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Cheating on my Wife at the Work Party

“Did they really have to leave such a mess?” I grumbled with frustration.

Grabbing used cups off the table to my right, Susie raised the rubbish bag as the corner of her lip curled with amusement.

“Oh come on, don't be such a grouch,” she jiggled the bag expectantly. “You say that like you have somewhere better to be.”

I passed her a glance; she was right. Sure, it was nice we finally got rewarded for all the hours we’d crunched out to this corporation... and for all the trouble, they rewarded us with some cheap takeout and 90-cent soft drink in one of the rooms reserved for meetings. Lady luck seemed to have other plans for me. I’d drawn the short straw this year and had been put on cleanup duty.

“I can think of a few places,” I replied, collecting the styrofoam plates and dumping the half-eaten pizza into the bag. “Maybe in the Bahamas? Sitting on a beach chair and enjoying a pina colada.”

The light giggle told me I was at least entertaining her. “Oh, I could go for a drink,” she started, her eyes catching mine as she lowered the bag. “Why don't we grab one after we're done?”

“I would, but...” I took a step along the long office table, already dreading the rest of the work to come. My shoulders sank, sizing up the challenge before me.

Chips were scattered, platters half empty, across the table. At least I wasn't alone; Susie didn't have to stay back, but she insisted. It made this dull, artificially lit room feel more lively. Susie was a newer member of the team, but in the three months she’d been here, she’d proved her worth. On top of that, she was a sweet thing with a nice ass.

“But?” she cooed, pulling me out of my thoughts.

I stepped back into the action, working at the mess before me. “But my wife would crack the shits if I did,” I replied.

“Hmm,” she hummed. Susie pouted, but more than anything, her tone was playful. “What a shame, I thought we could have a bit of fun.”

Susie followed me along as we worked our way through the mess. I hated the awkward silence, nothing but the sounds of crinkling packets and the ruffling of the garbage bag.

So I turned the question back. “What about you?” I asked. “If you could be anywhere right now, besides the bar, of course, where would you be?”

“That’s an easy one.” I didn't look up, but I could still hear the smile in her voice. “I’d be right here, bent over this crusty table, getting taken by you-”

The answer caught me so off guard that my hand missed. The half-filled cup of cheap soda dumped over the bag and spilled down the front of her pristine white blouse.

“Shit, I'm sorry.” I quickly scrambled for napkins from the table, not even thinking as my hands went to the front of her blouse. I dabbed, but no amount of dabbing was going to get rid of the pink stain or the thought of what she just said. Where the drink had soaked in, the material had almost become translucent; I could see the faint colour of a black bra.

“Zac,” she spoke, pulling my attention.

Something had shifted in her usually bubbly expression. “You missed a spot,” she purred. The bag that she had been holding, she discarded on the table.

I looked her up and down, looking for the spot... I hadn't missed a spot. “What? Where?”

Her delicate fingers grabbed my wrist, and slowly she slid my napkin-riddled hand down from her chest, following her waist. “Here,” she said, just as my hand was at the cusp, about to shift down to her skintight black skirt. "You’ve missed a spot down here. I'm super wet.”

Oh shit.

Her seductive tone, the way she held me, wanting me to sink to her skirt... to find out just how wet she was. It felt like Pandora's box had been opened inside my mind, and as a result, excitement rushed where it shouldn't.

Susie was into me; she must've seen realisation dawn on me. My hand stopped, not daring to go to her skirt.

She’d heard what I’d just told her, right?

“Susie,” I said, taking on a lowered voice, as though someone else might hear, “I'm a married man.”

“Zac, she doesn't have to know.” Her other hand found my arm, trailing lightly, sending shivers through me. She matched my tone.

I shouldn't... I told myself, over and over. I shouldn't give in to temptation; I shouldn't give in to beautiful blonde Susie. I shouldn't give in because she has an amazing rack that pushes her blouse to its limits, the buttons strained to keep her well-endowed tits contained... I shouldn’t give in just because she has a petite waist... and a nice thick ass.

The more thoughts ran through my head, the more heat went to my other head. My eyes lowered, sinking down to her hand.

Was she actually wet right now?

Susie stepped in closer, leaning in to my ear, standing so close I could feel her warmth brush across my ear as she spoke in that seductive tone. “It’s just you and me, here in this office, Zac. No one's going to know.”

A thought of my wife flashed in my mind for a moment before I tossed it aside. Susie was right; my gaze swept the room. We’d been alone since the party ended.

Was I really going to pass up this opportunity?

“In that case,” The napkin dropped from my hand; I needed to feel for myself. I ran down the tight fabric, going under the hem. Her breathing hitched as my hand found her pussy.

A thin strip of material was covering it; my fingers slowly stroked her, each touch was tantalising. Susie hadn't been lying. I could feel her arousal soaking the fabric. I slipped my fingers underneath, eager to feel her directly. I could feel the heat of her body and much more of her pussy juices. “Susie, you really are dripping,” I muttered, moving my fingers along her slit. “I could take care of that for you?”

“Then hurry up and take me,” she spoke, that playful look on her face returning.

I captured her lips, feeling as she matched my energy. Susie parted her lips, allowing me to plunge inside; our tongues danced, clashing with passion and need. She hummed against my lips, a muffled moan as I worked my fingers over her slit, finding her sensitive little clit.

I stepped into her, moving her back towards the table, a leg between her thighs keeping them parted. She was pinned against the table as I worked her clit; her legs twitched and trembled from my fingers, feeling her wriggle as the muffled sounds against my lips were getting me worked up.

I pulled away, sucking in air. Finally, she moaned loudly without restraint; the sounds rolling from her gorgeous lips were music to my ears. “Zac,” she breathed, “your wife has taught you well.”

"Why don't I show you what else she's taught me then?” I matched her tone.

My hands hooked around her thighs and plopped her up onto the table, scattering the plates and cups out of the way as she lay back. The black skirt rode up her thighs, leaving a sight I welcomed happily; in between her legs was the thin fabric of a black thong, leaving little to the imagination.

I hooked my fingers over the thin string at her hips and slid it off her legs and tossed it on the table. Susie was smiling, running her fingers through her hair as I admired her pussy, exposed and on display for my hungry eyes: glistening, pink and here for my pleasure.

“Take me, Zac,” she purred, “I want you inside me.”

“Not yet,” I teased, despite the throbbing desire growing in my pants. I was hard. “Not until I've had a taste of you.”

I bent down, burying my tongue into her pussy, feeling her welcoming warmth and the taste of her arousal coating my tongue; her addictive taste. I lapped at her with hunger and need as she arched her back, her legs shuddering and her hands found my hair.

“Yes, Zac,” she called to me, “like that.”

Her approval spurred me on more. I lapped and toyed with her eager slit, finding her sensitive bud, and swirled my tongue around it, toying with her. Susie’s legs quivered around my head, erotic sounds pouring from her perfect lips as her fingers gripped my hair, as though she wanted to gain some form of control.

“I'm close, Zac,” she cried out. “Please, don't stop.”

The desperation in her voice was making my heart race, and with the need building inside me, I worked her clit with renewed hunger. But I couldn't stop myself; I needed to feel her from the inside. I released Susie’s thigh, her leg falling down on my shoulder as my fingers found her slit.

With my index and middle fingers, I plunged inside her tight hole, groaning into her welcoming sex, feeling her tight walls squeezing my fingers. “Fuck,” I mustered out as she gasped.

My fingers pumped in and out of her hole, my tongue working her clit with abandon. Her fingers gripped my hair as she shuddered, burying me deeper into her welcoming pussy. I didn't dare pull away; I was exactly where I wanted to be.

“Zac- I'm going to-oh,” she gasped loudly, her legs quivering deliciously around my head, “I'm cumming!”

I felt it happen; her back arched again as Susie cried out in delight, her legs clamping around my head as the walls of her body pulsed and throbbed around my fingers. Feeling her come undone on my fingers was such an addictive sensation. As she finally released my hair, I sucked in air as she lay there.

Blonde hair splayed out on the table, her face flushed red, her eyes dazed in the afterglow. My hands went to my pants, I unbuckled and then lowered them. Finally, my hard and aching cock was out. Her eyes locked onto my dick, widening in surprise.

“You're huge,” she breathed.

I stepped in, resting my hardened dick above her pussy, on her pelvis beneath the black skirt. After craving any ounce of contact, this felt damn nice. Slowly ground in the gap between her skin and the fabric. “And you're nice and wet,” I told her, my hands going to the buttons of her blouse, undoing them one by one as I said, “wet and ready to take this huge cock.”

The material split open, her large breasts were held in a black lace bra, pooling in the pads, desperately fighting to be freed. I ground against her, against the material of her tight skirt. Heat rising inside me, building with each stroke.

“Put it in me, Zac,” she said, the words heavenly from her sweet voice. “I can take it.”

I wasted no time. With her permission, I withdrew, finally positioning the tip of my dick at her entrance and plunged inside. Groaning as her walls clamped down around my cock, pulsing tightly. The sensation was intoxicating; I fought the urge to cum, not wanting to waste this moment as she moaned on me.

“Do you feel that, Susie?” I asked, hooking my arms around her soft thighs and starting to move. “Do you feel how tight you're squeezing my dick?”

“Yes- you're so big,” she answered, her voice husky. “You're filling me up.”

Her answer spurred me on. I pounded her sweet, tight hole, watching as her delicious body jolted with each thrust. The pads of her bra gave out; her enormous tits fell free, rocking and jiggling with each thrust
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