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The air conditioner in the hotel lobby hummed quietly, creating a cool contrast to the sticky heat outside. Sandra looked around, her heart racing a little as she adjusted the strap of her business-casual dress, which clung to her in all the right places. She had always liked the feeling of a fresh start, and the seminar she was attending was just that—a chance to break away from the monotony of her daily life and indulge in a bit of excitement. The lobby was a flurry of activity as people checked in, but she remained unfazed, her eyes scanning the crowd for familiar faces.

Her husband had given her his blessing for this one night, and she intended to make the most of it. Every six months, they had this unspoken agreement—she could have a night of unbridled passion with whomever she chose, no questions asked. It was their little secret, a spark that kept their marriage alight. And tonight, at this very seminar, she had her sights set on three men in particular: Mike, the charming salesman with the piercing blue eyes, Tom, the muscular marketing guy with a wicked smile, and Dave, the shy but obviously talented new hire.

The evening rolled in like a warm, seductive whisper, and the hotel bar was already bustling with colleagues letting off steam. Sandra, with her long legs and ample cleavage, was a beacon of temptation in the dimly lit room. She sipped her wine, watching the men from across the room, her eyes dancing with mischief. They had all shown interest in her throughout the day, and she knew just how to play her cards. She approached Mike first, her hips swaying with purposeful grace. He looked up from his drink, his eyes lingering on the way her dress clung to her curves.

"Mike," she said, her voice a siren's call, "I've been dying to hear about your latest sales strategy."

He leaned in closer, his hand brushing against hers as they talked shop. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her, and she knew she had him. With a playful smile, she suggested they move to a quieter spot, and he eagerly followed. As the night deepened and the drinks flowed, she mingled with the group, flirting and laughing, all the while keeping Tom and Dave within her orbit. The tension grew palpable as the bar patrons slowly thinned out, and the trio found themselves the last ones standing.

"Why don't we continue this party in my room?" Sandra proposed, her eyes glinting with desire. "I've got a bottle of whiskey that needs some good company."

Mike, Tom, and Dave exchanged glances, the same unspoken question in their eyes. Was this really happening? The heat of the moment had turned the professional gathering into an unexpected opportunity, and they were all too eager to take it. They followed her like moths to a flame, the anticipation thick enough to slice with a knife.

Sandra's hotel room was a sleek sanctuary, the king-sized bed dominating the space like a throne waiting to be claimed. She led them in, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she locked the door behind them. The air was electric with lust as she sailed over to the mini-bar and poured three generous shots of whiskey. Handing them out, she watched as they downed the amber liquid, the fiery warmth spreading through their veins like liquid courage.
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