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Chapter 1 – Watching From Afar

Allison trudged home after another long day at the office, her shoulders heavy as if she carried the whole building on her back. The fluorescent lights, the endless emails, the empty small talk with colleagues she could barely tolerate—it all bled together into one monotonous blur. Every evening, she promised herself she’d quit, find something better, start fresh. And yet, every morning, she dragged herself back in, telling herself there was no other option.

As soon as she stepped inside her apartment, she kicked off her shoes with a groan and peeled herself out of her work clothes. The constricting pencil skirt and stiff blouse fell to the floor like a second skin she couldn’t shed fast enough. She pulled on a loose tank top and shorts, craving nothing more than air on her skin.

She slid open the glass door to her balcony, stepping into the cool embrace of the evening. The city hummed below—distant traffic, snippets of laughter, the faint smell of food drifting up from restaurants down the block. Allison leaned on the railing, eyes half-lidded, finally breathing again.

Then her gaze drifted across the narrow street.

His window.

Liam’s apartment was directly opposite hers, a few floors up. She’d noticed him in passing before—at the grocery store, in the lobby—but never like this. Tonight, his curtains were open, and the room was lit just enough for her to see. He wasn’t lounging on the couch, or reading a book. He was working.

And his “work” was unlike anything she’d ever expected.

A camera on a tripod stood in front of him, the little red light glowing. Liam moved with deliberate rhythm, slow and confident, as though every motion was a rehearsed choreography meant to capture attention. He was shirtless, his body toned and gleaming faintly in the light. Allison froze, her lips parting as her mind tried to process what she was seeing.

He was filming himself. Erotic content.

Her first instinct was to look away, to retreat inside before he could notice her watching. But she didn’t. She couldn’t. There was something magnetic about the way he moved—hips rolling in subtle waves, chest rising with practiced breath, eyes occasionally glancing at the lens with an intensity that made her feel like she was the one he was addressing.

It was sensual, yes, but not vulgar. Like a dance meant for a private stage, intimate and deliberate. Allison’s breath caught, her pulse quickening in her throat. She leaned forward on the railing, captivated, telling herself she was just curious. Just a few seconds longer.

But those seconds stretched.

She stayed rooted there until Liam finally ended the session, stepping away from the camera, disappearing into another room. Only then did Allison realize she’d been holding her breath. Her cheeks burned, though no one had caught her.

That night, lying in bed, she couldn’t stop replaying the scene in her head. His body moved with an ease that was almost hypnotic. Every sway of his hips, every flex of muscle under skin... She shut her eyes and imagined him in front of her, not the faceless audience behind the lens.

Her hand slid down without thought, fingertips brushing over her panties, tracing the outline of her need. She tried to resist—telling herself she was being ridiculous, that he was just a neighbor—but the memory of his movements was too vivid. Her breath quickened, her legs parted, and soon her fingers slipped inside, stroking in time with the rhythm she remembered.

She pictured his eyes on her, his body bending closer, his voice whispering encouragement she had never actually heard. Waves of pleasure rolled through her until her body arched and she climaxed with a muffled cry into her pillow.

Sated and flushed, she drifted into sleep, Liam’s image still lingering in her thoughts.



The morning sun was merciless, and Allison rushed through her routine half-dazed, still haunted by the night before. Coffee in hand, bag over her shoulder, she hurried out of her building—and almost collided with him on the sidewalk.

“Uh—sorry,” she blurted, stumbling back.

He looked at her, eyes sharp but not unkind. “No worries.”

“Oh—you’re... the neighbor from across the way, right? I’m Allison.” She offered a nervous smile, heart hammering as if he could somehow read her guilty thoughts.

“Liam,” he said simply, nodding in recognition. “Heading to work?”

“Yeah. Another day, another... well, ugh,” she sighed, waving her hand as if dismissing the weight of her job. “Sorry, I don’t mean to unload on a stranger. Just... fed up with it.”

A corner of his mouth lifted. “Fed up with your job too?”

“No,” she said quickly, blinking in surprise. “You actually like yours?”

“I love it,” he replied without hesitation. “I choose when I work, how I work. Freedom’s a rare thing, but I’ve found mine.”

The confidence in his tone stirred something in her—envy, admiration, maybe even attraction. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, trying not to stare too openly. “I wish I could say the same. Honestly, I’m jealous. But... I really need to go or I’ll be late.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
elvet Toucl

By Sable Doran

Behind the Velvet — Book One






