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Ellie didn’t leave her bed for hours.

Not because she was tired—but because her legs still shook when she stood. From exhaustion. From rage. From something else she didn’t want to name.

Her dorm room was quiet now. Too quiet. The kind of silence that made every breath feel like a betrayal. The sheets beneath her were twisted and damp. She hadn't slept. Hadn't eaten. Her phone was still dead from where she'd hurled it across the room hours ago. It lay face down near the closet, the cracked screen a perfect metaphor for everything else.

She stared at the ceiling.

And all she saw was her.

Shyla.

That perfect, monstrous bitch.

The sound of her laughter still rang in Ellie’s ears. That cruel little purr in her voice when she’d seen Marcus slink away the morning after, looking like a man who’d been milked dry.

No apology. No shame.

Just Shyla... with her silk robe hanging open and a smile that said, “You lost.”

Ellie dug her nails into her palm until the skin broke. A bright sting, warm and real. Unlike everything else.

How did it happen? How did she let it happen?

She had Marcus. She had the upper hand. She was the one everyone wanted—the brat, the tease, the hottest blonde in the block. And in a single night, Shyla had ripped it all away. Not by force.

By sex.

By seduction.

By being the kind of woman Ellie had spent years laughing at. Older. Fake. Overdone. A joke.

Only it turned out the joke was on her.

She threw off the blanket and stood up, pacing. Her bare feet hit the cold tile hard, but she needed that discomfort. She deserved it. Her nipples still ached from when Marcus had bit them two nights ago. Before he disappeared into Shyla’s bed. Before he stopped answering her texts. Before he chose her.

“Just a deal,” Shyla had said.

––––––––
[image: ]


LIAR.

She didn’t want Marcus. She wanted to break Ellie. To bend her. To humiliate her until there was nothing left but a trembling little girl with nothing between her legs but shame.

Ellie stopped pacing. Her jaw clenched.

Fine. Shyla had taken her man. Her pride. Even...

Her body flushed, just thinking about that awful moment—when Shyla pressed against her on the balcony, hands everywhere, voice dripping with filth.

She hated how her body had liked it.

She hated how her thighs had parted without thinking.

She hated that even now... her panties were damp again.

She cursed herself. “You’re not some stupid little toy,” she hissed under her breath. “You’re not hers.”

But that was the thing, wasn’t it?

Shyla hadn’t just fucked Marcus.

She’d fucked her.

Not literally. Not yet.

But mentally?

She’d bent Ellie over and shoved her face into the floor, all with a smile.

And Ellie had let her.

She stormed into the bathroom and turned on the cold water, splashing her face again and again until her skin burned. Until her breath slowed. Until she didn’t feel like screaming anymore.

She gripped the sink, water dripping from her chin. Her reflection stared back—makeup smeared, cheeks flushed, eyes too wide.

Weak.

“I hate you,” she whispered. “I hate her.”

She didn’t even know who she was saying it to.

The fury was still there. Hotter than ever.

But behind it... something darker was blooming.

Not just rage.

Obsession.

If Shyla had fought fair, Ellie could have handled it. If she’d slapped her, insulted her, even stole Marcus with some dumb manipulation—it would have stung, but it would’ve passed.

But Shyla hadn’t just stolen. She’d dominated.

And now Ellie couldn’t stop thinking about her.

The way she walked. The way she talked. The way she marked Marcus like a trophy and looked Ellie in the eyes while doing it.

She was everywhere. In her head. In her chest. In her sheets.

And Ellie had to get her out.

Or destroy her trying.

She dried her face and walked back into her room, pacing again, faster now. Her eyes darted across the wall, the floor, the window—like the answer might be hidden somewhere in the shadows.

There had to be a way.

There had to be a way.

She chewed her lip raw thinking about it. Shyla had power. Confidence. Allies, maybe? Money? A sugar daddy?

Who helped her?

Who fucked her when no one was looking?

Ellie stopped.

A breath hitched in her throat.

And in that moment, her mind went completely still.

She knew what to do.

Her lips parted slightly. Her pulse slowed. The storm inside her didn’t vanish—but it changed.

It focused.
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Ellie turned toward her closet. Her hands moved with sudden purpose, pulling open drawers, tossing shirts, skirts, stockings. She didn’t care what she found, only that it fit tight and looked expensive.

She didn’t say a word.

She just smiled.

For the first time since Shyla’s victory... she smiled.

And it wasn’t the smile of a brat anymore.

It was the smile of a predator.

Ellie had never paid much attention to Shyla’s routine before.

Now, she had a notebook dedicated to it.

Every morning, Shyla left the house in a new outfit—tight pencil skirts, silken blouses, dark sunglasses like she was starring in her own adult movie. She always came back late. Sometimes glowing, sometimes angry. Always alone.

At first, Ellie thought she was just on another man-hunting spree. But something felt off. Shyla wasn't teasing anymore. She was... working.

Focused.

And that scared Ellie more than anything else.

She spent the next week quietly watching from across the street, through tinted glasses, with her earbuds in but no music playing. A latte in one hand. A pen in the other. Pretending to be a bored student scrolling TikTok, while actually tracking every movement of the woman who'd wrecked her life.

Ellie didn’t know what she was looking for. Just that she'd know it when she saw it.

And then, one afternoon, it happened.

A black Mercedes pulled up outside their home.

The driver’s door opened.

He stepped out like a man who didn’t need to be noticed but was anyway. Grey tailored suit. Polished shoes. A silver ring on one hand, thick as a promise. Hair combed back, skin like leather and money.

Sixty, maybe older. But tall. Broad. Carved from status.

Shyla opened the door before he even reached it. She was wearing something Ellie had never seen before: a pearl-white sheath dress. Modest by Shyla's standards—but elegant. Regal, even.

No cleavage. No flaunting.

Just power.

She kissed him on the cheek. Not romantic. Not seductive.

Respectful.

Ellie sat up straighter.

He didn’t go inside like a lover. He went in like a guest of honor.

Like a king.

Something had changed.

Ellie opened her phone and started digging. She wasn’t even sure what she was searching for—until one word on a community site caught her eye.

Elections.

Local Association Board. Neighborhood governance. The usual boring nonsense rich people used to control the petty stuff—zoning, permits, media attention.

Shyla’s name was there.

Listed as a candidate for President of the Association.

Ellie’s stomach turned cold.

This wasn’t about Marcus anymore.

This wasn’t even about sex.

Shyla was going for real power.

And the man who’d just stepped inside her house?

Victor K. Langford.

Real estate developer. Former city council advisor. Known donor. Known closer.

Ellie didn’t need a headline to understand.

Shyla was moving pieces.

And this man... this Victor... was the piece that mattered most.

She zoomed in on the photo of him from the article.

Strong jaw. Silver watch. Cold eyes.

But Shyla had greeted him like a servant. Polite. Polished.

Ellie’s lip curled.

“Gotcha.”

Whatever this man was to her—donor, ally, protector—he was critical. The way she’d fixed his tie at the door. The way she smiled up at him like she needed him to win.

Ellie closed her notebook.

It was no longer about seducing some random boy for intel.

She finally had her target.

Ellie didn't sleep that night.

Not because of nightmares—those had passed. It was something worse.

Focus.

Her brain wouldn’t stop spinning. Every detail of Shyla’s movements, every glance at Victor Langford, every perfectly controlled smile Shyla gave the old man... it all looped behind her eyes like a private reel of humiliation.

But this time, Ellie didn’t just stew in it.

She studied it.

Analyzed it.

Learned.

Shyla didn’t get where she was by being sexy. Sex was just the currency. The real power? Strategy. Secrets. Leverage. And now, Shyla had all three.

But she made one mistake.

She moved too fast.

And Ellie had seen the opening.

She needed information. Real information. Not rumors or assumptions. She needed to know when Victor visited. What they talked about. Whether he fucked Shyla—or just backed her campaign. And if he had any weaknesses Shyla hadn't discovered yet.

Ellie couldn’t get that close on her own.

But she knew
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