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Part One – Opening Scene
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After the session with their partners, Liam suggested “a different kind of night.” He wanted Allison to come with him to a sex club, to show her another facet of the world she had stepped into.

The idea lit something inside her. A night out with Liam was tempting on its own, but this wasn’t just any place—this would be something darker, rawer, and she suspected there might be a lesson hidden in the pleasure.

From the moment they stepped inside, Allison felt the shift. The club was drenched in shadow, pools of red and amber light cutting through the smoky air. Music with a slow, heavy pulse vibrated through her chest, as if her heartbeat had synced with the rhythm. The air carried a mix of scents—cigarettes and leather, the sharp tang of sweat, the sweetness of oils burned low in lamps.

She stayed close to Liam, his presence both grounding and intoxicating. Her stomach fluttered with nerves, yet there was a tug of excitement she couldn’t deny. Every sense was sharpened: her skin prickled, her breathing shallow, her thighs pressing together in reflex.

They entered the performance hall. Rows of seats faced a stage framed by heavy velvet curtains. The crowd whispered in anticipation, eyes fixed forward. Allison followed their gaze—and froze.

On stage stood two men and a woman, poised under the spotlight, their bodies already angled toward one another. The room seemed to hold its breath. Allison’s pulse quickened, heat rising in her chest as the realization sank in. This wasn’t a show of suggestion or tease. This was going to be raw, unfiltered sex, live before an audience.

She gripped Liam’s hand tighter, torn between hesitation and hunger, her body betraying her with a rush of arousal as she stared at the three figures about to begin.
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Part Two – The performance
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The lights dimmed slowly, shifting the crowd into a hush that was anything but quiet. Whispers buzzed through the air like static, and the faint throb of bass from hidden speakers vibrated against Alison’s chest. She leaned slightly forward in her seat, her eyes fixed on the stage. Beside her, Liam sat relaxed, though she knew him well enough to recognize the alertness behind his calm posture.

A spotlight flared. A woman stepped out first—young, slim, her dark hair tied in a messy knot that seemed deliberate, designed to look careless. She wore a short dress, clingy and cheap, the kind that clung to her curves in all the right ways. Two men followed close behind her. They carried themselves with the casual arrogance of predators, shoulders squared, grins flashing at the crowd as though inviting them to join in on a secret they already owned.

The murmurs in the audience turned into low hoots.

“Yeah, get her, boys!” someone shouted from the back.

“Rip that dress off!” another man barked, earning laughter from a cluster nearby.

Others clapped rhythmically, already pushing the performance forward before it began.

Alison bit her lip, fascinated despite herself. She had known there would be sex on stage tonight—everyone did—but she hadn’t expected such a deliberate setup. The playacting was almost theatrical. The men circled the woman, speaking to her in low tones only partly picked up by the microphones. She shook her head at first, crossing her arms defensively, her body language stiff.

The refusal was clear.

Still, the men pressed on. One touched her arm, another brushed a strand of hair off her shoulder. She flinched back. The crowd jeered.

“Don’t play hard to get!”

“Come on, slut, you know you want it!”

The vulgar chants rolled like a tide through the room. Alison felt her pulse jump, not only at the obscenity but at how quickly the line blurred between staged resistance and the suggestion of something darker.

Her fingers tightened on the edge of her seat. Liam noticed; he always did. He shifted slightly, his thigh pressing against hers, a grounding reminder that she wasn’t lost in this scene alone.

The first man tugged at the woman’s dress. She slapped his hand away. The audience roared with laughter. Then the second man joined in, catching her wrists, holding them above her head as the fabric was stripped from her body in one swift movement. She stood exposed in lacy underwear, breathing hard, eyes flashing with either real fury or carefully rehearsed anger.

Alison leaned forward, trying to read her expression. Was it a mask? Or had they pushed too far? The line blurred with every beat.
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