
















The Naughty Posting Game

Zoya Lane


Chapter 1: The Digital Altar

Tori was a Good Girl. At least, that was the branding she’d been sold since the third grade, right along with the promise that patience was a virtue and modesty was a shield. But as she sat on the edge of Roman’s mattress, watching him scroll through his camera roll, she suspected her shield had developed some significant structural weaknesses.

Roman was a problem she hadn’t quite learned how to solve. He was tall, dark, and possessed a level of cleverness that felt like a trap. His body occupied space like he’d bought the air rights to the room. He was her first real "friend with benefits," a term Tori still thought sounded like a dental insurance plan.

“This one,” Roman said, his voice a low hum that vibrated in the small of her back. “Look at your skin here. It’s so pale against me, like you’re glowing. You look like a secret I’m not supposed to keep.”

He turned the phone. Tori leaned in, her long brunette hair falling over her shoulder like a curtain. The image was a close-up of her pale, delicate hand wrapped around a very specific, very impressive, and very erect part of Roman.

Her heart did a frantic little tap-dance against her ribs.

“It’s... a lot,” Tori whispered. The former church girl in her wanted to reach for a cardigan and a prayer book. The Tori who had spent the last hour breathless and horizontal with Roman documenting it on his phone wanted to see the next frame.

“It’s art,” Roman corrected. He was a hedonist with a high GPA, a man who treated pleasure like a well-executed thesis, a man not bothered by purity and modesty. He didn’t push; he just invited. “You’re anonymous, Tori. No face, no case. Just the curve of your hip and the way you’re holding me.”

Tori bit her lip. She was cautious by nature, the kind of person who checked the oven three times before leaving the house. But there was a tremor of agency to this she’d never felt in a pew.

“Why do you like looking at them so much?” she asked.

Roman locked the phone and set it on the nightstand, the screen-glow fading like a secret. “Because you’re beautiful when you let go and so incredibly sexy. And because I like knowing that for a few minutes, you forgot to be a good church girl and chose to be my naughty girl. That is so hot.”

Tori inhaled the aroma of Roman’s woodsy cologne. The heat of him radiated at her side, a physical tension that made her pulse itch. She loved their photo review sessions. It was a way to process the intensity of him without the risk of eye contact.

“Wes keeps talking about that one site,” Roman mentioned casually, leaning back against the headboard.

Wes was Roman’s best friend: a blonde, fit, walking politely-worded thirst trap who Tori suspected had never read a book without pictures. He was sweet, in a golden retriever with a gym membership kind of way, but he lived his life out loud and uncensored.

“The amateur one?” Tori asked, her voice small.

“The one where people share. Real people. Not the glossy, fake stuff,” Roman said. He watched her, his dark eyes tracking the way she pulled the sheet up to her collarbone. “It’s a community of people who just... like to be seen. No shame. Just the fun of it.”

Tori’s stomach did a slow, heavy slide. The idea was terrifying. It was the opposite of everything she’d been taught about "keeping something for yourself." It was loud. It was public. It was scandalous.

And yet, as she looked at the phone sitting on the nightstand, she felt a sudden, sharp ache of curiosity.

“Just a hand?” she asked, her voice barely a thread.

Roman smiled, and it wasn’t the smile of a saint. “Just a hand to start. A little digital breadcrumb.”

Tori looked at her own pale fingers, the ones that had been raised in Sunday School for twenty years. They looked different in the lamplight. They looked like they belonged to someone who might, just once, want to see what happens when the shield finally breaks.


Chapter 2: The Rabbit Hole

The internet, Tori decided, was less of a highway and more of a series of trapdoors. And currently, she was falling through one while tucked firmly under Roman’s arm, the Egyptian cotton sheets of his bed feeling like a very expensive safety net.

The blue light of his phone illuminated the room, cutting through the warm, amber glow of the bedside lamp. Roman was scrolling with the practiced ease of a man who had never once felt the crushing weight of a Sunday morning sermon. He was a hedonist with an Ivy League vocabulary, and right now, he was giving her a guided tour of a world she had only ever suspected existed in the darkest, most un-monitored corners of her imagination.

“It’s just a place for people who are tired of hiding. No judgment, just a room full of people who think you’re as incredible as I do,” Roman said.

Tori peered over his shoulder. The screen was a blur of skin tones, tangled limbs, and the kind of "natural" lighting that suggested people were having far more fun in their spare bedrooms than she’d ever been led to believe. This was Amateur Alley or at least, the thinly veiled version of it that existed on the massive, sprawling forum Roman frequented.

Her "good girl" brain, the one that still remembered every lyric to Jesus Loves the Little Children, was having a full-blown existential crisis. It was screaming about digital footprints and the sanctity of the body. Meanwhile, her other brain, the one currently feeling the slow, heavy thrum of Roman’s pulse against her side was leaning in.

“It’s just... naked people?” Tori whispered. Her voice sounded small, a tiny puff of air in the quiet room.

“Just people,” Roman confirmed. He stopped on a photo of a woman in a sun-drenched kitchen, her back to the camera, wearing nothing but a pair of knee-high socks and a smile you could feel through the pixels. “No studios. No directors. Just a woman who knows she looks incredible and a partner who’s proud to show her off. Look at the comments, Tori.”

Tori looked. She expected vitriol or the kind of locker-room talk that made her want to shower in holy water. Instead, she found a strange, communal worship. “Absolutely stunning lighting,” one user wrote. “The curve of your hip is a work of art,” said another. Others were a bit more… aggressive in what they wanted to do with her.

It was like a digital confession booth, but instead of sins, they were confessing to being human.

"Maybe I don't have a Look at Me complex,” Tori thought, her inner monologue doing its usual 90-mph sprint. “But after twenty-two years of boarding up the temple that is my body, being called a 'work of art' was a dangerous drug."

She felt the heat of Roman’s chest as he laughed, a low vibration that made her toes curl. He knew. He always knew when she was overthinking.

“You’re doing that thing,” he murmured, his nose grazing her temple. He smelled like cedarwood and the exertions of their earlier encounter. “The thing where you try to find a moral reason to be curious. You don't need a permit to look, Tori.”

“It’s just so... public,” she said, though her eyes hadn’t left the screen. “What if someone sees?”

“We’re talking about millions of users, Victoria. It’s like being a single grain of sand on a very attractive beach. And besides,” he tilted the phone toward her, his dark eyes sparkling with that cunning, predatory mischief she both feared and craved. “Look at her. She’s anonymous. No face. Just the mystery.”

Tori swallowed hard. The mystery. The idea of being a secret that everyone was allowed to keep. It was a paradox that tasted both delicious and dangerous. She thought of the photos they’d taken, the ones Roman kept in a locked folder. She thought of her pale hand against his dark skin, a contrast that felt like a secret language.

“Wes is obsessed with it,” Roman added casually, mentioning his best friend with the kind of breezy nonchalance that only a man like Roman could pull off. “He practically lives here,” Roman chuckled. “He loves the feedback. He says it’s better than a gym membership for the ego. He’s been trying to get me to post for months. He says the ‘ink and lace’ aesthetic would be massive.”

Roman’s tattoos of intricate, dark patterns that wrapped around his forearms like ivy were a focal point of their private collection. Tori’s lack of them, her "blank canvas" skin, was the perfect foil.

“He’s not wrong,” Roman said, his voice dropping an octave. He turned his head to look at her, his face inches from hers. The air between them suddenly felt like they were underwater. “Imagine it, Tori. Thousands of people scrolling past, stopping dead because of the way your hand looks on my skin. I want them to see what I see.”

The "What if?" hung in the air, shimmering like a neon sign.

Tori’s heart was a hammer. She was terrified. She was a former church girl who still worried about her hemline. But as she looked at Roman, at the dark, handsome man who treated her body like a masterpiece he’d been lucky enough to curate and the fear started to melt into something else.

It was a spark. A tiny, rebellious heat that started in her chest and slid downward.

“I’m not saying I’m going to do it,” she told herself, the classic lie of the curious. “I’m just saying that the lighting in here is particularly cinematic.”

“Just a hand?” she asked aloud, her voice trembling just enough to be a dare.

Roman’s smile was slow and triumphant. He didn't say I told you so. He didn't have to. He just reached for the phone and opened their private folder.

“Just a hand, Victoria,” he whispered, his thumb hovering over the Upload button. “Let’s see if the world is ready for you.”

Tori watched his thumb descend, and for the first time in her life, she didn't pray for forgiveness. She just waited for the rush.


Chapter 3: The Serotonin Slot Machine

Pressing the 'Post' button felt like dropping a glass vase in a silent cathedral. Tori stared at the screen, her thumb still hovering over the glass as if she could somehow vacuum the data back into the phone before it hit the atmosphere.

“And... it’s out there,” Roman said. His voice was a low, smooth purr of satisfaction. He didn't look like a man who had just committed a social felony; he looked like a man who had just placed a very smart bet.

“I think I’m going to throw up,” Tori whispered. Her heart was performing a drum solo against her ribs, a frantic, syncopated rhythm that made her lightheaded. “Or die. I might just spontaneously combust. Is that a thing? Can you die from a moral hangover before the party even starts?”

“Breathe, Victoria. You’re a nameless hand in a sea of anonymous skin.” Roman leaned back, his dark hair messy against the white pillows, looking like every ‘Problem’ she’d ever wanted to major in. He tossed the phone onto the center of the bed. “Don’t look at it for ten minutes. Let the algorithm do its thing.”

Ten minutes. In "Tori Time," that was approximately four geological eras.

She spent those minutes pacing around Roman’s bedroom, her silk robe fluttering like a white flag of surrender. She thought about her mother’s prayer group. She thought about her third-grade teacher, Mrs. Higgins, who once gave her a gold star for "Excellent Conduct." She wondered if there was a way to trade in gold stars for digital anonymity.

“Call it narcissism if you want,” her inner monologue hummed, a fast-twitch defense mechanism. “But if I’m going to hell, I’d at least like to know if my cuticles looked okay in the shot.”

“Five minutes,” Roman called out, sounding entirely too amused.

“I hate you,” she muttered, though the way her pulse jumped when he looked at her suggested otherwise.

When the timer finally buzzed, Tori lunged for the phone. Roman let her take it, his eyes tracking her with a predatory, knowing heat.

The screen was a blur of orange notifications. Her breath hitched. +12. +45. +108.

“Oh my god,” she choked out.

“Read them,” Roman commanded.

Tori’s eyes darted over the comments. “The contrast between that pale skin and the ink is insane.” “The way she’s holding him... you can feel the tension through the screen.” “Holy grail hands. Post more.”

It was a digital serotonin drip, straight into the vein. For twenty-two years, Tori had been "the quiet one," "the reliable one," "the girl who never makes a scene." And here, in the cold, blue light of a Tuesday night, she was a Holy Grail.

“They like it,” she said, her voice sounding breathless and strange to her own ears. “They actually like it.”

“They like you,” Roman corrected, sliding up behind her. His chest was a warm wall against her back, his chin resting on her shoulder. He smelled like expensive gin and bad intentions. “They like the way you look when you’re not trying to be a Good Girl.”

The slide into "depravity" as her friend Zoya would call it didn't feel like a fall. It felt like a flight. The fear was still there, a cold metallic tang in the back of her throat, but it was being smothered by a thick, heavy blanket of validation.

By Thursday, the "Handjob Post" was the top-rated image in the sub-reddit for the week. By Saturday, Tori was standing in her own bathroom, staring at a black lace bodysuit she’d bought in a fit of optimism.

She’d spent forty-five minutes on her legs. She wasn't just hairless; she was aerodynamic.

“It’s just lingerie,” she told her reflection. Her blue eyes looked huge, rimmed with a smudge of dark eyeliner she’d applied specifically for the "Camera." “People wear less at the beach. If you ignore the fact that this is designed to be removed by a man who isn't my husband, it’s basically a one-piece swimsuit.”

Her inner Zoya snorted. “Right. And a martini is basically a salad because it has an olive in it. Keep telling yourself that, honey.”

She took the photo in the mirror, her face cropped out by the edge of the frame. The black lace was a delicate cage against her pale skin, highlighting the hourglass curve she usually hid under oversized sweaters. She looked... powerful. She looked like a secret worth keeping.

When she sent it to Roman, he didn't reply with a text. He called her.

“Wes is losing his mind,” Roman said without a greeting. In the background, Tori could hear the muffled thud of bass; the boys were likely at the gym or a pre-game.

“You showed Wes?” Tori’s heart did a flip.

“He saw it on the feed, actually. He doesn’t know it’s you. He thinks you are a professional model from London.” Roman’s voice was dark honey. “He’s currently trying to figure out if he can buy you a drink through the internet.”

“Wes is... he’s a lot,” Tori said, the heat rising to her cheeks. She pictured Wes; blonde, fit, and probably struggling with the "model from London" concept. He was simple, but his appreciation was loud. It made her feel safe, in a strange, hedonistic way.

“He wants a full set,” Roman said. The tone shifted. The humor melted into a low, vibrating seriousness. “Not just a teaser. A story. From the bed to the floor. The ‘Good Girl’s’ night out.”

Tori looked at the lace in the mirror. She thought about the comments, the upvotes, and how her body tremored whenever she thought about the "Upload" button. The caution was still there, a faint echo of a Sunday morning bell, but the thrill was louder.

“The black lace makes more sense than the cardigan ever did,” Tori whispered to the empty bathroom.

“Post it,” she told Roman, her voice steady. “The lingerie. All of it.”

As she hung up, she felt a surge of late-night adrenaline. She wasn't just Victoria anymore. She was the girl the internet was waiting for, and she wanted to be seen.


Chapter 4: The Art of the Unseen

By the second week of her little sociological experiment, Tori’s phone had become a radioactive object. She kept it face-down on her coffee table, but she could still feel it humming, vibrating with the collective thirst of a hundred thousand strangers.

She was no longer just a "hand." She was a "Full Set."

Roman had turned his bedroom into a cinematic vault. He’d bought a ring light—the ultimate tool of the modern temptress—and together, they were crafting a narrative that was part high-fashion, part high-heat. Tori would pose in the shadows, the light catching the blue of her eyes just enough to tease, but never enough to identify. She was a brunette enigma, a pale ghost haunting the fantasies of the internet.

She needed an outside opinion, which was how she ended up at Zoya's kitchen counter at eleven on a Sunday morning, shredding a croissant into a small pile of anxiety.

“You’re addicted to the validation and I can’t blame you!” Zoya accused Tori.

“I’m not. But, being a Good Girl never got me forty-thousand upvotes in six hours.”

“Darling,” Zoya told her, sipping her mimosa, “The internet is a giant voting booth, and forty thousand men are enthusiastically voting Yes for you with their eyes and dicks.”

Tori couldn’t even picture forty thousand men, or forty thousand dicks. She could barely picture four faceless male figures, looking at her nude body on their phone or laptop screen, touching themselves because of her. She was addicted to that validation.

“You’re having fun, you’re not hurting anyone, and having glorious sex with a hot guy. I don’t see a problem,” she volunteered. “Just enjoy the ride!”

But there was a problem. A technical, anatomical, and deeply frustrating problem.

Tori was a perfectionist. And her best work, the work that made her skin hum and her breath hitch in that specific, enticing way involved her face. Specifically, it involved her face while she was being exceptionally thorough with Roman.

“It’s a tragedy,” she whispered to Roman that night, the two of them tangled in the aftermath of a particularly "scenic" encounter. “The way you look when I’m... you know. And the way I look. It’s the best part, Roman. And we have to cut it out.”

Roman ran a hand down the length of her spine. His tattoos felt like Braille against her skin, a secret code she was slowly learning to read. “The mask stays on to keep you safe, Victoria. That’s the deal. But it doesn't mean we can't show them exactly how loud you get when the lights are off.”

“I know,” she sighed, her head resting on his chest. “But it feels like a lie. We’re showing them the house, but we’re keeping the lights off in the best room.”

She was mourning the blowjob pics. It was a sentence she never thought she’d utter, let alone feel in her soul. She wanted to document the way her eyes rolled back, the way the tension in her jaw was the only thing holding her together. She wanted the world to see her agency, her hunger, her total lack of "Good Girl" restraint.

But the Church Girl in her was still holding the kill-switch.

“Wes forwarded our post to me again,” Roman said, words shaking her to the core. “He said the latest set in the sheer stockings is your hottest yet.”

Tori sat up, the sheet falling to her waist.

Wes was the cheerleader of their descent. He was blonde, beautiful, and possessed the intellectual complexity of a sunbeam, but he was their biggest fan. He wasn't just a friend; he was the audience surrogate. He’d seen the photos before they went up, his "Walking Polite Penis" energy acting as a litmus test for what would hit the hardest.

“He’s harmless, Tori,” Roman reminded her, sensing the sudden spike in her heart rate. “He’s just excited. He’s a safe fan who doesn’t know he’s met you in real life.”

“It’s not just a game anymore,” Tori murmured. She looked at her reflection in the darkened window. She looked like Victoria, the girl who volunteered at the library and called her mom every Sunday. But beneath the silk robe, her skin was still warm from Roman, her pulse still buzzing from the digital adoration of a city’s worth of men.

She was walking a tightrope between two versions of herself, and for the first time, she realized she didn't want to get down. She wanted to see how high she could go before the wind picked up.

“Post the one from the chair,” Tori said, her voice finding a new, sharper edge. “The one where you’re holding my hair.”

Roman’s eyebrows went up. “The one where your jawline is almost visible?”

“The one where I look like I’ve forgotten my own name,” she corrected.

As Roman reached for the phone, Tori felt a familiar spark of adrenaline. It was the "Naughty Posting Game" at its peak. The heat was sensory; the smell of Roman’s skin, the sound of the camera shutter, the cold slide of the data into the void.

She was a Good Girl with a very bad secret, and as she watched the "Upload Successful" bar fill up, she felt a delicious, terrifying sense of power.

She didn't have tattoos like Roman. She didn't have a public persona like Wes. She was a blank canvas, and she was letting the world paint whatever they wanted on her, as long as they never saw her eyes.

Or so she thought.


Chapter 5: The Ikea Apocalypse

The mood in Roman’s bedroom was what Tori would call "Post-Session Cinematic." The lighting was dim, the air was heavy with the scent of sex, and Tori was feeling remarkably like a woman who had conquered her demons. She was lounging against the headboard, watching Roman navigate the comment section of their latest masterpiece.

She felt untouchable. She was a ghost in lace, a silhouette of desire that belonged to everyone and no one. The Church Girl was currently in a deep sleep, presumably exhausted by the sheer volume of "Good Girl" rules Tori had set on fire over the last seventy-two hours.

Then, Roman’s phone buzzed.

It wasn’t a notification from the app. It was a direct text. Roman glanced at it, and for a second, his confident, unshakeable expression faltered. He didn't look scared. He looked amused, which in Tori’s world, was usually the precursor to a disaster.

"Well," Roman said, his voice dropping into that dark, honeyed register. "It seems we have a dedicated fan."

He turned the screen toward her. It was a message from a number she didn't recognize. The text contained a single cropped image. It wasn't of Tori. It wasn't even of Roman’s tattoos. It was a close-up of the wooden dresser in the corner of the room, specifically the drawer that hung at a slight, permanent tilt because Roman had ignored the Ikea instructions on page twelve.

The caption read: Nice dresser, man. I’d recognize that assembly-fail anywhere. Also, tell your ‘Muse’ she’s the reason I’m failing my midterms.

Tori felt the blood drain from her face. The sensation was physical, a cold tide pulling away from her skin and leaving her shivering in the heat of the room. The oxygen in the room had turned to lead, making every breath Tori took feel shallow and entirely too loud.

"Who is that?" Tori whispered. Her voice sounded like it was coming from a different zip code.

"It's Wes," Roman said. He actually laughed. It was a light, effortless sound that made Tori want to scream. "He’s been following the account because he loved your content. He didn't put it together until we posted the set with the full background. He recognized the room."

The world tilted. Wes was a witness, a person from the real world and not just an anonymous internet stranger. She saw a bridge being built between her secret, neon-lit life and the world where people knew her middle name and her favorite hymn.

"He knows," she breathed. "Roman, he knows it's you. And if he knows it's you, he knows it's me."

"Tori, breathe," Roman said, reaching out to touch her shoulder. His hand was warm, but she flinched. The touch felt like evidence now. "He’s cool. He’s just a dude. He thinks it’s legendary. He’s not going to go running to the local news."

But Tori was already in the middle of a Grade-A, "Former Church Girl" spiral. Her inner monologue was a frantic, high-pitched scream. I am a scandal. I am a headline. I am a disappointment to every Sunday School teacher who ever gave me a sticker. My body is currently being discussed by a guy who probably eats protein powder out of the tub.

"Delete it," she said, her voice rising. "Delete all of it. Every post. Every comment. The whole account."

"Tori, you're overreacting," Roman said, though he was already typing back to his friend. "It’s just Wes. He’s not a threat, he’s a fan. He’s seen the room, yeah, but he’s mostly just jealous he wasn't the one holding the camera."

"I don't care if he’s the President of the Fan Club," Tori snapped. She scrambled off the bed, clutching her robe around her like it was armor. "He’s a real person. With a face and a name. This was supposed to be a game, Roman. It was supposed to be anonymous."

She felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with her lack of clothes. It was the "Good Girl" armor shattering in real-time. She had spent weeks convincing herself that as long as her face was hidden, she was safe. She had treated the internet like a one-way mirror, but someone had just tapped on the glass from the other side.

She grabbed her own phone from the nightstand. Her fingers were shaking so badly she almost dropped it. She opened the app, her eyes blurring as she looked at the statistics. Thousands of likes. Hundreds of bookmarks. All of them felt like threats now.

"I’m serious," she said, her blue eyes wide and frantic. "I’m deleting everything. We have to scrub the internet. We have to go dark."

"We can do that. But let’s think for a moment," Roman said, standing up. He was tall, dark, and frustratingly calm. He looked like a man who had never felt the need to hide a single thing in his life. "The panic will pass, Victoria. You’re just hitting the reality wall."

"I am hitting the 'I might lose my entire life' wall," she corrected.

She began hitting the 'Delete' button on her own posts, the ones she had carefully curated in her bathroom. Each click felt like a small, digital exorcism. She wanted to erase the lace, the skin, and the memory of the thrill.

She looked at Roman, who was watching her with a mix of pity and fascination. He didn't understand. To him, this was a trophy. To her, it was a confession that had been overheard by the wrong person.

"I’m going home," she said, her voice tight. "Don't post anything else. Not a single pixel. If I see that dresser on the internet one more time, I’m moving to another country."

She dressed in record time, her movements jerky and uncoordinated. She didn't look at the bed. She didn't look at the ring light. She just wanted to be back in her apartment, behind a locked door, where the only thing looking at her was her own reflection.

As she walked out of Roman’s building, the night air felt sharp. The neon signs of the city, which had once seemed cinematic and inviting, now felt like spotlights.

She felt like a fugitive. She felt like a sinner.

But mostly, she felt a strange, hollow ache in her chest. Because even as she was frantically trying to delete her digital footprint, a small, traitorous part of her brain was wondering what Roman’s buddy had thought of the sheer stockings.

"I’m a mess," she thought as she hailed a cab. "I’ve spent the last hour trying to delete the person I actually like being, and I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to find her again."


Chapter 6: The Sancerre Sanctuary

Tori didn't knock. She hovered at Zoya's door until it opened, then practically fell into the entryway. She was wearing an oversized hoodie that probably belonged to Roman, smelling like his cedarwood cologne and her own cold, sharp panic.

"I'm a criminal," she announced before she even took off her shoes. "I'm a digital fugitive. Zoya, I've ruined everything. My life is a series of deleted files and regret."

Zoya ushered her into the kitchen. The lighting in her place was always set to 'Subtle Flattery,' and there was a bottle of Sancerre chilling that was practically screaming for a crisis to solve. She poured Tori a glass large enough to drown a small secret in and pointed to the velvet barstool.

"Sit," Zoya commanded. "Drink. Then tell me why you look like you're waiting for the FBI to bust down the door."

Tori took a gulp of the wine that would have made a sommelier weep. She told Zoya everything. The posts. The comments. The "Holy Grail" status. And finally, the text from Roman's friend about the dresser. The Ikea Apocalypse.

"He knows, Zoya," she whispered, her fingers white-knuckled around the stem of the glass. "He saw the room. He saw the dresser. He put it together. If he knows it's Roman, he's going to figure out it's me. I'm going to be the girl with the scandalous internet history. I'll have to move to a different state. I'll have to join a convent."

Zoya leaned against the counter, watching her. Tori was spiraling, but she wasn't just scared. She was vibrating with a residual energy she didn't know how to handle. The "Good Girl" was throwing a tantrum, but the "Muse" was still sitting right there, tucked under the layers of that hoodie.

"Tori, look at me," Zoya said. She kept her voice dry, the tonal equivalent of a crisp linen sheet. "Does this guy know your name?"

"No," she admitted.

"Does he have a photo of your face?"

"No. I deleted everything."

"So what he has is a photo of a crooked drawer and a very fit man with recognizable tattoos. He doesn't have you. He has the association of you." Zoya took a slow sip of her wine. "And let's be honest. Everyone has nudes online now. It's the 21st century. It's basically a rite of passage, like getting a sourdough starter or a tattoo you'll regret at forty."

Tori looked at her, blue eyes searching for a sign of judgment she wasn't going to find. "But I liked it, Zoya. That's the problem. I liked the comments. I liked the way Roman looked at me through the lens. I liked knowing that people were... looking."

"Of course you did," Zoya said. "You've spent your whole life being told to be invisible for the sake of virtue. Being seen is a rush. It's a drug. And you just had your first hit."

There was a long silence. The hum of the refrigerator was the only sound in the room. Tori looked down at her wine, chewing her lip, her inner monologue probably running a marathon through a field of "What-Ifs."

"Can I see?" Zoya asked.

Tori froze. "What?"

"The photos. The 'Full Sets' you're so terrified of." Zoya smiled, the kind of smile that promised she was already on Tori's side. "I want to see what all the fuss is about. I want to see this 'Holy Grail' the internet is losing its mind over."

Tori hesitated. Her hand went to her pocket where her phone was buried. She looked like she wanted to say no, to keep the secret locked away in the digital graveyard she'd created. But the curiosity won. The need for someone to tell her she wasn't a monster, but a masterpiece, took over.

She pulled out the phone, opened the hidden folder, the one she hadn't been able to bring herself to delete, and slid it across the marble counter.

Zoya scrolled. She didn't say anything for a full minute.

The photos were incredible. Roman was a clever bastard with a camera, but Tori was the star. The way the light caught the curve of her waist, the contrast of her pale skin against his dark, tattooed forearms, the sheer, unadulterated hunger in her poses. It wasn't just smut. It was a woman discovering her own power in real time.

"Tori," Zoya said, looking up at her. "These are breathtaking. You look like a Renaissance painting that someone found in the back of a very expensive club."

Tori's shoulders dropped an inch. A tiny, shy smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. "You really think so?"

"I think if I had a body like this and a man who looked like Roman to document it, I'd be charging admission." Zoya slid the phone back across the counter. "You aren't a scandal, honey. You're an event."

The panic in Tori's eyes had been replaced by something else. A flicker of pride. A spark of the girl who had spent forty-five minutes shaving her legs like an optimist.

"But what about the guy?" she asked, her voice losing its frantic edge. "The friend. The one who recognized the room."

"He's a man, Tori. A 'walking polite penis,' as we discussed. He's obsessed with the Muse. He isn't looking for a reason to ruin your life. He's looking for a reason to keep watching the show." Zoya leaned closer, the scent of Tori's expensive perfume and the Sancerre mingling in the air between them. "You're in control of the narrative. You always have been. You're only recognizable because you choose to be standing next to Roman. That's a choice, not a curse."

Tori took a deep breath. She looked at her phone, then at Zoya. The "Good Girl" was still there, but she was leaning against the wall, tired of fighting.

"He wants me to meet him," Tori whispered. "Roman's friend. He's visiting this weekend. Roman wants us to go to dinner."

"And?" Zoya asked.

"And... I'm terrified," she said. Her eyes darkened. "But I'm also really, really curious."

Zoya clinked her glass against Tori's. The sound was sharp and clear, a tiny bell signaling the start of a new act.

"Then go to dinner, Victoria," she said. "Wear the black lace under your coat. Keep the secret. And for heaven's sake, if he asks about the dresser, tell him the assembly instructions were written in a language Roman doesn't speak."

Tori laughed. It was a real, genuine sound that chased the last of the "Church Girl" shadows out of the room. She wasn't just a girl with a secret anymore. She was a woman with a game plan.

After she left, Zoya closed the door, reached for the wine, and decided she wasn't a bad influence. She was just someone who understood that the view was considerably better from the other side of the tracks.


Chapter 7: The Ambassador of Amateur Alley

The restaurant was one of those places where the lighting is so expensive you feel like you should apologize to the furniture. It was all velvet booths, low-hanging Edison bulbs, and the kind of jazz that sounds like it’s being played by people who have never had a bad day in their lives.

Tori sat next to Roman, her knees pressed together with the kind of "Good Girl" discipline that would have made her mother weep with pride. Roman, of course, looked like he owned the building. He was nursing a bourbon, his dark eyes scanning the room with the casual confidence of a man who didn't have a single secret he wasn't proud of.

“He’s late,” Tori whispered. Her heart was a hummingbird in a cage. “That’s a sign, right? Maybe he got lost. Maybe he decided to go back to the airport. Maybe he realized I’m actually very boring and he doesn't want to meet me.”

“He’s from Chicago, Victoria,” Roman said, his thumb tracing a slow, distracting circle on the back of her hand. “The traffic here is a novelty to him. Relax. He’s just a guy who happens to have very good taste in digital art.”

Tori took a shaky sip of her martini. The gin was cold, sharp, and tasted like the beginning of a decision she couldn't take back. She had spent the last forty-eight hours imagining "The Fan" as a shadowy, heavy-breathing figure who would corner her and recite her own comments back to her. She expected a creep. She expected a threat.

What she got was Wes.

He appeared at the edge of the table like a localized burst of sunshine. He was blonde, fit, and wearing a button-down shirt that was doing a very impressive job of containing his shoulders. He didn't look like a lurker. He looked like the guy you’d trust to help you move a sofa or watch your dog for the weekend.

“Roman!” Wes grinned, his voice a warm, easy baritone. The two men did the complicated bro-hug that involves three taps on the back and a silent agreement on who is currently winning at life.

Then, Wes turned to Tori.

Tori held her breath. This was it. This was the moment he would wink. This was the moment he would bring up the sheer stockings or the way she looked when Roman was... well, when Roman was being Roman.

“And you must be Victoria,” Wes said. He reached out and shook her hand, his grip firm and entirely respectful. “It is so good to finally meet you. Roman hasn't stopped talking about how much of a genius you are with the camera.”

Tori blinked. Her brain, which had been prepared for a battlefield, was suddenly standing in a very nice garden. “Genius?” she managed to squeak out.

“Seriously,” Wes said, sliding into the booth across from them. He signaled the waiter for a beer with a practiced ease. “The framing on those shots you guys take is incredible. Most people just... you know, point and shoot. But yours have this whole vibe. It’s like watching a movie.”

He didn't mention the lace. He didn't mention the specific, high-definition details of her anatomy that he had definitely spent time studying on a glowing screen. He talked about "the vibe." He talked about her like she was an artist, not just an exhibit.

“I’m not saying I was disappointed,” Tori thought, her inner monologue doing a confused little lap. “I’m just saying I spent three hours preparing for a scandal and all I got was a very polite compliment from a guy who looks like he should be on a box of cereal.”

The tension in her shoulders began to melt, replaced by a strange, buzzing sort of wonder. Wes was from out of town, a visitor in her city, which made the whole thing feel contained. He wasn't going to see her at the grocery store. He wasn't going to show up at her church. He was a safe witness.

As the appetizers arrived, the conversation stayed light. Wes talked about his flight, his gym back in Chicago, and his complete lack of understanding when it came to Roman’s furniture assembly skills.

“I’m telling you, man,” Wes laughed, pointing a breadstick at Roman. “That dresser is a crime against Swedish engineering. I saw it in the background of that one post and I actually had to zoom in to make sure it wasn't a structural hazard.”

He was talking about the "Ikea Apocalypse" like it was a shared joke. He treated the fact that he’d seen them hooking up with the same casual nonchalance one might use to discuss a movie they’d both seen on Netflix.

Tori watched him. He was nice. He was normal. He was, as Zoya would say, a "walking hard on," but he was also a person who saw her. Really saw her. Not just the "Good Girl" version, but the one who enjoyed being a "Muse."

And the strangest thing was happening. Now that the fear of being "found out" was gone, it was being replaced by a sharp, rhythmic pulse of arousal.

Wes knew. He sat there, eating calamari and talking about his flight, but he knew exactly what she sounded like when she was breathless. He’d seen the way her skin flushed. He’d seen Roman’s dark hands on her pale thighs. He was sitting five feet away from her, treating her like a lady, while harboring the most explicit library of images she had ever been a part of.

The paradox was intoxicating.

“You okay, Victoria?” Wes asked, his blue eyes kind and entirely devoid of the creepiness she’d braced for. “You’re a little quiet. Hope I’m not boring you with gym talk.”

“No,” Tori said, and this time, her voice didn't tremble. She felt the black lace against her skin, a secret she was finally starting to enjoy sharing. “I’m not bored at all, Wes. I’m actually having a very... enlightening evening.”

Roman caught her eye. He saw the shift. The witty, handsome devil reached under the table and squeezed her knee, his thumb finding that sensitive spot just above her stocking line.

Tori didn't flinch. She just took a slow, deliberate sip of her martini and looked at Wes. He was a fan. He was the audience. And for the first time in her life, Tori realized she didn't just want to be seen on a screen.

She wanted to know what it felt like to have the audience in the room.

“I’m not saying I’m a different person,” she thought as the waiter brought the main course. “I’m just saying that being a 'Good Girl' is a lot less fun than being a legend. And Wes seems like the kind of guy who appreciates a good story.”


Chapter 8: The Director’s Cut

The transition from the restaurant to Roman’s apartment had been almost too seamless.

Wes was sitting on the leather armchair, looking entirely too comfortable with the situation. Roman was pouring three glasses of a vintage red that looked like liquid velvet. Tori stood by the window, watching the city lights and trying to convince her heart that it wasn't trying to escape through her throat.

"You know, Victoria," Roman said, his voice a low, melodic threat as he handed her a glass. "Wes was telling me about his photography hobby back in Chicago. He’s actually quite good with a lens."

Tori took a sip of the wine. It was heavy, dark, and did absolutely nothing to slow down her racing thoughts. "That’s... nice," she managed. "Landscape? Architecture?"

"People," Wes said. He gave her a smile that was so disarmingly pleasant it felt like a trap. "I like capturing the moments people think are private. The raw stuff. The stuff you can't pose for."

Roman leaned against the counter, his dark eyes fixed on Tori. He was playing her like a cello, and they both knew it. "I was thinking. Our 'Posting Game' has hit a ceiling. We’re limited by the tripod. We’re limited by the angles we can get while we’re... distracted."

Tori’s grip on her wine glass tightened. Her inner monologue was currently a high-speed car chase. He’s not going to say it. He’s a smart man. He knows I still have a Purity Ring in my jewelry box. He knows I’m a librarian with a reputation.

"I think we should let Wes document the next set," Roman said.

The words landed in the room like a heavy silk curtain.

Tori didn't just freak out. She experienced a total system reboot. Her brain went white. Her "Former Church Girl" persona stood up, grabbed a megaphone, and started reciting the Book of Leviticus at top volume.

"What?" she choked out. "You want... him... to watch? To be in the room? Roman, that’s not a game. That’s a live performance. That’s a three-person... situation."

"Not a situation," Wes clarified gently. He didn't move. He didn't even look hungry. He just looked interested. "I’m just the guy behind the camera, Victoria. I’m the director. I stay out of the frame. I just make sure the world sees exactly how beautiful you are when you’re losing control."

Tori’s head was spinning. She looked at Wes, then back at Roman. The logic was there, tucked under the layer of scandal. If Wes held the camera, his hands wouldn't be on her. He wouldn't be a participant; he’d be a witness. He’d be a professional. It was the perfect, thin-veiled cover her conscience needed to sign the permission slip.

"It would be strictly professional," Roman added, his voice dropping an octave. He stepped closer to her, his heat radiating through the small gap between them. "No touching. Just viewing. Think of the sets we could produce, Tori. Think of the response. We’d be legends."

Tori looked at her wine. The "Good Girl" was putting up a fight, but she was losing ground to the woman who remembered the rush of forty thousand upvotes. She thought about Wes’s blue eyes. She thought about the way he’d looked at her at dinner; not like a piece of meat, but like a masterpiece. And she rationalized to herself that the lighting and angle would be better with someone else there to handle the framing.

The idea of him watching her with Roman made her feel excited, not dirty. It was a new kind of power. To be seen by the internet was one thing, but to be seen by a living, breathing man who was currently being a perfect gentleman? That was the ultimate dare.

"He... he wouldn't be part of it?" Tori asked, her voice a mere thread.

"Total observer status," Wes promised. He took a slow sip of his beer, his eyes never leaving hers. "I’m just there for the art, Victoria. I want to capture the way you look when Roman makes you forget everything you were ever taught."

The room had gone claustrophobic, the kind of heavy, low-pressure silence that made the lace of her bra feel like it was sparking against her skin. Tori felt a slow, heavy slide of heat in her lower belly. It was the "Naughty Posting Game" on steroids. It was dangerous. It was undeniably wrong by every standard she’d been raised with.

And yet, as she looked at the two men, one dark and cunning, one blonde and fit, she realized she didn't want to say no. She wanted to be the center of that specific universe. She wanted to see if she could handle the weight of two pairs of eyes instead of one.

"Just the camera?" she whispered.

"Just the camera," Roman confirmed. He reached out and tucked a stray lock of her brunette hair behind her ear. His fingers were cold, but his gaze was fire. "What do you say, Muse? Ready for your close-up?"

Tori closed her eyes for a second. She could almost hear the Sunday morning bells in the distance, but they were being drowned out by the thrum of her own pulse. She wasn't Victoria the Librarian anymore. She was the girl who was about to let a stranger document her most intimate moments, and the most terrifying part was how much she loved the idea.

"Okay," she said. The word was small, but it changed the room forever. "But the 'No Face' rule still stands. Absolutely no faces."

"I wouldn't dream of it," Wes said, and for the first time, Tori saw a flash of something in his eyes. It wasn't creepiness. It was anticipation.

He was a fan, after all. And he’d just been given a front-row seat to his favorite show.

"I’m not saying I’ve completely lost my mind," Tori thought as Roman led her toward the bedroom. "I’m just saying that if I’m going to provide a high-definition education in depravity, I might as well have a professional cinematographer."


Chapter 9: The Anatomy of the Audience

Wes stepped out of the room with a polite nod that felt absurdly normal for a man who was about to become a professional voyeur. He was going to "check the equipment," which was a polite way of saying he was giving Tori five minutes to decide if she was actually going to go through with this.

The door clicked shut. The silence that followed was heavy, pressing against Tori’s skin like a physical weight.

Roman didn't wait. He moved with the quiet, efficient grace of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. He stepped out of his jeans and shirt, leaving himself in nothing but a pair of dark boxers that did very little to hide the fact that he was more than ready for the "Director" to return.

Tori’s hands were trembling as she reached for the hem of her dress. She pulled it over her head, her brunette hair cascading over her shoulders in a tangled, dark wave. She stood there in her black lace bra and a thong that was more of a suggestion than a garment. Her skin looked startlingly pale in the cinematic lamplight.

Roman stepped into her space. He was a wall of heat and dark ink. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her back against his chest. His skin was warm, his tattoos a slight texture against her spine.

"You’re shaking," he whispered into her ear. His breath was a spark against her neck.

"It’s the adrenaline," Tori lied. It was the fear. It was the thrill. It was the realization that she was about to be seen in a way she’d never been seen before.

Roman turned her around in his arms. He looked at her with a level of intensity that made her knees feel like they were made of liquid. He reached out, his dark hands cupping her breasts through the lace of her bra. He squeezed, the pressure firm and possessive.

Tori let out a jagged breath. The sensation was a sharp, rhythmic pulse in her chest. She felt the heat of him through her thong as his hand slid lower, rubbing the lace against her. The friction was a slow, massive slide of pleasure that made her head tilt back.

"Are you ready?" Roman asked. His eyes were dark, and entirely focused on her reaction. "Do you want him to see you like this?"

Tori looked at the closed door. Beyond it, a fit, blonde man was waiting to document her surrender. The "Good Girl" in her wanted to run. The "Muse" wanted to be worshiped.

"Call him in," Tori whispered.

Roman didn't hesitate. He raised his voice, a low command that cut through the tension. "Wes. We’re ready."

The door opened. Wes stepped back in, the phone in his hand. He didn't look at them with the hunger of a predator. He looked at them with the eye of an artist. He raised the camera, the lens a cold, glass eye that seemed to magnify the heat in the room.

"Stay exactly like that," Wes murmured. The click of the shutter was a sharp, metallic sound in the quiet. "The lighting on your shoulder, Victoria... it’s perfect."

Tori felt a new kind of rush. It was the "Naughty Posting Game" brought to life. She wasn't just a photo on a screen anymore. She was the center of a very small, very intense universe.

Roman moved behind her again. He reached for the front clasp of her bra. He did it slowly, deliberately, for the camera. The lace parted, and Tori’s breasts felt the sudden, cool kiss of the air before Roman’s hands replaced the fabric.

Wes moved to the side, his movements silent and athletic. He was capturing the moment from every angle. The flash was a sudden, white heartbeat.

"Beautiful," Wes said. His voice was steady, but there was a new, rough edge to it. "The way she’s looking at you, Roman. Keep that."

Roman leaned down, his mouth finding the curve of her breast. He feasted on her, his tongue a warm, damp slide against her skin. Tori’s fingers found the dark hair at the back of his head, her back arching instinctively.

She could hear the camera. Click. Click. Click.

Every sound made the hum in her blood grow louder. She was a Former Church Girl being documented in the middle of a beautiful, hedonistic ritual. She felt the weight of Wes’s gaze, the way he tracked every tremor of her skin. It was more intimate than a touch. It was an acknowledgement of her hunger.

Roman moved lower. He knelt before her, his hands sliding the black lace of her panties down her thighs. Tori stepped out of them, her heart doing a frantic, heavy thud against her ribs. She was entirely exposed now. The only thing covering her was the shadow of Roman’s body and the glow of the lamplight.

"Ready for the next shot?" Roman asked, looking up at her from the floor.

Tori looked at Wes. He was standing near the foot of the bed, the camera held steady. He was watching her, his blonde hair caught in the light, his expression a mix of professional focus and deep, visceral appreciation.

"Yes," Tori said. Her voice was steady now, fueled by a power she’d only ever dreamed of.

Roman leaned in, his breath a warm promise against her inner thigh. He began to go down on her, his talented mouth finding the heat she’d been hiding all evening.

Tori's eyes fluttered shut, but she forced them open. She wanted to see it. She wanted to see the camera capturing her descent. She wanted the world, and the man in the room, to see exactly what happens when a Good Girl finally stops overthinking.

I'm not saying I'm a different person, she thought, as the first wave of pleasure began to swell. I'm just saying that the view from the pedestal is much better when you're not the only one looking.

Roman was not a man who rushed. He treated her pleasure the way he treated everything else: as a problem worth solving slowly, thoroughly, on his own terms. He would get her to the edge and pull back, redirect his attention to the curve of her hip or the soft skin of her inner thigh, until the anticipation became its own specific kind of torment.

Wes's camera tracked everything. The click came at intervals now, unhurried, almost meditative. He was documenting the architecture of her unraveling, and the knowledge of it sat in her chest like a match that hadn't quite gone out.

She stopped overthinking. She just let it build.


Chapter 10: The Theory of Relativity

The room felt like it was vibrating at a frequency only the three of them could hear. Tori was lying on her back, her hair a dark, silk mess against the white duvet, and Roman was between her knees, performing a slow, damp miracle.

He would get her to the very edge, to that breathless place where she felt like she was about to shatter, and then he would back off. He would focus on the curve of her inner thigh, or the sensitive skin just above her hip, until she was practically begging. Her fingers dug into the mattress. She had never hated anyone so pleasantly in her life.

She was hyper-aware of Wes. He was moving around the bed, the phone held steady, the camera shutter a constant, rhythmic punctuation to her gasps. Click. Click. Click. It was a clinical sound that made the raw, messy reality of what was happening feel even more scandalous.

Tori found herself looking at him through the haze of her own arousal. Wes was no longer just the polite guy from dinner. He was the Director, and he was clearly feeling the effects of the production. There was a very undeniable, very impressive bulge in his khakis that suggested his "Observer Status" was becoming a test of Olympian-level willpower.

"Is he... as big as Roman?" a traitorous part of her brain whispered. She’d seen the digital evidence of Roman’s "prodigious talents" for weeks, but seeing the physical tension in Wes’s silhouette made her wonder about the comparison. If Roman was a problem she wanted to major in, Wes looked like a very tempting elective.

"On your knees, Victoria," Roman commanded, his voice a low, vibrating growl.

Tori didn't hesitate. The "Former Church Girl" would have been horrified by the sheer vulnerability of the position, but the "Muse" was already moving. She pushed herself up onto all fours, her back arching, her ass tilted up toward the ring light.

She heard Wes move behind her. She couldn't see him, but she could feel the heat of his gaze. He was documenting her now: the curve of her pale, freshly shaved skin, the slick evidence of Roman’s work, the way she was shaking with the effort of staying still.

"Don't move," Wes whispered. His voice was no longer a warm baritone; it was a rough, confident sound that made the hair on her arms stand up. "Stay right there. The contrast... God, Victoria."

Roman was behind her now, too. She heard the distinct crinkle of a condom wrapper; the modern-day sound of "no turning back." He stepped into the light, his dark, tattooed body a stark contrast to her own. He didn't just enter her; he claimed her, a slow, powerful slide that made Tori’s head drop to the mattress.

"Oh," she breathed into the fabric.

It was different with a witness. Every sensation was magnified by the knowledge that it was being captured. The friction, the heat, the low thud of Roman’s hips against hers all felt like a performance for an audience of one, and a world of thousands.

Tori kept her face buried, the "No Face" rule her only remaining tether to the world where she was a librarian who liked floral tea. She just focused on the feeling of getting fucked, on the way Roman’s strong hands were gripping her hips, and on the steady, relentless click of the camera.

Then, she turned her head.

She caught Wes’s eye. He was kneeling near the edge of the bed, the phone held low, but he wasn't looking at the screen anymore. He was looking at her. His blue eyes were dark with a hunger that made her pulse race. He looked like he was suffering, and for some reason, that realization was the final spark.

"You can take it out," Tori said. Her voice was soft, barely audible over the sound of her own breath and the creak of the bed. "You can touch yourself, Wes."

The camera didn't click this time. The room went silent for a heartbeat.

Wes didn't need to be told twice. He set the phone on the nightstand, the lens still angled toward the bed, and ripped his pants down with a frantic, uncoordinated energy that was the opposite of Roman’s smooth grace.

Tori watched him. She couldn't help it. As Roman continued his slow, rhythmic assault from behind, she watched Wes masturbate. He was fit, his muscles tensing with every movement. He wasn't quite as large as Roman—few men were—but he was close enough to make her breath hitch.

The visual was the most naughty thing she had ever seen. The dark and the blonde. The participant and the voyeur. And her, the center of it all, the girl who used to worry about the length of her skirts, now orchestrating a three-way symphony of depravity.

Wes was watching her, his hand moving in a blurred rhythm. Roman was moving inside her, his breath hot against her shoulder. The air tasted like late decisions and the kind of sweat that smells like a victory.

Tori let out a long, loud moan, her fingers clawing at the sheets. She wasn't overthinking anymore. She was just a body, a pulse, and a masterpiece in the making.

"More," she whispered, though she wasn't sure who she was talking to. "Don't stop."


Chapter 11: The Premature Pivot

The rhythm was perfect until it wasn’t. Roman was behind her, his dark hands gripping her hips with a possessive strength that usually meant she was in for another twenty minutes of high-definition endurance. But the voyeurism—the sight of Wes, the fit, blonde "Director" masturbating just a few feet away—was the final, unpredicted variable in Roman’s carefully curated equation.

With a powerful, guttural sound that Tori had never heard from him before, Roman’s pace fractured. He shuddered against her, his forehead dropping to the space between her shoulder blades, and just like that, the emperor had left the building.

Silence followed, broken only by the sound of their ragged breathing and the faint, electronic hum of the phone on the nightstand.

"I’m not disappointed," Tori thought, her fingers still curled into the duvet. "But being left on the doorstep of an orgasm is the spiritual equivalent of being ghosted by a saint."

The heat was still there, a heavy, pulsing ache in her lower belly that had no interest in Roman’s sudden retirement. She felt the intense slide of him withdrawing, the snap of the condom being removed, and the sudden, cold absence of his body.

Roman sat back on his heels, looking remarkably human for the first time since she’d met him. He looked stunned by his own lack of composure. He was soft, finished, and currently about as useful to her physical state as a motivational poster.

Tori rolled over, her brunette hair a wild, dark halo around her face. She looked at Roman, then she looked at Wes.

Wes was still kneeling, his hand still moving, his eyes wide and dark with a hunger that hadn't been satiated. He looked like a man who had just watched a trailer for a movie he wasn't sure he was allowed to see.

"Give him the phone," Tori said.

The command was sharp. It didn't sound like Victoria the Librarian. It sounded like the Muse, a woman who had realized that her hunger was the only thing that mattered in this room.

Roman blinked, his clever mind already catching up to the shift in power. He didn't argue. He didn't even look jealous. He just reached for the phone, his thumb already hovering over the camera app.

"Wes," Tori said, her blue eyes fixing on the blonde man. "Put on a condom. And fuck me."

The "Former Church Girl" in her was currently screaming into a pillow in the back of her brain, but Tori didn't care. She was tired of overthinking. She was tired of being the girl who waited for permission.

Wes didn't wait for Roman to chime in. He didn't even wait for a second invitation. He moved with a sudden, athletic grace that made Tori’s pulse jump. He grabbed a wrapper from the nightstand, his movements frantic but efficient.

In a matter of seconds, he was behind her.

The feeling of him was entirely different from Roman. Roman was all dark heat and calculated pressure. Wes was a different kind of fire. He was firm, fit, and his scent was something clean and citrusy, a stark contrast to Roman’s cedarwood.

When he slid into her, Tori let out a long, uneven breath.

It was a strange, dizzying sensation. She had only met this man a few hours ago. They had shared calamari and talked about gym habits. In her "normal" life, she wouldn't even have given him her phone number without a three-day waiting period. And yet, here he was, inside her, while her actual fuck-buddy documented the whole thing from six inches away.

She looked at Roman. He was kneeling near her head, the phone held steady. His dark eyes were fixed on the sight of Wes moving against her. And to her utter shock, he wasn't soft anymore. Watching Wes claim her, watching the "Muse" surrender to his best friend, had brought him back to life with a vengeance.

The voyeurism had become a loop. Roman was filming Wes, Wes was fucking Tori, and Tori was the bridge between them both.

Wes was a "walking polite penis" no longer and had become a force of nature. He was holding her waist with a grip that left no room for doubt. He wasn't teasing her like Roman did. He was relentless, a steady, pulsing heat that was finally, mercifully, pushing her toward the edge.

Tori could feel adrenaline pulsing through her veins with anticipation. Her head dropped back, her eyes meeting Roman’s through the lens of the camera. The contrast was intoxicating. The blonde man behind her, the dark man in front of her. The stranger and the friend.

She felt the tension building, that familiar, sharp ache that was finally starting to shatter. Every time Wes’s hips hit hers, it felt like a signature on a contract she had no intention of breaking.

She looked at Roman again. He was rock hard now, his tattoos tensing as he gripped the phone. He looked like he was about to explode again just from the sight of it.

Tori felt a sudden, intense burst of power. She was the one in control. She was the one orchestrating this beautiful, messy, hedonistic chaos.

She reached out, her fingers finding the dark hair at the back of Roman’s head. She pulled him closer, her breath hot against his skin. She didn't want to wait. She didn't want the director to be the only one getting a performance.

"Put it in my mouth," she demanded.

The words were the final hammer blow to the "Good Girl" armor. Roman’s eyes widened, a flash of pure, unadulterated heat crossing his face.

Roman didn't need to be told twice. He moved into position, a dark, heavy weight anchoring her from the front while Wes maintained that relentless, driving rhythm from behind.

Tori’s world narrowed until it was nothing but the friction between them and the steady, rhythmic click of the camera. Her old self, the girl who worried about hemlines and Sunday morning optics wasn't just quiet; she was gone, drowned out by the sheer, humid reality of being the center of their focus.

She reveled in her descent into depravity. She wanted to forget her own name. She wanted the white noise to get louder until the rest of the world finally fell away in ecstatic release.


Chapter 12: The Holy Trinity

The shift happened with the inevitable weight of a falling star. Roman moved into position, his dark, tattooed frame hovering over Tori while Wes remained locked behind her. The room was a blur of cinematic shadows and the sharp, artificial pulse of the ring light.

Tori didn't just accept the intrusion; she thrived on it. When Roman guided himself into her mouth, the "Former Church Girl" logic about hygiene and propriety vanished. She didn't care about the sharp, medicinal tang of the latex or the salt-heavy ghost of his earlier climax. It was a sensory overload that bypassed her brain and went straight to her nervous system.

She was being used, and the realization was an overwhelming thrill.

Roman’s hands were no longer gentle. He gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her brunette hair, anchoring her to him. Behind her, Wes was a relentless engine of fit, blonde energy. He had his hands clamped onto her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft skin of her waist as he drove into her with the raw, unpolished hunger of a man who had been patient far beyond his limits.

The camera was the fourth participant. Roman held it at first, his arm extended, capturing the sight of Wes’s rhythm against Tori’s pale skin. Then, with a grunt of shared understanding, he passed the phone to Wes. The "Director" didn't miss a beat. He held the lens steady, documenting the sight of Roman’s dark tattoos as they disappeared and reappeared against Tori’s face.

Tori was lost to the mechanics of it. She was a pulse, a series of gasps, and a masterpiece in motion. The world was reduced to the feeling of being filled, the sound of skin on skin, and the click of the shutter that turned her scandal into a legacy.

She reveled in the weight of them. Roman’s dominance from the front and Wes’s drive from the back created a physical vice that left no room for doubt. She was the Muse, the prize, and the participant all at once. The tension in the room was a living thing, a coil of wire that was being wound tighter and tighter with every thrust.

The "No Face" rule surfaced once, briefly, the way a name surfaces when you're almost asleep. Then Roman's hands tightened in her hair and it went under again.

Her orgasm started deep in her core, a sharp, rhythmic contraction that made her whole body stiffen. She moaned into Roman, the sound muffled and raw, her fingers clawing at his thighs. The pleasure was a blinding light, a sensory peak that made her eyes roll back.

Wes felt the change immediately. Her internal muscles clamped down on him, a desperate, pulsing grip that shattered his remaining control. He let out a low, guttural groan, his hips hitting hers with a final, desperate force. He came inside the condom, a long, shuddering release that made him drop his head to her shoulder, his blonde hair damp with sweat.

But Roman wasn't finished. He watched the way Tori’s eyes glazed over, watched the way she trembled under his hands, and the sight was the final spark he needed. He gripped her jaw, his thumb tracing the line of her lip, and then he finished.

Tori didn't flinch. She swallowed, the act a final, silent vow of her descent. She took every drop of him, her blue eyes fixing on his dark ones in a moment of absolute, unshielded clarity.

The silence that followed was heavy. It was the sound of three people realizing the world hadn't actually ended, even though it felt like it should have.


The Aftermath: The Digital Ghost

An hour later, the "Anxiety Hangover" made its scheduled appearance.

Tori sat at the small kitchen table, wrapped in Roman’s oversized robe. The apartment was quiet now. Wes was in the shower, the sound of the water a rhythmic reminder of the chaos they’d just orchestrated.

The apartment felt like a crime scene that had already been cleaned. Everything was where it was supposed to be: the ring light folded against the wall, the wine glasses rinsed, Roman moving through his own kitchen with that maddening, unruffled grace, as if the last two hours were simply something that had happened, the way weather happened.

Tori sat very still and waited to feel something she recognized.

She kept expecting the Church Girl to show up. To arrive like a bailiff with a list of charges. But the Church Girl wasn't there. What was there instead was stranger and harder to name, a kind of raw, ringing quiet, like the moment after a bell stops and the air still holds the shape of the sound.

She had done it. Not just the posting. Not just Roman. All of it. The camera, the stranger, the rule she'd been holding onto like a life preserver that she'd finally let go of with both hands. She had looked Roman in the eye and she had not looked away.

She wasn't sure yet if that made her brave or just someone who had stopped being afraid of the wrong things.

"Are you okay?" Roman asked. He didn't come closer. He was reading the room, which was one of the things she simultaneously loved and hated about him.

"I don't know," she said. It was the most honest thing she'd said all night.

She thought about the girl who had sat on this same bed three weeks ago and trembled over a single photograph of her own hand. She couldn't quite locate that girl anymore. She wasn't sure if she'd grown out of her or just buried her somewhere under the ring light.

The shower turned off. Wes. In a few minutes he'd come back into the room smelling like Roman's soap, and she'd have to decide what her face did when she looked at him. A man she'd met over calamari. A man who now knew the sound she made when she couldn't hold it together.

She pressed her thumbnail into the pad of her finger. Just to feel something small and certain.

This is the part where I'm supposed to regret it, she thought. She searched herself, genuinely, the way you check a coat pocket twice when you're sure you've left something in it.

Nothing. Or not nothing. Something more complicated than nothing. A tenderness, almost. For the version of herself that had still believed the shield was working.

The phone was sitting between them. It was a digital bomb.

Tori picked it up. Her fingers were steady, though her heart was still doing a slow, heavy thud. She opened the gallery.

The photos were spectacular. They were a testament to everything she had learned about herself in the last three weeks. She saw the "Ink and Lace." She saw the "Director’s Cut." She saw the "Spitroast."

And then, she saw the faces.

"We have to delete these," she said, her voice a quiet thread of her old self.

Roman leaned against the counter, watching her. He didn't argue. He knew the rules. "Every single one that shows a jawline, Victoria. I’ve already flagged the ones that are safe."

Tori went through them with the precision of a surgeon. She deleted the shots where her blue eyes were too clear. She deleted the ones where a stray lock of hair didn't quite hide her profile. She scrubbed the evidence of the "Librarian" until all that was left was the "Muse."

By the time Wes walked back into the room, looking fit and pleasantly exhausted, the digital archive was clean. It was a collection of beautiful, anonymous skin.

"The response is going to be insane," Wes said, leaning over her shoulder. He smelled like Roman’s soap and fresh air. "The internet isn't ready for this set."

Tori looked at the final, edited selection. She felt a familiar, sharp thrill in her chest of the "Naughty Posting Game" dopamine hit. She wasn't a Good Girl. She wasn't a Church Girl. She was a woman who had just shared the most scandalous night of her life with the entire world, and nobody would ever know it was her.

She looked at the Post button. Her thumb didn't tremble.

"I'm not saying I'm a different person," she thought as she hit the button and watched the progress bar fill. "I'm just saying the girl who used to hide her body behind oversized sweaters just posted the best work of her life."

She set the phone down, face-up this time. She looked at Roman and then at Wes. They were both smiling; two hedonistic, gentle men who had helped her build a secret empire.

"Maybe I'll text you tomorrow," Tori said, her voice finding that bright, dry seductive edge. "Or maybe I'll just wait for the comments to tell me how much you liked the show."

She stood up, the silk of the robe sliding against her skin. She felt powerful. She felt seen. And most of all, she felt naughty.

The "Posting Game" was over for the night, but the story was just beginning.


Author’s Note:

Hello Friends,

Thank you for attending this very special seminar on The Naughty Posting Game. I hope the lesson plan left you feeling enlightened, slightly flushed, and maybe looking at your phone a little differently tonight. Sometimes the most interesting anatomy lessons happen when the camera is already rolling.

If Tori’s curiosity, Roman’s very confident fieldwork, and Wes’s enthusiastic documentation made you sweat, squirm, or glance nervously at the “post” button on your own social media, do a storyteller a favor and leave a review. Reviews help keep these little research projects funded and give me an excuse to pour a mimosa (90% champagne, naturally) while outlining the next scandalous case study.

When you’re ready for another story, I have other juicy tales waiting for you:

●        My First Threesome Experiment : Another tale of two men, one curious woman, and the delightful chaos of saying yes to temptation, this one set at University.

●        Sweating with Her Gym Crushes: A high-intensity study on elevated heart rates, heavy lifting, and the "cardio" benefits of two very buff gym buddies.

●        The Accidentally Shared Suite: One room, one bed, two strangers. Guess what happens when the power goes out?

Until the next semester, stay curious, remember that consent makes every experiment better, and never underestimate a friend.

Love, 

Zoya Lane
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