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​Introduction to RJP Readers
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The RJP Readers series provides graded reading material for students of English at 12 levels of difficulty.

🟥  A1.1  Beginner or Noob

🔴 A1.2  False Beginner or Learner

🟧 A2.1  Lower Elementary or Shopper

🟠 A2.2  Upper Elementary or Gamer

🟨 B1.1  Lower Intermediate 1 or Tourist

🟡 B1.2  Lower Intermediate 2 or Capable

🟩 B2.1  Upper Intermediate 1 or Competent

🟢 B2.2  Upper Intermediate 2 or Fluent

🟦 C1.1  Lower Advanced or Ace

🔵 C1.2  Upper Advanced or Master

🟪 C2.1  Lower Proficiency or Expert

🟣 C2.2  Upper Proficiency or Pro
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Underneath Her Smile
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Level: 🟣 C2.2 (Pro)
Genre: Domestic thriller / digital noir
Tone: fast-paced, manipulative, psychologically sharp
Story Concept

Liv and Mason were the internet’s favourite couple: witty, glamorous, always just a little too perfect. But after five years of building a brand—and a business—together, they break up in front of four million followers. Publicly. Brutally.

Then Mason disappears. No note. No last post. No warning.

But Liv isn’t grieving. She’s executing a plan.
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Episode 1: The Breakup Heard Around the World

[image: image]


The video goes up at 8:06 p.m. on a Tuesday.

Not prime time. Not scheduled. Just... dropped.

No caption. No thumbnail. Just the words:

“i’m sorry.”

Liv stares into the camera, face bare, lighting soft but imperfect. Her voice shakes—not too much, just enough to feel real.

“I wasn’t going to say anything. I didn’t want to do this here. But after everything, after all the rumours, after his post this morning...”

She pauses. Looks away. Breathes. Returns.

“...I can’t keep pretending.”

Twenty-one minutes and forty seconds.

No edits.

No filter.

By midnight, it has 9.6 million views.

The internet explodes.

“This is devastating.”
“I knew Mason wasn’t who he seemed.”
“This is what gaslighting looks like.”
“Team Liv forever.”
“Omg she looks so broken.”
“Why are we watching a woman fall apart and calling it bravery??”
Hashtags start trending:
#LivSpeaks
#DigitalAbuse
#EndTheBrand
#MasonCancelled
In the comments, there are war zones.
In the DMs, there are death threats.
In Liv’s inbox, there are brand deals and interview offers.
Everyone wants a soundbite.

Liv gives them silence.

Three days later, Mason’s account goes dark.

Not archived. Not deactivated.

Just... gone.

All posts wiped. Bio empty. Username greyed out.

No one can reach him.

One week before the video

Mason sits at the edge of the shared bed, packing the last of his things into a vintage suitcase that’s more aesthetic than functional.

Liv is in the doorway, arms crossed, not crying.

“Don’t forget the charger. It’s your face now.”

He half-smiles. “I’ll grow a beard. Rebrand as sad and off-grid.”

She doesn’t laugh.

“I mean it,” she says. “We agreed: no backstabbing. No surprise drops. We do this quiet.”

Mason nods. “Yeah.”

Liv leans against the wall.

“We made something real, you know. Even if it got... ugly.”

He closes the suitcase. “We made something profitable.”

That gets a smile.

She watches him leave without saying goodbye.

She deletes the security cam footage two hours later.

Group chat: “The Core Four”
(Liv, Claudia, Becca, Jai)
Claudia: wait is it true???
Becca: check his IG
Jai: this man really just unfollowed her like that? no caption?
Liv: he’ll post. wait for it.
Claudia: are you okay
Liv: i’m ready.
Mason’s “statement” comes as a carousel post.

Nine slides. White background. Tiny serif font. Half apology, half denial.

“There are always two sides.”
“We tried. We failed.”
“Please be kind.”
Slide seven includes a quote from Rumi.

Slide eight thanks their fans “for the journey.”

Slide nine is a photo of a beach no one can place.

Comments are turned off.

Liv sees it at a restaurant, halfway through a glass of wine.

She closes her phone, wipes her lipstick off with a napkin, and says quietly, “Okay.”

Then she books a studio.

DM from @Liv_Actual to @TrueTaylor

hey.
i have something you’ll want.
tell your editor to call me.
off the record first.
Liv’s Notes app — March 17

	Clip 1: summer montage, 2019

	Clip 2: “this is who he really was” — voiceover

	Slide: therapy receipts? too much?

	Pull quote: “love can be survival in disguise”

	Fade to: blank screen + my voice

	Don’t say he’s abusive. Let them say it.

	Make them think it’s about closure.

	Show just enough to invite questions.

	Let him stay silent. Now.


It’s been two weeks since Mason disappeared.

Liv’s video has 17 million views.

Netflix wants a docuseries.

She hasn’t answered any calls, but she’s posted three soft-focus stories with vague quotes about healing and moving forward. All of them do numbers.

Under one of them, someone comments:

“I used to love them together. Now I just want her to burn him to the ground.”

She taps the heart icon.

At 3:17 a.m., she receives an email from a private address.

Subject: you forgot what i know.
Attachment: (1) [Untitled.mov]
She doesn’t open it.

She pours herself a drink. Turns off her phone.

She doesn’t need to look.

Because she already knows what it is.
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Episode 2: Mason, Seen From the Side
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Mason wasn’t surprised when she dropped the video.

He was surprised it took her a whole week.

She always had better timing than that.

They met at an editing workshop.
He was quiet, clever, already tired of influencer culture.
She was two years younger, magnetic, and furious she didn’t have more followers.
She complimented his hoodie.
He said she seemed fake.
She laughed like she’d won something.
Three months later, she moved in.

Five months after that, they co-founded a lifestyle channel.

The name was hers. The tone, his. The smile—always hers.

He didn’t mind being in the background. Not at first.

He liked soundtracking her edits, smoothing her voiceovers, turning a mediocre shot into a cinematic beat.

He liked seeing people believe in her.

But at some point, the edits stopped being about style.

They became strategy.

“Don’t say that,” she’d whisper before hitting record.

“Wear the black shirt. It reads smarter.”

“Let me do the captions—your wording’s too direct.”

“I know your tone better than you do.”

When he brought up therapy, she framed it.

“Healing is part of our arc. You talking about trauma makes the brand more relatable.”

When he stopped posting, she explained it away in a caption:

“Sometimes you need to disconnect to protect your mental health. We support that here.”

“We” always meant her.

One night, he came home early and found her recording B-roll of herself crying.

He stood at the door, watching her rehearse a single tear.

Take. Wipe. Take again. Angle left. Blink. No sob.

He didn’t speak.

She didn’t notice him.

That was when he started planning his exit.

Not just from her.

From all of it.

He created an encrypted drive. Collected files. Screen recordings. Archived texts. Contracts. Voice memos.

He didn’t know what he’d do with them.

But he knew he’d need them.

Just in case.

Draft (never posted)
@MasonGrey | Notes App
She’s not evil. She’s just... curated.
Everything is aesthetic. Even the breakdown.
Especially the breakdown.
I let her build a brand using my face, my words, my past.
And now I’m not a person anymore. I’m a point of contrast.
A before.
A villain.
I never wanted a following. I wanted to be left alone.
The last thing he posted—before wiping his account—was a photo of their kitchen table.

Just sunlight. Empty plates. Two coffee mugs.

No people.

He knew the fans would overread it.

They always did.

He didn’t disappear. Not really.

He just stopped playing.

He booked a studio in another city under a different name.

No social. No public anything.

He kept the hard drive close. Not as leverage.

As insurance.

He wanted to believe that truth still mattered.

That documentation meant something.

But when he watched the first half of Liv’s apology video, he closed his laptop before she finished blinking.

She didn’t lie, not directly.

That was the genius of it.

She implied.

She paused in the right places.

She teared up, then swallowed it.

She made you want to protect her.

And hate him.

All without ever giving a quote that could be fact-checked.

A week after her video, a freelance journalist messaged him:

“I’m not here to trap you. I’m here because I know what narrative control looks like. And you’re not talking.”

He didn’t answer.

But he saved the message.

At night, he rewatched footage he’d saved. Not to weaponise. Just to remember.

Liv, smiling at the wrong moment during a serious story.

Liv, muting him mid-conversation and telling him, “Try again with less emotion.”

Liv, coaching him on how to “look more sincere” during a couple’s Q&A.

Liv, after the camera cut, saying: “That was perfect. Now let’s shoot it again, but messier.”

He never hated her.

He just didn’t want to be her mirror anymore.

So when the email arrived—the one with the subject line you forgot what i know—he didn’t open the attachment.

He didn’t need to.

He just replied:

I didn’t forget. I’m choosing not to use it.
For now.
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Episode 3: Clauses and Collateral
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The leak doesn’t come from Mason.

It comes from Becca, Liv’s former assistant.

Technically, she still works for the brand, but since the breakup she’s been answering emails with one-word replies and listening to voice notes on loop with a disgusted expression.

She’s also been screen-recording things.

All the things Liv said when she thought no one else was listening.

The contract hits a niche gossip forum at 2:14 a.m.

By 3:30, it’s on Reddit.

By 6:00, it’s trending.

Title: Mutual Engagement & Monetisation Agreement (Revised – 18 months pre-breakup)
Signatures: Olivia Mae Sutter & Mason Elliott Grey
Key clauses:
	Both parties must maintain a romantic public narrative for the duration of any monetised partnership.

	Emotional disclosures must be approved by both parties in writing before posting.

	Termination requires 30-day social cooling period unless one party initiates a clean break with an “emotional impact clause.”

	Either party may opt to release a “final post” narrative, so long as it does not name or directly reference the other.


Clause 12.4.2:
“In the event of a narrative fracture, the party who controls the majority platform retains editorial priority over the breakup narrative.”
That clause alone sets the internet on fire.

“So it was always fake??”
“She legally scripted the breakup?”
“Clause 12.4.2 is going to haunt me.”
“Wait, is this like influencer prenup energy??”
“They were co-creating a character the whole time.”
Liv doesn’t respond directly.

Instead, she posts a black-and-white photo of herself staring into a rain-streaked window, captioned:

“There’s always more to the story.”

She turns off comments.

Privately, she sends Becca a voice note:

“You’re not as clever as you think. I know it was you. And I will find the clause you broke.”

Becca doesn’t respond.

But two hours later, she uploads a folder of screenshots to a throwaway drive and emails a journalist.

Subject line:
“Proof she was scripting the fallout before

	A video of Liv rehearsing a “casual crying scene.”

	Draft captions dated two weeks before Mason moved out, including hashtags like #healing and #survivorenergy.

	A note that reads:
























	Statement draft

	Mention privacy, never confirm NDA

	Use “context” and “multiple truths”

	End on empowerment — maybe quote bell hooks?

	Avoid saying “victim.” Let them say it. The journalist who receives Becca’s leak publishes a full breakdown.
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