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The dim light of the hotel room cast a warm glow over Anna and Henry's entwined bodies, their skin glistening with sweat from their recent passionate encounter. The crisp white sheets wrapped around them, tangled in the heat of their desire.

"Fuck, babe. That was amazing," Anna panted, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. She turned to face Henry, her green eyes locking onto his deep blue ones.

"Yeah, you were incredible," he replied, a satisfied grin spreading across his face. He gently brushed a strand of her long, wavy brown hair off her forehead, his touch tender and loving.

As they lay there, basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking, Henry's expression shifted slightly, hinting at something weighing on his mind. He took a deep breath, and Anna could sense the vulnerability behind his words before he even opened his mouth.

"Anna, I, uh... I've got this fantasy," he began hesitantly, his voice barely more than a whisper. "And I don't know if you're gonna be into it or not, but I really want to share it with you."

"Of course, babe. You can tell me anything," Anna encouraged him, her curiosity piqued. She rested her head on his chest, feeling the steady rhythm of his heartbeat beneath her ear.

"Okay, here goes..." Henry exhaled, steeling himself for what he was about to reveal. "I've always had this... fuck, I can't believe I'm saying this... I've always wanted to watch you make love to another man."

For a moment, silence enveloped the room, the weight of Henry's confession hanging in the air. Anna's heart raced, her thoughts a whirlwind of emotions as she processed his words. Despite the shock that rippled through her, she couldn't deny the faint tremor of arousal that the idea stirred within her.

Anna's eyes widened, shock and heat flooding her cheeks. She couldn't tear her gaze away from Henry's vulnerable expression. "You... you want to watch me... with someone else?"

"Only if you're okay with it," Henry replied quickly, his voice laced with both desire and trepidation.

Anna blinked, the absurdity of the situation leaving her momentarily speechless. And yet, she couldn't deny the tingling sensation that spread through her core at the thought. Fuck, am I actually considering this? She bit her lip, mulling over the idea in her mind.

"Look, Anna," Henry said, his voice soft and reassuring, "I love you more than anything, and I trust you completely. If we do this, we'll set boundaries and make sure nothing goes too far."

"Boundaries?" Anna echoed, her curiosity piqued.

"Absolutely." His tone grew firmer, the sincerity behind his words undeniable. "We'd be doing this together, exploring a new side of our relationship, you know? Besides, I think sharing this kind of experience could bring us even closer."

Anna stared into his deep blue eyes, searching for any hint of doubt or uncertainty. All she found was love, trust, and the unmistakable glint of arousal. The thought of being with another man while Henry watched sent an unexpected shiver down her spine.

"Fuck it," she whispered, surprising even herself with her own audacity. "Let's talk about this. What kind of boundaries are we thinking?"

"First and foremost," he began, his voice firm but gentle, "we have to both agree on the guy. You need to feel comfortable and attracted to him, and I need to trust him. Or at least, have a good feeling about him."

"Okay, that makes sense." Anna nodded, her pulse quickening as the reality of their conversation sank in.

"Second, we can establish a safeword. If either of us feels uncomfortable or wants to stop, we use it and everything comes to a halt, no questions asked," Henry continued.

"Sounds fair," she agreed, her heart swelling with love for the man beside her. They were venturing into uncharted territory, but they were doing it together, armed with trust and open-mindedness.

"Lastly, no matter what happens," Henry locked his gaze on hers, his voice filled with conviction, "we always come back to each other. We're in this together, babe."

"Always," Anna breathed out, her decision made. "I’m in. Let’s do it. Let's go find someone."

"Now? Really?" Henry asked, his own excitement mirroring hers.

"Really," she confirmed, feeling a wicked grin spread across her face. She could feel the heat of anticipation pooling in her belly, fueled by the promise of uncharted pleasures waiting for them just beyond their hotel room door.

"Alright then," he grinned, standing up and offering her a hand. "Let's do this together."

"Let's," she agreed, taking his outstretched hand and rising to her feet. Their eyes locked, and with a shared nod, they set about preparing for the night ahead.

Anna moved to the closet, her heart pounding against her ribcage as she searched for the perfect outfit. Her fingers brushed against a slinky black dress that seemed to call her name, begging to be worn and admired. She knew this was the one – the dress that would make her feel like a goddess while luring in their unsuspecting prey.

"Damn, babe," Henry murmured appreciatively as she slipped the dress on, his eyes devouring her curves hungrily. It clung to her like a second skin, accentuating every dip and curve of her body, exuding confidence and raw sensuality. She felt powerful, unstoppable even, and she reveled in it.

"Like what you see?" she teased, giving him a sultry smile and twirling around to show off the full effect of her ensemble.

"Fuck yeah," he breathed, his voice thick with lust. "You look incredible."

"Thanks, baby," she purred, pressing a soft kiss to his lips before stepping away. "Now let's go find our mystery man."

With a sultry smirk and a glint in her eyes, Anna allowed Henry to take her arm as they left their suite. Their hearts thudded in unison, a rhythm of anticipation and excitement that fueled their every step. The soft rustle of her dress was like a whispered promise of the night ahead, and she reveled in the thought of what was to come.

"Ready?" Henry asked, his voice low and enticing as they approached the elevator.

"More than ever," Anna replied, her words dripping with desire.

The metal doors slid open with an inviting hum, revealing an empty chamber waiting for them. As they entered, Anna felt a sudden jolt of awareness, her senses heightened and her body thrumming with expectation.

"Going down?" a smooth, deep voice called out from behind them, just before the doors closed. Startled, she turned to find a ruggedly handsome stranger who had seemingly appeared out of thin air. His piercing gray eyes roamed unabashedly over her form, openly admiring her beauty.

"Indeed, we are," Henry responded, his grip on Anna's arm tightening protectively.

"I’m Trevor, by the way. And let me be the first to say, you look fucking amazing," Trevor said, his roguish grin aimed at Anna. "And I'm not usually so forward, but I can't resist."

"Thank you... I’m Anna, and this is my husband Henry," Anna breathed, cheeks flushing crimson as a familiar tremor of arousal coursed through her. She glanced at Henry, seeking reassurance, and found it in his approving nod.

"Are you two enjoying your stay here?" Trevor continued, leaning casually against the elevator wall, his gaze never leaving Anna.

"Absolutely," Henry answered, allowing his own eyes to wander over his wife's curves proudly. "It's turning out to be quite the memorable experience."

"Sounds intriguing," Trevor mused, his smile broadening. "Care to share what makes it so special?"

Anna hesitated, her mind racing as she weighed the risks of revealing their intentions. Their eyes met once more, silently communicating their mutual desire for this man's involvement in their fantasy.

"Maybe," she said finally, a coy smile playing on her lips. "If you're up for an adventure."

Trevor raised an eyebrow, his interest piqued. "You've got my attention."

"Good," Henry chimed in, his lustful gaze locked with Trevor's. "Because we'd love to have you join us tonight."

"Is that so?" Trevor mused, his eyes flicking back and forth between Anna and Henry, a devilish grin spreading across his face. "Well, I must say, I'm quite intrigued."

"Then let's see where the night takes us," Anna suggested, her voice sultry and inviting.

As the trio made their way back to the penthouse suite, the tension in the air thickened as Anna led the way through the hotel corridor, the click of her heels echoing off the walls. The anticipation coursed through her veins, fueling both her excitement and anxiety.

"Are you sure about this?" Trevor asked, his voice low and gravelly, a hint of concern beneath the confident exterior.

Henry looked at Anna, seeking her confirmation. She nodded, her emerald eyes filled with determination and desire. "Yes, we're sure," she replied softly, a faint quiver betraying her nerves.

"Alright then," Trevor agreed, his gray eyes smoldering with lustful intent.

Anna unlocked their suite and pushed the door open, revealing the dimly lit room. As the door closed behind them, Anna felt a surge of heat rise within her core.

"Make yourself comfortable, Trevor," Henry instructed, gesturing towards the plush armchair positioned to provide him with the best view of what was to come.

Anna took a deep breath, centering herself for the sensual performance she was about to give. Her hands moved to the straps of her slinky black dress, sliding them down her shoulders with deliberate slowness. Her gaze locked onto Trevor's, challenging, enticing.

"Like what you see?" she murmured, her voice laden with desire.

"Fuck, yes" Trevor replied, his eyes drinking her in hungrily.

Anna continued her tantalizing undress, peeling the fabric away from her body inch by inch, her movements precise and seductive. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her clad only in the most delicate of lace lingerie.

"God, Anna, you're stunning," Henry whispered, captivated by the sight of his wife baring herself before another man, his own arousal mounting.

"Come closer," Trevor beckoned, his tone commanding, authoritative. Anna obeyed, her pulse quickening as she stepped towards him.

"Let me see all of you," he demanded, his eyes raking over her exposed flesh with an intensity that sent shivers racing down her spine.

Trevor's fingers brushed against the lace adorning her hip, and she felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. Her breath hitched, the anticipation surging within her like a tidal wave, threatening to sweep her
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