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Susan was breathless and looked across the smoky bar towards her husband Paul as he sat awkwardly on a stool.  He was obviously drunk.  How many New Year’s Eves had she played out this scenario?  But, she thought, this was one was markedly different already.  Paul was now a racehorse owner.  Well, more accurately, he was in a syndicate that owned a racehorse.  Tomorrow, New Year’s Day, the horse would race at their local course, Kempton Park.  This evening the syndicate were bringing in the New Year together.
Earlier in the evening, Susan had been most disconcerted as they sat down to their meal, to find she was the only woman present.  Paul had not understood, it seemed that it was a men only party.  She had graciously said the she would be happy to leave the group to their celebrations as she had hated every New Years party that she had attended since she had got married.  They all ended with her being ignored all evening as Paul got drunk at the bar.  Little did she know that this evening would be different?  The whole group refused point blank for her to leave and Rob, the syndicate leader, had insisted a place be set for her next to him at the huge table.  She hardly ate a thing.  She laughed all through the meal as he told story after story; all were true. He winked with those steely blue eyes. 
 After the meal the tables had been cleared and for two hours she had danced with each of the men present except her husband who didn’t dance and, by this time, could hardly walk.  Now, as she looked across at her husband, the band leader began the countdown to midnight.  As the hour struck and a shout of Happy New Year went up, Rob pulled her to him and demanded his New Year kiss.  She happily lifted her lips to his but was surprised when suddenly he thrust his tongue inside her mouth.  Susan was dumbfounded.  What she did know was that her nipples had swollen and become painfully rigid and her vaginal juices were seeping into her panties. Immediately she responded and kissed him back, her tongue jousting with his in the arena of their mouths.  The kiss melted her and time seemed to stand still.  Suddenly, she noticed his hand was on her breast kneading her nipple through her bra and dress.  It felt wonderful.  Rob pulled away from the kiss and turned his mouth to her ear.
‘Have you a coat with you?’  She nodded. ‘Go into the ladies and strip off. Have you stockings and suspenders on?’  Her stomach was churning but again she nodded. ‘Leave those on but otherwise naked!  And, don’t be long.’  

It wasn’t a request, she knew.  It was an order. And, she obeyed.  How her legs carried her the few yards to the ladies toilet she didn’t know; they felt like jelly. The toilet was deserted, she being the only woman in the pub.  She leaned against a basin, gasping for breath.  Her heart was beating like a tattoo on a drum.  As she gazed into the mirror she wasn’t sure she recognised herself.  She was forty three years old.  She had given birth to three children, the youngest just turned eighteen.  She had known only one man, her husband.  And yet, she knew that she was going to allow a man she had met only two hours ago fuck her.  She was trembling.  Her hands didn’t seem to want to work on the buttons and catches that secured her dress and bra.  She knew he would be getting impatient and tried to hurry.  Within a few seconds she was looking at her bare breasts, the nipples sticking out like organ stops. She nipped the turgid buds between her fingers. ‘Oh,’ she groaned, how sensitive they felt.  For the first time in her life she examined her breasts and was pleased with what she saw.  She was five feet five tall, and very slim and lithe. Her breasts were a double D and she had always hated their hugeness.  Tonight, as they swung before her shaking slightly because her breathing was so ragged, she knew he would adore them.  She quickly pulled down her sodden panties, stepped out of them and used them to mop up the juices that had leaked from her inflamed cunt and had run down both of her legs, almost reaching the tops of her stockings.  She quickly combed her hair and applied lipstick, where the kiss had removed it.  She put her arms into her long black woollen overcoat and fastened all the buttons.
Rob was waiting outside of the toilet door, and without a word grasped her hand and guided her upstairs into a large room that was used for functions. On the stage was a large bed that had been the centre piece for the pantomime show that was due to take place the following day and for the week ahead. Rob led her towards the bed and  turned her towards him and bent his head to kiss her.  Immediately their tongues were intertwined and it was seconds before she realised he was unbuttoning her coat.  
Suddenly the stage was ablaze with lights but Susan hardly noticed. Susan’s body was on fire.  Even so she put her hand out and tried to stop him pulling open her coat.
‘Not here Rob, people will see!’

‘You’re mine now, not that wanker’s.  From now on you do what I say, and immediately.  Do you understand?’

She nodded meekly, knowing she had never before felt so controlled.  He finished unbuttoning her coat.

‘Undo my trousers and take them off.’

She obeyed without question and when she opened his fly she was astounded as his erect cock fell two or three inches from its bower and hit her on the forehead.
‘God it’s huge!’  Her husband’s cock was only about four inches long and an inch wide, when erect.  This must have been close to a foot long and as wide as her forearm.

‘Oh God, I’ll never take that, you’ll kill me!’  She was genuinely afraid and began to struggle as he lifted her onto her feet and began to press her backwards onto the bed.  The coat had fallen open in her struggles and her tits wobbled from side to side as she tried to get away.  Rob lifted her legs and smacked her beautiful white buttocks that glowed in the combination of the stage lights.
Susan was stunned; no one had ever spanked her before, neither her husband, nor her father.  She immediately stopped struggling and grabbed her coat, wrapping it around her, in order to hide her nakedness and embarrassment.
‘Open the coat, don’t close it again!’

Again she meekly obeyed and opened the coat wide, exposing her naked tits and her bear cunt, waxed only the previous week and framed by her black stockings and suspender belt.  Rob held her by her ankles and pulled her legs out straight and opened them wide apart.  He gazed down examining her closely in the bright lights, that hid nothing from his gaze.  Her tits were full, the nipples sticking out rigidly from the excitement.  The lips of her cunt were engorged with blood and hung open, almost welcoming him and enticing him to enter.
‘Guide the head of my cock into your cunt.’

Susan stretched down and grasped the huge erection.  She placed the huge bell end at her entrance and reached around it in order to pull her lips apart.  Feeling the head engage, Rob didn’t wait and he wasn’t going to be gentle.  In one thrust he buried half the length into Susan’s dripping cunt, withdrew and thrust again burying a further three inches, withdrew and with a final thrust he was buried deep inside her, his hairy bollocks resting against her hairless arse.

The shock of the first thrust caused Susan to gasp. She had never been filled like this before.  Surprisingly it hadn’t hurt, and as he withdrew she tried to grasp his shaft to hold him in.  She has forgotten to breathe and the second thrust almost caused her to choke with the lack of breath in her lungs.  As he withdrew she gasped, filling her lungs with air.  The third thrust should have been painful, as the cock-head forced itself past her cervix and into her womb.  The shear size of the shaft seemed to grab at her cunt lips and drew them deep inside her.  Every part of her being seemed to have been thrust inside her womb and simultaneously every bit of air was driven from her lungs.  She passed out.  Seconds later as she recovered, she realised that she had recorded a few ‘firsts’ this evening.  The first time she had actually enjoyed a New Years party.  The first time she had ever been unfaithful, and her first ever orgasm.  

She didn’t yet know that the list was soon to grow!
Rob was now thrusting his whole shaft into her in slow full movements, ensuring that she felt every inch of his length and width.

‘Well that’s the best and surest bet I’ve ever won!’  Rob said to no-one in particular..
Susan opened her tightly shut eyes.  The couple were surrounded by the whole group of men that had been at the party.  Paul looked down at her his face aghast.  Her glance moved down from his face to his groin and was startled to see he was wanking his tiny erect cock in time to the steady shafting that Rob was giving her.  Her glance left him and moved to the rest of the men.  Each one had his cock out and was waiting their turn to fuck her.

‘What bet?’ she managed to say, having to speak in time with Rob’s cock withdrawing from her cunt.

‘He bet us that we couldn’t get between your legs and each deposit a load of spunk in that pretty portal!’ Rob gasped and thrust more powerfully, almost lifting Susan up from the bed.
‘What was your prize meant to be Paul?’ She wheezed the question at her husband as the air was once more driven from her lungs.
‘Oh my God, Susan, I’m sorry, I was to get the horse for myself.  Oh goodness, what have I done?’

‘What have you lost Paul?’ Susan gasped as the second orgasm of her life rapidly approached.

Rob grunted in reply. ‘You are now our sex slave.  We get to do anything we want with you, and I mean anything.  Do you understand?’

Susan couldn’t answer.  Her orgasm hit her like an express train. At least a minute must have passed before she had recovered enough to realise that Rob was speeding up his thrusts and nearing his orgasm.  Paul was holding her left leg out wide looking down at the huge cock plunging into her cunt.  Her juices were spraying out from the sides each time the massive member was driven inside her.  He seemed mesmerised at the sight.
‘Are they all going to fuck me?’ She managed to gasp at her husband.

‘Yes, I think so.’

‘He hasn’t got a condom on and you know I’m not on the pill?’

‘Yes, I’m sorry, I was so sure I wouldn’t lose, and I said they could fuck you bare-back if they won.’

‘How long is this going to go on for?’

‘Oh my God.  For as long as they want. I’m so sorry.’

Rob began to shout and rammed into Susan in frenzy.
‘Oh, fuck me I’m coming, I’m coming! Ohhhhhhhh! Fuck!  Fuck!  Fuck!  What a fabulous cunt!  Ohhhhhhhhh!

Susan could feel the cock begin to spurt its life-giving spunk into her womb. Not just one ejaculation like her husband, but a second, then a third, then a fourth, fifth, sixth and seventh.  Her third orgasm hit her as Rob at last collapsed onto her, covering her tits with his big hands and squeezing them roughly.  Her coat had become rucked up underneath her and she could feel the wetness of their joint secretions on her bum.  Rob stood up and began to slowly remove the rapidly dwindling organ from its sheath.  It came out of her with a loud plop, covered by a mixture of their combined juices.
‘Lick that clean whore!’  He demanded as he grabbed her hair and pulled her head towards him, now standing beside the bed.

Her legs were still being held wide apart and she could feel the spunk and her juices draining out of her cunt and onto the bedclothes.  She glanced up and saw another cock making its way into her once secret haven.

‘Do as you’re told and clean me up.’  Rob thrust his still huge cock into Susan’s mouth.  She had never sucked a cock before but she knew she had better learn fast.  The cock at her cunt had thrust inside easily and the man was now going at her at an incredible speed.  She managed to clean Rob’s cock, licking along its length.  She wanted to spit out the residue but somehow she knew that this would displease him and managed to swallow.  She had always been disgusted when she read or heard of people sucking cock and swallowing spunk but, funnily enough, she quite enjoyed the taste and because the cock had shrunk somewhat she happily took the head in her mouth and began to softly suck it.  Soon it was growing and Rob began to slide the head into her throat.  She’d heard of deep throating and tried to relax her muscles and concentrate on breathing through her nose.  The problem was that her cunt was now being pounded at a ferocious rate and she knew another orgasm was approaching both herself and the man between her legs.  She didn’t know who came first, all she knew was that she came like never before.  It was like the light of a thousand fireworks had blasted in her mind and then blackness.
Paul watched as his wife lay unconscious on the stage bed.  Her mouth was full of Rob’s huge and growing cock.  He had never seen such an organ.  He looked around at these people that he thought were his friends and saw that most of them had cocks much bigger than his own.  He realised that they had conned him, they somehow knew she was ripe for being turned into a sex slave.  Peter was ramming himself deep into Susan’s cunt and he came loudly, pumping another load of seed into her unprotected womb. As he pulled out of her cunt semen was flooding from her engorged cunt lips onto the drenched bed clothes. Nigel the stage manager for the pantomime was not a happy man.  

‘Fuck it Paul, I should make you lick that mess up.  Get it cleaned up or, I promise you’ll be licking it up with your tongue in the morning.’
Paul pulled his handkerchief from his pocket and began to clean the goo up, as Susan was lifted, still unconscious, and placed on a small table, her head at one end and her bum resting on the edge, at the other.  Her legs were being supported under her knees by Rob and Peter, at either side of the table, splaying her cunt wide open.  Michael, a young stockbroker was thrusting his long thick cock in and out of her sticky cunt.  A froth had formed around the cock that was pistoning in an out of the red gash, from the mixture of spunk and her juices.
Susan seemed to regain consciousness and started gasping.

‘Oh God! Oh! Ohhhh God!  Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh Fuck me!

Michael fucked her!  Paul couldn’t believe that his timid, quiet wife was laying on a table, in his favourite pub, one hand pulling on her tits, the other frigging her clit as a black stockbroker, younger than her son, was fucking her, with a cock that was bigger than his own forearm.  And, the cunt, that had until that evening had only taken his own tiny three inch penis, was accepting a cock over a foot long and four inches in diameter.  And she was accepting every inch!  He could hear Michael’s balls slap against the crease of his wife’s bum.  More was yet to come.  Within two hours Paul would see that same cock ream his timid wife’s bum and hear the same slapping sound as her body took every inch that the men present could serve her.  For half an hour he stood at the head of the table leaning over her and holding her ankles wide apart as one after another, they fucked her.  His only consolation being when she opened his fly and took his cock into her mouth.  He came in two seconds, filling her mouth with his spunk.  

She swallowed his seed and looking up at him she said. ‘That’s the last spunk of yours that will ever enter my body.  You lost me in a bet, I’m theirs now!  Fuck off!’
Paul left the pub with a heavy heart.  He was later to hear that Rob had phoned several other syndicates and invited them over to sample the new whore.  Susan had been fucked by over thirty men, some of them several times.
Susan returned home on January the fifth.  She was packing her bags as Paul returned home.

‘Are you leaving for good?’

‘Yes, I’m the syndicate whore now!  They give me out to rival syndicates if I’m not wanted on a certain evening.  I’ve been with one man for over twenty years, and now in five days I’ve been fucked by over two hundred men and women.  And I love it.  I know it won’t last, they’ll get fed up with me in time but every day I have those cocks fucking my mouth, cunt and bum, is an extra day in heaven.  How come you never wanted to fuck me?’

‘I didn’t think you liked it.  I wasn’t very good at it anyway.’

‘But, you never played with my tits. You made me feel that I was ugly.  These men make me feel like a whore, a beautiful whore.  A woman that fucks like a whore!  You made me feel like a slag cleaner, useless, good for nothing.  That was the best bet you ever lost. Thank you.’

She reached over and kissed him on the cheek, picked up her suitcases and marched out to the waiting Roller.  The chauffer opened the back door for her, then stowed the cases in the boot before driving off.  He leered at Paul as he passed, pointing into the back where he could see Susan, naked, sliding up and down on Michael’s monster cock, his hands pulling at her nipples.  They both turned, smiled and waved.  Then they were lost to sight as the car window closed and the car exited the driveway.

