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She was resplendent in a beautiful red gown that revealed her shoulders and back. The dress also featured a thigh slit and a plunging neckline that left her cleavage exposed.

Her hair was long and dark, flowing over one shoulder as she sat twirling a strand with one hand while holding a half-empty wineglass with the other. She gazed across the table at her husband with a pair of chestnut eyes and smiled.

He returned the smile as he finished the last of his wine. He looked smart in a casual suit and a fresh haircut, and his eyes were fixed on the gap between her breasts. He liked to admire her body, and she was more than happy to exhibit herself to him.

She examined her nails, painted as red as her dress and lips, admiring in particular the 3-carat diamond on her finger. It was worth more than most people made in a year, but it was a drop in the bucket for the man sitting across from her.

Her husband checked his watch.

“I have something for you,” he told her, getting up from his seat.

“Ooh, what is it?” she asked excitedly.

“It’s upstairs,” he replied, pulling out a piece of black cloth, “but I can’t have you peeking.”

“I’m sure it’ll be good,” she enthused.

She finished her wine and gently wiped her mouth, taking care not to smear her lipstick.

Her husband stood behind her and stretched the piece of black silk taut before placing it gently over her eyes and tying it into a knot behind her head. Her heart began to beat with excitement as he helped her out of her seat and guided her to the door.

Wearing four-inch heels, it was more of a challenge to walk and keep her balance without being able to see, even with her husband holding her hand.

The dull thud of her stilettos became an echoing click as they left the dining room and entered the front hall. She strutted forward while squeezing her husband’s hand as he led her forward.

“Careful of the stairs,” he warned her.

She felt the first step under her foot and gripped the banister while relying on her husband’s guidance and support. With his help, she ascended the stairs slowly and awkwardly.

It would probably have made more sense if he had blindfolded her after they were upstairs. Even so, she trusted him not to let her fall, and before long, they had reached the landing.

“Almost there,” he said to her, guiding her down the corridor.

Her husband guided her forwards until they stopped in front of a door. Her mental map told her they were outside the master bedroom.

“Right through here,” said her husband, opening the door for her.

She stepped through and heard her clicking footfalls, silenced by the soft carpet. The door was shut behind her and she waited with nervous excitement as her husband’s hands came to rest on her hips, then slid up her body before arriving behind her head and undoing the knot.

“Happy anniversary,” he said as he removed the piece of cloth.

As her sight returned, she gasped.

The bedroom was exquisitely furnished with soft carpeting, wardrobes and chests of drawers carved from cedar wood, and was dominated by a king-sized bed with white satin sheets.

That wasn’t what took her breath away.

The man sitting on their marriage bed was an Adonis-level of handsome, with a clean-shaven face and a pair of piercing blue eyes. He had the physique of a bodybuilder and, judging by the bulge in his pants, the equipment to match.

“You must be Diana,” said her anniversary gift, standing up to greet her, “my name is Marcus.”

“A pleasure to meet you, Marcus,” she answered with genuine pleasure.

She extended a hand to him, and he kissed it like a gentleman.

“Derek’s told me a lot about you,” Marcus remarked.

“I bet he has,” she replied with a dirty smile.

Still holding Marcus’s hand, she did a little twirl until she had her back pressed up against his chest. Keeping her eyes on Derek, she guided Marcus’s hand towards her dress’s thigh slit, and her anniversary stud slipped his hand inside and found her crotch.

Her husband was transfixed by the sight of another man’s hand moving about inside his wife’s dress. A lump began growing in his pants and he bit his lip with restrained excitement. He took his jacket off and undid his belt, never taking his eyes off his wife and her bull.

Marcus was still rubbing her crotch, and Diana began to breathe in silent gasps. Then he slipped his fingers inside her panties and rubbed his fingers in between her labia, dipping a fingertip into her entrance while stroking her clitoris.

He paused, furrowing his brow a little.

“Keep going,” she admonished him.

Marcus resumed manipulating her clit and slit as she wrapped one arm around his head and pulled him in close while Derek pulled down his own briefs, exposing his erection to view.

“I think he’s ready,” Diana said with a smile directed at her stud, “undo me, will you?”

With one hand still buried in her panties, Marcus reached up with his free hand and undid the zipper of her dress. With the material loosened, she wriggled to make the dress slip down her shoulders, exposing her red lace bra to view.

He removed his hand from her crotch to let the dress fall, leaving her in just red lace underwear. He resumed fingering her while she fought the urge to squeeze her thighs together. Derek kept on stroking his shaft, shamelessly aroused by the sight of his wife with another man.

Then Marcus removed his hand from Diana’s crotch again and span her around, sticking his fingers in her mouth. She sucked eagerly on his fingers as if they were a cock, savoring the taste of her own pussy. At the same time, she reached down and fondled his crotch.

Marcus removed his fingers from her mouth and put his own mouth there instead. She opened her lips and welcomed his tongue as they kissed hungrily.

“You’re equipped like a real man,” Diana said with a thirsty grin.

Marcus undid the clasp of her bra and she slipped it off. Then she began opening his shirt, admiring his chest muscles as his body was revealed one undone button at a time.

He had an eight-pack stomach. Derek took care of himself, but he had nothing on Marcus. Before long, her stud was wearing only his briefs, and they could barely contain the bulging manhood standing at constrained attention inside.

“You’re still overdressed,” Diana said with a grin.

She did the honors and pulled Marcus’s briefs down, gasping in amazement.

He was over eight inches long, standing tall and proud, with nearly two inches of thickness. The head was a healthy pink hue and had a glistening drop of pre-cum at the tip. His balls were each the size of a tangerine and hung low from the base of his shaft.

“I think you’re still overdressed as well, sweetheart,” said Derek, with a grin of his own.

He approached his wife from behind and pulled her panties down. She turned around again to kiss him, unashamed of her nudity, as her stud came up behind her and kissed her neck.

She had two handsome guys flanking her, ready to give her all the sexual attention she could want. Derek continued kissing her, running his hand down to her crotch, while Marcus held her hips from behind and pressed his manhood between her ass cheeks.

Diana broke off the kiss with Derek to turn around and kiss Marcus. At the same time, she grabbed her husband’s shaft with one hand while grabbing Marcus’s shaft with the other and began masturbating both men simultaneously.

Her husband and lover competed for her attention as she tangled tongues with one man for a few seconds before turning to the other and back again. All the while, she continued tugging on both men’s cocks with preternatural skill.

They were running their hands all over her, kissing her shoulders and neck when they couldn’t kiss her mouth, and eagerly smothering her lips with their own when it was their turn. She kept on kissing them and jerking them off, lapping up the attention.

Still in her high heels, she squatted down so that their penises were at head height. She started with Marcus, opening her mouth wide and closing her lips around his thick shaft. She had some experience, but his sheer size made it difficult to get his length down her throat.

She bobbed her head slowly, caressing his cock with her lips while straining her jaw to keep her teeth out of the way. Marcus loved it and held her dark hair with both hands to guide her.

Diana bobbed and gagged for a minute, then withdraw her mouth and gasped for air before turning to her husband. She closed her mouth around his penis, grateful for the smaller size as she took his length down her throat.

She continued holding Marcus’s shaft while blowing her husband, but was no less enthusiastic in pleasuring him, and he held her head as she bobbed. She swapped back and forth between each cock but struggled with the sexual multitasking.

When her jaw became too strained to continue, she withdrew her mouth and caught her breath while still on her knees. Once she was ready, she stood up again with an excited grin.

She took off her heels while Derek and Marcus climbed onto the bed. Then she followed them onto the bed and climbed on top of Marcus, rolling him over until he was on top of her.

“I think it’s time you returned the favor,” she said dirtily.

She pushed Marcus’s head down between her thighs, and he looked at her pussy in surprise.

“I forgot to tell him your little secret,” Derek said to her with a grin.

“That’s a gorgeous clit piercing you’ve got,” Marcus remarked, looking even more aroused.

“I’m glad you like it,” Diana replied, inching her pierced pussy a few inches closer to his face, “now be a sweetheart and prove it to me.”

Marcus
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