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"Please, don't text me anymore. It's over."

I sent the message with trembling fingers hovering over the glowing screen. My eyes were puffy, my vision blurred by tears, and my nose was running without a shred of dignity. But it was done. Finally, I had pulled the trigger.

My relationship with Sarah wasn't love; it was a minefield. She was a controlling goddess, and I was her devoted, terrified subject. I tried everything to please her: giving up my autonomy, apologizing for mistakes I didn't make, and even literally kneeling before her begging for a little peace. But I got tired. Even a man as submissive and useless as me has a limit to his degradation.

The trigger? Something stupid at New Year's dinner. A coworker commented on a photo I uploaded: "Sarah looks beautiful." A compliment for her. Sarah's reaction? Blind fury. She felt it was a lack of respect on my part, yelled at me in front of my parents, and even raised her hand to hit me. It had to be my mother—a woman with the spine I lack—who stepped in and threw her out of the house.

That was the sign I needed. I "put my pants on" (metaphorically, because inside I was still shaking) and broke up with her via text. I couldn't do it in person; I knew I'd end up on my knees again, begging for crumbs of affection. She pleaded at first, but she got over it fast. Too fast.

Two weeks have passed and here I am: a human wreck. Sarah is already dating someone else. How funny! How is it possible that I, the one who made the decision, am the one with a broken heart? My ego hurts. It hurts to be so easily replaceable. I hoped, stupidly, that she would fight for me, that she would say, "You were wrong, I'm going to change." But expecting that from a narcissist is like getting blood from a stone.

When night falls, around eight o'clock, my personal torture begins. I fight the urge to check her social media. And I lose. I always lose. I see the photos with her new "love," I read the exaggerated declarations, and I wonder if they're real. I just lie there on the couch with my two cats, feeling lost, alone, and miserable.

Sarah pruned my life as if it were a bonsai tree. She made me delete any girl who was remotely pretty. But what hurts the most is that she forced me to delete Noah, my best friend. "He's a danger to our relationship," she said with that venomous intuition jealous women have. Why would my best friend be a danger? Noah and I were brothers. He understood at the time, promised me our friendship was unbreakable, but now... now I'm alone, without his number, without his contact, isolated in my own apartment.

It's eleven at night. I'm watching Chungking Express without an appetite, hoping the film's melancholy will inspire me to move on. But my heart is too fucked up to understand art cinema. Tomorrow is Friday and I have to wake up early. It should be illegal to work with a broken heart. It's a true modern tragedy.

In my nocturnal desperation, I grabbed my phone with the urgency of an addict and searched for Noah's contact. It was useless. Not only did he not appear, but the number seemed to have mutated. The WhatsApp profile picture was no longer my lifelong buddy's; it now belonged to a woman with jet-black hair and flawless, straight bangs. She was, unfortunately, gorgeous. The kind of intimidating beauty that would never pay half a second of attention to a crying loser like me. I assumed Noah had changed his number without telling me—another kick to the gut—and gave in to the sadness, letting sleep wipe me off the map.

At 7:00 a.m., reality hit again. I had to clock in for my cashier shift at the supermarket. It’s not my dream job, but the hours are flexible and the paycheck, although miserable, funds my slow agony through Medical School.

I woke up with a pounding headache. Crying all night dehydrates you more than a marathon, did you know? I dragged myself to the bathroom and the mirror threw back the image of a disaster: a sad man with deep, purplish bags under his eyes. Although, looking closely... they had a certain sexy vibe to them. Yeah, I like my eye bags; they give me the air of a cursed poet or a washed-up rockstar. Regardless, my glasses would cover them up, so there was no point in trying to conceal them. I washed my face, got dressed in a rush, and right as I was bolting out the door, I remembered the basics: a toothbrush. I ran back to brush my teeth. What kind of man would I be if, on top of being pathetic, I had bad breath?

It’s incredible how heartbreak can format your brain until it’s wiped completely blank.

I arrived at work five minutes late. It didn’t matter. My coworkers, willing hostages to my daily drama, know what I’m going through. Even my boss, a forty-five-year-old guy hardened by life, sometimes wanders over to my register—not to check up on me, but to drop cheap self-help quotes about "moving forward." We are a brotherhood of wounded men trying to survive. Which only confirms a universal truth: being a man with feelings is pure bullshit.

The shift dragged on through the monotony of the scanner's beep-beep and the metallic clatter of the cash register, quieting the voices in my head just a bit. Until it happened.

Suddenly, a distinct scent cut through the stale supermarket air. It was an exquisite perfume, a sweet and electric blend, extravagant—something only a woman determined not to go unnoticed would wear.

I looked up, and the world stopped for a second.

There she was. A tall woman, with jet-black hair and flawless bangs. The exact same woman from "Noah’s" profile picture. Could it be her? No, impossible. This woman was real, tangible, and devastatingly gorgeous. I was so spellbound staring at her fine features and painted lips that I completely forgot I was working.

"How much is it...?" she asked, faking a discomfort she clearly didn't feel. Her voice had a raspy timbre that made my skin prickle.

"Oh, I'm sorry, it's just..." I stammered like an idiot. "You have a really nice perfume."

The girl let out a soft giggle. My stupidity didn't seem to bother her; on the contrary, she seemed to enjoy it.

"What cute eye bags," she said out of nowhere, leaning slightly over the counter. "Were you up all night?"

I froze. Was she flirting with me?

"No, miss," I shook my head, feeling the heat rise to my neck. "I was actually crying."

Her expression shifted. For a microsecond, I saw a flash of familiarity in her dark eyes.

"There are women who aren't worth crying over, Liam. I told you that so many times," she said, with the confidence of someone who has known me my entire life.

"Excuse me?" I asked, swiping the last item with a trembling hand. My brain was scrambling to process what I had just heard. "I told you that so many times." When? Who was she?

"Paying with card," she cut in, ignoring my confusion and elegantly handing over the plastic.

We finished the transaction in silence. I was in shock; she was in total control. She put her card away, grabbed her bags, and just before turning around, she shot me one last look that pierced straight through my chest.

"Goodbye, Liam!"

She knows my name! She knows my name! Well, I wear a nametag on my chest, but... the way she said it. It wasn't a polite customer-service greeting. It was personal. Could I have, at some blurry point in my life, met a woman of this caliber? Impossible!

I stood there spellbound, watching the hypnotic sway of her hips as she walked toward the exit. Martin, my coworker from the next register, leaned over with a wolfish grin and patted my shoulder, snapping me out of my trance.

"You're quite the Don Juan, huh? Look at that piece of woman," he said, biting his lower lip. "She's begging to be fucked all night long!"

I watched the automatic doors slide shut behind her, feeling a strange mix of arousal and an odd nostalgia.

"Yeah..." I whispered, not understanding why that comment turned my stomach and turned me on at the same time. "True that."

The weekend stretched out like an old, flavorless piece of gum. Saturday and Sunday were spent locked inside, turning into a lump on the couch, consuming cinema as if it were morphine for the soul. I swallowed Wong Kar-wai's entire filmography, wallowing in his melancholy of impossible loves, and then tried to inject myself with some adrenaline with the Pusher trilogy. Nothing worked. Loneliness was still there, sitting next to me, eating my popcorn.

It's incredible how much silence a man can endure without going crazy. Not a single message. Not one "are you alive?". Only my mother, sending me photos of my dad fixing the garden, oblivious to the fact that her son is an emotional corpse. I didn't have the guts to tell her about the breakup; giving a mother the satisfaction of being right is hard, but admitting you failed at love is worse.

Monday arrived like a relief. The rhythmic sound of the scanners and the murmur of the people were better than the silence of my apartment. And then, she returned.

The gorgeous brunette.

This time there was no conversation, just a quick transaction, a meeting of eyes, and a wink that left me paralyzed. Was it real? Did a woman like that just wink at me, the king of the miserable?

The days passed and turned into a sacred routine. She came in every day. Always to my register. Little dialogue, a lot of electric tension. And something ignited inside me, a spark in the middle of the darkness. I stopped being the zombie in the wrinkled shirt. I started ironing my uniform until the creases could cut, shaved with surgical precision, and started wearing cologne again. If she was going to look at me, I wanted her to see the best version of this disaster. I know it’s not much, but for me, it was a titanic effort.

She noticed, of course. Nothing escaped her.

"Smells good," she said one afternoon, leaning dangerously close to my neck to catch the scent.

"Thanks..." I stammered, feeling my pulse race. "I was thinking of yours when I bought it."

I blurted it out without thinking. An admission of guilt: I think about you more than I should. She let out that laugh of hers, deep and musical, and said goodbye with her ritual:

"Goodbye, Liam."

That day I walked on air. Martin approached me, rubbing his hands together like a fly staring at a cake.

"You should ask her out, man. She’s got you crazy."

"I don’t even know her name," I admitted, feeling stupid. I see her every day and she’s a stranger.

"Since when is that an obstacle for having sex?"

Martin has the emotional depth of a puddle, but sometimes he’s right. The problem is that I’m not thinking about sex. How could a man so empty enjoy pleasure? Using a woman just to forget Sarah felt vile to me. No, I wanted... connection.

"Do one thing," Martin insisted. "Next time, ask for her name. Nothing else."

Friday. Judgment day.

I waited patiently at the register, my stomach tied in knots. The hours ticked by and the beep-beep of the machine no longer distracted me. She’s not coming, I thought, defeated. But right as I was about to close out my session, she walked in.

She was wearing a black top and shorts that showed off endless legs. Her loose hair cascaded over her shoulders like dark ink. She got in my line, ignoring the other empty registers.

"Hi, Liam!" she said with that voice that made my bones vibrate.

"Hi... Hey, I know we see each other every day, but I feel really guilty not knowing your name..." I said, fighting to keep my face from turning tomato red.

She smiled, an enigmatic smile, as if she knew some cosmic secret.

"You were never good with names, Liam," she said softly. "My name is Nora. Do you like it?"

I froze. Nora. It sounded so... familiar. Why was she asking if I liked it?

"Nora... Yeah, I like it. I like it a lot." Suddenly, adrenaline took over. "Hey, do you think we could go out for a drink one of these days? I mean, only if you wan—"

She cut me off by pressing her index finger against my lips. Her touch was soft, but firm.

"Of course I’ll go out with you. Tonight at eight. At Piper Bar."

Piper Bar. The name hit me like a brick. That was the dive bar where Noah and I used to go drink cheap beer and shoot pool years ago, before Sarah banned my friendships. Coincidence?

"I’ll be there. Obviously I’ll be there," I answered clumsily. God, how pathetic I sounded.

She left with her sweet goodbye, leaving my heart racing. When the automatic doors closed behind her, a rush of euphoria washed over me. It was my first victory in a month of continuous defeats.

I ran to the breakroom. My boss and Martin were playing cards. I walked in like I had just won the lottery.

"I got a date with the brunette!" I yelled, throwing my fist in the air.

The atmosphere changed instantly. It went from being a sad employee dining room to the locker room of a championship team.

"That’s my boy!" roared the boss, whose self-help advice was useless, but his enthusiasm was real.

"Hell yes!" Martin grabbed me by the neck and shook me like a proud older brother.

It was a victory. For the first time in a long time, I felt that maybe, just maybe, life wasn't complete bullshit.

On Fridays, my shift ended early, which gave me a dangerous window of time to overthink. I got home with my heart beating so hard against my ribs it felt like it wanted to escape through my mouth.

It felt crazy that a guy like me was about to go on a date, and absolute madness that it was with a woman of that caliber. What were we going to talk about? Was I going to present myself as the sad, heartbroken cinephile? It had everything going for it to go wrong, but, deep down, a spark of hope refused to die. I wasn't looking for sex—my body, numbed by stress, wouldn't even know how to react—but I fantasized about a little affection. Something to make me feel like my life could move forward.

I hopped in the shower. I shaved with surgical precision to avoid cutting myself, and, for the first time in years, I skipped the hair gel. I used to slick my hair back until it looked like a cow had licked me, but today I left it a bit messy. A washed-up rockstar vibe.

I ironed my favorite white shirt and put on some black chinos. A basic outfit, but foolproof. I planted myself in front of the bathroom mirror, staring fiercely into my own eyes.

"You can do this," I told myself, pointing my index finger at my reflection. "You always can, damn it."

And it was true. I survived my brother's death, I swallowed my pride when I got fired from a thousand shitty jobs, and I survived the humiliation of a woman who trampled my heart.

"I am Liam. I will always push through. I'll get back up as many times as it takes."

I thumped my chest with a closed fist. I needed to remind myself that I was a man. That I had worth.

I finished getting ready way too early. It was barely five in the afternoon and I still had three hours until the date. To kill the anxiety, I sat down to watch Fallen Angels. And for the first time in weeks, I felt something akin to peace. I no longer cared if the date was a success or a disaster; I was proud of myself simply for trying again.

I left the house at half-past seven. I decided to walk to clear my head. The noise of the cars and the orange evening light falling on the asphalt gave me a calm I had forgotten. If someone had told me a month ago that I’d be walking to a date, I would have cried laughing. Or out of pity.

I arrived at Piper Bar at 7:50 p.m. I wanted to be the first one there, to be polite.

But as I opened the heavy wooden door, the nostalgic air hit me in the face. The smell of cheap tobacco from the old guys playing pool in the corner, mixed with the sweet perfumes of the college students at the bar... it was exactly the same as two years ago.

And then, I saw her.

She was at the far end of the bar. Alone. She was wearing a black satin dress that clung to her curves and stopped just above her knees. Her dark hair fell loose, framing those perfect bangs. In a dive bar like Piper, she looked like a shining jewel tossed in the mud. She had the attention of every damn man in the joint. She was, by a landslide, the most beautiful woman in the place.

How could she have gotten here before me?

I walked toward her and felt my legs forget their basic function. I went from having the confidence of an emperor in front of my mirror, to feeling like an insect drawn to the light. That was the presence she radiated.

I stood next to her, rigid, and clumsily blurted out the words.

"Hi! Nora... sorry I'm late."

She spun around on her stool. Her dark eyes scanned me from top to bottom, and she let out that musical laugh that completely disarmed me.

"Liam! Don't apologize, silly, you're early. I got here first because... I don't know, I was bored."

I sat next to her, feeling the heat emanating from her body.

"Can I... buy you a drink?" I offered, rubbing my sweaty hands together.

Nora didn't wait for the bartender. She raised her hand with a highly feminine, delicate gesture, and when the guy came over, she took control.

"Could we get two blonde beers, please? On tap."

The bartender nodded and walked away. I looked at her, surprised.

"Oh... beer. I love it. Simple and effective."

"I know," Nora said, leaning her elbows on the bar. "And I don't want you pretending to like something you don't. I love beer, and so do you. Why would we order, I don't know, a single malt whiskey?"

"I guess... I want to impress a lady," I admitted, feeling like an idiot.

She let out a genuine laugh that made a couple of heads turn her way.

"You don't have to impress anyone, Liam. You just have to be yourself."

As she said it, she lowered her hand and rested it gently on my lap, right over the black fabric of my pants. The contact was electric. My heart threatened to break my ribs, and I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. I was a goner! The touch of her long nails just millimeters from my crotch clouded my judgment.

"Sorry, it's just..." I stammered, trying uselessly to hide my nerves while trauma-dumping all over her. "I've been going through some horrible times. My girlfriend left me, destroyed me. Med school is eating my brain, and I feel so lonely. It feels crazy to have a woman like you sitting here with me. I didn't think I was ever going to climb out of that hole."

Nora stopped smiling. She looked at me intently, with an overwhelming seriousness and affection. It was the look of someone who knew exactly how heavy my pain was. She squeezed my leg slightly.

"Liam, you aren't alone. And I... I always knew this was going to happen. Sarah wasn't the right person for you. I told you a thousand times. And deep down, you knew it."

The noise of the bar seemed to go dead silent.

Had I heard that right? Did she say Sarah?

"How do you know those things?" I flooded her with questions, panic mixing with my confusion. "How do you know about Sarah? How do you know my real name? Who are you?"

The bartender returned and set the two pints of ice-cold beer in front of us. Nora pulled her hand back from my lap—leaving a cold void on my leg—grabbed her glass and, with her beautiful black-painted lips, took a long sip, almost downing half of it.

She looked me in the eyes, licking the foam off her lips.

"Liam. It's me. Noah."

The shock hit me with the force of a freight train. I grabbed my glass and took a desperate gulp, longer than hers, hoping the alcohol would reboot my brain.

"Noah?" I whispered, nearly choking on the beer. "Impossible! Noah was a guy... soft and delicate, sure, but a guy! And you're... a woman!"

"It's me, Liam. And I know deep down you know it," she said, with a smile that blended shyness with absolute power. "It's finally me. And I'm really happy."

I sat there paralyzed, staring at the neckline of her satin dress, her perfect face, her feminine hands. My best friend, my lifelong brother, was now an unattainable goddess. And I never even realized it.

But what terrified me most wasn't the revelation. What terrified me was the question that started pounding in my head: Do I like my best friend? Did I come here tonight with the secret intention of receiving love from the only guy who never abandoned me?

This was... too weird. And way too much of a turn-on.

Things couldn't stay floating in that tense discomfort. So we did the only logical thing for two people terrified of reality: we decided to keep ordering beer.

We caught up, dodging the hard questions at first and simply acting like two old friends reconnecting. But by the time we crossed the barrier of the third pint on tap, our judgment was clearly no longer behind the wheel.

"Noah..." I stammered, correcting myself immediately when I saw her face. "Nora. Sorry. Why didn't you ever tell me?"

"Tell you what?" she asked, tracing circles on the wet rim of her glass.

"That deep down, you were a woman. You were a cute kid, yeah, you were always delicate, but... thinking that you were going through all of that alone, in silence, breaks my heart. You're here with me now, listening to my miseries, but I wasn't there for you when you needed me most."

Nora let out a small smile, tinged with a melancholy that made my chest ache.

"It's true. I was alone. Honestly, the world doesn't handle change well, Liam. My college friends, my family... everyone took a step back. But I'm here. Finally, I feel like I'm part of the real world. And I swear I wouldn't trade this pain to go back to who I was."

I smiled at her with a genuine affection that choked my throat. I was immensely proud of her. My best friend had hit rock bottom and reemerged as this goddess—something I was still trying to achieve.

"I'm sorry I wasn't there," I admitted, feeling like the worst friend in the universe.

"Don't apologize," Nora whispered.

She placed her hand on my leg again, this time sliding her fingers a little higher. An electric current shot up my spine, awakening an unmistakable, forbidden arousal.

"We're here together now. That's what matters."

The alcohol was wreaking havoc on my defenses. While Nora raised her hand to order a fourth round, doubts bombarded my head. She was my best friend. We used to play Xbox, talk about football, get drunk in this very bar. And yet, the woman sitting next to me was gorgeous. A woman any man in his right mind would kill to kiss. But I can't do it. I just can't. Or can I?

The fourth beer arrived and Nora pulled her hand away from my thigh. To my misfortune, I missed it instantly.

We went "bottoms up," clinking our glasses like in the old days. We laughed until our stomachs hurt, enjoying stupid anecdotes and making fun of each other. For a while, we were just two soulmates finding each other again.

"Hey, I'm gonna hit the bathroom, you know?" I said clumsily, slurring my words with the typical heaviness of a drunk.

I tried to get up from the stool with way too much confidence. My foot slipped on the metal footrest and I lost my balance. I fell to the side, landing heavily on top of her.

I ended up half-sitting on her thighs, my hands instinctively grabbing her chest to keep from hitting the floor. What a fucking embarrassment! But the most embarrassing—and turning-on part, like a cliché movie scene—was the distance left between our faces. We were millimeters apart.

I could feel her hot breath mixed with the smell of malt. I watched as she lowered her gaze to my mouth and slowly licked her black lips. I hesitated. A part of my brain screamed at me to close the gap, but panic won. I jumped up, muttered an unintelligible apology, and ran to the bathroom like an idiot.

When I got back to the bar, I expected an awkward silence. But no. She welcomed me with a goofy, bright smile, like two teenagers in love who had just brushed hands for the first time.

"It's getting late," Nora said, checking the screen of her phone.

"Yeah... I should go home," I replied, feeling like a failure for not knowing how to prolong the night.

She tilted her head, arching a perfect eyebrow.

"Are you going to let a girl walk home alone at this hour, Liam?"

She was absolutely right. What kind of man would I be if I let her walk down the street alone?

"No, no. I'll walk you. Of course."

The walk to her apartment was a pathetic and beautiful spectacle. We were two drunks acting crazy, kicking empty cans, laughing hysterically at the echo of our own voices, and belting out old songs. It was exactly like the old days, but with a thick sexual tension hanging in the cold night air. Honestly, I felt so happy I wanted to freeze time and live on that sidewalk forever.

We reached her building. Nora stopped in front of the intercom, leaning her back against the brick wall.

"Well. This is where I live."

The silence of the goodbye fell over us.

"Hey, Noah..." The alcohol made me make the mistake again, but I corrected myself in terror. "Nora! Sorry. Nora... will I see you again? I want to see you. I had such a good time. I thought this date was going to be a disaster, but... it was the most beautiful thing that's happened to me in months. Maybe in my whole life."

In the light of the streetlamp, I saw her cheeks flush red. She smiled with a shyness that brutally contrasted with the confident woman from the bar.

"Come here," she said in a low whisper, drawing me in with a curl of her index finger.

What did she want?

I took a clumsy step toward her. The distance closed so much that our breaths mixed again. I could see every detail: her dark eyes, the perfect eyeliner that winged them out, the fine pores of her skin, the wet gloss of her lips.

Nora raised her hands. Her fingers, long with sculpted nails, cupped my face with a delicacy that disarmed me. My heart pumped so much blood all at once that I thought my chest was going to explode.

And then, she kissed me.

It wasn't a friendly kiss. She crashed her lips against mine with an initial softness that lasted barely a second, before forcing my mouth open and slipping her tongue inside. The touch of her firm, hot, expert tongue against mine sent an electric shock straight to my groin. My body reacted with a violence I didn't expect. A rock-hard erection threatened to rip through the fabric of my chinos.

Arousal clouded whatever reason I had left. I gently pushed her against the brick wall, pinning her between my body and the building. I started kissing her desperately all over her face, trailing down her jawline to softly bite her neck.

Nora let out a raspy moan that vibrated against my mouth. That sound drove me crazy. I wanted her to feel what she was doing to me. I pressed my hips against hers, trying to grind my hard-on against her flat stomach.

But when I crashed against her, the world stopped.

I felt another erection. Hard, thick, and clearly bigger than mine, pressing against my crotch through the satin fabric of her dress.

The shock should have pushed me away. The fear of the unknown, the ghost of Sarah calling me a faggot in my head... it all should have made me run. But it didn't. The friction of her cock against mine, separated only by layers of clothing, turned me on in a dirty, primal, indescribable way.

We were making out like two horny teenagers in the doorway of a building, grinding our bulges against each other. I felt the wetness of my own pre-cum staining my underwear.

"Let's go inside," Nora ordered, breaking the kiss, her breath heavy and her voice raspy with lust. "Now."

I didn't even think about it. My brain had shut down; only my dick was making the decisions.

Before I knew it, the building's door had closed behind us, and I was making out with her violently against the door of her own apartment, desperate to devour her whole.

Something woke up inside me as we crossed the threshold. The ghost of the "Alpha Male." After so many years of being punished for my lack of initiative, I decided this time would be different. I had to take control.

We opened the apartment door. It was a simple studio: a full-size bed, the kitchen, the bathroom. The basics. But as soon as the lock clicked, I turned to her and tried to push her toward the bed, trying to dominate the situation.

Nora stood firm, like a marble statue.

"No, no, no..." she denied softly, clicking her tongue as if scolding an anxious puppy.

She stopped me with one hand on my chest, halting my momentum with humiliating ease.

"You've fought so hard to have control in your life and it's only brought you pain, Liam. Let me guide you by the hand this time."

Her words acted like a balm on my shattered nerves. It was the first time a woman wasn't punishing me for not being the leader; on the contrary, she was freeing me from that burden. My heart calmed down, but my crotch woke up with a vengeance. I thought about how she would take the reins, imagining her riding me, using my cock like a toy. That image made my blood boil.

But Nora had other plans.

She shoved me toward the bed with surprising force. I fell sitting on the edge, defenseless. She stepped up and started unbuttoning my shirt, ripping it off me with an urgency that left me breathless.

Her mouth attacked my neck. She ran her warm, expert tongue over my throat, making my erection throb painfully against the fabric of my pants. I felt the pre-cum starting to soak my underwear. Nora sucked the sensitive skin right under my jaw, marking me, leaving visible hickeys.

She laughed against my skin, a deep, guttural vibration.

"Now everyone will know you're mine," she whispered.

She kept moving down, leaving wet kisses across my chest until she found my nipples. She went crazy there. She licked them with almost religious devotion, biting them softly while her hands pinned my wrists down, stopping me from touching myself.

"Ahh, ahh!" I moaned uselessly. I was being totally dominated and, to my surprise, I loved it.

"Mmm..." she moaned back, enjoying having me at her mercy.

I couldn't take it anymore. I felt like if she even brushed against my dick right now, I'd explode in semen instantly. And I couldn't even process that my best friend was sucking on my nipples with such hunger.

"Make me yours... please," I begged.

The words slipped out on their own, a verbal vomit of pure submission. My body was screaming to be used.

She looked up, her eyes shining with lust, and smiled.

"Patience, sweetheart."

She moved lower. My hands trembled. She's going to suck it, I thought, and the anticipation almost made me cum right then and there.

Her nimble fingers unbuttoned my chinos and pulled them down, taking my boxers with them. I was left completely naked, exposed under the dim light, while she remained fully dressed in that flawless black satin. The contrast was erotic and devastating: I was her naked toy; she was the owner.

Her face leveled with my erection. My average-sized cock throbbed furiously in front of her painted lips. I waited for the touch of her mouth. I waited for my best friend to swallow my manhood.

But Nora did the unthinkable.

She grabbed my ankles, forcefully lifted my legs into the air, and buried her face between my ass cheeks.

"What... what are you doing?" I tried to protest, in shock.

And then, I felt her tongue.

It was warm, thick, and wet. It attacked my tight, closed hole with a voracity that stole the breath from my lungs.

"No! Not there...!" I moaned, arching my back, not out of pain, but from an intensity that my "straight" brain didn't know how to process.

"I can stop if you want..." she said against my skin, her voice vibrating against my sphincter as she traced obscene circles with the tip of her tongue.

I couldn't answer with words. Only broken moans spilled out, filling the room. It was so weird. My best friend was eating my ass. I was with a beautiful woman; it should be the other way around, I should be penetrating her, and yet here I was, legs in the air, enjoying a pleasure I thought was strictly forbidden.

She insisted. She tried to push her tongue in, pressing against my virgin entrance.

"Mmm, you're so tight, Liam..." she murmured.

My ass was clamped shut, protecting my fragile masculinity, but the sensation of her tongue trying to breach that defense was incredible. It felt dirty, wet, and so fucking perfect. And even though she wouldn't let me touch myself, I felt the pressure in my balls reaching the point of no return. I was going to explode without anyone even touching my dick.

With my eyes fixed on the ceiling and my legs suspended in the air, the wetness of her mouth vanished. In its place, I felt a different pressure, firmer and more focused on my entrance. It wasn't a tongue. It was a finger. Nora was pressing the pad of her index finger against my sphincter, asking for permission to enter.

And then, my damn straight-male ego set off all the alarms.

"No... no," I babbled, dropping my legs and trying to sit up on the bed. "I'm sorry, I don't think this is for me."

The harsh reality was that I was so turned on I was dying to try it. Being in her hands felt so damn good, but the panic of crossing that line paralyzed me.

"Oh, I'm sorry. Don't worry, I can do a thousand other things that will make you feel good anyway."

Nora replied with a sweetness so dominant it completely disarmed me. I regretted it instantly. That same "macho ego" was the one that had kept me suffering for so long, the one that made me accept punishments just for being myself, and the one stopping me from enjoying the pleasure I deserved. To hell with my ego.

"I'm sorry, I freaked out. I do want to. I want you to do it," I pleaded, begging her almost desperately.

Nora smiled at me. A crooked, almost wicked smile, as if I had just handed her the key to unleash her dark side. She shoved my chest hard, throwing me flat on my back against the mattress, and lifted my legs again until they rested over her shoulders.

"Relax. I'll be gentle."

She reached out and, from under the bed—as if she had it scripted and ready for this exact moment—she pulled out a bottle of lube. She popped it open without breaking her gray-eyed gaze from mine. I was there, vulnerable, legs spread wide, watching my best friend prepare to take my anal virginity. It was such a fucking erotic sight that I knew I'd think about it every day of my life.

She squeezed a generous amount of water-based lube into her hand and applied it directly to my tight entrance. The shock of the cold gel against my burning skin sent an electric jolt straight to my cock; another drop of pre-cum slid down my hard, shiny head.

Her lubricated fingers began to massage the rim of my hole, caressing every millimeter, coating my ass cheeks until they were glossy as if bathed in oil.

And then, she pushed.

I felt the pressure give way, and her index finger slid inside me. A slow, possessive invasion that told my body that space now belonged to her. She started so gently, moving that long finger with such patience, that my brain started to understand why people went crazy for this.

But it wasn't until she introduced a second finger, forcing my ass to stretch further, that I saw stars. It hurt a bit at first, I won't lie—a sharp burn; but when she pulled them almost all the way out and sank them back to the hilt, I felt like I was touching the sky.

Nora noticed how my muscles yielded, adapting to her size. She picked up the pace. She started finger-fucking my ass. My best friend, the kid I grew up with and spent my teenage years playing video games with, was stretching me open.

I didn't moan at first; the sensation was too overwhelming to give it a voice. However, when she slipped a third finger in, filling me completely, she made a movement that rebooted my nervous system. She curled her three fingers upward, as if trying to make a fist inside me, pressing an exact spot on my internal wall.

A jolt ran through my entire body. I felt an intense need to pee, but when I looked down, I saw my cock relentlessly spitting out clear fluid. She was hitting my prostate!

My throat broke and I started screaming. I became, in a single fucking second, an absolute devotee of her hand.

"Harder!" I begged, arching my back. "HARDER!"

I needed her to destroy me with those fingers. It was the only thing that mattered in the world.

"Come on, FUCK ME HARDER!" I yelled, my mind going blank. My body had completely taken over.

"Fuck you?"

Nora stopped her movements and pulled her fingers out abruptly. The emptiness she left inside me was torture. Suddenly, I felt like I couldn't breathe without having her inside.

"Oh, sweetheart... I'm going to tear your ass apart."

She didn't take off her satin dress. She simply bunched the skirt up to her waist and shoved the thin fabric of her underwear aside.

And there it was, the real reason I was naked in her bed, fully exposed.

A piece of meat over eight inches long sprang forward. Terror flooded me for a microsecond. This wasn't three fingers; this was a completely different monster. It was thick, imposing, and the network of veins throbbed in plain sight.

I could see it pulsing from where I lay.

But I wasn't going to back down. She had brought me back to life the second I walked into the bar, she had made me feel whole again, and I felt a visceral need to surrender myself.

Nora moved closer and rested her massive cock directly against mine. The size difference was humiliating and delicious; it made it perfectly clear who was in charge and made me feel tiny, protected, dominated. This was where I belonged. I looked at her and gave her a sweet smile, drunk on lust.

She grabbed a good squirt of lube and coated her own erection, soaking it. My legs, still draped over her shoulders, were pushed even higher as she got on her knees on the bed, aligning the thick head of her cock with my dilated, hungry hole.

"Are you ready for me, Liam?"

Her voice no longer had that dominant edge. It was the soft, affectionate, familiar tone I had known for years. It was the sweet Noah who could finally live her life, the person I had missed for so long and who now, ironically, held my heart and my body in her hands.

"Always."

I lied. I wasn't ready. I was terrified that something so big would split me in two, and my mind was still short-circuiting trying to process that I was about to take my best friend's cock. It was the weirdest situation of my life, but I was there. I wasn't going to refuse. I would give her exactly what she asked for.

We locked eyes for a second before I finally felt that enormous pressure against my entrance. My hole, which had felt so stretched and prepped by her fingers, suddenly felt ridiculously small against the sheer magnitude of her cock.

Nora pushed firmly to insert the thick head. Feeling myself being forced open, I let out a hoarse moan; it wasn't pure pleasure, it was a complaint, a sharp pain that knocked the wind out of me. It burned, but it was such an electrifying, bearable burn that all I could think about was getting it all the way inside.

She pushed a little harder and began to enter, millimeter by millimeter. The pressure was massive. I felt my muscles stretching and adapting little by little, trying to make room for the member that was literally taking ownership of my insides. I gritted my teeth and tried to relax, until finally, not a single inch of her was left outside of me.

I could feel all of her. Every inch, every throb, every vein pulsing against my inner walls. I was hers.

And when she pulled almost all the way out to start moving, I felt ridiculously empty. Yes, the burning had faded, but the absence of that cock filling me was far worse. She buried it to the hilt again. This time, the pain morphed; the pressure began to melt into a raw, savage arousal. In a display of total surrender, I bit my lower lip and offered a trembling smile.

Nora took it as the ultimate green light. She began to thrust. Not too hard, but definitely not gentle.

I could feel in the pit of my stomach how every thrust rearranged my organs. My ass was finally getting fucked. I was a man, and I was getting railed like I never imagined.

"Ah... Ahh..." I moaned, losing my breath between each stroke. "Harder!"

I begged for it. I asked for this. My body had adapted so quickly to that fullness that I needed violence. My brain still hadn't finished processing the collapse of my masculinity, but my dripping cock and my throbbing hole demanded to be wrecked.

Nora got tired of the slow pace. She grabbed my thighs with an iron grip and accelerated.

The obscene sound of wet flesh slapping against my ass cheeks flooded the room, while my screams tried, uselessly, to cover the noise. They were the high-pitched screams of a man being forcibly claimed, the scream of a guy turning into a slut. I had become one of those submissive whores I watched online. I was spread wide open, feeling brutal thrusts deep inside me, knowing there was no going back.

Suddenly, Nora stopped the rhythm. She grabbed my hips firmly, pushed me against the mattress, and flipped me over in one swift pull. I ended up face down. I thought she wanted to put me on all fours, so I instinctively lifted my ass, but she shoved my shoulders down. She wanted me completely flat against the bed.

And that was when she dropped her weight on me. I felt her entire body crushing my chest against the sheets. I couldn't move. I was pinned. She slipped her cock back in, almost effortlessly, and began to pump from above. I was getting brutally fucked by my best friend, trapped under her body, and I couldn't do a damn thing about it. But it drove me insane. In that prone bone position, her eight inches massaged my prostate with lethal precision on every single thrust.

"I'm going to cum!" I screamed desperately.

It was useless to warn her; she wasn't going to stop pumping me, and I wasn't going to be able to hold it back. The orgasm tore me in half. It was the closest thing to touching the sky. That burning sensation and the immense urge to pee exploded into an inexplicable amount of semen, splattering my own hands and the sheets. My dick kept dripping, convulsing, while she didn't let up on the punishment in my ass.

The intensity, far from dropping, skyrocketed when Nora whispered in my ear the words that triggered my second orgasm:

"I'm going to cum, Liam... I'm going to cum deep inside you."

If I thought she was pumping me hard before, I was wrong. She sped up with an animalistic brutality, making it crystal clear that I was nothing more than a receptacle for her pleasure. The loud, wet slaps echoed throughout the apartment, so loud that a couple of knocks echoed through the thin walls from the neighbors, asking us to keep it down.

"Ahhh! Ahhhh!" I screamed, crying from the pleasure, moaning like a slut in heat. I was being completely broken in. I couldn't stop it, and the best part was, I didn't want to anymore.

"Grrrr!" she growled, her voice hoarse and guttural.

And then, I felt the fire. A thick, stinging heat erupted deep inside me. It came in spurts—heavy, endless waves. An obscene amount of semen was flooding my insides. She had filled me up. Finally, I had become her slut. I was always disgusted by the thought of cum, but tonight, having my best friend's seed boiling inside me was the most perfect feeling in the world.

When Nora finished emptying herself and stopped using me, she slowly pulled her cock out, leaving me with a freezing, slippery emptiness. She collapsed next to me, breathing heavily, and leaned close to my face buried in the pillow to kiss my cheek sweetly.

"Such a good boy," she whispered against my skin.

Twenty minutes passed since the end of what was, without a doubt, the best sex of my entire life.

Twenty minutes of me lying flat on her bed, naked, sticky, and staring at the ceiling, trying to process the sheer magnitude of what had just happened. Nora used that time to go to the bathroom and clean herself up a bit. I knew I should do the same, but my legs literally wouldn't work. I was in a pleasure-induced coma.

When she came back, she approached with an unexpected sweetness and lay down beside me. We both lay in silence, staring at the plaster ceiling, breathing in the scent of sweat and sex that filled the room.

Gathering what little strength I had left, I took the initiative and rolled over to face her. Instinctively, Nora opened her arms, inviting me to take shelter against her bare, soft chest. I rested my head on her breasts, listening to the calm beat of her heart.

"Did you like it?" Nora asked with feigned innocence. It was obvious she had completely wrecked my mind and body.

"I loved it," I replied, a goofy smile plastered on my face.

She let out a long, trembling sigh. It was as if, after years of carrying a suffocating weight, she could finally empty her heart.

"I missed you, Liam. I missed you for so long..."

"I... I missed you too," I admitted, feeling a lump in my throat. "I suffered so much not having you around. I never in my life found someone who valued my time like you did, someone who loved doing the same stupid shit I did. Who else would want to spend a Saturday night locked inside playing Xbox and eating cheap pizza?"

I laughed a little, trying to chase away the melancholy. I missed those moments like crazy and had resigned myself to the fact that they would never return.

Nora let out a soft giggle and completely dropped the "dominant woman" shield. I saw her gray eyes glass over with tears of emotion. I lifted my head from her chest and looked her dead in the eye.

"I'm not losing you again," I swore.

And I sealed the promise with a long, sweet, deep kiss. She was my best friend and I had gotten her back, but tonight, it had mutated into a fierce love that I was never going to let go of.

"I'm not leaving that easily, dummy," she joked as we pulled apart, stroking my hair.

We lay in silence, snuggled under the sheets, fitting together perfectly like the couple we were always meant to be. Until she dropped the bomb she'd been holding onto.

"You know? Sarah had a point about me."

"What?" I sat up a little, frowning. What the hell was she talking about?

"I mean, she was a shitty person, controlling and toxic, yes. But about me... she was always right. She didn't hate me for being your childhood friend. She hated me because, even when I was still Noah, she could see the way I looked at you. That famous female intuition let her know I was hopelessly in love with you. And she knew perfectly well that the moment I finally decided to be myself, I would become the biggest threat to her relationship."

Her confession hit me right in the center of my chest. We were two best friends tied together by an immense affection. And I had been so blindly submissive to Sarah that I never saw the real love Noah had for me. But now, looking back, I realized I had always felt the same way; there was a reason her departure had shattered me far more than any romantic breakup ever could.

"You were my best friend," I whispered, caressing her cheek. "And I love you, Nora. I love you with all my heart."

Nora had become exactly the woman Sarah had warned me about. The girl who would steal me away and dominate me completely. And finally, after so much suffering, I could say I was immensely happy.

Nora reached out and clicked off the bedside lamp, but instead of resting, we melted into another desperate kiss in the dark. Knowing we were finally free to love each other without guilt or hiding, there was no sleeping that night. It was an exclusive night for two best friends, now lovers, to make love until they couldn't take it anymore.

And that's what we did. The whole fucking night.


Thank You for Reading!




I truly hope you enjoyed Liam and Nora's intense journey from childhood best friends to passionate lovers.




As an independent author, reviews are everything to me. If you loved seeing Liam surrender to the woman of his dreams, please consider taking a quick moment to leave a review or a rating on Amazon. Your feedback helps me keep writing the dirty, emotional, and explicit stories you love.




Stay submissive,

Vixen
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