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The whole ground floor was a babble of conversation. There had to be at least fifty people in the front room and spilling out into the corridors. The men were in their finest suits and ties and the women were wearing gorgeous gowns with their hair and makeup all done up.

Everyone had a champagne glass in hand while the other hand gesticulated in conversation or reached for the delicious appetizers being passed around – or checked their phones for the time while wondering if they would get home before or after midnight.

Two of the guests were an Asian couple standing near the middle of the madding crowd. The husband had on the regular business suit that he wore to the office, sipping the last few alcoholic dregs from his champagne glass and looking around at the other guests.

He had a narrow jawline with small eyes aided by metal-framed spectacles perched on his thin nose. His black hair was carefully combed to the side, making him look a bit more debonair than bookish. Despite his smart look, he was visibly uncomfortable.

She had on a beautiful sequined dress with a hem so short it just about covered her hips while leaving most of her thighs bare. It also left her back exposed along with a plunging V-neck split and a scandalous amount of cleavage on display.

“Relax, will you?” His wife admonished him, tugging on his sleeve.

“It just seems to be dragging on a bit,” he complained in a whisper.

“I want to speak to our hosts first,” she replied, remaining patient with him, “once we get back, I’ll treat you to something special, like I promised.”

A handsome White couple squeezed between the groups of gossiping guests and walked up to them. The woman had on a long, red gown and her chestnut hair was tied back in a side-bun while her husband had on full black tie, his blond mop carefully coiffed to look slick.

“Mr. and Mrs. Leong!” the woman enthused, “it’s good to see you both!”

“You know you can call me Amy after all this time, Diana?” Amy replied with a beaming smile.

The two women exchanged kisses on their cheeks while their respective husbands shook hands.

“I’m Fred,” Mr. Leong informed his host with a polite smile.

“Chad,” his host replied, gripping Fred’s hand tightly, “thanks so much for coming over.”

“Pleasure to be here,” Fred lied convincingly.

He looked enviously at the strong physique underneath Chad’s shirt and dinner jacket, noting the visible thickness of his muscles even through the fabric. By contrast, Fred was rather skinny and lanky, and his host towered over him by about six inches.

“I’m gonna go check on the caterers,” Chad informed his wife, planting a kiss on her lips.

“You have fun with your logistics work,” Diana answered with a loving smile.

Chad flashed a look at Amy before turning around and disappearing into the crowd of other guests. Fred wasn’t sure what the look was, but the attention their handsome host had just paid to his wife – however fleeting – somehow made him jealous.

“I hope you liked the food,” Diana said.

“Oh, it was delicious!” Amy gushed, “Fred’s a good cook when he puts his mind to it, but there really is something about quality catering.”

“We’ve used them before,” Diana responded, “and we’ll definitely be using them again.”

Fred bounced quietly on the balls of his feet, looking around at the sea of unfamiliar faces while pretending not to be totally bored. Neither Amy nor their hostess seemed to notice.

“Actually,” Amy spoke up, “I really need to go to the restroom, would you mind...?”

“Of course,” said Diana, “up the steps, turn right and into the guestroom.”

“Thanks,” Amy said with a smile.

Fred’s spirits rose as he hoped that maybe, once she returned, they could finally leave this dull party. Amy flashed a look at her husband and motioned with her eyes to talk to their hostess, then strutted off in her four-inch, open-toed stilettoes.

“I’ve heard many things about you, Fred,” Diana mentioned.

“Hopefully good things,” Fred replied, maintaining his polite composure.

“Of course,” Diana assured him, “Amy’s a star employee and everyone loves her, and I’m sure part of it is the good influence you have on her.”

“I’d like to think so,” said Fred.

He was shy and nervous, and eager to leave. He didn’t have much to say to his wife’s boss’s wife, and it was hard to concentrate without his gaze dropping down towards her ample chest.

“You like what you see?” Diana asked.

“Um, do I like what?” Fred asked, trying to sound oblivious.

“Like I can’t see you checking me out,” she said with a flirty smile, “all natural, by the way.”

“Um...good...to know, I guess,” Fred answered, disconcertedly.

“Although Amy’s certainly a looker, too,” Diana remarked.

“She really is a gorgeous woman,” Fred murmured sincerely.

“Lucky you,” said Diana.
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Amy squeezed between the crowds of chattering guests and made it to the hallway. Clutching the banister carefully, she clambered up the steps and turned right when she reached the top. The din of the dinner party began to fade as she slipped into the guestroom.

The queen-sized bed with carved wooden posts dominated the carpeted floor, leaving only a narrow space for drawers and the closed door of a walk-in closet. She strutted past the bed to the bathroom door, giving it a knock to make sure no one was already in there.

No one answered, so she pushed the door open and slipped inside. Now she could finally have a moment apart from Fred and everyone else.

It didn’t take long to do what she needed to and clean herself up, and she realized it was nearly time for them to leave, anyway. Fred would be relieved, although he had no idea that having to bring him along was more of a chore for her.

She heard shuffling outside the bathroom door and paused nervously before remembering that other people needed to use the restroom besides her. She opened the door and stepped out into the guestroom, strutting past the walk-in closet which had been left open.

Hadn’t it been closed a few minutes ago?

A big male hand appeared from behind, clamping over her mouth and silencing her cry of alarm. She was dragged kicking and muffled screaming into the closet as her attacker closed the closet door behind them and pushed her up against the wall.

Amy’s heart was pumping furiously as her assailant pinned her against the coats. He was taller and stronger than she was, and pressing his weight up against her body.

Then she saw who it was, and he slowly relaxed his hand as she calmed down.

“You rapey son of a bitch!” she hissed in recognition.

“How else am I gonna get you alone?” Chad answered with a lusty grin.

Amy’s annoyance softened into a sexy giggle and the pair kissed, embracing in the cramped space of the closet. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and back while his own hands caressed her bare thighs, probing towards her special place and making clear his intentions.

Amy broke off the kiss.

“My husband’s expecting me back from the bathroom, soon,” she whispered.

“Diana’s keeping him company,” Chad assured her, his hands working their way towards her crotch, “she’ll keep him distracted for the next five or ten minutes.”

“God, you two are so devious,” Amy replied with lustful envy.

“Why, thank you,” Chad quipped back.

“Now, let’s see if you can last less than five minutes with me,” she joked.

Chad almost laughed while trying not to make too much noise. Then he grabbed Amy by her panties and tore her pantyhose open, pulling her underwear down her legs. It was a struggle for her to help him while still wearing stilettoes, but eventually her hosiery and panties were off.

There was no time for foreplay, and Chad didn’t waste any. He unzipped his pants and whipped out his erection, thick and proud with seven gorgeous inches of length.

Amy barely had time to gasp with awe at his manhood before he was hoisting her thigh up into the air and aiming the tip of his masculine spear at her dripping wet entrance. Amy loved the proactive vigor of his efforts, and she embraced him as he prepared to enter her.

One thrust of his hips and he was inside.

Amy gasped aloud at the sudden fullness in her pussy, hastily clamping her free hand over her mouth to stop herself from alerting the outside world. Chad began thrusting hard into her, his long shaft filling her all the way to the hilt while his girth stretched her walls.

Amy whimpered with visceral emotion and pleasure, holding tightly onto her adulterous lover as he fucked her with a vigor and passion that Fred had never been able to muster. Chad was so much bigger and better than her husband, and he fucked like a man in need.

Deep down she’d been hoping for this, and her womanhood welcomed his thrusting penis with liquid love that oiled and caressed his cock with each stroke.

Chad was picking up the pace, eager to orgasm inside of another man’s wife before someone caught them. His hips pounding against her crotch made a little slapping noise with each impact, joined by the noise of Amy moaning quietly, struggling not to give them away.

She had one arm wrapped around her lover’s neck while the other was holding onto the coat rail for balance. The lack of space and the need for discretion put her in an awkward ballerina pose, dependent on Chad for balance even as he fucked her relentlessly.

He was nearing an orgasm already. She could sense it in his ragged breathing, panting like an animal hungry to take down its prey. His thrusting had accelerated to a powerful jackhammer speed and force, pounding her married pussy mercilessly.

Amy was also nearing an orgasm. Her moaning was getting louder and louder. The unrelenting stimulation of her vagina coupled with the exhilarating fear of getting caught was pushing her towards a powerful climax of her own.

Common sense warned her not to be
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