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Chapter 1



I pull my beat-up sedan into the driveway of what looks like a pretty nice suburban house. The GPS on my phone beeps, letting me know I've reached my destination. Last delivery of the day, thank God. My back aches, my feet are killing me, and the idea that I used to push around executives in boardrooms instead of paper bags filled with food still stings like hell. But the rent doesn't pay itself, and my ex-wife's lawyer made sure of that.

Grabbing the paper bag from the passenger seat, I check the receipt one more time. Three fancy salads, a couple of protein smoothies, and some kind of vegan wrap that costs more than I make in an hour. Typical rich people food.

The house is surprisingly nice—two stories, well-kept lawn, fancy curtains in the windows. Not the usual college student hovel I'm used to delivering to. As I walk up the stone path to the door, I notice a small camera tucked discreetly in the corner of the porch. Security system, makes sense. Nice neighborhood, nice things to protect.

I ring the doorbell and wait, shifting my weight from one foot to the other. The food bag is getting heavier by the second. No answer. I check my watch. It's almost 9 PM, and I really want to get home and collapse on my couch with a beer.

I ring again, this time adding a gentle knock. Still nothing. I'm about to text the customer when I hear rapid footsteps from inside, like someone running down stairs.

"Just a second!" a female voice calls out, slightly breathless.

I hear what sounds like whispers, a muffled giggle, and then more footsteps before the door finally swings open. Standing there is a girl who looks like she just ran a marathon. Her face is flushed, chest rising and falling with quick breaths, and a thin sheen of sweat glistens on her forehead. She's maybe early twenties, with medium-length brown hair that's slightly disheveled, and the biggest, brightest brown eyes I've ever seen.

"Sorry about that," she says, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "I was... um... upstairs."

My eyes can't help but notice her outfit—tiny sleep shorts that show off long, toned legs and a thin tank top that clings to curves in all the right places. And on top of her head, oddly enough, are cat ear headphones. Not being worn, just sitting there like a crown.

"No problem," I say, finding my voice. "I've got your order right here."

She smiles, and something in my chest tightens. It's been a while since a beautiful woman smiled at me like that—like I'm actually visible.

"You're a lifesaver," she says. "We've been filming all day and completely forgot about dinner."

Filming? I glance past her into the house and notice what looks like professional lighting equipment in the living room.

"You're... making a movie?" I ask, handing over the bag.

She laughs, and it's a surprisingly melodic sound. "Something like that. I'm Maya, by the way."

"Johnny," I reply, noticing how she takes the bag with slender fingers tipped with pastel pink nails. Our hands brush, and I feel a jolt of electricity that seems to run straight down my spine.

"Nice to meet you, Johnny." The way she says my name makes it sound different somehow. Better. "How long have you been delivering food?"

It's an unusual question. Most customers grab their food and shut the door before I can even say goodbye.

"About six months," I answer honestly. "Used to work in corporate finance until... well, until I didn't."

Maya tilts her head, those brown eyes studying me with unexpected interest. "Corporate to food delivery? That's quite the career change."

"That's one way to put it. Another would be 'spectacular life implosion.'" I don't know why I'm telling her this. Maybe it's the end of a long day, or maybe it's the way she's looking at me—like she's actually listening.

She leans against the doorframe, seemingly forgetting about the food in her hands. "Those are sometimes the best kind. Implosions make room for something new."

"That's a positive spin. I'll have to remember that the next time I'm eating ramen for the fifth night in a row."

Maya laughs again, and I notice a small dimple in her left cheek. "Well, Johnny the delivery guy, maybe your luck is about to change."

There's something in her voice, a hint of suggestion that makes my body respond in ways I haven't felt in months. She shifts her weight, and I notice the curve of her hip, the soft swell of her breasts under the thin fabric of her top.

"This is your last delivery of the night?" she asks, glancing at her phone screen briefly.

"Yeah, finally done. Unless you need something else delivered?" The words come out more flirtatious than I intended.

Maya's smile widens. "Actually, I should give you a tip. Let me find my purse... it's somewhere around here."

She turns slightly, looking back into the house, and I catch sight of her profile. The curve of her back leading to her perfectly rounded ass in those shorts makes my mouth go dry. I've delivered to countless houses over the past months, but never has a simple food drop-off felt so charged with... something.

"No rush," I say, though part of me wants to rush home and process whatever is happening here.

Maya turns back to me, her expression brightening. "Why don't you come inside for a minute while I look? It's the least I can do for making you wait so long at the door."

The invitation surprises me. Standard delivery protocol says I should stay on the porch, but there's nothing standard about this delivery anymore.

"Sure," I hear myself say, stepping across the threshold into a house I never expected to enter, following a woman I can't seem to take my eyes off.

Little did I know my last delivery of the day was about to become something much more interesting than dropping off overpriced salads.

I step into the house, immediately hit by the faint scent of vanilla and something else I can't quite place—maybe expensive perfume or scented candles. The entryway opens to a living room that's surprisingly tidy but clearly lived-in. There's a large couch facing what looks like a professional camera setup on a tripod, and several ring lights are positioned around the room. Looks like some kind of home studio. I spot a couple of laptops on a desk in the corner, next to a chair that has a pink gaming headset hanging off it.

"Come on in," Maya says, setting the food bag on a coffee table. "My purse is upstairs, I think. Make yourself comfortable for a sec."

As she moves around the room, I can't help but follow her with my eyes. The tank top she's wearing rides up slightly as she reaches to adjust something on one of the laptops, revealing a strip of smooth, olive skin at her waist. Those shorts are practically painted on, hugging the curve of her ass in a way that makes my throat go dry.

"Nice setup you've got here," I say, trying to sound casual. "What kind of filming do you do?"

Maya turns to me with a smile that seems both innocent and knowing at the same time. "We're streamers. Gaming, lifestyle content, that kind of thing." She gestures vaguely at the equipment. "The three of us live here together—it's cheaper to share the gear and the rent."

"Three of you?" I look around, half expecting to see other people.

"Mmhmm. The others are upstairs right now, probably editing or something." She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear, and I notice a slight flush return to her cheeks. "I'll just run up and grab my wallet. Won't be a minute."

She starts toward the stairs, those long legs carrying her with a grace that's mesmerizing to watch. Suddenly, I realize I've been holding my bladder for the last hour of deliveries, and the pressure is becoming impossible to ignore.

"Actually," I say, "would it be cool if I used your bathroom real quick?"

Maya pauses at the foot of the stairs. "Oh, of course. It's down the hall, second door on the left." She points toward a hallway that branches off from the living room. Then she adds something else, her voice dropping so low and quick that I can't make it out over the hum of what must be a high-end PC running in the corner.

"Sorry, what was that?" I ask.

"Nothing!" she replies, a bit too quickly. "Just, um, make yourself at home. I'll be right back."

With that, she hurries up the stairs, her feet making soft thuds on the carpeted steps. I watch her go, enjoying the view for perhaps a second longer than I should, then head down the hallway she indicated.

The hall is lined with framed posters—mostly anime characters I vaguely recognize and some gaming references. There's also what looks like a whiteboard calendar with different colored markers indicating streaming schedules. Names like "MayaCatGirl," "LexiePrincess," and "RowanRolls" are written in neat handwriting next to time slots. I'm starting to get a clearer picture of what kind of "content" they're creating here.

Second door on the left. I find it easily enough and push it open. It's dark inside, so I fumble for the light switch. When I flip it on, there's a short electronic beep from somewhere in the room. I glance around, momentarily confused. Is there some kind of alarm system in the bathroom? But nothing else happens, so I shrug it off. Probably just the fan turning on automatically with the light.

The bathroom is surprisingly luxurious for a rental—marble countertops, a large walk-in shower with glass doors, and fancy hand towels folded neatly on a rack. Everything is impeccably clean and organized, with an array of expensive-looking skincare products lined up on the counter. The towels are plush, the soap is some fancy brand I've never heard of, and there's even a small potted plant sitting on the back of the toilet.

These girls must be doing well with their streaming gig. A hell of a lot better than I'm doing delivering food, that's for sure.

I take care of business, trying not to think about Maya upstairs—about her full lips and the way her tank top hugged her large breasts, or how those brown eyes seemed to look right through me. It's been months since my ex-wife left, and even longer since I felt that spark of attraction with someone new. The divorce took more than my house and half my non-existent savings; it took my confidence too.

As I wash my hands, I catch my reflection in the mirror. I don't look as tired as I feel, which is something. At 35, I've managed to keep in decent shape despite the downward spiral of my career. My shoulders are still broad, my jawline still defined. The delivery job involves enough heavy lifting and running around that I've actually gotten more toned in the last few months, ironically enough.

I dry my hands on one of those fancy towels, breathing in the lingering scent of Maya's perfume that seems to permeate the entire house. Something about this place feels surreal—like I've accidentally stumbled into a world I'm not supposed to see. Egirls, gaming streamers, whatever they call themselves—it's a universe away from the corporate boardrooms I used to inhabit.

For a brief moment, I wonder what it would be like to be part of Maya's world instead of just passing through it as the delivery guy. The thought is as exhilarating as it is ridiculous. Women like her don't usually go for guys like me, especially not in my current situation.

I adjust my shirt, run a hand through my hair, and prepare to head back out to the living room, where Maya is probably waiting with a couple of bucks as a tip. Then I'll go back to my empty apartment, maybe heat up some leftover pizza, and try not to think about the girl with the cat ear headphones and bedroom eyes.

Just as I reach for the doorknob, I hear what sounds like hurried footsteps and urgent whispers outside the door. Something's going on out there, and whatever it is, it doesn't sound casual. I pause, hand on the knob, wondering what I'm about to walk into.

I turn the knob and pull open the bathroom door, only to be confronted by three pairs of wide eyes staring at me like I've grown a second head. Maya is standing front and center, her mouth slightly open, flanked by two equally stunning women who look just as shocked. All three of them seem frozen in place, like they were caught doing something they shouldn't. The silence is thick enough to cut with a knife until one of them—a petite blonde—whispers something that sounds suspiciously like "holy shit."

"Uh... everything okay out here?" I ask, my eyes darting between the three of them.

Maya is still in her tiny shorts and tank top, but she's now clutching what must be her purse in a white-knuckled grip. To her right stands a blonde girl with a pixie cut, wearing an oversized t-shirt that barely covers the tops of her thighs, showing off long, toned legs. To Maya's left is a curvy redhead with full lips painted bright red, dressed in a silk robe that's tied loosely enough to reveal an impressive amount of cleavage.

"Everything's fine!" Maya says, her voice an octave higher than it was earlier. "We were just... I was just coming to find you."

"All three of you?" I raise an eyebrow, glancing between them.

The redhead recovers first, a slow smile spreading across her face. "I'm Rowan," she says, extending a hand. Her nails are even longer than Maya's, painted a deep crimson that matches her lips. "And this is Lexi." She gestures to the blonde, who gives a small wave, still looking like she's seen a ghost.

I shake Rowan's hand, noticing how she holds on a beat too long. "Johnny. Though I guess Maya already told you that?"

"Oh, she told us a lot of things," Lexi says with a giggle that earns her a sharp elbow from Maya.

Something is definitely off here. The three of them are acting like they've been caught with their hands in the cookie jar, exchanging glances loaded with meanings I can't decipher. I look past them into the hallway and notice for the first time a small red light blinking on what appears to be another camera mounted high in the corner. It's pointed directly at the bathroom door.

Suddenly, the beep I heard when I turned on the light makes a lot more sense.

"Wait a second," I say slowly, the pieces clicking into place. "Is there a camera in the bathroom?"

Maya's eyes go wide. "No! God no, nothing like that. It's just..." She trails off, looking to her friends for help.

"It's the light switch," Rowan jumps in smoothly. "It's connected to our stream alert system. When the bathroom light goes on, it sends us a notification so we know when it's occupied. Three girls, one bathroom—you know how it is."

It sounds plausible, but there's something in their expressions that tells me there's more to the story. Lexi is biting her lower lip, clearly trying not to laugh, while Maya looks like she wants the floor to open up and swallow her whole.

"Right," I say, not entirely convinced. "And you all rushed down here because...?"

"Because I was bringing your tip," Maya says quickly, fishing some bills from her purse. "And they were curious about the delivery guy who I said was, um, really nice."

"Super nice," Lexi adds with another giggle.

"The nicest," Rowan agrees, her eyes traveling down my body in a way that makes my skin heat up.

I accept the money from Maya, our fingers brushing again. This time, I swear I feel her tremble slightly at the contact. "Thanks. That's very generous."

"You earned it," she says softly, her brown eyes meeting mine.

An awkward silence falls over us, all four standing in the cramped hallway. I should leave—my shift is over, I've got the tip, there's no reason to stay—but something keeps my feet rooted to the spot. Maybe it's the way Maya is looking at me, or the curious energy vibrating between the three women, or just the fact that this is the most interesting thing that's happened to me in months.

"So," I say finally, "you three are streamers. What kind of content do you make exactly?"

The question hangs in the air. Rowan smirks, Lexi stifles another laugh, and Maya's cheeks flush an even deeper shade of pink.

"Gaming mostly," Maya answers. "And, um, lifestyle content."

"Lifestyle content," I repeat, looking pointedly at the camera in the corner.

"We have a pretty dedicated fanbase," Rowan adds, adjusting her robe in a way that reveals even more of her impressive cleavage. "They like to watch us... play."

The implication in her tone is impossible to miss. These aren't just gamers; they're cam girls. And based on the setup I saw in the living room and the camera in the hallway, they broadcast from all over the house.

Which means when I was in the bathroom...

"Did you just..." I start, then stop, not quite sure how to phrase it.

"Stream you in our bathroom? No," Maya says firmly. "Like Rowan said, the light just triggered an alert."

"But," Lexi chimes in with a mischievous grin, "our viewers did get quite excited when Maya mentioned a hot delivery guy was in the house."

Maya shoots her a death glare. "Lexi!"

"What? He is hot." Lexi shrugs unapologetically.

I can't help but laugh. The absurdity of the situation is starting to sink in. "So your viewers know I'm here, but they didn't see me in the bathroom. Got it."

"Exactly," Maya says, relief flooding her features. "We respect privacy."

"Usually," Rowan adds with a wink.

Maya steps closer to me, lowering her voice. "I'm really sorry about all this. It's not normally so... chaotic around here."

I find myself wanting to reassure her. "Don't worry about it. Definitely makes for a more interesting end to my shift than usual."

Her smile returns, genuine and warm. "Maybe you could deliver to us again sometime. We order out a lot."

"I'd like that," I say, surprised by how much I mean it.

Lexi claps her hands together. "Oh! We should order from him…tomorrow!"

Maya and Rowan exchange a look I can't quite interpret before Maya turns back to me. "That's actually not a bad idea. Here, let me put my number in your phone. For... delivery purposes."

I hand over my phone without hesitation, watching as she types in her information. When she passes it back, I see she's saved herself as "Maya [image: cat face]" with a winking emoji after her name.

"Text me next time you're on shift," she says. "We'll place an order."

"Will do," I reply, pocketing my phone. "Though fair warning—I usually don't get this kind of welcome at most deliveries."

"We're not most people," Rowan says, her hand resting on Maya's shoulder.

"Definitely not," I agree.

As I finally make my way toward the front door, the three of them following behind me like a colorful parade, I can't help but wonder what I've just stumbled into. Whatever these girls are up to in this house, whatever "content" they're creating, I have a feeling my life is about to get a lot more interesting than dropping off food and going home to an empty apartment.

And for the first time since my life imploded, I'm actually looking forward to tomorrow.


Chapter 2



I pull into the cracked driveway of my rental house, my mind still swimming with images of Maya's curves in those tiny shorts and the way her brown eyes locked onto mine. My body feels electrified, like I've been jump-started after months of operating on low power. The memory of her fingers brushing against mine when she handed back my phone makes my skin tingle all over again. It's been so long since a woman—let alone three gorgeous women—looked at me with anything resembling interest that I'm not entirely sure I didn't hallucinate the whole encounter.

The engine of my beat-up Toyota sputters as I turn it off, the poor thing practically begging for retirement. I sit for a moment, staring at the contact in my phone: "Maya [image: cat face]" with that little winking emoji. My thumb hovers over it, tempted to text her right now, but what would I even say? "Thanks for not streaming me taking a piss in your bathroom"?

As I pocket my phone and climb out of the car, I spot Pat sitting on the front steps of the main house, her small frame bundled up in one of her hand-knitted sweaters despite the mild evening temperature. Great. My seventy-year-old landlord is lying in wait for me. Don't get me wrong, Pat's a sweetheart, but she has an uncanny ability to sense exactly when I'm most tired and intercept me before I can collapse onto my couch.

"Johnny!" she calls out, waving enthusiastically. "You're home late today."

"Hey, Pat," I respond, trudging up the walkway toward her. "Yeah, had a long shift. Lots of deliveries."

Pat stands, all five feet of her, and I notice the glint of metal hanging from her pocket—one of her collectible spoons fashioned into a keychain. Her salt-and-pepper hair is tucked into a neat bun, and her eyes twinkle with that grandmotherly mischief I've come to know well over the past few months.

"I need your help putting up a shelf," she announces without preamble, as if she's informing me the sky is blue. "I've got a lasagna in the oven as payment."

I sigh dramatically, but we both know it's for show. Pat's lasagna is legendary in this neighborhood—layers of pasta, sauce, and cheese that somehow taste better than anything I've ever had at an Italian restaurant. And after months of ramen and leftover pizza, a home-cooked meal sounds like heaven.

"Lead the way," I say, following her into the main house.

Pat's home is like stepping into a different era. The walls are covered in floral wallpaper that probably hasn't been changed since the 70s, and every available surface houses some part of her extensive spoon collection. Decorative spoons from cities across America, commemorative spoons from royal weddings, spoons with painted handles and twisted stems—all displayed in special wall-mounted cases or arranged artfully on shelves.

"How was work today?" she asks as we make our way toward the kitchen. "Any interesting customers?"

The image of Maya leaning against her doorframe in those tiny shorts flashes in my mind again, making my cock stir. "You could say that."

The rich aroma of tomato sauce, garlic, and melting cheese hits me like a wave as we enter the kitchen. My stomach growls loudly in response, and Pat chuckles.

"Someone's hungry," she says, patting my arm. "Don't worry, it'll be ready in about twenty minutes. Plenty of time for you to put up my new shelf."

The kitchen table is covered with an array of tools—a cordless drill, various screwdrivers, a level, a measuring tape, and a handful of anchors and screws scattered across the worn wooden surface. Next to this DIY arsenal sits the shelf in question, a simple white affair that looks like it came from a big box store.

"Where do you want it?" I ask, already rolling up my sleeves.

Pat points to an empty section of wall between her spice rack and a framed collection of—you guessed it—miniature spoons. "Right there. I need more room for my seasonings. A woman my age needs plenty of flavors to keep life interesting."

I glance at the bubbling lasagna visible through the oven window, the cheese on top turning a perfect golden brown. My mouth waters at the sight.

"That looks amazing, Pat."

"My mother's recipe," she says with obvious pride, opening the oven door to check on her masterpiece. The heat rolls out in a wave, carrying with it intensified aromas of basil, oregano, and something rich and meaty that makes my stomach clench with hunger. The sauce bubbles up along the edges of the glass baking dish, and strings of mozzarella stretch and melt across the top layer.

"Perfect timing," Pat declares, closing the oven. "It'll be ready just when you finish with the shelf."

I pick up the drill and start measuring the wall space, but my mind keeps drifting back to the streamer house. To Maya's soft voice and bright eyes. To Rowan's curves barely contained by that silk robe. To Lexi's infectious giggle. What are they doing right now? Streaming to their audience? Talking about the delivery guy who lingered too long?

"You seem distracted," Pat observes, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed. "Something on your mind?"

"Just tired," I lie, marking the wall where the brackets need to go.

"Mmm-hmm," she hums, clearly not buying it. "Your face is flushed, and you keep smiling to yourself. I may be old, Johnny, but I'm not blind."

I chuckle, caught. In the three months I've been renting the converted garage apartment behind Pat's house, she's proven to be remarkably perceptive. After my divorce, when my ex-wife took practically everything and my corporate job disappeared in a "restructuring," Pat was the only landlord who'd take a chance on me with my wrecked credit score. The rent is cheap, and in exchange, I help with odd jobs around her property. It's not where I expected to be at thirty-five, but it could be worse.

"Just had an interesting delivery, that's all," I admit, drilling into the drywall. "Nothing important."

"Must have been quite the delivery to put that look on your face," Pat says with a knowing smile. "You haven't looked this alive since you moved in."

She's right. Something about Maya and her friends woke up a part of me I thought had died with my marriage—the part that sees possibility instead of just getting through another day. I drill the second hole with more force than necessary, sending a small shower of drywall dust onto the linoleum below.

For the first time in months, I'm actually looking forward to tomorrow. And the weight of Maya's number in my phone feels like a promise of something I'd almost forgotten existed.

The drill whirs loudly as I press it against the marked spot on Pat's kitchen wall. Sweat beads on my forehead as I apply pressure, feeling the bit bite into the drywall. A small cloud of white dust puffs out around the hole, and I can feel the vibration running up my arm. After the first bracket is secure, I step back to make sure it's level before continuing. Pat watches me work with the intensity of a quality control inspector, her arms crossed over her chest.

"A little higher on the right side," she instructs, squinting through her reading glasses.

I adjust the bracket slightly, my biceps straining as I hold it in place while reaching for another screw. The smell of the lasagna is getting stronger by the minute, making my stomach growl in anticipation.

"So," Pat says casually, but I can hear the probing tone underneath, "any interesting deliveries today?"

I pause, the drill hovering over the second screw. Pat has a sixth sense for when something's going on in my life. Maybe it's from raising three kids and having six grandchildren, or maybe she's secretly psychic. Either way, there's no point trying to hide anything from her.

"Actually, yeah," I admit, resuming my drilling. "Had a weird one right at the end of my shift."

"Weird good or weird bad?" Pat asks, moving to check on her lasagna. She opens the oven door just a crack, and another wave of heavenly aroma fills the kitchen.

"Weird... interesting," I say, securing the second bracket to the wall. "Delivered to these three girls who live together. Turns out they're streamers."

Pat looks at me blankly. "Streamers? Like those paper things for parties?"

I can't help but laugh. "No, like online content creators. They broadcast themselves playing video games and... other stuff."

"Other stuff," Pat repeats with a raised eyebrow. "I may be seventy, Johnny, but I'm not naive. You're talking about those girls who wear skimpy outfits and get men to pay them money online."

My face heats up, and it's not from the physical exertion of holding the shelf against the wall. "Yeah, something like that."

"And?" Pat prods, clearly sensing there's more to the story.

I tell her about walking into the house, about the camera equipment, about the bathroom light that triggered some kind of alert system. As I talk, I carefully position the shelf onto the brackets, making sure it's secure.

"And then all three of them were just standing there when I opened the door, looking at me like I'd caught them doing something they shouldn't," I explain, tightening the screws that hold the shelf in place.

"Were they sexy?" Pat asks directly.

"Jesus, Pat," I mumble, but I can't help the grin that spreads across my face. "Yeah, they were gorgeous."

"Tell me about them," she insists, pulling a bottle of red wine from a cabinet and uncorking it.

I adjust the level one more time, ensuring the shelf is perfectly straight before stepping back to admire my work. Then I lean against the counter and describe Maya, Rowan, and Lexi to Pat in probably more detail than I should. I find myself lingering on Maya—her brown eyes, her olive skin, the way those cat ear headphones sat on her head like a crown.

"She put her number in my phone," I admit, feeling like a teenager again. "Said I should text her next time I'm on shift so they can place an order."

"And have you texted her yet?" Pat pours two glasses of wine, handing one to me.

I take a sip, the rich flavor complementing the scent of the lasagna. "No. I mean, it just happened. Besides, what would I even say?"

Pat rolls her eyes. "How about 'hello'? That's generally how conversations start."

"It's not that simple," I protest, running a hand through my hair. "These girls are young, beautiful, making good money. And I'm a divorced delivery guy living in a converted garage. Not exactly a catch these days."

"Nonsense," Pat says firmly. "You're a handsome, hardworking man who's had a run of bad luck. Besides, this girl—Maya, right?—she gave you her number. She's obviously interested."

I wipe sweat from my brow, partly from the physical effort of installing the shelf and partly from the memory of Maya's smile. "Maybe she just wants a reliable delivery person."

"And maybe I'm secretly Sophia Loren," Pat retorts, checking her timer. "Trust me, women don't give out their numbers to delivery people just for faster service."

She puts on oven mitts and bends to retrieve the lasagna. When she pulls it out, the cheese is stretching in golden strands between the pan and the oven door. The bubbling dish is a masterpiece—layers of pasta, rich meat sauce, and at least three kinds of cheese melted to perfection. Pat sets it on a trivet on the counter, and I swear I could stare at it like a work of art.

"Go for it," she says decisively, gesturing for me to sit at her small kitchen table. "You're only young once. Don't ignore any opportunities."

I settle into one of her wooden chairs, my large frame making it seem like doll furniture. The table is already set with plates, cutlery, and cloth napkins—Pat never does anything halfway.

"I'm thirty-five, Pat. Not exactly young anymore."

She snorts as she cuts into the lasagna, steam rising in fragrant clouds. "From where I'm sitting, thirty-five might as well be twenty. You have your whole life ahead of you."

She serves me a hefty portion, the layers of pasta, meat, and cheese perfectly distinct yet melded together in a saucy harmony. I take my first bite and can't help the groan of pleasure that escapes me. The flavors explode on my tongue—tangy tomato, rich beef, creamy cheese, and a blend of herbs that could make a grown man weep.

"This is incredible," I say between bites. "Seriously, you could open a restaurant."

"My Alfredo used to say the same thing," Pat says with a wistful smile, referring to her late husband. "He always wanted me to open a little Italian place."

"Why didn't you?" I ask, already halfway through my portion.

Pat shrugs. "Life. Kids. Fear, probably. Now I just cook for friends and family." She takes a sip of her wine. "Speaking of which, you should invite this Maya girl over for dinner sometime. I'd love to meet her."

I nearly choke on my lasagna. "Pat, I haven't even texted her yet, and you're already planning dinner parties?"

"What can I say? I like to be prepared." She refills my wine glass with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. "Besides, from the way you describe her, she sounds special."

I consider this as I savor another bite. Is Maya special? I barely know her. But there was something in those brown eyes, something in the way she looked at me, that felt different from any interaction I've had since my divorce.

"Maybe I will text her," I say finally. "Just to say hello."

"That's the spirit," Pat says, raising her glass in a toast. "To new beginnings."

I clink my glass against hers, the wine rich and velvety on my tongue. "To new beginnings," I echo.

As we finish our meal, talking about neighborhood gossip and Pat's latest spoon acquisition, my mind keeps drifting back to Maya. To her smile, her voice, the way she tucked that strand of hair behind her ear. My phone feels heavy in my pocket, her number waiting like a promise.


Chapter 3



Maya's number glows on the screen, taunting me. It's been so long since I've texted a woman—let alone one who looks like her—that my fingers feel stiff and clumsy hovering over the keyboard. The dashboard clock reads 8:47 PM. My shift technically ends in thirteen minutes, but who's counting?

I drum my fingers against the steering wheel, my heart doing this stupid little dance in my chest. What if she gave me a fake number? What if this is all some elaborate prank? Three gorgeous streamers interested in the delivery guy sounds like the setup to a bad porn scenario, not my actual life.

"Just do it, you idiot," I mutter to myself, finally typing out a message.

Me: Hey, it's Johnny, the delivery guy from earlier. I'm almost done with my shift if you're still interested in placing an order.

I hit send before I can overthink it, then immediately throw my phone onto the passenger seat like it's burned me. Jesus Christ, I sound desperate. Like I've been thinking about her all day. Which, okay, I have been, but she doesn't need to know that.

My phone chimes almost instantly, and I lunge for it so quickly I bang my elbow against the gearshift.

Maya [image: cat face]: Omg hi!! Perfect timing! We're starving over here. Placing an order now. Same place as last time? [image: winking face]

The winky face emoji makes my cock stir. Is she flirting or is that just how people text now? I've been out of the game too long to know the difference.

Me: Yep, I'm parked outside. I'll grab it as soon as it comes in.

Maya [image: cat face]: Awesome! Can't wait to see you again [image: smiling face with smiling eyes]

Can't wait to see me again. I read the message three times, a stupid grin spreading across my face. My reflection in the rearview mirror looks ridiculous—a grown man blushing like a teenager over a text message. I catch my own eyes in the mirror and try to compose myself.

"Alright, Johnny, keep it together," I say to my reflection. "She's just being friendly. Don't make it weird."

My reflection doesn't look convinced. In the harsh overhead light of my car, I can see the tired lines around my eyes, the stubble I didn't have time to shave this morning. Not exactly prime dating material. But then Pat's words echo in my head: "Don't ignore any opportunities."

Could this actually be an opportunity? Or am I so starved for female attention that I'm reading too much into a customer being nice?

The neon sign from the salad shop flickers, casting an eerie green glow across the interior of my car. It reflects off the windshield and bathes my face in alien light, making me look sickly and strange in the rearview. Or maybe that's just nerves.

I rehearse what I might say when I arrive. "Hey, good to see you again." Too casual? "Thanks for ordering." Too professional? "You look amazing." Definitely too forward. Christ, I used to be good at this. Before the divorce, before everything fell apart, I knew how to talk to women. I had confidence, charm even. Now I'm sweating over basic human interaction.

"Just be normal," I tell myself. "Be yourself."

Which version of myself, though? The corporate executive I used to be? The broken man whose wife left him? Or this new person I'm becoming—someone who installs shelves for lasagna and gets excited about text messages?

My phone pings with the delivery notification, and I practically jump out of my skin. The order's in—three Mediterranean salads with extra feta and avocado, plus three green smoothies. Healthy eaters. I accept the order with trembling fingers, then step out of my car into the cool night air.

Inside the salad shop, the harsh fluorescent lights make everything look too bright, too exposed. The sterile white countertops gleam as the staff behind the counter carefully assemble elaborate salads in plastic containers. There's something soothing about watching them work—the methodical layering of ingredients, the precise portioning, the careful drizzling of dressings.

One of the workers, a college-aged guy with a man bun, nods at me in recognition. I've picked up from here dozens of times, but tonight feels different. Tonight isn't just another delivery. Tonight is something else entirely.

"Order for Maya?" the worker calls out, sliding three perfectly packaged salads across the counter. Each container is neatly sealed, with Maya's name prominently displayed on the receipt taped to the top. Even her name looks good—the curved 'M' and 'y' flowing together in black marker.

I grab the bag, double-checking that the smoothies are included, and head back to my car. The weight of the food in my hands feels significant somehow, like I'm carrying more than just dinner. Like I'm carrying possibility.

As I slide back into the driver's seat, I catch myself smiling again. This is stupid. I'm a grown man getting excited about delivering salad to women who are probably just being nice to the service worker. But what if it's more? What if Pat's right and this is an opportunity?

My Toyota's engine protests as I turn the key, but eventually sputters to life. The route to Maya's house is already programmed into my GPS, but I don't need it. I remember exactly how to get there, every turn memorized from this afternoon. Fifteen minutes, maybe less with no traffic.

Fifteen minutes until I see Maya again. See all three of them again. My palms are sweaty on the steering wheel as I pull out of the parking lot, the bag of salads secure on my passenger seat. The night stretches out ahead of me, full of possibility and uncertainty in equal measure.

I'm only delivering food, I remind myself. But somehow, it feels like I'm delivering much more than that.

My Toyota gives one final sputter as I pull into the driveway of the streamer house, the headlights illuminating the same well-kept lawn from earlier today. In the dark, the place looks even more impressive—soft landscape lighting highlighting the stone path, warm yellow glow from the windows suggesting comfort within. I cut the engine, grab the bag of salads from the passenger seat, and take a deep breath. My heart hammers against my ribs like it's trying to escape. It's just a food delivery, I tell myself. Just like the dozens I've done today. Except it's not, and we all know it.

I walk up to the front door, wiping my sweaty palm on my jeans before ringing the bell. The chime echoes inside, followed immediately by the sound of bare feet padding across hardwood. The door swings open, and my mouth goes instantly dry.

Maya stands in the doorway wearing a silky robe in some deep burgundy color that makes her olive skin glow. It's tied loosely at her waist, the V of the neckline plunging low enough to reveal the inner curves of her breasts. Her hair is damp, like she's just showered, and those cat ear headphones are gone, replaced by a simple gold necklace that draws my eyes right to her cleavage.

"Johnny," she says, my name sounding like something precious in her mouth. "Perfect timing."

She steps back to let me in, and I catch a whiff of her scent—something floral and warm that makes my cock stir. The house smells different than earlier—vanilla candles burning somewhere, and the rich aroma of red wine hanging in the air.

"I brought salads," I say stupidly, holding up the bag like she might have forgotten what she ordered.

Maya laughs, that same melodic sound from earlier that seems to vibrate through my chest. "Our hero," she says, taking the bag from my hands. Our fingers brush, and I swear she lets the contact linger longer than necessary.

She leads me through the entryway into the living room, her robe swishing against her legs as she walks. The space has been transformed since my earlier visit. The professional lighting has been adjusted to a softer, more intimate glow. The large couch I noticed before—now I can see it's velvet, in a deep purple color—is occupied by Lexi and Rowan, both holding wine glasses and looking like they've stepped out of a lingerie catalog.

Lexi, the petite blonde, has traded her oversized t-shirt for a baby blue silk camisole and shorts set that barely covers her ass when she shifts to wave at me. "The food guy returns!" she calls out, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. Rowan, the redhead, is stretched out like a cat in black lace-trimmed loungewear, her curves spilling generously over the edges of the delicate fabric. She gives me a slow, appraising smile that makes heat crawl up my neck.

"Join us," Maya says, patting the space on the couch between herself and Lexi. "Unless you need to rush off to another delivery?"

"I'm done for the night," I say, my voice coming out rougher than I intended. "This was my last stop."

"Lucky us," Rowan purrs, sipping her wine.

I settle onto the couch, hyperaware of my body—how large I feel next to these women, how close Maya's thigh is to mine, the heat radiating from her skin. She hands out the salads, and I watch in fascination as three pairs of perfectly manicured nails open the containers with practiced efficiency.

"God, I'm starving," Lexi announces, stabbing a cherry tomato with unexpected aggression. "We've been working all evening."

"Working?" I ask, trying to keep my eyes on their faces and not the various expanses of skin on display.

Maya nods, chewing a bite of salad thoughtfully before answering. "We had a special request from one of our top subscribers. Very... physically demanding."

Rowan snorts into her wine glass. "That's one way to put it. My thighs are still trembling."

I shift uncomfortably on the couch, my imagination running wild. What exactly do these women do on camera? The gaming equipment I saw earlier seems like a convenient cover for something far more adult.

Looking around the room more carefully now, I notice the streaming setup is partially concealed behind decorative folding screens. But I can still make out the professional-grade equipment—ring lights on adjustable stands, high-end cameras that probably cost more than my car, sleek laptops connected to external monitors. On a side table, a collection of gaming peripherals catches my eye—keyboards and mice in pastel colors with RGB lighting, headsets like the cat ears Maya was wearing earlier.

The whole setup screams serious investment. These aren't amateur streamers; this is a professional operation.

My gaze drifts from a particularly expensive-looking camera back to Lexi, who's now licking dressing from her fork in a way that seems deliberately provocative. When our eyes meet, she winks, and I quickly look away, only to find myself staring at the swell of Rowan's breasts threatening to spill out of her lace-trimmed top.

"See something you like?" Rowan asks, not bothering to adjust her posture.

My face burns hot. "Sorry, I was just—I mean, that's quite the setup you have." I gesture vaguely toward the equipment. "Must have cost a fortune."

Maya laughs softly beside me. "It pays for itself. Our subscribers are... very generous."

"Especially the ones who request private shows," Lexi adds, twirling her fork in the air.

"Private shows?" The words come out before I can stop them.

The three women exchange glances, a silent conversation passing between them. Then Maya sets down her fork and turns slightly toward me, her robe slipping to reveal more of her shoulder.

"Johnny," she says, her voice taking on a new tone—softer, more intimate. "You seem like an observant guy. I'm sure you've figured out that we're not just gaming streamers."

I swallow hard, suddenly very aware of how close she is, how the vanilla scent seems stronger now, how the wine has left a slight stain on her full lower lip.

"I had a feeling," I admit.

My eyes dart between the three of them, then back to the equipment, then back to Maya's partly exposed cleavage. I'm trying so hard not to be obvious about it, but from the amused expressions on their faces, I'm failing miserably.

"You had a feeling," Rowan repeats, setting her empty salad container on the coffee table. "And yet you came back. Interesting."

The way she says "interesting" makes it sound like she's already figured me out completely. And maybe she has. I'm not exactly being subtle with my racing pulse and the sweat breaking out on my forehead.

Maya's hand lands lightly on my knee, and I nearly jump out of my skin. "We're glad you came back," she says. "We were hoping you would."

The touch of her fingers through my jeans sends electricity up my thigh. I look from her hand to her face, finding those brown eyes watching me intently, something like hunger flickering in their depths.

"I couldn't stop thinking about your offer," I say honestly. "Though I'm still not entirely sure what it was."

Maya's smile widens, and she exchanges another look with her housemates. "Well," she says, "maybe it's time we clarified a few things."

Maya scoots closer to me on the velvet couch, her thigh now pressed firmly against mine. The heat of her skin radiates through her silk robe and my jeans, making my pulse quicken. She takes a sip of wine, her eyes never leaving mine over the rim of her glass. I've never felt more sized up in my life—like I'm a prize stallion at auction and all three women are deciding whether to place a bid.

"So here's the thing, Johnny," Maya begins, setting her wine glass down on the coffee table. "We're not just regular streamers. We're... different kinds of content creators."

"We're cam girls," Lexi interjects bluntly. "We fuck on camera for money."

Rowan rolls her eyes. "Jesus, Lexi. Subtlety isn't your strong suit, is it?"

"What? He already knows. Look at his face." Lexi gestures toward me with her fork. "He's not stupid."

They're right—I had figured out they weren't just playing Fortnite in those outfits. But hearing it stated so plainly still sends a jolt through my system. These gorgeous women make their living having sex on camera. And they invited me back here. My mind races with implications.

"We do solo shows, girl-on-girl content, toy reviews," Maya continues, her voice matter-of-fact. "We've built up quite a following. But our subscribers are always asking for boy-girl content, and we've been... selective about finding the right partner."

Rowan leans forward, her cleavage threatening to spill completely from her lace top. "And then you walked into our bathroom."

My stomach drops as understanding hits me. "Wait, you did see me in there? I thought you said⁠—"

"We didn't stream you," Maya assures me quickly. "But the alert system I mentioned? It's connected to our phones. When you turned on the light, it sent us video."

"Security purposes," Lexi adds with a grin that suggests security had nothing to do with it.

"And we all saw," Rowan says slowly, emphasizing each word, "that you're... exceptionally well-equipped."

My face burns hot enough to melt steel. They saw my cock. All three of them. They've been sitting here eating salad and making small talk, all while knowing exactly what I'm packing. I open my mouth, but nothing comes out except a strangled sound somewhere between a cough and a groan.

"We didn't mean to invade your privacy," Maya says, resting her hand on my forearm. "But it was... impressive. And it got us thinking."

"Thinking what?" I finally manage to ask, though I'm pretty sure I already know the answer.

"That you might be interested in working with us," she says. "On camera."

My heart hammers so loudly I'm sure they can hear it. "I... I don't know if I could do that. Be on camera, I mean."

Lexi leans forward, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. She's close enough that I can smell her perfume—something citrusy and bright that somehow makes my mouth water.

"You have all the right... gear," she says, her gaze dropping deliberately to my crotch. "And you're hot. Those shoulders?" She makes a chef's kiss gesture. "We wouldn't show your face if you didn't want us to. Lots of our male performers stay anonymous."

"Performers," I repeat, the word feeling strange in my mouth. "Is that what I'd be?"

"Partner, performer, co-star," Maya shrugs. "Whatever you want to call it."

I shift uncomfortably, aware of three pairs of eyes watching my every move. "Isn't it strange, though? To have sex with someone on camera that you're not... you know."

"Romantically involved with?" Rowan finishes for me. She's been quieter than the others, observing more than participating. Now she sits up straighter, her posture suddenly businesslike despite her revealing attire. "It's work. Professional. Like any other job."

"Except way more fun than delivering salads," Lexi adds with a wink.

Rowan silences her with a look, then turns back to me. "We'll pay you five hundred dollars a day," she says, her tone leaving no room for negotiation or doubt.

The room falls silent. Five hundred dollars. A day. That's more than I make in a week of deliveries. The number bounces around my brain, colliding with images of these three women naked, with me, on camera. My jaw goes slack.

"Seriously?" I stammer. "Five hundred a day? To have sex with you on camera?"

The women exchange amused glances. Maya's lips quirk up in a half-smile. "Is that not enough?" she asks, a note of genuine concern in her voice.

And then all three of them burst out laughing—not mockingly, but with genuine humor. The tension in the room breaks like a fever.

"Your face!" Lexi gasps between giggles. "Oh my god, you should see yourself right now."

"Five hundred is our standard rate for male talent," Rowan explains once the laughter subsides. "More for specialized content, of course."

"Specialized?" I don't even want to know what that means right now.

Maya's hand slides from my forearm to my knee, squeezing gently. "We can try it for one scene, if you're up to it," she says. "And then you can decide if you want to continue. If you don't like the scene, I'll delete it, and no one will know the difference."

I stare at her hand on my knee, at her perfectly manicured nails against the worn denim of my jeans. This morning I was worried about making rent this month. Now I'm being offered the chance to have sex with three stunning women and get paid more than I make in a week. It seems too good to be true.

But what if it's not? What if this is exactly what Pat was talking about—an opportunity I shouldn't ignore? I've been playing it safe since the divorce, licking my wounds, hiding in Pat's garage apartment. Maybe it's time to take a risk. To say yes to something unexpected.

"One scene," I say finally, my voice steadier than I expected. "To see if I like it."

Maya's smile widens, revealing perfect white teeth. She picks up her fork and stabs a piece of lettuce from her salad. "Let me finish this, and we can start."

My eyes widen as her words sink in. "Right now?"

She looks at me over her fork, her expression confident, almost challenging. "Yes. You're here, aren't you?"

Lexi claps her hands together like a child promised ice cream. "I'll get the lighting ready!" She bounces off the couch, her tiny shorts riding up as she hurries toward the equipment.

Rowan stands more gracefully, smoothing her hands down her curves. "I'll prepare the set." She walks toward what I now realize is a doorway to another room—one I didn't see during my first visit.

Maya continues eating her salad, watching my face with amusement. "Having second thoughts?" she asks.

I should be. Any sane person would be. But all I can think about is how her robe has slipped further open, revealing the inner curves of her breasts, and how in a matter of minutes, I might be touching them, tasting them. On camera. For five hundred dollars.

"No," I say, surprising myself with how much I mean it. "No second thoughts."

She smiles, popping the last bite of salad into her mouth. "Good. Because I have a feeling you're going to be very popular with our subscribers." She stands, letting her robe fall open just enough to reveal she's wearing nothing underneath before retying it loosely. "Come on, delivery boy. Time to make a different kind of house call."

As I follow her toward the room where Rowan disappeared, I can't help thinking that Pat was right. Sometimes opportunities come in the strangest packages. And sometimes, they come in the form of three cam girls and a bathroom security camera.


Chapter 4



I follow Maya up the carpeted stairs, my eyes fixed on the gentle sway of her silk robe as she moves. The burgundy fabric clings to her curves before floating away with each step, offering teasing glimpses of her thighs. My heart pounds in my chest like a drum. Not even twelve hours ago I was a nobody delivery guy drowning in divorce debt, and now I'm following this gorgeous woman to her bedroom to film a porn scene. Life comes at you fast.

"This way," Maya says over her shoulder, her damp hair falling in loose waves down her back. The scent of her shampoo—something expensive and floral—fills my nostrils with each step I take behind her.

We reach the top of the stairs and she leads me down a hallway lined with framed photos. I glimpse snapshots of the three girls in various locations—beaches, parties, what looks like gaming conventions. In every photo, they're radiant, confident, beautiful. I wonder briefly what my ex-wife would think if she could see me now, following a cam girl to her bedroom after agreeing to have sex on camera. Probably that I've completely lost my mind. She might be right.

Maya pushes open a door at the end of the hall and steps inside, gesturing for me to follow. Her bedroom is larger than I expected—a plush king-sized bed dominates the center, covered in dark purple sheets and more pillows than any one person could possibly need. String lights are draped around a mirrored headboard, casting a soft glow across the room. One wall is taken up entirely by a professional-looking setup—ring lights, a high-end camera mounted on a tripod, a desk with multiple monitors. This is clearly where the magic happens.

"Make yourself comfortable," Maya says, dropping her robe onto a velvet chaise lounge in the corner. She stands before me completely naked, utterly at ease in her skin, and my brain short-circuits for a moment. Her body is even more spectacular than I imagined—full breasts with dark nipples, a narrow waist that flares into generous hips, and smooth olive skin that seems to glow in the soft lighting. A small tattoo of a cat sits just below her hip bone.

She doesn't wait for a response, just turns and walks into an en-suite bathroom. I hear water running, and then she reappears in the doorway, toothbrush in hand, casually brushing her teeth while staring at me.

"Um, should I..." I gesture vaguely, unsure what I'm supposed to be doing while she performs her nightly routine.

Maya spits into the sink behind her, then returns to the doorway. "Take off your clothes," she says matter-of-factly. "We're going to shower."

My eyebrows shoot up. "Shower? Together?"

She nods, continuing to brush her teeth for another moment before disappearing again. I hear more spitting, water running, then she's back, wiping her mouth with a small towel.

"It's part of the process," she explains, leaning against the doorframe. Her casual nakedness is somehow more intimidating than if she were trying to be seductive. This is clearly routine for her. For me, it's anything but.

"I thought we were going to film..." I trail off, suddenly feeling stupid.

Maya smiles, and there's a softness to it that catches me off guard. "We are. But first, we need to get comfortable with each other. Trust me, it makes for better content if we're not awkward together."

I hear the shower start running behind her. Steam begins to drift out of the bathroom.

"I don't know," I say, feeling suddenly self-conscious. "Isn't showering together kind of... intimate? For people who just met?"

Maya steps closer to me, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating off her bare skin. She smells like mint toothpaste and expensive lotion.

"We're about to fuck, and to be honest we are both nervous," she says bluntly. "In the shower we'll warm up and increase our blood flow. We can touch each other and get used to each other's bodies. It will be good. Take off your clothes."

There's a directness to her words that's oddly comforting. This isn't just about sex; it's preparation. Professional preparation. Like an athlete warming up before a game, or an actor rehearsing before a performance. Which, I guess, is exactly what this is.

I take a deep breath and pull my t-shirt over my head. Maya watches, her expression appreciative as my chest and stomach are revealed. I'm not ripped by any means, but months of carrying food deliveries up and down stairs has kept me in decent shape. My hands move to my belt buckle, and I hesitate.

"I haven't done this in a while," I admit. "Been naked in front of someone new."

Maya's expression softens again. "That's exactly why we're doing this," she says. "The shower is private. No cameras. Just us getting comfortable with each other before we perform." She gestures to my belt. "Go on."

I fumble with the buckle, suddenly all thumbs under her steady gaze. Finally, I get it open and unzip my jeans, pushing them down along with my boxers in one quick motion before I can overthink it.

Maya's eyes widen slightly as she takes in my half-hard cock, and a small smile plays at the corner of her mouth. "Rowan wasn't exaggerating," she murmurs, more to herself than to me.

Heat crawls up my neck at the reminder that they've already seen me naked, thanks to their bathroom security camera. I step out of my jeans, leaving them in a heap on her plush carpet along with my shirt.

"Come on," Maya says, turning back toward the steamy bathroom. "The water's perfect."

I follow her, watching the gentle sway of her ass as she walks. My cock stiffens further, and for the first time since entering her house, I feel a genuine surge of excitement cutting through my nerves. This is really happening.

Maya glances back at me over her shoulder as she steps into the large glass shower stall. "Coming, delivery boy?"

The invitation in her voice sends a jolt straight to my groin. I take a deep breath and follow her into the steam.

The shower is spacious, with multiple shower-heads and expensive-looking stone tiles. Steam swirls around us like fog as I step inside, the hot water immediately cascading down my back. Maya stands under the main stream, water sluicing over her curves in rivulets, her eyes closed as she tilts her face toward the spray. She looks like a goddess bathing in some ancient temple, and here I am, just a delivery guy who stumbled into her sacred space. My cock twitches at the sight, already at half-mast and clearly aiming for full attention.

"Water pressure's good, right?" Maya says, opening her eyes and smiling at me. "One of our requirements when we rented this place. You can't make good content when you're taking sad showers."

I nod, not sure what to say. The domesticity of the comment contrasts sharply with our naked bodies standing inches apart. Maya seems to sense my awkwardness and reaches for a bottle on the built-in shelf.

"Here," she says, squirting some body wash into her palm. It smells like vanilla and something else—coconut, maybe. "Turn around."

I do as she says, and a moment later her hands are on my back, spreading the soap in wide, firm circles. Her touch is confident but gentle, professional almost, like a massage therapist who knows exactly how much pressure to apply. Her fingers work over my shoulders, down my spine, across my lower back. I close my eyes and let out a breath I didn't realize I was holding.

"You're tense," she observes, her thumbs pressing into a knot between my shoulder blades.

"Not every day I shower with a beautiful woman I just met," I admit. "Who's about to film me having sex with her."

Maya laughs, the sound echoing slightly in the tiled space. "Fair point. But you should relax. This is supposed to be fun." Her soapy hands move around to my chest, fingers trailing through the light dusting of hair there. "And you have a great body, by the way. Delivery work must keep you fit."

"Running up and down apartment stairs all day," I say, my voice catching slightly as her hands drift lower, across my stomach. "Better than a gym membership."

Her fingers trace the faint outline of my abs, and I feel my muscles tighten reflexively under her touch. Then her hand dips even lower, and suddenly she's gripping my cock. I inhale sharply as she gives it a slow, exploratory stroke.

"Turn around," she says again, her voice softer now.

I face her, water streaming down between us. Her makeup has washed away, revealing a smattering of freckles across her nose that weren't visible before. Somehow, this makes her even more beautiful—more real. Her eyes drop to my erection, which has grown significantly under her touch.

"Wow," she says, wrapping her fingers around it again. "I mean, I saw earlier, but... it really is impressive when it's fully hard."

I watch her hand stroke me, her small fingers not quite able to close completely around my girth. The sight is hypnotic—her olive skin against my flushed cock, water droplets spattering against both. Pre-cum beads at the tip despite the water, and Maya runs her thumb over it, mixing it with the shower spray.

"You like that?" she asks, looking up at me through wet lashes.

In response, I step closer, backing her gently against the tile wall. She lets out a small gasp that turns into a smile as I lean down and kiss her. Her lips are soft and taste faintly of mint from her toothpaste. The kiss deepens almost immediately, her tongue finding mine as her hand continues its steady stroking between us.

I reach up to cup her breast, feeling its weight in my palm, the nipple hardening against my thumb as I circle it. Maya moans softly into my mouth, and the sound sends a jolt straight to my groin. Her free hand grips my bicep, fingernails digging in slightly. The pain-pleasure mix makes me groan.

We stand like that for what feels like both an eternity and not nearly long enough—kissing under the hot spray, hands exploring each other's bodies with increasing urgency. Maya's strokes become firmer, more purposeful, and I have to pull back from our kiss.

"If you keep that up," I warn, "this show's going to be over before it begins."

Maya smirks and gives my cock one last squeeze before releasing it. "Can't have that," she says. "Our subscribers expect their money's worth." She reaches around me and turns off the water. "I think we're warmed up enough, don't you?"

The sudden absence of the shower's white noise makes the room feel oddly silent. Water drips from both our bodies as we step out onto a plush bath mat. Maya hands me a towel—thick, expensive, and softer than any towel I've ever used. She takes another for herself and begins drying off, completely at ease with her nudity.

I try to be casual as I towel off, but I can't help stealing glances at her. Water droplets cling to her skin like diamonds, catching the light as she moves. She bends to dry her legs, giving me a view that makes my recently calmed cock stir back to attention. When she stands and catches me looking, she just smiles.

"Like what you see?" she asks, not waiting for an answer as she wraps the towel around her hair in a practiced twist.

"Very much," I admit.

Maya approaches me, completely naked now except for the towel on her head. She runs a finger down my chest, over my stomach, and stops just short of my cock, which is rapidly returning to its full hardness.

"Good," she says. "Put your clothes back on and sit on the bed. Keep yourself hard while I get ready." She gestures to my erection. "Stroke it if you need to, but don't cum. I need you at full strength for the camera."

With that, she turns and walks back into the bathroom, closing the door partway behind her. I stand there dripping for a moment, trying to process her instructions. Put my clothes on but keep my erection? The contradiction seems absurd, but then again, this whole situation is beyond anything I could have imagined this morning.

I dry off the rest of the way and gather my scattered clothes from the bedroom floor. As I pull on my jeans, careful to leave them unzipped to accommodate my persistent erection, I can hear Maya humming in the bathroom, the sound of drawers opening and closing as she prepares whatever outfit she's planning to wear on camera.

Sitting on the edge of her bed as instructed, I take my cock in hand and give it a few lazy strokes to maintain its hardness. The sheets beneath me are silky and cool against my bare back.

Five minutes feels like an eternity when you're sitting half-naked on a stranger's bed, trying to keep your dick hard without getting too excited. I run my hand lazily up and down my shaft, not wanting to lose my erection but also careful not to push myself too close to the edge. Through the partially open bathroom door, I can hear Maya moving around—drawers opening and closing, the click of makeup compacts, the soft patter of bare feet on tile. Every sound heightens my anticipation, like foreplay for my ears. My cock throbs in my hand as I wonder what transformation is happening behind that door.

The bathroom fan hums steadily, occasionally punctuated by the sound of a spray bottle or the tap of what I assume is a makeup brush against the counter. I glance around the bedroom, taking in details I missed earlier. Alongside the professional camera equipment, there's surprising evidence of Maya's actual personality—a bookshelf filled with fantasy novels and manga, a collection of small cat figurines on her dresser, a framed diploma from a state university I can't quite make out from here. It's strange to see these glimpses of normalcy in a room that's about to become a porn set.

"Almost ready!" Maya calls out, her voice echoing slightly against the bathroom tiles.

I adjust my position on the bed, my jeans still unzipped and pulled down just enough to free my cock. The soft sheets beneath me feel like they cost more than my monthly rent. I try not to think about how many scenes have been filmed on this same bed, how many men have sat exactly where I'm sitting now, waiting for their turn to perform. Instead, I focus on the opportunity—five hundred dollars for a day's work, doing something most men would pay to do. Not a bad gig if I can pull it off.

The bathroom door swings open fully, and my hand freezes mid-stroke as Maya steps into the bedroom.

Holy shit.

The transformation is startling. The fresh-faced, natural beauty from the shower has been replaced by something darkly erotic, like she stepped out of some gothic fantasy. Her eyes are lined with heavy black, making the brown of her irises appear even more intense. Dark plum lipstick coats her full lips, making them look like she's been eating blackberries. Her damp hair has been blow-dried and styled into loose waves that fall around her shoulders.

But it's her outfit that makes my cock jump in my hand. Black thigh-high stockings hug her legs, connected to a garter belt that disappears under a tiny pleated miniskirt that barely covers her ass. The skirt rides low on her hips, revealing glimpses of bare skin when she moves. Above that, a tight black corset cinches her waist and pushes her breasts up, creating cleavage so deep I could lose my watch in it. The entire ensemble is finished with a thin black choker around her neck.

"What do you think?" Maya asks, doing a slow turn. The back view is just as spectacular—the corset laces crisscross down her spine, and the skirt rides up just enough to reveal the bottom curve of her ass cheeks where they meet the tops of her stockings. "Gothic schoolgirl meets dominatrix. It's one of our most requested looks."

"You look..." I search for words that don't sound pathetically inadequate. "Incredible. Completely different."

Maya smiles, the dark lipstick making her teeth appear even whiter. "That's the idea. Transformation fantasy. Men love to imagine the sweet girl next door has a secret dark side." She walks over to the lighting setup, adjusting a ring light mounted on a stand. "Plus, black photographs really well. Creates nice contrast with skin tones."

She moves around the room with practiced efficiency, tweaking various lights and checking the angle of a backdrop I hadn't noticed before—a simple dark gray fabric hanging behind the bed. The entire setup is far more professional than I expected, making me suddenly aware of how amateur I must appear, sitting here stroking myself like some eager teenager.

"So," I say, watching her work, "you've done this a lot?"

Maya glances at me, amusement flickering in her eyes. "Making content? Several years now. But if you're asking how many men I've filmed with, that's a much smaller number. Like I said, we're selective." She reaches for a camera on her desk—a sleek, expensive-looking thing that probably cost more than my car. "We mainly do solo and girl-girl content. Men are... complications."

"Should I be flattered?" I ask, only half-joking.

She approaches me, camera in hand. "Very. Rowan practically never approves male talent, and she took one look at your security footage and said yes immediately." Maya holds out the camera. "Here. You're going to film this one."

I stare at the camera, then at her. "Wait, what? I thought..."

"That we'd have a cameraman? Sometimes we do, for more complex shoots." She gestures for me to take the device. "But for first-time talent, it works better if you're involved in the process. Makes it feel more authentic, less like you're being watched. Plus," she adds with a sly smile, "my subscribers go crazy for POV content."

I take the camera hesitantly, feeling its weight in my hands. It's surprisingly heavy, with multiple dials and buttons that I have no idea how to operate.

"Don't worry," Maya says, seeing my confusion. "I've already set everything up. Just press this button to start recording, and this one to stop." She points to two prominent buttons. "The focus is automatic, and the field of view is wide enough that you don't have to worry too much about framing. Just try to keep me in the shot."

"I've never done this before," I admit, feeling a new kind of nervousness settling in. What if I mess up the technical side? What if I can't maintain an erection while operating a camera? What if I drop this expensive equipment?

Maya places a hand on my thigh, her touch reassuring. "Most of our first-timers haven't. That's part of the appeal." She adjusts one final light, positioning it to illuminate the bed from the side. "The rawness of it, the authenticity... that's what makes it hot."

She steps back, surveying the room with a critical eye, then nods in satisfaction. "Perfect." She turns to me, her expression shifting from professional to seductive so quickly it gives me whiplash. "Ready, Johnny?"

I tighten my grip on the camera, my other hand still wrapped around my cock. "I think so."

"Good. Turn on the camera and just act like you usually would when you had a beautiful girl in the room who wants to have sex with you." She winks at me, the heavy eye makeup making the gesture even more dramatic. "Just follow your instincts. I'll take care of the rest."

With that, she walks toward the bedroom door, hips swaying in that tiny skirt. I watch her go, camera in one hand, cock in the other, wondering what the hell I've gotten myself into.

I press the record button with my thumb, a small red light appearing on the camera to indicate we're rolling. The weight of the device feels strange in my hand, like I'm holding someone else's life in my palm. Through the viewfinder, I can see the empty doorway where Maya disappeared seconds ago. My heart pounds in my chest, a mix of stage fright and arousal making my palms sweat. Is this really happening? Am I actually sitting on a stranger's bed, dick out, about to film pornography? The red recording light blinks steadily, offering no answers, only documentation.

There's a moment of complete silence outside the door. Then, Maya's voice carries from the hallway, though she remains out of sight.

"Oh my, I didn't know anyone was in here..."

She steps into the doorframe, her entire demeanor transformed. Gone is the professional, matter-of-fact woman who just handed me a camera. In her place stands a coy seductress, one hand playing with her hair, the other trailing along the doorframe. She bites her plum-colored lower lip as she pretends to notice me for the first time.

"Well, hello there," she purrs, her voice higher and breathier than before. "I didn't expect to find such a handsome man waiting in my room."

She saunters toward me with exaggerated hip movements, the pleated miniskirt swishing with each step. I try to keep the camera steady as I track her approach, focusing on capturing her full body in the frame. Her performance is so different from her natural behavior that it's almost jarring, but there's something undeniably hot about the theatrical nature of it all.

"I've always had a thing for older men," Maya continues, stopping just short of the bed. She runs her hands down the front of her corset, emphasizing the curves of her breasts. "So much more... experienced than boys my age."

I swallow hard, reminding myself that this is all part of the show. She doesn't actually have a thing for older men; she's playing to a fantasy. Still, hearing her call me "older" stings a little—I'm only thirty-five, for Christ's sake—but my cock doesn't seem to mind the age difference, straining eagerly in my partially open jeans.

Maya steps closer, now standing between my spread legs as I sit on the edge of the bed. I tilt the camera up to capture her face, those heavily made-up eyes staring directly into the lens with feigned innocence.

"What's that you've got there?" she asks, her gaze dropping to my exposed erection. "Is that for me?"

Her hand reaches out, fingertips just barely grazing the shaft of my cock. The light touch sends electricity shooting up my spine, and it takes every ounce of concentration to keep the camera steady. This must be what it's like for wildlife photographers waiting for the perfect shot, I think absurdly—total focus despite primal distractions.

"It’s so big…," Maya continues, dropping to her knees between my legs. "Can I touch it? Pretty please?"

Without waiting for an answer, Maya tugs at my jeans, and I lift my hips to help her pull them down further.

My cock springs free completely, standing at full attention. Maya's eyes widen in what seems like genuine surprise despite having already seen it in the shower. She puts a hand over her mouth dramatically, her dark purple nails stark against her skin.

"Oh. My. God," she gasps, the words coming out muffled behind her palm. "It's huge!"

Her performance is over the top, but there's something flattering about it anyway. My ex-wife certainly never reacted that way, even when we first started dating. Maya reaches out with both hands, wrapping her fingers around my shaft, her touch warm and confident.

"Look at this," she says, addressing the camera directly now. "I can barely get my hand around it!"

She demonstrates by trying to encircle my girth with her fingers, making a show of how they don't quite meet. Then she lifts my cock, holding it against her face to demonstrate its length. The tip reaches past her cheekbone, and the visual of my hard shaft against her made-up face, those dark lips just inches from the head, is almost too much to handle.

"I have to taste it," Maya declares, her eyes flicking up to meet mine for a brief, genuine moment of connection before sliding back into character. "I bet it tastes so good."

She lowers her head, maintaining eye contact with the camera as her tongue darts out to swirl around the tip of my cock. The warm, wet sensation nearly makes me drop the camera. It's been so long—months of nothing but my own hand for company—that even this teasing contact feels overwhelming. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to focus on the pain to keep myself from getting too excited too quickly.

Maya takes the head of my cock between her lips, those dark purple lipstick marks now smearing as she sucks gently. Her tongue continues to swirl, exploring the sensitive ridge where the head meets the shaft. I adjust the camera angle to capture the sight of her mouth stretched around my girth, her cheeks hollowing as she applies suction.

"Fuck," I mutter, the word escaping before I can stop it.

Maya makes an appreciative humming sound, the vibration sending new waves of pleasure through my cock. She begins to take me deeper, inch by inch, her hand still gripping the base where she can't fit me into her mouth. The wet sounds of her sucking fill the room, obscenely arousing in their rawness.

I'm not sure where to look—at Maya through the viewfinder, or directly at the real thing happening between my legs. The dual perspectives create a strange disconnection, like I'm both participant and voyeur in my own sexual encounter. Through the camera, I watch her head bob up and down, her hair falling forward to frame her face. Directly, I feel the incredible sensation of her hot mouth enveloping me, her tongue pressing against the underside of my shaft.

Pre-cum leaks from the tip of my cock, and Maya moans as she tastes it, the sound muffled around my thickness. Her free hand moves to cup my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. The added stimulation makes my thighs tense, and I have to consciously relax to keep from bucking up into her mouth.

The camera suddenly feels impossibly heavy in my hand, my arm trembling slightly from the effort of holding it steady while receiving what might be the most enthusiastic blowjob of my life. Each time Maya takes me deep, her nose nearly touching my pubic bone, I feel like I might pass out from pleasure.

"God, that feels amazing," I say, my voice rough with arousal.

Maya pulls back, my cock slipping from her mouth with an obscene pop. Strings of saliva connect her lips to my shaft, and her lipstick is completely smeared now, creating a debauched purple mess around her mouth. She smiles up at the camera, looking proud of herself.

"And that's just the beginning, Daddy," she says, giving my cock one long, slow lick from base to tip before taking me into her mouth again.

I groan at the sensation, wondering how the hell I'm going to last through an entire scene if just this warm-up has me ready to explode. Five hundred dollars or not, there's only so much a man can take after months of sexual drought.

Maya's mouth slides off my cock with a wet pop, her lips glistening with saliva and pre-cum. Before I can catch my breath, she's rising to her feet, her hands pressing against my chest and pushing me backward onto the bed. I scramble to adjust, keeping the camera aimed at her while falling back onto the plush mattress. My cock stands straight up like a flagpole, wet from her mouth and harder than I can remember it being in years. Maya stands between my legs, her smeared purple lipstick making her look deliciously debauched as she hikes up her tiny skirt with one hand.

"I need this big cock inside me, Daddy," she purrs for the camera, her free hand trailing down to her crotch. She pushes her panties to the side, revealing her pussy—completely bare, glistening with arousal. "I've been so wet thinking about this all day."

I keep the camera focused on the junction between her legs as she lifts one stockinged knee onto the bed beside my hip, then the other, straddling me. She holds her skirt up with one hand, making sure the camera has an unobstructed view as she positions herself over my erection. With her other hand, she guides the head of my cock to her entrance, rubbing it against her slick folds.

"You ready for me, Daddy?" she asks, looking directly into the camera with those heavily lined eyes.

Before I can answer, she begins lowering herself onto me. The sensation of her hot, tight pussy enveloping just the head of my cock is nearly overwhelming. I grit my teeth, trying desperately to maintain my composure both for the sake of the shot and to avoid embarrassing myself by cumming immediately.

"Oh, Daddy," Maya sighs as she sinks down another inch, her eyes fluttering closed momentarily. "You're so fucking big."

I can't tell if her reaction is genuine or performance, but the velvety grip of her pussy around my cock certainly feels real enough. She continues her descent, taking me deeper in small increments, her inner walls stretching to accommodate my girth. The camera captures every moment—her facial expressions shifting between concentration and pleasure, the way her lips part with each shallow breath, the contrast of her black panties pushed aside against her olive skin.

"God, you're tight," I murmur, the words escaping involuntarily.

Maya meets my eyes over the camera, a flash of genuine connection cutting through her performance. "You're stretching me so good," she says, a slight tremor in her voice suggesting this might not be entirely acting.

Finally, she's taken all of me, seated fully on my cock with her ass resting against my thighs. We both pause for a moment, adjusting to the sensation. I can feel her pulse around me, little contractions that threaten to push me over the edge already. The camera feels unwieldy now, my arm at an awkward angle as I try to capture both her face and where our bodies join.

Maya begins to move, rising up slowly before sliding back down. Each stroke sends jolts of pleasure through my system, making it hard to keep the camera steady. She establishes a rhythm, her hands braced on my chest for leverage as she rides me with increasing confidence.

"This feels so fucking good," she moans, tossing her head back. Her hair cascades down her back, swaying with her movements. "I need more."

Without breaking her rhythm, Maya's hands move to the front of her corset. I watch through the viewfinder as she begins unfastening the clasps one by one, revealing more skin with each release. The corset is clearly designed for easy removal—this must be a regular part of her performances. With the final clasp undone, she shrugs the garment off her shoulders and tosses it aside.

Her breasts spill free, full and round with dark nipples pebbled with arousal. They bounce enticingly with each rise and fall of her body on my cock. I zoom in slightly, capturing the hypnotic movement of her tits as she rides me faster.

"You like these big tits, Daddy?" she asks, cupping them in her hands, squeezing them together to create even deeper cleavage. "You want to suck on them?"

The combination of visual stimulation—her gorgeous body riding me, her full breasts in her hands—and the physical sensation of her pussy gripping my cock creates a dangerous pressure building at the base of my spine. I can feel my orgasm approaching already, way too soon. Panic flares in my chest. I can't cum yet; we've barely started.

I cast about desperately for something—anything—to distract myself from the imminent explosion. Baseball. That's what guys in movies always think about, right? Baseball statistics. I try to recall the batting average of players from my favorite team, but my mind is blank, wiped clean by the overwhelming pleasure of Maya's body.

Fine, just baseball in general then. Innings. Nine innings in a game. Three outs per inning. Four balls for a walk. Three strikes and you're out. The methodical counting helps slightly, creating just enough mental distance to pull back from the edge.

Maya speeds up her pace, her thighs working as she bounces on my cock with increasing urgency. The camera shakes in my hand, the image blurring with the motion. I struggle to hold it steady, to keep her in frame, to remember I'm supposed to be filming this, not just experiencing it.

"Your cock feels so good inside me," Maya moans, pinching her nipples between her fingers. "So fucking deep."

The baseball distraction is failing rapidly as Maya's pussy clenches around me. I switch tactics, trying to recite state capitals in my head. Montgomery, Alabama. Juneau, Alaska. Phoenix, Arizona. Each mental recitation pushes back the tide of my orgasm, but just barely.

Maya leans forward slightly, changing the angle so that my cock hits some spot inside her that makes her gasp. Her breasts hang tantalizingly close to my face now, swaying with each movement. The camera is capturing her from the side, her profile showing her parted lips, her bouncing breasts, and the curve of her ass rising and falling as she impales herself on my shaft.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she chants, her rhythm becoming more erratic. "Your cock is so big, Daddy. It's filling me up completely."

I'm not going to last. Despite my mental gymnastics—baseball, state capitals, even trying to solve math problems in my head—the sight of this gorgeous woman riding my cock with abandon, her tits bouncing freely, her pussy gripping me like a vise, is too much after months of celibacy. The pressure builds inexorably, my balls tightening, that telltale tingling at the base of my cock signaling imminent release.

But then Maya suddenly slows, grinding her hips in slow circles instead of bouncing. The change in rhythm gives me a moment's reprieve, a chance to back away from the cliff edge of orgasm. She seems to sense my struggle, a knowing look flashing across her face as she deliberately eases the pace.

"Not yet, Daddy," she whispers, her voice dropping lower, becoming more intimate. "We're just getting started."

"Fuck me, Daddy," Maya pants, her eyes locked on mine over the camera. There's an intensity in her gaze that wasn't there before, something rawer than her earlier performance. She dismounts from my cock with fluid grace, my shaft glistening with her juices as it springs free. Without missing a beat, she repositions herself on the bed, lying back against the pillows and spreading her legs wide. The black thigh-high stockings frame her exposed pussy like a work of art. She holds her tiny skirt up at her waist, making sure the camera has an unobstructed view. "I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me hard."

I rise to my knees, camera still gripped in my right hand, my left reaching down to guide my cock. The challenge of maintaining the shot while also pleasuring Maya requires a focus I didn't know I possessed. I shuffle forward between her spread thighs, the mattress dipping beneath our combined weight. Maya's eyes follow my movements, her chest rising and falling rapidly with anticipation.

"Come on, Daddy," she urges, reaching down to spread her labia with her fingers. "Put that big cock back inside me."

I position the camera to capture both her face and where our bodies are about to join, adjusting the angle to ensure the lighting catches every detail. The head of my cock nudges against her entrance, already slick and swollen from our previous activities. I push forward slowly, watching through the viewfinder as I disappear inside her inch by inch.

Maya's mouth falls open in a silent gasp as I fill her completely. Her fingers dig into the sheets, knuckles whitening with the force of her grip. I pull back slightly before thrusting forward again, establishing a steady rhythm that allows me to maintain control of both my body and the camera.

"Fuck, your pussy feels amazing," I groan, the words spilling out unfiltered.

"Your cock is so deep," Maya responds, lifting her hips to meet each thrust. "It's hitting all the right spots, Daddy."

I angle the camera down to capture the mesmerizing sight of my shaft sliding in and out of her, the contrast between our skin tones heightening the visual impact. Her inner lips cling to me with each withdrawal, like her body is reluctant to let me go. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the room, primal and arousing.

Finding my confidence now, I increase the pace, driving into her with more force. Maya's breasts bounce with each impact, her back arching off the mattress. Her moans grow louder, less controlled, transitioning from the performative sounds earlier to something that seems genuinely reactive.

"Right there," she gasps, her eyes widening. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

I maintain the angle and rhythm, hitting whatever spot is causing this reaction. Through the viewfinder, I watch as a flush spreads across Maya's chest, rising up her neck to her cheeks. Her breathing becomes erratic, sharp intakes followed by shuddering exhales. This doesn't seem like acting anymore—her body is responding with an authenticity that can't be faked.

Her thighs begin to tremble against my hips, the muscles tensing and releasing in rapid succession. Her eyes roll back slightly, lids fluttering as her mouth forms a perfect O. I keep the camera focused on her face, capturing every nuance of her expression as something powerful builds within her.

"Oh god," she whimpers, the words barely audible. "I'm cumming, I'm actually⁠—"

Her sentence cuts off as her body convulses, her pussy clamping down on my cock with surprising strength. The flush on her face deepens to a bright crimson that spreads down to her chest. Her back arches sharply, pushing her breasts upward as a strangled cry escapes her throat. I've seen enough fake orgasms in porn to recognize a real one when I see it, and Maya is definitely not faking.

The sight of her genuine pleasure, combined with the pulsing grip of her pussy around my shaft, brings me dangerously close to my own climax. I slow my thrusts, trying to prolong the moment, to let her ride out her orgasm while I maintain my composure. But her body's rhythmic contractions are making it nearly impossible to hold back.

As her trembling subsides, Maya's eyes refocus on mine, a look of slight surprise in them—as if she didn't expect to actually orgasm during this performance. She recovers quickly, slipping back into her professional mode despite the lingering flush on her cheeks.

"Come on my face, Daddy," she says, her voice husky from her cries. "I want to feel your hot cum all over me."

I don't need to be told twice. After months without sex, the prospect of releasing onto Maya's beautiful face is too tempting to resist. I withdraw from her warmth, my cock slick and throbbing, on the very edge of explosion. Maya scrambles to position herself, sliding down until her face is level with my groin, her lips parted expectantly.

"Let me see it," she urges, tilting her chin up. "Give it to me, Daddy."

I grip my shaft with my free hand, still somehow managing to keep the camera relatively steady with the other. A few quick strokes is all it takes—the pressure that's been building since Maya first wrapped her lips around my cock finally releases in a torrent. The first rope of cum shoots across her cheek, thick and white against her olive skin. The second lands on her parted lips, and the third across her forehead. I keep stroking, milking every last drop as smaller spurts decorate her nose, chin, and eyelids.

Through it all, Maya maintains eye contact with the camera, her expression one of exaggerated delight. When I'm finally spent, she smiles, the cum on her lips stretching into glistening strands. She brings her hand up to her face, fingers delicately gathering some of the semen from her cheek.

"Mmm," she hums, rubbing the substance between her fingers, examining its texture like a connoisseur. "So much cum. You must have been saving up for me."

She brings her fingers to her lips, sucking them clean while staring directly into the camera. The sight of her tasting my cum nearly makes my spent cock twitch back to life. Maya smiles knowingly, then swipes more semen from her forehead, spreading it across her lips like gloss. With a final flourish, she winks at the camera, her cum-splattered face somehow managing to look both obscene and impossibly erotic.

"I think we got the shot," she says, breaking character for the first time since we started filming. There's a note of genuine satisfaction in her voice, like an artist admiring a completed canvas.

I lower the camera, my arm aching from holding it steady through everything we just did. The red recording light continues to blink, capturing Maya's cum-covered face in its digital memory. I've never experienced anything like the past fifteen minutes—the dual role of participant and documentarian creating a strange, heightened reality that feels simultaneously intimate and performative.

Maya reaches for a box of tissues on the nightstand, dabbing delicately at the cum on her face. "You can stop recording now," she says, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

I press the button to end the recording, finally lowering the camera completely. In the sudden absence of the viewfinder frame, reality comes rushing back. I've just had sex with a stranger on camera, emptied myself onto her face, and somehow managed to film the whole thing without dropping the expensive equipment or embarrassing myself. I don't know whether to feel proud, ashamed, or simply amazed.

The room falls silent except for our heavy breathing. I set the camera down on the nightstand, the device suddenly feeling alien in my hand, its purpose fulfilled. Maya continues wiping cum from her face with tissues, the smeared makeup and bodily fluids creating an abstract artwork on her skin. Neither of us speaks for several long seconds. What do you say to someone after you've just filmed yourself having sex with them? "Nice weather we're having" seems woefully inadequate. The intimacy of what we just shared hangs in the air between us, at odds with the fact that we're essentially strangers who made a business arrangement.

Maya breaks the silence first, tossing the used tissues into a small wastebasket beside the bed. She claps her hands together suddenly, the sharp sound making me jump slightly.

"That was... awesome," she says, her voice returning to its natural cadence, lower and more relaxed than her on-camera persona. "You didn't disappoint."

"Thanks," I reply, the word sounding pathetically inadequate. "I was worried I wouldn't be able to... you know, perform with the camera and everything."

Maya laughs, the sound genuine and warm. "Are you kidding? You're a natural. The way you handled the camera angles while staying hard the whole time? Most guys can barely manage one of those things their first time, let alone both."

Pride swells in my chest at her praise, followed immediately by a strange sense of melancholy. I just had incredible sex with a beautiful woman who seems genuinely impressed by me, but it wasn't real. Not in the way that matters. She was working. I was working. The connection we shared was physical, professional, but not emotional.

Except...

Except there had been moments—brief flashes when her eyes met mine over the camera, when her orgasm seemed to take her by surprise, when something genuine appeared to break through the performance. Or maybe that's just what I want to believe. Maybe I'm so starved for connection after my divorce that I'm projecting emotions onto a transaction.

Maya stretches her arms above her head, her breasts lifting with the motion. She's still wearing the tiny skirt and thigh-high stockings, though one has started to roll down her thigh. Her hair is mussed, her makeup smeared beyond repair, yet somehow she looks even more beautiful than when we started. Something tightens in my chest as I watch her casual, unselfconscious movements.

"I should probably get cleaned up properly," she says, but makes no immediate move to do so. Instead, she slides off the bed and begins walking around the room, still mostly naked, searching for something. "Where did I put my purse?"

I watch her move, admiring the way the remaining stocking clings to her thigh, the gentle sway of her exposed breasts as she bends to look under a chair. There's something strangely intimate about this moment—more so, somehow, than the sex we just had. This isn't for the camera. This is just Maya, comfortable in her skin, going about her business.

"Is it in the bathroom maybe?" I suggest, finding my voice.

She snaps her fingers. "Yes! I left it in there when I was doing my makeup."

Maya disappears into the bathroom, returning moments later with a small black clutch. She sits on the edge of the bed beside me, our thighs almost touching. The casual proximity makes my heart rate tick up again. She opens the purse and pulls out a thick envelope, which she hands to me without ceremony.

"I'll pay you the full amount right now," she says. "Five hundred, as agreed. You earned every penny."

I take the envelope, the weight of the cash inside making this suddenly very real. I just had sex for money.

"Are you still interested in the job?" Maya asks, watching my face carefully. "Because Rowan and Lexi will definitely want to work with you after I show them this footage. You're exactly what we've been looking for."

I stare at the envelope in my hands, conflicted. The money would solve a lot of immediate problems. My rent to Pat is due next week, my car needs repairs, and my credit card is maxed out. Five hundred dollars a day would be life-changing. But something feels off about the arrangement, about transforming what just happened between us—something that felt surprisingly genuine at moments—into a regular transaction.

"I am," I say slowly, "but I'm feeling strange about being paid to fuck. I've never done anything like this before."

Maya's expression softens. She places her hand on my knee, the touch gentle and somehow more intimate than when she had my cock in her mouth. "Process it tonight, and text me in the morning if you're still interested. You did amazingly well for a first timer."

Her kindness catches me off guard. I expected her to pressure me, to sell me on the opportunity. Instead, she's giving me space to decide. I find myself wanting to kiss her—not as part of a performance, but simply because I want to feel connected to her. I resist the urge, reminding myself that this is business for her.

"Thank you," I say, tucking the envelope into my jeans pocket as I stand to get dressed. My clothes feel strange against my skin, like they belong to someone else, some other version of me that existed before I walked into this house.

Maya stays seated on the bed, watching me dress with an unreadable expression. When I'm fully clothed, she stands and pulls a robe from a hook on the back of her door, wrapping it around herself.

"I'll show you out," she says.

The walk down the stairs feels longer than it did on the way up. Neither of us speaks as we pass through the living room. I wonder briefly where Lexi and Rowan are, if they heard us, if they were watching the live feed from the camera. The thought should embarrass me, but after everything that just happened, it barely registers.

At the front door, Maya pauses. "Text me tomorrow," she says. "No pressure either way."

"I will," I promise, though I'm not sure what my answer will be.

She smiles, and for a brief moment, I see the woman from the shower—bare-faced, natural, real. Then she's opening the door, and I'm stepping back out into the night, the envelope heavy in my pocket.

The drive home is a blur. I sit in my car outside Pat's house, engine off, staring at nothing. The events of the day play through my mind on repeat—delivering food to Maya's house, discovering they were cam girls, agreeing to perform, the shower, the sex, the payment. It seems impossible that all of this happened in the span of a single day, that my life could change so dramatically between breakfast and dinner.

"What the hell just happened?" I say out loud to my empty car, half laughing, half bewildered.

The envelope of cash sits on the passenger seat where I tossed it. Five hundred dollars for an hour's work. The opportunity to make more. To see Maya again. To be wanted, desired, valued—even if it's just for my body, for what I can do on camera.

Is that enough? Can I separate the physical from the emotional? Do I even want to?

I don't have the answers yet. But as I finally start my car and pull into Pat's driveway, I know one thing for certain: the life I was living this morning is not the life I'll be living tomorrow. For better or worse, everything has changed.
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