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The bass pounded in my chest, matching the dull throb of the headache already forming behind my eyes. I don’t know why I bothered coming to these parties anymore. The flickering lights, the cloying stench of spilled beer, and the constant press of bodies moving in a chaotic rhythm—it all felt suffocating. Still, I’d convinced myself it would be fun, a way to blow off steam after a long week of classes. Maybe I could even forget for a while that Kyla was here.

But of course, I was wrong. The second her voice cut through the noise, my gut twisted.

“She looks as ugly as ever. You’d think she’d at least try to dress like a college student and put on a little make-up or something,” Kyla’s voice rang out, sharp and clear over the music. I didn’t have to look to know who she was talking about. It was always me. Always.

I stared down at my cup, swirling the cheap booze inside, the liquid sloshing dangerously close to the edge. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, even though I tried to tell myself I didn’t care. I should be used to it by now—years of this crap, the gossip, the snide comments, the way she could make me feel like nothing with just a glance.

I took a slow, deep breath, trying to drown out her voice, but it didn’t work. It never worked.

This was supposed to be my escape. College was supposed to be different, a chance to start over, to leave behind all the petty high school drama. But fate, or maybe just plain bad luck, had other plans. Out of all the schools in the world, Kyla had ended up here. The same small college, just a few hours from our hometown. The same parties, the same social circles. And the same goddamn torment.

I should’ve known better. Kyla had been like this since middle school, always the queen bee and quintessential mean girl, always making sure I knew exactly where I stood—beneath her. Back then, I thought maybe it was something I could grow out of, like a bad haircut or braces. But Kyla? She was a constant. Like a stain that wouldn’t wash out no matter how hard I tried.

I glanced across the room, hoping to catch sight of her without drawing attention. And there she was, surrounded by the usual crowd, her perfectly styled blonde hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders, catching the light just enough to make it shimmer. She always looked so put together, like she didn’t have to try, like she’d just woken up looking effortlessly perfect. Her skin glowed, her makeup subtle but flawless—just enough to highlight the sharp angles of her cheekbones and the curve of her full lips. She was laughing, lips parting to reveal straight, white teeth, and I hated how captivating she looked, like the center of gravity in the room shifted toward her whenever she smiled.

Kyla’s clothes clung to her in all the right ways, showing off her toned arms and flat stomach. She had this way of walking into a room, of standing in it, that commanded attention, as if she knew exactly how attractive she was. And she did. She knew. The guys stared, and the girls either envied her or wanted to be her. Or both.

I looked away, my pulse quickening. It was exhausting, constantly being on edge, waiting for the next insult, the next casual swipe at my existence. I had hoped that when I left for college, I’d be free of her. I had this naive belief that once we were out of that small town, out of the high school bubble, I could finally breathe. But no. Here we were, just a new setting for the same old story.

I sipped my drink, wincing at the sour taste, and pretended not to hear Kyla’s voice echoing in my head.

Maybe I should just leave. Disappear into the night before she found some new way to ruin my evening. But the thought of running—again—made me grit my teeth. I was so tired of letting her control how I felt, of letting her win.

“Sarah, you good?” my friend, Jenna, asked, nudging me gently.

I forced a smile. “Yeah, I’m fine.” The lie came easily, practiced. Jenna didn’t need to know. She had no idea about the years of bullying, the history between Kyla and me. I’d never told her.

But even as I smiled, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Kyla would never really be gone. She was always lurking in the background, waiting for her next chance to dig the knife in a little deeper.

The sound of Kyla’s laughter floated over the music again, and I felt my stomach flip.

College was supposed to be different. But as long as Kyla was here, I wasn’t sure it ever would be.
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I tried to shake off the growing knot in my stomach as I turned back to the party. I wasn’t going to let Kyla ruin my night again. Not this time. The crowd pulsed around me, people laughing and swaying to the music like they didn’t have a care in the world. I wanted to be one of them—someone who could let go and just have fun.

So I threw back the rest of my drink and made my way toward the drink table, determined to loosen up. A guy with a backward cap was pouring some neon-colored concoction into cups, not even bothering to measure. I grabbed one, not caring what it was, and took a sip. It burned going down, but I barely noticed. It didn’t matter. What mattered was not thinking. Not feeling.

One drink turned into two, then three, and for a little while, the edge started to dull. Somehow, I ended up in a game of beer pong, though I couldn’t even remember agreeing to it. I stood there, tipsy and fumbling with the ping pong ball, missing every single shot. My partner—a guy whose name I didn’t catch—kept groaning in frustration as I failed again and again. People were watching, laughing.

I stumbled toward the door, gripping the frame for balance as I took one last look around the room. Everyone else seemed to be having the time of their lives. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t pretend anymore. With a sigh, I left the party behind and made my way outside into the cool night air.

The walk back to my dorm was quiet, the sounds of the party fading behind me as I moved further from the house. My thoughts, though, they were loud—so loud I couldn’t escape them, no matter how much I tried. I kept replaying the night in my head, how I’d once again ended up on the outskirts, isolated. And at the center of it all, like some dark, looming cloud, was Kyla.

I hated her. I hated her so much it made my chest ache. How was it that after all these years, she still had this power over me? What had I ever done to deserve it? I never did anything to her—never spread rumors, never humiliated her in front of everyone. I just existed. And somehow, that was enough to make me her target.

It wasn’t fair.

The more I thought about it, the angrier I got. My skin felt hot, my pulse quickening with every step. I could feel the alcohol coursing through me, fueling that anger, making it harder to think clearly. But I didn’t want to think. I wanted to act. To do something—anything—to stop feeling so powerless.

When I got back to my dorm, I slammed the door behind me and collapsed onto my bed, pulling out my phone. My mind raced with all the things I’d never said to Kyla, all the things I’d bottled up for years. Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was just the years of pent-up frustration, but before I knew it, I was scrolling through my contacts, looking for the one number I hadn’t thought about in years.

Kyla’s.

I still had it from some dumb group project in high school. We hadn’t spoken since then, and part of me wondered if she even still had the same number. But I didn’t care. I was beyond caring.

An evil idea entered my head. Before I could stop myself, I got up and I pulled my jeans and panties down around my ankles. I turned my ass toward the mirror on my door and used one hand to spread my cheeks, baring my pussy and asshole, and with the other hand snapped a photo. 

“eat this u fuckin bitch”

I hit send before I could second-guess it. For a split second, I felt a rush of satisfaction. Finally, I had told her off, done something instead of sitting there quietly while she tore me down. Maybe it was crazy, but this is what she’d pushed me to.

But then my phone buzzed, and I froze.

It was her. Kyla had responded.

“Ok. Come over.” the message read, as casual as if I’d just asked her for a coffee.

My heart skipped a beat, my head spinning. What the hell did she mean by that? Was this some kind of joke? I stared at the screen, my mouth dry, unsure if I should laugh or be horrified.

But one thing was certain—I hadn’t expected that response at all.

And now, I didn’t know what to do.
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I stared at my phone, Kyla’s message glowing back at me in the dark.

For a second, I thought I must be hallucinating, maybe I’d misread it. But no—it was right there, clear as day. My heart was racing, a mix of anger, confusion, and something I didn’t want to acknowledge tightening in my chest. What the hell did she want? Was this some kind of trap? Another setup to humiliate me, just like she had so many times before?

My phone buzzed again, and this time it was her location. Kyla had sent me her dorm room number, as if I was just another friend she wanted to hang out with. The nerve.

I stared at the message for a long time, my mind swirling with the endless ways this could go wrong. But then the alcohol in my bloodstream took over, and a wave of hot, liquid courage surged through me. I was tired of this. Tired of always being the victim, tired of Kyla getting the last word, tired of years of torment. If she wanted me to come through, fine. I’d come through, alright.

Without thinking twice, I grabbed my jacket, threw it over my shoulders, and stumbled out of my dorm. The cool night air hit my face, sobering me just enough to walk straight, though my vision still felt a little fuzzy around the edges. The campus was mostly quiet, with only a few late-night stragglers making their way back from parties or study sessions. The walk to Kyla’s dorm felt longer than it actually was, each step filled with a mix of dread and excitement that I couldn’t quite shake.

When I finally reached her building, I hesitated for the first time. What was I even doing? My body felt jittery, like it was running ahead of my brain, and for a brief moment, I thought about turning back. But then I remembered all the years of crap I’d taken from Kyla, and a fresh wave of anger pushed me forward. I wasn’t going to back down now.

I reached her door and raised my hand to knock, but it came out more like a slam. The sound reverberated through the hall, and I stood there, fists clenched, breathing hard, ready for whatever was about to happen. Maybe she’d open the door with that smug smile, or worse, maybe her friends were in there waiting, ready to laugh at me like always.

But when the door swung open, Kyla stood there alone, a smirk playing on her lips. Her hair was loose, falling in those perfect waves, and she was wearing the same tank top and a short skirt from the party, looking so casual like she hadn’t just sent me a message that flipped my whole night upside down.

She leaned against the doorframe, her eyes traveling over me in a way that made my stomach twist, though not in the way I was expecting. “It took you long enough,” she said, her voice low and teasing, like this was a game she’d been waiting to play.

I blinked, caught off guard. This wasn’t what I expected. I was ready for a fight, ready to finally tell her off, but now I was standing here, and Kyla was…flirting? I felt my pulse quicken, anger bubbling up inside me again. What the hell was this?

“You’ve gotta be kidding me,” I snapped, pushing past her into the room. My heart was pounding in my ears, and the walls felt like they were closing in. “You think this is funny? After everything you’ve done to me?”

Kyla shut the door behind me, her smirk never faltering. She walked toward me slowly, like a predator circling its prey, completely unfazed by my outburst. I was shaking, my fists clenched so tight my knuckles turned white, but she just laughed, this soft, infuriating laugh that made my skin crawl.

“Relax, Sarah,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Why are you so worked up?”

“Worked up?” I repeated, my voice rising. “Are you serious? After all the crap you’ve put me through for years, all the rumors, the bullying—what the hell is wrong with you? You’ve made my life hell for too long.”

Kyla tilted her head, her lips still curled in that infuriating smirk. “God, you’re cute when you’re angry.”

I froze, my brain struggling to process what she had just said. Cute? That’s what she was thinking right now?

“What the hell are you talking about?” I shot back, my heart racing. “Why do you keep doing this to me?”

Kyla stepped closer, closing the space between us, and I found myself backing up until I was pressed against her desk. She stopped just inches away, her eyes boring into mine, and for the first time that night, I couldn’t tell if I was more furious or… something else.

“I’ve always thought you were cute, Sarah,” she said, her voice soft now, almost playful. “Why else do you think I’ve been so obsessed with you? I mean, come on—did you really think all that attention I gave you was just for fun?”

My breath caught in my throat. “Obsessed?” I repeated, the word sounding foreign and ridiculous. “You’ve spent years making my life miserable. That’s not obsession, that’s—”

Kyla leaned in, her lips dangerously close to my ear. “Sure it is. Why else would I care so much? You’re the one I could never get out of my head. I just wasn’t ready to admit that I liked girls.”

My mind was spinning, trying to reconcile the Kyla I had known for years with the one standing in front of me now, practically confessing to some twisted form of attraction. None of this made sense. And yet… there was a part of me that couldn’t stop staring at her, at the way her lips moved when she spoke, at the way she seemed so sure of herself.

I shook my head, trying to clear the fog. “This doesn’t make any sense. You hate me.”

“I don’t hate you,” she said, her voice a whisper now, and I could feel her breath on my neck. “I’ve never hated you.”

My heart was pounding so hard I thought it might burst out of my chest. This was wrong. This was all wrong. But somehow, I couldn’t pull away. I didn’t know what was happening anymore. And the worst part? I wasn’t sure I wanted to

For a split second, I just stared at her, waiting for the punchline, for the trap to snap shut. It had to be a prank, right? She’d pull something any minute now—maybe her friends were hiding in the closet, ready to jump out and laugh at me. This was Kyla, after all. The same girl who had spent years making me feel like dirt. This couldn’t be real.

I narrowed my eyes, suspicion creeping in as I glanced toward the closet. “What is this? Another one of your pranks?” I asked, my voice shaky but firm. “You’ve probably got your friends hiding, ready to jump out and make a fool of me, right? I’m not falling for it.”

Kyla raised an eyebrow, looking amused but not surprised. “You think I need a crowd to have fun with you?” she asked, her voice soft but teasing, almost mocking. “You really don’t get it, do you?”

I took a step back, suddenly feeling the walls closing in again. My head was spinning, and I felt like I was standing on a cliff’s edge, waiting for the ground to drop out from under me. “If you’re serious,” I managed, “prove it.”

For a second, there was silence. Just the soft hum of the air conditioning and the pounding of my own heartbeat in my ears. Then, without warning, Kyla stepped forward, her eyes locked on mine with an intensity I hadn’t seen before. And before I could react, she grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me in.

Her lips were on mine in a heartbeat, firm and deliberate, and every muscle in my body went rigid. I was too stunned to move, too shocked to even push her away. But then something happened that I didn’t expect. Something I couldn’t explain.

I found myself kissing her back.

It wasn’t a conscious decision—it was like my body took over, adrenaline surging through my veins, my heart pounding in my chest so hard it hurt. My lips moved against hers, soft but urgent, and before I knew it, my hands were gripping the front of her shirt, pulling her closer. I could feel her heat, the way her body pressed against mine, and my mind was screaming at me to stop, to pull away. But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

The kiss deepened, and I felt her fingers slide up the back of my neck, her nails grazing my skin in a way that sent shivers down my spine. Everything felt electric, like a live wire buzzing between us, and the room seemed to shrink around us until there was nothing but her—her lips, her hands, her scent.

And I hated that it felt good. That it felt right.

When Kyla finally pulled back, both of us breathless, her eyes were dark, her lips slightly parted, and for the first time, there was no smirk, no trace of that cruel amusement she always wore. She looked serious.

“Well?” she asked, her voice low and almost challenging. “Still think this is a prank?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. My mind was racing, trying to catch up with what had just happened. How had I gone from wanting to punch her to… this? And why hadn’t I pulled away?

Without even realizing what I was doing, I moved. The heat from our kiss still buzzing on my lips, adrenaline rushing through me like wildfire. My hands found their way to Kyla’s shoulders, and with a force I didn’t know I had, I pushed her back, sending her stumbling until the back of her legs hit the edge of the bed.

She fell onto the mattress, her eyes wide in surprise, but there was something else there too. A flash of excitement. Her lips curled into that teasing smile, the one that always made me feel like she was in control, but for once, I didn’t care. I wasn’t thinking anymore. I was just… acting. Following the pull of whatever was happening between us.

Before she could say anything, I climbed on top of her, my heart racing so fast I thought it might explode. The room felt too small, too hot, the walls closing in, but it didn’t matter. All that mattered was the way Kyla was looking at me—challenging, curious, and for the first time, maybe a little vulnerable.

I straddled her, my knees pressing into the bed on either side of her hips, and I could feel her breath quicken beneath me. Her chest rose and fell, her skin flushed with the same heat that was coursing through me. I didn’t know where this boldness came from—maybe it was years of pent-up frustration, of anger, of wanting to finally take back control—but here I was, pinning Kyla to her own bed, and she wasn’t fighting back.

In fact, she was staring up at me like she wanted more.

I grabbed the front of her shirt, pulling her toward me so that our faces were inches apart. “You don’t get to mess with me anymore,” I said, my voice low and trembling, half from anger, half from something else I wasn’t ready to admit.

Kyla’s eyes darkened, and she bit her lip, her smile growing wider. “Who says I’m messing with you?”

Her words sent a jolt through me, and before I could stop myself, I crashed my lips into hers again, harder this time, more desperate. My hands tangled in her hair as I kissed her with everything I had—years of rage, confusion, and something I couldn’t quite name. And she kissed me back, just as fiercely, her fingers digging into my waist as if she’d been waiting for this just as long as I had.

The intensity of it all overwhelmed me—how quickly this had turned, how much my body craved hers despite the history between us. Despite the fact that this was Kyla, the same girl who’d spent years tearing me down, and now here we were, tangled together like this was how it was always supposed to be.

I broke the kiss, gasping for air, my forehead resting against hers. Our breaths mingled, heavy and uneven, and for a moment, we just stared at each other, the room thick with tension. The way her lips were slightly parted, her pupils blown wide—it did something to me, something I didn’t want to name but couldn’t ignore.

Kyla grinned, her voice a soft rasp. “Looks like you’ve finally decided to stop thinking.”

For once, she was right.
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Kyla’s tongue felt good in my mouth, her lips hot and demanding. The taste of her was intoxicating—like whiskey and honey, wild and unapologetic. I moaned into the kiss as I pinned her to the bed, her hands roaming my body with an urgency that set me on fire.

The room was a mess, but I barely noticed the mess of posters and strewn clothes. My heart pounded in my ears, drowning out the flickering fluorescent light above us. I couldn’t believe this was happening. After years of torment, of Kyla making my life hell, here we were, entwined and ravenous for each other.

Kyla laid back, her head on the pillow, watching me with an intensity that made my heart race. I positioned myself between her legs, her skirt riding up to reveal a small black thong, barely big enough to hide her pussy lips, peaks of the soft hairless mounds revealed on either side. She raised an eyebrow, a challenge in her eyes. I took a deep breath, steeling myself, and began to explore her body.

I could feel the warmth radiating from her body, even through the fabric of her clothes.

Hungrily, I pushed up the material of her tank top, revealing inch after inch of golden skin. My breath caught in my throat as I finally exposed her breasts, round and firm and perfect.

I leaned down, unable to resist the temptation, and took one of her nipples into my mouth. She gasped, her back arching off the bed. I swirled my tongue around the hard peak, savoring the taste of her.

“Yes,” she moaned, her hands tangling in my hair. “Just like that.”

I obliged, alternating between her breasts, teasing and tormenting her until she was squirming beneath me. I couldn’t help but bite down slightly, wanted to inflict her with a bit of pain with the pleasure. 

My hand trailed lower, skimming over the soft fabric of her thong. I could feel the heat emanating from her core, and I couldn’t help but grin as I felt the damp fabric. Knowing her body was desperate for my touch activated something primal within me. I wanted to dominate her, to have her begging for me. 

Slipping my fingers beneath the scrap of fabric, I found her clit, swollen and slick with arousal. I circled it slowly, watching as Kyla’s eyes fluttered shut, her mouth falling open in a silent moan.

“Fuck, Sarah,” she breathed, her hips bucking against my hand. “That’s it.” Kyla’s voice was a hoarse whisper, her hips bucking against my hand as I teased her clit with my fingers. I smirked, enjoying the power I had over her in this moment.

I increased the pressure slightly, circling her swollen nub with just the right amount of pressure to drive her wild, but not enough to send her over the edge.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her fingers digging into my thighs. “You’re killing me.”

I laughed softly, leaning down to capture her nipple in my mouth once again. I swirled my tongue around the hard peak, savoring the taste of her sweat-slicked skin.

As her pleasure grew, my fingers stopped working her clit in slow circles and started to slide down further, ready to plunge into her depths.

But Kyla had other plans.

With a wicked grin, she reached over to her side table, pulling out a dildo from the drawer. She held it up for me to see, its smooth silicone surface gleaming in the harsh fluorescent light.

“I want you to fuck me with this,” she growled, her voice low and commanding “Take all all that pent-up frustration on my pussy.” I blinked, taken aback by the sudden change in plan. But there was no denying the hunger in her eyes, the way her pupils were dilated with lust.

“Okay,” I said with a grin, taking the dildo from her. I ran my fingers over the smooth surface, feeling a shiver of excitement run down my spine. “Tell me if I’m hurting you.” 

I positioned myself between Kyla’s legs, spreading her open before me. I leaned down, hovering over her, and kissed her hard.

Her lips were soft and pliant beneath mine, and she responded eagerly, her tongue tangling with mine. I could feel the tension building between us, a simmering heat that threatened to boil over at any moment.

With a slow, deliberate motion, I slid the dildo inside her. She gasped, breaking the kiss, her eyes fluttering shut as I began to move it in and out of her, my fingers gripping the base.

She was so wet, so hot, and I could feel her muscles clenching around the dildo as I fucked her. Her hips bucked up to meet my thrusts, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

She moaned, her hands reaching up to grip my shoulders.

Each thrust felt like a release, like every ounce of frustration, anger, and confusion I had bottled up over the years was pouring out all at once, crashing the toy into Kyla with a force I couldn’t control. I was fucking her as if I could somehow erase all the years of torment, all the whispers behind my back, the rumors, the hurt she had caused. It wasn’t gentle; it was raw, driven by something deep inside me that had been simmering for so long. 

Her moans spurred me on, and I felt a surge of power as I took control. I wanted to make her scream, to lose herself in the pleasure that I was giving her.

“Take it, you little slut” I murmured, my lips brushing against her ear. 

Her hands gripped my shoulders harder, and her moans grew louder. I could feel the muscles in her stomach clenching, the tension building in her legs. I knew she was getting closer.

Kyla’s eyes were squeezed shut, her hips bucking wildly as I plunged the dildo deeper inside her. Her fingers began moving frantically over her clit, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Suddenly, she cried out, her back arching off the bed as her orgasm tore through her. I thrust the dildo harder and faster, the sound of wet flesh filling the room. Kyla’s orgasm tore through her, her entire body shuddering and spasming as she cried out.

I fucked her relentlessly, riding out her orgasm as she pulsed around the dildo. I could feel her muscles clenching, milking the toy as I pushed it deeper inside her.

“Fuck, Sarah!” she screamed, her voice raw with pleasure. “Don’t stop!”

I had no intention of stopping. I wanted to wring every last drop of pleasure from her body, to make her scream my name until she was hoarse.

Hearing her scream for me triggered something animalistic in me. With a final, deep thrust, I pulled the dildo out of her and tossed it aside. Before she could protest, I shoved my face between her legs, my tongue finding her clit with unerring accuracy.

“Oh God, Sarah!” she screamed, her hands gripping my hair as I licked and sucked at her swollen nub. Her hips bucked up to meet my mouth, grinding against me as I ate her out with relish.

She tasted sweet and musky, a heady combination that made my head spin. I could feel her body trembling, the orgasm building inside her like a storm.

I slid a finger inside her, then two, curling them up to hit that spot that I knew would drive her wild.

She screamed, her back arching off the bed as I continued to lick and suck at her clit. I could feel her muscles clenching around my fingers, the tension building inside her as she neared another orgasm.

With my free hand, I reached up to pinch and twist her nipples. Her breath caught in her throat, her hips bucking up to meet my mouth.

“S-S-Sarah!” she moaned, her body near convulsions. 

I grinned against her, lashing her clit harder and finally sending her over the edge. she screamed, her entire body shuddering and spasming as she came hard. Her pussy clenched around my fingers, the walls pulsing with each wave of pleasure.

Kyla screamed loudly in ecstasy, the sound reverberating through the room as her orgasm consumed her. Her entire body trembled, her muscles going rigid as she writhed beneath me.

I felt a thrill of satisfaction as I watched her come undone. It was a sight to behold, one I never thought I’d see. I had dreamed of this moment for years, fantasized about it in the darkest corners of my mind.

But now that it was happening, I couldn’t believe it. I had never imagined that Kyla, the woman who had tormented me for years, could be capable of such raw, unbridled passion.

As her orgasm subsided, she collapsed back onto the bed, panting and spent. Her skin was flushed, her eyes glazed with pleasure. She looked beautiful, more beautiful than I had ever seen her before.

Her skin was flushed, her hair mussed, and her eyes glazed with desire. I wanted her, more than I had ever wanted anyone.

I stood up, the room spinning slightly around me, and took off my pants and panties. Kyla’s eyes followed me, hungry, as I stepped out of them and tossed them aside.

I climbed onto the bed, working my way up to straddle her face. Her long blonde hair was spread out across the pillow, and her eyes sparkled with desire. I felt my heart race as I stared down at her, my body throbbing with anticipation.

I grabbed her by the hair, pulling her face into my pussy. Her tongue darted out, tracing a hot path along my slit. I gasped, my other hand gripping the headboard as she began to explore my folds with slow, deliberate strokes. Her tongue was quick, flicking against me with expertise, and I couldn’t help but moan as she tasted me.

“Yes,” I moaned, my hips rocking against her face.

“You taste so good,” she murmured against me as her tongue worked me over. I closed my eyes, letting myself fall into the pleasure, letting myself forget about everything else.

Kyla’s tongue delved deeper, swirling around my clit with expert precision. I ground down against her, relishing the sensation of her mouth on me.

Her fingers dug into my thighs, holding me in place as she feasted on me. I could feel myself getting close, my muscles tensing and clenching in anticipation. But I wasn’t ready yet. I wanted this moment to last forever.

Kyla’s moans vibrated against my clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I could feel myself getting wetter, my arousal coating her tongue as she licked and sucked at me.

I threading my fingers through her hair, holding her in place as I rode her face. My hips moved in a steady rhythm, grinding against her tongue as I chased my orgasm.

I smiled, my other hand gripping the headboard harder as I fucked her face. There was a twisted thrill in seeing Kyla—the girl who had tormented me for years—beneath me now, her face slick with my pussy juices, her breathing ragged as she looked up at me with something almost like surrender in her eyes. For once, I was the one in control while she was the one vulnerable. The tables had turned, and the rush of it sent adrenaline surging through me, making me crave even more.

Her lips were soft and pliant beneath me, her tongue hot as it slid against my pussy. She moaned, the sound vibrating through me, sending shivers down my spine.

I rode her face, grinding down against her with firm, deliberate strokes. I could feel her nose brushing against my clit as I bucked against her open mouth, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

Kyla’s hands gripped my thighs, her nails digging into my skin as I rode her face. She moaned again, the sound muffled by my pussy, but I could feel the vibrations deep in my core.

Her tongue swirled around my clit, teasing and tormenting me in the best possible way.

I could feel my orgasm building, growing stronger with each stroke of her tongue. I was so close, I could almost taste it.

“Oh God, Kyla,” I growled, my hips bucking against her face. “I’m gonna cum.”

She didn’t respond, but I could feel her grinning against my pussy. She knew what she was doing to me, and she reveled in it.

“Yeah, cum for me, Sarah,” she said, her voice husky with desire. “Let it all out.”

With a shudder, I came hard, my body shaking and trembling as waves of pleasure washed over me. Kyla’s tongue never faltered, continuing to swirl and flick against my sensitive spot as I rode out my orgasm.

I didn’t even realize that Kyla had managed to slip two fingers inside me right at the moment of my climax, I felt her finger twisting inside me, eliciting another wave of pleasure that left me gasping.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed onto her, my breathing heavy and my heart pounding.

“Holy shit,” I muttered, my voice thick with lust. “That was amazing.”

“You really liked that, didn’t you?” she asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

I nodded, still catching my breath. “Yeah, I can’t believe I just came like that.”

Kyla sat up, reaching over and teasing my sensitive clit with her fingers. I contorted as my body convulsed in overstimulation. 

“Hey! That’s too much!” I whimpered, trying to push her off. Kyla used her other hand to push me back down on the bed, watching with sick enjoyment as my body twitched from excess pleasure. 

“C’mon, you can take it, you baby,” she laughed. I felt us slipping back to our old dynamic in a way as Kyla lightly bullied me. 

Fighting the convulsions I grabbed her hand and dragged it to my chest, cupping her hand with both of mine to keep it from moving. 

“We’re not doing that anymore.” 

“Fine,” she relented, with a soft giggle that made my heart flutter.








  
  
  Chapter 5

  
  




We lay there on Kyla’s bed, our bodies side by side, catching our breath in the silence that followed. My chest rose and fell rapidly, and I could hear the same unsteady rhythm coming from her. The room was thick with the weight of what had just happened, the air still charged with the tension that had exploded between us. I stared up at the ceiling, my mind racing, trying to piece together how we had gone from years of bitterness to this—tangled in each other, our world completely turned upside down. I couldn’t bring myself to look at her, not yet. I knew the moment I did, everything between us would shift. The lines we had drawn for so long were blurred now, and whatever this was, it would change everything. There was no going back.

The silence stretched between us, heavy and thick, my heartbeat slowly returning to normal. I didn’t know how long we’d been lying there—minutes, maybe hours. Everything felt like a blur, my mind still reeling from what had just happened. My skin tingled from the lingering heat of her touch, and my lips still felt raw from the way we had kissed, as if I could still taste her.

Finally, I couldn’t take the quiet anymore. I turned my head slightly, just enough to glance at Kyla out of the corner of my eye. She was staring up at the ceiling, her chest rising and falling softly, her expression unreadable. I swallowed, feeling the knot in my throat tighten, and broke the silence.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper, as if saying it too loud would make it more real. The disbelief in my words wasn’t just about what had happened physically—it was about everything. The years of hate, the torment, the fact that we had somehow gone from enemies to this, in a matter of hours.

Kyla let out a soft, almost incredulous laugh, finally turning her head to meet my gaze. “Yeah,” she breathed, her lips curving into a small smile. “I can’t believe it either.”

There was a pause, and I waited for her to say something sarcastic, to make a joke out of it. To downplay it all, like she always did. But instead, she bit her lip and added, “But… I liked it.”

Her words hit me like a jolt, and I wasn’t sure what I expected her to say, but it wasn’t that. A part of me wanted to be angry again, to question how she could even admit that after everything she’d done to me. But as I looked at her, I realized she wasn’t joking. Her eyes were soft, vulnerable even. It was strange seeing her like this—unguarded, without the sharp edges she usually wore so well.

And then, to my surprise, I heard myself say it. “I liked it too.”

The words left my mouth before I had a chance to stop them, and suddenly, everything felt real. I wasn’t just acting on adrenaline anymore. I wasn’t just fighting back against years of hurt. I had liked fucking Kyla. The truth of it hit me hard, and the reality of how much things were going to change settled in.

The adrenaline was fading, leaving behind something else—something raw and confusing. I knew I couldn’t just leave it like this, with us tangled in the aftermath without addressing the obvious. I took a deep breath and rolled over slightly, meeting Kyla’s eyes again.

“You know this can’t keep happening,” I said quietly, but firmly. “You can’t keep bullying me. It has to stop.”

Kyla’s expression softened, and for a moment, I saw a flicker of something I’d never expected to see—regret. She nodded slowly, biting her lip. “I know,” she said, her voice almost a whisper. “I’m sorry, Sarah. For everything.”

The sincerity in her words caught me off guard, and I could feel my heart racing again, but not with anger this time. Kyla sighed and looked away for a moment, her brows furrowed like she was trying to figure out how to explain herself.

“I just… I didn’t know how to deal with it,” she continued, her voice a little shaky. “The way I felt about you. I mean, I didn’t even know how to deal with the fact that I had feelings for a girl, let alone you. It was easier to just act like I hated you than admit how confused I was. And I was a coward. I’m sorry.”

Her words hung in the air, and for the first time, I felt a flicker of understanding. It didn’t erase the years of hurt, but somehow hearing her say it made something shift inside me. I believed her.

Kyla turned her head back to me, her eyes searching mine. “So, uh… what now?” she asked with a small, nervous laugh. “Do we go on a date or something? I mean, I can’t imagine how weird that would be for everyone who knows us.”

I laughed at the thought. It was absurd, the idea of us—Sarah and Kyla, the girl who bullied me for years—suddenly going out on a date like it was some rom-com twist. “That would be so strange,” I said, shaking my head, still laughing. “Everyone would lose their minds.”

But Kyla just shrugged, a soft smile playing on her lips. “I don’t care what they think anymore,” she said, and the seriousness in her voice caught me off guard. She reached out and brushed a stray lock of hair behind my ear, her touch gentle. “I just… want you.”

Those words hit me harder than I expected. The vulnerability in them, the simplicity, felt so real, so different from everything I’d ever known about Kyla. And in that moment, something inside me shifted. I didn’t know how or when it had happened, but I wanted her too. Maybe I always had, buried beneath all the anger and hurt.

Without thinking, I leaned in, closing the distance between us, and kissed her. This time, it wasn’t frantic or driven by adrenaline. It was slow, deliberate, and as our lips met, I felt something soft and warm unfurling inside me—something I hadn’t allowed myself to feel before. The kiss deepened, and with it came a rush of emotions I wasn’t ready for but couldn’t deny anymore.

When I pulled back, breathless, I looked into her eyes, my heart pounding for an entirely different reason now. Everything had changed, and somehow, I wasn’t scared of that. Not anymore.

“Let’s see where this goes,” I whispered, feeling the weight of those words sink in. And for the first time in a long time, I wasn’t thinking about what anyone else would say. I just wanted to know what it felt like to be with her.

Kyla smiled softly, and in that moment, I knew things would never be the same between us. And somehow, that was okay.

We lay there, tangled together, and I couldn’t help but smile, feeling something I never thought I’d feel for Kyla—hope.
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