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The night draped weakly over the city, its dim starlight filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the Jiachen Hotel’s suite, casting a faint glow across the room. Two men lounged on separate sofas, their eyes fixed on the television screen. On it, a group of blonde, blue-eyed couples indulged in a chaotic orgy, their moans and explicit close-ups filling the air, as if foreshadowing the events about to unfold in this very room.

Gregory, a middle-aged man with a rugged face and a body barely covered by a towel wrapped around his waist, puffed leisurely on a cigar. The lascivious scenes on the screen didn’t faze him; he’d seen it all before, countless times, and it showed in his relaxed demeanor. Across from him, Raymond, a younger man, was far less composed. His face flushed, his breathing quickened, and despite the loose bathrobe he wore, his physical arousal was unmistakable.

As the on-screen debauchery reached its peak, the bathroom door creaked open. Two women stepped out, one after the other.

Leading the way was Lucy, Gregory’s wife, her mature allure evident in the seductive curve of her brow. Even the loose, soft bathrobe couldn’t conceal the sensuality of her figure, a testament to meticulous self-care and a life of privilege. Her every movement exuded an effortless, aristocratic charm.

Behind her was Mary, Raymond’s wife of just three months. Her face glowed with a youthful flush—whether from nerves or shyness, it was hard to tell. The snow-white bathrobe accentuated her delicate features: almond eyes, cherry lips, and skin so fair it seemed to shimmer. She was a vision of innocence and elegance, a stark contrast to Lucy’s fiery allure. If Lucy was a blooming rose, bold and passionate, Mary was a narcissus, pure and refined. If Lucy was a ripe strawberry, Mary was a fresh, dewy peach.

Instantly, the men’s gazes locked onto each other’s wives. For a young man like Raymond, resisting Lucy’s provocative charm was nearly impossible. For Gregory, a man of experience, Mary’s innocent beauty stirred a primal desire for possession.

“Darling, kept you waiting long?” Lucy purred, her smile teasing as she sauntered over and slid into Raymond’s lap. Like her husband, she was no stranger to these partner-swapping parties, and the young man’s vigor clearly piqued her interest.

Mary, on the other hand, stood frozen, caught between embarrassment and hesitation, her expression as vulnerable as a lost lamb.

“Come here, Mary,” Gregory called, his voice low, his smile insincere—a wolf spotting prey. His leering grin only deepened Mary’s unease. Clutching her arms to her chest, she instinctively stepped back.

“Come on, my little beauty,” he pressed, rising from his seat and lunging toward her like a predator. In one swift motion, he pulled her delicate frame into his arms.

The sudden embrace from a man she’d known for mere hours filled Mary with revulsion and panic. Acting on instinct, she twisted her body, drove her shoulder into his thick chest, and hooked her foot behind his leg. With a deft twist of his wrist, she sent Gregory’s bulky, heavy frame crashing to the floor with a thud, pinning him down.

The commotion drew the attention of Raymond and Lucy, who had been lost in their own heated exchange.
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