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      The chatter around the table ebbed and flowed like the tide, a mix of old anecdotes and laughter, punctuated occasionally by the clatter of cutlery against plates. I sat back in my chair, letting the conversations wash over me while I sipped my drink. The three of us had gone to high school together and completed our first year of college. It felt surreal being back here with these faces, familiar yet subtly changed from a year apart.

      “Hey, Rory, remember that time you almost burned down the chem lab?” Jenna nudged me, her eyes bright with teasing.

      I laughed, shaking my head as I recalled the incident. “Almost being the key word there. It was just a little smoke.”

      “Just a little smoke,” Luke echoed with a grin. “And a lot of panic.”

      As Luke launched into his version of events, I glanced around for our waitress to capture her attention for another round. That’s when my eyes fell on her—Brooklyn. She weaved through the tables with a tray balanced expertly on one hand, her movements graceful and assured.

      She looked different. Gone were the glasses and awkward posture I remembered from high school. She carried herself with an easy confidence now, her long hair pulled into a neat ponytail that revealed striking features I hadn’t noticed before. Her uniform fit snugly in all the right places, accentuating curves that commanded attention.

      “Here comes Brooklyn,” whispered Jenna beside me, snapping me out of my thoughts.

      I straightened in my seat as Brooklyn approached, setting down drinks at a neighboring table before turning towards ours with a professional smile. “Ready to order?”

      “Yeah,” replied Jenna quickly, launching into her requests while everyone else followed suit.

      When it was my turn, I hesitated slightly under Brooklyn’s gaze. Her eyes were warm and attentive, yet there was no flicker of recognition or acknowledgment of her tortured time in high school. Back then, Brooklyn had been bullied relentlessly. Even though I didn’t have a direct hand in it, I couldn’t help but feel guilty.

      “I’ll have the cheeseburger, please,” I said finally, handing over the menu.

      Brooklyn nodded crisply. “How would you like that cooked?”

      “Medium rare is fine,” I replied.

      “Anything else?” she asked politely.

      “No, that’s it for now.”

      With another nod and a fleeting smile, she moved on to take Luke’s order without missing a beat.

      As she walked away to submit our orders, Luke raised an eyebrow at me. “You okay? You looked like you saw a ghost.”

      I shrugged it off with a laugh that felt hollow even to me. “Just didn’t expect to see people from high school working here.”

      Jenna leaned in conspiratorially. “Who would’ve thought Brooklyn would turn out like that? She’s gorgeous.”

      I nodded noncommittally but couldn’t deny what was evident—Brooklyn had transformed in so many ways that stirred something unfamiliar within me.

      As our conversation resumed its natural rhythm, my mind kept drifting back to Brooklyn’s serene expression—so different from the shy girl who used to hide behind textbooks in the library. I wondered if she remembered us at all or if she’d chosen to forget those years altogether.

      The rest of dinner passed in familiar banter and shared memories until Brooklyn returned with our meals. Each plate was served with precision and care; she lingered briefly as if gauging whether there was anything else we needed before retreating again into the bustling backdrop of the restaurant.

      Watching her disappear into the crowd, I suddenly felt an urge to speak with her alone. My heart was drumming a melody I couldn’t decipher, but I knew I needed to act on it. Pushing my chair back softly, I excused myself from the table, muttering something about needing the restroom.

      The corridor leading to the restrooms was dimly lit, a slight reprieve from the lively chaos of the dining area. As I approached, I noticed Brooklyn leaning against the wall near the kitchen entrance, scanning through a small notepad. For a moment, she looked so absorbed in her task that I paused, unsure whether to interrupt.

      Gathering courage, I stepped forward. “Brooklyn?”

      She looked up quickly, eyes flickering with recognition now. “Rory, right?”

      “Yeah,” I said, surprised at her memory. “I just wanted to talk for a second.”

      Her expression shifted slightly—guarded yet polite. “Sure. What’s up?”

      I fiddled with the hem of my shirt nervously. “I remember you from high school—and how things were...”

      Brooklyn’s gaze hardened just a fraction. “Is this about all that bullying stuff? Because if it is, you really don’t have to—”

      “I know,” I interjected hastily, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. “I just... I feel bad about never stepping in or doing anything to stop it.”

      For a moment, she studied me with those penetrating eyes before letting out a soft sigh. “Rory, you weren’t one of them. You never joined in.”

      “I know, but still...” My voice trailed off as awkwardness swirled around us.

      “We’ve all moved on,” she said quietly after a pause, stuffing the notepad into her apron pocket.

      We stood there amidst muffled sounds of clinking glassware and distant laughter from the dining area—two people faced with shared fragments of an unpleasant past. There was something about standing here with Brooklyn that made me want to bridge whatever gap time had put between us.

      “Can I make it up to you?” The words tumbled out before I could second-guess them.

      Her eyebrows lifted slightly. “Make it up how?”

      “Maybe coffee sometime?” I suggested hopefully.

      Brooklyn hesitated briefly—a silent consideration that felt like an eternity—then her lips curved into an amused smile. “Make it drinks instead.”

      Relief washed over me unexpectedly as I agreed. “Drinks it is.”

      “Alright then,” Brooklyn replied, her smile lingering as she glanced back towards where duties called her once more. A moment later and she was gone again—a swirl of motion and purpose back through swinging kitchen doors.

      I returned to my friends who were still engrossed in lively conversation—the scene seemingly unchanged yet I felt completely different. Nervous and excited. A wave of nostalgia sweeping through me.

      Jenna flashed me a teasing glance when she noticed my uplifted mood upon returning; Luke nudged me playfully under the table without asking questions—he probably already guessed the answers.

      When Brooklyn brought us our check, she left her phone number. I grabbed it before my friends could see and quickly entered it into my phone for later.

      That night, I dialed her number with shaky hands. She answered and it took me a moment to find my voice. “Brooklyn? It’s Rory. Um, about those drinks…”

      She hesitated. “I didn’t really think you’d call.” She sounded nervous, unlike how she’d been at the restaurant. If she had more to say, she didn’t say it.

      “Where do you want to meet? My treat.”

      “We can meet at my work. I get a discount.”

      “Surely you don’t want to go where you work. I don’t need a discount. I don’t mind paying full price to take you somewhere fun.” God, why did it sound like I was planning a date with her?

      Silence stretched between us. Finally, she said, “Okay. Let’s meet at The Red Goose.”

      “How does ten work for you?”

      “Ten is great.”

      “Great. See you there.”

      “Mhm,” Brooklyn said. Then she hung up the phone.

      I spent far too long getting ready to meet Brooklyn. I gave myself a winged eyeliner, pulled my soft brown hair into a side ponytail, and slipped into a sexy little black dress. I didn’t know why I was behaving this way. The only time I’d dressed up like this was for a date.

      The Red Goose was bustling with energy when I arrived, the atmosphere alive with conversation and laughter. My heart pounded in my chest as I pushed open the heavy wooden door, stepping into the dimly lit room. The bar was a cozy cocoon of low lighting and warm hues, a stark contrast to the anticipation that thrummed through my veins.

      I spotted Brooklyn almost immediately. She was seated at the far end of the bar, a half-empty glass in front of her as she stared at something on her phone. Her hair cascaded in soft waves over her shoulders, catching the light in a way that made it shimmer like silk. She shone in a bright yellow dress that made her stand out from the rest of the crowd. The nerdy girl from high school was nowhere to be found; she was a vision of confident beauty now.

      As I approached, she looked up, her expression shifting from surprise to something akin to delight. “Rory,” she greeted, standing to give me a brief hug that smelled faintly of vanilla and something floral. “You made it.”

      “Of course I did. I’m the one that invited you out,” I replied with an awkward laugh, sliding onto the stool beside her.

      For a moment, we sat in silence, caught between familiarity and something new that neither of us seemed ready to acknowledge. The bartender came over with a welcoming smile and took my order—a gin and tonic, my usual choice for easing nerves.

      “So,” I started, tracing patterns on the wooden surface with my finger, “how’s life been treating you?”

      Brooklyn shrugged lightly, taking a sip from her glass. “Busy with classes and work. But it’s good. I’ve changed majors twice already.”

      “Really?” I leaned in closer without realizing it. “What are you studying now?”

      “Graphic design,” she replied with a hint of pride in her voice. “I think I finally found what I love.”

      “That’s amazing,” I said genuinely, watching how the passion flared in her eyes when she spoke about it.

      “And what about you?” Brooklyn asked, turning the tables on me. “How’s college life treating Rory?”

      “It’s different,” I admitted after a pause. “A lot busier than high school ever was but... freeing too.”

      Her eyes lingered on mine as though peeling away layers to see what lay beneath. There was warmth there, curiosity too—an intensity that made my pulse quicken under her gaze.

      I cleared my throat. “You’ve um…really changed. I mean, you look gorgeous. Not that you didn’t before, it’s just different.” I wanted to kick myself but my foot was already so far into my mouth it was lodged in my throat.

      Brooklyn smiled. “I get it. Don’t worry. I don’t feel like I’ve changed all that much, but you aren’t the first person to say so.” She took a sip of her drink, her eyes probing. “You’ve always had this light about you,” Brooklyn said softly after another sip from her glass. “Even back then. But there’s more confidence now.”

      Her words wrapped around me like a gentle embrace—the kind you didn’t realize you longed for until it happened—as if seeing myself more clearly through someone else’s eyes.

      “Thank you,” I murmured, feeling unexpectedly vulnerable yet comforted by her presence.

      Brooklyn laughed lightly, breaking the tension with ease. “I didn’t mean to get all deep or anything.”

      “No worries.” I grinned back at her, feeling more at ease already.

      As we spoke about everything and nothing—college stories interspersed with high school memories—we found ourselves leaning closer across small divides between stools; each minute drawing us into an orbit we both danced around but neither dared name.

      The hours slipped away unnoticed until Brooklyn glanced at her watch and sighed reluctantly against music that had taken on softer notes as closing time approached.

      “The bar closes soon. I can’t believe we’ve been here for four hours.”

      I laughed. “Me neither. Should we call it a night?”

      Brooklyn studied me a moment, her throat bobbing with a swallow. “Sure. Unless…would you want to finish this at my place?”

      My pulse picked up speed. Why did this feel so much like a date? It’s not like going back to her place was going to lead to sex like it would with a man. I wasn’t even a lesbian. But then…why were my panties wet just from the way she looked at me?

      Despite my reservations, I didn’t want the evening to end. So I agreed. “Sounds fun.” Brooklyn smiled.

      We hailed a cab and I climbed into the backseat with her.

      The cab's interior was dimly lit, a cozy enclave away from the world outside. The city lights flickered past, painting fleeting images on Brooklyn's face as she gazed out the window. Her profile was serene, and I couldn't help but be drawn to the curve of her jaw, the delicate arch of her eyebrow, wondering what it was about this moment that felt both ordinary and monumental.

      As we drove, our conversation dipped into quieter tones—the hum of the engine punctuating our words. We spoke of dreams and half-formed plans, of paths not yet taken and those abandoned along the way. There was something liberating in sharing these thoughts with Brooklyn, an openness that had been unexpected yet welcome.

      When the cab pulled up in front of her building, she paid the fare without hesitation, insisting when I offered to split it. “This was my idea,” she said with a soft laugh.

      Her apartment was on the third floor, accessed by a narrow staircase that creaked underfoot—a reminder of the building’s age and charm. Inside, her place was a reflection of her: a blend of vibrant colors and minimalist decor that spoke volumes about her artistic eye.

      Brooklyn motioned for me to sit as she moved towards the kitchen area. “Coffee?” she offered, opening a small fridge tucked away behind a counter.

      “Sure,” I replied, settling into an overstuffed armchair that enveloped me in its warmth. My eyes wandered over framed sketches on the wall—her own creations, no doubt—and I felt another surge of admiration for her talents.

      She returned with two mugs of black coffee and handed one to me before curling onto the sofa opposite. “To old friends and new beginnings,” she toasted softly.

      “Old friends and new beginnings,” I echoed, touching my glass to hers with a gentle clink.

      The coffee was smooth rather than bitter, sliding down my throat with ease as we continued our conversation late into the night. Somehow it felt like we were slipping back into roles we’d never quite left behind.

      As Brooklyn talked about her latest project—a series inspired by Brooklyn itself—I found myself captivated not just by her words but by the animation in her gestures, how life seemed to flow from her fingertips with every movement.

      I watched her intently until she looked up suddenly, catching my gaze with surprise before breaking into a smile that sent warmth unfurling within me yet again.

      “What?” she asked playfully.

      “Nothing,” I replied quickly, feeling caught. “Just…you really love what you do.”

      Her smile softened into something more introspective as she settled back against the cushions. “Yeah…I guess I do.”

      A comfortable silence stretched between us then, heavy with unspoken thoughts. “Can I ask you something?” Brooklyn stared at her coffee as the words left her lips.

      I felt certain that whatever she was going to ask me would be heavier than I could handle. “Sure.”

      “Did people tease me because…well, did they know…”

      I arched my brow. I had no idea what she was getting at. “Did they know what?”

      Her gaze met mine and I froze. She was so beautiful and her expression so pained that I wanted to reach out and comfort her in anyway way I could.

      “Did they know I was gay?”

      My breath hitched. “No,” I said. And neither did I. Adrenaline flooded my veins. My panties were soaked and now I knew she was gay. It didn’t matter that I wasn’t. That I’d never been with a woman. Because I wanted to be with her now. I wasn’t even sure what that meant. I didn’t know how to have lesbian sex, but I wanted to do everything with her. I wanted to know every inch of her body and soul.

      “I believe you,” she said with a half smile. “What about you? Ever experimented with a girl?”

      My heart pounded like a drum against my ribs. “No. But, um…”

      Her throat bobbed. “What?”

      “I’ve been curious.” That was a lie. I hadn’t once been curious about a girl until I saw Brooklyn again.

      “Oh?” Brooklyn smiled wider and leaned back. She looked stunningly inviting. “I hope this doesn’t offend you, but I find you wildly attractive. I would never make a move on you or anything, of course. Not unless you wanted me to.”

      My mouth salivated. “And, what if I wanted you to?”

      Brooklyn set down her coffee and leaned forward, her eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made my skin tingle. "Then I'd ask you to come over here," she murmured, her voice husky, a delicious blend of challenge and promise.

      My heart raced and I barely registered the mug slipping from my fingers onto the coffee table as I rose on unsteady legs. Each step toward her was like crossing into a new realm; nerves tangled with anticipation danced across my skin.

      When I finally stood before her, Brooklyn reached up, her touch gentle as she guided me down to sit beside her. Her fingers brushed against mine, sparking something electric that shot straight through me.

      "Is this okay?" she asked softly, her hand hesitating just above my knee.

      "Yes," I whispered, and the word came out like a breath.

      Her hand settled, resting lightly as if asking permission to go further. When I didn’t pull away, she began tracing slow circles over my bare skin, each rotation coaxing my body to relax into hers.

      "Tell me what you're thinking," Brooklyn said after a moment, tilting her head so close I could feel the warmth of her breath.

      "I'm thinking," I started tentatively, "that maybe I've wanted this longer than I've realized."

      Her smile was radiant, banishing any lingering doubt. "I can work with that."

      Leaning in closer, Brooklyn kissed me—a soft brush of lips that was both tentative and assured. It was unlike any kiss I'd ever experienced. I melted into it, responding instinctively as my own hands found their way into her hair.

      Time seemed elastic as our kisses deepened. Her fingers danced up my arm in teasing patterns until they reached the nape of my neck where they lingered. Her tongue pushed past my lips and I sucked on it greedily.

      The world outside could have ceased to exist for all I cared; everything narrowed down to the twin beating of our hearts as Brooklyn poured herself into every touch and kiss.

      She pulled back slightly, searching my eyes for any uncertainty even as she peppered light kisses along my jawline. "You sure about this?" she whispered between kisses.

      I nodded fervently, every fiber of my being craving more of her touch. "Please," I breathed out, not needing to elaborate further.

      Brooklyn's hands traveled with purpose now—a reverent exploration that ignited a fire within me. She nuzzled closer, her lips skimming over sensitive skin until they found the pulse point near my collarbone where they lingered.

      Her hands reached for the zipper of my dress and tugged down slowly. The sound of the zipper sliding echoed like a promise in the quiet room. Her touch was gentle, deliberate, as she peeled the fabric away from my shoulders. My skin prickled at the sudden exposure to the cool air, but her gaze warmed me through and through.

      I returned the favor, fingers finding the zipper at her back, easing it down inch by tantalizing inch. The dress fell away like liquid sunshine pooling at her feet, leaving her standing before me in nothing but lace and skin.

      Our bras followed suit with surprising ease, a testament to how attuned we were to each other’s movements. As we kissed again, our bare chests pressed together, heat building between us like a summer storm.

      Brooklyn pulled me onto her lap, strong thighs cradling me with confidence. The only barrier now was the softness of cotton between us. Her hands found my hips, guiding them in a slow rhythm that made my breath catch.

      Her mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down my neck until lips found my nipple. The sensation was exquisite—her tongue teasing and tasting as if she intended to memorize every inch. I couldn't help but arch against her, compelled by a need that was both ancient and new.

      Before pleasure could crest into something unstoppable, Brooklyn paused. I whimpered at the loss of contact, but she merely smiled—a mischievous curve of lips that promised much more.

      She laid me back against the sofa, delicate yet commanding in her execution. My panties disappeared with a swift tug and Brooklyn took a moment to admire me. Her eyes roamed over my body in a way that felt like worship—a compliment that echoed in the flush warming my cheeks.

      Without breaking eye contact, she lowered herself between my legs. Brooklyn's own naked form was captivating; the tautness of her muscles moved beneath freckled skin like poetry in motion. Her breasts were soft yet firm against me when she'd held me close moments ago; now they swayed slightly with each breath as she hovered above me.

      I shivered under her attentive gaze until finally she lowered herself fully.

      Brooklyn licked her lips before swiping her tongue along my wet slit. My senses fractured into sparks of electricity as she devoured me completely; every lick like a plea answered, every moan harmonizing with the rapid beat of my heart echoing throughout us both.

      A gasp escaped me as Brooklyn's tongue explored, tracing circles that seemed to unlock hidden realms of pleasure within. Her hands were firm on my thighs, anchoring me in a world where her mouth was the only reality. Each flick of her tongue made my hips rise instinctively to meet her.

      “God, Brooklyn,” I breathed, fingers tangling in her hair, gently urging her deeper into the rhythm she’d set. She chuckled against me, the vibration adding another layer to the sweet torment.

      “Like this?” she murmured between kisses, her eyes bright with playful intent.

      “Yes,” I managed, though it was more a moan than a word. The tension coiling inside me was almost unbearable, demanding release with an insistence that bordered on desperation.

      Brooklyn’s lips found my clit, and she sucked on it so hard that it made stars burst behind my eyes.

      I felt her fingers slide inside me, joining the dance as she curled them against my most sensitive spot. My body responded without thought, moving against her hand and mouth with a rhythm all its own.

      Her free hand reached upward, capturing one of my breasts in a tender grasp. Expert fingertips teased my nipple, pulling gently until I cried out from the dual pleasures that threatened to overwhelm me completely.

      “Are you close?” Brooklyn asked, voice husky.

      “Yes,” I gasped again, clinging to the edge with every ounce of my being. “Please don’t stop.”

      Her touch intensified, relentless and exquisite. Each stroke and suckle harmonizing into perfection until there was nothing left to do but surrender.

      The climax crashed over me like waves breaking against a shore—violent in its beauty and absolution. My cries split the air as Brooklyn held me steady through it all, grounding me with her presence even as I shattered around her touch.

      Slowly, too slowly for impatience but perfectly timed for savoring the moment wholly unique between us, my world settled back into focus. Brooklyn rose up to meet my gaze; satisfaction and something sweeter glowing in those cool depths of hers now warm.

      “Welcome to this side,” she whispered softly before leaning in to capture my lips once more.

      I pushed against her chest, breaking our kiss. “I want to taste you,” I said.

      She smiled, stood up, then removed her panties. “Gladly.”

      She climbed over my face and lowered down. I’d never eaten out another girl before, but I wanted to do everything with Brooklyn.

      The scent of her filled my senses as she settled above me, a heady mix of desire and anticipation. I hesitated for a moment, unsure, but she guided my hands to her hips, encouraging me to explore.

      "Take your time," she murmured, voice a soothing balm against the remnants of my nervousness. Her reassurance gave me the courage I needed.

      I started with gentle kisses along her inner thighs, savoring the way her skin quivered beneath my lips. Brooklyn’s soft sighs spurred me on, and I began to move closer to the heart of her need.

      With tentative strokes, I traced the delicate folds with my tongue, listening intently for the changes in her breathing as my guide. Her taste was like nothing I'd ever experienced—intimate and intoxicating.

      “Just like that,” she breathed, hips arching subtly in approval. Her hand found mine, fingers intertwining as we both surrendered to this new rhythm.

      I grew bolder, tongue pressing deeper into her warmth as I found a pace that made her moan with each stroke. Every sound she made was music playing solely for us—a secret melody only we could share.

      Her breath hitched when I focused on her clit, teasing it with broad strokes before circling it tenderly. The way she gasped and tightened against me told me everything I needed to know about what she liked.

      "Rory," Brooklyn's voice was a broken whisper above me, laced with raw vulnerability. "I'm... I'm so close."

      Her thighs trembled against my cheeks as I increased my efforts, determined to bring her the same ecstasy she'd gifted me. My own heartbeat seemed to sync with hers, creating its own drumbeat of connection between us.

      As she tensed above me, I felt a sense of pride swell in my chest at being able to elicit such profound reactions from her. She cried out my name and a thousand butterflies took flight inside my lower belly.

      Brooklyn stayed poised above me for a heartbeat longer before collapsing by my side. We lay there embracing in silence, hearts still racing from what we’d done.

      She turned towards me, eyes soft with affection. A gentle smile played on her lips as she traced lazy patterns over my skin with one finger. “You’re a natural,” she declared warmly, pressing a kiss against my shoulder. “I hope you decide you like women after all, because I’d like to do this again sometime.”

      I laughed softly, still somewhat dazed by how perfect it all felt. I sighed into her neck and kissed the skin. Despite having just climaxed, there was still so much sexual tension that needed a release. “I’d love to do this again. Again, and again, and again.”

      Her laughter mingled with mine and she kissed me again. This was not the Brooklyn I used to know, and yet she was still the same deep down. I couldn’t believe I’d never noticed her before, but I noticed her now. And I was never going to let her out of my sight again.
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