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The following piece of fiction is intended as ADULT entertainment and 
has been posted only to an appropriate group on the Internet. If it is
found in any other place this is not the responsibility of the author.

All characters in this story are fictitious, any similarity to 
persons living or dead is purely coincidental. The author does not
condone or endorse any of the activities detailed in this
story, some of which are dangerous or illegal. He does not condone 
actual violence against women or men, or non consensual sex. 
These stories are a sexual fantasy, nothing more.



She said she was going to leave him, but he begged her not to. He knew that he hadn’t been a perfect husband, but he would make amends. So she agreed to stay with him on the condition that he would do exactly what she told him for 24 hours. Anything at all. He agreed, so she made him book a night at a posh hotel in London, take her out to a very expensive dinner, and then go out drinking in a champagne bar. He was looking forward to sex in the hotel bedroom when they got back in. But he had a surprise waiting for him. When he opened the door there were two black men sitting on the sofa. Rent boys. Big muscled rent boys. His wife closed the hotel door behind her. Within seconds the two men had grabbed her husband, manhandled him to the bed and had him pinned down on it. Their combined strength was much too great for him, but as he had begun to shout they stuffed a gag into his mouth. 

“I want you to know what you have put me through. These last couple of years. The times you fucked me when I didn’t want it, when you knew I didn’t want it. Especially the times you put it up my bum. You have no idea how much it hurts, when you put it up my bum. But you’re going to find out tonight. Boy, are you going to find out. Get going fellas.”

They wrenched his trousers down and one of them held him down by the shoulders whilst the other took his cock out and got it between his wriggling buttocks. “Hold on, I want to watch his face when it goes in”. She climbed onto the bed in front of him and lifted his head by the hair. Through the gag you could hear him saying no, pleading with her to stop it. “You want it to stop do you? That’s a shame. Put it up him boys, and don’t spare his feelings.” A big black cock pushed into his anus and went right up him. The wife watched as her husband’s face spasmed with pain and he screamed against the gag. The rent boy mounted his buttocks and fucked into him with all his might. “Oh really? Does it hurt? Oh I didn’t realise. Now you know how I felt every time you put your fucking dick up my bum.” She released his head and climbed off the bed, walking to the fridge to get out a bottle of champagne. As her husband groaned and twisted on the bed under a brutal buggering she calmly opened the bottle and poured herself a glass. She turned the chair round so that she was sitting in front of him, crossed her legs and sipped the champagne. “Put it in and out a few times. I happen to know that hurts”. Obligingly the man tugged his cock out, so that her husband jerked on the bed, then lined it up with his arsehole and shoved it straight back in again, with one brutal shove. Five or six times he took it out and forced it back in again. 

“Do you remember when you made me shag your best mate Steve with you, on your birthday last year? You both took turns didn’t you? Get to it boys, see how he likes it.” The men swapped round, the one who had been holding him dropping his trousers and ramming it up her husband’s gaping ass. They no longer had to hold him down – he just lay on the bed, jerking under the force of their fucking. Every few minutes they swapped over, so that he didn’t have time to get used to one cock or one rhythm. 

“Now what else can we do? Now let’s think. There was the time you fucked my bum and then put it in my mouth, didn’t you?  Made me suck it clean. Remember that? Let’s see if you like the taste any more than I did. Make him kneel, boys. Make him ask for it”.

They grinned. Quickly they tied his wrists together behind his back, and dragged him off the bed onto his knees. One of them put his hand between her husband’s legs from behind and took a great handful of his balls, holding them tight. The threat was there. The other man stood in front of him, a dark cock sticking out in front of him, like an obscene totem pole. He took the gag out of her husband’s mouth, and in one fluid movement replaced it with his erection. Then he stood there and waited for the kneeling husband to perform. Reluctantly he started to slide his mouth back and forth. For the first time in his life he was sucking another man’s dick.

“Suck it properly. You’ve seen me do it often enough. Made me do it often enough. Oh that’s feeble. Show him boys.” The man crouching behind him grabbed his head and started forcing it backwards and forwards on the cock in front of him. “That’s better, now do it on your own.” The man let go and her husband continued thrusting his head back and forth, the black shaft appearing and disappearing between his white lips. “Now fuck his ass at the same time.” The man behind him took hold of his shaft and guided it up his bottom from below, skewering him on it. He groaned on the cock in his mouth, but he stayed on his knees and took it. “Yes you did that to me with Steve, didn’t you? You made me suck him off whilst you fucked me from behind. Of course you never asked me, any more than I have asked you. Swap round boys. Let him taste a bit of his own ass again.” She poured herself some more champagne and watched silently for a bit, the only sound in the hotel room the slap of muscular hips against his flabby buttocks, and the occasional strangled moan, muffled by the cock in his mouth. 

“I don’t think it’s hurting enough. Back on the bed, I think, on his back, legs in the air. That hurts. It goes deeper that way, doesn’t it?” As the men stuffed the gag back in his mouth and forced him onto his back on the bed, she drained the last of the champagne and got up. She got his wallet from his jacket and opened it. “Nearly two hundred in cash. That should just about pay for you boys shouldn’t it? Here you are. Take a couple of the credit cards as well if you want. Oh and his Rolex is worth a bit, might as well take that too.” She looked down at her husband and smiled. “You’ll be hearing from my lawyers on Monday. I’m not coming back to you. I just wanted you to understand what I went through”.

She gathered up her clothes and packed her bag. “There might be some gay porn on the tele. Watch some of that while you fuck him. He used to love making me watch porn whilst he fucked me. You never know, he might even get off on it.”

By now he was on his back, hands still tied behind him, legs  being held way up in the air by the man behind him, bending his body back on itself, so that the other man could force his cock up his gaping arsehole. There was a muffled wail of pain as it went up.

She went to the door. “Carry on as long as you like boys. Take your time. He’s all yours. I never want to see him again”. 

The door closed behind her.




