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Chapter 1: The Beginning



My name is Lily, short for Lillian, but everyone just calls me Lily. I’m 22 years old, and my husband, Tom, is 23. It was our wedding day when everything changed—when my father walked me down the aisle, and I carried a secret beneath my gown. But I’m getting ahead of myself. Let me start where it all began.

Tom and I met in college. I wasn’t the outgoing type—never had been. High school was a blur of hiding behind books, no dates, no boys. I was a late bloomer, my body only catching up when I hit 18. Now, I’m 5’3”, 105 pounds, with a 32C chest and thick, wavy black hair that falls to the middle of my back. Even after I filled out, I stayed shy, drowning my figure in baggy sweaters and loose jeans. I didn’t know how to be anything else.

Tom says he noticed my hair first. It’s funny how something so simple stuck with him. We met in a lecture hall my junior year—his senior year. One day, after class, he caught up to me, all nervous stumbles, and asked if I wanted coffee. Not a date, just coffee. I’d seen him lurking at the back of the room before, but he later admitted he wasn’t even enrolled in that class. He’d been sneaking in, trying to work up the nerve to talk to me.

I liked that. His shyness mirrored mine, and it felt safe. When he asked me out for a real date a few days later, I said yes without overthinking it.

Tom had his own awkward history. He’d been a scrawny kid through his first two years of high school, the kind who got picked on mercilessly. By the time he shot up and filled out, the social ladder had already set him near the bottom. Dating wasn’t on his radar either. We were two late bloomers, fumbling into each other.

We started going out regularly. Tom was sweet, a gentleman in every way. He never pushed, never rushed. My roommates—three girls I shared a dorm with—were obsessed with hearing about him. I’d spill the details of our dates over late-night snacks: walks around campus, movies, coffee runs. Just girl talk. After about a month—eight dates or so—one of them, Jess, asked if we’d kissed yet. We hadn’t. They giggled, teasing him for being so slow. I didn’t have a clue what was normal—I’d never dated before—but their laughter made me wonder.

That week, after a movie, I made the first move. We were standing outside my dorm, the air cool and quiet, and I leaned in and kissed him. It wasn’t fireworks or stars, but it was nice. Warm. He kissed me back, a little clumsy, and I could tell he liked it too. After that, kissing became our thing. I usually had to start it, but once we got going, we’d lose ourselves in it for a while.

A few months later, the roommate interrogations escalated. “Have you gone further?” they’d ask, smirking over their popcorn. We hadn’t, and they pounced—calling him timid, joking he might be gay, or maybe I didn’t turn him on. It stung a little. I knew I wasn’t some sultry vixen—I didn’t even know how to try—but their words stuck. Maybe if I stepped up, he would too.

It was late spring, and campus was buzzing with warm weather. I started noticing what other girls wore: tight jeans, flirty skirts, dresses that hugged their curves. My wardrobe of oversized tees and shapeless pants looked out of place. I decided it was time for a change.

When I told my roommates I was going shopping, they insisted on tagging along. I was glad—they knew what they were doing. We hit the mall, laughing like kids, bouncing from store to store. I’d pick out a modest top or a long skirt, and they’d groan, shoving it back on the rack. “No way, Lily,” Jess said. “You’re not buying grandma clothes.”

They took over, tossing me dresses and tops I’d never have touched—short hemlines, fitted waists, colors that popped. I felt exposed trying them on, but they wouldn’t let me say no. In the mirror, I had to admit they were right. I looked… pretty. Different. We left with bags of skirts, dresses, and blouses, but they weren’t done.

Next stop: a lingerie store. My cheeks burned as they dragged me inside. “Those three-pack cotton undies have to go,” Mia, another roommate, declared. The lacy stuff was out of my budget, but I found cute cotton boyshorts and thongs—modern, flirty, affordable. They pushed me to get bras too: one with a strawberry print, another in soft pink, a black one, a beige one, a white one. I grabbed matching panties where I could. By the time we left, I felt like a new person.

The next day, I debuted my makeover. I slipped into a floral skirt and a fitted top, my heart pounding as I left the dorm. Walking across campus, I caught guys glancing my way. Some smiled. A few said hi. It made me squirm, but it also sent a flutter through my stomach. Being noticed felt good.

When I met Tom after class, he froze, eyes wide. “Wow, Lily,” he finally said. “You look beautiful.”

That was all I needed. I’d done it for him, and he saw me—really saw me. We grabbed coffee at the student union, and as we walked, I noticed more eyes on me. Guys from my classes waved or nodded. Tom noticed too. “That guy’s checking you out,” he’d whisper, grinning. When someone said hi, he’d ask, “Who’s that? Tell me about him.” I thought it was just him being curious about my day.

It became a routine. I’d wear my new clothes—some bolder than others—and Tom loved pointing out the attention I got. The shorter the skirt, the lower the neckline, the more he’d nudge me and ask questions. “What did he say? Did he flirt?” I didn’t think much of it. I was just happy he liked the change.

And honestly, I was starting to like it too. Boys flirting with me was new, exciting. I didn’t know how to flirt back, but I didn’t mind when they offered to walk me to class or chatted me up. I’d tell Tom everything, and he’d soak up every detail, eyes bright. Sometimes, they’d walk me right to the student union where I’d meet him, and he’d practically bounce with excitement.

Two months passed, and he still hadn’t made a move beyond kissing. My roommates kept teasing—“What’s wrong with him?”—and I started to wonder too. My 21st birthday was coming up, and I decided it was time. I wasn’t clueless—I went to campus health, got on the pill, and made a plan. Tom was taking me out, and I’d stay over at his place. His roommate was gone for the weekend. Perfect.

I didn’t tell him. I just packed a toothbrush, a light dress, and fresh underwear in my bag, ready to see where the night took us.






























Chapter 2: The First Step


For my 21st birthday, Tom and I decided to go to a club with dancing. It was a big deal—neither of us had ever been to one. I’d only seen them on TV, all flashing lights and pulsing beats. I asked my roommates what to wear, and they pounced on the chance to dress me up. They picked a blue dress—mid-thigh, a little cleavage, nothing too wild. I’d gotten used to dresses by then, so it didn’t faze me much. But they insisted on my strawberry-print bra and thong underneath, giggling as I blushed.

We got to the club, and it was everything I’d imagined—loud, electric, alive. The music thrummed through the floor, and the lights spun in dizzying patterns. Tom and I ordered drinks and found a spot on the sidelines, sipping and watching. I couldn’t hear him over the noise, so we just stood there, shoulder to shoulder, taking it all in.

The dance floor was packed. I watched the women—some grinding against their partners, hips rolling, others swaying solo but still oozing sex. My stomach fluttered. I’d danced in high school, sure, but never like that. I started swaying a little, caught up in the rhythm, hoping Tom would ask me to join them. He didn’t. He just stood there, drink in hand, eyes on the crowd.

Then a guy approached me—tall, dark hair, easy smile. “Wanna dance?” he asked. I hesitated, glancing at Tom. He shrugged, like it was no big deal. So I said, “Sure,” and let the guy lead me out.

The dance floor was a rush. Being surrounded by all those bodies, moving to the beat, made me feel alive—sexy, even. I watched the other girls and tried to copy them, letting my hips sway, my arms lift. I’d taken dance and gymnastics as a kid, so it came back fast. We danced two songs, and he kept it close—hands brushing my hips, trying to press against me. I was too nervous to push him off, and honestly, I liked the thrill of it.

When I got back to Tom, he was grinning. “You looked great out there,” he said. I thanked him, still buzzing, and we went back to watching. Another guy from the same group came over a bit later and asked me to dance. I looked at Tom again, hoping he’d step in this time. “Do you want to?” he asked instead. I did—I wanted to dance, preferably with him—but he wasn’t budging. “Yeah,” I said, and followed the new guy out.

This one didn’t hold back. He moved in tight, his body brushing mine, hands firm on my hips. We danced a few songs, and he got bolder—hands sliding lower, grazing my ass. My dress shifted up a little, and I realized he was tugging it. I froze, unsure what to do, but the music and the heat kept me going. His fingers brushed the bare skin at the edge of my thong, and my breath hitched. No one had ever touched me there. My heart pounded, half from nerves, half from something else.

After the song ended, I pulled away and went back to Tom. He was all lit up, like he’d won something. “That was sexy,” he said. “Did he really grab your ass?” I nodded, still catching my breath. “Yeah, he did.” Tom’s eyes sparkled. “That’s so hot.”

Another guy from the group asked me to dance later, and Tom didn’t stop me. This time, the hands were on my ass from the start. I let him pull me close, grinding against him, feeling his hardness through his jeans. He groped me under my dress whenever he could, and I didn’t fight it. I felt wild, wanted—sexy in a way I’d never known.

After five dances, I was worked up, my body humming. I’d started the night planning to sleep with Tom, and I was ready now. I left the dance floor and found him. “I’m ready to go,” I said. He tilted his head. “Sure you don’t want to dance more?” I did, but I wanted him more. “No, let’s go.”

In the car, I suggested his place. “It’s late,” he said, but I pressed, and he gave in. As he drove, he made me recount the dances—every touch, every move. He zeroed in on the hands on my ass, asking for details like it was the best story he’d ever heard.

At his apartment, my nerves kicked in. We turned on the TV and sat on the couch. I leaned in and kissed him, hard, wanting to keep the night’s energy alive. He kissed back but kept pausing to ask about the club. “What did that guy do again?” he’d say, breathless. The more I told him, the more he lit up.

Then he mentioned it was late, that he should take me home. “No,” I said, firm. He blinked at me, surprised. I took a deep breath, stood up, and said, “I’m staying here tonight.”

His mouth dropped open. I grabbed his hand and pulled him to the bedroom. He followed, quiet, like he couldn’t believe it. I kissed him again, unbuttoning his shirt. He didn’t move to undress me, so I unzipped my dress and let it fall, standing there in my strawberry bra and thong. I kept going—undid his pants, let them drop. His shoes trapped them around his ankles, but I didn’t care. His erection strained against his briefs. I tugged them down, and it sprang free.

I’d never seen a penis up close before. It was maybe 5 inches, not thick, but hard and real. I reached out, curious, and wrapped my hand around it. The skin was soft, warm. I slid my hand along it once
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