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Chapter 1



My Toyota gives one final shudder as I pull into the parking spot of my apartment complex, the engine begging for a mercy I can't afford to give it. I turn off the ignition and just sit there for a moment, hands still gripping the steering wheel, my body humming with leftover adrenaline and satisfaction. Did that really just happen? Did I really just spend the day shopping with three gorgeous women before having sex with one of them on camera? The memory of Lexi's tight body wrapped around mine sends an aftershock of pleasure through me, and I smile in the darkness of my car.

The contrast between where I just was and where I am now hits me as I trudge up the cracked concrete stairs to my second-floor apartment. The streamer house with its gleaming appliances, pool deck, and expensive furniture versus my studio apartment that's barely bigger than their walk-in closets. I fish my keys from my pocket, noticing my hands still smell faintly of Lexi—a sweet, fruity scent mixed with something more primal.

My apartment door sticks as usual, requiring a solid shoulder check to open. The familiar musty smell greets me—not unpleasant, just the scent of a small space that doesn't get enough air circulation. A twin mattress on the floor, a milk crate serving as both nightstand and bookshelf, a small kitchenette with a hot plate and mini-fridge, and a bathroom barely large enough to turn around in. This has been my reality since Sharon walked out with half of everything I owned.

But tonight, the cramped space doesn't bring me down like it usually does. How can it, when I have the memory of this afternoon warming my blood? And the envelope of cash from yesterday's shoot with Maya is still waiting for me at the streamer house, plus whatever I'll earn from today's scene with Lexi. For the first time in months, financial stress isn't the first thing on my mind when I walk through my door.

"Five hundred dollars," I say out loud to the empty room, still amazed at the number. And now potentially another five hundred from today's shoot. A thousand dollars for two days of "work" that didn't feel like work at all.

I strip off my clothes, dropping them in a heap by the bathroom door. In the harsh fluorescent light, I examine my body in the small mirror over the sink. There are faint red marks on my shoulders from Lexi's nails, a slight bruise forming on my hip where she gripped me particularly hard during our scene. Evidence that it wasn't a dream.

I’m tender, pleasantly sore from the workout I’ve gotten these past two days. First Maya, now Lexi. And the way Rowan looked at me today, measuring and evaluating... will she be next? The thought sends a fresh pulse of interest through my body, but even I have limits. I need recovery time.

I turn on the shower, waiting the customary forty-five seconds for the hot water to make its way through the ancient pipes. When steam starts to rise, I step under the spray, groaning as the surprisingly decent water pressure hits my tired muscles. The contrast between this shower and the luxurious one I shared with Maya yesterday is stark, but right now, this feels like heaven.

I close my eyes, letting the water cascade over my face and down my body, washing away the sweat and other evidence of the day's activities. The steam fills the small bathroom, creating a cocoon of warmth around me. I can still smell traces of expensive perfume—Maya's vanilla and coconut, Lexi's fruity sweetness—being diluted and washed away by the hot water and my cheap bodywash.

As I massage shampoo into my scalp, I replay the day in my mind: the shopping trip that turned into something much more intimate in that dressing room, the almost-encounter with Lexi interrupted by Maya and Rowan, and then the filming by the pool. The memory of Lexi's leg shaking uncontrollably during our scene makes me smile. "Can't fake that," she had said.

But my thoughts keep circling back to Maya. Even while I was with Lexi—while I was inside Lexi—part of me was thinking about Maya. The way she looked when Lexi was dragging me upstairs. That little crease between her eyebrows that Lexi pointed out. Was that really jealousy?

"In this house, we don't do jealousy," Lexi had said. "It doesn't work in our business."

The hot water begins to cool, my apartment's ancient water heater giving up after its usual five minutes of service. I quickly rinse off and step out, wrapping a threadbare towel around my waist. Even the towels at the streamer house were better—thick, fluffy things that probably cost more than my entire bathroom setup.

I dry off and pull on a pair of worn sweatpants and a faded t-shirt, my standard at-home uniform. My stomach growls, reminding me I haven't eaten since breakfast. I open my mini-fridge, finding a half-empty carton of eggs, some questionable cheese, and a six-pack of cheap beer with two cans missing. Scrambled eggs it is.

As I'm cracking eggs into a bowl, I hear it—the distinctive knock on my door. Three quick raps followed by two slower ones. Pat's signature knock.

I glance at the clock—9:30 PM. Not too late, but Pat usually turns in early. Must be something important. I set down the eggs and wipe my hands on my sweatpants, moving to answer the door, curious what my landlord could want at this hour.

The day's events have left me in such a good mood that even an unexpected visit from my landlord can't dampen my spirits. I've got a whole new life opening up before me, and for the first time in a long time, I'm genuinely excited to see what tomorrow brings. I open the door with a smile still playing at the corners of my mouth, ready to greet the woman who's been more than just a landlord to me since I hit rock bottom.

Pat stands in my doorway, all five feet of her bundled in one of her hand-knitted cardigans despite the warm evening. Her short dark hair is slightly mussed, like she's been running her fingers through it while reading one of her mystery novels. In her hands, she clutches a ceramic teapot with a chip in the spout—the one with blue flowers that I've seen dozens of times when she's invited me over for "a proper cup of tea, not that bagged nonsense." Her eyes, sharp and clear behind her glasses, take in my damp hair and relaxed posture, and a knowing smile creeps across her face.

"Well, don't you look like the cat that ate the canary," she says, her voice carrying that slight raspiness that comes from decades of speaking her mind without reservation. "I haven't seen you smile like that since you moved in."

I run a hand through my still-damp hair, suddenly self-conscious. "Just had a good day, that's all."

"Hmm." Pat raises an eyebrow, clearly not buying my casual dismissal but too polite to pry—at least right away. "I've made some chamomile. Too much for just me. Come have a cup on the deck?" It's phrased as a question but delivered more like a gentle command.

"I was just about to make some eggs..." I start, gesturing vaguely toward my kitchenette.

Pat waves away my excuse with a flick of her wrist. "Eggs at this hour? Your stomach will hate you. Come, sit with an old lady for a bit. The night's too pretty to waste indoors."

There's no refusing Pat when she gets like this. Besides, I genuinely enjoy her company, even if she can be a bit overbearing at times. And after the intense sensory overload of the past two days, maybe some quiet tea with my landlady is exactly what I need.

"Let me grab a sweater," I say, knowing from experience that once Pat decides it's cool enough for a cardigan, no amount of actual weather conditions will convince her otherwise.

I slip a hoodie over my t-shirt and follow her down the exterior hallway to her ground-floor apartment. Unlike my tiny studio, Pat's place is a spacious two-bedroom with high ceilings and actual separate rooms. She leads me through her living room—a cozy space filled with overstuffed furniture, bookshelves groaning with mystery novels, and a collection of decorative spoons mounted in shadow boxes that covers nearly an entire wall. The spoons glint in the lamplight as we pass, hundreds of them from cities and countries all over the world. Each one has a story that Pat has shared with me over the months I've lived here, usually accompanied by tea and her homemade shortbread cookies.

We pass through her kitchen, which smells of cinnamon and the sourdough bread she bakes every Thursday, and out onto her back deck through a sliding glass door. The deck itself is a masterpiece of comfortable clutter—weathered wooden chairs with faded cushions arranged around a small table, clay pots of herbs and flowers crowding the edges, and string lights crisscrossing overhead that create pools of warm golden light against the deepening blue of the evening sky.

"Sit, sit," Pat instructs, gesturing to what I've come to think of as "my" chair—the one with the lumpy cushion that somehow perfectly accommodates my frame. She sets the teapot on the small table between us, then disappears back inside, returning moments later with two mismatched mugs and a plate of shortbread cookies.

We settle into a comfortable silence as Pat pours the tea, the fragrant steam rising between us. The chamomile smells sweet and floral, mingling with the night jasmine that climbs the trellis at the edge of her deck. In the distance, I can hear the low hum of traffic from the main road and the occasional bark of a neighborhood dog.

"So," Pat says finally, passing me a mug—the one with a chip in the handle that she always gives me, like it's been designated as mine. "You going to tell me what's got you walking on air, or do I have to guess?"

I take a sip of tea, buying time. There's no way I'm telling Pat about my new "career." She may be cool for a seventy-year-old widow, but explaining that I've started having sex on camera for money is definitely beyond the boundaries of our landlady-tenant friendship.

"Just some new job opportunities," I say vaguely. "Things might be looking up financially."

Pat nods, seemingly satisfied with this partial truth. "Good. You've been working too hard for too little. Those delivery apps are highway robbery, taking their cut while you wear out your car."

We lapse into silence again, sipping our tea and watching as the last light fades from the sky, leaving just the warm glow of the string lights illuminating our little corner of the world. A slight breeze rustles the potted plants, carrying the scent of Pat's herbs—rosemary, basil, mint—through the air.

After a while, Pat sets down her mug and sighs deeply. "Was thinking about Harold today," she says, her voice softening around her late husband's name. "It's been five years next month since he passed."

I nod, knowing from our previous conversations that Harold died of a heart attack while working in their garden. He'd been gone before the ambulance even arrived.

"He loved nights like this," Pat continues, her eyes distant with memory. "We'd sit out here for hours, not saying much, just being together." Her fingers begin to trace the rim of her mug, round and round in a hypnotic circle. "He was such a good man," she says, her voice catching slightly. "Sometimes I couldn't quite accept that someone so wonderful wanted to be in my life."

The vulnerability in her voice surprises me. Pat is usually so composed, so matter-of-fact about everything, including her grief. But tonight, there's a rawness to her words that makes me set my mug down and really look at her.

In the gentle glow of the string lights, I can see the depth of her loss etched into the lines around her eyes and mouth. For a moment, the spunky, sometimes bossy landlady disappears, and I see just a woman who still misses her husband fiercely after all these years.

"Harold used to say I was too hard on myself," Pat says, her finger still circling the mug's rim. "Said I deserved all the good things that came my way, even him." She gives a small, self-deprecating laugh. "Took me years to believe him. Years of him proving it every day with little things—making my coffee just right, remembering the names of all my cousins, laughing at my jokes even when they weren't funny."

She falls silent, lost in memories. I don't interrupt, sensing she needs this moment to remember. The string lights overhead sway slightly in the breeze, casting shifting patterns across her face.

"After a while," she continues finally, "I started to believe him. That I deserved good things. That I deserved him." She looks up at me then, her eyes bright with unshed tears. "And then he was gone, and I had to learn all over again how to believe I deserved good things, even without him here to tell me."

She picks up her mug again, takes a sip of tea that must be cold by now. "Sorry to get maudlin on you," she says, her usual brisk tone returning. "Something about this time of year always brings him back so clearly."

I reach across the table and briefly touch her hand, a gesture of comfort that feels both necessary and inadequate. Pat gives me a small smile of appreciation, then straightens her shoulders, visibly pulling herself back from the edge of deeper grief.

"Anyway," she says, "enough about my ancient history. Tell me more about these new job prospects of yours. Something better than delivering lukewarm food to ungrateful people, I hope?"

I nod slowly, Pat's words resonating with me in a way I didn't expect. "I know exactly what you mean," I say, cupping my mug between my palms to absorb its remaining warmth. "About not believing someone wonderful would want to be in your life. About struggling to feel like you deserve good things." The tea has cooled, but I take a sip anyway, gathering my thoughts. How do I explain my current situation without explaining my current situation? "I've had some interesting opportunities come up recently. Things I never would have imagined for myself."

Pat's eyebrows raise slightly, her curiosity piqued. "Oh? Do tell."

I choose my words carefully, navigating the narrow space between honesty and discretion. "I've met some people—professional content creators. They think I have... potential in their industry." I rub the back of my neck, feeling the heat rise to my face despite my attempt at casual phrasing. "It's better money than delivery driving, that's for sure."

"Content creators?" Pat repeats, turning the phrase over like she's examining a strange new spoon for her collection. "Is that like those YouTube people my granddaughter watches?"

"Something like that," I say, grateful for the out she's inadvertently given me. "Online entertainment."

Pat nods sagely, as if she completely understands, though I'm certain she doesn't. "Good for you, Johnny. You've been struggling too long since that witch of an ex-wife left you high and dry."

I laugh softly at Pat's bluntness. She's never met Sharon, but she's formed a very definite opinion based solely on my situation when I first moved in—broke, shell-shocked, and sleeping on an air mattress that deflated nightly until Pat gifted me the twin bed I use now.

"The thing is," I continue, feeling oddly compelled to open up further, "it's not just about the money, though God knows I need it. It's about feeling... appreciated. Valued." I stare into my empty mug, searching for the right words. "These people see something in me that I'd forgotten was there."

Pat's eyes soften with understanding. "Confidence," she says simply. "You've got your confidence back. I can see it just in the way you're sitting right now."

Her observation startles me. She's right—my posture has changed. Instead of the hunched, defeated slouch I've carried for months, I'm sitting straighter, shoulders back. When did that happen?

"It's more than that," I admit, setting my mug down on the small table between us. "It's like... for so long, I've been living this half-life. Just getting by, just surviving. First the job loss, then Sharon leaving, then scrambling to keep a roof over my head..." I gesture vaguely at the night sky. "I forgot there could be more. That I could feel... alive again."

Pat makes a small noise of encouragement, a prompt to continue without actually interrupting. The string lights overhead cast a warm glow that makes this confession feel safe, contained within our small circle of illumination against the darkness.

"With Sharon, I always felt like I was auditioning for the role of husband," I say, the realization forming even as I speak it. "Like if I didn't perform correctly—say the right things, wear the right clothes, make the right amount of money—she'd replace me with someone who could. And eventually, she did."

I think about Maya, about Lexi, even about Rowan's cool assessment of my "assets." But somehow, even being evaluated for my physical attributes feels more honest, more accepting of who I actually am than Sharon's constant remodeling of my personality.

"She was always trying to change me," I continue, staring out into the darkness beyond Pat's deck. "My taste in music, my friends, how I spent my free time. She bought me clothes I'd never pick for myself, signed me up for classes I had no interest in, introduced me to her friends' husbands with this look that said 'please don't embarrass me.'" The memories surface with surprising clarity. "I never truly thought she liked me for who I was."

Pat reaches over and pats my hand, her palm warm and slightly calloused from gardening. "It's a good thing you got out of that relationship, then," she says firmly. "Life's too short to spend it with someone who wants to renovate you instead of love you."

Her words hit me with unexpected force. Is that what I've been doing these past months? Mourning a relationship where I was never fully accepted? Where I had to constantly prove my worth?

"You know," Pat continues, gathering our empty mugs, "Harold used to say people come into our lives for a season, a reason, or a lifetime. Sounds like your ex-wife was a season—taught you something important, then moved on." She stands, her knees cracking slightly with the movement. "Now you get to decide what season comes next."

We fall into comfortable silence as Pat stacks the mugs on top of the teapot. The night has deepened around us, the distant sounds of traffic giving way to chirping crickets and the occasional hoot of an owl from the small wooded area behind the apartment complex.

"Thank you for the tea," I say, standing and helping her collect the remaining cookies on the plate. "And the conversation. I didn't realize how much I needed both."

Pat smiles, the string lights reflecting in her glasses. "That's what neighbors are for. Well, that and borrowing sugar." She winks at me. "I expect a full report on this new job opportunity once you've given it a proper go. No details spared."

If she only knew. I return her smile, grateful she can't read minds. "Absolutely. First paycheck, I'm taking you out to dinner. Someplace nice."

"I'll hold you to that," she warns, shuffling toward her sliding glass door. "Now get some sleep. You look exhausted, despite that newfound confidence."

I bid her goodnight and make my way back to my apartment, feeling lighter somehow. The contrast between my conversation with Pat and my activities earlier today should be jarring, but instead, there's a strange harmony to it—as if all aspects of my life are finally aligning into something that makes sense.

Back in my apartment, I brush my teeth and crawl into bed, not bothering to set an alarm. For the first time in months, I don't have an early delivery shift to worry about. Instead, I have... what exactly? A callback to the streamer house? A new scene to film? Just the thought sends a pleasant shiver of anticipation through me.

Moonlight filters through my cheap plastic blinds, casting striped shadows across my blanket. I pull the comforter up to my chin, enjoying its familiar weight settling around me. So much has changed in such a short time, but this—the comfort of my own bed at the end of a long day—remains the same.

As I drift toward sleep, my thoughts bounce between the women of the streamer house. Maya's soft curves and emotional intensity. Lexi's boundless energy and surprising wisdom. Rowan's cool assessment and hidden depths I've yet to explore. What am I to them? A business asset? A plaything? Something more?

The questions should keep me awake, but instead, they form a soothing loop in my mind as consciousness begins to fade. Whatever tomorrow brings—whether it's Maya's gentle touch, Lexi's enthusiastic passion, or Rowan's measuring gaze—I'm ready for it. For the first time since my life fell apart, I'm not dreading tomorrow. I'm looking forward to it.

With that thought warming me more than the blanket, I surrender to sleep, a smile still playing at the corners of my mouth.


Chapter 2



The insistent buzzing of my phone yanks me from a deep sleep, the vibration against my nightstand like an angry wasp trapped in a jar. I fumble for it in the darkness, squinting at the too-bright screen that illuminates my small apartment with harsh blue light. Maya's name flashes on the display, along with a message that sends a jolt of adrenaline straight to my heart: "Johnny, we need you NOW. Emergency. Please come quick." My thumb hovers over the screen for half a second before I'm already swinging my legs over the edge of the bed, all traces of sleep evaporating like morning dew.

I type back with clumsy fingers: "On my way. 15 min."

The clock reads 7:32 AM. After my late-night tea session with Pat, I'd crashed hard, sleeping deeper than I have in months. Now, as I stumble to the bathroom, my mind races with possibilities. Is someone hurt? Did something happen with their content? Did Mark come back?

I splash cold water on my face, not bothering to shave, and pull on yesterday's jeans and a reasonably clean t-shirt. My keys are right where I dropped them by the door. The morning air hits me as I jog down the stairs to my car, the sky just beginning to lighten with the promise of another scorching day.

My Toyota protests briefly before the engine catches, and I'm backing out of my spot with more speed than caution. The roads are mercifully empty this early, allowing me to push the speed limit without worry. Maya's text plays on repeat in my head. Not just the words, but the tone I imagined behind them—urgency, fear, need. After just a couple of days, I'm already racing across town because she called. What does that say about me?

I make it in twelve minutes, screeching into their driveway just as the sprinklers kick on in the neighbor's yard. The egirl house looks deceptively normal from the outside—same manicured lawn, same gleaming windows reflecting the morning light. But something feels off, an invisible current of tension in the air that makes the hair on my arms stand up.

I don't even make it to the door before it swings open. Maya stands there in sleep shorts and an oversized t-shirt, her hair piled messily on top of her head, none of her usual makeup in place. Her eyes are wide and rimmed with red, like she's been crying or hasn't slept.

"Thank god you're here," she says, grabbing my hand and pulling me inside with surprising strength. Her palm is clammy against mine, another sign that something is seriously wrong.

The interior tells a different story than the peaceful facade outside. The living room looks like a bomb went off—papers scattered across every surface, laptops open on the coffee table, empty energy drink cans testifying to a sleepless night. And at the kitchen island, Lexi and Rowan stand huddled over documents, their postures tight with stress.

"What's going on?" I ask, letting Maya lead me toward the kitchen. "Are you all okay?"

Rowan looks up at my approach, her usual cool composure fractured around the edges. Instead of her typically immaculate appearance, she's wearing black leggings and a faded university sweatshirt, her hair pulled back in a hasty ponytail. "We're being evicted," she says without preamble, her voice flat but with an undercurrent of barely controlled panic.

"What?" The word comes out sharper than I intended, my protective instincts immediately kicking into high gear. "How is that possible?"

Lexi paces behind the counter, her usual bouncy energy transformed into nervous, frenetic movement. She's still in what looks like pajamas—tiny shorts and a tank top with cartoon characters I don't recognize—but there's nothing playful about her expression. "That asshole Mark," she spits out, confirming my worst suspicions. "He's been stealing our rent money."

Maya guides me to the refrigerator, where an official-looking document is tacked with a magnet shaped like a cat. The paper practically vibrates with bureaucratic finality, its bold headline proclaiming "NOTICE OF EVICTION" in threatening caps.

"We've been paying our rent early every month," Maya explains, her voice catching slightly. "Six thousand dollars, always a week ahead of schedule. Mark said his mother preferred it that way."

"Six thousand?" I repeat, my eyebrows shooting up. It's a staggering amount, even for a house this nice.

"Prime location, four bedrooms, pool access," Rowan says mechanically, like she's reciting from a listing. "And most landlords charge extra when they know what we do for work."

I scan the eviction notice, legal jargon jumping out at me. "Non-payment of rent for three consecutive months... vacate premises within 24 hours... police enforcement if necessary..." My stomach twists as the implications sink in. "Wait, today? They're trying to kick you out today?"

"The cops are coming at noon," Lexi says, her voice higher than usual, tight with fear. "We have four hours to pack everything up and get out, or they'll throw us out."

"But we paid!" Maya's voice cracks with frustration. "We have receipts, bank statements, everything!"

Rowan slides her phone across the counter to me. "See for yourself. Three months of transfers, all to Mark Reynolds' account, all confirmed and cleared."

I scroll through the banking app, seeing exactly what she described—three separate transfers of $6,000 each, dating back to May, June, and July. All sent to an account under Mark Reynolds' name, all marked as "Rent payment - 1355 Palm Drive."

"His mother owns the house," Rowan continues, her composure slipping further with each word. "She lives in Arizona. Mark handles the property management. Or at least, that's what he told us."

The pieces click together in my mind, my jaw tightening as I remember my confrontation with Mark yesterday. His smug face, his casual threats about raising their rent if they didn't cooperate with his sleazy demands. Now it all makes sense—he never intended to follow through on those threats because he knew they were about to be evicted.

"That sonofabitch," I mutter, handing the phone back to Rowan. "He's been pocketing your money and telling his mom you haven't paid."

"Exactly," Maya says, leaning against the counter like she needs the support. "And now we're about to be homeless, and all our equipment, our livelihood⁠—"

"We can't move all this in four hours," Lexi interrupts, gesturing wildly at the professional lighting equipment, computers, and cameras visible throughout the house. "We'd need a moving truck, storage units⁠—"

"They can't just throw you out like this," I say firmly, something protective and fierce rising in my chest. "Not when you have proof you paid."

"They can and they will," Rowan says with bitter certainty. "Police don't care about electronic transfers to the son's account. They care about the official eviction notice signed by the property owner."

I pick up the notice again, studying it more carefully. The signature at the bottom—Eleanor Reynolds—is dated three days ago. The timing is too perfect to be coincidental.

"This is retaliation," I say, the realization dawning. "I confronted Mark yesterday about his creepy proposition. He tried to blackmail you into doing content with him by threatening to raise your rent."

Maya's hand flies to her mouth. "And when you stood up to him..."

"He must have known this was coming," I finish, anger building in my gut. "He knew his scam was about to be exposed, so he made sure his mother filed the eviction notice first."

"So what do we do?" Lexi asks, stopping her pacing to look at me with those wide green eyes now swimming with tears. The sight of her like this—genuinely scared, not performing—hits me hard in the chest. Yesterday she was confidently riding me by the pool; today she's facing homelessness and the loss of her livelihood.

I look around at these three women, each showing a vulnerability I haven't seen before. Maya, usually so nurturing and composed, wringing her hands with anxiety. Lexi, normally bubbly and flirtatious, now pale with fear. Rowan, typically cool and businesslike, her facade cracking to reveal genuine panic underneath.

They're looking at me like I might have an answer, like I could fix this somehow. Twenty-four hours ago, I was just their delivery guy turned unexpected porn performer. Now, somehow, I'm the one they've called in crisis. The realization sends a strange surge of determination through me. For the first time since my life fell apart, someone needs me. Really needs me.

"First thing," I say, my voice steadier than I feel, "we need to contact a lawyer. This is fraud, plain and simple. Mark has been stealing your money."

"We don't have time for legal proceedings," Rowan objects. "The police will be here at noon."

I pull out my own phone, scrolling quickly through contacts I haven't used in months. "Maybe we do," I say, a plan forming in my mind. "I might know someone who can help."

I need privacy for this call. Stepping out onto the back porch, I slide the glass door shut behind me, muting the sounds of frantic activity inside. The morning sun beats down on my shoulders as I stare at the name in my contacts list: Diane Sharon Mercer. My finger hovers over her number, a number I haven't dialed in almost a year. The last time we spoke, she was packing the last of her clothes into designer suitcases while I sat on our—her—couch, numb with shock and betrayal. Now I'm about to beg her for help. Funny how life works out sometimes.

Everyone knows her as Sharon, the name she's gone by since college. But Diane is her legal name, the one that appears on her law license and firm letterhead. The distinction seems important now that I'm calling her for professional rather than personal reasons.

I take a deep breath and hit call, my stomach tightening with each ring. Behind me, through the glass doors, I can see the girls moving with urgent purpose—Lexi pulling storage bins from a closet, Rowan typing furiously on her laptop, Maya organizing documents into neat piles. They're counting on me now. That thought straightens my spine just as the ringing stops.

"Johnny?" Her voice hasn't changed—still that precise, slightly husky quality that used to send shivers down my spine. Now it just sends a complicated mix of emotions churning through my gut. "This is... unexpected."

"Hi, Diane," I say, deliberately using her formal name to set the tone. "I know we haven't spoken in a while, but I need your help. It's not for me. It's for some friends who are being illegally evicted."

The silence on the other end stretches just long enough to make me wonder if she's hung up. Then she sighs, that familiar sound of exasperation I heard so often during our last months together. "I'm on my way to court in twenty minutes. I really don't have time for⁠—"

"They're being evicted today," I interrupt, knowing I have seconds to make her understand the urgency. "Noon. The landlord's son has been stealing their rent money for months, pocketing it instead of passing it to his mother who owns the property. They have proof of payment, but the police are coming to kick them out in a few hours."

Another pause, shorter this time. The lawyer in her is being engaged despite her reluctance. "Do they have documentation of these payments?"

"Electronic transfers, bank statements, everything," I confirm, hope flickering as I hear the shift in her tone. "Three months of rent, six thousand dollars each month, all transferred to the son's account. He told them his mother wanted it that way."

"That's fraud," she says crisply, professional interest clearly piqued now. "But why are you involved in this, Johnny?"

I hesitate, not about to explain that I've been having sex with these women on camera. "They're friends. Important to me. They don't deserve this."

She makes a small noise that could be disbelief or amusement. "Must be good friends for you to call me after all this time."

"Look, I wouldn't ask if it wasn't important, Diane," I say, my voice dropping lower as I turn away from the glass door, not wanting the girls to see my expression. "They're about to lose everything—their home, their business. They need an emergency injunction or whatever it's called to stop this eviction until a judge can review the evidence."

"Johnny, I'm a corporate attorney. I don't handle tenant disputes or emergency injunctions. And I certainly don't represent friends of my ex-husband who call me out of the blue on a Tuesday morning." Her voice takes on that clipped quality I remember from our worst arguments. "Besides, there are ethical considerations⁠—"

"You said you owed me after how things ended between us." The words come out more sharply than I intended, edged with old hurt that apparently hasn't faded as much as I thought. "Your exact words, Diane. The night you told me about him."

The silence that follows feels loaded with the weight of our shared past. I can almost see her expression—that mixture of guilt and defiance she wore while confessing to the affair that ended our marriage. The memory still stings, but now it's a distant ache rather than the acute agony it once was.

"That was a personal debt," she finally says, her voice softer. "This is professional territory."

"Then consider it pro bono work," I push, watching a hummingbird dart among the flowering bushes at the edge of the pool deck. "These women are about to be homeless because some entitled asshole decided to steal their money. They deserve a chance to present their evidence before being thrown out on the street."

I hear papers shuffling, the sound of a car door closing. She must be heading to the courthouse already. "I need to see the documentation first. Email me the bank statements, the eviction notice, any communication they had with this son."

Hope surges through me. "You'll help?"

"I'll make some calls," she concedes with obvious reluctance. "No promises, but I might be able to get an emergency hearing scheduled for today. And I'll contact the police department to alert them about the possible fraud."

"Thank you," I breathe, genuine gratitude replacing the tension in my voice. "I mean it, Diane. This means a lot."

"Don't thank me yet. Send the documentation as soon as possible." She pauses, and I hear the sound of her car engine starting. "And Johnny? After this, we're even. Completely."

"Understood," I say, and mean it. Whatever lingering connection existed between us, this will sever it for good. And somehow, that feels right. "I'll send everything in five minutes."

She hangs up without saying goodbye, another familiar habit that used to irritate me but now seems inconsequential. I stay on the porch for another moment, gathering myself before facing the girls again. The hummingbird has disappeared, leaving the garden still and peaceful in the morning sunlight—a stark contrast to the chaos inside.

When I slide the door open and step back into the house, the atmosphere has transformed. What was frantic desperation has become focused purpose. Lexi moves through the living room with a spray bottle and cloth, aggressively cleaning surfaces that already look spotless. Stress cleaning, I realize. Maya sits cross-legged on the floor surrounded by manila folders, each labeled with dates and payment information. And Rowan remains at the kitchen island, her laptop screen filled with what looks like legal websites about tenant rights.

"My ex is filing paperwork right now," I announce, drawing their attention. "She's going to request an emergency injunction and call the police department to alert them about the fraud before they arrive."

"Your ex?" Maya asks, looking up from her folders with a surprised expression.

"Diane," I clarify. "She's a lawyer. Corporate mostly, but she's got connections at the courthouse. She thinks she can get an emergency hearing today, but we need to send her all the documentation ASAP."

Rowan's fingers are already flying across her keyboard. "What email address?"

I dictate Diane's work email, watching as Rowan creates a comprehensive message with all the relevant attachments. Maya quickly gathers the physical documentation, while Lexi abandons her cleaning to hover anxiously over Rowan's shoulder.

"Will this really work?" Lexi asks, her voice small and uncertain in a way that tugs at something protective in my chest.

"It gives us a fighting chance," I say, trying to sound more confident than I feel. "We just need to stall until the injunction goes through. If the police understand there's legal action pending, they might hold off on the eviction."

"And if they don't?" Maya's question hangs in the air between us, the fear behind it palpable.

I move to the kitchen island, placing myself at the center of their makeshift command post. Something has shifted in me since receiving Maya's text this morning. Gone is the defeated guy who has been sleep-walking through life since his divorce. In his place stands someone new—someone who has a purpose, who is needed.

"Then we make them listen," I say with a certainty I'm surprised to hear in my own voice. "We show them the evidence, we stand our ground, and we fight for what's right. Mark doesn't get to steal your money and your home."

The three women exchange glances, a silent communication passing between them. Then Maya steps forward, placing her hand on my arm. "Thank you, Johnny," she says softly. "For coming when we called. For knowing what to do."

"I haven't done anything yet," I demur, but the warmth of her touch spreads through me like sunshine.

"You've given us hope," Rowan says simply, her cool exterior softening slightly as she looks up from her laptop. "That's not nothing."

Lexi bounces on her toes, some of her usual energy returning in a burst. "Plus, you have a lawyer ex-wife! How badass is that? Like your own personal Elle Woods swooping in to save the day."

I can't help but laugh at the comparison, the tension in my shoulders easing slightly. "Diane is less pink and more... shark-like. But she's good at what she does."

Rowan hits send on the email with all the documentation, then straightens her spine. "Okay, let's prepare for their arrival. If the police and landlord are coming at noon, we have just under three hours to get our stories straight and present a united front."

As the girls resume their preparations with renewed focus, I find myself standing a little straighter, my mind sharper than it's been in months. These women need me—not just for my body or my performance on camera, but for my help, my connections, my strength. And I realize, with a clarity that's both surprising and welcome, that I need them too. They've given me back something I lost long before Sharon walked out: a sense of purpose, of being valued for more than what I can provide.

Whatever happens when the police arrive, I know one thing for certain—I'm not walking away from these women. Not today, not ever.

The minutes crawl by like wounded animals, each one heavier than the last. We've done everything we can to prepare—organized documentation, rehearsed our explanation, sent everything to Diane—but now all we can do is wait. Maya paces by the front window, pausing every few seconds to peer through the blinds, while Lexi stress-eats her way through a bag of gummy bears on the couch. Rowan sits ramrod straight at the kitchen island, her eyes never leaving her phone screen, waiting for updates from my ex-wife. I stand in the center of the room, feeling oddly calm despite the tension crackling in the air. Whatever happens in the next few minutes, I know one thing for certain—I won't let these women face it alone.

"They're here," Maya announces suddenly, her voice tight. "Police cruisers. Two of them."

Lexi bolts upright, dropping the gummy bears on the floor with a plastic clatter. "Oh god, oh god, oh god," she chants, her hands fluttering like panicked birds.

I move to the window beside Maya. Sure enough, two white police cruisers with roof-mounted light bars have pulled up outside, their lights flashing but sirens mercifully silent. Four officers emerge, their faces unreadable at this distance, utility belts heavy with equipment that catches the midday sun.

"It'll be okay," I tell Maya, my hand finding the small of her back almost instinctively. "Remember, we have evidence. We have the truth on our side."

Before she can respond, a third vehicle screeches into the driveway—a silver Mercedes SUV that parks at an aggressive angle, blocking one of the police cars. A middle-aged woman with expertly highlighted blonde hair erupts from the driver's side, her body language screaming fury even from a distance. From the passenger door, Mark emerges more slowly, his posture slumped and defensive.

"That's Eleanor Reynolds," Rowan says, suddenly beside us at the window. "Mark's mother. The actual property owner."

"She looks pissed," I observe, watching as she stabs a finger into her son's chest while shouting something we can't hear through the glass.

"Good," Lexi spits from behind us. "Hope she tears him a new one."

We watch as the landlord storms up the walkway toward the front door, the police officers trailing behind her with professional detachment. Mark follows several paces back, looking like a scolded child despite being a grown man. The doorbell rings, its cheerful chime incongruous with the tension of the moment.

I position myself just behind the girls, close enough to step forward if needed but letting them handle the initial confrontation. This is their home, their fight—I'm just backup. But my muscles are coiled tight, ready to move if things escalate.

Rowan takes a deep breath, squares her shoulders, and opens the door with a composure I genuinely admire. Two uniformed officers stand on the porch, their expressions neutral but alert. Behind them, Eleanor Reynolds vibrates with barely contained rage, designer sunglasses pushed up on her head, revealing eyes that are eerily similar to her son's.

"Officers," Rowan greets them coolly. "How can we help you?"

"Ma'am, we're here to enforce an eviction notice," the taller officer says, his tone professional but not unkind. "Are you one of the tenants of this property?"

Before Rowan can answer, Eleanor pushes past the officers, her expensive perfume wafting into the house with her. "These girls haven't paid rent in months!" she declares loudly, her voice carrying the entitled confidence of someone used to getting her way. "Three months of no payments while living in my property! I want them out. Now."

The officers exchange glances but maintain their positions. The shorter one, a woman with her hair pulled back in a tight bun, steps forward slightly. "Ma'am, please let us handle this according to procedure."

Rowan doesn't flinch at the landlord's outburst. Instead, she calmly opens the folder she's been holding. "Officers, there's been a serious misunderstanding. We have paid our rent—every month, early in fact. Six thousand dollars on the first of each month for May, June, and July."

"Lies!" Eleanor snaps. "I haven't received a cent since April!"

Maya steps forward now, her voice steady despite the slight tremor in her hands. "We have the receipts right here. Electronic transfers to the account we were instructed to use."

"Which account?" Eleanor demands, her eyes narrowing suspiciously.

Rowan produces printouts of the bank transfers, passing them to the female officer. "The account belonging to Mark Reynolds. He told us you preferred we pay him directly since you live out of state."

All eyes shift to Mark, who remains several steps behind his mother, studying his shoes with sudden fascination. The color drains from Eleanor's face as she snatches the papers from the officer's hands, her eyes widening as she scans the documentation.

"Furthermore," Rowan continues, her voice gaining confidence, "we have contacted our attorney, who is filing an emergency injunction against this eviction due to evidence of fraud. The transfer receipts clearly show that we paid in full, on time, to the account we were directed to use."

The taller officer's radio crackles to life, a dispatcher's voice cutting through the tension. "Unit 327, be advised we've received a call from attorney Diane Mercer regarding the eviction at 1355 Palm Drive. She's filing an emergency injunction with Judge Rodriguez as we speak. Please stand by for further instructions."

A small smile tugs at the corner of my mouth. Diane came through. The officer nods, acknowledging the message before turning back to the landlord.

"Ms. Reynolds, in light of this information, we can't proceed with the eviction at this time," he explains, his tone still professional but with a note of finality. "There appears to be a legitimate payment dispute that will need to be resolved through proper legal channels."

Eleanor doesn't seem to be listening to the officer. Her attention has zeroed in on her son with laser-like intensity. "You've been stealing their money?" she demands, grabbing his ear like he's a misbehaving ten-year-old instead of a grown man. "Eighteen thousand dollars? What the hell were you thinking?"

Mark winces, trying unsuccessfully to pull away from his mother's grip. "Mom, I can explain⁠—"

"Explain?" she hisses. "Explain how you committed fraud using my property? How you nearly got me sued? How you made me look like a fool in front of the police?"

"Ms. Reynolds," the female officer interjects gently, "I recommend you and your son discuss this matter privately. And you might want to consult with your own attorney."

Eleanor releases Mark's ear, leaving an angry red mark. "Oh, we'll be discussing it alright. And you," she turns back to us, her eyes narrowed, "don't think this is over. I'll be investigating every detail of these supposed payments."

"We welcome the investigation," Rowan replies smoothly. "Our documentation is in order."

With a final glare at all of us, including her sheepish son, Eleanor turns on her heel and marches back to her Mercedes. "Come, Mark," she calls over her shoulder, her voice like ice. "We have a lot to talk about."

Mark follows, shoulders hunched, not daring to look at any of us. The contrast between his current demeanor and his cocky attitude yesterday when he was threatening to raise their rent is almost comical.

The officers remain on the porch, looking slightly uncomfortable at having witnessed the family drama. "Ladies," the taller one says, "and sir," he adds with a nod toward me, "you should receive notification about the hearing date. Until then, you can remain in the property, but I suggest you retain legal counsel."

"Already done," I say, stepping forward to stand beside Rowan. "Thank you, officers."

They nod professionally and return to their cruisers. We watch in silence as they back out of the driveway, followed by Eleanor's Mercedes, which peels away with a screech of expensive tires on asphalt. Only when all three vehicles have disappeared around the corner does the tension in the room finally break.

Lexi is the first to move, slamming the front door and letting out a whoop of relief that's half laugh, half sob. "Holy shit! Did that just happen? Did we just win?"

"For now," Rowan cautions, but even her composed facade is cracking, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "We'll still need to attend the hearing and prove our case formally."

"But we get to stay," Maya says, her voice thick with emotion. "We don't have to leave our home."

The three of them look at each other for a charged moment, a silent communication passing between them before they all turn to me. Before I can react, they surge forward as one, engulfing me in a group hug that nearly knocks me off my feet. Three sets of arms wrap around me, three warm bodies press against mine from different angles, three distinct perfumes mingle in my nostrils—Maya's vanilla coconut, Lexi's fruity sweetness, Rowan's sophisticated musk.

"Thank you," Maya murmurs against my chest, her arms tight around my waist. "We wouldn't have known what to do without you."

Lexi practically climbs me, her arms around my neck as she plants a kiss on my cheek. "My hero," she declares with dramatic flair, but the genuine gratitude in her eyes belies her playful tone.

Even Rowan has joined the embrace, her usually distant demeanor softening as her hand squeezes my shoulder. "Quick thinking with your ex-wife," she acknowledges. "That was... impressive."

I stand there, surrounded by these three beautiful women pressing their bodies against mine in gratitude, and feel something shift inside me. This isn't about sex or performance or business arrangements. This is about connection, about being needed, about finding my place in the world again after months of feeling adrift.

"Anyone would have done the same," I say, though we all know that's not true. Most guys would have run from this drama, not dived headfirst into it.

Maya pulls back slightly, just enough to look up at me, her brown eyes soft with an emotion I can't quite name. "How can we ever thank you?" she asks, and there's an unmistakable meaning in her gaze that sends heat pooling low in my belly.

Lexi giggles, her body still pressed against my side. "Oh, I can think of a few ways," she says with her characteristic boldness. "Maybe involving all three of us this time?"

Rowan rolls her eyes but doesn't contradict her housemate. Instead, she steps back slightly, her analytical gaze sweeping over me. "Let's discuss appropriate expressions of gratitude over lunch," she suggests, practical as always. "I think we could all use a celebration meal after this morning's stress."

As they reluctantly disentangle themselves from the group hug, their hands lingering on me longer than strictly necessary, I find myself grinning like an idiot. Twenty-four hours ago, I was just their unexpected porn performer. Now, I've somehow become their protector, their problem-solver, their hero.

And as Maya takes my hand to lead me toward the kitchen, her fingers intertwining with mine with casual intimacy, I realize that maybe—just maybe—I'm becoming something even more important: someone who belongs here, with them, in this strange new life I've stumbled into.

"So," Lexi bounces ahead of us, already opening the refrigerator, her energy returning now that the crisis has passed. "Champagne with lunch? This calls for celebration, right?"

Maya squeezes my hand, her smile warming me from the inside out. "Definitely," she agrees. "We have a lot to celebrate."

I squeeze back, feeling lighter than I have in months. Whatever happens next—with the hearing, with Mark and his mother, with these three incredible women—I know one thing for certain: I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be.


Chapter 3



We pile into my Toyota—a tight fit with four adults—and head to what Lexi calls "the best fucking salad place in the universe." The girls are still riding high from our victory against Mark and his mom, their voices overlapping as they rehash the best moments from the confrontation. Maya keeps touching my arm from the passenger seat, her fingers lingering on my skin each time, while Lexi bounces in the back seat, reenacting Eleanor yanking Mark's ear. Even Rowan seems lighter, a ghost of a smile playing at her lips as she corrects Lexi's more dramatic embellishments.

"His face when those bank statements came out," Lexi crows, leaning forward between the front seats. "I thought he was going to piss himself!"

"I'm just glad we don't have to move all our equipment," Maya says, her hand finding mine on the gearshift. "Can you imagine trying to set up our streaming rigs somewhere new on such short notice?"

Rowan makes a small noise of agreement from the back seat. "The disruption to our content schedule would have been catastrophic. Not to mention finding another landlord willing to rent to us once they discover our profession."

I navigate through midday traffic, my spirits higher than they've been in months. Twenty-four hours ago, I was a down-on-his-luck delivery driver who'd stumbled into an unexpected opportunity. Now I'm... what exactly? Their performer? Their friend? Their hero of the moment? I'm not sure where I fit in their lives yet, but for the first time in a long time, I feel like I belong somewhere.

"There!" Lexi points excitedly as we approach a small storefront with a cluster of bistro tables spilling onto the sidewalk. "Find parking anywhere, Johnny. This place gets packed."

I luck into a spot just down the block, and we all climb out into the blinding midday sun. The girls lead the way to a restaurant called "Crisp & Green" with a sleek modern sign and floor-to-ceiling windows that open onto the sidewalk. The outdoor seating area buzzes with attractive young professionals in expensive athleisure wear, their conversations creating a pleasant hum that mingles with the indie folk music drifting from hidden speakers.

"Our usual spot is open," Maya says with a smile, pointing to a corner table partially shaded by a young olive tree in a concrete planter. "Must be our lucky day."

"After this morning, we deserve some luck," Rowan says, leading the way to the table.

The four of us settle around the small bistro table, our knees bumping underneath in a way that feels both accidental and deliberate. I end up between Maya and Lexi, with Rowan directly across from me. A server in a crisp green apron approaches immediately, recognizing the girls with a friendly nod.

"The usual for you ladies?" he asks, then turns to me with a curious expression. "And for you, sir?"

"Johnny's new here," Lexi explains, patting my arm. "Give him the 'Green Goddess' bowl. It's perfect for first-timers."

I shrug, happy to follow their lead. "Sounds good to me."

The server nods and disappears inside, leaving us in the dappled sunlight filtering through the olive tree branches. The breeze carries the scent of fresh herbs and vinaigrette, making my stomach growl in anticipation.

"So," I say, leaning back in my chair, "you guys come here a lot?"

"At least once a week," Maya confirms, adjusting her cat-ear headphones that rest around her neck. "It's our business meeting spot. Away from the house, away from the cameras."

"Plus their dressings are orgasmic," Lexi adds with a wink.

Rowan rolls her eyes at Lexi's choice of words, but doesn't contradict her. "It's convenient and nutritionally optimal. Our work requires maintaining certain... physical standards."

I nod, understanding the unspoken. Their bodies are their business assets. Of course they'd be conscious about what they put into them.

Our salad bowls arrive impressively fast—vibrant mountains of greens, vegetables, and proteins arranged with Instagram-worthy precision. Maya's features sliced avocado and grilled chicken atop mixed greens. Lexi's is a riot of colors with what looks like every vegetable in the rainbow plus edible flowers. Rowan's is meticulously arranged with grilled salmon and kale. Mine, the "Green Goddess," is a verdant blend of spinach, cucumber, broccoli, avocado, and some kind of seed I don't recognize.

"Trust me," Maya says, noticing my slightly overwhelmed expression. "It's amazing."

She's right. The first forkful is a perfect balance of creamy avocado, crisp vegetables, and tangy dressing that makes my taste buds sing. After weeks of cheap ramen and frozen burritos, it tastes like health itself.

"Holy shit," I say after swallowing. "This is actually really good."

"Told you!" Lexi chirps, already several bites into her own creation. "Worth every penny."

We eat in companionable silence for a few minutes, the sounds of crunching vegetables and clinking forks creating a pleasant rhythm. I watch the girls as they eat—Maya delicately cutting her chicken into perfect bite-sized pieces, Lexi attacking her bowl with enthusiastic abandon, Rowan methodically working her way around the bowl in a clockwise pattern. Each approach seems to perfectly match their personalities.

The sunlight shifts through the tree branches, casting golden patterns across our table. A patch of light catches Maya's olive skin, making it glow with a warmth that draws my eye. She catches me looking and offers a shy smile, a blush rising to her cheeks that makes my heart skip.

Suddenly, Rowan sets down her fork with deliberate precision and leans forward, her elbows on the table, her expression intensifying in that businesslike way I'm starting to recognize.

"You know, Johnny," she says, her voice dropping slightly so we aren't overheard, "I just realized all I really know about you is your... physical attributes."

Maya chokes slightly on her water, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks as she fidgets with her cat-ear headphones. Beside me, Lexi snorts into her drink, barely containing a laugh.

"I mean," Rowan continues, undeterred, "we've been rather intimate, yet I don't know the first thing about your life before you delivered our food. It seems... unbalanced."

I feel heat rising to my face, a strange mix of amusement and vulnerability washing over me. She's right. They've seen me naked, been intimate with me in ways most people never would be, yet they know almost nothing about who I am beyond my body.

"You know my name," I offer with a half-smile, trying to lighten the suddenly heavy mood. "And my car."

"And your cock," Lexi adds helpfully, making Maya's blush deepen to crimson.

"Lexi!" Maya hisses, glancing around to see if anyone overheard.

"What? It's true. And impressive." Lexi shrugs unapologetically, spearing a cherry tomato with her fork. "But Rowan's right. We should know more about you, Johnny. The real you."

The way she emphasizes "real" makes me pause mid-chew. The crisp lettuce suddenly feels dry in my mouth. What if they don't like the real me? What if Johnny the delivery guy with the good cock is more interesting than Johnny the failed executive with the broken marriage?

"I'm not that interesting," I say finally, setting down my fork.

"Let us be the judges of that," Rowan says, her cool gaze softening slightly. "We've trusted you with... quite a lot. Perhaps you could trust us in return?"

Maya's hand finds mine under the table, her fingers warm and reassuring against my skin. "Only if you want to," she says softly. "No pressure."

But I can see the genuine curiosity in all their eyes—Maya's warm brown ones filled with encouragement, Lexi's bright green ones dancing with interest, Rowan's cool gray ones analytical but not unkind. They want to know me, the real me, beyond the physical connection we've formed.

And strangely, I want them to know. I want to be more than just a body to them, more than just the guy who delivers their food and performs in their videos. I want to be Johnny, a whole person with a past and hopes for the future.

The tang of vinaigrette lingers on my tongue as I take a deep breath, preparing to share the story I've kept mostly to myself since everything fell apart. The story of how I ended up delivering food to cam girls and stumbling into the strangest, most unexpected chapter of my life.

I take a long sip of water, buying myself a few seconds to gather my thoughts. Where do I even start? With the corner office overlooking the bay? With the company car and expense account? With the moment I realized I'd climbed so high only to have the ladder yanked out from under me? Three pairs of eyes watch me expectantly across the table, waiting for me to transform from mysterious delivery-guy-turned-performer into a real person with a past. The fork feels unnaturally heavy in my hand as I set it down with a small clink against the ceramic bowl.

"Five years ago," I begin, surprised by how steady my voice sounds despite the nervous flutter in my chest, "I was VP of Operations for TechCore Solutions."

"Wait, seriously?" Lexi's eyes widen. "That's like, actually impressive."

I shrug, remembering how important that title once seemed. "I had the whole package—corner office with a view of the bay, company car, expense account. Started right out of college in the sales department and worked my way up."

"Ambitious," Rowan observes, something like professional respect flickering in her eyes.

"I was," I agree, spearing a cucumber slice but not bringing it to my mouth. "That's where I met Sharon—my ex-wife. She was in marketing. Beautiful, driven, perfect smile." My throat tightens at the memory, the cucumber forgotten on my fork. "We were the power couple of the office. Both climbing the ladder, both putting in sixty-hour weeks."

Maya watches me with those soft brown eyes of hers, already sensing where this story is heading. Her hand moves slightly toward mine on the table but stops short, like she's not sure if the contact would be welcome.

"Let me guess," Rowan says, her analytical mind already connecting the dots. "The relationship was founded on mutual ambition rather than compatible values."

I let out a surprised laugh. "That's... actually exactly right. We were in love with the idea of each other. The perfect executive husband, the perfect corporate wife. We had the right house in the right neighborhood with the right furniture." The bitterness in my voice surprises even me. "Everything was right except us."

"But you were happy for a while?" Maya asks softly.

I nod, the memory not as painful as it once was. "For a while. We were too busy to notice we were growing apart. Work consumed us both. Until..."

"Until?" Lexi prompts when I trail off, leaning forward with genuine interest.

"Until the company got acquired." I set my fork down completely, the food forgotten now. "New management came in with their own team. Suddenly my five years of sixty-hour weeks meant nothing. I was redundant." The word still tastes bitter on my tongue. "They gave me a decent severance package, but the job market was tight. Weeks turned into months without finding something comparable."

I can feel my shoulders slumping as I tell the story, unconsciously mimicking my posture from those dark months of unemployment. With deliberate effort, I straighten up, refusing to be that defeated man again.

"Sharon stuck around for the first two months. Started getting... snippy about my job search. Said I wasn't trying hard enough, wasn't networking enough." I pick up my water glass, needing something to do with my hands. "Then the dinner invitations from her work friends started drying up. Turns out the executive wives weren't interested in socializing with the unemployed husband."

"What a bitch," Lexi mutters, then immediately looks apologetic. "Sorry. But seriously, what a bitch."

I smile slightly at her bluntness. "She was raised to believe status was everything. When mine disappeared..." I make a vanishing gesture with my hand. "Month three, I came home from another failed interview to find her packing. Said she 'needed space to evaluate her priorities.'"

"She left because you lost your job?" Maya sounds genuinely appalled, her hand now reaching fully across the table to touch my arm. The scent of her perfume—something vanilla with a hint of coconut—drifts over me, inexplicably comforting.

"She left because I lost what I represented," I correct her. "Status. Security. A certain lifestyle." The cool metal of my water glass presses against my palm as I grip it tighter. "Two weeks later, I found out she was seeing someone from her office. Senior VP of something-or-other."

Rowan's usual composed expression falters, genuine disgust flashing across her face. "That's remarkably callous."

"It was a wake-up call," I say, surprised at how distant it all feels now, like I'm telling someone else's story. "I realized our entire relationship had been transactional. I provided status and financial security; she provided the perfect corporate wife image."

"And after she left?" Maya asks, her fingers still warm on my arm.

"That's when things really fell apart." I force myself to meet their eyes, wanting them to understand the full arc of my downfall. "The house was in her name—her parents had helped with the down payment. The severance money ran out. I crashed on a friend's couch for a while, picked up some contract work that barely covered food."

I take another sip of water, memories washing over me in uncomfortable waves. "Eventually I got the delivery gig. Moved into Pat's place—my landlady. Started over with nothing but my car and some clothes."

"And now you're here," Lexi says, gesturing broadly at our little table. "Eating fancy salads with three hot cam girls after performing in our videos." Her tone is deliberately light, trying to ease the heaviness that's settled over our table.

I smile despite myself. "Life takes some weird turns."

"Do you want to go back?" Rowan asks suddenly. "To corporate life, I mean."

The question catches me off guard, making me actually consider it for the first time. Do I want my old life back? The status, the security, the structured career path?

"No," I say firmly, surprising myself with how certain I feel. "That life... it wasn't real. Everything I built was on shifting sand. Status, job title, marriage—it all disappeared overnight." I look around at these three women, each watching me with different expressions of sympathy and interest. "I want something real this time. Something I build myself, something that matters."

"Like what?" Maya asks softly.

I push a piece of avocado around my bowl, considering. "I don't know exactly. Maybe my own business someday. Something small but mine. Where success is measured by more than just profit margins and stock prices."

"That sounds nice," Maya says, her eyes crinkling at the corners when she smiles.

"What about personally?" Rowan presses, her analytical mind needing all the data points. "What do you want from life beyond work?"

The question feels weighty, important. I look at each of them in turn—Maya with her gentle empathy, Lexi with her vibrant energy, Rowan with her quiet intensity. These three women who I've known for such a short time but who already feel more real to me than my ex-wife ever did.

"Connection," I say finally. "Genuine connection with people who see me for who I am, not what I can provide or represent."

A moment of silence follows my words. Lexi's usual boundless energy has quieted, her eyes softer than I've seen them before. Maya blinks rapidly, a suspicious sheen making her eyes glisten in the sunlight. Even Rowan seems affected, her posture less rigid as she leans slightly forward.

"Well," Rowan says finally, her voice lacking its usual cool detachment, "I believe that's something we can all understand."

Maya's fingers squeeze my arm gently, her touch sending warmth spreading through me. "Thank you for sharing that with us," she says, her voice slightly husky. "It can't have been easy."

"Actually," I admit, "it feels good to talk about it. I haven't really told anyone the whole story." I look around at their faces, these women who have seen me at my most vulnerable physically and now emotionally. "Thanks for listening."

"Of course," Lexi says, her usual playfulness tempered by genuine warmth. "That's what friends are for, right?"

Friends. The word settles over me with surprising weight. Is that what we are now? Friends who also have sex on camera together? It should feel complicated, but somehow it doesn't. It feels right.

"Right," I agree, picking up my fork again. "Friends."

We return to our salads, the mood gradually lightening as we eat. I notice small details I missed before—the way Maya tucks her hair behind her ear when she's listening intently, how Lexi bounces her knee under the table with excess energy, the slight softening around Rowan's eyes when she thinks no one is watching her. For the first time since walking into their lives, I feel like I'm seeing the real women behind the performances, just as they're now seeing the real me.

A comfortable silence settles over our table as I finish my story, the weight of my past somehow lighter now that I've shared it. My salad bowl is nearly empty, just a few stray leaves and a puddle of dressing remaining. The lunch crowd has thinned around us, the restaurant quieter than when we arrived. I hadn't realized how long I'd been talking, how completely I'd lost myself in the telling. Maya's eyes are slightly wet, a single tear track visible on her cheek catching the afternoon light. Something has shifted between us—something important and intangible.

Maya blinks rapidly, then reaches up to wipe the tear away with a quick, almost embarrassed gesture. "Sorry," she murmurs. "I just... I hate that you went through all that alone."

Lexi fidgets with her straw, uncharacteristically quiet as she stirs the melting ice in her drink. The usual bounce in her movements is subdued, her green eyes thoughtful instead of mischievous. She catches me looking and gives me a small smile, different from her typical grin—softer, more genuine.

Most surprising is Rowan's reaction. She sets down her fork with deliberate precision, then reaches across the table and briefly squeezes my hand. Her touch is cool and dry, her long fingers wrapping around mine with unexpected gentleness.

"Thank you for trusting us with that," she says, her voice softer than I've ever heard it. Gone is the businesslike tone, the analytical detachment. For this moment, she's just a woman connecting with another human being.

I nod, suddenly unable to speak past the lump in my throat. The simple act of sharing my story—of being heard and understood—has affected me more deeply than I expected. These women have seen me naked, have been intimate with me in the most physical ways, but this moment feels more vulnerable than any of that.

Our eyes meet in a silent exchange that says more than words could. Maya's warm brown gaze filled with compassion. Lexi's bright green eyes showing a depth I hadn't glimpsed before. Rowan's cool gray stare softened with understanding. And me, seen and accepted by all three, exactly as I am—not for my status or what I can provide, but simply for myself.

The server approaches with impeccable timing, breaking the moment before it becomes overwhelming. "Can I get you anything else?" he asks, already collecting our empty bowls.

"Just the check," Rowan replies, her professional mask sliding back into place, though not completely. There's still a warmth in her expression that wasn't there before.

"I've got it," I say, reaching for my wallet. After everything these women have done for me—the money, the support with the eviction drama, and now this moment of genuine connection—it's the least I can do.

"Don't be ridiculous," Rowan counters, already pulling out a sleek black credit card. "This is a business expense."

"Business?" I question, raising an eyebrow.

"Of course," she says with the ghost of a smile. "Talent relations."

Lexi snorts at that, some of her usual playfulness returning. "Is that what we're calling it now? 'Talent relations'?"

Maya rolls her eyes at Lexi but can't hide her smile. "Behave, Lex."

We gather our things—Maya slipping her phone into her small purse, Lexi collecting the multiple bracelets she removed while eating, Rowan tucking her card back into her wallet after signing the bill. The afternoon sun has shifted, casting longer shadows across the concrete patio. The air smells of coffee from the shop next door and the faint citrus tang of the cleaning solution the staff uses to wipe down empty tables.

As we stand to leave, something changes in Lexi's demeanor. She straightens suddenly, energy seeming to course back into her body like someone flipped a switch. Her eyes brighten, that familiar mischievous gleam returning as she looks between us.

"You know what we should do to celebrate this new... intimacy?" she suggests, a slow grin spreading across her face.

Maya and Rowan exchange glances—a silent communication passing between them that I can't decipher. There's a weightiness to the look, something significant that makes my pulse quicken though I don't yet understand why.

"What did you have in mind?" Rowan asks, though her tone suggests she already knows the answer.

Lexi bounces slightly on her toes, excitement radiating from her compact frame. "I think Johnny's ready."

"Ready for what?" I ask, looking between the three of them with growing curiosity.

Maya blushes slightly, but she's smiling as she turns to me. "We've been talking about something," she says softly, her hand coming to rest lightly on my forearm. "Something special."

"Oh?" I manage, suddenly very aware of my heart pounding against my ribs.

"We should all do a scene together," Maya says, her voice barely above a whisper, her eyes never leaving mine as she gauges my reaction.

My mouth goes dry at the suggestion. All three of them? Together? With me? The images that immediately flood my mind make heat pool low in my belly, my body responding before my brain can fully process what she's suggesting.

"All... all four of us?" I stammer, wanting to be absolutely clear about what's being proposed.

Lexi grins widely, clearly enjoying my reaction. "All four of us, one camera, one very lucky man."

"We've never done that before," Rowan adds, her analytical tone returning though her eyes remain warmer than usual. "A four-person scene. It would be... unprecedented."

"And very, very popular with our subscribers," Lexi adds with a wink.

My brain scrambles to catch up with what's happening. I've been with Maya on camera, then with Lexi. I've yet to be with Rowan at all, though the measuring looks she gives me suggest that's been on her mind. But all three, together? The logistics alone are dizzying, never mind the emotional implications.

"What kind of scene?" I ask finally, my voice rougher than I intended.

The three exchange secretive smiles that make my skin tingle with anticipation. There's something they're not telling me, some plan they've clearly discussed among themselves.

"You'll see," Lexi teases, her green eyes sparkling as she hooks her arm through mine. "But trust us, Daddy, you'll like it."

The word 'Daddy' sends an electric current down my spine, a Pavlovian response after my encounters with both Maya and Lexi. They both noticed my reaction to the term, and now they're using it deliberately, playing me like an instrument they're learning to master.

"Don't worry," Maya says softly, taking my other arm as we exit the restaurant. "We'll take care of everything. All you have to do is show up."

"And perform," Rowan adds with the barest hint of a smirk, leading the way to my car.

My pulse quickens at the suggestion, blood already rushing south at just the thought of what awaits me. Twenty-four hours ago, I was racing to their house to help with an eviction crisis. Now I'm walking out of a restaurant with all three of them, their bodies pressed against mine from both sides, the promise of something unprecedented hanging in the air between us.

As we step out into the afternoon sunlight, I realize how completely my life has transformed in just a few short days. From delivery driver to porn performer to... whatever this is becoming. The path ahead is unknown, potentially complicated, and definitely not what I ever expected for myself.

But as I look at these three women—Maya with her gentle soul, Lexi with her boundless enthusiasm, Rowan with her cool confidence—I know I wouldn't change a thing. Whatever scene they have planned, whatever future awaits us beyond that, I'm all in.

"So," I say as we approach my car, a smile playing at my lips, "when do we start?"


Chapter 4



The ride back to the streamer house passes in a haze of excitement and anticipation. Maya sits beside me in the passenger seat, her hand occasionally brushing against mine on the gearshift. In the rearview mirror, I catch glimpses of Lexi's animated chatter and Rowan's measured responses. My mind races with the possibilities of what they've planned—all three of them, together, with me. The mere thought makes my cock stir in my jeans, a physical response I try to hide as I navigate the afternoon traffic.

"You're awfully quiet up there, Daddy," Lexi teases from the back seat, leaning forward so her breath tickles my ear. "Nervous about handling all three of us at once?"

"Let him concentrate on driving," Maya chides gently, but her hand slides onto my thigh, contradicting her words with a touch that sends electricity through my body.

"I'm just making sure he's mentally prepared," Lexi replies with a giggle. "It's not every day you get to fuck three hot cam girls at once."

From the corner of my eye, I see Rowan's slight smirk in the rearview mirror. Unlike the other two, she hasn't yet been intimate with me on camera. The thought of finally experiencing her—along with Maya and Lexi—has my heart racing faster than my Toyota's struggling engine.

We pull into the driveway of the streamer house, the afternoon sun glinting off its windows. The house looks different to me now—no longer just an impressive residence where I deliver food, but a place where my life has transformed completely in just a few days.

"Home sweet home," Lexi announces, bouncing out of the car the moment I kill the engine. Her energy is infectious, her excitement for what's coming palpable in the air between us.

Maya follows more slowly, her movements deliberate as she exits the passenger side. When she turns to look at me, there's something in her eyes—a warmth, a promise—that makes my breath catch. Rowan emerges last, her movements fluid and graceful, that calculating look still in her eyes as she studies me.

"Ready for your close-up, Johnny?" Rowan asks, her voice carrying that hint of cool authority that somehow makes my cock twitch in anticipation.

I nod, not trusting myself to speak coherently. The salad from lunch feels like it's doing backflips in my stomach—not from nervousness exactly, but from pure, concentrated anticipation.

We file into the house, the familiar scent of expensive perfume and scented candles greeting us as we enter. I stand awkwardly in the entryway, unsure of the protocol here. My previous scenes had clear beginnings—Maya guiding me to the bedroom, Lexi setting up by the pool. But this—all three of them at once—feels different, more significant somehow.

"So..." I begin, shoving my hands into my pockets. "How do we⁠—"

"Give us fifteen minutes," Rowan interrupts, checking her sleek silver watch. "We need to prepare."

"Prepare what?" I ask, but the question is barely out of my mouth before Maya is already heading toward the staircase.

"Just wait in the living room," she calls over her shoulder, offering me a shy smile that contrasts with the boldness of what we're about to do. "We won't be long."

"Don't start without us!" Lexi adds with a wink, following Maya up the stairs, her hand brushing the bannister with casual grace.

Rowan is the last to leave, her cool gaze lingering on me for a moment longer than necessary. "Make yourself comfortable," she says, her voice carrying a note of authority that sends a shiver down my spine. "We have something special planned."

And just like that, I'm alone in the vast entryway, the sound of their footsteps fading as they ascend to their respective rooms. The sudden departure leaves me feeling oddly adrift, as if I've missed some crucial instruction or cue.

I make my way to the living room—a space I've only glimpsed before, with its plush sectional sofa and state-of-the-art entertainment system. The room is immaculate, professionally decorated in shades of gray and teal with accents of rose gold. It looks like something from an interior design magazine, yet feels lived-in at the same time—a throw blanket casually draped over one arm of the sofa, a stack of books on the coffee table, a half-empty mug that someone forgot to take to the kitchen.

I sit on the edge of the sectional, my hands resting awkwardly on my knees. What exactly am I supposed to do? Just wait for them to return? Start undressing? The lack of direction makes me feel suddenly self-conscious, a feeling I haven't experienced during my previous encounters with Maya and Lexi.

Minutes pass like hours as I listen to the muffled sounds of movement from upstairs—a door opening and closing, water running briefly, the soft pad of bare feet on carpet. My mind races with possibilities of what they're planning, what they're changing into, how this scene will unfold. The anticipation is almost unbearable, my body already responding to the mere thought of what's to come.

The sound of footsteps on the stairs jerks me from my thoughts. I straighten up, smoothing my shirt unnecessarily, my heart pounding against my ribs. But it's only Rowan who appears in the doorway, fully dressed in the same clothes she wore to lunch. My confusion must show on my face because she smiles—a rare, genuine smile that transforms her usually cool features.

"Disappointed?" she asks, sauntering toward me with something in her hands—the professional camera I recognize from my previous shoots with Maya and Lexi.

"Just... confused," I admit as she approaches.

Rowan extends the camera to me, her long fingers brushing mine as I take it. "I thought we'd try something different," she says, her voice dropping to a tone that makes my skin prickle with awareness. "Something more... intimate."

Before I can ask what she means, Rowan steps closer—so close I can smell her perfume, something sophisticated and slightly spicy that suits her perfectly. Then, with a deliberateness that takes my breath away, she places her hands on either side of my face and kisses me.

Unlike Maya's tender explorations or Lexi's playful enthusiasm, Rowan's kiss is commanding—purposeful and controlled yet undeniably passionate. Her lips are soft but insistent against mine, her tongue tracing the seam of my lips before pushing inside with an authority that makes my knees weak. I respond instinctively, my free hand finding her waist, pulling her closer as the camera dangles forgotten in my other hand.

When she finally pulls away, her usual composed expression is slightly ruffled, a hint of color high on her cheekbones. "You know how to take direction, Johnny," she says, her voice huskier than before. "So here's what's going to happen. I'm going to get comfortable on the couch and pretend to be asleep. You're going to leave the room, count to sixty, then return with the camera running."

My brain struggles to catch up with this unexpected scenario. "You want me to... film you sleeping?"

Rowan's lips curve into a smile that's both amused and predatory. "I want you to film yourself exploring my body while I pretend to sleep. Touch me, uncover me, discover me... but keep the camera steady." Her hand trails down my chest, fingernails scraping lightly through my shirt. "Think you can handle that, Daddy?"

The term sends a jolt straight to my groin, my body responding immediately to the loaded word. "Yes," I manage, my voice embarrassingly hoarse.

"Good. Now go," she commands, stepping back. "Sixty seconds. Don't peek."

I nod dumbly and turn to leave, the camera clutched in my suddenly sweaty palm. Behind me, I hear the soft rustle of fabric, making my imagination run wild with possibilities of what I'll find when I return.

In the hallway, I lean against the wall, counting silently while trying to calm my racing heart. This is different from my previous experiences with Maya and Lexi. Those were spontaneous, playful encounters. This feels... choreographed, deliberate. Rowan has planned every detail, and I'm both participant and audience in her scenario.

When I reach sixty, I take a deep breath and press the record button on the camera. The small red light blinks to life, and I adjust the settings quickly, making sure the shot is properly framed before I reenter the living room.

What I see stops me in my tracks.

Rowan lies stretched out on the sectional, her long body a study in elegant curves beneath a black silk kimono embroidered with crimson flowers. Her dark hair spills across a decorative pillow, her eyes closed, lips slightly parted as if in genuine sleep. One arm rests above her head, the other draped casually across her stomach. The kimono has fallen open slightly at her legs, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of smooth thigh.

The scene is so perfectly composed—so artfully arranged—that I almost forget to breathe. Through the viewfinder, I watch her chest rise and fall in steady rhythm, the silk rippling with each breath. Despite knowing this is a performance, there's something breathtakingly intimate about watching Rowan in this vulnerable state—or at least, the illusion of vulnerability.

I step further into the room, keeping the camera trained on her sleeping form, my heart hammering with anticipation of what comes next.

I move toward the couch on silent feet, the camera heavy in my hands as I focus on keeping the shot steady. Through the viewfinder, Rowan is transformed—her usual cool control replaced by a deliberate vulnerability that makes my mouth go dry. The black silk kimono drapes across her curves like liquid shadow, the crimson embroidered flowers seeming to float on the dark fabric. My heart pounds so loudly I'm certain it will wake her from her pretend slumber, but her breathing remains deep and even as I approach.

The sectional dips slightly as I sit beside her, careful not to disturb her staged sleep. Through the camera lens, I study the details I've never had the chance to observe before—the faint freckles scattered across her nose, almost invisible against her skin; the perfect arch of her eyebrows; the way her lashes cast tiny shadows on her cheekbones. Without her usual analytical stare meeting mine, I can truly appreciate how stunning Rowan is.

For a moment, I simply film her, capturing this rare moment of apparent peacefulness. Then, remembering her instructions, I shift the camera to my left hand and hesitantly reach out with my right, letting my palm hover just above her shoulder before gently making contact.

The silk is cool and slippery beneath my fingers, but I can feel the warmth of her body radiating through the thin fabric. I begin to stroke her back in slow, gentle circles, the camera capturing how the material shifts and catches the light with each movement. Rowan sighs in her "sleep," shifting slightly to press into my touch.

This feels different from my encounters with Maya and Lexi. With Maya, there was an immediate emotional connection that made our physical intimacy feel like an extension of something deeper. With Lexi, there was a playful energy, a performance that was as much about the camera as it was about our mutual pleasure. But this—this controlled scenario, this deliberate vulnerability from a woman who seems to calculate her every move—feels like being invited into a carefully guarded secret.

I let my hand trail lower, following the elegant curve of her spine. The kimono has parted slightly at her back, revealing a tantalizing strip of bare skin. I trace my finger along this exposed line, feeling goosebumps rise on her flesh in response to my touch. Through the viewfinder, I watch her lips part slightly, her breathing becoming less regular.

Emboldened by her response, I let my hand move to her side, tracing the dip of her waist before settling on the flare of her hip. The kimono's belt has loosened, creating a gap where the fabric overlaps at the front. Remembering her instruction to explore, I shift the camera angle, using it to peek beneath the edge of the silk.

My breath catches at what I see. The kimono has fallen open enough to reveal the curve of her breast—full and round, with skin like porcelain in the afternoon light streaming through the windows. Unlike Maya's soft abundance or Lexi's perky athleticism, Rowan's breasts have a classical beauty to them, like something from a Renaissance painting—perfectly proportioned, with dusky pink nipples that are already hardening under my gaze.

I swallow hard, my free hand unconsciously tightening on her hip. The camera feels impossibly heavy in my other hand, but I'm determined to keep the shot steady as I continue my exploration. I gently tug at the edge of the kimono, widening the gap to reveal more of her chest. The fabric slips easily, exposing both breasts to the camera's eye and mine.

My cock responds instantly, straining against the confines of my jeans. I shift uncomfortably, trying to adjust myself without taking my hand off Rowan or disturbing the camera angle. Through the viewfinder, I watch my own hand enter the frame, hovering over her exposed skin before gently cupping the weight of her breast.

A soft gasp escapes Rowan's lips as my palm makes contact, but she maintains the pretense of sleep, her eyes remaining closed though her breathing has become noticeably quicker. Her skin is impossibly soft under my touch, the nipple hardening further as my thumb brushes across it.

"Mmm," she murmurs, the sound vibrating through her chest and into my palm. The deliberate vulnerability of her performance is intoxicating—this powerful, controlled woman pretending to be at my mercy, accessible and exposed.

I continue my exploration, the camera capturing every moment as I caress her breast, teasing the nipple between my fingers. My other hand moves lower, pushing the kimono further open to reveal her flat stomach, the subtle definition of muscles beneath smooth skin. The dark fabric pools at her sides, framing her body like a living work of art.

Just as my hand begins to venture lower, toward the juncture of her thighs, Rowan stirs more deliberately. Her eyes flutter open, focusing on me with a drowsy sensuality that I know is calculated but feels authentic nonetheless.

"Daddy," she breathes, the word sending a shock of desire straight to my groin. Coming from Rowan's lips, the term feels different than when Maya or Lexi use it—more deliberate, more intentional, a conscious choice rather than a playful endearment.

Without breaking eye contact, she reaches for me, her hand finding the obvious bulge in my jeans with unerring accuracy. I nearly drop the camera as her fingers trace the outline of my erection through the denim, applying just enough pressure to make me groan.

"Did you enjoy watching me sleep?" she asks, her voice husky with staged awakening but her eyes sharp and aware.

"Yes," I manage, my own voice embarrassingly rough. "You're beautiful."

Something flickers in her expression—surprise, perhaps, at the simplicity of my compliment—before her usual control reasserts itself. She sits up slightly, the kimono falling completely open at the front to reveal her body from neck to navel, though the lower half remains tantalizingly covered.

"Show me," she says, her hand continuing its maddening pressure against my cock. "Show me how much you enjoyed it."

I struggle to keep the camera steady with one hand while using the other to unfasten my jeans. Rowan watches with undisguised interest, her usual analytical gaze now heated with desire. She helps me, her fingers deftly working my belt open, then the button and zipper of my jeans.

"I've been wondering," she says, her voice lower now, intimate, "ever since Maya and Lexi couldn't stop talking about it." Her hand slips inside the opening of my jeans, fingers wrapping around my cock through the thin cotton of my boxers. "If you really are as impressive as they claim."

I groan as she squeezes gently, my hips jerking involuntarily toward her touch. Through the viewfinder, I watch as she pushes herself up further, the kimono now barely clinging to her shoulders. With deliberate slowness, she shrugs it off completely, letting the silk pool around her waist.

Naked from the waist up, Rowan is a vision—her body lean and strong, with curves in all the right places. Unlike Maya's softness or Lexi's compact athleticism, Rowan has the body of a dancer—graceful, powerful, and elegantly proportioned.

She leans forward, her breasts swaying slightly with the movement, and begins tugging my jeans and boxers down my hips. I lift up to help her, awkwardly balancing the camera in one hand while we work together to free my straining erection.

When my cock springs free, Rowan's eyes widen fractionally—the only break in her composed facade. "Well," she says, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips, "it seems they weren't exaggerating after all."

Her hand wraps around my shaft, her touch confident and firm. I struggle to keep the camera steady, focusing on her face through the viewfinder as she begins to stroke me with deliberate slowness.

"Is this what you wanted, Daddy?" she asks, her tone teasing despite the formal title. "To touch me while I sleep, then wake me up for more?"

"Yes," I admit, my voice strained as her thumb circles the sensitive head of my cock. "You're so fucking sexy."

Rowan's smile widens, pleased with my response. "Then let me give you what you want," she says, releasing me briefly to stand and let the kimono fall completely from her body.

I nearly drop the camera at the sight of her fully naked. Her body is even more impressive than I imagined—strong thighs, flat stomach, and between her legs, a perfectly groomed triangle of dark hair that points downward like an arrow to her most intimate parts.

As she moves to straddle my lap, I know with absolute certainty that this is going to be different from anything I've experienced with Maya or Lexi. This is Rowan's show, her scenario, her fantasy—and I'm just lucky enough to be cast in the starring role.

She reaches for the hem of my shirt, clearly intending to pull it off, when the sound of footsteps makes us both freeze.

The sound of footsteps makes both of us freeze. Rowan's hand still grips the hem of my shirt, my cock still stands painfully erect between us, and the camera suddenly feels like it weighs a ton in my sweaty palm. I turn toward the living room entrance just as Maya and Lexi appear in the doorway, both wearing silk robes that barely reach mid-thigh. Maya's is a soft pink that complements her olive skin, while Lexi's is electric blue—as vibrant and eye-catching as her personality.

"Started without us, I see," Lexi says, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she takes in the scene—Rowan completely naked, straddling my lap, my cock standing at attention between us.

I feel a moment of confusion—wasn't this supposed to be just me and Rowan? Did I misunderstand the plan? The camera wavers in my hand as I look from Rowan to the newcomers, unsure of what's happening.

Surprisingly, Rowan doesn't seem fazed by the interruption. She turns her head to look at the other girls, her body still pressed against mine, her expression unreadable. "I was just warming him up," she says coolly, though the flush on her cheeks and the hardness of her nipples betray her arousal.

Maya steps further into the room, the soft fabric of her robe shifting around her thighs with each movement. Unlike Lexi's bold stare, her gaze is softer, almost shy despite what she's walking in on. "We thought you might want some company," she says, her voice gentle but with an undercurrent of desire that makes my cock twitch against Rowan's thigh.

Rowan's eyes meet mine, a silent question in them. "What do you think, Johnny?" she asks, her finger tracing lazy patterns on my chest through my shirt. "Would you like Maya and Lexi to join us?"

My brain short-circuits at the question. Would I like all three of them? Together? The fantasy that's been building since lunch—since they first suggested it—is suddenly crystallizing into reality before my eyes. My mouth goes dry as I try to form words, but all that comes out is a hoarse, "Yes. God, yes."

Lexi's face breaks into a grin as she bounds forward, all kinetic energy and excitement. "I knew it! He totally wants all of us." She hops onto the couch beside us, the movement causing her robe to ride up dangerously high on her thighs. "I couldn't wait any longer. When Rowan said she was going to do a solo scene with you first, I nearly died."

So this was the plan all along. The realization hits me—Rowan's "sleeping" scenario was just the opening act for something much bigger. My heart rate kicks up another notch as Maya approaches more slowly, perching on my other side. She smells like vanilla and coconut, the now-familiar scent mixing with Rowan's spicier perfume and Lexi's fruity sweetness to create a heady combination that makes my head spin.

"Is this okay?" Maya asks softly, her hand coming to rest on my shoulder, warm and reassuring through the fabric of my shirt. "We can take it slow."

I look around at the three of them—Rowan naked and straddling me, her usual cool demeanor heated with desire; Lexi bouncing with barely contained energy beside us, her robe slipping off one shoulder to reveal the upper curve of her breast; and Maya, soft and warm on my other side, her brown eyes wide with a mixture of desire and genuine care.

"It's more than okay," I manage to say, my voice steadier than I feel. "It's fucking incredible."

Rowan shifts off my lap, giving me a clear view as she stands beside the couch, gloriously naked and completely unselfconscious. "Then I think we're all a bit overdressed," she says, looking pointedly at me and then at the other girls.

Lexi doesn't need to be told twice. She stands and unties her robe with a flourish, letting it fall to the floor in a puddle of blue silk. Her compact body is just as I remember it—athletic and toned, her small breasts perky with nipples already hard, the heart-shaped patch of blonde hair between her legs trimmed to perfection.

Maya moves more slowly, her fingers working the knot of her robe with deliberate care. When she finally lets it slide from her shoulders, I'm struck again by the lush curves of her body—full breasts with dark nipples, the soft swell of her stomach, generous hips that invite touch.

The contrast between the three women is striking—Rowan tall and elegant with classical proportions; Lexi compact and athletic, all boundless energy; Maya soft and curvaceous, radiating warmth. Three completely different body types, three distinct personalities, all focusing their attention on me.

"You're still dressed," Lexi points out, poking my chest playfully. "That won't do at all."

Before I can respond, three pairs of hands are on me—Rowan's long fingers working at my shirt buttons, Maya gently pulling the fabric from my shoulders, Lexi tugging at my already-open jeans. I struggle to keep the camera steady, trying to capture this surreal moment even as I'm overwhelmed by the sensation of six hands undressing me.

"Maybe we should take the camera for a bit," Maya suggests, noticing my struggle. "Let you just feel for a while."

"Good idea," Rowan agrees, plucking the device from my grip with practiced ease. She steps back, turning the lens on the scene—me being undressed by Maya and Lexi, my expression no doubt a mixture of disbelief and desperate arousal.

With my hands free, I can finally touch them. I reach out, one hand finding Maya's soft waist, the other landing on Lexi's hip. The two women press closer, their naked bodies warm against mine as they work my clothes off. Maya leans in to kiss my neck, her lips gentle but insistent against my pulse point. Simultaneously, Lexi nips at my earlobe, her teeth creating a sharper counterpoint to Maya's softness.

My shirt is finally off, and my jeans and boxers are pushed down to my ankles. I kick them away, now completely naked between Maya and Lexi. My cock stands proudly between us, harder than I can ever remember it being. The physical sensation of their bodies against mine, combined with the knowledge that Rowan is filming it all, creates a feedback loop of arousal that makes my head swim.

"Look at the camera, Johnny," Rowan instructs, her voice taking on that tone of cool authority that somehow makes everything hotter. "Let our audience see how much you want this."

I turn toward the lens, conscious of Maya's hand trailing down my chest and Lexi's fingers playing with the hair at the nape of my neck. I'm beyond self-consciousness now, beyond anything but raw desire as I stare into the camera.

"Tell us what you want," Rowan continues, zooming in slightly on my face. "Tell everyone watching what you want these beautiful women to do to you."

"I want..." My voice cracks, and I clear my throat, acutely aware of Maya's hand drifting lower, of Lexi's breath hot against my ear. "I want all of you. However you want. Whatever you want."

A slow smile spreads across Rowan's face as she captures my confession on camera. "Oh, we have very specific plans for you, Johnny." She glances at Maya and Lexi, some unspoken communication passing between the three women. "Show him how we start, girls."

Maya and Lexi exchange knowing looks, and then, in perfect synchronization, they begin to sink to their knees in front of me.

My breath catches in my throat as Maya and Lexi kneel before me, their naked bodies glowing in the afternoon light filtering through the windows. Maya's olive skin contrasts beautifully with Lexi's fair complexion as they position themselves between my legs, their expressions a mixture of desire and playful anticipation. Behind them, Rowan adjusts the camera angle one last time before setting it on a nearby side table, the red recording light blinking steadily as she captures the scene. Then she joins them on the floor, her elegant nakedness completing the most erotic tableau I could ever imagine—three gorgeous women kneeling before me, all focused on my painfully hard cock.

"Remember what we talked about," Rowan says softly to the other two, her tone businesslike even in this most intimate of moments. "Nice and slow. We want to make this last."

Maya nods, her dark hair falling forward over her shoulders as she leans closer to me. Lexi grins, her green eyes sparkling with mischief as she deliberately licks her lips. The sight alone nearly makes me lose control before they've even touched me.

"I'll go first," Maya says, her voice soft as she places her hands on my thighs. "Just relax, Johnny."

Her touch is gentle as she strokes upward from my knees, her fingertips leaving trails of fire on my skin. When she reaches the crease of my thigh, she pauses, looking up at me through her lashes in a way that makes my cock twitch with anticipation. Then, with deliberate slowness, she leans forward and places a feather-light kiss on the head of my cock.

"Fuck," I breathe, the sensation electric even from such minimal contact.

Maya smiles at my reaction, clearly pleased. She parts her lips and takes just the tip into her warm mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head with exquisite precision. The wet heat engulfing me makes my hips jerk involuntarily, but Maya's hands on my thighs keep me steady.

"That's it," Rowan encourages from beside her, watching with analytical interest. "See how responsive he is to gentle stimulation."

Maya takes me deeper, her lips stretching around my girth as she works her way down my shaft. The sight of her—eyes closed in concentration, full lips wrapped around me, dark hair framing her beautiful face—is almost too much to bear. I grip the couch cushions to anchor myself, already fighting the building pressure at the base of my spine.

"Don't hog him," Lexi says playfully, nudging Maya's shoulder after a minute of her exquisite attention. "My turn."

Maya releases me with a soft pop that makes my cock twitch, a strand of saliva connecting her bottom lip to my shaft for a moment before breaking. She sits back on her heels, her chest rising and falling rapidly, a flush spreading across her olive skin.

Lexi doesn't waste any time. Where Maya was gentle and exploratory, Lexi is pure enthusiasm. She grabs my cock with one hand, giving it a firm stroke before diving down, taking me deep into her mouth in one fluid movement that makes me gasp. Her technique is different—more vigorous, more playful. She bobs her head quickly, her tongue finding sensitive spots that make my toes curl.

"Jesus Christ," I groan, my hands moving from the couch to tangle in Lexi's blonde hair. She moans around my cock, clearly enjoying my reaction.

"Remember to breathe," Rowan advises me with a hint of amusement in her voice. "We've only just started."

Lexi continues her enthusiastic attention, her small hand working in tandem with her mouth, creating a rhythm that rapidly builds the tension coiling inside me. Just when I think I might lose control, she pulls back, looking up at me with those mischievous green eyes and a satisfied smirk.

"Your turn, Rowan," she says, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand in a gesture that somehow manages to be both obscene and adorable.

Rowan moves forward, and I find myself holding my breath in anticipation. I've experienced Maya's tender approach and Lexi's enthusiastic technique—what will Rowan's be like? She holds my gaze as she positions herself between my legs, her gray eyes never leaving mine as she wraps her long fingers around my shaft.

"You're going to enjoy this, Johnny," she says, her voice low and confident. "I promise you that."

Without breaking eye contact, she lowers her head and takes me into her mouth. Her technique is different again—controlled, methodical, precise. She seems to be cataloging my responses, noting which movements elicit the strongest reactions, then repeating them with deliberate intensity. It's like being the subject of an erotic experiment, with Rowan the beautiful scientist determining exactly how to drive me to the edge of insanity.

"Fuck, Rowan," I gasp as she does something incredible with her tongue along the underside of my shaft. "That feels amazing."

She hums in response, the vibration adding another layer of sensation that makes my head fall back against the couch. Through half-lidded eyes, I watch as she continues her methodical exploration, her dark hair falling forward like a curtain around her face.

Just when I think I can't take any more, Rowan pulls back and turns to the others. "Let's show him what we can really do," she says, and there's a note in her voice I've never heard before—something almost like playfulness breaking through her usual control.

What happens next nearly stops my heart. The three women position themselves around my cock, and then—in a move that must have been choreographed—they begin to work together. Maya's lips close around the head while Lexi's tongue traces patterns along the shaft and Rowan's mouth finds my balls. The triple sensation is overwhelming—three different rhythms, three different temperatures, three different techniques all focused on my pleasure.

"Holy shit," I moan, my hands hovering uselessly in the air, not knowing where to touch, what to hold onto as waves of pleasure crash through me. "I can't—I'm not going to last⁠—"

"Not yet, Daddy," Maya murmurs, pulling back just enough to speak. "We're just getting started."

The use of that word—"Daddy"—sends another jolt of arousal through me, making my cock twitch against her lips. She smiles knowingly before taking me back into her mouth, deeper this time.

They begin to trade places without speaking, a wordless choreography that keeps me constantly surprised and on edge. One moment it's Lexi's enthusiastic suction, the next it's Rowan's precise attention, then Maya's gentle exploration. They work together seamlessly, hands and mouths in constant motion, creating a symphony of sensation that threatens to overwhelm me completely.

"Look at his face," Lexi says during a brief pause, her hand still working my shaft. "He's loving this."

"Of course he is," Rowan replies, her fingers tracing patterns on my inner thigh that make me shiver. "Who wouldn't enjoy the attention of three skilled women?"

Maya doesn't speak, but the look she gives me is full of warmth and desire as she leans in to place a kiss on my stomach, just above where Lexi's hand continues its maddening rhythm.

The contrast between them is incredible—not just in their appearances but in how they approach pleasure. Maya's every touch is imbued with emotional connection; Lexi's with playful enthusiasm; Rowan's with analytical precision. Together, they create an experience that transcends anything I could have imagined.

"I think he's close again," Rowan observes, noticing the tension in my thighs, the way my breathing has become ragged. "Let's back off a bit. We want this to last."

The three pull back slightly, giving me a moment to catch my breath. The cool air on my wet cock is almost painful after the heat of their mouths, but it helps me regain some control. I look down at them—three beautiful women kneeling before me, their lips swollen from their efforts, their eyes dark with desire, their bodies flushed with arousal—and wonder what I did in a previous life to deserve this moment.

"You doing okay up there, Johnny?" Lexi asks with a grin, her hand lazily stroking up and down my thigh.

"Better than okay," I manage to say, though my voice sounds strained even to my own ears. "This is... I don't even have words."

"You don't need words," Maya says softly, leaning up to place a gentle kiss on my lips. I taste myself on her, the intimate flavor adding another layer to the already overwhelming experience.

"You just need to last," Rowan adds, her cool control slipping just enough to reveal the desire underneath. "Because we're far from done with you."

As if to emphasize her point, she leans down and takes me in her mouth again, her technique even more focused now that she's identified what drives me closest to the edge. I grip the couch cushions, my knuckles turning white with the effort of maintaining control.

Baseball statistics, I think desperately. State capitals. Anything to distract from the exquisite sensation of Rowan's mouth, now joined again by Lexi's tongue and Maya's gentle hands. But it's hopeless. No mental distraction could possibly compete with the reality of these three women working in harmony to bring me pleasure.

It takes every ounce of willpower I possess not to explode right then and there. Somehow, through sheer force of will, I manage to hold back the tide of my orgasm, knowing that this incredible experience has only just begun.

Just when I think I might lose my battle for control, Rowan rises gracefully from her knees, her movement fluid like a dancer's. She turns away from me, bending forward over the coffee table in one smooth motion that presents her perfect ass to me. The curve of her spine, the elegant line from her shoulders to her hips, the way her dark hair spills forward—it's like something from a renaissance painting come to life. "I want you inside me now, Daddy," she says, looking back at me over her shoulder, her cool composure slipping to reveal raw desire underneath. "Fuck me from behind while they watch."

I'm mesmerized by the sight of her—the smooth expanse of her back tapering to a narrow waist, then flaring out to hips that form a perfect heart shape when viewed from behind. Between her slightly spread legs, I can see the glistening evidence of her arousal, a tantalizing invitation that makes my already hard cock throb with renewed urgency.

"Don't keep her waiting," Lexi urges, giving me a playful push forward. She grabs the camera from the side table, positioning herself to capture what's about to happen. "She's been thinking about this ever since she saw you with me by the pool."

Maya moves beside me, her hand sliding up my arm in that comforting way she has, even in the most sexual of situations. "Go ahead, Johnny," she encourages softly. "Give her what she needs."

I step forward, my hands shaking slightly as I position myself behind Rowan. Her skin is warm beneath my palms as I grasp her hips, feeling the subtle strength beneath her soft exterior. I run one hand down the curve of her ass, marveling at its perfection, before guiding my cock to her entrance.

"Do it," Rowan commands, her voice breathy but still carrying that note of authority that defines her. "Fill me up, Daddy."

I push forward slowly, watching as the head of my cock disappears into her tight heat. Rowan gasps, her hands gripping the edge of the coffee table so hard her knuckles turn white. The sensation is exquisite—she's incredibly tight, her inner walls gripping me like a silken vise as I ease my way deeper.

"Fuck, you're big," she breathes, the uncharacteristic profanity from her usually composed lips making the moment even more erotic. "So much bigger than I expected."

"You can take it," Lexi encourages from beside us, the camera focused on where our bodies are joining. "Look how wet you are for him."

Inch by agonizing inch, I sink deeper into Rowan until I'm fully seated within her, my thighs pressed against the back of hers. For a moment, we stay like that, both adjusting to the intense sensation. Then I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that starts slow but gradually increases in intensity.

"Yes," Rowan moans, her usual analytical detachment completely gone now, replaced by raw pleasure. "Just like that, Daddy. Don't stop."

Maya moves to kneel beside the coffee table, her face level with Rowan's. Their eyes meet, and something passes between them—some silent communication I can't decipher. Then Maya leans forward and kisses Rowan deeply, swallowing her moans as I continue to thrust into her from behind.

The sight of them kissing—Maya's softness contrasting with Rowan's sharper features—nearly undoes me. I grip Rowan's hips tighter, focusing on maintaining my rhythm despite the overwhelming visual stimulus. Lexi circles us with the camera, capturing every angle of our connection.

"How does she feel?" Lexi asks, her voice husky with arousal as she films. "Is she tight, Daddy?"

"So tight," I groan, the words escaping between labored breaths. "So fucking good."

Rowan breaks her kiss with Maya to look back at me, her hair wild around her face, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Harder," she demands. "I won't break."

I comply, increasing the force of my thrusts until the sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room. Rowan's moans grow louder, less controlled, her composure completely shattered now as I drive into her repeatedly. Maya continues to caress her face, whispering encouragements that I can't quite hear over Rowan's increasingly vocal responses.

"I'm close," Rowan gasps, her internal muscles clenching around me in a way that tests my already strained control. "Don't stop, don't stop, don't—" Her words dissolve into a long, low moan as her body shudders beneath me, her orgasm washing over her in visible waves.

I slow my pace, helping her ride out the aftershocks, amazed at how quickly and intensely she came. As her breathing begins to return to normal, I carefully withdraw, my cock still painfully hard and now glistening with her arousal.

"My turn," Maya says softly, already positioning herself where Rowan had been. Where Rowan was all elegant lines and cool control, Maya is soft curves and warm invitation as she bends over the coffee table. Her full ass presents a different but equally enticing target, her olive skin glowing in the afternoon light filtering through the windows.

Rowan moves to take the camera from Lexi, her movements slightly unsteady in the aftermath of her orgasm. "Go on," she encourages, gesturing toward Maya with a satisfied smile. "She's been very patient."

I position myself behind Maya, struck again by the contrast between these women. Where Rowan was tight and controlled, Maya is soft and yielding as I slide into her wet heat. She accepts me with a sigh that sounds almost like relief, her body opening for me in a way that's different but equally pleasurable.

"Oh, Johnny," she breathes, looking back at me with those warm brown eyes. "You feel so good inside me."

I establish a rhythm that's gentler than what Rowan demanded, sensing that Maya prefers it this way. Her responses confirm it—soft sighs and breathy moans rather than Rowan's more demanding vocalizations. I run my hands over the generous curve of her ass, up her back, tangling briefly in her dark hair.

"That's it, Daddy," she encourages, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. "Just like that."

Lexi kneels beside Maya now, mirroring what Maya did for Rowan. But where Maya offered gentle comfort, Lexi brings playful energy, teasing Maya's nipples and kissing her neck in a way that makes Maya gasp and clench around my shaft.

"Does she feel different than Rowan?" Lexi asks, her green eyes darting up to meet mine. "Do we all feel different to you, Daddy?"

"Completely different," I admit, my voice rough with arousal. "All of you... unique... perfect."

Maya's movements become more urgent beneath me, her breathing quickening as Lexi continues her attentions. "I'm getting close," she warns, her internal muscles fluttering around me in a telltale rhythm.

I adjust my angle slightly, hitting that spot that makes her gasp with each thrust. Maya's orgasm builds more gradually than Rowan's, a slow crescendo rather than a sudden explosion. When it finally crests, it's with a series of shuddering waves that roll through her body, her soft cries muffled against Lexi's shoulder.

Before I've fully processed Maya's orgasm, Lexi is already moving into position, practically pushing Maya aside in her eagerness. "My turn now, Daddy," she says, her compact body vibrating with anticipation. Unlike the other two, she doesn't bend over the coffee table but instead braces herself against the arm of the couch, looking back at me with a challenging grin. "Don't hold back with me. I can take it hard."

I move behind her, admiring the athletic lines of her body—the toned muscles of her back, the firm curve of her ass, the strength in her thighs as she widens her stance in invitation. When I enter her, it's yet another unique sensation—she's tighter than Maya but wetter than Rowan, her body gripping me with an almost desperate intensity.

"Fuck yes," she hisses as I bottom out inside her. "That's what I've been waiting for."

Lexi wants it rough—that much is immediately clear from the way she pushes back against me, setting a pace that's almost punishing in its intensity. I grip her hips, giving her what she's asking for, driving into her with a force I held back from the others.

"Yes! Harder, Daddy!" she cries out, her usual playfulness transformed into raw, animal need. "Fuck me like you mean it!"

Maya and Rowan watch from either side, the camera passing between them as they capture different angles of our coupling. They offer encouragement—Maya's gentle and supportive, Rowan's more clinical but no less arousing.

"Look how well she takes it," Rowan observes, zooming in on where our bodies connect. "She's been thinking about this all day."

"All fucking week," Lexi corrects between gasps, her body shaking with the force of our movements. "Ever since I saw him with Maya."

The knowledge that she's been fantasizing about this moment adds fuel to my already raging fire. I increase my pace even further, my fingers digging into the firm flesh of her hips as I pound into her exactly as she's demanding.

Lexi's orgasm, when it hits, is as explosive as her personality. She throws her head back, a stream of profanity and praise pouring from her lips as her body convulses around me. Her legs shake—just like they did by the pool—her right one trembling uncontrollably as pleasure overwhelms her system.

"That's it, that's it, that's it," she chants, riding the waves of her climax, her internal muscles squeezing me rhythmically. "Holy shit, I knew you'd be good."

By the time Lexi's orgasm subsides, I'm dangerously close to my own release. Three women, three distinct experiences, three powerful orgasms—and through it all, I've somehow maintained my control, determined to make this last, to give each of them exactly what they need.

I carefully withdraw from Lexi, my cock almost painfully hard now, slick with the combined arousal of all three women. They gather around me, their expressions a mixture of satisfaction and renewed hunger. I've pleased them all, but from the look in their eyes, we're far from done.

"I think it's time to change positions," Rowan says, her usual composure returning though her cheeks remain flushed with lingering pleasure. "Don't you agree, girls?"

Before I can catch my breath, Lexi's small hands are on my chest, pushing me backward until I tumble onto the plush sectional sofa. My back hits the soft cushions with a gentle thud, my cock still standing at attention despite the marathon session we've already had. "My turn to drive," she announces with that mischievous grin that makes my heart rate spike. She climbs onto the couch with the nimble grace of a gymnast, positioning herself to straddle my hips while Maya and Rowan arrange themselves on either side of me, their warm naked bodies pressed against mine in a tangle of soft limbs and heated skin.

"Here," Rowan says, handing me the camera. "Let's see if you can keep it steady while we take care of you."

The camera feels impossibly heavy in my hand as Lexi positions herself above me, her compact body hovering just inches above my straining erection. Maya leans in to kiss my neck, her soft lips finding my pulse point with unerring accuracy, while Rowan's elegant fingers trace patterns across my chest, occasionally pinching a nipple in a way that sends jolts of pleasure straight to my groin.

"Ready, Daddy?" Lexi asks, her hand wrapping around my shaft to hold it steady as she begins to lower herself down.

Words fail me completely, so I just nod, trying to keep the camera focused on Lexi's face as she sinks onto me with agonizing slowness. Her expression is a study in concentration and pleasure—eyebrows drawing together, bottom lip caught between her teeth, eyes fluttering closed as she takes me inch by inch into her tight heat.

"Fuck, you feel even bigger in this position," she gasps when she's fully seated, her small hands braced on my chest for balance. "So fucking deep."

She begins to move—small circles of her hips at first, grinding against me rather than lifting up. The camera wavers in my grip as pleasure floods my system, but I force myself to keep it steady, capturing the moment when Lexi throws her head back, blonde hair cascading down her back as she finds a rhythm that works for her.

Meanwhile, Maya has moved lower, her lips now trailing down my chest toward where Lexi and I are joined. With delicate precision, she positions herself to lick at my exposed balls each time Lexi rises up, creating a dual sensation that makes my toes curl with pleasure.

"Don't forget me," Rowan purrs from my other side, turning my face toward her for a deep, searching kiss. Her tongue explores my mouth with the same methodical thoroughness she applied to sucking my cock earlier, while her hand replaces Maya's on my chest, fingernails scraping lightly across my nipple.

The combination is overwhelming—Lexi riding me with increasing enthusiasm, her tight pussy gripping me like a vise; Maya's hot tongue lapping at my balls with delicate precision; Rowan's mouth demanding my attention while her hands explore my upper body. It's sensory overload in the best possible way, my nerve endings firing in so many places that I can barely process it all.

"Does that feel good, Daddy?" Lexi asks, her voice breathy as she increases her pace. "You like having all three of us at once?"

"Yes," I manage to gasp between Rowan's kisses, the camera shaking in my hand as I try to maintain focus. "It's incredible."

Lexi grins, shifting her weight forward to change the angle. She cries out when my cock hits a particularly sensitive spot inside her, her internal muscles clenching around me reflexively. "Right there," she moans, grinding down hard. "Right fucking there."

I watch through the viewfinder as her expression transforms, pleasure overtaking her features as she chases her release. Her rhythm becomes more erratic, her breathing more labored, her small breasts bouncing with each movement. Maya and Rowan sense the change, both focusing their attention on Lexi now—Maya reaching up to pinch one of Lexi's nipples while Rowan whispers encouragement in her ear.

"Come for him, Lexi," Rowan urges, her voice carrying that note of command that seems to affect all of us. "Show him how good he makes you feel."

Lexi's pace becomes frantic, her hands digging into my chest hard enough to leave marks as she grinds against me with desperate intensity. When her orgasm hits, it's with a series of high-pitched cries that increase in volume until she's practically screaming, her entire body shaking, that same telltale tremor in her right leg that I noticed during our poolside encounter. The camera captures it all—her face contorted in ecstasy, her compact body wracked with pleasure spasms, her pussy visibly pulsing around my cock.

As the aftershocks fade, Lexi collapses forward onto my chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Holy shit," she mumbles against my skin. "That was even better than last time."

Before I can respond, Maya is gently maneuvering Lexi off me, helping her to the side where she curls up like a satisfied cat, still trembling slightly from her intense orgasm. Then Maya positions herself above me, her soft curves a stark contrast to Lexi's athletic frame as she straddles my hips.

"My turn," she says softly, taking hold of my still-hard cock and guiding it to her entrance. The camera nearly slips from my sweaty grip as she sinks down on me, taking my entire length in one slow, fluid motion that draws groans from both of us.

Where Lexi was tight and gripping, Maya is warm and enveloping, her body accepting me completely. She moves differently too—rolling her hips in a sensual wave rather than bouncing, creating a slower but no less intense friction that makes my eyes roll back in my head.

"You feel so good inside me," she murmurs, leaning forward to kiss me deeply. Her full breasts press against my chest, her nipples hard points of contact that add another layer to the overwhelming sensations coursing through me.

Rowan has taken over Maya's previous position, her elegant head between my legs where she alternates between licking my balls and the base of my shaft where it disappears into Maya. The dual stimulation is mind-bending—Maya's tight heat surrounding most of my cock while Rowan's clever tongue teases what's exposed.

Meanwhile, Lexi has recovered enough to join in again, kissing my neck and whispering filthy encouragements in my ear. "She loves your cock so much, Daddy," she murmurs, her breath hot against my skin. "Look how wet she is for you."

I angle the camera to capture Maya's face—her warm brown eyes half-lidded with pleasure, her full lips parted as soft moans escape with each roll of her hips. Unlike Lexi's frantic chase toward orgasm, Maya approaches her pleasure with the same gentle thoroughness she applies to everything. Her movements are deliberate, focused, each rotation of her hips designed to maximize both our pleasure.

"That's it," she breathes, her internal muscles clenching around me in a rhythm that suggests she's building toward climax. "Just like that, Johnny."

The use of my name rather than "Daddy" strikes me as significant somehow—a moment of genuine connection amid the performance. I reach up with my free hand to cup her cheek, and her eyes open fully to meet mine. Something passes between us in that look—something beyond the physical pleasure we're sharing.

The moment is broken when Rowan rises up to capture one of Maya's nipples in her mouth, causing Maya to gasp and increase her pace slightly. The camera shakes in my hand as I try to capture this new development—Rowan's lips wrapped around Maya's dark nipple, Maya's head thrown back in pleasure, the place where my cock disappears into her body.

Maya's orgasm builds visibly—a flush spreading across her chest and up her neck, her breathing becoming more labored, her rhythm faltering slightly as she gets closer to the edge. When it finally washes over her, it's with a deep, guttural moan that seems to be torn from somewhere primal inside her. Her entire

Her entire body shudders, her inner walls pulsing around me with such intensity that I have to bite my lip to keep from coming right then and there. Unlike Lexi's explosive release, Maya's orgasm rolls through her in waves, each one causing her to gasp and clench around me until she's completely spent.

As Maya recovers, resting her forehead against mine while her breathing slowly returns to normal, Rowan is already moving into position. She helps Maya dismount carefully, supporting her trembling body as she slides to my side. Then, with characteristic efficiency, Rowan straddles me, her expression almost businesslike as she positions herself above my cock.

"My turn again," she says, her cool composure back in place despite the flush on her cheeks and the obvious arousal evident in her hard nipples and slick thighs. "Let's see if you can maintain your control for just a bit longer."

The challenge in her voice is unmistakable, and I find myself rising to meet it, determined to last through one more round despite the incredible stimulation I've already endured. I focus the camera on her face as she lowers herself onto me, capturing the moment when her mask of control slips slightly, her lips parting in a silent "oh" as I fill her completely.

Rowan rides differently than either Lexi or Maya—more controlled, more deliberate, almost analytical in her approach. She varies her movements systematically, as if cataloging my responses to different techniques, noting which ones draw the strongest reactions. It's like being the subject of an erotic experiment conducted by the most beautiful scientist imaginable.

"You've done well," she says, her voice only slightly breathless despite the exertion. "Most men wouldn't have lasted through one of us, let alone all three."

Her praise sends an unexpected surge of pride through me, making my cock twitch inside her. Rowan notices, of course—she notices everything—and repeats the movement that elicited that response, a calculating smile spreading across her face.

Meanwhile, Maya and Lexi have positioned themselves on either side of us, their recovery apparently complete. Lexi leans in to kiss me deeply, her tongue playful against mine, while Maya's mouth finds my neck, sucking gently at the sensitive spot just below my ear. Four hands caress my chest, my arms, my stomach—everywhere they can reach without disturbing Rowan's rhythm.

The camera grows heavier in my hand as I struggle to maintain my focus. Through the viewfinder, I capture glimpses of this surreal tableau—Rowan riding me with controlled intensity, Lexi's blonde head bobbing as she moves from my mouth to my nipple, Maya's dark hair spread across my shoulder as she whispers encouragement in my ear.

"Look at me, Johnny," Rowan commands suddenly, grabbing my chin to force my gaze to hers. "I want you to watch me come."

The direct eye contact adds another layer of intensity to an already overwhelming experience. Rowan increases her pace slightly, her movements becoming minutely less controlled as her pleasure builds. I keep the camera steady on her face, determined to capture her transformation from composed businesswoman to creature of pure sensation.

It happens gradually—her breathing becoming more labored, her rhythm less precise, her gray eyes losing focus as she stares into mine. The sight is mesmerizing—this woman who's always so in control slowly coming undone above me.

"Don't stop looking at me," she insists, her voice hoarse as she grinds down harder. "I'm close."

Maya and Lexi sense the change in her, both shifting their attention to Rowan now. Lexi moves behind her, reaching around to play with her breasts while Maya's hand slides between our bodies to find Rowan's clit. The additional stimulation pushes Rowan closer to the edge, her usual composure fracturing further with each passing second.

When her orgasm finally takes her, it's with a cry that seems to surprise even her—loud and uninhibited, so different from her usual controlled demeanor. Her back arches, her head thrown back against Lexi's shoulder, her entire body going rigid before dissolving into trembling aftershocks. Through it all, I keep the camera focused on her face, capturing every nuance of her pleasure.

"Fuck," she breathes as the intensity begins to fade, the profanity sounding foreign but perfect on her lips. "That was... unexpected."

She collapses forward onto my chest, her usual grace momentarily abandoned as she catches her breath. The camera nearly slips from my sweat-slicked palm, but I manage to maintain my grip, continuing to record as Maya and Lexi cuddle in on either side of us, creating a tangle of limbs and heated skin.

For a moment, we lie there in a satisfied heap, the only sounds our collective breathing slowly returning to normal. I'm still painfully hard inside Rowan, my own release denied as I focused on theirs, but strangely, I don't mind. There's something profoundly satisfying about having brought all three of these incredible women to completion, about having witnessed their pleasure in such an intimate way.

"You're still hard," Rowan observes after a moment, shifting slightly on top of me. "And you've been so patient."

"So good to us, Daddy," Lexi adds, her hand tracing patterns on my chest. "I think it's time we reward you properly."

Maya nods in agreement, her warm eyes meeting mine. "You've earned it," she says softly. "But first, let me take that camera. You deserve to just feel without having to worry about the shot."

She gently removes the device from my grip, my fingers stiff from holding it for so long. As she positions herself to continue filming, Rowan carefully lifts herself off me, my cock slipping from her with a wet sound that's captured by the camera's sensitive microphone.

"Don't worry," she says, noting my expression of loss as she moves to the side. "We're not done with you yet. Not by a long shot."

The three women exchange looks that suggest they've planned what comes next, some silent communication passing between them that both excites and intimidates me. Whatever they have in mind, I know one thing for certain—I've never experienced anything like this day, and I likely never will again.

Lexi grins, her boundless energy apparently fully restored as she bounces slightly on the cushion beside me. "Ready for the grand finale, Daddy?" she asks, her green eyes sparkling with mischief.

All I can do is nod, my voice having abandoned me completely in the face of such overwhelming pleasure. Three beautiful women, three distinct personalities, three unique approaches to pleasure—and all of them focused entirely on me. Whatever happens next, I know it will be beyond anything I could have imagined when I woke up this morning.

With graceful coordination that suggests they've planned this moment carefully, the three women slide off the couch and position themselves on their knees before me. Maya takes the camera from where she'd been filming and sets it on the coffee table, angling it to capture what comes next. They arrange themselves in a row—Lexi on the left, Maya in the middle, Rowan on the right—their beautiful faces upturned toward me, eyes gleaming with anticipation. "We want you to come on our faces, Daddy," Lexi announces with characteristic directness. "All of us together."

The sight before me is something straight out of a fantasy—three gorgeous women kneeling naked, mouths slightly open, tongues occasionally darting out to wet their lips as they wait for my release. My cock throbs painfully, having been on the edge for what feels like hours as I focused on their pleasure rather than my own.

"Stand up, Johnny," Rowan instructs, her business-like tone returning though her hair remains disheveled from our activities. "We want to make sure the camera captures everything."

I rise on slightly shaky legs, positioning myself before them as directed. My cock stands proudly at attention, still slick with the combined arousal of all three women. Lexi reaches out first, wrapping her small hand around my shaft and beginning to stroke with practiced precision.

"Let us take care of you now," Maya says softly, her warm eyes looking up at me with genuine affection that transcends the obviously pornographic nature of what we're doing. "You've been so good to us."

Rowan leans forward, adding her hand beneath Lexi's, creating a double-grip that has me seeing stars. "Consider this your reward for saving our house," she adds with a rare smile that transforms her usually stern features. "Among other services rendered."

They work together seamlessly—Lexi's hand pumping the upper half of my shaft, Rowan's controlling the base, while Maya's fingers cup and massage my balls with gentle pressure. The triple stimulation is mind-blowing, pushing me rapidly toward a release that's been building through multiple rounds of sex.

"Look at the camera, Daddy," Lexi instructs, her voice taking on that breathy quality she uses when performing. "Let them see how good we make you feel."

I turn my head slightly, making eye contact with the lens as instructed. The knowledge that this moment is being recorded—that my pleasure will be preserved digitally for others to witness—adds another layer of eroticism to an already overwhelming experience.

"Tell us when you're close," Rowan says, her hand increasing its pace slightly. "We want to be ready."

It doesn't take long. After everything I've experienced today—the threeway blowjob, fucking each of them from behind, being ridden by all three in succession—my body is primed for release. The pressure builds rapidly at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight against my body, my breathing becoming ragged as I approach the point of no return.

"I'm close," I warn, the words strained through gritted teeth as I fight to hold back just a few seconds longer, wanting to savor this moment of perfect anticipation.

Immediately, the women adjust their positions, leaning in closer to me and to each other. Their faces are inches apart now, upturned expectantly, tongues extended. Lexi winks at me, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. Maya's expression is one of genuine enthusiasm mixed with affection. Rowan maintains her cool gaze but with an unmistakable heat behind it.

"Come for us, Daddy," they say in near-perfect unison, as if they've rehearsed this moment.

It's the final push I need. With a guttural groan that seems torn from somewhere deep inside me, I explode, my orgasm ripping through me with an intensity that makes my vision blur at the edges. The first pulse lands across Lexi's cheek and Maya's waiting tongue. The second decorates Rowan's forehead and the bridge of Maya's nose. I continue to erupt, painting their beautiful faces with stripe after stripe of my release as they maintain eye contact with both me and the camera.

The women make a show of it, knowing exactly what will play well on screen. Lexi moans dramatically, catching a strand on her tongue and swallowing it with exaggerated pleasure. Maya closes her eyes in blissful appreciation as my seed lands on her lips and cheeks. Rowan maintains her composed expression even as my cum drips down her face, creating an erotic contrast that's somehow even hotter than the others' more animated responses.

When the final pulses subside, leaving me drained and trembling, the women exchange glances and then, in a move that nearly makes my heart stop, begin to lick my cum from each other's faces. Lexi's tongue darts out to clean Maya's cheek, while Maya turns to lap at a strand decorating Rowan's lips. The sight is so intensely erotic that my spent cock gives a valiant twitch, as if trying to respond to stimulus that's simply beyond my body's current capabilities.

"Perfect," Rowan says after a moment, reaching over to the coffee table to turn off the camera. The red recording light blinks off, signaling the end of our performance. The atmosphere shifts subtly—still intimate, still charged, but no longer performed for an audience.

Lexi bounces to her feet first, seemingly immune to the fatigue that's settled deep in my bones. "That was fucking amazing," she declares, stretching her arms overhead in a movement that emphasizes her petite, athletic frame. "Best group scene ever."

Maya rises more slowly, reaching for a box of tissues on the side table and beginning to clean her face with practical efficiency. She offers the box to Rowan, who accepts it with a nod of thanks. The domestic normality of the gesture strikes me as oddly touching after the wild intensity of what we've just shared.

"You should shower before you go," Rowan suggests, her practical nature asserting itself as she dabs at her face with a tissue. "The guest bathroom upstairs has fresh towels."

"Or," Maya interjects, her voice softer than usual, almost hesitant, "you could stay a while longer. Maybe... more permanently."

The casual way she drops this bombshell makes me wonder if I've misheard. I look between the three women, trying to read their expressions. Lexi is practically vibrating with excitement, barely containing herself as she awaits my response. Rowan's face is more guarded, but there's a hopeful quality to her gaze that I've never seen before. And Maya... Maya looks almost vulnerable, as if she's laid her heart bare alongside her body.

"Are you asking me to move in?" I clarify, wanting to be absolutely certain I understand what's being offered.

"Yes," Rowan confirms, her practical tone unable to completely mask the emotion underneath. "We've discussed it extensively, and we all agree it makes sense."

"Makes sense?" I repeat, something sinking in my chest at the businesslike framing.

Lexi rolls her eyes at Rowan. "What Ms. Logical here means is that we want you here. With us." She bounces over to me, her naked body pressing against mine without a hint of self-consciousness. "You belong here, Johnny. You're one of us now."

Maya approaches more slowly, her hand finding mine in a gesture that feels more intimate somehow than the sex we just had. "We know it's sudden," she says softly. "And you don't have to answer right away. But we'd like you to consider it."

I look around at the three of them—so different from each other, yet somehow forming a perfect unit that I've somehow become part of. In just a few days, they've transformed my life completely. From delivery driver to porn performer to... what? Boyfriend? Partner? Whatever label applies, the emotion behind it is real.

"What about my apartment?" I ask, practical concerns surfacing even as my heart leaps at their offer.

"Your lease with Pat is month-to-month, right?" Rowan asks, clearly having thought through the logistics. "You could give notice, be moved in here by next week."

The thought of leaving my tiny studio—with its leaky shower and temperamental hot plate—for this spacious home filled with these incredible women isn't a difficult decision. Especially when I consider the alternative: going back to my solitary existence after experiencing this connection, this belonging.

"Yes," I say simply, the word carrying the weight of a life-changing decision. "I'd like to move in."

Lexi squeals with delight, throwing her arms around my neck and planting a kiss on my lips that quickly deepens into something more passionate. When she finally releases me, Maya steps in, her embrace softer but no less meaningful, her kiss conveying emotions that words couldn't capture. Even Rowan moves closer, pressing her lips to mine in a kiss that's both controlled and surprisingly tender.

"So it's settled," Rowan says when we separate, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "You'll move in this weekend. We'll help, of course."

"And celebrate properly once you're all moved in," Lexi adds with a suggestive wiggle of her eyebrows.

Maya simply squeezes my hand, her warm eyes conveying everything she doesn't say aloud. In that moment, I realize that whatever this arrangement is—whether it's primarily physical or something deeper—it's exactly what I need. After months of feeling adrift, of struggling to rebuild after losing everything, I've found a new kind of home with these three women.

"I can't believe this is happening," I admit, the words escaping before I can filter them. "A week ago I was delivering your food, and now..."

"Now you're delivering something much more satisfying," Lexi finishes with a wink, unable to resist the innuendo.

We all laugh, the sound filling the living room with warmth and promise. As Maya leans her head against my shoulder and Rowan's hand finds its way to the small of my back, with Lexi bouncing excitedly beside us, I feel something I haven't experienced in a very long time: happiness. Pure, uncomplicated happiness.

Whatever tomorrow brings—whether it's filming more content, navigating the complexities of living with three women, or building something meaningful that transcends our professional arrangement—I know one thing for certain. I'm exactly where I'm meant to be, with exactly the people I'm meant to be with.

And for the first time in months, the future looks bright.
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