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Chapter 1: Prom Night Anticipation
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The steam curled around her as Elena stepped out of the shower, the bathroom mirror fogged with heat and anticipation. Prom night. The words still felt like a spell on her tongue, something she'd whispered to herself in the dark for months, years maybe. Tonight wasn't just a dance or a dress or a crown. Tonight was the threshold.

She wrapped the towel around herself slowly, letting the soft cotton cling to damp skin. In the mirror's hazy reflection she could make out the shape of her own shoulders, the curve of her collarbone, the way her hair fell in dark ribbons when wet. He's going to see all of this, she thought, and the realisation sent a delicious shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with being cold.

Her bedroom waited beyond the door, transformed into something between a shrine and a stage. The dress hung from the wardrobe: pale blue silk that caught the light, off-the-shoulder sleeves that would slip down her arms with the slightest encouragement. But first.

First came the things no one else would see.

She let the towel drop.

The lingerie lay across her bed: white lace so delicate it seemed spun from moonlight, the bra cups barely there, edged with tiny blue forget-me-nots that matched her dress. The panties were simpler—high-cut, with a satin bow at the front that made her stomach flip when she imagined his fingers tugging it loose.

She stepped into them carefully, feeling the cool slide of fabric against still-warm skin. The lace settled against her hips. When she fastened the bra, the underwire lifted and shaped her in ways that made her breath catch. She turned before the full-length mirror, watching how the white stood out against her summer-tanned skin, how the blue flowers bloomed across her chest.

For him, she thought again, and this time the words tasted like champagne.

The stockings came next—sheer white with a thin blue seam up the back that made her legs look impossibly long. She sat on the edge of her bed to roll them up, one at a time, smoothing them over calves and thighs with the reverence of someone handling something holy. The garter belt fastened with tiny silver clips that chimed softly when she moved.

Standing again, she studied herself. The girl in the mirror looked both familiar and strange: Elena, but Elena transformed. Elena who had waited. Who had said no to fumbling hands in movie theaters and hurried moments in the back of cars because she wanted this to mean something. Because she wanted him to be the first to see her like this, trembling and perfect and entirely his.

Her phone buzzed on the dresser. A text from Marcus: Can't wait to see you. You're going to be the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.

She smiled so wide her cheeks hurt, thumbs flying across the screen: You have no idea.

The dress waited. But for one more moment, she let herself stand there in nothing but lace and anticipation, memorising the way she looked when she was still entirely her own. Soon—so soon—these delicate things would be scattered across some hotel room floor, blue flowers crushed beneath them, white lace ruined in the best possible way.

Tonight, she would give herself completely. And tomorrow, she would wake up someone new.

With trembling fingers, she reached for the blue silk.

The silk whispered over her skin as she lifted the dress, cool and weightless, the colour of a summer sky just before dusk. Elena stepped into it carefully, the fabric pooling at her feet before she drew it upward, past the lace tops of her stockings, over the curve of her hips where the garter straps tugged gently with each breath. The bodice settled against her like a secret, the off-shoulder neckline framing the delicate white straps of her bra, the blue forget-me-nots peeking just above the edge as if blooming from within.

She turned to the mirror again, watching the transformation complete itself. The girl in lingerie vanished beneath layers of elegance, but the knowledge of what lay hidden made her pulse thunder in her ears. Every inch of her felt alive, electric: the slide of silk against lace, the faint pressure of the garter clips, the way her breasts rose and fell with each shallow breath, threatening to spill over the neckline if she moved too quickly.

Her hands shook as she smoothed the skirt down her thighs. The dress ended just below her knees, modest enough for parents and teachers, but the slit up the left side promised something else entirely— a flash of stocking seam when she walked, a glimpse of garter when she sat. She practised the motion now, one foot forward, the silk parting like water. The air kissed her exposed skin, and she imagined Marcus's eyes following that line, his fingers tracing it later, higher, until—

A soft knock at her bedroom door made her jump.

"Elena? Honey, your ride's almost here." Her mother's voice, muffled but warm.

"Coming!" she called, her own voice higher than usual. She grabbed the silver heels from their box—strappy, delicate, the kind that would leave her feet aching by midnight but would make her legs look endless in his arms. As she slipped them on, the added height shifted her balance, made her arch her back just so, the dress clinging in all the right places.

One last look. Hair in loose waves down her back, minimal makeup except for the gloss that made her lips look bee-stung and ready to be kissed. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the lace panties shift against her, already damp with anticipation. The worry flickered then—would it hurt? Would she be enough? Would he be gentle, or would the want she'd seen burning in his eyes for months finally consume them both?

But beneath the fear was something stronger: hunger. She'd waited eighteen years for this, for him. For the moment when "I love you" stopped being words and became bodies tangled in hotel sheets, when the lace would tear under impatient hands, when she'd feel him inside her for the first time and know, finally, what it meant to be claimed.

The doorbell rang downstairs. Adrian.

Elena took one final breath, the silk rising and falling against her lace-covered breasts, and opened her bedroom door. The threshold waited—not just to the hallway, but to everything that came after.

Tonight, she would become his in every way that mattered.

––––––––
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The hallway stretched longer than it ever had, each step on the carpeted stairs a small eternity. The dress skimmed the floor now (floor-length silk, the colour of dusk), the slit beginning at mid-thigh and climbing in a single, deliberate line. Every descent parted the fabric like a secret being told in slow motion. She felt the cool air glide up her leg, kiss the lace tops of her stockings, brush the bare skin above. She knew exactly what he could see if he looked: the thin blue seam running the length of her calf, the flash of white garter strap when the silk shifted just right. The knowledge burned low in her belly, hotter than the blush rising in her cheeks.

Adrian waited at the foot of the stairs, tuxedo black and sharp, one hand tucked behind his back, the other clenched at his side. His eyes lifted as she appeared, and she watched the moment
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