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Chapter 1: The Invitation
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The bass throbbed through the club like a living thing, vibrating up through the floor and into Emma's bones.

Strobe lights cut sharp patterns across the packed dance floor, turning sweat-slick skin into flashes of silver and gold.

Emma and I had come here straight from dinner, still buzzing from wine and the promise of a night without responsibilities.

She wore the black dress that always made my pulse kick harder: tight enough to outline every curve, low-cut enough to show the swell of her full breasts, short enough that every step teased the lace edge of her thong.

Her pretty blonde hair tumbled loose over her shoulders, catching the lights, and her lips, painted deep crimson, curved into that knowing smile she saved for when she felt powerful.

We danced pressed together, her back to my chest, hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles. My hands gripped her waist, fingers digging in just enough to feel the heat of her skin through the thin fabric.

She arched against me, ass grinding back into my growing erection, teasing without mercy. Her head tilted, lips brushing my ear over the music.

"You're hard already," she said, voice low and amused. "We haven't even been here an hour."

I nipped at the soft spot below her ear, tasting salt and perfume. "Blame the dress. Or blame you for moving like that."

She laughed, the sound bright and wicked, and spun to face me. Her hands slid up my chest, nails scraping lightly through my shirt.

We kissed deep and hungry, tongues sliding together, the taste of her vodka cranberry mixing with the faint sweetness of her lip gloss.

Around us bodies moved in the dim light, but it felt like the crowd faded away, leaving only the press of her against me, the thump of the beat matching my heartbeat.

We stayed on the floor until our skin glistened and our breathing came short. Eventually thirst won out. We pushed through to the bar, elbows finding space on the sticky wood.

I ordered another round of shots, tequila this time, the burn cutting through the haze of arousal.

Emma leaned into my side, one breast soft against my arm, her thigh brushing mine. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright with alcohol and excitement.

That was when he appeared.

He moved in smoothly, like he'd been waiting for the right moment. Mid-40s, hair slicked back with too much gel, a gold chain resting in a thick patch of chest hair visible through the open collar of his black shirt.

The watch on his wrist looked expensive, but the smile was all cheap charm, wide and predatory. Vince Diamond, he said, extending a hand first to Emma, then to me after a deliberate pause.

His eyes never left her. They roamed openly: down the plunge of her neckline, over the curve of her hips, lingering on the bare skin of her thighs where the dress had ridden up slightly from dancing.

"I have to say," he started, voice carrying just over the music, "you two were lighting up that floor. Especially you, sweetheart. You've got presence. The kind that absolutely pops on screen."

Emma laughed, light and a little surprised, glancing at me with raised brows. "Thanks, I think. But we're just here to dance."

Vince leaned one elbow on the bar, body angled toward her, close enough that his cologne cut through the club's mix of sweat and spilled liquor.

"I'm not hitting on you. Well, not only that." He grinned, teeth flashing white. "I'm a producer. Adult films. High-end stuff, the real deal. And you?" He gestured at her with the flat of his hand, like he was framing a shot. "You have the look. Face, body, energy. Girls like you walk away from one shoot with five figures and a fan base overnight."

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a glossy black business card, pressing it into her palm.

His fingers lingered on hers, thumb brushing the inside of her wrist. "Vince Diamond Productions. Search online if you want to see how we’re owning the game."

Emma turned the card over, reading it, then looked up at him with amusement. "You're serious."

"Dead serious." He nodded toward me. "Husband can come too. Watch the whole thing. We do spectator-friendly sets. Some couples even join in. Keeps it authentic."

I felt the twist in my gut again, that sharp mix of protectiveness and something darker, hotter.

My cock, already half-hard from dancing, throbbed at the mental image: Emma naked under bright lights, moaning for the camera while I sat close enough to see every detail.

It was the kind of situation we’d always fantasised about. We’d even toyed with the idea of uploading our own homemade scenes before.

Vince kept talking, smooth and relentless. "One scene. Four hours tops. You show up, we do some light direction, you have fun with a professional. Walk out with cash and stories."

He named the figure again: five thousand dollars, paid same day. "And that's base. Bonuses for extras. Anal, girl-girl, whatever you're comfortable with."

Emma's cheeks darkened, but not from embarrassment. Interest. She sipped her drink, eyes flicking to me. "That's... a lot of money."

"It's easy money for talent like you," Vince said. He reached out, casual as breathing, and adjusted the strap of her dress where it had slipped an inch down her shoulder.

His knuckles grazed the upper swell of her breast, thumb lingering just long enough to feel the softness. "These are real, right? No work done?"

Emma didn't flinch. She arched a brow instead. "All mine."

"Perfect." Vince's hand dropped to her arm, giving a gentle squeeze. "Camera loves natural. Bounce, jiggle, the way they move when you're really into it."

He turned to me. "You cool with this? Watching your wife get fucked on film? Maybe even a cameo?"

The question hung blunt between us. I swallowed, throat dry despite the drinks. "If she's into it, yeah. I'd watch."

Emma's eyes lit up. She leaned closer to me, hand sliding to my thigh under the bar, fingers brushing the bulge in my jeans. "You would?"

I nodded, voice rough. "Fuck yes."

Vince laughed, clapping my shoulder hard enough to jolt me forward. "That's the spirit. Open couple. My favorite kind."

He bought the next round without asking, sliding fresh shots across the bar. His thigh pressed against Emma's as he settled in beside her, close enough that their legs touched from hip to knee.

We talked for what felt like hours, though it was probably only about 40 minutes. Vince spun stories: girls who'd started as one-offs and ended up with six-figure contracts, shoots in exotic locations, the rush of seeing yourself online.

Every few sentences he'd touch her again. A hand on her lower back when he laughed at something she said. Fingers trailing along her forearm while explaining lighting. And each time I felt that same strange feeling – a mixture of pride, humiliation and horniness.

Once, when she shifted on the stool, he "steadied" her by resting his palm on her bare thigh, thumb stroking small circles just below the hem of her dress.

Emma didn't pull away. She leaned into the touches, subtle but unmistakable. Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric, visible points I knew Vince noticed too.

She kept glancing at me, checking, and every time I met her eyes with heat instead of anger, her smile grew.

Under the bar, her hand stayed on my thigh, squeezing in rhythm with Vince's stories.

She was wet; I could tell from the way she shifted, thighs pressing together. The idea of it, of strangers seeing her like this, using her, while I watched, had her dripping.

Vince pulled out his phone. "Quick reference pic. Nothing explicit. Just so I can remember the face." Emma posed, hip cocked, lips parted in a playful pout.

He snapped it, then another with his free hand on her waist, pulling her closer for the frame. "Gorgeous. I'll send you the contract details tomorrow. Nothing binding yet. Just an offer."

He turned to me again. "You both think about it. But trust me, one night. You walk away richer, hornier, and closer than ever. Happens every time."

Emma looked at me, eyes glassy with lust and tequila. "What do you say, babe? One night. We try it."

My heart hammered. The jealousy would be brutal, exquisite. The arousal already had me aching. "Yeah," I said. "Let's do it."

Vince's grin split wide. He raised his glass. "To new adventures."

We clinked, drank, and then Emma pulled me in for a kiss that tasted like promise and sin. Vince watched, not hiding his approval, hand resting possessively on her lower back one last time.

We left the club shortly after, Emma's hand tight in mine, her body buzzing against me in the cab.

She straddled my lap the moment the door closed, dress hiked up, grinding slow and deliberate while she whispered against my mouth.

"That was insane," she said. "Him touching me. Talking like that. And you... you wanted it."

I thrust up against her, hands gripping her ass. "I want to see you take it. All of it."

She moaned, rocking harder. "Then we're doing this. Four days time."

We kissed until the driver coughed pointedly. Outside our building, we barely made it through the door before I had her against the wall, dress shoved up, fingers inside her soaked pussy while she clawed at my back.

"Five grand," she gasped between kisses. "And you watching some hung guy fuck your wife."

"Yes," I growled, curling my fingers until she shuddered.

We came together on the living room floor, clothes half-on, the decision sealed in sweat and moans.

Four days. The wait would be agony.

And we both knew we couldn't wait to get started!
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