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The sun hung low in the
California sky, the sinking yellow orb kissing the horizon. A shiny
new silver Lexus cast a long black shadow on the valet stand at the
hotel. The couple exiting the car walked with purpose toward the
marble-lined lobby.

“Checking In?” The
reservation clerk said with a smile

“We are with the Donaldson
Party; I believe there is a block of rooms reserved.” Said the
devastatingly handsome man from behind a pair of dark ray
bans.

“Yes, of course. You will
be in room 329. Take the elevator to the third floor, then turn
left. The clerk handed over the key card with a knowing look. He
had worked two of the other nights when the Donaldson Party had
booked a block of rooms, and he an idea of what was going to happen
inside those rooms tonight.

“Thank you.” The couple
turned to head to the elevator then paused “By the way, do you
happen to know if anyone else from the party has arrived
yet?”

“No, you are the first to
arrive.”

From the outside, Jessica
and Michael Davis looked like your average couple. He was a
successful real estate agent and an avid golfer. She worked in an
upscale boutique rising early every morning before work for an
energizing run along the beach. No one would suspect that the cute
couple from Sherman Oaks had a naughty erotic fetish that they
indulged in twice a month. Last year over a round of golf, Michael
had been invited to join a swingers group by his best friend Trevor
Donaldson. Thinking it would just be a one-time thing that they
would look back and laugh about one day, Michael and Jessica joined
the group on a whim. That first night opened their eyes to a
lifestyle they never before considered. Both of them were hooked
after day one, and now they counted the days until they could
partake in the sweet hedonistic nights.

Pushing the heavy door
open, Michael walked into the suite and dove onto the fluffy white
comforter. Room 329 had a lovely ocean view, and the expansive wall
of windows captured the spectacular sunset just like a
postcard.

“I can’t wait for tonight,
I really need to relax after the week I have had,” Michael said
stretching his long limbs, filling the entire space of the bed.
Jessica climbed on top of her husband, straddling his lean
hips.

“Baby, we have a little
time to kill before everyone gets here. How about you and I kick
things off right now?” Tossing her top to the side, Jessica gently
squeezed her full breasts, coquettishly grinning.

Jessica’s hands stroked the
ripples of Michael’s abs through his clothes. One by one, she
unbuttoned his shirt, leaning down to kiss a trail up to his mouth.
Their lips met in a hot wet slide, his stubbled cheeks prickling
against her face. Michael reached under her short white skirt and
slid her panties down and
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