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Chapter 1



I push open the door to my apartment, keys jangling in my trembling hand, and slam it shut behind me. The lock clicks into place as I lean against the door, my heart still pounding like I've run a marathon. Five hundred dollars in cash sits heavy in my pocket, payment for what I just did with Maya. I've just fucked a beautiful woman on camera. I've just been paid to have sex. Holy shit. My body buzzes with leftover adrenaline and something else—excitement, disbelief, shame? I'm not sure which emotion is winning, but I know one thing: I need a shower.

I flick on the hallway light, illuminating the sad reality of my post-divorce existence. The bulb flickers twice before settling into a steady, unflattering glow. My apartment is about one-fourth the size of Maya's bedroom alone. The contrast is jarring—from her plush velvet furnishings and professional lighting setup to my secondhand everything and bare walls. From her king-sized bed with its mountain of decorative pillows to my mattress on the floor. From her life as a successful cam girl to my life as... whatever this is.

I kick off my shoes, letting them land wherever, and head straight for the bathroom. The light switch here doesn't work half the time, so I jiggle it extra hard. The fluorescent bulb buzzes to life, revealing cracked beige tiles and a dripping showerhead that my landlord has promised to fix for three months straight. Mildew creeps along the caulking in the corners of the shower stall. The whole thing is barely big enough to turn around in, nothing like Maya's spacious glass enclosure with its multiple showerheads.

But right now, I don't care about any of that. I strip off my clothes, dropping them in a heap on the floor, and turn the shower knob all the way to hot. The pipes groan in protest before spitting out water that takes its sweet time warming up. While I wait, I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror above the sink. My eyes look different somehow—brighter, more alive than they've been in months. Is this what getting laid does to a man after a long dry spell? Or is it something more?

The mirror begins to fog as steam fills the small space. I step into the shower, hissing as the now-scalding water hits my skin. It feels amazing, like it's washing away more than just sweat and sex. I tilt my head back, letting the water cascade over my face, through my hair, down my shoulders. For a few minutes, I just stand there, eyes closed, feeling the heat penetrate my muscles.

When I open my eyes, I reach for the cheap bar soap sitting in the plastic holder. It's nothing like whatever fancy body wash Maya had in her shower, but it'll do the job. I work up a lather between my palms, then run my hands over my chest, my arms, my stomach. As I soap my body, my mind replays flashes from earlier:

Maya kneeling between my legs, those plum-colored lips stretched around my cock.

Her soft moans as she lowered herself onto me, taking me inch by inch.

The way she said "Daddy" in that breathy voice that made my balls tighten.

The genuine surprise in her eyes when she came—not faking it, actually coming on my cock.

Her face covered in my cum, smiling at the camera like she'd just received a gift.

My cock stirs at the memories, hardening against my thigh despite how recently I came. I wrap my soap-slick hand around it, giving it a slow stroke as I remember the tight heat of Maya's pussy. The water pounds against my back, steam filling my lungs with each heavy breath. It would be so easy to jerk off right here, replaying the scene in my head.

But something stops me. It feels... wrong somehow. Not the sex itself—that was incredible—but the context. She was working. I was working. We fucked on camera for money. Does that cheapen what happened? Should it? The five hundred dollars burning a hole in my pocket says this was a transaction, but the butterflies in my stomach tell a different story.

I let go of my cock and finish washing, scrubbing harder than necessary as if I can somehow clean away my conflicted feelings along with the day's sweat. I rinse the soap from my body, watching it swirl down the drain in lazy spirals. The hot water is starting to cool—another charming feature of this apartment—so I shut it off before it turns icy.

Stepping out onto the threadbare bath mat, I grab my only clean towel from the hook on the door. It's thin and scratchy against my skin, nothing like the plush luxury of Maya's bathroom. But it does the job, and I dry off roughly, creating friction heat against my cooling skin.

The mirror is completely fogged now. I swipe my hand across it, creating a streak of clarity in the condensation. My reflection stares back at me, droplets of water still clinging to my chest hair. Something catches my eye—a small purple mark just below my collarbone. I lean closer, examining it in the narrow window of clear glass.

"Well, would you look at that," I say aloud to the empty bathroom.

A hickey. Maya gave me a fucking hickey. I don't even remember when it happened—was it during the shower? When she kissed me while riding my cock? The fact that I can't pinpoint the moment makes it feel more real somehow, like it wasn't just for the camera.

I touch the mark gently, pressing on it to feel the slight tenderness. It's been years since I had a hickey—probably not since college. My ex-wife wasn't big on leaving marks. Said they were juvenile. But seeing this small purple bruise on my skin makes me grin like an idiot. It's physical proof that today actually happened, that I didn't imagine the whole thing.

My grin widens in the mirror, and I realize with a start that I'm feeling something I haven't felt in a very long time. Butterflies. Actual, honest-to-god butterflies fluttering in my stomach when I think about Maya. Not just arousal—though there's plenty of that—but that nervous excitement that comes with possibility. With potential. With something new.

"Get it together, Johnny," I tell my reflection, but I can't wipe the smile off my face. "She's a cam girl who hired you to fuck on camera. Don't go falling for the first pretty face who touches your dick post-divorce."

But even as I say it, I know it's more than that. There was something in the way Maya looked at me when the camera wasn't rolling. Something in how she gave me space to decide whether I wanted to continue. Something in the text tone I assigned to her number before I left her house, choosing the special chime that would let me know immediately when she contacted me again.

I run my hand through my damp hair, sending droplets flying. My reflection looks back at me—still the same guy who woke up this morning as a failed executive turned delivery driver, but somehow different. Somehow more. The butterflies aren't going anywhere, and for the first time in months, I'm actually looking forward to tomorrow.

I wander back into my living room, towel wrapped around my waist, surveying the wreckage of my life. Empty ramen packets litter the counter, alongside a collection of beer bottles that would make a college freshman proud. My "couch" is a folding lawn chair with a pillow thrown on it for "comfort." A stack of delivery uniforms sits in the corner, waiting to be washed. It's hard to believe that less than a year ago, I had a corner office and a cleaning service that came twice a week. Now I'm living in a shithole with laundry piling up and dishes growing their own ecosystems in the sink. And yet, for the first time in months, I don't really mind.

I grab a pair of clean boxers from the laundry basket of clothes I never bothered to put away and pull them on, dropping the towel on the floor. The envelope of cash in my jeans pocket catches my eye from where I'd thrown them after my shower. I pull it out, feeling its weight in my hand. Five hundred dollars. More than a week's worth of food deliveries, earned in less than an hour. With Maya. My cock stirs at the memory of her sliding down onto me, her heavily made-up eyes fluttering closed as I filled her.

Focus, Johnny. I shake my head and open the envelope, pulling out the crisp bills. I count them twice, still not quite believing it's real. Five hundred exactly, just like she promised. This would cover my overdue car payment, with enough left over to maybe get the brakes fixed. Or I could put it toward next month's rent for Pat, get ahead for once instead of always catching up.

I carry the envelope to the bedroom—really just an alcove separated from the main room by a flimsy curtain—and tuck it carefully into my bedside drawer, which is actually just a milk crate turned on its side. The contrast between this and my former walk-in closet with built-in drawers is almost laughable.

Back in the main room, I grab a trash bag and start clearing away the worst of the mess. Empty beer bottles clink against each other as I drop them in. Fast food wrappers and ramen packets follow. I'm not usually this messy—depression just has a way of making small tasks seem monumental. But tonight, I have energy to burn. My skin feels electric, my brain won't slow down, and my hands can't stay still.

I check my phone. No messages. It's only been two hours since I left Maya's house—she's probably still cleaning up from our shoot or maybe already planning the next one. Does she want me to come back? She said to text her tomorrow, but maybe I should reach out tonight, let her know I'm thinking about her...

No. Don't be that guy. I toss the phone onto my lawn chair couch and continue cleaning. I gather the scattered delivery uniforms and stuff them into my laundry hamper. Then I tackle the kitchen area, filling the sink with hot water and dish soap. As I submerge crusty plates and utensils, my mind wanders back to Maya's bathroom—the expensive fixtures, the multiple shower heads, the plush towels. Her house probably has a dishwasher. Hell, she probably has a cleaning service like I used to.

That was a different life. Before Sharon left. Before the company "restructuring" that somehow only restructured me and three other executives who'd questioned the CEO's new direction. Before I had to sell our house to pay off debt and still ended up with nothing but a ruined credit score and a box of clothes to show for fifteen years of corporate climbing.

I scrub harder at a plate with dried food stuck to it, the physical effort matching my mental one to push away bitter thoughts. Water splashes onto my bare chest. This isn't the time to dwell on the past. Tonight, I did something completely new, completely outside my comfort zone. And it felt fucking good.

The distinctive text tone I assigned to Maya cuts through my thoughts like a knife—a gentle chiming sound that instantly makes my heart race. I grab for my phone with wet, soapy hands, nearly dropping it in my haste.

Maya [image: cat face]: Hey delivery boy. You get home okay? [image: smiling face with smiling eyes]

I stare at the message, a grin spreading across my face. She's thinking about me. I dry my hands hastily on my boxers and type a response.

Me: Just cleaning up a bit. You wore me out.

I press send, then immediately wonder if that was too forward. But before I can second-guess myself further, those three dots appear, showing she's already typing back.

Maya [image: cat face]: Good to know I still have that effect on men. Even ones with impressive stamina like yours. [image: eggplant]

My cock stiffens at the eggplant emoji—such a stupid, simple thing to get excited about, but knowing she's thinking about my cock makes blood rush south so fast I feel light-headed. I sit down on my lawn chair, phone gripped in my suddenly unsteady hand.

Me: Just doing my job. Speaking of which, the camera work was amateur hour. Sorry about that.

Maya [image: cat face]: Are you kidding? You were amazing. Natural talent. The footage looks fantastic.

She's already reviewed it? The thought of Maya watching our encounter, maybe touching herself while doing so, makes me grip my hardening cock through my boxers. I squeeze once, trying to get myself under control before responding.

Me: Good to hear. Not sure if I'm ready for my porn star debut though.

The three dots appear, disappear, then appear again, like she's carefully considering her response. My heart pounds as I wait.

Maya [image: cat face]: No pressure. But if you're interested... what are you doing tomorrow?

My pulse quickens even more. Tomorrow. She wants to see me tomorrow. I check my delivery app—I'm not scheduled until the evening shift.

Me: I'm off. Why?

The response is immediate this time.

Maya [image: cat face]: Perfect! Come over in the morning. The girls have a surprise for you. [image: smirking face]

The girls. Plural. The mental image of Maya with her two housemates—Rowan with her curves barely contained in that silk robe, Lexi with her infectious giggle and long legs—sends a jolt straight to my groin. What kind of surprise could three cam girls have for me? My imagination runs wild with possibilities, each more explicit than the last.

My fingers tremble slightly as I type a response.

Me: What time?

Maya [image: cat face]: 10am. Don't be late. And come hungry. [image: winking face]

The winking emoji could mean anything, but in context, it feels deliciously suggestive. I adjust myself in my boxers, my erection now straining against the fabric. The rush of anticipation I feel is almost dizzying.

Me: I'll be there. Can't wait to see what you have planned.

Maya [image: cat face]: Trust me, you're going to love it. Sweet dreams, Johnny. Think of me. [image: kiss mark]

The kiss emoji makes me smile like a teenager who just got noticed by his crush. I set the phone down and realize I'm flushed, my skin hot with excitement. I haven't reacted this way to text messages since... hell, maybe ever. Not even with Sharon in the early days of our relationship.

I return to the sink, resuming my dish washing with renewed vigor. The mundane task can't dampen my spirits now. My mind races with possibilities for tomorrow morning. Will it be another shoot? Will all three of them be involved? The thought sends another pulse of blood to my already half-hard cock.

The water has cooled, so I drain the sink and refill it with hot water, plunging my hands back in to finish the job. Steam rises around my face as I scrub, but I barely notice the heat. All I can think about is Maya—her smile, her touch, the way she took control of the situation today but still gave me room to make my own choices.

And now, a surprise with the girls tomorrow morning. Ten a.m. can't come soon enough.

The digital clock on my floor reads 1:17 AM, its red numbers casting an eerie glow across my bedroom. I'm exhausted, my body spent from the day's activities, but my mind refuses to power down. I stare at the ceiling, counting cracks in the plaster while images of Maya flash through my head like a highlight reel of porn I starred in. Her lips wrapped around my cock. Her pussy gripping me tight as she rode me. The surprised look on her face when she actually came. The weight of five hundred dollars in my hand afterward. I've been lying here for over an hour, and sleep feels as far away as my old executive lifestyle.

I roll onto my side, my eyes adjusting to the darkness enough to make out the sad state of my bedroom. The mattress lies directly on the floor—no frame, no box spring, just a queen-size slab of memory foam that was the one luxury I allowed myself after the divorce. My clothes hang from a portable metal rack against one wall, the kind college students use in dorms. A milk crate serves as my nightstand, holding a cheap lamp with a crooked shade and my phone charger. The contrast between this and my former master suite with its California king and custom built-ins is so stark it would be funny if it weren't so pathetic.

My phone screen illuminates as I check it for the twentieth time since I laid down. No new messages. I scroll back through my conversation with Maya, rereading her last text.

Maya [image: cat face]: Trust me, you're going to love it. Sweet dreams, Johnny. Think of me. [image: kiss mark]

As if I could think of anything else. I set the phone back down, trying to ignore the tingling sensation that runs through me whenever I picture her face. This is ridiculous. I'm acting like a teenager with his first crush, not a thirty-five-year-old divorced man who just got paid to have sex on camera.

I close my eyes, willing sleep to come, but all I see is Maya in that gothic schoolgirl outfit, her breasts spilling out of the corset, her dark lipstick smeared across her face after swallowing my cock. Then the image shifts to her in the shower, water cascading down her olive skin, her natural face free of makeup, vulnerable and real. Which version of her was authentic? The professional cam girl who knew exactly how to perform for an audience, or the woman who seemed genuinely surprised by her own orgasm?

And what about tomorrow? "The girls have a surprise for you." What does that even mean? My cock stirs under the sheets at the possibility of being with all three of them. Rowan with those curves that seem impossible on a real woman. Lexi with her petite frame and mischievous smile. And Maya... god, Maya. The way she took control of the situation, how she guided me through every step, how she made me feel wanted and valuable even though she was paying me.

I flip onto my stomach, burying my face in the pillow. This line of thinking isn't helping me sleep. I try to focus on my breathing, on relaxing each muscle group starting from my toes and working upward, on counting backward from one hundred—all the tricks I used to use when work stress kept me up at night.

Nothing works. The clock now reads 2:43 AM, and I'm more awake than ever. I kick off the blankets, feeling too hot despite the cool air in the apartment. My skin feels hypersensitive, like every nerve ending is dialed up to eleven. I punch my pillow into a different shape, hoping a new position will somehow trick my body into sleep.

It doesn't. After another ten minutes of shifting around, I give up and sit up on the edge of my mattress. The floor is cold under my bare feet as I stand, stretching my arms above my head until my back gives a satisfying pop. I pad across the small apartment to the kitchen area, fill a glass with tap water, and gulp it down.

The water helps cool me from the inside, but does nothing for my racing thoughts. I move to the window, pushing aside the cheap blinds to look out at the quiet street below. Pat's main house is dark; she's probably been asleep for hours. A lone streetlight casts pools of yellow on the empty road. Everything is still, peaceful, normal—completely at odds with the chaos inside my head.

Twenty-four hours ago, I was just a delivery guy struggling to make rent. Now I'm... what? A porn performer? A male prostitute? A guy with an opportunity to make more money in a day than he usually makes in a week? Whatever label fits, there's no denying that my life has taken a sharp turn into uncharted territory.

And the strangest part is that I don't feel bad about it. Confused, yes. Overwhelmed, definitely. But not ashamed or regretful. There was something liberating about being with Maya, about being wanted for exactly what I could offer in that moment. No pretense, no games, just raw physical connection with clear expectations on both sides.

I let the blinds fall back into place and wander back to my bed. The clock now reads 3:22 AM. I have to be at Maya's house in less than seven hours. I need to sleep.

I pick up my phone again, the blue glow illuminating my face as I open Maya's contact. I scroll through our conversation one more time, lingering on the words "the girls have a surprise for you." My imagination runs wild with possibilities. Will they want me to perform with all three of them? Is it another type of content altogether? Maybe they just want to discuss a regular arrangement—me coming back to film with them weekly, building a more permanent working relationship.

That last thought sends a surge of something through me—anticipation mixed with a touch of anxiety. Could I really do this regularly? Have sex on camera for money? My ex-wife would have a field day if she ever found out. But then, she's not in my life anymore, is she? She made her choice when she walked out with half of everything I owned.

I set the phone down on my chest and stare back up at the ceiling. In the stillness of the early morning hours, I can admit to myself that this isn't just about the money. Yes, five hundred dollars is life-changing in my current situation. But there's more to it. There's the way Maya looked at me when the camera wasn't rolling. The genuine connection I felt with her in the shower. The butterflies that haven't left my stomach since I first laid eyes on her.

I pick up my phone again, opening her text thread. I type out a message—"Can't sleep. Thinking about you."—but my thumb hovers over the send button. Too desperate? Too soon? I delete it character by character, then type a new one: "Looking forward to tomorrow." I stare at those four words for a long minute before deleting them too. Better to play it cool. Better to wait until morning.

I set an alarm for 8:30 AM, giving myself plenty of time to shower, shave, and drive to her house. Then I plug in my phone and set it on the milk crate beside me, screen facing up so I'll see immediately if she texts again.

Outside, the first hints of dawn are starting to lighten the sky from black to deep blue. My eyelids finally grow heavy as exhaustion begins to win out over excitement. As I drift toward sleep, Maya's face floats in my mind—not the heavily made-up performer with the purple lipstick, but the shower version with her freckles and natural smile. In my half-conscious state, I reach out as if to touch her, my hand finding only the cool sheet beside me.

Tomorrow, I think as sleep finally claims me. Tomorrow I'll see her again. My phone remains clutched in my hand, open to Maya's last message about the "surprise," as if holding onto it will somehow bring morning faster.


Chapter 2



My Toyota gives a final shudder as I pull into the driveway of the streamer house, the engine begging for mercy before falling silent. I check my reflection in the rearview mirror, running a hand through my hair and taking a deep breath. My stomach is doing somersaults like I'm sixteen again, heading to pick up my prom date. Except I'm thirty-five, divorced, and about to meet three cam girls who promised me a "surprise." Not exactly the life trajectory I imagined for myself, but the flutter of anticipation I feel is more genuine than anything I've experienced in years.

I check my phone one last time: 9:58 AM. Perfect timing. I grab the coffee I picked up on the way—one for me and one for Maya. A peace offering? A bribe? I'm not even sure myself, but it felt like the right thing to do. The cardboard tray is warm against my palms as I make my way up the stone path to the front door, the morning sun already beating down on my back.

Before I can even knock, the door swings open, and Maya stands there in a loose tank top and yoga pants, her hair pulled back in a messy bun. No cat ear headphones today, no heavy makeup. Just natural beauty that makes my breath catch.

"You're punctual," she says with a smile that lights up her whole face. "I like that in a man."

"Brought you coffee," I reply, holding out the cardboard tray like an idiot. "Didn't know how you take it, so I got it black with some cream and sugar packets."

Maya's fingers brush mine as she takes the cup, lingering a beat longer than necessary. The contact sends electricity up my arm, and I have to suppress a shiver. "Black is perfect, actually," she says, her eyes locked on mine. "Come in."

She steps aside to let me pass, her hand resting lightly on my forearm as I walk through the doorway. The touch is casual but deliberate, and it makes my skin tingle beneath my shirt sleeve. The house smells like vanilla and something else—coconut maybe, the same scent from Maya's shower products yesterday. The memory of water cascading down her naked body flashes through my mind, and I have to force myself to think about baseball statistics to keep from getting hard right there in the entryway.

"The girls are still getting ready," Maya says, guiding me toward the living room with her hand still on my arm. "You can wait in here."

The living room looks different in the daylight. What seemed sleek and sophisticated last night now reveals itself as a carefully constructed stage. Ring lights on stands are positioned strategically around a purple velvet couch—the same one I sat on yesterday while eating salad with the girls. Multiple cameras on tripods point toward it from different angles. The glass coffee table holds a collection of what I first take to be decorative objects until I look closer and realize they're sex toys arranged in an artful display. Behind the couch, a green screen is partially rolled up, and various backdrops lean against the wall—a beach scene, a library setting, what looks like a dungeon.

"Make yourself comfortable," Maya says, gesturing toward the couch. "I need to finish getting ready too."

She disappears up the stairs, leaving me alone in what is clearly their studio space. I sit on the edge of the couch, feeling like I've stepped behind the curtain of some elaborate production. A high-end gaming PC hums in the corner, multiple monitors displaying screensavers of the three girls in various poses—gaming with controllers, lounging in bikinis, dressed as anime characters with those cat-ear headphones they all seem to favor.

I set my coffee on the table, careful to use a coaster despite the lived-in feel of the space. My leg bounces nervously as I check my phone. 10:05 AM. I have no idea what this "surprise" could be, and the waiting is killing me. Last night with Maya was incredible—more than incredible—but what if the other girls don't think I'm right for their content? What if the surprise is them letting me down gently?

The sound of footsteps on the stairs pulls me from my spiral of insecurity. Rowan appears, descending with the poise of a runway model despite wearing just jeans and a fitted t-shirt that showcases her impressive curves. Her red hair falls in waves around her shoulders, and she holds a crisp white envelope in one hand. Unlike Maya, she's wearing full makeup, her lips painted the same crimson as her hair.

"Johnny," she says, her voice cool but not unfriendly. "You're early."

Before I can point out that I'm actually five minutes late, a voice calls down from upstairs.

"Didn't we tell him to show up this evening?" Lexi's high-pitched tone carries easily through the house, the teasing note in it unmistakable.

Rowan's expression doesn't change as she responds, "He doesn't listen."

I open my mouth to defend myself—Maya definitely said 10 AM in her texts—when the doorbell rings, cutting through the moment. Rowan sighs, setting the envelope on the coffee table before moving to answer the door.

"We'll talk about the schedule confusion in a minute," she says over her shoulder.

She pulls open the front door, and I catch sight of a guy about my height but years younger—mid-twenties at most—wearing a button-down shirt that looks expensive but fits him all wrong, like he bought it a size too large to seem more impressive. His cologne hits me from across the room, an overpowering cloud of something that's trying too hard to be masculine. His hair is styled in that deliberately messy way that probably took twenty minutes and half a bottle of product to achieve.

"Mark," Rowan says, her voice noticeably cooler. "What are you doing here?"

"Just checking in on my favorite tenants," he responds, leaning against the doorframe with what he clearly thinks is a charming smile. "Wanted to remind you rent's due next week."

From my position on the couch, I have a clear view of their interaction. Rowan crosses her arms over her chest, creating distance between them without actually stepping back.

"We always pay on time," she says. "You didn't need to come by."

Mark's eyes travel slowly down Rowan's body, lingering on her chest before meeting her gaze again. "You know we can get the rent down if you let me...you know," he says with a sleazy grin that makes my skin crawl even from across the room.

Rowan's posture stiffens. "No, Mark, it's not a good idea to mix business and pleasure."

Mark adjusts his position, moving slightly closer to Rowan. "You already mix business and pleasure," he says, lowering his voice but not enough that I can't hear every word. "I've seen your videos..."

I feel my face flush with secondhand embarrassment and anger on Rowan's behalf. Her expression hardens, her jaw setting in a tight line.

"That's not something you should admit," she says coldly.

Mark seems unfazed by her tone. If anything, his smile grows more predatory. "Well," he says, "if my mom knew you were running a business...that kind of business...out of her property, you three would be evicted pretty quick." He pauses, letting the threat sink in. "You're lucky I keep what I know to myself."

From where I sit, I can see Rowan's hands ball into fists at her sides. Her knuckles turn white with the effort of restraining herself, and a muscle in her jaw twitches. Despite her composed exterior, it's clear she's seething.

The tension in the air is thick enough to choke on. I shift uncomfortably on the couch, torn between wanting to intervene and not wanting to overstep. This clearly isn't my fight, but the protective instinct rising in my chest doesn't care about that distinction. Something about seeing Rowan—confident, composed Rowan—made uncomfortable by this sleazeball triggers something primal in me.

I watch her shoulders rise with a deep breath, her control visibly hanging by a thread as Mark continues to look at her like she's an item on a menu. The envelope on the coffee table suddenly makes sense—my payment for yesterday's scene, probably. But seeing Rowan facing down this entitled prick makes me realize there might be more to this "surprise" than just another shoot.

I rise from the couch before I've fully decided to intervene. Something about the way Mark is looking at Rowan—like she's merchandise he's considering purchasing—makes my blood boil. I'm not usually the heroic type, but after everything I've been through in the last year, watching someone else get pushed around triggers something in me. My coffee sits forgotten on the table as I cross the living room in a few long strides, positioning myself slightly behind Rowan in the doorway, just close enough that she knows I'm there without crowding her space.

"Everything okay here?" I ask, my voice coming out deeper than usual, a tone I haven't used since my executive days when I needed to shut down aggressive salespeople.

Rowan glances back at me, surprise flashing across her face for just a moment before her composed mask returns. She clearly wasn't expecting backup, and I can't tell if my presence is welcome or an annoyance.

"It's fine, Johnny," she says, her tone measured. "Mark was just leaving."

Mark's eyes shift from Rowan to me, running up and down my frame with a dismissive sneer. He's shorter than me by a couple inches but carries himself with the inflated confidence of someone who's never had his ass kicked when he deserved it.

"Who's this?" he asks Rowan, though his eyes stay locked on mine. "Another one of your 'co-stars'?"

The way he says "co-stars" drips with condescension, like he's referring to something dirty stuck to the bottom of his shoe. My face flushes hot with anger, and I feel my hands curl into fists at my sides. I haven't been in a fight since high school, but suddenly I'm calculating the distance to his face and wondering if I still remember how to throw a proper punch.

Rowan must sense my tension because she places a hand firmly against my chest, a gesture that's both calming and restraining. Her palm is warm through my t-shirt, her nails pressing just slightly into the fabric.

"Johnny's a friend," she says smoothly. "And yes, he was just leaving."

I wasn't planning to leave, and the confusion must show on my face because Mark lets out a laugh—a grating sound that makes me want to knock his perfect teeth down his throat.

"Bet he's not packing what your viewers expect," Mark says with a smirk. "These cam girls have standards, you know."

My vision clouds at the edges, a red haze of fury descending like a veil. Before I realize what I'm doing, I've stepped forward, my fists clenched tight enough that my nails dig painfully into my palms. Rowan's hand falls away from my chest as I move, and I see a flash of alarm in her eyes—not fear of me, but concern about the situation escalating.

"Listen, you piece of—" I start, but I'm cut off by the sound of rapid footsteps on the stairs.

Maya appears beside us in a blur of movement, her eyes quickly taking in the tableau at the door: Mark's smug face, Rowan's rigid posture, my clenched fists and flushed face. She doesn't hesitate, slipping between me and the door with the grace of a dancer.

"Johnny, come help me with something in the kitchen," she says, her voice light but her eyes intense as they lock with mine. Her hand finds my arm, fingers wrapping around my bicep with gentle but insistent pressure, pulling me away from the confrontation.

I resist for a moment, unwilling to leave Rowan alone with this creep, but Maya's grip tightens and she gives a tiny shake of her head. The message is clear: This isn't helping.

As Maya tugs me toward the kitchen, I hear Mark call after us, his voice dripping with false charm, "Think about my offer, Rowan. Rent's due next week."

The door slams shut with a finality that echoes through the house.

Maya leads me into a spacious kitchen with gleaming stainless steel appliances and marble countertops. The contrast between this modern, immaculate space and my own sad kitchenette with its stained linoleum and dripping faucet is stark. She guides me to a barstool at the island, her hand still on my arm, thumb now rubbing small circles against my skin.

"Deep breaths," she says, her voice low and soothing. "Mark is an asshole, but he's not worth getting worked up over."

My heart is still pounding, adrenaline coursing through my system with nowhere to go. I flex my fingers, trying to release the tension in my hands. "Does he always talk to Rowan like that?"

Maya sighs, moving to the refrigerator. She pulls out a pitcher of water and fills two glasses. "He hits on all of us, but he's especially persistent with Rowan," she says, sliding one glass toward me. "I think he knows she's the one least likely to put up with his shit, so he sees her as a challenge."

The cold water helps cool my temper as I gulp it down. I'm about to ask more questions when the sound of someone bounding down the stairs interrupts us. Lexi appears in the doorway, her petite frame practically vibrating with energy. She's wearing a crop top that barely covers her midriff and shorts so tiny they might as well be underwear. Her blonde pixie cut is styled with glittery clips that catch the light as she moves.

"What did that asshole want now?" she asks, hopping onto the counter next to the sink, her legs swinging freely.

Rowan enters behind her, composed but with a lingering tightness around her eyes. She leans against the doorframe, arms crossed over her chest. "The usual. Reminding us rent is due and suggesting he could lower it in exchange for... services."

Lexi makes a gagging noise. "Gross. As if any of us would touch him with a ten-foot pole." She turns to me, her bright green eyes curious. "Was Johnny about to deck him? Please tell me you were about to deck him."

Maya's hand is still on my arm, her thumb continuing its soothing circles. "Johnny was being protective," she says, a note of something like appreciation in her voice. "Which was sweet, but unnecessary."

"We handle Mark," Rowan adds, her tone matter-of-fact. "He makes empty threats, but his mother owns the house, and she has no idea he's been collecting our rent in cash and pocketing half of it. If he exposes our business, we expose his embezzlement."

The tension in my shoulders eases slightly at this revelation. They're not as vulnerable as I feared. "Sounds like a Mexican standoff," I observe.

"Exactly," Rowan says with a slight nod. "Which is why we don't need to escalate things. But... thank you for the thought."

Coming from Rowan, who seems to carefully measure every word, the thanks feels significant. I nod back, embarrassed now by my caveman reaction but still not sorry I stepped up.

Lexi claps her hands together suddenly, the sound sharp in the kitchen. "Anyways," she says brightly, clearly eager to change the subject, "are you ready for the surprise?"

I blink at her, momentarily confused. With the confrontation with Mark, I'd almost forgotten about the promised "surprise" that brought me here in the first place. "Surprise?"

Maya finally releases my arm, moving around the island to stand next to Lexi. She shares a glance with Rowan, who gives a subtle nod of approval.

"We're taking you shopping before you and Lexi shoot your scene," Maya announces with a smile that makes my heart skip.

Lexi bounces excitedly on the counter, clapping her hands again. "You need some new clothes that actually fit that hot body of yours!"

I look down at my outfit—worn jeans that are a bit too loose after months of unintentional weight loss, a faded t-shirt from some corporate retreat years ago, and sneakers that have seen better days. It's all clean, but none of it is particularly stylish or well-fitting.

"Shopping?" I repeat, the word feeling strange in my mouth. "That's the surprise?"

Maya's smile widens. "Part of it. We want to invest in our newest talent."

"Consider it your welcome package," Lexi adds with a wink that makes heat rise to my face.

I glance between the three women, trying to process this unexpected turn. I came here expecting another filming session, maybe with all three of them this time. Instead, they want to take me... clothes shopping? Like I'm their project? Their charity case?

The thought should probably offend me. A year ago, when I was still an executive with custom suits and a personal shopper, it definitely would have. But now? After months of barely scraping by? After the humiliation of losing everything and starting over at thirty-five? Somehow, the idea that these beautiful women want to help me look better feels like a different kind of intimacy than what Maya and I shared yesterday—one that makes my chest tight in a way I can't quite identify.

I rub the back of my neck, a nervous habit from my corporate days when I was trying to look thoughtful instead of confused. The idea of these young, beautiful women taking me shopping makes me feel simultaneously flattered and pathetic. Like I'm some kind of charity case or fixer-upper project. "I don't know..." I say, shifting my weight from one foot to the other. "I can buy my own clothes." The words sound hollow even to my own ears. The truth is, I've been wearing the same rotation of five shirts for months, prioritizing rent and car repairs over updating my wardrobe.

Rowan, who has moved from the doorway to lean against the kitchen island, fixes me with her steady gaze. Unlike Maya's warmth or Lexi's bubbliness, Rowan's expression is pragmatic, almost businesslike despite her model-worthy looks.

"Consider it a business expense," she says matter-of-factly. "Our viewers expect a certain aesthetic. Your performance yesterday was excellent, but presentation matters in this industry." She gestures vaguely toward my outfit. "No offense, but delivery guy chic isn't exactly what our audience subscribes for."

Her practical framing should make this easier to accept, but something in me still rebels against the idea. I've spent months rebuilding my life from scratch, clawing my way back from rock bottom with nothing but my own determination. Accepting handouts, even well-intentioned ones, feels like admitting defeat somehow.

"She means your clothes make you look homeless," Lexi chirps helpfully from her perch on the counter, earning her a sharp look from Maya.

Maya steps closer to me, close enough that I can smell her perfume—something floral and expensive that makes my head swim slightly. "Plus, we want to," she says, her voice softer than the others. "When's the last time someone did something nice for you, Johnny?"

The question hits me like a sucker punch to the gut. I open my mouth to respond, then close it again. When was the last time? Before the divorce, certainly. Maybe that Christmas three years ago when Sharon got me the watch I'd been eyeing for months? But that feels like a lifetime ago, like it happened to a different person entirely. Since the collapse of my marriage and career, it's been nothing but me struggling to stay afloat on my own, with occasional help from Pat that I repay with manual labor.

The silence stretches long enough that the answer becomes obvious to everyone in the room. The three women exchange glances, a silent conversation passing between them. Lexi's expression softens from teasing to something gentler. Rowan's businesslike facade cracks just enough to reveal a hint of sympathy. And Maya—Maya looks at me with such understanding that I have to glance away to keep my composure.

"That's what I thought," Maya says quietly, her hand coming to rest on my forearm, warm and reassuring.

Lexi hops down from the counter, her energy immediately dispelling the heavy moment. She bounces on her toes, already grabbing a small purse shaped like a cartoon cat from the counter. "I'm thinking Nordstrom first, then maybe that boutique on Fifth? They have those jeans that would look amazing on his ass."

She says this with such casual confidence that I feel heat creeping up my neck. The way she discusses my body like I'm not standing right here should be uncomfortable, but there's something refreshingly straightforward about it. These women make their living showcasing their bodies; they talk about physical attributes the way other people discuss the weather.

"Let's start with basics," Rowan suggests, pulling her own sleek leather purse from a hook by the door. "Jeans, t-shirts, a decent button-down or two."

"And shoes," Maya adds, glancing down at my worn sneakers. "Definitely shoes."

The three of them move around the kitchen with the coordinated efficiency of people who live in each other's pockets. Maya grabs a sleek shoulder bag from the back of a chair. Rowan checks her wallet, counting cash with quick, precise movements. Lexi retrieves a small vlogging camera from a drawer, checking its battery level before slipping it into her tiny purse.

I watch them prepare for this unexpected outing, still processing the fact that these three gorgeous women want to spend their day—and their money—helping me look better. It's bizarre and touching and slightly overwhelming all at once. My pride whispers that I should refuse, that a real man wouldn't let women half his age dress him like a doll. But another part of me, a part that's been lonely and struggling for so long, is pathetically grateful for the attention, for the care, for being seen as someone worth investing in.

"Ready?" Maya asks, her hand on my arm again, those brown eyes looking up at me with a warmth that makes my chest tight.

I make my decision in that moment, pushing my pride aside. "Yeah," I say, offering her a smile that feels more genuine than any I've given in months. "Thank you. All of you. This is... unexpected but really nice."

Lexi bounces over and loops her arm through mine on the opposite side from Maya. "Trust me, it's as much for us as it is for you. The camera loves a hot guy in well-fitted clothes." She winks up at me, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. "Our subscribers are going to go crazy."

We head toward the door, this strange procession of beauty and me. I hold it open instinctively, letting each of them pass through before me. It's an old-fashioned gesture, something my father drilled into me as a boy, but it makes Maya smile as she passes, her hand brushing my chest lightly.

The morning sun is fully overhead now as we step outside, the heat immediately enveloping us. I lock the door behind us, then lead the way to my beat-up Toyota parked in the driveway. Next to it sits a sleek black SUV that I assume belongs to the girls, making my car look even more pathetic in comparison.

"We can take my car," I offer, already mentally calculating if I have enough gas to get to the shopping center and back. The envelope with my payment from yesterday is still inside on the coffee table, forgotten in the commotion with Mark.

"It's fine," Rowan says, already opening my passenger door. "No point taking both cars."

The others follow suit, with Lexi claiming the back seat behind Rowan and Maya sliding in behind the driver's side. I settle behind the wheel, suddenly hyperaware of every stain on the upholstery, every fast food wrapper I missed during my hasty cleaning last night, the lingering smell of delivery food that never quite leaves.

"Sorry about the mess," I mutter, turning the key and praying the engine starts without the usual series of concerning noises.

Lexi immediately starts fiddling with the radio, her slender fingers dancing across the buttons until she finds a pop station. "Oh my god, there's like no legroom back here," she complains, but her tone is more amused than annoyed. "How do you fit your passengers?"

"I don't usually have passengers," I admit as I back out of the driveway. "Just food deliveries."

Rowan sits primly in the passenger seat, her posture perfect despite the coffee stain on the seat beneath her. She pulls out her phone, checking something before saying, "Take a left at the light, then get on the highway heading north."

In the rearview mirror, I catch Maya's eyes. She's leaning forward between the front seats, close enough that I can feel her breath on my neck when she speaks. "We're going to have so much fun," she says, her hand coming to rest lightly on my shoulder. "It's been ages since we had a proper shopping day."

As I pull away from the curb, I glance back at the egirl house in my rearview mirror. The confrontation with Mark still lingers in the back of my mind—his sleazy proposition, his threat about their rent, the contempt in his eyes when he looked at me. But as Lexi cranks up the volume on some pop song I vaguely recognize, singing along at the top of her lungs while Maya laughs and Rowan pretends to be annoyed, I feel something I haven't experienced in a very long time: anticipation. Not anxiety about the future or regret about the past, but simple excitement about what the day might bring.

For the first time since my life imploded, I'm not just going through the motions. I'm actually looking forward to something. Even if that something is as mundane as clothes shopping with three women who probably see me as a project at best and a business investment at worst. Still, as Maya's fingers give my shoulder a gentle squeeze, I can't help but smile. Today might just be a good day after all.


Chapter 3



The mall rises before us like a gleaming temple to capitalism, all reflective glass and polished stone. My Toyota looks painfully out of place in the parking lot full of BMWs and Teslas. I ease into a spot between a Mercedes SUV and some luxury car I don't even recognize, cringing at the contrast between my rust-spotted door and their pristine finishes. As I cut the engine, Lexi's already bouncing in the backseat, her excitement palpable in the confined space of my car. I catch Maya's eye in the rearview mirror, and she gives me an encouraging smile that somehow both calms and excites me at the same time. This is really happening—I'm about to go clothes shopping with three gorgeous women who make their living taking their clothes off on camera. What the hell has my life become?

"We're here!" Lexi announces unnecessarily, already throwing open her door and spilling out into the parking lot. Her tiny shorts ride up as she stretches her arms overhead, drawing the attention of a middle-aged man walking past. He nearly trips over his own feet staring at her, and I feel a strange twist of something possessive in my gut.

Rowan exits with more dignity, smoothing her jeans as she stands. "Focus, Lexi," she says, but there's fondness in her voice. "We have a mission today."

Maya slides out from behind me, her hand briefly squeezing my shoulder as she passes. "Ready for your makeover, Johnny?" she asks, her voice playful but kind.

I lock my car and shove the keys into my pocket, suddenly hyperaware of my worn jeans and faded t-shirt. "As ready as I'll ever be," I reply, trying to match her light tone despite the anxiety swirling in my stomach. "Just don't expect a miracle."

We enter through gleaming glass doors that slide open automatically, and the blast of air conditioning hits me like a wall. Inside, the mall is even more intimidating than the exterior suggested—polished concrete floors that reflect the ambient lighting, minimalist displays in store windows featuring clothes with no visible price tags (which means I definitely can't afford them), and sleek kiosks selling coffee that probably costs more than I make in an hour of deliveries.

"When's the last time you went shopping for yourself?" Maya asks as we stroll past a store displaying watches that cost more than my car.

I have to think about it. "Probably before the divorce," I admit. "So... almost a year ago?"

Rowan makes a small sound of disapproval. "That explains a lot."

"Hey, I've been a little busy trying not to become homeless," I say defensively, then immediately regret the edge in my voice. These women are trying to help me, after all.

Maya loops her arm through mine, her touch sending electricity up my sleeve. "That's why we're here," she says soothingly. "To make sure you look as good as you... perform." The pause and the slight emphasis on that last word make my face heat.

"Speaking of looking good," Lexi pipes up, pointing ahead, "can we hit that athletic wear store? I've been eyeing their new collection online."

We stop at a map kiosk, the four of us clustered around it like tourists in a foreign country. Which, in a way, I am—this upscale shopping center is definitely not my usual habitat. The women discuss strategy with the seriousness of military planners.

"Okay, let's divide and conquer," Rowan decides, tapping a manicured nail on a store location. "Maya and I will check out that shoe place on the second level. Johnny desperately needs something better than those worn-out sneakers."

"Hey, these have character," I protest, looking down at my faithful shoes that have carried me through countless food deliveries.

"Character isn't the word I'd use," Rowan says with a smirk.

"You and Lexi can start at the athletic store," Maya tells me, her fingers still resting lightly on my arm. "We'll meet back at the central fountain in an hour. Then we'll tackle formal wear."

"Formal wear?" I echo. "I thought we were just doing basics."

"You'll need at least one good shirt and jacket for certain types of content," Rowan explains matter-of-factly. "Some of our subscribers enjoy the fantasy of an older, successful man."

"Older?" I wince at the word. "I'm thirty-five, not sixty."

"Ancient by internet standards," Lexi teases, grabbing my other arm. "Come on, delivery boy. Let's find you some clothes that actually show off what you're packing."

Before I can respond to that, Maya and Rowan are heading toward an escalator, leaving me alone with the bubbly blonde whose hand is now sliding from my arm to my waist in a way that seems both casual and deliberately intimate. My body responds immediately to her touch, memories of her naked in the dressing room yesterday flooding back.

Lexi guides me through the mall with confidence, her tiny frame somehow taking up space in a way that commands attention. People glance at us as we pass—a petite, gorgeous blonde with a guy who looks like he should be delivering their pizza. I can almost see the questions in their eyes: Sugar daddy? Unlikely couple? I'm not sure which assumption is more embarrassing.

"This way," Lexi chirps, tugging me toward a storefront with mannequins dressed in sleek athletic wear. Her hand drifts lower, fingers brushing the back pocket of my jeans in a touch so brief I might have imagined it if not for the jolt of electricity it sends through me.

As we walk, Lexi keeps finding reasons to touch me—brushing imaginary lint from my shoulder, her fingers grazing mine when she points at something, her hip bumping mine when she steps closer to avoid other shoppers. Each contact seems casual but leaves my skin tingling. Is she doing this on purpose? Part of me—the part that's been lonely and touch-starved since my divorce—doesn't care about her intentions. I just want more.

"So you're the expert here," I say, trying to distract myself from my growing arousal. "What exactly am I supposed to be shopping for?"

Lexi glances up at me, her green eyes mischievous beneath her lashes. "Something that shows off your assets," she says. "Those shoulders, that chest..." Her gaze drops lower, to where my jeans are starting to feel uncomfortably tight. "And we definitely need pants that fit better around your package. The camera loves a good bulge."

I nearly choke on air. "Jesus, Lexi."

She laughs, the sound light and musical. "What? It's my job to know what sells. And you, Johnny," she says, her hand sliding up my arm to squeeze my bicep, "have plenty to work with."

Her casual assessment of my body should make me uncomfortable. I'm not some piece of meat to be evaluated for market value. Yet there's something refreshingly direct about the way these women talk about physical attributes—mine and their own—without shame or pretense. In the corporate world, everything was subtext and implication. Here, desire is just another commodity to be discussed openly.

"This is all still weird to me," I confess as we approach the athletic store. "Yesterday I was delivering food. Today I'm shopping for clothes to look better on camera while having sex. Tomorrow... who knows?"

Lexi's expression softens slightly, a glimpse of genuine understanding behind her playful facade. "That's the beauty of it though, isn't it? You never know what's coming next." She steps closer, close enough that I can smell her perfume—something sweet and fruity that makes me think of summer. "Sometimes the best things in life are the ones you never saw coming."

Her words hang in the air between us, weighted with meaning I'm not sure how to interpret. Before I can respond, she's tugging me through the entrance of the athletic store, her energy shifting back to bouncy enthusiasm. But as I follow her in, watching the confident sway of her hips in those tiny shorts, I can't help but wonder if there's more to this "surprise" than just a shopping trip. And I can't decide if that thought terrifies or thrills me—probably both.

The athletic wear store greets us with that distinct retail smell—clean fabrics mixed with cedar and something synthetic I can't quite identify. Everything inside screams "expensive minimalism"—muted earth tones arranged in perfect symmetry, mannequins in yoga poses that look painful, and not a price tag in sight. The kind of place where if you have to ask how much something costs, you definitely can't afford it. I follow Lexi through the entrance, hyper-aware of how the sales associates immediately clock us—her with appreciation, me with thinly veiled suspicion. One glance at my worn jeans and they've already decided I don't belong. They're not wrong.

"Can I help you find something today?" A sales associate materializes beside us, her smile tight and professional as her eyes dart between Lexi's tiny shorts and my delivery-guy aesthetic.

"We're good, thanks!" Lexi chirps before I can respond. She hooks her arm through mine possessively, a move that makes the associate's eyebrows lift slightly. "Just browsing."

The woman nods and retreats a calculated distance—far enough to give us space but close enough to keep an eye on me, like I might stuff overpriced compression shorts into my pockets when she's not looking.

"They always hover," Lexi whispers, steering me toward a display of women's workout clothes. "Like we can't be trusted to shop unsupervised."

"I think it's me they don't trust," I mutter. "You look like you belong here. I look like I took a wrong turn on the way to the food court."

Lexi laughs, the sound drawing attention from other shoppers. "That's why we're here, dummy. To fix that." Her hand squeezes my bicep appreciatively. "Though there's nothing wrong with the raw material."

My face warms at her casual compliment. There's something disarming about the way Lexi approaches attraction—direct, unembellished, matter-of-fact. It's both flattering and unsettling to be evaluated so openly.

She releases my arm to rifle through a rack of sports bras, her fingers dancing over the fabrics with practiced ease. "What do you think of this one?" she asks, holding a neon pink number against her chest. "Too much?"

"Depends on what you're going for," I reply, trying to sound like a guy who regularly discusses women's workout attire. "If you want to be visible from space, it's perfect."

Lexi snorts with laughter. "That's actually the point sometimes. Our gaming streams get more viewers when we wear bright colors." She puts the pink one back and pulls out a blue one instead. "This matches my eyes, though."

"The blue one," I agree, surprised to find I'm actually enjoying this bizarre shopping experience. "Brings out your eyes without screaming for attention."

Lexi gives me an appraising look. "You might have better taste than your outfit suggests, Johnny." She adds the blue sports bra to the growing collection draped over her arm. "Now help me pick some leggings."

For the next fifteen minutes, I find myself in the surreal position of helping Lexi select workout clothes, offering opinions on fabric, cut, and color while trying desperately not to imagine how her ass would look in each pair. She makes this nearly impossible, however, by holding each pair against her body and turning to show me different angles, bending slightly in ways that make my mouth go dry.

"These compression ones are good for high-intensity workouts," she explains, holding a pair of black leggings with mesh panels against her legs. "But they're not as comfortable for just lounging around the house."

"Do you actually work out in these, or are they just for..." I trail off, not sure how to phrase it politely.

"For showing off on camera?" Lexi finishes with a grin. "Both, actually. We do real gaming streams too, you know. Not everything is about sex." She pauses, her green eyes twinkling mischievously. "Just most things."

A sales associate drifts by again, eyeing the growing pile of items in Lexi's arms. "Would you like me to start a fitting room for you?"

"Yes, please," Lexi replies sweetly.

Once the woman has taken her selections, Lexi pulls me toward the men's section. "Your turn," she says, her voice taking on a determined quality that makes me nervous.

"I thought this was just about you shopping," I protest weakly.

"Did you miss the whole point of today?" Lexi asks, already sorting through a rack of men's workout shirts. "We're here to make you look hot. Well, hotter." She pulls out a compression shirt in dark gray. "This would show off those shoulders nicely."

Before I can object, she's holding the shirt against my chest, her fingers brushing against me through my t-shirt. The casual touch sends a jolt straight to my groin, and I'm suddenly very glad I'm wearing jeans thick enough to hide my body's immediate response.

"Not bad," Lexi murmurs, her eyes traveling down my torso in a way that feels like a physical caress. "But I think we need to see it on to be sure." She adds it to a pile she's starting for me, then grabs a pair of running shorts. "These too."

"I'm not really a shorts guy," I say, eyeing the brief-looking garment skeptically.

Lexi rolls her eyes. "Trust me, with legs like yours, you should be." She continues browsing, occasionally holding items against me or asking my opinion on colors. Despite my initial reluctance, I find myself enjoying her company—her energy is infectious, and her commentary keeps making me laugh.

"What about these?" She holds up a pair of joggers that look impossibly soft. "They'd show off that ass of yours. And your package." She says this last part in a stage whisper that nevertheless carries enough to make a nearby shopper glance our way with wide eyes.

"Jesus, Lexi," I hiss, feeling my face heat again. "Filter, please."

"Why?" she asks innocently. "It's true. And it's literally my job to know what looks good on camera." She adds the joggers to my pile. "Besides, I've already seen what you're packing, remember? No need to be shy."

The reminder of yesterday—of Maya's mouth on me, of the camera capturing every moment—sends another rush of blood southward. The fact that Lexi has seen that footage, that she's thinking about my cock while shopping with me, makes my head spin a little.

By the time we've finished in the men's section, Lexi has assembled an impressive pile of clothing for me to try on. The sales associate returns, eyes widening slightly at the addition.

"Your fitting room is ready," she says to Lexi, then glances at me. "Would you like a separate room for the gentleman?"

Before I can answer, Lexi loops her arm through mine. "No need," she says brightly. "We're sharing. More efficient that way."

The associate's professional mask slips just enough to reveal her surprise, but she recovers quickly. "Of course. Right this way."

As we follow her toward the back of the store, Lexi leans in close, her breath warm against my ear. "Hope you don't mind," she whispers. "I thought we could... get to know each other better."

The suggestion in her voice is unmistakable, and my heart rate kicks up a notch. This is crazy. We're in a public store, in the middle of the day. We can't possibly...

The sales associate shows us to a spacious fitting room with a bench along one wall and mirrors on three sides. She hangs our selections on hooks, gives us a card with the number of items, and reminds us to let her know if we need different sizes.

"Take your time," she says, closing the door behind her.

Lexi turns to me, her green eyes glittering with something dangerous and exciting. "Well?" she asks, her fingers already playing with the hem of her top. "Should I try something on first?"

I hesitate, my hand on the door lock. Part of me—the responsible adult part—knows I should walk out right now. But another part, the part that's been awakened by my encounters with Maya, can't look away from Lexi's playful smile and the promise in her eyes.

My fingers turn the lock with a decisive click.

The dressing room suddenly feels the size of a postage stamp, all mirrors and harsh lighting and Lexi's intoxicating presence filling every inch of available space. The lock clicks with finality, sealing us into this tiny private universe surrounded by the busy store. My heart pounds against my ribs so hard I'm convinced Lexi can see it through my shirt. She doesn't seem nervous at all, already pulling her phone from her tiny purse with the casual confidence of someone who's completely comfortable with what's about to happen. I, on the other hand, feel like a teenager about to get lucky for the first time—excited, terrified, and certain I'm going to mess this up somehow.

"Music," Lexi announces, tapping her screen. "Can't have people hearing us, can we?"

Before I can ask what exactly she plans for people to hear, low bass notes fill the small space—something with a heavy rhythm that seems to vibrate in my chest. She sets her phone on the little bench, volume just loud enough to mask conversation but not so loud it would draw attention from outside.

"So," she says, turning to face me. "You've seen me naked on camera, but that doesn't count. That was work." Her fingers find the hem of her crop top. "This is different."

In one fluid motion, she pulls the top over her head, revealing a lacy pink bra that barely contains her small but perfect breasts. My mouth goes dry instantly. Lexi doesn't pause or give me time to recover—her hands move to her shorts next, sliding them down her toned legs with practiced ease.

"I—uh—should I turn around?" I stammer, suddenly unsure where to look or what to do with my hands.

Lexi laughs, the sound musical even over the thudding bass. "Why would you do that? The whole point is for us to get comfortable with each other." She kicks her shorts aside, standing before me in nothing but her bra and a matching pink thong. "We're going to be filming together later. This is just... warming up."

I swallow hard, my eyes unable to stop roaming over her body. Where Maya is all soft curves, Lexi is compact energy—toned muscles, small perky breasts, legs that seem impossibly long for her petite frame. She reaches behind her back, unhooking her bra with a practiced flick of her fingers, and lets it fall to the floor.

"You look like you've never seen tits before," she teases, cupping her breasts and offering them to me like a gift. "Haven't you been with Maya already?"

"This is different," I manage to say, unconsciously echoing her earlier words. "That was...filming. This is..."

"More real?" Lexi suggests, hooking her thumbs into her thong. She slides it down slowly, revealing a completely bare pussy that makes my cock strain painfully against my jeans. "More dangerous?"

She steps out of her underwear, now completely naked in the harsh fluorescent lighting of the dressing room. There's not an ounce of self-consciousness in her posture—she stands with the confidence of someone who knows exactly how good she looks and exactly what effect she's having on me.

"You can touch," she says softly, taking my hands and placing them on her waist. Her skin is warm and impossibly soft beneath my palms.

"We're in a fucking store," I remind her, though my hands don't move away. If anything, they tighten slightly on her waist, pulling her closer.

"That's what makes it exciting," she whispers, then begins to move her body to the music's rhythm.

The song has a hypnotic quality, all bass and slow beats, and Lexi's body responds to it like they're made for each other. She turns in my grasp, pressing her ass against my crotch, grinding slowly in a way that makes me groan despite my best efforts to stay quiet. Her arms reach up and back, fingers threading through my hair as she continues to dance against me.

"I want our scene together to be amazing," she says, her voice slightly breathless as she moves. "And that means getting comfortable with each other first." She turns to face me again, pushing me gently until I'm sitting on the small bench. "Don't you want to be comfortable with me, Johnny?"

Before I can answer, she's straddling my lap, her naked body pressing against my fully clothed one in a maddening contrast of textures. The heat of her core radiates through my jeans as she settles against my obvious erection.

"Fuck," I hiss as she rolls her hips, creating delicious friction.

"That's the idea," Lexi whispers, her lips ghosting against my ear. "Eventually."

Her hands slip under my t-shirt, exploring the contours of my chest and stomach. Her touch is light but confident, mapping my body like she's memorizing the terrain. When her fingers brush over my nipples, I have to bite my lip to keep from making noise.

"You're so responsive," she observes, sounding pleased. "I love a man who isn't afraid to show he's enjoying himself."

She grinds down harder on my lap, the thin denim of my jeans doing nothing to hide my reaction to her. I'm rock hard now, straining painfully against the confines of my underwear. Lexi notices, of course—her hand drifts down between us, cupping my bulge with an appreciative squeeze.

"Maya wasn't exaggerating," she murmurs, her green eyes wide with what looks like genuine excitement. "You're fucking huge."

Despite the situation—or maybe because of it—I find myself laughing. "That's becoming my claim to fame, apparently."

Lexi grins, squeezing me again through my jeans. "It's a good thing to be known for." Her smile turns wicked. "I bet you could make me scream with this."

The thought of Lexi screaming as I drive into her sends another surge of blood to my already painfully hard cock. My hands, which have been cautiously resting on her waist, slide down to cup her ass, pulling her more firmly against me.

"This is insane," I mutter, even as my body betrays my words by pressing up against her. "Someone could hear us."

"Then we'll have to be quiet," Lexi whispers, reaching for my belt buckle. "Think you can fuck me without making too much noise?"

My brain short-circuits at her words, at the image they conjure of bending her over in front of the mirror, watching her face as I slide into her from behind. It's reckless, possibly illegal, and absolutely the hottest thing anyone has ever suggested to me.

"I want to," I admit, my voice rough with desire. "But I've never..."

"Had sex in public?" Lexi finishes, her fingers successfully unfastening my belt. "It's thrilling. The fear of getting caught adds this whole other dimension."

She unbuttons my jeans and slides the zipper down with agonizing slowness, the sound nearly lost beneath the music still pulsing from her phone. Her small hand snakes inside, finding my cock beneath my boxer briefs, and I have to stifle a groan as her fingers wrap around me.

"So fucking big," she murmurs appreciatively, stroking me through the fabric. "I can't wait to feel this inside me."

The music, the mirrors reflecting Lexi's naked body from multiple angles, the danger of our situation—it all combines into a heady cocktail that makes me feel drunk with desire. I pull her face to mine, capturing her lips in a hungry kiss that she returns with equal fervor. Her tongue slides against mine as her hand continues to work my cock through my underwear.

I'm fully committed now, consequences be damned. My hand slides between her legs, finding her pussy already wet and ready. She gasps against my mouth as I slide a finger through her slick folds, circling her clit with my thumb.

"Fuck, Johnny," she moans, too loud despite the music.

"Shh," I warn her, but I don't stop the movement of my hand. If anything, her response encourages me to add another finger, sliding both into her tight heat while my thumb continues its circles.

Lexi's hips buck against my hand, her breathing becoming ragged. She tugs my cock free from my underwear, her eyes widening as she gets her first real look at what she's been feeling through fabric.

"Oh my god," she whispers, wrapping both hands around my shaft. "This is going to feel so good."

She rises up on her knees, positioning herself above me, the head of my cock just barely touching her entrance. I can feel her heat, her wetness, and I know I'm about to slide into paradise. My hands grip her hips, ready to guide her down onto me, when⁠—

A sharp knock on the door freezes us both.

"Everything okay in there?" Maya's voice, tinged with amusement, cuts through our bubble of lust like a bucket of ice water. "You've been in there a while."

Lexi and I stare at each other, her still poised above my cock, my hands still on her hips, both of us breathing heavily. The moment stretches between us, charged with unfulfilled desire and sudden panic.

"Fuck," Lexi whispers, but this time it's frustration rather than pleasure.

"I'm changing!" Lexi calls out in a sing-song voice that wouldn't fool a five-year-old, much less Maya and Rowan. She scrambles off my lap, nearly kneeing me in the process, her previously graceful movements now frantic and jerky. I sit frozen on the bench, cock still out, brain struggling to shift gears from "about to have sex in a public dressing room" to "just got caught by the other girls." Except these women already know exactly what I look like naked, which somehow makes it both better and worse.

"Is Johnny in there with you?" Rowan asks directly, her voice carrying easily through the door despite the music still playing from Lexi's phone.

I open my mouth to deny it—a reflex from years of getting caught doing things I shouldn't—but Lexi shoots me a look that says lying would be pointless.

"Yes," I call back, my voice cracking like a teenager's. I clear my throat and try again. "Yes, I'm here."

There's a pause, then what sounds suspiciously like muffled laughter from the other side of the door. I hastily tuck myself back into my underwear and zip up my jeans, my erection painful as it's forced back into confinement. Lexi moves with the efficiency of someone used to quick changes, pulling on her thong, shorts, and top in what seems like a single fluid movement.

"Told you," I hear Maya say to Rowan. "Pay up."

"You bet on this?" I hiss at the door, heat rushing to my face.

"On whether you two would hook up the moment you were alone?" Maya's voice is rich with amusement. "Of course we did. I said you wouldn't make it fifteen minutes."

"And I gave you more credit," Rowan adds dryly. "I thought you'd at least make it to the food court."

Lexi is frantically trying to fix her hair in the mirror, her cheeks flushed with what might be embarrassment but looks more like frustrated arousal. She catches me watching her and gives me a rueful smile.

"To be continued," she mouths silently, making my still-hard cock twitch in response.

I stand up, adjusting myself as discreetly as possible. There's no hiding my arousal in these jeans, but I can at least try to minimize the obvious tent I'm pitching. Lexi watches my efforts with a smirk, then reaches over to deliberately run her palm over my bulge one last time before unlocking the door.

"Tease," I mutter.

"Promise," she corrects with a wink, then pulls the door open.

Maya and Rowan stand outside, both holding tall cups from the food court, looking for all the world like parents who've caught their teenagers making out. Maya's eyes immediately drop to my crotch, her lips curving into a knowing smile that makes me want to cover myself with my hands. Rowan's expression is more controlled, but I catch the slight lift of her eyebrow as she takes in my disheveled appearance.

"Did you at least try on the clothes?" Rowan asks, gesturing to the untouched garments still hanging neatly on the hooks.

"We got... distracted," Lexi admits, not sounding remotely apologetic. She bounces past them, grabbing her cup from Maya's hand. "Ooh, is that a smoothie? I'm parched." She takes a long sip through the straw, her eyes dancing with mischief over the rim.

I step out of the dressing room, feeling like I've got a neon sign over my head announcing "ALMOST HAD SEX IN PUBLIC." The sales associate glances our way, her expression suggesting she knows exactly what was happening but is too professional to comment. I can't meet her eyes as I follow the girls through the store.

"We thought you might need refreshments," Maya says, handing me the second cup. "Hydration is important after... physical activity."

I take it automatically, my embarrassment giving way to a strange mixture of amusement and gratitude. These women—who I barely know but have been more intimate with than most of my long-term relationships—are teasing me, but not in a mean-spirited way. There's something almost affectionate in their ribbing.

"Did you at least decide what you're buying?" Rowan asks, ever practical even in the aftermath of catching two of her housemates in a compromising position.

"All of it," Lexi declares, gathering the items we'd selected. "I need new workout gear, and Johnny definitely needs... everything."

We proceed to the checkout counter, where the sales associate rings up Lexi's selections with professional detachment. I stand awkwardly to the side, still nursing my "smoothie" (which tastes suspiciously alcoholic—did they spike this at the food court?).

"That's going to be $342.78," the associate says, looking expectantly at Lexi.

I choke on my drink. Three hundred dollars? For workout clothes? But Lexi simply hands over a credit card like she's buying chewing gum, not batting an eye at the astronomical sum.

"Successful cam girls make bank," Maya whispers in my ear, correctly interpreting my shock. "You'd be surprised."

"Another reason to keep you around," Rowan adds from my other side. "The ROI on that body of yours is very promising."

I should probably be offended at being reduced to a business investment, but there's something strangely flattering about it too. These women—young, gorgeous, financially independent—see value in me. After months of feeling worthless post-divorce, it's a potent ego boost.

The associate hands Lexi her bags, and we make our way toward the exit. As we walk, I notice a shift in our group dynamic. Maya slides her arm through mine on one side, while Lexi bounces alongside us, occasionally brushing against me in a way that makes it clear our dressing room encounter isn't forgotten. Rowan walks slightly ahead, leading the way, but she keeps glancing back to make sure we're following, her eyes lingering on me a beat longer than necessary each time.

It feels like I'm being claimed, in a way—marked as part of their unit. The stares we get from other shoppers only reinforce this impression. Men look at me with obvious envy, women with curiosity. What's this average-looking guy doing with these three stunners? I can practically see the question written on their faces.

"Where to next?" Maya asks as we exit the store. "We've still got shoes and formal wear on the agenda."

"I think Johnny needs a little recovery time first," Lexi says with a giggle, glancing meaningfully at my crotch, which has finally started to calm down. "Food court?"

"Actually," Rowan says, checking her watch, "we should probably head back to the house. We need to prep for this afternoon's shoot."

The word "shoot" brings me crashing back to reality. Right. This shopping trip isn't just about clothes—it's about preparing me for my next on-camera performance. With Lexi, apparently, given what she said in the dressing room. My pulse quickens at the thought.

"Can we at least grab lunch on the way?" Lexi asks, already steering us toward the mall exit. "I worked up an appetite in there."

Maya laughs, squeezing my arm. "I bet you did."

We walk through the mall toward the parking lot, the girls chatting about upcoming content plans and shoot schedules like they're discussing a corporate meeting agenda instead of filming sex acts. I listen, fascinated by their professional approach to what most people consider deeply intimate activities.

"Johnny and I are doing a gamer girl seduction scene," Lexi explains to the others. "I'm thinking the schoolgirl outfit with the cat ears?"

"Perfect," Maya agrees. "Johnny, you'll need to wear that new athletic wear we bought. The gray compression shirt especially—it'll show off your shoulders."

"Do I get any say in this?" I ask, only half-joking.

Rowan glances back at me with the ghost of a smile. "You're the talent. We're the directors. But don't worry—we know how to make you look good."

As we step outside into the bright sunlight, I'm struck by how quickly my life has changed. Not even twenty-four hours ago, I was just a delivery guy struggling to make rent. Now I'm walking through a mall with three beautiful women who are planning which outfits will look best when we have sex on camera. It's surreal, slightly terrifying, and exciting in equal measure.

We reach my Toyota, which looks even more out of place in the upscale parking lot after our shopping spree. As I unlock the doors, Lexi leans in close to me, her breath warm against my ear.

"Can't wait to finish what we started," she whispers, her hand brushing deliberately across the front of my jeans.

I should probably be scared by how fast things are moving, by how completely my life is changing. Instead, as I slide behind the wheel with these three incredible women piling into my beat-up car, I feel something I haven't felt in a very long time: anticipation. Whatever happens next—whether it's filming with Lexi this afternoon or something else entirely—I'm ready for it. Maybe even excited for it.

For the first time since my divorce, I'm not just surviving. I'm living.


Chapter 4



The drive back to the house feels different than the drive to the mall earlier today. For one thing, the girls' shopping bags fill most of my Toyota's trunk and back seat, spilling over with fancy athletic wear, shoes, and whatever else caught their fancy. But the bigger difference is the energy in the car—specifically between Lexi and me. Every time I catch her eyes in the rearview mirror, she gives me a look that says our dressing room encounter is far from over, a silent promise that makes my cock stir despite my best efforts to think about anything else.

"Johnny, take a left here," Rowan directs from the passenger seat. "There's less traffic on the back roads."

I follow her instructions, turning down a tree-lined street that provides welcome shade from the midday sun. Maya hums along to the radio in the backseat, occasionally commenting on items they purchased. Next to her, Lexi scrolls through her phone, but I can feel her attention on me like a physical touch.

"So what kind of scene are we filming today?" I ask, trying to sound casual, like this is a normal conversation about a normal job.

"Yoga instructor seduces innocent student," Lexi says without looking up from her phone. "I'm thinking we use the pool deck—the lighting will be perfect this time of day."

"The golden hour," Maya agrees. "It'll make your skin glow."

Rowan checks her watch. "We should get started as soon as we get back. The best light won't last long."

My hands tighten on the steering wheel. We're talking about filming a sex scene the way other people might discuss shooting a family portrait. Part of me still can't believe this is my life now—that in a matter of days I've gone from delivering food to filming porn with gorgeous women. The surreality of it all hits me again as I pull into their driveway.

"Home sweet home," Lexi announces, already unbuckling her seatbelt before the car has fully stopped.

We pile out, and I help unload the shopping bags, my biceps straining under the weight of their purchases. Whatever these girls make from their online content, it must be substantial based on how freely they spent today. The thought of my own envelope of cash waiting inside reminds me that I'm part of this economy now too.

As we enter the house, Lexi immediately drops her bags in the entryway and rushes to the sliding glass doors leading to the back deck. She throws them open dramatically, letting in a flood of golden afternoon light that transforms the living room, turning ordinary surfaces into something magical.

"Oh my god, look at this light!" she exclaims, spinning around with her arms outstretched. "It's perfect! We have to shoot right now."

I set down the bags I'm carrying, watching as Lexi's slender figure is backlit by the sun, creating a halo effect around her pixie cut. She's beautiful in an elfin way—all sharp angles and boundless energy, so different from Maya's soft curves.

"Now?" I ask, suddenly nervous despite my earlier bravado. The interrupted dressing room encounter has left me with a persistent low-level arousal, but the idea of immediately jumping into filming makes my stomach flutter with anxiety.

"Yes, now!" Lexi bounces over to me, grabbing my arm. "The light won't stay this perfect for long, and we need to capitalize on it."

Maya laughs, picking up some of the bags Lexi abandoned. "She's right about the light. It'll make both of you look amazing on camera." She gives me a reassuring smile that somehow makes me feel both calmer and more aroused at the same time. "Don't worry, you'll be great."

"I'll get the new yoga outfit we bought," Lexi says, already rummaging through the shopping bags. She pulls out a matching set in a vibrant teal color that I vaguely remember her modeling for me in the store before things got... distracted.

Rowan moves to the kitchen island, where her laptop sits open. "I'll upload yesterday's footage while you two work. The initial metrics look promising," she says with a nod in my direction that I choose to take as approval.

Lexi finds what she's looking for and grabs my hand. "Come on, we need to change and set up before we lose the light!"

"Wait, what about the clothes you bought me?" I ask, gesturing to the abandoned shopping bags.

"No time," Lexi says dismissively. "We can use those for another shoot. Today you're wearing these." She shoves a small bundle of fabric into my hands that I realize with alarm is much less material than I was expecting.

"Good luck," Maya calls as Lexi drags me toward the stairs. There's a knowing amusement in her eyes that makes me wonder if she's thinking about our own filming session yesterday. The memory of her mouth around my cock flashes unbidden into my mind, and I feel myself hardening again.

"Don't break him, Lexi," Rowan adds, not looking up from her laptop. "We need him functional for future content."

"No promises!" Lexi shouts back, tugging me up the stairs with surprising strength for someone so petite.

As we ascend, I glance back to see Maya watching us, a strange expression on her face that I can't quite decipher. Is that jealousy? Interest? Simple amusement at the situation? Before I can analyze it further, she raises her hand in a small wave, a soft smile playing at her lips.

"Have fun," she mouths.

And then Lexi pulls me around the corner at the top of the stairs, and Maya disappears from view. I'm left following this energetic blonde down the hall, my mind racing with equal parts nervousness and anticipation. Yesterday I filmed with Maya, today with Lexi. Is this really going to be my new normal? Filming with different beautiful women each day?

"This is going to be so hot," Lexi says, her voice dropping to a seductive purr that's at odds with her bubbly personality. "I've been thinking about your cock since the dressing room."

My mouth goes dry at her directness. "Me too," I admit, which earns me a dazzling smile over her shoulder as she leads me toward what I assume is her bedroom. "But what exactly are we filming? I don't know anything about yoga."

Lexi laughs, the sound light and musical. "Don't worry about that. Just follow my lead and keep the camera steady." She pushes open a door at the end of the hall. "Time to finish what we started at the mall."

Lexi's bedroom is nothing like I expected. Where Maya's room was all soft textures and moody lighting, Lexi's space looks like an explosion in a gaming store. RGB lights line the walls in pulsing patterns, posters of anime characters and video game heroines cover every available surface, and a professional gaming setup dominates one corner, multiple monitors still displaying her desktop backgrounds—all featuring her in various cosplay outfits. A California king bed draped in a galaxy-print comforter takes up most of the remaining space, covered in plushies of cartoon characters I vaguely recognize from my nephew's T-shirts.

"Welcome to my lair," Lexi says with a dramatic flourish, tossing the teal yoga outfit onto her bed. She bounces over to a closet that's bursting with colorful fabrics and begins rummaging through it.

"It's... very you," I say, taking in the controlled chaos. There's something endearing about how unabashedly Lexi embraces her interests, her personality splashed across every inch of this room.

"Here," she says, pulling a sleek camera from a drawer in her desk. It's similar to the one Maya had me use yesterday, but slightly smaller. "You'll be filming today. I want this to have a POV feel—like you're the student I'm seducing."

I take the camera, turning it over in my hands. It's expensive, the kind of equipment professional videographers use. "I'm still new at this," I remind her. "I might mess up the shot."

Lexi waves away my concern. "Don't worry about it. Half the appeal is the amateur feel." She steps closer, her small hand resting on my forearm. "Just focus on me. The rest will take care of itself."

She grabs her yoga outfit and disappears into an attached bathroom, calling over her shoulder, "Wait here while I change. Then you can head downstairs and go out to the pool deck. I'll be setting up the lighting and doing some warm-up poses."

"What should I wear?" I ask, looking down at my current outfit.

"Those shorts we bought will work," she calls through the door. "The gray ones. They show off your package nicely."

I dig through the shopping bags we brought upstairs, finding the gray athletic shorts Lexi mentioned. They're much shorter than anything I'd normally wear, designed to highlight rather than conceal. I change quickly, feeling self-conscious despite the fact that Lexi will soon see much more than my legs.

The bathroom door opens, and Lexi emerges in her teal yoga outfit—a sports bra that pushes her small breasts together to create impressive cleavage, and leggings so tight they might as well be painted on. Her blonde pixie cut has been styled to look artfully tousled, and she's applied just enough makeup to enhance her features without looking overdone.

"Perfect," she says, eyeing me up and down with approval. "Those shorts are definitely working for you."

She grabs a yoga mat and a small bag of what I assume are props, then heads for the door. "I'll go set up. Wait about five minutes, then come outside. I want to be in the middle of a pose when you 'discover' me, okay?"

"Got it," I nod, trying to ignore the butterflies in my stomach.

"And remember," she adds, pausing at the doorway, "this is supposed to be fun. Don't overthink it." With a wink and a bounce of her step, she's gone, leaving me alone with the camera and my thoughts.

I sit on the edge of her bed, careful not to disturb the army of plushies, and check the camera settings. It's already set to record, the battery fully charged. All I need to do is press a button and point it at Lexi. Seems simple enough, but my mind is racing with complications.

This situation is so bizarre. Not just the filming itself, but the way I'm bouncing between these women. Yesterday, I was with Maya—beautiful, soulful Maya who made me feel things I haven't felt in years. Today, I'm about to film with Lexi, who's completely different but equally captivating in her own way. And somewhere downstairs is Rowan, who I haven't been with yet but who keeps giving me these evaluating looks that make my skin tingle with anticipation.

What am I to them? A business asset? A temporary plaything? Something more?

And what is Maya to me? When I think about her, it's not just her body I remember—though God knows that's memorable enough—but the moments between takes. The way she looked in the shower, natural and vulnerable. The way she checked in with me afterward, making sure I was okay with everything that had happened. The way her eyes crinkle when she laughs.

I move to the window, which overlooks the backyard and pool area. Lexi is down there now, unrolling her yoga mat on the concrete deck beside the sparkling blue pool. She's setting up portable lights on stands, positioning them to complement the golden afternoon sunlight filtering through the palm trees. The scene looks like something from a high-end fitness magazine—perfect pool, perfect lighting, perfect girl in perfect yoga clothes.

Do I have feelings for Maya already? Is that even possible after such a short time? Or am I just confusing sexual attraction with something deeper because it's been so long since I felt either? And if I do have feelings for her, what does it mean that I'm about to have sex with her housemate on camera?

Does Maya feel anything for me beyond professional interest? The way she looked at me when Lexi was dragging me upstairs—was that possessiveness I saw? Jealousy? Or just amusement at the situation? And why do I care so much?

Through the window, I watch Lexi arrange her props—blocks, straps, and other yoga equipment I don't recognize. She tests the lighting, adjusting one of the stands to better catch the sun's rays. Then she steps onto her mat and begins flowing through a series of poses that showcase her flexibility. Even from this distance, I can see the strength in her small frame as she moves with fluid grace from position to position.

This is her job, I remind myself. This is all of their jobs. They're professionals creating content that sells. I shouldn't read more into it than that. But then I think of the way Maya looked at me in the shower, and I can't help but wonder if there's something more happening here than just business.

Lexi drops into a deep stretch, her ass pointed directly at the house—at me. As if sensing my eyes on her, she looks over her shoulder directly at the window where I'm standing. When our eyes meet, she smiles and gives me a deliberate, provocative wink.

My heart rate kicks up a notch. That's my cue. Time to stop overthinking and start filming.

I press the record button, the small red light coming to life to indicate we're rolling. Taking a deep breath, I head downstairs and out through the sliding glass doors to the pool deck where Lexi waits, already in character as the seductive yoga instructor about to rock my world.

Game on.

The late afternoon sun bathes Lexi in golden light as I step onto the pool deck, camera in my left hand, trying to look casual despite the butterflies in my stomach. She's in some impossible-looking yoga pose, her tight body folded in ways that showcase both her flexibility and her assets. When she hears my approach, she looks up with practiced surprise, like she hadn't been waiting for me, like she hadn't just winked at me through the window. This is all part of the scene, I remind myself. The yoga instructor surprised by a student's arrival. The camera feels heavy in my palm as I press the zoom button, focusing on Lexi's face as she breaks into a smile that's somehow both innocent and predatory.

"Oh! I didn't know anyone else would be out here," she says, her voice higher and breathier than her normal tone. She straightens up slowly, making a show of stretching her arms above her head, which pushes her small breasts against the thin fabric of her sports bra. "Are you here for the advanced class?"

I play along, remembering Maya's advice to follow Lexi's lead. "Just looking for a quiet place to relax," I say, keeping the camera steady despite my nervousness. "Didn't mean to interrupt your practice."

Lexi smiles, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear in a gesture that seems calculated to appear casual but comes across as deliberately flirtatious. "No interruption at all. I could use some help, actually." She tilts her head, her green eyes wide with feigned innocence. "Would you mind?"

"Help with what?" I ask, moving closer as she beckons me.

"I need your help with this position," Lexi says cutely, her voice playful yet seductive. "Help me stretch out." She sits on her mat, legs extended in front of her, then reaches toward her toes, her back arching gracefully. "I can never quite get the full extension on my own."

I shift the camera to my left hand, unsure how to help while still filming. Lexi solves the problem by reaching for my free hand and guiding it to her lower back.

"Press gently here," she instructs, placing my palm against the small of her back. "It helps deepen the stretch."

I apply gentle pressure as directed, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her top. Lexi makes a small sound of satisfaction that's just a touch too sexual for a yoga class, her back arching further under my touch. I keep the camera trained on her face, capturing her exaggerated expression of pleasure.

"That feels amazing," she purrs, then shifts positions, turning onto her hands and knees. "Now help me with downward dog. It's my favorite position."

The double entendre isn't subtle, and I feel my cock beginning to stir in the thin athletic shorts as Lexi positions herself on all fours, then lifts her hips high into the air, creating that inverted V-shape that puts her ass on perfect display. The teal leggings might as well be painted on, revealing every curve and contour of her toned body.

"Press up against me," Lexi says, looking back at me through her legs, her voice dropping lower. "It helps align my hips properly."

I move behind her, camera still recording in my left hand, and position myself so that my groin is just touching her raised ass. The contact, even through two layers of clothing, sends electricity shooting up my spine. My cock responds immediately, hardening against the thin fabric of my shorts.

"Like this?" I ask, my voice rougher than I intended.

"Mmm, perfect," Lexi moans, pushing back against me slightly. "Just like that. Feel how my hips need to rotate?" She demonstrates by grinding subtly against my now-obvious erection.

The camera nearly slips in my sweaty palm as blood rushes to my groin. I adjust my grip, trying to keep the shot steady while Lexi continues her "instructional" commentary that's becoming less and less about yoga with each passing second.

Without warning, she shifts again, flowing smoothly out of downward dog and into an impressive display of flexibility as she lowers herself into a full split on her yoga mat. She's facing me now, her face mere inches from my crotch where my erection is tenting the gray shorts obscenely.

"Wow," she says, her eyes fixed on my bulge. "Looks like someone's enjoying their yoga lesson." She licks her lips slowly, deliberately, making sure the camera captures the gesture. "Oh daddy," she continues, her voice taking on a girlish quality that contrasts sharply with the predatory look in her eyes. "Are you happy to see me?"

The "daddy" catches me off guard—it's not something anyone's ever called me before Maya used it yesterday—but I don't have time to analyze it because Lexi is continuing her performance.

"You helped me relieve pressure," she says, still in that split position that showcases her incredible flexibility. "So now I guess I have to help you."

Her small hands reach for the waistband of my shorts, fingers brushing against my stomach in a touch that makes my muscles tighten reflexively. She looks up at me through her lashes, maintaining eye contact as she slowly, deliberately unbuttons the shorts and pulls down the zipper.

"Let's see what you're hiding in here," she purrs, tugging the shorts down just enough to free my half-hard cock. It springs out, rapidly stiffening under her appreciative gaze. "Wow, daddy," she gasps, her eyes widening in what seems like genuine surprise despite having seen me naked yesterday. "You're so big."

She wraps her fingers around my shaft, giving it a few experimental strokes that bring me to full hardness within seconds. The camera shakes slightly in my hand as pleasure courses through me. I adjust my stance, trying to keep the shot steady while Lexi continues to stroke me.

"I need to taste it," she says, leaning forward while maintaining her split position—a feat of flexibility that I'd find impressive if I could think straight, which I decidedly cannot as Lexi's hot mouth engulfs the head of my cock.

"Fuck," I groan, the word escaping before I can stop it. Her mouth is wet and warm, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head in a way that makes my knees weak.

I angle the camera down to capture Lexi's face as she takes me deeper, her cheeks hollowing with suction. The visual of this petite blonde in a full split, sucking my cock while looking up at the camera with those wide green eyes, is almost too much to process. It's like every porn fantasy come to life, except I'm not just watching—I'm experiencing it, feeling every flick of her tongue, every vibration of her appreciative hums around my shaft.

Lexi pulls back, letting my cock slip from her mouth with an obscene pop. "You taste so good, daddy," she says, her lips glistening. Then, without breaking eye contact with the camera, she reaches for the hem of her sports top and pulls it up and over her head in one fluid motion.

Her breasts spill free—large but perky, with pale pink nipples already hard in the open air. She cups them in her hands, offering them to the camera. "Do you like what you see, daddy?" she asks, pinching her nipples between her fingers. "Do you want to feel them?"

But before I can respond, she's taking my cock back into her mouth, sucking more enthusiastically now, one hand wrapped around the base of my shaft where she can't fit me completely. The sight of her—still in that impossible split, topless, her lips stretched around my cock—is possibly the hottest thing I've ever seen.

I tighten my grip on the camera, determined not to drop the expensive equipment despite the waves of pleasure Lexi's mouth is sending through my body. This is work, I remind myself. We're filming content. But my body doesn't care about that distinction as Lexi continues her expert oral attention, her small hand pumping what doesn't fit in her mouth, her tongue doing things I didn't know were possible.

"God, that feels amazing," I say, the words coming out rough and strained.

Lexi responds by taking me deeper, her eyes watering slightly as the head of my cock hits the back of her throat. She doesn't gag or pull away—instead, she moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending new waves of pleasure up my spine.

I keep the camera focused on her face, capturing every detail of her performance. Because that's what this is—a performance. No matter how good it feels, no matter how authentic her enthusiasm seems, we're creating content. That thought should probably bother me more than it does, but with Lexi's warm mouth wrapped around my cock, it's hard to care about much of anything else.

Lexi pops my cock out of her mouth with another obscene sound, a string of saliva still connecting her lips to the tip. Her cheeks are flushed, her eyes bright with excitement as she looks up at me through the camera. "I need more," she says, still in that breathy voice she's been using for the scene. Without breaking eye contact with the lens, she hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants and slowly, teasingly, begins to peel them down her hips. The teal fabric slides over her smooth skin, revealing inch by tantalizing inch that she's not wearing anything underneath.

I keep the camera steady as she works the leggings down her toned legs, finally kicking them away with a playful flick of her foot. My breath catches at the sight of her completely naked on the yoga mat, the late afternoon sun gilding her pale skin. But what really draws my attention—and the camera's lens—is her pubic area, where her blonde hair has been meticulously trimmed and shaved into a perfect heart shape.

"You like?" she asks, noticing where my attention is focused. She runs a finger along the edge of the heart, drawing attention to her handiwork. "I did it just for you, Daddy."

The combination of the childish name with her very adult presentation creates a cognitive dissonance that should be off-putting but somehow isn't. Instead, I find myself even more turned on, my cock throbbing painfully with each beat of my heart.

Lexi moves out of her split position finally, leaning back on her yoga mat, her legs spreading wide in invitation. Her pussy glistens in the golden light, already wet and ready. "Please fuck me, Daddy," she says, her voice a perfect blend of innocence and lust. "I've been such a good girl at my yoga practice."

I swallow hard, trying to remember that we're filming, that this is a performance for an audience. But my body doesn't care about such distinctions—it only knows that there's a beautiful naked woman asking me to fuck her, and after our interrupted dressing room encounter earlier, I'm more than ready to comply.

I kneel on the concrete between her spread legs, the hard surface uncomfortable against my knees but I barely notice. With my left hand, I keep the camera trained on Lexi's face, capturing her expression of anticipation as I use my right hand to guide my cock to her entrance.

"Yes, Daddy," she encourages, her hips tilting up to meet me. "Put that big cock inside me."

The head of my cock nudges against her opening, already slick with arousal. I press forward slowly, watching through the viewfinder as Lexi's expression changes from anticipation to wide-eyed pleasure mixed with slight discomfort as I begin to stretch her.

"Holy fuck you're big," Lexi says with a giggle that seems to break character slightly, her eyes widening as I push just the tip inside. Despite her professional experience, there's a moment of genuine adjustment as she accommodates my size. The tight heat of her pussy gripping just the head of my cock nearly makes me groan aloud.

I pause, giving her time to adjust, using the moment to adjust the camera angle to capture both her face and where our bodies are beginning to join. "You okay?" I ask softly, genuinely concerned despite the performance aspect of all this.

"More than okay," Lexi breathes, her small hands reaching down to grab her own thighs, pulling them wider apart. "Give me all of it, Daddy. I want to feel every inch."

I push forward slowly, watching through the camera as my cock disappears inch by inch into her tight pussy. Lexi's mouth falls open, her eyes fluttering closed as I fill her completely. When I'm fully seated inside her, I pause again, both to let her adjust and to control my own response. She's incredibly tight, her inner walls gripping me like a vise, and I know if I start moving immediately, this will be over embarrassingly fast.

"You feel so good," I say, the words coming out rough and strained.

"So do you, Daddy," she replies, her eyes opening to stare directly into the camera. "Your cock is stretching me so good."

I begin to move then, establishing a slow rhythm, pulling nearly all the way out before sinking back in deep. Each thrust draws a little gasp from Lexi, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the impact. I try to keep the camera steady, focusing on capturing her expressions of pleasure, but it's challenging to maintain the shot while also fucking her with increasing intensity.

"Harder, Daddy," Lexi moans, her hips rising to meet each thrust. "Fuck me harder."

I increase the pace, driving into her with more force, the sound of skin slapping against skin joining our heavy breathing and Lexi's increasingly vocal moans. The camera shakes slightly in my hand, and I adjust my grip, determined to capture every moment of this encounter despite my own mounting pleasure threatening to overwhelm my concentration.

"Like this?" I ask, punctuating the question with a particularly deep thrust.

"Yes!" Lexi cries, her back arching off the yoga mat. "Just like that, Daddy. Don't stop!"

I maintain the rhythm, watching through the viewfinder as Lexi's expressions become less controlled, more genuine as pleasure builds within her. Her hands move restlessly—clutching at the yoga mat, then her own breasts, then reaching up as if to grab something invisible above her. Her breathing becomes more rapid, her moans more urgent.

"Daddy... Daddy..." she chants with each thrust, the childish name becoming a mantra of approaching orgasm. "Your cock feels so good inside me, Daddy."

I angle my hips slightly, searching for that spot that will drive her over the edge. I know I've found it when Lexi's eyes fly open, a look of surprised pleasure crossing her face.

"Right there!" she gasps, her internal muscles clenching around me. "Right there, Daddy. Don't stop!"

I keep my thrusts aimed at that same spot, maintaining the rhythm and pressure as Lexi's pleasure visibly builds. Her skin flushes pink across her chest and face, her nipples hardening into tight peaks. Her eyes begin to lose focus, her mouth forming a perfect O of impending release.

"I'm going to cum, Daddy," she warns, her voice taking on a desperate edge. "You're going to make me cum so hard!"

I keep going, my own pleasure building dangerously but I force it back, focusing instead on bringing Lexi to climax. The camera captures every nuance of her approaching orgasm—the way her brow furrows slightly, how her teeth catch her bottom lip, the increasing tension in her body as she races toward release.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she chants, her words running together as her hips buck wildly against mine. "Daddy!"

Suddenly her whole body tenses, back arching sharply off the mat, and then she's convulsing around my cock, her inner walls pulsing and gripping me in waves. The most remarkable part is her leg—just one—which starts shaking uncontrollably, trembling with the force of her orgasm. Her cries rise in pitch as the climax washes through her, her face contorted in an expression of pure ecstasy that I make sure to capture clearly on camera.

I slow my thrusts but don't stop completely, helping her ride out the waves of pleasure that continue to make her leg tremble against mine. It's an intensely erotic sight—this petite blonde completely undone by pleasure, her body responding in ways she can't control, all because of my cock inside her.

"Fuck, fuck, fuuuuck," Lexi moans as the most intense part of her orgasm begins to subside, her body still twitching with aftershocks. Her eyes finally focus again, finding the camera lens. "Your cock is amazing, Daddy," she says, her chest heaving with rapid breaths. "I've never cum that hard before."

Whether that's truth or performance, I can't tell, but the satisfied, slightly dazed expression on her face suggests there's at least some genuine pleasure in her reaction. I'm still rock hard inside her, my own release held back through sheer force of will. Watching her come apart around me was incredible, but I know we're not done yet.

As if reading my thoughts, Lexi's lips curve into a mischievous smile. "But I think we need to change positions," she says, her internal muscles giving my cock one last squeeze before I slowly withdraw, the camera capturing the obscenely erotic sight of my shaft emerging, glistening with her arousal.

"My turn to do the work," Lexi says, her breathing still slightly uneven from her powerful orgasm. She gestures to the yoga mat. "Lie down on your back. I want to ride that massive cock." The command is delivered with such casual confidence that I find myself automatically complying, carefully maneuvering myself onto my back on the thin mat, the concrete hard beneath it. I keep the camera clutched in my left hand, raising it to continue filming as Lexi stands over me, her petite naked body framed by the blue sky and palm trees above. From this angle, she looks like some kind of erotic goddess, her skin still flushed from her climax, that heart-shaped patch of blonde pubic hair drawing my eye like a target.

"Keep the camera steady," she instructs, lowering herself to her knees and straddling my thighs. She takes my cock in her small hand, giving it a few strokes that make me hiss through my teeth. "I want them to see every second of this."

I adjust the camera angle, making sure it captures both Lexi's face and her hand on my shaft. The late afternoon sun creates dramatic shadows and highlights on her body, emphasizing the definition in her athletic frame. Despite her petite size, there's strength in her thighs as she rises up, positioning herself directly above my cock.

"Ready, Daddy?" she asks, her green eyes locked on the camera lens.

Before I can respond, she begins lowering herself onto me, her tight pussy stretching around the head of my cock. The sensation is so intense that I nearly drop the camera, my fingers tightening reflexively around it. Lexi takes her time, sinking down inch by inch, her face a study in concentration and pleasure.

"Fuck," she breathes, pausing halfway down my length. "You're so fucking big."

I use my free hand to steady her hip, trying not to thrust up into her despite every instinct telling me to bury myself completely in her tight heat. "You okay?" I ask, genuinely concerned about her comfort despite the performance aspect of all this.

Lexi nods, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. "Just... give me a second." She rotates her hips slightly, adjusting to my girth, then continues her descent until finally, finally she's taken all of me, her ass resting against my thighs. "Oh my god," she gasps, her internal muscles clenching around me in a way that threatens to end things immediately.

Lexi is so tight that I have a hard time not cumming right then and there. The hot grip of her pussy around my cock is almost overwhelming, especially after the buildup of arousal from her oral attention and fucking her in the previous position. I take a deep breath, trying to maintain my composure.

"You feel amazing," I manage, the words strained.

"So do you," she replies, beginning to move—small circles of her hips at first, grinding herself against me rather than lifting up. "So fucking deep."

I keep the camera trained on her face, capturing her expressions as she gradually increases her movements, lifting herself an inch or two before dropping back down. Each time she descends, taking my full length again, her mouth forms a perfect O of pleasure and her eyes lose focus for a split second.

As Lexi finds her rhythm, rising and falling on my cock with increasing confidence, I feel that familiar tightening at the base of my spine that signals approaching orgasm. It's too soon—way too soon—and I desperately need a distraction to hold back the tide.

Baseball. That worked yesterday with Maya. I try to recall batting averages, team standings, anything to take my mind off the exquisite sensation of Lexi's tight pussy sliding up and down my shaft. But it's harder this time, perhaps because I'm already sensitized from earlier, or maybe because Lexi's riding style is different from Maya's—more athletic, more vigorous, her strong thighs working as she bounces on my cock with increasing enthusiasm.

The Cleveland Guardians won 76 games last season. The Yankees won... fuck, I can't remember, not when Lexi is moaning like that, not when she's reaching down to touch herself while she rides me, her fingers circling her clit as her pace increases.

"Your cock feels so good, Daddy," she gasps, her free hand coming up to pinch one of her nipples. "So fucking big inside me."

I try a different tactic, mentally reciting state capitals. Montgomery, Alabama. Juneau, Alaska. Phoenix, Arizona. Little Rock... fuck, what state is Little Rock? I can't concentrate when Lexi does that thing with her hips, that swivel at the bottom of each stroke that sends electric currents shooting up my spine.

"Look at how wet you make me," Lexi says, lifting almost completely off my cock before slamming back down. The camera captures the glistening evidence of her arousal on my shaft, the way her pussy lips grip me on each upstroke like they don't want to let go.

I'm fighting a losing battle here. Lexi's pace increases, her moans becoming more urgent, her small breasts bouncing with each movement. The slick heat of her around me, the visual feast of her pleasure-contorted face through the viewfinder, the sound of our bodies coming together—it's all pushing me rapidly toward the edge.

Where Maya was all soft curves and sensual movements, Lexi is compact energy and athletic prowess. She rides me with the confidence of someone who knows exactly what she wants and how to get it, her strong thighs flexing as she lifts and drops, lifts and drops. There's something hypnotic about watching her take her pleasure so deliberately, so efficiently.

"Touch my clit, Daddy," she demands, guiding my free hand between her legs. "Help me cum again."

I find the hard nub of her clit with my thumb, circling it in time with her movements. The additional stimulation makes Lexi throw her head back, exposing the long line of her throat to the camera. I keep filming, trying to capture every detail of her building pleasure while battling my own.

Topeka, Kansas. Frankfort, Kentucky. Baton Rouge, Louisiana. The state capitals aren't helping anymore, not when Lexi is clenching around me like this, not when she's calling me "Daddy" in that breathy voice that somehow pushes all the right buttons.

"I'm getting close again," she warns, her movements becoming more erratic, her internal muscles beginning to flutter around my shaft. "Your cock is going to make me cum so hard, Daddy."

I increase the pressure on her clit, rubbing faster circles that make her gasp and shudder. My own orgasm is dangerously close, a pressure building at the base of my spine that I can't hold back much longer. I grit my teeth, focusing on Lexi's pleasure rather than my own, determined to make her come again before I lose control.

"Yes, yes, just like that," she chants, her pace frantic now, her pussy gripping me like a vise with each downstroke. "Don't stop, Daddy, don't stop!"

I won't last. I can't. But it doesn't matter because Lexi is there, teetering on the edge, her movements growing desperate as she chases her release. The camera shakes in my hand as I struggle to keep it steady while also fighting back my own orgasm, the dual challenge requiring concentration I barely possess at this moment.

"Look at me," I instruct, wanting to capture her face clearly as she comes. "Look at the camera, Lexi."

She does, her green eyes finding the lens just as her orgasm begins to take her, her pupils dilated with pleasure. The timing is perfect—the camera recording every nuance of her expression as ecstasy washes over her features.

"Daddy!" Lexi cries out, her whole body tensing as the orgasm hits her. Her thighs clamp around my hips like a vice, her back arching dramatically as she grinds down hard on my cock. I keep the camera steady on her face, capturing the moment her eyes roll back and her mouth falls open in a silent scream of pleasure. Her pussy contracts around me in rhythmic pulses that nearly push me over the edge right there. I grit my teeth, desperately holding back my own release as Lexi's petite frame shudders atop me, her orgasm seeming to go on forever. When she finally collapses forward, her hands braced on my chest, she's breathing like she just ran a marathon, her blonde hair sticking to her sweat-dampened forehead.

"Holy shit," she gasps, her internal muscles still fluttering around my cock in aftershocks. "That was... fuck."

I'm painfully hard inside her, my own orgasm held back by sheer force of will. My balls are tight and heavy, desperate for release after all this stimulation. Lexi must sense my struggle because she gives me a knowing smile, slowly lifting herself off my cock with a shuddering sigh.

"We need to change positions," she says, her voice husky from her cries of pleasure. "I want to feel you from behind."

Despite having just experienced an intense orgasm, she moves with the fluid grace of a dancer, turning around on the yoga mat and positioning herself on her hands and knees. She looks back at me over her shoulder, her ass raised invitingly in the air. "Come on, Daddy," she purrs. "I need more."

I rise to my knees, camera still clutched in my left hand, my cock standing painfully erect. The sight of Lexi in this position—her perfect ass presented to me, her back arched to show off her flexibility, her blonde hair falling around her flushed face—is almost too much to bear. I position myself behind her, using my right hand to guide my cock to her entrance.

"Get a good shot of this," Lexi instructs, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks, giving the camera an unobstructed view as I press the head of my cock against her slick opening.

I angle the camera down to capture the moment of penetration, watching through the viewfinder as my shaft slowly disappears into her tight heat. Lexi moans at the intrusion, her fingers digging into the flesh of her own ass as I push deeper.

"Fuck, you're so deep like this," she gasps as I bottom out, my hips flush against her ass. "So fucking big, Daddy."

I begin to move, establishing a steady rhythm, my right hand gripping her hip for leverage. Through the camera, I focus on how her ass looks slapping against me with each thrust, the way her flesh jiggles slightly upon impact. It's hypnotic—the visual of my cock sliding in and out of her, glistening with her arousal, her tight pussy gripping me like it doesn't want to let go.

"You like how this looks?" Lexi asks, turning to make eye contact with the camera. "You like watching your big cock stretch my tight little pussy?"

"Fuck yes," I grunt, the words escaping without thought as pleasure overwhelms my brain.

I shift the camera angle, moving from the explicit view of our joining to focus on Lexi's face. Her expression is a study in pleasure—eyes half-lidded, mouth open and panting, cheeks flushed with exertion. With each thrust, her features contort slightly, her breath catching in little gasps that seem too genuine to be performed.

"Harder," she demands, pushing back against me to take me deeper. "Fuck me harder, Daddy."

I increase the pace, driving into her with more force, watching through the viewfinder as her mouth forms a perfect O of shocked pleasure. Her arms give out, and she falls forward onto her elbows, the new angle allowing me to penetrate even deeper. The camera captures her face pressed against the yoga mat, her eyes unfocused, her lips moving in a constant stream of encouragement.

"Yes, yes, right there," she chants, her words punctuated by the sound of our bodies slapping together. "Don't stop, Daddy. Don't fucking stop."

I'm not going to last much longer. Between the visual feast through the camera lens, the tight grip of Lexi's pussy around my cock, and the building pressure that's been mounting since our interrupted encounter in the dressing room, my control is slipping rapidly. Each thrust brings me closer to the edge, a tingling sensation building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight against my body.

"Fuck me harder," Lexi moans, her face contorted in pleasure, eyes rolled back. The camera captures every nuance of her expression as I pound into her, her small body rocking forward with each impact. "I love your big cock, Daddy."

Her words push me dangerously close to the brink. I can feel my orgasm building, impossible to hold back any longer. My rhythm falters as I try to maintain control, but it's a losing battle.

Lexi, perceptive even in the throes of pleasure, notices the change immediately. "Are you going to cum, Daddy?" she asks, her voice breathy but knowing.

"Yes," I manage through gritted teeth, every muscle in my body tensing with the effort of holding back.

"In my mouth," Lexi demands immediately, looking back at me with wild eyes. "I want your cum in my mouth, Daddy."

She doesn't wait for a response, already scrambling forward and turning around, my cock slipping from her pussy as she repositions herself. I barely have time to adjust the camera before she's on her knees in front of me, taking my cock in her small hand and guiding it toward her waiting mouth.

"Give it to me," she urges, her tongue darting out to lick the sensitive head. "I want to taste your cum."

The sight of Lexi on her knees, looking up at me with those wide green eyes, her lips parted eagerly—combined with the sudden transition from the tight heat of her pussy to the wet warmth of her mouth—is my undoing. I feel the first pulse of my orgasm building as she wraps her lips around the head of my cock, her hand working the shaft in quick, firm strokes.

"I'm cumming," I warn, the camera shaking slightly in my hand as pleasure tears through me.

Lexi pulls back just enough to position my cock at her open mouth, her hand still pumping the shaft as the first jet of cum erupts. It lands across her lips and cheek, but she quickly adjusts, catching the second pulse directly on her tongue. She keeps her mouth open, letting the cum fill her oral cavity, some of it overflowing to drip down her chin.

Through the haze of my own pleasure, I manage to keep the camera focused on her face, capturing this obscenely erotic moment in high definition—Lexi's open mouth filling with my seed, her eyes locked on the camera lens with an expression of exaggerated bliss. My orgasm seems to go on forever, each pulse of pleasure accompanied by another spurt of cum that Lexi eagerly accepts, until her face is painted with white streaks across her cheeks, lips, and chin.

When the final waves of my climax subside, Lexi gives the camera a deliberate, sultry look before swallowing visibly, her throat working as she gulps down what's in her mouth. Then she smiles, strings of cum still connecting her lips.

"Your cum tastes so good, Daddy," she purrs, running a finger through the mess on her cheek and bringing it to her mouth to suck it clean. The performance is calculated to be as visually arousing as possible, and despite having just experienced an intense orgasm, I feel a twitch of renewed interest in my spent cock.

Lexi continues to clean herself with exaggerated enjoyment, licking cum from her fingers while maintaining eye contact with the camera. "Mmm," she moans, "so delicious." After swallowing again, she opens her mouth wide to show it's empty, then gives the camera a wink and a satisfied smile. "Thank you for the protein shake, Daddy."

It's a porn cliché, the kind of line I've heard in countless videos, but coming from Lexi—naked, sweaty, covered in my cum—it works. She plays it with just the right balance of humor and genuine appreciation, somehow making the cheesy dialogue seem natural.

I keep filming as she uses her fingers to gather the remaining cum from her face, making a show of licking each digit clean. "I don't want to waste a drop," she says, looking directly into the camera. "It's too tasty."

My arm is starting to ache from holding the camera steady for so long, but I maintain the shot, capturing every moment of Lexi's post-orgasmic performance. She's a natural on camera, knowing exactly how to play to the lens, how to make even the cleanup process look sexy and deliberate.

When she's gathered most of my cum, she gives the camera one final, satisfied smile. "Best yoga class ever," she says with a playful giggle that breaks the porn star character she's been playing, giving me a glimpse of the real Lexi underneath the performance.

With a final dramatic shudder, I collapse onto the yoga mat beside Lexi, my legs suddenly feeling like overcooked noodles. Every muscle in my body is loose, buzzing with the afterglow of intense pleasure. Lexi flops onto her back next to me, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she catches her breath. For a moment, neither of us speaks, the only sounds our heavy breathing and the gentle lapping of pool water against the sides. The late afternoon sun casts long shadows across the deck, turning Lexi's skin golden where it hits and her discarded teal yoga clothes into darkened puddles of fabric.

"Holy shit," Lexi finally says, her voice no longer carrying that breathy, performative quality from our scene. This is her real voice—slightly deeper, more relaxed, and tinged with genuine satisfaction.

I suddenly realize I'm still clutching the camera, the red recording light still blinking steadily. Lexi notices too, reaching over to take it from my hand. Her fingers brush mine as she presses the stop button, officially ending our shoot.

"And cut," she says with a small laugh, setting the camera aside on the deck. "That's a wrap."

The moment feels significant somehow—the transformation from performance back to reality. With the camera off, Lexi's whole demeanor shifts subtly. She stretches her arms overhead, wincing slightly as she extends her legs.

"Wow, those splits really did a number on my hamstrings," she comments, rubbing her thigh muscles. "Worth it though."

I chuckle, still trying to process what just happened. Yesterday I was filming with Maya, today with Lexi. Is this really going to be my life now? It seems too surreal, too good to be true.

"Good work..." Lexi says after another moment of comfortable silence. She turns her head to look at me, her green eyes soft and genuine in a way they weren't during the performance. "I haven't came that hard without a toy ever. You have a great cock."

The compliment catches me off guard—not because it's explicit (we just had sex on camera, after all), but because it feels honest, not part of the script. "Thanks," I reply, not sure what else to say. "You were pretty amazing yourself."

Lexi smiles, looking pleased by the reciprocal compliment. There's a streak of drying cum on her forehead that she missed in her cleanup, the sight oddly endearing now that we're out of character. I reach over without thinking, my thumb gently wiping the white smear from her skin.

"Missed a spot," I explain.

Instead of simply thanking me, Lexi captures my hand before I can pull away. With deliberate eye contact, she brings my cum-smeared thumb to her mouth and sucks it clean, her tongue swirling around the digit in a way that makes my spent cock twitch with interest.

"Can't waste it," she says after releasing my thumb with a soft pop. There's mischief in her eyes, but also something warmer. "I meant what I said. You're really good at this."

We settle into a comfortable position side by side on the yoga mat, our naked bodies cooling in the late afternoon breeze. The sun is beginning its descent toward the horizon, painting the sky in deepening shades of gold and pink. There's something strangely intimate about lying here naked with Lexi, more intimate somehow than the sex we just had. During filming, we were both performing—playing roles for the camera. Now it's just us, two people relaxing after shared pleasure.

"So how are you liking your new career?" Lexi asks, breaking the silence. She props herself up on one elbow, looking down at me with genuine curiosity. "It's a bit different from food delivery, huh?"

I laugh at the understatement. "Just a bit." I consider the question seriously. "It's surreal. A few days ago I was struggling to make rent. Now I'm..." I gesture vaguely at our naked bodies, the camera, the whole situation.

"Making bank having sex with hot women?" Lexi supplies helpfully, grinning.

"Something like that," I agree. "Not exactly where I saw my life going."

Lexi nods thoughtfully. "Most of us didn't plan on this either. I wanted to be a professional gamer, actually. Still do that on the side, but this pays way better." She stretches again, utterly unselfconscious about her nudity. "The trick is to enjoy it while it lasts. Nothing in this industry is forever."

There's wisdom in her words that catches me by surprise. Despite her youthful appearance and bubbly persona, Lexi clearly has a practical streak. I find myself wanting to know more about her—the real her, not the performance she puts on for the camera.

"Do you enjoy it?" I ask. "Really, I mean. Not just the money part."

Lexi considers this, her expression thoughtful. "Most of the time, yeah. I get to control my own content, work with people I like, be my own boss." She shoots me a grin. "And the orgasms are a nice bonus, especially when they're real ones."

"They seemed pretty real today," I observe, feeling a surge of pride that probably shouldn't matter as much as it does.

"Trust me, they were. That leg shaking thing? Can't fake that." She reaches out to trace patterns on my chest with her fingertip, a casual intimacy that feels nice. "Maya said you were good, but I thought she might just be trying to convince me to work with you. Turns out she was underselling you."

The mention of Maya sends a strange pang through me—something like guilt mixed with confusion. "Speaking of Maya..." I begin, not sure exactly what I'm trying to ask.

Lexi's expression turns knowing. "You like her, don't you? Like, beyond the fucking part."

I feel my face heat up, embarrassed at being so transparent. "I don't know. Maybe? It's weird, right? We barely know each other."

"Not that weird," Lexi shrugs. "Maya's easy to fall for. She's got that whole nurturing, emotionally available thing going on." She taps my chest lightly. "But just so you know, in this house, we don't do jealousy. It doesn't work in our business."

"I wasn't—" I start to protest, but Lexi cuts me off with a laugh.

"Relax. I'm not accusing you of anything. Just giving you a heads up about how things work around here." She sits up, stretching her arms overhead again, unabashedly displaying her naked body in the golden sunset light. "Besides, I'm pretty sure she likes you too. She got this little crease between her eyebrows when I was dragging you upstairs earlier."

I'm not sure what to do with this information. Part of me is thrilled at the possibility that Maya might have feelings for me too, while another part wonders if I'm setting myself up for heartbreak by getting emotionally involved with a cam girl who has sex for a living. Before I can sort through these thoughts, Lexi's standing up, offering me a hand.

"Come on," she says. "Let's rinse off before the others wonder if we've drowned out here."

I take her hand, letting her pull me to my feet. As we gather our scattered clothing, I look out over the pool to where the sun is sinking lower in the sky, casting the world in amber light. Whatever this new chapter of my life is—whether it's a temporary detour or a complete redirection—I'm starting to think it might be exactly what I needed.

Lexi and I walk naked toward the house, comfortable in our shared nudity now. There's no performance left, just two people who shared something intense and are now simply existing together in the aftermath. I glance back once at the pool deck where we filmed—the yoga mat, the camera, the discarded clothes—evidence of the surreal turn my life has taken. Then I follow Lexi inside, wondering what tomorrow will bring in this strange new world I've stumbled into.
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