moving faster now, rubbing her clit in big circles that would have set me off if I’d have let it.
He’s coming around to open the door. He touched my pussy. His cock is BIG! Carrie could write fast on her little phone, almost as fast as I could go on a keyboard.
My cock was throbbing as Irene stood up to take off her skirt. Now only her blouse remained. Judging by the way her breasts moved, I didn’t think she was wearing a bra. I hadn’t realized how hot she’d gotten until I had an unobscured view. Her pussy was visibly wet, not just damp, and her lips were parted and swollen—ready to be fucked.
“Do I dare use this vibrator, or should I wait?” she asked me.
“You’ll cum,” I told her. “But you can do that more than once, can’t you?”
“A woman’s pussy can be a wonderful thing, Ryan,” she replied, as she plugged the wand into the wall. “I can cum as long as I’m stimulated properly, and so far I have been stimulated very properly.” 
My cock throbbed at just the thought, and I almost came when Irene turned on the wand. As she ran it over the length of her pussy, the iPad dinged again. This time the message was a video, taken with my wife’s phone, showing her kissing Terrell passionately. His hands lifted her knit dress and slid under the velvet to caress her bare cheeks. We watched, Irene on the verge of orgasm, as Terrell turned my wife around so she was facing the phone, pulled the front of her dress up, and showed me and everyone else my wife’s cunt. We could hear shouts of appreciation as his thick finger stroked her wet clit.
Irene came as she watched Terrell stroking my wife. Her orgasm was hard as she held the white head of the vibrator to her pussy. Her hips bucked but her eyes never left the screen. “He’s going to fuck her for you, Ryan. He’s going to make you watch him do it. She’s going to cuckold you. Oh, no…I’m cumming again. So good, so good!” I wanted to join her, but the promise of more movies to come kept my hand still.
It took some time for Irene to catch her breath. My cock was throbbing as I tried to think of something, anything, else. But my mind kept returning to the movie I’d just watched. Carrie had become that man’s bitch for tonight, and maybe longer. Maybe being locked in this glass cell meant I was going to lose her. She was a woman with needs and I couldn’t do anything about them. It did no good to blame Irene, it wasn’t her fault. I had to be in here, trembling with fear and excitement, while my wife found a real man.
My face must have reflected my emotions as Irene put her hand on the glass. “I’m sorry, Ryan. I know how much this must hurt, but she’ll come back to you. You haven’t lost her, you know.” Then Irene laughed. “You’ve just lent her out for the evening. I promise I’ll get you out of there the minute your tests show that you’re safe,” she added. “You know that, don’t you?”
I told her I did know it, and that the video and the sight of her at the same time made me wish I could hold her. I really wished I could fuck her, which earned me another big smile.
“I’ll fuck you in a minute when you’re safe. I might have to strip off my space suit and take you right on that bed—just throw you down on your back and sit on that beautiful cock. How would that be?” she asked.
She’d made my cock hard again as we smiled at each other. I appreciated my doctor more every day.
A text broke our concentration: I’m in the bathroom, alone. I’m sorry you saw that.
I asked Irene to write back for me: I’m not sorry, you’re turning me on.
He touched my pussy. He said that I’m his slut tonight. What should I do?
I had Irene write back: Who took the video?
The answer came back in seconds: One of the other guys. Terrell said he’s going to strip me naked as soon as I come out.
There was only one thing I could do: Get out of there. If you stay they’ll all want to fuck you.
I can’t leave, we’re way out in the country.
Nothing more came in. Irene and I talked, the ball dropped and, just before she left, the iPad dinged again with another video. My beautiful wife was naked, spread out on her back, as one black cock slammed into her pussy and she sucked on another. Her body was covered in cum and we could hear men talking about how they’d fucked the bitch. A large ace of spades had been drawn on her belly with a magic marker.
The cock in her mouth was pulled out just in time to unload on her face. We could hear clearly Carrie’s grunts and moans. As the man in her pussy finished inside, she asked Terrell to “…do me again, Terrell. I need your big cock to celebrate the New Year.”
 
 



Chapter 12
 
We both stared at the frozen picture of Carrie’s face begging Terrell to “do me again.” It had been obvious in her choice of clothing—not to mention agreeing to go to the party in the first place—that Carrie planned to fuck Terrell. I don’t think she planned on being the center of a gangbang, but the video suggested that she enjoyed it.
Irene looked at me with concern. “Do you need anything, Ryan? I can give you something to help you sleep if you like.”
I was numb as I nodded my head yes. Irene gathered her things to put on her spacesuit as the iPad dinged one last time.
I’m staying here tonight. I’ll see you tomorrow honey.
We wrote back: OK, be safe. They’re giving me something to sleep. Shower here please. I love you.
I asked Irene to bring my iPad in with her. I needed to plug it in and I didn’t want to miss anything that might come in while I slept. I could see Irene’s eyes through the viewing window in her suit. They revealed more than concern. She used a syringe to inject me through the IV and stroked my chest with her gloved hand as I fell asleep. The next thing I knew, the lights were on.
I sat up in bed, groggy and disoriented. My first rational thought was to check my messages, the second was to look into the visitor’s room. Carrie was sleeping naked on top of the covers, her legs spread enough for me to see her angry red pussy. It was still dripping white. Her breasts looked like they were covered in dry spunk and the smeared ace of spades was visible on her belly. I couldn’t see her face or hair very well, but from what I could see her hair was matted down. Her dress had been dropped by the glass, the knitting torn. I let her sleep while I looked for the messages she sent during the night.
Sleep well. I love you too.
Ryan. He can’t get enough. His cock is so big.
He wants to fuck my ass!
Honey, he fucked my ass. It hurt at first but then it felt wonderful.
We have to do that. Will you fuck my ass?
I looked back at my sleeping wife. Her ass was red. The hole looked bigger somehow and a drop of white liquid was just oozing out.
My heart slammed in my chest, which caused the alarm on my monitor to go off. I held my hand to my chest and took deep breaths as the hatch hissed open and Irene rushed in. She checked me first before turning off the beeping. She had been ready to push the red button.
“What happened?” she asked. I didn’t say anything. I just looked through the glass at my sleeping wife. Irene followed my gaze and walked to the wall to get a better look. 
“I need to go check on her Ryan. She had a rough night and she could be hurt. Stay calm. It’s over now.” Before she left, she injected another syringe into my IV. Within seconds I felt a calmness settle over me.
I watched as Irene woke my wife. Carrie was groggy at first, too, but she relaxed as Irene examined her. She’d brought in instruments to spread her open, and lights and swabs. Afterward, Irene helped my wife into the shower.
When they came out, Carrie looked much better. Irene led her to the bed, and after she was settled she came over to the window. “It doesn’t look like she suffered permanent damage, except that impromptu tattoo. She’ll need more than one shower to wash that thing off. I’ll check back on both you in a little while. I want to keep an eye on her and I don’t trust anyone else. I know what happened. They don’t.”
Brushing her red hair back with her fingers, Carrie sat in the chair next to the glass. I climbed out of bed and sat across from her. “You saw my messages?” she asked. She wouldn’t look at me.
“Yes, I saw the videos too,” I said.
Carrie pinched her lips together, still looking away from me. “Okay, I guess that’s it then. Where do we go from here?” She put her hands under her legs and stared at the floor between her feet.
“Where do we…? Why do have to go anywhere?” I asked.
“Ryan,” she said, still staring at her feet. “If you want a divorce there’s nothing I can do. You have all the evidence you need.”
I slapped the glass as hard as I could, causing her to jump. She looked at me, her eyes wide and scared. “I don’t want a divorce,” I said. “I love you. Do you still love me? Would you rather be with Terrell and his buddies?”
Carrie took several deep breaths and then said, “I love you, Ryan. I’m sorry for what I did. Can you forgive me?” Her eyes filled with tears.
“Tell me the truth. Did you enjoy what happened? Did it feel good?” I asked.
Carrie again studied the floor between her feet and quietly answered, “Yes.”
“Would you do it again if I told you it caused me a lot of agony?” She quickly looked up at me. “But that it also caused me cum more than once?” The last was a white lie. “Would you do it again, if I wanted you to?”
Carrie’s face brightened into a wide smile. “Agony, huh? You came watching me and I get to do it again if I want? I think we may be able to work out a deal.”
 
 



Chapter 13
 
Carrie went back to bed as Irene came in to my side. “You’re going to be cleared in two days,” she said, looking sad. “How do you want to handle your release?”
No more interviews, no more exams, no more fun behind the glass. “I want to have two more nights behind the glass, one to let Carrie rest, the second to surprise her. Is that okay?” After Irene told me it was, we planned the whole thing. She told me how the hallways ran and how to get into the other side of the glass. She promised to keep my release date secret from Carrie.
We looked into each other’s eyes for several long seconds. It was wrong, but I had feelings for this older woman, and I knew she had feelings for me. She’d done things with me that would have not only resulted in losing her job but maybe even her medical license. No nurse had been allowed to care for me except when Dr. Coates was off the premises. She took care of me in every way—while my wife was being gangbanged by black strangers because she couldn’t help herself.
 
* * *
 
When Carrie woke up, I told her my plan. “You need to rest up for a day, then invite Terrell here. Tell him that your husband is on the other side of the glass and that I want to watch him fuck you.”
“No hiding?” she asked.
“No, we’ll be able to see and talk to each other. After the movies, there’s not much reason to hide is there?” I asked.
Carrie gave me another wide smile. “I’ll call him right now,” she said. She moved to the corner of the room and talked animatedly on her cell phone for a long time. She laughed a lot, and even peeked at me once before bending to talk some more. I couldn’t hear much of what she said but I did hear: “…yes, we’ll see each… You want to give me a…? Okay…tomorrow night…on the… It is? …me too.”
Before wrapping herself in blankets and going back to sleep, she said, “I’ll bring him here tomorrow night, probably around seven, give or take.”
I spent the day rehearsing my plan in my mind. When Irene came back in, I told her we were set and gave her the timeline. She’d let the staff know that I’d be visiting my wife and a friend on the other side of the glass, and that I was cleared to leave. Tomorrow morning they’d release the hatch so all I had to do was silently open it.
That night Carrie and I enjoyed a nice dinner, each on our own sides of the glass. It had been months since we’d been together but Carrie didn’t look disappointed. She looked excited.
When my wife gave me a quick flash of her pussy, it didn’t look nearly as bad as it had just a few hours ago. She looked almost normal, the mark on her belly now just a pale shadow. But she didn’t want to fool around. “I’ve got a big night ahead of me, honey. Let’s save it,” she said. 
I smiled and agreed with her. I was an evil bastard, I thought, and going to hell for sure.
The next morning, Carrie called in sick to work. She showered, removing the last hint of the magic marker, put on a dress and a coat, gave me a kiss through the glass, and said she’d see me at seven or eight. Then she was gone. I didn’t ask her plans for the day. I knew what they would be.
The hatch door opened silently and Irene walked in wearing her blue scrubs. She was so gorgeous, mature and poised as she walked toward me, her smile spread from ear to ear. My cock rapidly filled with blood, causing her to stop and stare.
“Ryan, is that for me? Just from looking at me?” she asked.
“Yes,” I told her. “I want you, Irene. I can’t be any more honest than that.”
“You want to fuck me?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said.
“What about Carrie?” she asked (though her hand was already resting near my hard-on).
“She can watch if she wants to.”
Irene chuckled at that. “What’s the plan, Ryan? You’re going to watch her in person and then what?”
“I’m going to watch her through the glass, and then I have a plan,” I said. Irene pumped me for details, but I wasn’t sharing. She’d just have to wait like everyone else.
“Ryan, let me tell you where the doctor’s lounge is,” she said. “At night nobody is in there, and that’s where I’ll be. If you have time and want to share how things turn out, come on down before you leave.” She ran her hand over my gown, on top of my erection, and gave me a sweet wonderful kiss before she left through the hatch. It was the first time we’d touched each other.
 
 



Chapter 14
 
It was 8:30 when Carrie returned, draped over the arm of the very large and very black man I’d seen in the movies. Terrell was even larger in person, handsome with an athlete’s graceful movements. He wasn’t bothered by Carrie’s husband being present; he smiled at me through the glass and held my wife’s head as he kissed her just inches in front of me. I could hear Carrie moaning as his tongue licked her lips, his hands slipping the straps of her dress off her shoulders.
The movement revealed the top of my wife’s left breast and the still raw tattoo of an ace of spades with a capital Q in the middle. Underneath the ace were the words: BBC Only. This tattoo was real and very fresh—my wife had declared herself available to large black men only. I knew where that left me: about where I expected to be.
As they kissed, Terrell pushed Carrie’s dress to the ground and pulled her completely naked body tight against his. I was forgotten as Carrie pulled his black turtleneck over his head and revealed a powerful body with a visible six-pack of muscle. His pants were so low that the top of his black pubic hair was visible. My wife kissed and sucked his nipple while her hand pushed inside his pants. She gasped when she touched his erection, and her kisses became more frantic. Carrie sank to her knees, her hands caressing him as she lowered herself, until she was unfastening his pants and pulling them up and then down to release his large black cock. 
He was hard. The veins on his shaft stood out prominently and he had a slight upward curve. It looked immense as my wife ran her hands over him, stroking his erection before caressing his large balls.
Terrell pulled the upholstered chair up to the glass. Before he bent Carrie over it, he told her to lubricate her pussy and her asshole to make sure she was ready for him. Carrie went into the bathroom, and I motioned for Terrell to pick up the telephone that connected the two rooms. Until now, there was no need to use it. It was for private conversations only. 
There wasn’t much time, so I made it quick. “Nice to meet you, Terrell. We only have a minute,” I said. “At some point, please sit on the couch and have my wife sit on you so you’re fucking face-to-face. I have a surprise for her.”
Terrell studied me and asked, “Mm I going to like this surprise?”
“I think all three of us will like it,” I replied, just as Carrie came out of the bathroom.
“What are you guys talking about?” she asked, as she wrapped her hand around his cock.
“We were just introducing ourselves,” Terrell said. Then he pushed her over the back of the chair so that her ass was facing him. Her face was inches away from the glass.
I sat down and watched as Terrell spread her open. When he began to ease that black cock inside, my wife’s eyes rolled back in her head. “Honey, he’s so big. He stretches me wide open with his black cock,” she said. As he pushed in further, Carrie’s head rolled and her nostrils flared, until he was all the way inside of her. “He’s in me, Ryan. His black cock is all the way inside your wife’s cunt. Do you want to watch him fuck me, honey?”
As Terrell started to pound my wife from behind, I watched as her body was jerked violently. She grunted with each thrust, her eyes unfocused, her concentration directed entirely inward—on the sensations of being fucked so hard by such a large cock.
Carrie squealed when she came. Her body jerked as her orgasm overcame her. As she came down from her peak, Terrell pulled his cock out and left my wife looking at me. There was a smile on her face as she said, “I love you honey. I’ve never loved you more than I do right now for letting me have this experience. Thank you, my love.” She blew me a kiss as Terrell pulled her over to join him on the couch.
This was my cue. I quickly pulled on the minimum-required number of clothes to walk in the hallway, and left the room through the hatch just as Carrie settled on Terrell’s lap. I could hear her in the hall as his large cock pushed into her pussy. The halls ran just as Irene had said, and moments later I silently entered the visitor’s room for the first time. Neither Carrie nor Terrell saw or heard me enter.
Carrie jumped when she felt my cock touch her asshole. She turned with a look of alarm that turned into a bright smile as she realized that it was me. “Honey, you’re here!” she cried. I held her in place so she couldn’t jump up to hug me, and eased my cock into my wife’s asshole for the first time.
Carrie’s mouth opened and her eyes rolled back into her head, as my cock joined Terrell’s inside my wife.
 
 



Chapter 15
 
Irene was waiting for us in the doctor’s lounge. As we took our seats, Carrie had a difficult time getting comfortable.
“How was your surprise?” Irene asked, as she examined my wife’s new tattoo.
“I loved it,” Carrie answered, smiling at both of us. “I’ve never felt anything even remotely like it.”
“So, Carrie. You know what that tattoo means. Where does that leave Ryan?” she asked.
“He’s my husband. I love him. I guess we’ll have to decide together how far we take this thing,” she replied. We wouldn’t really be deciding together, but I loved her too and I wasn’t leaving.
Looking into her coffee cup, Irene softly asked, “Where does that leave us?”
Carrie moved to kiss my doctor and said, “Do you think you’d like a threesome?”
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