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Part One – The surprise

Allison had been enjoying her lessons with Liam more than she ever expected. At first she thought she was only dabbling, testing boundaries she never imagined crossing. But each session left her braver, looser, and more confident in front of the camera. She had even started uploading a few solo clips of her own. To her astonishment, those shaky first attempts were met with encouraging comments, tips, and growing numbers of subscribers eager for more. The thrill of being wanted, even digitally, was addictive.

But it wasn’t only the lessons. Beyond the staged roles, beyond the camera’s gaze, something real had begun to bloom between them. They ate together, stayed up late drinking wine and talking about everything and nothing, shared touches that had nothing to do with performance. In bed, without the red light of the camera recording, Liam was different—still commanding, but also tender, attentive, playful. Allison was beginning to understand that the man who trained her and the man who held her after she came undone were two sides of the same coin, and she found herself falling for both.

That balance worked—until today. Tonight, Liam had promised, would be “a big step forward.” She didn’t know what that meant, but the words circled in her head all day at work like a chant. By midafternoon she was useless at her desk, her fingers moving mechanically over the keyboard while her mind filled with restless energy. Excitement knotted with dread in her stomach, making her chest tight, her breaths shallow. A dozen times she imagined turning her phone off, inventing an excuse not to go. And a dozen more she pictured the look Liam would give her if she did. That look of certainty, of expectation, that always made her want to please him.

By the time she stood outside his door, Allison’s palms were damp. She wiped them against her skirt, trying to breathe, trying to pretend this was just another night.

The door opened before she could knock a second time. Liam’s smile, familiar and grounding, was there to catch her. He didn’t give her a chance to fumble through small talk—he pulled her straight into his arms, kissing her hard and deep. Heat bloomed through her chest at the sudden contact, her lips parting under his. For a fleeting second, she thought maybe she’d worried for nothing. Maybe the night would be like all the others—him, her, and the steady eye of the camera.

But then he broke the kiss, his hand firm around hers as he guided her toward the living room.

“Allison,” he said, his tone casual—too casual. “There are people I want you to meet.”

Her steps faltered. People?

Two strangers were waiting inside. A man and a woman, both composed, both watching her with quiet curiosity.

“This is John, and this is Rikki,” Liam said. “They’re both experienced in the industry. I’ve worked with them before, and they came tonight to help with your training.”

Training. The word hit harder than it should have. Allison froze, her pulse quickening in her throat. She had grown comfortable with Liam—he knew her rhythms, her nerves, how to guide her into letting go. She had learned how to surrender in front of a camera lens, how to imagine faceless subscribers on the other side of the screen. But actual people? Flesh-and-blood strangers, standing a few feet away, breathing the same air, eyes fixed on her?

That was different. Terrifyingly different.

Her gaze darted between them. John—tall, broad-shouldered, hands tucked loosely in his pockets, eyes steady and unreadable. Rikki—slim, striking, with a knowing smile tugging at her lips, as if she had already guessed Allison’s thoughts. Their presence filled the room, making it suddenly smaller.

Yes, millions could watch her videos online, but that was abstract. Numbers. Usernames. Typed-out comments. Those could be ignored, brushed away with the click of a button. This, however, was inescapable. Two witnesses close enough to see every detail: the tremor in her hands, the shallow rise of her chest, the way her thighs might part or not part.

She swallowed hard, her mouth dry.

Liam leaned close, lowering his voice so only she could hear. “What’s wrong, love? You know thousands already watch you. What difference does it make if two more see you here—people whose names you know?”

His words were gentle, coaxing, but they tightened the knot in her stomach. What difference? Everything. Online she could choose what to show, what to cut. Here, she was bare in a way she had never been.

“They’re just... watching us?” she whispered, her throat tight. “Or are they expected to... join in?”

“For now,” Liam said firmly, “they’re only here to watch. Later—it depends on you.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. Later. The word lingered like a promise, or a threat. She tried to imagine herself moving, touching, stripping down the way she had in her bedroom at home. But the weight of those strangers’ eyes made her skin prickle, every nerve locking into place.
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