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Chapter 1 – Framing the Lesson

Allison dragged herself through another endless day at work, the monotony only softened by the thought that tonight she’d see Liam again. Every email she typed, every dull meeting she sat through, was just a hurdle between her and the fire that waited for her at night.

The subscribers had begun to grow steadily ever since Liam uploaded their shared videos, and that surge of attention gave her a fragile hope: maybe she really had chosen the right path. Maybe soon she could walk away from this lifeless job with no future. That fantasy was the only thing that kept her breathing through the long daylight hours—surviving the day so she could come alive at night.

And tonight, especially, she could barely contain herself. Liam had promised a new lesson.

Her heart raced faster the closer she got to his building. When he finally opened the door, her smile came instantly.

“Good evening,” she said, breathless with anticipation.

“You’re glowing more than usual,” Liam noted, a subtle smile curling at his lips. His voice carried no flirtation, no playfulness—it was an observation, like a director assessing his actor before the scene.

Allison felt heat rise in her cheeks. “I’m excited about our progress. Work feels more bearable when I know the end is coming.” She dared not confess the truth—that he was the source of her excitement, that in his presence, everything he demanded of her seemed not only tolerable but worth it.

“What are we doing tonight?” she asked, her tone a mixture of eagerness and nerves.

“Tonight,” Liam began, slipping into his teacher’s cadence, “we continue refining physical control—for the sake of the viewers. The goal is always to create the best possible video. That means writing the right script, directing in real time during the shoot, controlling our bodies completely regardless of circumstances, and then editing it all properly.”

He walked a slow circle around the room as he spoke, his voice even, professional. “Good videos aren’t just about sex acts. They move the viewer. They make him feel as though he’s inside the scene. Even when we film group scenes—orgies, for example—it’s never just a pile of bodies. It’s knowing where to place yourself, how to pull the viewer into the experience, making sure he sees, hears, and almost smells the world in front of him.”

His words reached her, but only barely. Her senses were drowning in his presence—the faint spice of his cologne, the strength in his movements, the clean, commanding sound of his voice. And yet, when the word orgies cut through the air, her chest tightened with panic. Orgies? Multiple partners? Was that where this was headed tonight? Her focus snapped sharply back to him.

“I’ll show you,” Liam continued, unaware of the spike in her heartbeat. He crossed to the bed in the studio.

“Stand behind the camera,” he instructed. “Watch only through the lens. See what the camera sees.”

Obediently, Allison moved to the tripod, pressing her eye to the viewfinder. For the first time, she realized how narrow the camera’s vision truly was—how much the lens excluded.

Liam began to perform a sensual mock-routine on the bed. From behind the lens, Allison saw fragments: his head, then only his torso, sometimes just his hands. The rest of him disappeared beyond the frame, no matter how beautifully he moved. The camera flattened the reality, dictating what existed and what did not.

She caught on immediately. “I get it. The camera has limits, fixed angles. If I don’t understand them, I could give the performance of my life, but the camera might show nothing of it. Knowing the frame is the only way to control what the audience actually sees.”

A smile touched Liam’s lips. “Exactly. You really are a quick study.”

His praise sent a hot flush through her, a ripple of pride tangled with desire. She lowered her gaze, unable to keep the shy smile from her face, and in that moment she knew—whatever he asked of her, she would do.

Chapter 2 – The first fuck

“But of course, that’s not enough. It’s a necessary condition, absolutely essential—but just as important are the lessons we’ve already covered and the ones still to come,” Liam said, his tone leveling out the burst of excitement she felt.

“Now, I want you to design a scene. Everything—camera angle, placement, and of course the act itself. You’ll decide what happens and what each of us is responsible for. And this time, when we shoot, you’ll be in charge of everything, including directing while we’re in the middle of it.”
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