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THE OFFICE CHRISTMAS PARTY

Sarah had been
the object of my desire for some years. We flirted in the office,
on text messages and Facebook. I wanted her as much as she wanted
me. We were both married. But as long as neither partner found out,
what harm could that do?

It was on a
colleague’s birthday party that a combination of alcohol and a very
daring outfit triggered a night of intensely hot fucking that
neither of us would ever forget.

I knew Sarah
was slutty. She had been sending me increasingly provocative texts.
Of course, I had replied, which only encouraged her. At first they
had just been fantasies, but they had progressed to increasingly
naughty pictures and even a few self-shot videos.

For tonight’s
party, Sarah had dressed to thrill. Wearing a short black miniskirt
that only barely covered her supple thighs, a skin tight plain
white t-shirt and an expensive black bra underneath. The whole
ensemble was topped off with a pair of killer red stilettos. It
definitely left very little to the imagination.

I’d insisted my
wife should stay home, but Sarah’ husband, Paul, was out with us.
We all met at Sarah and Paul’s house as it was so close to all the
bars. Even walking in to town she had linked arms with me over
him.

At the first
bar we hit, Sarah got her husband to order us all a round of
drinks. I loved her confidence and her dominance. We clinked
glasses and with a cheeky smile, we both downed our shots.
Immediately her husband was back to the bar for a second round. He
put up a small protest but Sarah admonished him for being cheap and
he was loudly told he must get us all a drink. I don’t know if she
intentionally cuckolded him or if she was just so headstrong.
Clearly she was used to being dominant in their relationship. I
could imagine she was used to getting her own way as far as men
were concerned.

A few more bars
went by, and more free drinks came by way of Paul’s wallet. It must
have cost him a small fortune. As everyone was talking amongst
themselves, I excused myself to the toilets. Without warning, so
did Sarah. No one batted an eyelid, least of all her husband.

“I see your husband is a little worse for wear?” I joked, as we
walked to the toilets together. “No action for you tonight then”, I
said with a laugh.

“Oh, I don’t know, just because he can’t handle his drink
doesn’t me I won’t be getting any…” And with that she rushed me in
to the men’s toilets. There was a lad already in washing his hands,
but he just smiled at us as Sarah led me into one of the cubicles
and locked the door behind us.

I knew I should
have tried to resist, but the combination of alcohol and years of
pent up lust got the better of me. However, unlike her husband, I
was not quite the push over, so if this was going to happen, it
would be her turn to be submissive.

Sarah grabbed
my cock and began to rub me through my trousers. It was time for me
to take charge. I pushed her back against the cubicle wall, pinning
her arms upwards, pushing my tongue deep inside her mouth. Her eyes
wide open, revealing first her surprise and then her deep-rooted
carnal urges.

Our kiss was
long and deep but before she could enjoy herself too much, I spun
her found to face the wall. I gave her tits a rough squeeze through
her top as she arched her neck round to kiss me further. My hands
enjoyed the feel of her expensive lingerie as they slid under her
tight white t-shirt.

I slipped one
hand down, rubbing between her legs. I could already feel the heat
of her damp cunt. She let out a hot, breathy moan, obviously
enjoying my touch. Her breath smelt of fags and cheap alcohol,
combined with her tarty perfume to overload me with her pheromones.
She was truly the slut I had so long fantasised over.

With my knee, I
pushed on her legs apart. She was only too happy to oblige as she
lifted her short, black miniskirt to allow her legs to spread
further.

I slid my
fingers over the damp fabric, feeling her plump lips beneath. Then,
pulling her knickers to the side, I plunged my fingers into her
wetness. I made sure they were nicely coated in her flowing juices
before putting them in her slut mouth. Feeling her tongue tasting
and swallowing her own juices sent the blood rushing to my
cock.

I pulled up her
t-shirt to expose her dark silky smooth bra with its delicate
embroidery. I could see over her shoulder that the darkness of her
nipples teased delightfully from the sides of each cup.

With my fingers
still wet from her mouth, I pulled the bra aside and pinched her
nipples, making each ever harder. Immediately we resumed tonguing,
as I gently frigged her eager clit, her every whimper and joyous
moan escaping into my mouth.

Sarah pushed
her hips back and even through my trousers I could feel the intense
heat between her legs. No doubt her own cunt was aching as much as
my cock. But I could make her wait.

I pushed on her
back to lean her forwards into doggy style, letting her think she
was about to get the cock filling her cunt clearly craved.

“Get your knickers off.” It wasn’t a suggestion. And she was
only too happy to oblige. She gingerly stepped out of them, making
sure they didn’t touch the floor. As she had no pockets, I decided
I best keep hold of them. She wouldn’t need them for the rest of
the night. I put them to my nose and inhaled her delicious damp
scent.

I had to stop
fingering her to free my own cock. She turned to see why I had
stopped, raised her eyebrows and began helping me unzip. Within
moments she had crouched down and hitched her skirt up to expose
her shaven mound as she expertly began to suck the tip of my
cock.

Her rhythm
increased as she began to play with her own cunt. Her free hand
jerked me off whilst using her mouth to slide up and down,
perfectly imitating the feel of her tight wet hole.

I let out a few
moans of my own, but then heard the toilet door open and what
sounded like at least two other lads came in. Immediately I
recognised two of the voices – Mike, one of the senior managers at
the company and Paul, Sarah’s husband.

As they stood
together, talking, laughing and taking a piss, I was in the very
cubicle next to them getting my cocked sucked by Paul’s slut wife.
I looked down at Sarah and watched as her speed increased, rubbing
her own pussy in time with her sucking of my cock which she so
desired. I had to stifle my grunts as I began to unload my seed
into her willing mouth. Grabbing her hair, I fucked her face,
knowing her poor husband was less than three feet away spurred the
release of thick, white jets of cum into her mouth, proving too
much for her to swallow as some dribbled down her chin.

As she fingered
herself to her own climax, her moans became louder causing Mike and
Paul to stop talking momentarily, caught off guard by the
unexpected cubicle commotion. Then they both began laughing,
seemingly enjoying the prospect of some lucky fuck getting some
seedy action in the dirty toilets. My still thick, yet spent cock
remained lodged in her throat as her face contorted in pleasure, a
look only her husband should have been privilege too. Then she
slumped back against the cubicle, panting and smiling, suddenly
aware that perhaps she should have been a little quieter.

Standing up,
Sarah wiped her chin with her arm, grinning at me. I could see the
shiny sticky marks still on her face but decided not to bother
telling her. They would be my way of knowing she had been mine for
the rest of the night.

We straightened
up, and as Mike and Paul left the toilets, more lads began
entering. We managed to slip out separately, a few minutes apart
and when I got back to our table, Sarah was sipping on another
expensive cocktail her dutiful husband had provided in our absence.
I picked up mine and sipped it with a grin in Sarah’s
direction.

As the night
went on, Paul got increasingly drunk. Still he never seemed to
notice his wife’s flirting. He continually provided his wallet as
Sarah’s demands took full advantage. I paid for nothing, and she
kept us all drinking.

Shortly after
midnight, the party atmosphere was starting to fade. At least five
of the group had left for home, and as the remaining members of the
group lived in the same part of town, they decided to share a taxi
home together. That left only Paul, Sarah and I.

We queued with
the rest of the party for a taxi, said our goodbyes and waved them
off. Paul managed to be sick all over his shirt and an unlucky
girl’s shoes. Fortunately for us, she had been even more unlucky in
love and was leaving with two others girls, as if a lad had been
involved, I had few doubts that a fight would have ensued. Instead
we got off with an ear bashing as Paul handed over his last twenty
pound note by way of apology.

I decided it
might be best if I help Sarah carry Paul back to his house. I could
get a taxi back from there, and it was the least I could do
considering I had already had his wife and most of his wallet
tonight.

With his
drunken weight slumped on my shoulder, our walk back was slow.
Sarah’s card gained us entry to their apartment building and I
lugged Paul up the internal stairs. Sarah let us into their flat
allowing me to drop Paul on to their marital bed. After a few
slurred thank-yous, he was out like a light, snoring heavily if we
needed confirmation.

“Do you want a coffee… or something stronger?” Asked Sarah,
with a wicked glint in her eye.

 

She came closer
and embraced me, our kissing more passionate than before. I wrapped
my arms around her and played with her perfect little arse. I
hadn’t given her back her knickers, so her cunny was still bare
under her skirt. A brief thought of my wife flashed through my
thoughts, as I imagined her tied to the chair watching her husband
being unfaithful with the office slut.

She pulled back
and began to take off her top. I could still hear Paul snoring away
in the background. Sarah stood in front of me, tiny miniskirt, sexy
black bra, and her lovely dark nipples now on show.

She sat down on
the floor in front of me, spreading her legs, giving me a perfect
view of her shaven cunt up her tiny skirt.

“I want you to fuck me” she said, as she began to finger
herself. I had watched this sight so many times on the video
messages she had sent me, but to see it in person was a true
delight. I unzipped again and stood over her once more, making her
suck my cock to its full hardness. I noticed her red lipstick had
smudged down to show how many of my inches she had taken during our
fun in the toilets.

It didn’t take
long for my
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