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      “Two thousand dollars in three days,” Jenna said, her voice practically vibrating with excitement as she leaned across the counter. “Can you believe that? Three days, Lydia. And I haven’t even done anything crazy yet.”

      I looked up from chopping the carrots for the salad I was making. We were at Jenna’s place, but she hated cooking. I cocked an eyebrow at her. "Two thousand dollars?” I whistled. “That’s insane. Like—what do you mean by 'haven’t done anything crazy yet'?”

      She grinned, flipping her long blonde hair over one shoulder as she perched on the stool by her kitchen island. “I mean, it’s just been lingerie pics so far. A little teasing here and there. Nothing explicit.” She shrugged like it was no big deal, but her smirk told me she was loving every second of this new venture.

      I leaned back against the counter and crossed my arms, giving her a long look. “Jenna, I have to admit, I don’t know how you do it. Like…you’re willingly showing your body to random people online for money?”

      “You make it sound so dirty,” she said with an exaggerated pout. Then her expression softened into that mischievous grin of hers. “It’s not like that at all! It’s empowering. These guys are eating out of the palm of my hand, begging for more, tipping me just because I breathe in their general direction.”

      I laughed despite myself and shook my head. “Okay, okay, good for you, really. I’m happy for you.” I paused, smirking a little as I gestured at the full curves she always flaunted so effortlessly. “Honestly, though? Not surprised you’re making money off your looks. You’d be crazy not to.”

      Her eyes lit up at the compliment as if she didn’t already know exactly how stunning she was. Still, she tried to play humble for about two seconds before breaking into a smug smile. “Well…I mean…if you’ve got it…”

      “Flaunt it,” I finished for her with a laugh.

      “Exactly!” She leaned forward conspiratorially, lowering her voice even though we were alone in her apartment. “Although…the solo stuff is cool and all, but honestly? What would really rake in the cash is if I could find a guy to work with.”

      My face must’ve given away my surprise because her eyes widened with mock scandalization. “Oh my god, Lyds! Don’t look at me like that—it’s not weird! Tons of creators do it.”

      “No judgment," I said quickly, holding up my hands in mock surrender. "I’m just processing here.”

      “It’s simple economics,” Jenna continued confidently, waving a manicured hand through the air as if she were explaining some kind of business strategy rather than planning to film videos with some random dude on OnlyFans. “Couples content sells way better than solo content. People freak for that kind of chemistry.”

      “Well,” I said slowly, reaching back for my soda on the counter and taking a sip while trying not to grin too much, “what are you looking for? Like…a co-star application form or something?”

      “Don’t tempt me; I might actually make one,” she joked before sighing dramatically and propping her chin on her palm. “But seriously, the guy's gotta meet certain criteria. First off, he needs to be hot—obviously. And second…” Her eyes sparkled with a mix of mischief and determination. “…he’s gotta be, you know, gifted. Big dick energy isn’t enough. I’m talking about the real deal.”

      I nearly choked on my soda, setting the can down as I burst into laughter. “Oh my god, Jenna! You’re just gonna put an ad out? ‘Must be tall, handsome, and packing?’”

      “Don’t tempt me,” she quipped again with a smirk. Then her expression turned serious—or at least her version of serious, which still carried that air of playful chaos she always seemed to radiate. “I mean it, though. Having the right partner would take my content to the next level. People already love me solo, so imagine if there was a sexy guy in the mix.”

      “Well,” I said between chuckles, grabbing the cutting board and dumping the carrots into the salad bowl before turning back to her. “Too bad you can’t borrow Sam.”

      The words tumbled out before I could fully think them through, half-joking and entirely expecting Jenna to laugh it off like she normally would.

      Instead, her eyes widened—really widened this time—and for once in her life, she actually looked speechless for a few seconds. Then that unmistakable glint of trouble lit up her expression as she straightened on the stool. “Lydia. Lydiaaaa,” she said slowly, dragging out my name like it was some kind of revelation. “You’re always bragging about how big Sam is. He’d be perfect.”

      I blinked at her, utterly caught off guard by her earnestness. My laughter died in my throat as I stared at her in disbelief. “Wait—Jenna—hold on—you can’t be serious right now.”

      “Oh, I’m dead serious,” she said without missing a beat, leaning forward as if she were already devising a game plan in that wild mind of hers. “Think about it! He’s hot as hell—don’t even try to deny it—and you’ve told me yourself how…impressive he is downstairs.” She wiggled her eyebrows for emphasis.

      “Jenna!” I exclaimed, heat rushing to my cheeks as I slapped her arm lightly in protest.

      “What? Am I wrong?” she shot back with a grin.

      “That’s not the point!” I sputtered, though my mind had inexplicably latched onto the image she was painting. The thought of Sam—my boyfriend—on camera with Jenna was surreal and ridiculous…and maybe just a little bit intriguing in a way that made me feel strange even admitting to myself.

      Realizing my silence had gone on too long, Jenna pressed further. “Come onnnn,” she said in a sing-song voice that usually preceded one of her harebrained schemes. “You’ve got to admit it’s not the worst idea in the world.”

      “You’d need to get him to agree to it first,” I muttered after an awkward pause that left me feeling more exposed than I wanted to admit.

      She pointed at me like I’d just confirmed something vital for her master “You mean you need to get him to agree to it,” she corrected smoothly, her grin widening. “He’s your boyfriend, Lydia. You’ve got the… how do I put this… leverage.”

      “Leverage?” I repeated, crossing my arms and trying to focus on the steady rhythm of the knife as I chopped cucumbers. But my mind was spinning in ways it hadn’t before. Jenna always managed to throw me off balance like this.

      “Yes, leverage,” she said matter-of-factly. “I mean, if it were me, I’d be thrilled if my girlfriend came to me with an opportunity like this. He’s got the looks, the… equipment, and let’s be real—if you’re the one taking the pictures, you’d be there the whole time anyway. No funny business.” She waggled her eyebrows again.

      I froze mid-chop and turned to face her fully. “Wait—what?”

      “You could take the pictures,” she repeated plainly. “That way you’d know exactly what’s going on between us—which is nothing beyond what’s in front of the camera! It’s a win-win.”

      Her suggestion hit me like a lightning bolt, sending a strange thrill zipping through my chest that I couldn’t quite explain—or maybe didn’t want to explain. There was something oddly intimate about the idea of being in control of the camera, of seeing Sam like that in a new kind of spotlight while keeping everything under my watchful eye.

      I shook my head quickly, trying to ground myself before Jenna could read too much into whatever dumb expression I was probably wearing. “You’ve officially lost it,” I said lightly, though my voice lacked any real conviction.

      “Oh, come on!” she said again with that exasperated tone she reserved for whenever she thought I was being too stubborn for no reason. “Just think about it for two seconds! It makes perfect sense. You trust me. You trust him. And he trusts you. What’s the big deal? Besides—” She gestured grandly toward herself with both hands like she was announcing her own coronation, “—I’d cut you guys a generous percentage of the profits.”

      “Generous?” I snorted.

      “The most generous!” She flashed her teeth in an exaggerated smile before tilting her head at me with mock seriousness. “Look, I’m not saying this is gonna change your life or anything—though it might—but just ask Sam about it. Worst-case scenario? He says no and we all move on with our lives.”

      I chewed on her words for a moment longer than I wanted to admit before finally sighing and turning back to finish chopping vegetables. “Fine,” I said quietly after a beat of hesitation.

      “Fine what?” she asked eagerly.

      “I’ll try talking to him about it,” I muttered without looking up from the counter.

      She let out an excited squeal and clapped her hands together triumphantly. “Yes! That’s my girl!”

      “But I’m not guaranteeing anything,” I added quickly, shooting her a warning glance that only made her grin widen further.

      “Noted,” she said breezily as if she’d already won—which, knowing Jenna, she probably felt like she had.

      Shaking my head in disbelief, I pulled out my phone and called Sam while Jenna watched me intently.

      The phone rang twice before Sam picked up, his voice warm and familiar on the other end. “Hey, babe. What’s up?”

      I hesitated for a split second, suddenly hyper-aware of Jenna perched on the kitchen stool across from me, her chin propped in her hands like she was watching a reality show unfold in real time. “Hey,” I began, clearing my throat and trying to sound nonchalant. “So, um… Jenna and I were talking, and she had this idea. Kind of…unconventional.”

      There was a brief pause on the line before Sam chuckled softly. “Unconventional how?”

      I glanced at Jenna, who mouthed “Just rip off the Band-Aid!” with a dramatic gesture that almost made me laugh. Turning away from her theatrics, I lowered my voice. “She’s been doing really well with her OnlyFans stuff lately—like, seriously well—and she thinks she could make even more money if she added, you know… a guy.”

      Sam went quiet.

      “And,” I continued quickly before he could say anything, “she thought maybe you could help out. Like, as the guy.”

      “Wait.” His tone shifted, curiosity edging into amusement. “Jenna wants me to…?”

      “Be in some of her content,” I finished for him. My face burned as I said it out loud, even though Jenna had been making it sound so… business-like.

      There was another pause. Then: “She asked you to ask me about this?”

      “Well,” I said cautiously, glancing back at Jenna again—who was now pretending to zip her lips shut but failing miserably at hiding her grin—“she figured you’d be more comfortable hearing it from me instead of her directly.”

      Sam let out a low laugh that traveled warmly through the receiver and settled somewhere in my stomach. “I mean… wow. That’s definitely not what I thought I’d hear today.”

      “I told her it was crazy,” I admitted hastily, though even as I said it, part of me knew that wasn’t entirely true anymore. Crazy? Yes—but also strangely intriguing in ways I didn’t want to untangle just yet.

      “So,” he said slowly, his tone still laced with incredulity but also something else—interest? Playfulness? “What exactly would this entail?”

      “Well…” God, why did my voice sound so awkward? “You wouldn’t be doing it alone or anything. I’d be there too—to take the pictures.” The words tumbled out faster than I intended as if saying them quicker would make them less mortifying.

      “Wait—you’d be taking the pictures?” He sounded equal parts surprised and amused now. “Is this some kind of couples bonding exercise Jenna dreamed up?”

      “Of course not!” I shot back defensively before realizing how ridiculous this entire situation already sounded without adding unnecessary layers to it.

      Sam laughed again, and for some reason, it made me relax just a little bit—even if Jenna’s wide-eyed anticipation wasn’t helping matters much on my end. “Okay,” he said after a moment that felt like forever. “Why don’t we talk about this in person? I’ll come over now.”

      “Now?” My heart gave an involuntary thump at his quick response to the whole thing. “You’re sure?”

      “Yeah, why not? I’m curious.” His teasing tone was light, but there was a seriousness underneath it. “I’ll be there in ten.”

      “Okay,” I murmured, hanging up as he said goodbye. I had barely placed the phone down before Jenna leaned forward eagerly.

      “Well?” she demanded, her voice brimming with excitement.

      “He’s coming over,” I said, trying to sound casual but failing miserably. My pulse hadn’t quite settled from the conversation, and Jenna could sense it.

      “Oh my God.” She clapped her hands together and hopped off the stool, already halfway across the kitchen. “I’ll go change into something sexy.”

      I opened my mouth to respond but decided against it. Instead, I watched her disappear down the hallway toward her room. As soon as the door clicked shut, I let out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding.

      Her apartment felt eerily quiet in her absence, save for my own thoughts racing around like they were trying to outrun each other. The way Sam had reacted—so calm and even intrigued—sent an unexpected flutter through me. Maybe it was the thought of him being so open-minded or his willingness to dive into something unusual just because I brought it up. Either way, it left me feeling both giddy and nervous at the same time.

      When the doorbell rang five minutes later—faster than I anticipated—I jumped slightly before smoothing my hands over my jeans and heading for the door. Jenna was still in her room changing; she probably hadn’t even heard it.

      Pulling open the door, I found Sam standing on the porch with that easy smile of his that always managed to untangle any tension inside me. He was dressed casually in a fitted gray T-shirt and dark jeans, but somehow he still looked effortlessly put together—a stark contrast to how frazzled I felt.

      “Hey,” he greeted, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation as he always did. His eyes scanned me briefly before settling with amusement. “You look like you’ve just been caught red-handed doing something illegal.”

      I rolled my eyes and shut the door behind him. “Well, considering what we’re about to discuss…”

      He laughed under his breath and leaned back against the wall by the entryway, crossing his arms in that annoyingly cool way of his. “So where’s our mastermind?”

      “Changing,” I said plainly, motioning toward the hallway where Jenna’s door remained closed. “She wanted to make an impression.”

      Sam raised an eyebrow at that but didn’t say anything right away. Instead, he tilted his head slightly as he studied me. “And you’re okay with all this?”

      “I mean…” I hesitated, feeling my cheeks heat up again under his gaze. “It’s not like she asked us to rob a bank or anything.” I know I should have, but I was too embarrassed to tell him how excited the thought made me.

      Sam smirked but didn’t press further; he seemed content with my vague answer for now.

      Before either of us could say more, Jenna’s bedroom door swung open and she strolled out like she was stepping onto a runway. My breath hitched. Jenna had gone all out, wearing a sultry lace bodysuit that left very little to the imagination, paired with thigh-high stockings and heels that clicked ominously against the hardwood floor. Her confidence radiated from every inch of her, and her smirk was pure mischief as she took us both in.

      Sam’s jaw dropped audibly, his easygoing demeanor evaporating in an instant. I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks, both from embarrassment and a strange, unfamiliar twist of envy. I had always known Jenna was beautiful—undeniable, striking—but seeing her like this, so unapologetically bold and magnetic, was something entirely different.

      “Wow,” Sam muttered under his breath, quickly averting his eyes to the floor when he realized he’d been staring too long.

      “You’re too kind,” Jenna teased, twirling slightly as if to give us the full show. Then her gaze locked on me pointedly. “Don’t be shy now, Lydia. Grab the camera.”

      The camera. Right. I’d almost forgotten about it in the chaos of her grand entrance. I swallowed hard and moved mechanically toward the counter where her sleek DSLR rested, the weight of it unfamiliar in my hands as I picked it up.

      Jenna tilted her head as she gestured toward Sam with one perfectly manicured hand. “You don’t mind helping out with this, do you?” she asked him in a voice that was almost sickly sweet but tinged with challenge.

      Sam hesitated for just a second too long. “Of course not. It sounds fun.”

      Jenna stepped forward and tugged at Sam’s shirt playfully, her fingers brushing against his stomach as she pulled it up over his head. He froze momentarily before lifting his arms to let her remove it completely.

      “Already?” I blurted out finally, my voice higher-pitched than I intended as my grip tightened on the camera.

      “What?” Jenna turned to me with an innocent expression that didn’t fool me for a second. “We’re all adults here, aren’t we? And besides…” She swept her gaze over Sam’s now-bare chest appreciatively before grinning at me like we were sharing some private joke. “…he’s photogenic.”

      Sam rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly but didn’t protest further—though I noticed his eyes dart toward me briefly, checking my reaction.

      As if sensing my hesitation—or maybe simply choosing to ignore it—Jenna grabbed Sam by the wrist and started leading him toward her bedroom without another word. My stomach flipped at the sight of them together like that—so comfortable, so casual—and before I realized it, my legs were moving on their own.

      “Let’s get this show on the road,” Jenna announced cheerfully once we were inside her room. The space was dimly lit except for the soft golden glow of string lights draped across her headboard—a setup clearly designed for these kinds of photoshoots.

      I hovered awkwardly by the doorframe as Jenna turned back to Sam and pushed him gently onto the edge of her bed. He looked up at her with wide eyes that mirrored some mix of confusion and amusement while she straddled his lap briefly, leaning in close enough to whisper something into his ear. I couldn’t hear what she said, but the way Sam’s lips parted slightly and his breath hitched told me enough—it wasn’t innocent.

      “Lydia,” Jenna called over her shoulder, her voice light but commanding. “You’re missing the best angles. Get closer.”

      I tightened my grip on the camera, my palms suddenly slick with sweat. My feet felt like lead, but I forced myself to step forward, crossing the small space until I was only a few feet away from them. Jenna smirked at my hesitation before sliding gracefully off Sam’s lap. She stood before him, her fingers toying with the waistband of his jeans as if daring me to look away.

      “Relax,” she said smoothly, her words meant more for me than for Sam. “This is just art.”

      Art. Sure. That’s what we were calling it now.

      Jenna’s fingers moved deliberately, unfastening the button of Sam’s jeans with ease before tugging the zipper down slowly. The sound seemed deafening in the quiet room, and I swore I saw Sam’s Adam's apple bob as he swallowed hard.

      I raised the camera to my face, thankful for the shield it provided even as my heart thundered in my chest. Through the lens, everything felt surreal—a scene unfolding that I wasn’t entirely sure I was supposed to be part of. Yet, I couldn’t tear my gaze away.

      When Jenna knelt in front of Sam and pulled his jeans down just enough to free him, I nearly dropped the camera. Sam groaned softly under his breath as she wrapped her hand around him, her movements confident and deliberate.

      “Lydia,” Jenna said again, this time softly but with an unmistakable edge of amusement. “I need you to focus. Start shooting.”

      My hands trembled slightly as I adjusted the focus on the lens and snapped a few tentative shots. The soft click of the shutter seemed oddly loud in the charged silence between us. Jenna didn’t even flinch; she was completely in her element, tilting her head this way and that as if posing for an invisible audience.

      Sam let out another strained breath when Jenna leaned forward and kissed along his length teasingly before taking him into her mouth without hesitation. His hands gripped tightly at the edges of the bed as he threw his head back, a low groan escaping his lips.

      Through the viewfinder, I watched everything—too intimately. Jenna’s movements were fluid and practiced as she worked him, her lips gliding up and down with an almost hypnotic rhythm while one hand stroked whatever she couldn’t take in fully. Sam looked wrecked already, his chest heaving as he tried—and failed—to keep himself together.

      And then there was me.

      My thighs clenched involuntarily as heat pooled low in my stomach—a mix of emotions so tangled that I wasn’t sure where one ended and another began. Jealousy burned sharp at seeing them like this together—at seeing him like this with someone else—but arousal simmered just beneath it, undeniable and impossible to ignore.

      “Keep shooting,” Jenna murmured without looking up, her voice muffled but somehow still commanding.

      I obeyed without thinking , my fingers moving on autopilot while my mind reeled. The clicks of the shutter punctuated the room, a hypnotic rhythm that seemed to match their increasingly frantic movements. Sam’s hands had moved to grip Jenna’s hair now, guiding her mouth up and down as she moaned her approval.

      “Fuck,” he hissed out between clenched teeth, his hips bucking upward as if he couldn’t help but follow her lead. “Jesus, Jenna—”

      That was when I remembered to breathe again. This wasn’t an anonymous man in one of Jenna’s explicit photos—this was Sam, my Sam. The man I loved more than anything, lost in the moment with someone else.

      But before I could process that thought any further, everything changed.

      Sam’s grip on Jenna’s hair tightened, almost desperate, as he arched his back with a hoarse moan. I knew the signs well enough to know he was close—too close—and in the split second that registered, he pulled her off him and away from the bed.

      “Condom,” he managed to grunt out, his voice nothing more than a ragged breath.

      Jenna shot me a victorious smirk over her shoulder before sauntering over to her purse,; she fished out a condom packet with practiced ease and returned to him in seconds. She was so damn confident—so unaffected by what they were about to do.

      My heart raced as I watched them—watched him sheath himself in that latex barrier as if it somehow made everything okay. Jenna stood and slowly removed her bodysuit until she was completely bare. Sam followed suit, removing his jeans and briefs completely until he was naked. Then Jenna straddled him once more, positioning herself at his tip before slowly lowering herself onto him inch by aching inch. Sam’s eyes rolled back into his head as she took him deep within her, his hands fisting the sheets on either side of them as if they were all that was holding him together.

      And me? I just stood there, invisible fingers squeezing my chest as I snapped photo after photo. The room seemed to shrink around us, and all I could focus on was the sight of them together: Jenna’s head thrown back in ecstasy, her breasts bouncing with each rise and fall of her hips, and Sam’s clenched jaw in an attempt to maintain control. The sounds—deafeningly loud and intimate—echoed off the walls: their labored breathing, the wetness of their bodies coming together, the creak of the bedframe under their weight.

      Sam reached between Jenna’s legs and played with her clit while she rode him like he was made for her. He sucked on her nipples, looking up at her adoringly. It was almost as if I wasn’t even there, except for the sound of my heart hammering against my ribs.

      Jenna and Sam came together, moaning in unison, and I got it all on camera. They came down, staring into each other’s eyes like something had changed between them.

      And then, when Sam glanced at me, my heart swelled. He looked at me with all the love and adoration he had before. Something about that made me feel like our love was unbreakable. Somehow, I felt even more confident than before this ordeal.

      Jenna climbed off of him with a smirk and a wink. She walked over to me, still naked, and wiggled her fingers. “Let me see the photos.”

      I handed her the camera, trying to ignore the arousal between my legs and I watched as she scrolled through them. “These are gorgeous,” she said. “You should take all of my photos from now on.”

      Her gaze met mine and my breath hitched. “So? Did it turn you on? To watch?”

      I stumbled over my words, but she was smiling like she already knew the answer. She set down the camera and lifted my shirt from my body. And I let her. Sam came toward me and helped her to undress me. They peppered me with kisses while they slowly removed my clothes until I was completely naked.

      Jenna leaned in and whispered, “Now it’s my turn to watch.”

      Her and Sam led me toward the bed and lay me on my back. Jenna climbed over my face, straddling it and lowering her hips. I felt Sam’s hands on me as he removed the condom he’d used on Jenna and entered me bareback. The sensation of having both of them on me at once was overwhelming.

      Sam cupped my breasts while he slipped inside, filling me completely. I gasped as Sam began to move, his thick length sliding in and out of me with long, deep strokes. His hands kneaded my breasts, fingers teasing my nipples into stiff peaks. The dual sensations of his cock stretching me and his hands on my chest sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

      Above me, Jenna lowered herself onto my waiting mouth. I eagerly lapped at her folds, tasting her arousal mixed with Sam's essence. She ground against my face as I explored her with my tongue, circling her clit before dipping inside.

      Sam's pace increased, his hips snapping forward to meet mine. Each thrust sent shockwaves of ecstasy rippling through me. I moaned into Jenna's pussy, the vibrations making her cry out and grip my hair tightly.

      The three of us moved together in a frenzied rhythm. Sam pounded into me relentlessly while I devoured Jenna, drunk on her taste and scent. My entire world narrowed to the feeling of being filled from both ends, caught between my two lovers.

      I felt my climax building, a tight coil of heat in my core. Sam's fingers found my clit, rubbing tight circles as he continued to thrust. The added stimulation pushed me over the edge and I came hard, my cries muffled against Jenna's sex.

      My orgasm triggered theirs. Jenna's thighs clamped around my head as she shuddered above me. Sam groaned, burying himself to the hilt as he pulsed inside me. For a moment, we were suspended in shared bliss before collapsing together in a tangle of sweaty limbs.

      Sam wrapped an arm around me and kissed my forehead. “I think it’s safe to say this wasn’t just about the pictures.”

      Jenna leaned up on an elbow and wiggled her eyebrows. “You can say that again.”

      I blushed beneath them, feeling more loved than ever. “Does that mean we’re going to do this again?” I asked, hopeful.

      Jenna leaned in and rubbed her nose against mine before kissing me for the first time. She licked her arousal from my lips then slipped it inside. When she pulled back, I could barely open my eyes, the pleasure was so intense. “Yeah,” she whispered seductively. “In fact, I’m ready to go again.”

      “Again?” Sam teased.

      I nodded in agreement. “Yes, again. As soon as possible.” The three of us laughed and rolled around on the bed together, completely forgetting about the camera as we started round two.
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