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“You sure you’re going to be okay, kid?” 

The concern in the taxi driver’s voice is impossible to miss as I feel his eyes pointed in my direction. 

I smile as I run my fingers across the pin pad on the back of the headrest. Typing my code, I give him a nod.

“I’m going to be good as long as I’m by the corner, thanks.” Hearing the machine beep as it accepts my card, I push my door open with a burst of energy. I loved Friday.

The driver grunts in confirmation at my only request. He’s definitely still staring when my cane unfolds to full length.

I’ve been stared at my entire life, I knew the feeling well enough. Thankfully, the driver doesn’t go out of his way to give me more help than needed. While he has a job to do, I appreciate what concern he’s sent in my direction. 

I have my own tasks to do, I don’t have time to waste this man’s time. Tasks such as not being late for my date.

Once the taxi is driving away, I find the sign I use every time for guidance. A bright orange construction sign is screwed into an electric pole. Knowing that it will never be moved since the worn-down road is constantly being worked on, I’ve always used it to guide my way.

Looking around, I make sure I won’t accidentally walk into anyone’s path before getting near the closest building. The bar is only three shops away, but anything can happen at any time. While one hand is on my cane, the other is running across the old brick tiles.

It doesn’t matter that I’m not entirely blind, my eyes have gotten me in trouble more times than I can count on both hands. That’s just during this week alone. I’m a walking mess who can’t take any chances not playing safe.

Sweeping my cane from side to side, I slowly move forward until I can hear the thumping music vibrating the air. Today, the radio is playing some country station. Last Friday, it was classic rock. 

“Are you going in?” A male voice appears to the side, interrupting my thoughts.

Seeing as I’ve been a regular for the last two months, I’m not surprised by the lack of surprise in his voice. Guess it’s possible I’m known as the blind chick. One who is strange enough to want to enter a packed building on a Friday evening. Assistance always comes easily whether I want it or not.

“Yes, please.” Offering my thanks, I’m careful when taking the step to get inside the bar. Once the door opens and the music hits me, I struggle to hear his response in return. I keep moving, hoping I can make it a few steps inside without crashing into anyone.

There are a lot of people inside today. So many voices flood the lower floor with random chatter. I don’t need to use my eyes to know I’m testing my luck by being here today. Why do I continue picking such a terrible place as the location of my blind dates?

A heavy hit of body spray hits my nose before a thick arm wraps around mine.

“You’re late.”

Ah, yes, he’s why.

“Can’t always help traffic,” I muse while fighting off a smile. I shouldn’t be happy that even after being ten minutes late, my favorite bartender continued to wait for my arrival. “For all you know, I might’ve found a boyfriend by now.”

The warm body at my side vibrates with a grunt. I want to know his reaction, but the only way I’m getting even a hint of his face is if I turn and look at him up close. No thank you. Today isn’t the day to die in embarrassment.

Axel, the kind man, guides me through the mass of bodies. He isn’t afraid to bark at them, ordering each person to get out of our way. From his confidence, I have a hunch why no one ever argues back. The guy is built pretty big and I’m sure he’d step on me if he doesn’t pay close enough attention.

All I can do is cling to his arm as we move. With my cane hugged my chest, I’m putting all my trust into him. If I trip, accident or not, would he try to catch me? I like to think so.

“You haven’t found one yet, have you?” he asks once my thigh bumps into an empty barstool. 

“Not yet,” I assure him while trying to get comfortable, “though maybe today can change that. Today’s date is named Daniel. He’s a pet groomer who likes hiking and climbing mountains.”

This time, I purposely look at Axel. I can see the way his lips are turned down and his eyes are pointed at me, looking displeased with my optimism. Axel is like everyone else, a person who believes I can’t see his reaction. His displeasure only fuels my heart, making it beat harder with each second that passes.

“No damn mountains around here for him to climb,” he grumbles out.

He doesn’t like me going on blind dates with men I meet on dating apps. Half of them don’t even show up. Those nights are the best. No one ever gets in my way of talking to the bartender outside of the normal thirsty customers.

Some nights, I feel like my favorite bartender scares my dates away with a simple scowl. I’ve had two different guys slip away with an excuse and never come back. There has to be some kind of pattern going on. It can’t be coincidental.

Two months of blind dates and I’ve never experienced making it to a second one. Numbers were never saved longer than seven days. I didn’t know if I should hate the pattern or not. My bad luck never felt unfortunate. Not with Axel keeping his attention on me most of the time.

“I need to get back before they start complaining. I took a longer break than I should’ve.” He sighs out, his exhaustion slipping through, before turning his attention to the empty seat next to me. “If Daniel causes any issues, let me know.”

Folding my cane, my smile only grows at the frustration in his voice.

My favorite bartender is simply a grump. I like to tell myself that he’s secretly jealous of all the different men that shoot their shot each week. A fantasy I made up all in my head way back when I first met the guy. If this fantasy were to truly play out, I’d get the courage to ask Axel to sit next to me rather than tend to the other side of the bar.

It’s a shame that reality always has to creep in and ruin all my hopes. He’s a bartender who’s paid to be nice and I’m a nearly blind woman desperate for love. We don’t exactly match up the best.

Twisting around, I wait for my usual. Axel is normally quick to throw a Shirley Temple together, my favorite. He always throws in an extra cherry as well to spoil me rotten. While I wait, my phone buzzes.

Pulling out the device, I have to bring the phone close to my face to see who is messaging me. Seeing a notification from the same dating app, Daniel’s handsome face stares back at me. He’s sent a message.

He’s running late, worse than I am, apparently. I wonder if he had already swung by and got tired of waiting. Maybe he got the chance to see who he’s meeting up with. No, that couldn’t be it.

Every time I message someone new, I am always upfront with my condition. While hardly anyone knows what Retinitis Pigmentosa is, I happily explain each time so they understand. While I can’t see entirely, I’m still a normal woman searching for the same thing as everyone else on the app. I want to have someone at my side to love and share a life with, accepting and simply just there. Is that too much to ask for?

A cool glass taps my fingers, bringing me back to my loud surroundings. So far, the last two songs played were about guys meeting their soulmates through musical tunes, they made it sound easy. I feel like I’m grasping for straws. 

“I don’t know how you do it,” Axel’s voice rumbled from the other side of the bar, “I would’ve given up by now. That, or find a better way to meet someone. Not on some stupid app.”

Grabbing the straw, I stir the drink with a sigh. “If I gave up, you wouldn’t have a reason to see me anymore.”

It’s a tease, but Axel doesn’t respond. If I squint, I’m sure I’ll see that same frustrated expression glued to his face.

“I don’t think Daniel is coming,” I murmur, biting back any hint of a smile.

“Damn shame, he’s missing out.” There it is, a clearing to his sulking. Unless we both get a surprise visit, I didn’t think anything would ruin his mood now. Not even a spilled drink or broken cup.

So, another night spent at the bar all alone it seems. While Axel hovered near my area to make sure I’m fine, I knew no guy would have the guts to come up and talk to me, not while the bartender was lingering nearby. He might think the app is stupid, but it honestly is my only chance of finding happiness. 

Unless Axel suddenly felt something for me, the app is all I got. Felt anything other than playing the role of a babysitter or guardian. If that were to happen, it would be a game-changer.

I’d invite him somewhere nice. Not a bar that reeked of cigarette smoke and old booze-stained carpets. Anywhere has to be better than this.

“You think I’ll have a better chance at succeeding if I invite them to the movies or something? A place more suitable for a date, you know?” I ask while knocking the ice cubes together in the glass with my straw. “Maybe I am the one scaring them off.”

Axel chuckled, the opposite reaction I expected. Then he reached in front of me, knocking one of his fingers against my knuckles.

“Layla, if a guy can’t even come into a bar to enjoy a drink and a conversation with you, then he’s not good enough and worth your time. Set your bar higher, sweetheart.”

My stomach did a small little flip and I have to remind myself that Axel doesn’t mean anything by it. Bartenders are built with broad shoulders and great ears made for listening. Giving out advice comes easily for them.

Though, he doesn’t understand in the slightest. My bar is all the way up to the top. If the guy isn’t Axel himself, I’ll never be interested. I’m simply kidding myself for trying to think otherwise.

The bartender frowns, his eyes narrowing as if he’s deep in thought. “You know, maybe these dates just aren’t right for you. Maybe what you need is someone who can appreciate you for who you are. Not gonna find that kind of man on that app.”

I snort, shaking my head. Grabbing my drink, I take the first sip of the delicious concoction. We can both drink to that.

“Got anyone in mind? Ironically, I’m struggling to see anyone who fits that bill,” I mumble against my straw.

He makes this noise, a sharp inhale. Did his body stiffen up, or had I made him uncomfortable? How frustrating. Rather than apologizing, I grew angrier at myself.

“You have other thirsty customers to attend to don’t you?” I purse my lips, ignoring his advice instead of addressing his reaction. “I can already hear their dry swallows.”

A sigh leaves his lips, full of what I assume to be defeat. We have the same conversation every single time whether I’m stood up or not. I usually push him away. Unless I want to bite the bullet and proclaim my feelings for him, I don’t have much of a choice.

While I take another sip of my drink, I enjoy feeling the cool liquid slide down my throat. It’s a pleasant distraction when Axel takes the hint and leaves me alone. He doesn’t come back when someone plops down on the empty stool next to me. Another bartender tends to him, a woman with a sharp voice.

Should I call today a failure and simply go home? How long will a taxi take? Knowing how blind I become once the sun goes down, I hesitate. It’s either now or wait until Axel forgives me for reacting poorly to his words.

Cradling my phone, I let out a long sigh.

Just like always, I decide to stay. I can’t help but torture myself a little more. After all, I only get to see Axel once a week and I’ve hardly been around long enough to enjoy myself this time around.
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Layla is early today. I don’t even have the time to tell the other women I’m taking a break. The moment I see the blind woman standing a few steps past the entrance, I don’t waste a second circling the bar.

She’s not simply standing around for nothing. She’s waiting for me. When someone bumps her accidentally, I don’t know if I want to scold myself for not moving faster or to grab the guy who didn’t notice her standing there. Seeing Layla’s flushed cheeks, my decision only grew harder.

As usual, I swept an arm around hers. She jumped slightly, most likely considering she bumped someone again before her body relaxed all too naturally.

“You’re early?”

“Tim agreed to the setting if I could make it on his time,” she explains, throwing another man’s name in my direction. 

Thankfully, she doesn’t see the way my jaw clenches in jealousy. Every time she throws a new man’s name in my direction, it’s always the same reaction. If Layla knew how I felt all this time, then maybe that could be the push I need to actually ask her out for myself.

“Tim sounds like an old man,” I grumbled, “a greedy one at that.”

“Like you?” she asks, her cheeks growing flushed at the same time. “I mean, not the greedy part. You’re kind of old.”

I stiffen up at her words. How does she know? “Tell me you can’t use your weird hearing powers to tell my age.”

Her smile grows as she snorts. “Hearing powers?”

I can whisper and the woman knows where I am. She’s always weird like that. With her vision knocked out, obviously, it’ll amp up the rest of her senses.

“I can tell you’re old because you have a gray patch of hair growing through your beard,” she explains before I accidentally run her into the bar. When she turns around, my brows lift.

“Don’t tell me the whole being blind is a sham,” I start, caught completely off guard. This entire time, I believed she’s been blind as a bat. Is her walking cane a simple accessory? If that were the case, I can’t even find the strength to be upset with the woman. Her grip on my heart is simply too strong.

“Oh no, I’m definitely vision impaired.” She laughs out loud before taking a step forward, a step close enough to fill my next breath with her perfume. Standing on her toes, she leans dangerously close. “But if I do this, I can see you.”

She’s within kissing range. As many times as I’d steal glances at her glossed-over lips, I always craved taking a kiss for my own. For a few seconds, my strength to keep back dwindled.

When she rocks back and plops down on one of the stools, I can breathe again. My fogged-up brain is clear.

“It would be pretty weird of me to do that to people if I wanted to get a good look at them. So if I stay a few feet away from you like this, you’re a blurry mess but not impossible to see. Everything else around you is totally gone.”

Hearing her explain her vision makes my chest tighten. “You tell this to all your dates too?”

“Of course. I don’t want them expecting something different when they meet me for the first time.”

So, I must’ve been the last to know. Two months, almost three, and I just now found out. What in the hell did that make me? Clearly, Layla didn’t even see me as an option.

“My condition normally plucks out most of my options, but sometimes, even the ones that do agree to a date still don’t show up at times. I can’t start holding back now in hopes of succeeding with a guy who won’t know what’s wrong with me.” She sighs and there’s a sadness in her voice that destroys me inside.

All this time, I felt ecstatic about the woman having failed dates one after another. I didn’t even think to consider how much that failure could’ve torn her down all this time. 

Hearing my name called by one of the women on the side of the bar, I curse under my breath. I didn’t want our conversation to end like this. At the same time, I don’t have it in me to encourage her to continue with these pointless dates. 

I need to man up and simply ask her out myself. Show her what it’s like to be truly appreciated. 

My name is called out once more and a sigh slips from my lips.

“This Tim guy should be here any minute, right? I won’t get in your way, but let’s have a little chat afterward.”

I don’t know if I’ll have a confession ready by then, but I have to have something to give the woman. She at least deserves that. 

Layla smiles and nods, understanding. I can’t tell if her cheerfulness is forced this time around. 

I still need to get her drink thrown together. Then I have to prepare myself to bite my tongue if her date does show up. I already get too frustrated whenever they do.

Leaving her, I see what the women need help with before drifting back to Layla’s area. She’s already reaching out for the cup, ready for it the moment I slide it across the bar top. The seat next to her is still empty.

Tim is an asshole, demanding a certain time and not being here himself.

I have to tend to other customers, but I try to keep an eye on Layla whenever I can. I wait and wait until her date shows up, if he does.

Tim does show up, about ten minutes later. He’s handsome and suddenly, any thought of mustering up some confession dies right there. Now that I know that she can somewhat see, she’ll take in his good looks and pick him over some ugly mug like myself.

Setting a glass down a little too hard, I hear her giggles no matter where I’m standing. Maybe I’m the one with super hearing. I can’t seem to get away from witnessing the way she’s enjoying herself as the two share a conversation.

If Layla wants to find her second half, then who am I to get in the way of her happiness? I’m definitely one scum of a bastard when I briefly consider going over there and accidentally spilling a drink.

“You’re more rowdy than usual.”

Gwen, my coworker, speaks at my side as she collects a can to hand out.

“Don’t know what you’re talking about,” I grumble while drying glasses to be used later.

“Is it because a guy is flirting with your favorite customer?” she asks, hitting my agitation dead on. She’s got eyes, of course she can see why. 

Even with Layla’s happiness on the line, I’m seething with jealousy.

“She’s probably just humoring him.” My grunt is met with a laugh.

“I don’t know, she’s definitely smiling a lot. Looks like she’s having a good time.” Gwen is smiling, clearly enjoying herself. “I bet he’s going to try to take her home at the rate they’re going.”

I’m normally a clear-headed guy. I can keep my anger in check when it comes to the drunkest of customers. But one thought of Layla being touched by hands owned by someone that isn’t me has me seeing red. 

“I’m just kidding, Axel,” she presses when she sees the way my breathing grows heavier. “She’s definitely humoring him.”

I can’t tell if she’s telling me what I want to hear or if she believes it. I’m not a mind reader and this whole romance thing is a new world to me. 

I’ve always wanted to make Layla mine. Ever since the first time I met her. That night still plagued my mind, a mixture of a blessing and a curse.

The first thought to cross my mind was a question of how such a beautiful goddess stumbled into me at the bar all alone. Then I realized she didn’t stumble because she had too many shots. No, she’d dropped her cane and wasn’t able to see it. Poor woman bumped into a few people from the looks of it.

Her first date suggested the bar and they didn’t even show up. Between feeling mesmerized by the beauty and feeling bad for her misfortune, I kept her company through the night, listening to her complaints of the no-show. She drank a lot, enough to make the night forgettable, I’m sure.

She had been so nervous too. Worked hard on her appearance for nothing. Well, maybe not for nothing. I enjoyed all her hard work at the time. Loved the summer dress she picked out. 

Ever since then, she’s been the one to make the call on location for her dates, and every time, she’s picked the bar. Some weeks, I have to fight my coworkers to make sure I work the night. They think I want the tips, they don’t have a clue.

“Sometimes I think she loves torturing me,” I groan, fighting the urge to look over in their direction. Seeing her smile should fill me with warmth, not jealousy.

“Well, why don’t you take her out somewhere?” Gwen suggests while shaking her drink casually like it’s so easy to ask the woman. “If you do, please don’t pick this disgusting bar as the location. The poor girl deserves somewhere nice. Take her to a restaurant. Buy her some flowers. Give her the whole package and I bet she’ll want to set up a second date.”

Layla doesn’t do second dates. Well, I’ve never seen the same man at her side twice. Before this conversation, I considered Tim being the man to break the tradition. I never thought I could be the man to make it through one date, how can I survive a second one?

“I don’t know if she wants something fancy or if she’d be happy with a simple stroll around town,” I murmur before shrugging. I guess I’d have to start somewhere if I wanted to make the woman mine. If the bastard didn’t swoon her tonight, then I will swoop in and bite the bullet. Risk everything. If she’s willing to give all these random men a chance, then I had to stand somewhat of a chance.

If she turns down my invitation, then I can only try harder to gain her affection. Keep at her side until she either sees me as someone she can be with, or she finds someone else who can make her happy. The thought of the latter only ignites my jealousy all over again.

Gwen leaves my side to attend to a group of drunk women. Thankfully, she doesn’t tease me anymore. Clearly knowing how I feel about Layla, she doesn’t even mention our age gap or offer any sort of judgment either. As far as I can tell, she’s supportive and I know if things don’t turn in my direction, I’ll have someone to groan to for the rest of the week until Layla brings another date.

While I work, I try not to remain completely distracted. Every time my eyes sweep over in Layla’s direction, I see her deep in conversation. The next time I glance over, I see her cradling her folded cane. She’s running her fingers along the end piece, probably explaining the purpose of the rounded tip.

Despite talking about her condition, she wears a smile even now. Never have I met such an optimistic woman in my life. Had to be one of her best qualities.

As if feeling my stare, her chin tilts in my direction and I wonder if she can see the way all of my thoughts are written all over my face. Her eyes don’t linger long, so I guess not.

The date lasts only an hour, thankfully. Though, when Tim gives her a hug, I’m ready to crush a shot glass in my grip. 

If Layla finds out how I get over these stupid dates, she won’t bother wasting any more of her breath talking to me. She doesn’t deserve some brute, but a prince instead. 

At least the guy didn’t try to kiss her. If that were to happen, I might actually lose my job. All because I’d kidnap the woman away before anything more can happen.

“You’re a real mess, Axel,” I muttered under my breath, “an absolute disaster.”
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Despite telling Axel that I can see him, he continues to silently drift back and forth, purposely sticking close. Does he want to ask about my date?

There’s not much to say, really. Tim is nice, and probably someone who will agree to a second date if I ask. He’s an easy out from the complicated mess I created for myself. 

If I were to follow up with Tim, I won’t have to continue holding onto one-sided feelings for a man who I don’t stand a chance with. I can finally find the love I craved all this time.

“He’s a bit short,” Axel finally says after too much pacing.

Cursing myself silently, I can’t help the smile that automatically forms. There’s an impossible-to-hide annoyance in his voice. Can he tell?

“You’re simply a giant, Axel. Every man is a bit short to you.” Pushing my empty glass in his direction, I hope to get another. The entire last hour, I found myself sipping away at two glasses, listening more than talking. I tried not to talk about myself, not unless Tim asked. Like the others, he had no issues showing his curiosity about my condition.

Axel grumbles under his breath as he takes the glass away. 

While he works on throwing another drink together, I try my hardest to watch him. If only he were closer.

“You were smiling a bunch, I take it he might be the one?” Axel asks, clearly forcing his voice to stay even.

Does he think I’m that easy to swoon? I laugh on accident. “I’m sure he can be. I haven’t decided yet.”

A cool glass brushes my fingers, a new drink within my reach. Thanking him, I take a sip. It tastes a little bitter.

“Am I going to see him next week, or are you still hunting?”

Axel doesn’t normally poke and prod at my future plans. He normally accepts that I’ll be here the next week and leaves it at that. Has something shifted today?

I honestly didn’t know the answer to his question. I’m fighting between choosing what’s right for me and what I want. The latter doesn’t feel like I can get the happy ending I wish for.

“Axel, I’m really not sure–”

A warmth brushes the back of my hand. I have to reach over to figure out it’s his thick fingers. One brush of contact is all it takes for my heart to leap.

“Let me borrow you next week,” he offers, his voice making it sound more like an order. “Put all these pointless dates on hold for one week and take a breather. Then you can keep playing around with that app of yours if you want.”

My stomach clenches and the next words slip right out before I can stop them. “Are you throwing your name in the ring?”

He can’t be. There has to be a misunderstanding somewhere. He doesn’t feel romance, he’s Axel. 

“Suppose I am,” he mumbles, “but I want to take over. This bar is the last place I want to take you.”

He’s mumbling off the specifics and I’m too busy fighting off the urge to cover my face. My cheeks feel hot, I can only imagine how red they really are.

I should tell him to not bother with a date. The decision is too easy for that. Though, the thought of him taking me out somewhere, a first for me, is too good to turn down. I can’t help but be a little greedy and agree with his conditions.

If everything goes the way I want it to, then maybe I can delete the dating app. Never worry about being stood up or matched with someone who doesn’t fit well enough.

“I’m going to keep you to your word, Layla. Next Friday, you’re mine.”

I can be his every day of the week, I swear.

Feeling like I’m floating on cloud nine, I can’t keep the smile off my lips. Not even the fight that breaks out later in the night is enough to deter my mood.

After my dates each Friday, Axel and I have a routine. He always goes out of his way to offer me a ride home. Without the sun, I’m a lost cause and actually blind to the world. Not even my hearing can get me home safely without any bumps or falls.

He drives one of those big trucks. The ones that are way too high off the ground for no good reason. Every single time I get inside, I need his help. It’s so embarrassing to get lifted up into his truck. Makes me feel a bit flustered, but he’s never complained about having to go out of his way to help me inside.

“Don’t bump your head,” he warns as I crawl inside. I’ve knocked it too many times to count that I still appreciate his words when they come every time.

Muttering a thanks, I get comfortable. Sitting back, one inhale is all it takes to calm my nerves. His truck has that same faded cologne smell that I enjoy so much. 

The vehicle rocks when he gets inside. We don’t talk much seeing as we’d spent the whole night chatting whenever Axel wasn’t busy. I simply sit back and enjoy the radio. There’s a late-night discussion happening between two of the hosts. Something about summer fashion?

Leaving the parking lot, a soft sigh leaves my lips. Being away from all the loud noise and musty smells is always so refreshing. Rolling down the window, cool air licks at my face.

“Why do you always go to the bar at the busiest of times?” Axel asks as if he can tell how much of a toll the night takes on me.

“Because you’re there,” I admit before a new smile teases my lips, “I know you’ll keep me company if everything else fails.”

He grunts and I hear the steering wheel groan beneath his tight grip. What kind of thoughts are going through his mind? If only I had the power to read minds. Since I can’t see his face through the darkness of the car, I can only listen for his responses.

His breathing isn’t even. His clothes are brushing against the seat each time he shifts. I haven’t made him uncomfortable, have I?

Axel doesn’t reply so I don’t get very far with my assumptions. Rather than letting myself get lost in thinking that I shouldn’t admit the truth so easily, I return my attention out of the window. Lights are blurring by from what few businesses are still open this late hour. Lots of food places from the smell alone.

Our ride to my home remains quiet. I don’t know what else to say so I simply soak up the silence.

I live in an apartment complex. Luckily for me, I grabbed one available on the ground level. Stairs have always been my greatest enemy.

“Do you need help?”

Shaking my head, I grunt, pushing the door open. “You parked right in front?”

“Always.”

Biting back a smile, I’m ready to hop out of his truck before I feel something bump my arm. Confused, I reach out and expect his fingers. Instead, a cool rectangle brushes my fingertips. A phone. His phone.

“Want to put your number in? It’ll make setting up next week much easier,” he offered.

Chuckling, I take his phone with a nod. When it lights up, I bring it close to my face to figure out where I need to go.

“I probably look ridiculous doing this,” I mutter as I click the button to add a contact.

“You look fine,” he assures. If he wants to make me feel better, then it’s working.

Typing in my information, I offer the device back. Unfolding my cane, I hop out. Twisting around, I give Axel a grin.

“See you next Friday then?”

His chuckle is rich, filling my stomach with tingles. He has to be able to see how excited I am. 

“I wouldn’t miss it for anything.”

His trunk rumbles the entire way up to my front door. Thankfully, his headlights help guide me right up the sidewalk. I don’t hear him leave until my door is shut behind me and my back is pushed up against it.

I’m twenty-five years old, too old to squeal excitedly. Yet, I can’t help but let the noise out once I’m all alone. Hopefully, I don’t wake up any of my poor neighbors.

Hanging my cane up, I don’t bother flipping on any lights. Knowing my home like the back of my hand, I slowly make my way to my bedroom. Sleep is wearing me down as each second passes. Despite the thrill of Axel’s invitation still coursing through my body, the late hour is helping with my crash.

Flopping on the mattress, the blankets swallow up the long sigh that leaves my lips. Kicking off my shoes next, I roll onto my back and stare ahead. 

How am I supposed to wait the entire week without going insane? Even though I had all the days to wait, something tells me sleep will not come easy. Lots of tossing and turning, that’s for sure.

Figuring a bath can help calm me down, I abandon my bed and head straight for the bathroom. It does help for the most part. When I realize I have a message waiting for me, my excitement dies down when I see it’s just Tim thanking me for earlier.

Normally, the situation is flipped. I’m always ghosted in return. Biting my lip, I hesitate on answering.

What if Axel doesn’t work out? As awful as the idea sounds, I need to consider it a possibility. For now, I simply return Tim’s appreciation with a few words of my own. I’d deal with this complication another time. Now’s the time to get some sleep and call an end to today.
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I try not to text her all week. Not even a little good morning message or anything.

I can’t take advantage of my luck, not yet. For some reason, I expect her to message me first, saying she made other plans. Maybe I’m pessimistic, but I don’t see how such a goddess is willing to go somewhere with me.

After thinking long and hard about what I can do to capture her heart for good, I go and make a reservation at the fanciest restaurant I know of. At the time, I figured it would be the perfect setting.

Now I’ve lost that confidence once I get a look at my appearance in the mirror.

I’m not the type to go for fancy dinners, and I have to dig deep in my closet to find something nice to wear. Collared shirts don’t feel like they were made for men like me. The buttons are a pain in the ass and the collar is making my throat itch. Despite feeling all stiff and uncomfortable, I put up with it.

It’ll be worth every second I get to spend with the woman.

When I do get the courage to text her, we set the time and I make my way over to her home. When I pull up, she’s already standing by her door, waiting. Once I get a look at her, I almost forget to brake.

Her hair is pinned up and she’s wearing a dress that fits her frame well enough to leave little to the imagination. If she came walking into the bar looking like this, I’d have to bring a stick to beat off all the different men who’d catch interest.

The moment I’m out of my truck, I’m stalking toward her.

“Sweetheart, you look…”

“I figured it couldn’t hurt to try something new,” she mumbles, flustered, “I hope I look okay.”

“Incredible,” I say after finding a somewhat justifying word.

She bites her lip and stirs. Against her wrist, she has her folded cane attached to her. Then she takes a step forward.

“Can I do something?” she asks, her words sounding more meek.

“Anything.”

Blowing out a forced laugh, she lifts her hands and I don’t expect her to reach for my face. Her fingertips brush my beard and I automatically lean down.

Her eyes are moving around, taking me in. Right, she can see.

“I’m a little rough looking, but-”

“You’re handsome,” she interrupts immediately like she’s caught off guard. I can’t tell if she’s trying to be nice or not from the genuine surprise in her voice.

Do I look crazy standing here, letting this beauty of a woman touch my face as she pleases? I know she’s only touching to get a feel for whatever her eyes fail to let her see. Yet, when she runs her hands down my neck, I can’t help but swallow hard.

I can’t even breathe normally around the woman. She smells so sweet and I just want to get a little taste. With her standing so close, it won’t even be a challenge.

Curling my hands into fists, I kept them at my sides instead of putting them somewhere on her.

When Layla pulls her hands away, her cheeks are flushed. “Thank you. I’ve always wanted to see you up close. I didn’t even know your eyes were brown.” She laughs at herself before tangling her fingers together. “You’re more handsome than I thought. Are you sure no woman already has you hooked?”

I rub the back of my neck, my chuckle coming out more forced than I would’ve liked. The thought of being direct and telling her the truth only makes my tongue feel thick.

“I’m definitely available,” I choke out instead. Instead of letting something slip out on accident, I wrap an arm around hers and guide her to my truck.

I can’t mess up all my plans of impressing her if I can’t even get her away from her home.

We go through our usual routine. She puts so much trust in me. A soft gasp leaves her lips when I lift her into my truck. Maybe I should find something smaller to drive. A vehicle that’s easier to get inside.

The only thing stopping me is how much I secretly enjoy helping her like this. She never complains about the size of my truck either. Well, besides the very first time, when she drunkenly tried to climb into it and nearly hurt herself. Ever since then, I’ve always helped her.

“So, where are you taking me?” She’s smiling, now settled in the seat.

I lean against the frame and can’t help but chuckle genuinely. She can’t hide her excitement. “It’ll be a surprise. You’ll just have to wait and see.”

When her nose scrunches, it takes strength to pull away from her. She’s too damn adorable. I already know if she asks again, I won’t have the strength to keep it a secret. Instead, I get in on the other side and head to our destination.

When we park, Layla trusts me enough to leave her cane inside the truck. Without any guidance, she has to trust that I won’t let her stumble or trip.

She insists on not going back for it either. Instead, she leans in to listen to each warning I have to give. When we reach a set of stairs, I patiently wait for her to climb each one.

“Sorry if I’m a bit of a handful,” she mutters under her breath. There’s frustration in her voice and the smile that had been on her lips is nowhere to be seen.

Before we make it inside the restaurant, I stop. Without meaning to, I’m frowning as well.

“Why did you leave your cane?”

Her mouth falls open for a split second before she shuts it. Then she turns her face to the side as if finding something more interesting to stare out toward.

“It’s stupid,” she murmurs, “but I feel like none of my dates ever worked out because of my condition. That cane is like a bad luck charm. Plus, I don’t want to embarrass you.”

Layla is going to be the death of me. I swear if she doesn’t stop putting others before herself, I am going to go mad.

Rather than telling her it is fine, I walk her over to one of the nearby benches lined up along the building. Ordering her to stay right there, I work on not cursing when I jog back to my truck.

I won’t let her change her normal routine because of me. If people want to stare, then let them. The woman is gorgeous. She deserves all the eyes in the world. Well, maybe if it is only in appreciation of her beauty. Otherwise, I’d have to step in.

Grabbing her cane, the entire walk back, I take in her flushed cheeks. She’s clearly embarrassed when she doesn’t need to be.

“I won’t make you use it, but I don’t want you to handicap yourself for me,” I explain as I grab her hand. Slipping her hand inside the black loop, I then intertwine my fingers with hers. “I don’t want you any other way than the way you come, sweetheart.”

Her lips twitch as she nods. Squeezing my hand, she returns her hold on my arm.

With that worry somewhat cleared up, I carefully lead her inside. At any point, I’m ready for her to extend her cane. If anyone has a problem with it, then they can deal with me. If I can drag out a drunk man the same size as myself, I know I can take out some well-dressed patrons.

We’re seated in no time and given menus. When I notice the way Layla is squinting at the fine print, I lean over and read off what’s available.

I lose count of how many times she thanked me by the time we got our food. In between bites, I ask her the sort of questions I’ve wanted to ask. I might already know a lot about her thanks to our long talks, but there’s always something more to learn.

Right now, she’s going on about a recent trip to an ice cream shop. Instead of asking her what it’s like for her to get to the location, I’m asking about her order. I’ve never met someone so passionate about strawberry ice cream.

For dessert, I purposely order the strawberry cheesecake just to see her face light up.

“You aren’t giving yourself the chance to talk about yourself,” she presses after talking about some german shepherd she bumped into on one of her walks.

“Next time,” I promise her with a grin, “I want to hear everything you’ve got to say.”

Her brows lift up immediately and her fork slips from her hand and clatters against the plate. A few eyes drift in our direction as she mutters an apology. “Erm, did you say next time? Like, as in a second date?”

I stifle a chuckle. “I’m not sure I can get every Friday off, but I’m happy to try if you really want to set date nights on Friday,” I muse, noticing the way her lips bunch together.

What is she thinking?

Layla doesn’t respond for a moment. After a few seconds, she nods in agreement. Is it so hard to believe that I’d want to do this more than once?

The rest of our dinner is a bit quieter, but I continue to press for more information from the woman. I want to know everything. From her favorite color to her life story. I soak it all up, memorizing as much as I can.

By the time we leave, Layla looks exhausted. I may have pushed a little too much. Can I be blamed?

She uses her cane to walk back to the truck. Her eyes are cast down like she’s watching the motion of her cane dragging from side to side.

“I didn’t upset you by implying we’d go on a second date, right?” I ask as we reach the vehicle.

Her head snaps up and she accidentally thumps my foot with her cane. There’s that same blush again, sending me different signals. Is she bothered or not?

Why did I have to be so terrible at understanding women?

“I’m actually…really happy, Axel. I’m not used to the idea of a second date. You just caught me off guard is all. I’m trying to act normal about the whole thing.”

“Oh.” Now when I look at her reddened cheeks, there’s a new stirring in my gut.

I’m one step closer to making the woman mine, I’m sure. We’re both a little all over the place, but eventually, we’ll get to where we need to be. I open the door as she folds up her cane.

I wish I would’ve planned more to do for our date. Time’s already flown by and I don’t want it to end so soon. 

I’m tempted to ask if she wants to do something, anything will be enough to extend our time. Instead, I keep my question to myself and help her inside before getting in as well. 

The entire way back, she’s smiling to herself. I notice every time her fingers curl in her lap or her nose scrunches. If she caught on, she’d definitely tell me to pay attention to the road. I can’t help myself. Not when knowing how happy she is.

We’re back at her apartment complex in no time. Didn’t hit a single red light. It’s like fate wanted to end our time together.

“Thank you for today, Axel. It was amazing.” Despite us only sharing a meal together, she seems so pleased. 

“I’ll make sure to plan a bit more next time,” I chuckle, making a mental note to do some research online later.

Knowing she’s just going to hop out and leave without needing my help, I get out of my truck without asking. I’d be damned if I don’t at least walk her back to her door tonight.

Her smile grows when I intertwine my arm in hers. She doesn’t tell me it’s unnecessary, either. We walk up to her front door and I slowly release her.

“Next week will be even better,” I promise as I look down.

Layla tilts her chin up, nodding to my words. Seconds pass and she doesn’t move to head inside. Is she waiting for something? From the way her cheeks darken as time continues to trickle by, only one thought crosses my mind but I find it hard to believe. She’s told me before that she’s not the type to kiss someone after only the first date.

So, why is she looking up at me so expectingly? 

I want to kiss her. I’ve wanted to for a long time.

I forget to ask if that’s what she wants. Instead, my body is moving automatically. Lifting my hands, I cup her face. Her skin is so warm against my fingertips. Her lips look plump and have that same shine to them that I tend to notice. Once I’m staring at her lips, I can’t pull my eyes away.

A small gasp leaves her as I lean down. I don’t expect her to lift up, meeting me halfway.

I’ve never wanted a woman so bad before in my life, but the feel of her mouth against mine seals my fate. It’s her or nobody. 

I shouldn’t touch her, yet when my hands drift from her face and run down the length of her dress, I’m glad I do. Layla shifts, letting out this cute sound against my mouth. Then she opens up and I taste her for the first time.

She tastes just like the dessert we shared. So sweet I risk getting a toothache by continuing to coax another noise from her lips.

I’m touching her sides, then her hair, enjoying the softness before I realize I’m putting on quite a show for any of her nosey neighbors. Using strength I didn’t know I had, I pull away with an apology already on the tip of my tongue.

Layla is beaming. Flushed cheeks and such a large grin.

“Next week,” I rasp, fighting off the urge to ask to come inside. I know if I get past that door, we’ll do more than simply kiss. 

I won’t have her doing something she might regret down the line.

“See you,” she gets out herself, already fumbling to get her key.

We were both a mess, seriously. Made for each other.
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My first kiss, stolen away in a matter of seconds by the man I’ve always wanted to share one with.

Axel’s truck is long gone, and I’ve been standing in the middle of my living room for five minutes, simply relishing in what he’d done.

Normally, I don’t let any guy kiss me, even if my time with them is nice or not. Tonight didn’t feel like my other blind dates. I expected to feel something, but nothing could’ve prepared me for the way my heart pounded in response. My lips still tingled. My smile doesn’t seem to be leaving any time soon. I’m so giddish that I’m struggling to hold still.

Axel had stepped away, and automatically, I wanted to give him an invitation to come inside my home. Maybe I’m jumping the gun, but I don’t need to go on another date to know how badly I want the guy. Though, before I could muster up the words, he wished me a good night. The kiss must’ve satisfied him enough with the way he was smiling too.

Giggling to myself, I head to my couch and flop down. This has to be the best Friday night in the last couple of months.

Leaning back, a satisfied sigh leaves my lips. Grabbing my phone, I decide to send him a good night text. After I finish texting, I take a long look at the dating app I spend so much time on. Constantly swiping left and right for longer than I should. I’ve put so much time of my life into finding my other half. With my determination, I assumed I would never be rid of the app. I can finally uninstall it. Say goodbye to all of the men who ghosted me and the few who held pretty nice conversations.

Deciding not to think twice, I went through with uninstalling the app and I have to admit, it feels pretty good to see the open space on my phone. Dropping my phone to my side, another sigh leaves my lips.

Lifting my hand, I brush my lips with my fingertips.

I can’t wait to kiss him again. 

* * *

When I thought waiting for our first date felt terrible, nothing compares to this week. Every day feels slower than the last.

I continue taking my strolls down the familiar streets, stopping at the small cafe on the corner each afternoon. My usual schedule is normally enough to pass the time. Nowadays, I can’t say the same. I’m constantly checking the time as if an entire day can pass in a matter of minutes rather than hours.

Thursday is our next date. While I would have accepted sooner, I assume Axel didn’t want to break my normal routine too terribly. After the second date, maybe I can be the one to plan. The thought brings a smile to my lips.

Another lovely change to happen since our first date is that Axel now sends texts at the most random times. Rather than holding a conversation, he always sends good morning messages and good night ones. Sometimes, he’ll wish my day will be a good one. Honestly, I’d rather have him tell me in person.

The idea of having him at my side at most times feels so domesticated and it makes my face so warm. Lately, it doesn’t take much to get me all worked up anymore.

By the time Thursday rolls around, I’m itching to hear his truck. I’m sitting on one of the benches by the lot when the familiar rumbling disrupts the silence. Some people would complain, but I’m sitting up straighter with a new light in my eyes. Before the engine cuts, I’m on my feet and moving forward.

There’s a creak in his door as it opens quickly.

“Careful! I don’t want you tripping, sweetheart.”

Warmth floods my chest at Axel’s voice and I am once again swarmed with such love. I do stumble, but the only thing I crash into is his chest. He smells like thick spice today. One inhale and my stomach rumbles.

“You’re hungry?” he asks, a smile already on his lips.

“Something like that,” I muse before taking a step back to straighten myself out. I notice Axel is wearing the same type of clothes he’d wear at one of his shifts. “No fancy date tonight?”

“Not today, hope that’s alright. Figured we could walk a few blocks and try a taco place I spotted on one of my trips here.” He shifts his arms and I hope he doesn’t think he has to go out of his way to please me.

“I’m not all about fancy anyway, this sounds great.”

When we leave his truck in the lot and start on our way down the sidewalk, I let him guide me to wherever he wants. As we walk, I realize how rare it is for me to put so much trust into someone. When it comes to Axel, I give it to him so naturally. I don’t even notice until I’m leaning on him, listening to his whispered warnings for every crack and dip in the sidewalk. He doesn’t need to warn me about every little detail, but I love how far he’s going out of his way to make sure I’m safe from harm.

It’s obvious why I completely trust the guy. 

“I wouldn’t mind doing this every day with you,” I murmur as a gust of wind tickles my cheeks, “it’s a shame you work so late in the night. I take a walk around every day.”

“You aren’t afraid of getting lost?”

A laugh leaves my lips at his curiosity. I don’t tell him that I have this street memorized like the back of my hand to keep his whispered warnings coming. “I have my phone to guide me if I need to.” 

We chat back and forth as we walk. Taking a corner to a side street I’m unfamiliar with, I have an excuse to cling closer to him. Once we arrive at our destination, my stomach rumbles once more at the aroma of tacos. 

“Never been here before?”

I shake my head as I basically drag him inside. The cashier is friendly and happy to answer our questions. After ordering with my stomach, I try to pay this time, but Axel insists on buying my food for a second time.

“I don’t mind taking care of you,” he admits when I tell him I could’ve paid. His words instantly dissolve all of my frustrations.

Despite telling myself to not overthink his words, my heart pounds in delight. Once my smile returns to my lips, I can’t stop it from growing if I try hard enough.

We eat our meal together, and my good mood doesn’t diminish even slightly.

“There’s a plaza nearby. A twenty-minute walk from here,” Axel explains after clearing up our trash, “if you don’t mind the walk, they have different bands playing each night.”

He hooks his arm around mine and takes my hand in his before clearing his throat.

“Don’t make fun of me, but I did some research online. I, uh, struggled to find things that we could do together that we’d both enjoy. A lot of websites mentioned going to museums or watching movies…”

For a moment, I wish my eyes weren’t so terrible. Knowing we can’t experience dates like normal couples did tear me down slightly.

“Well, I don’t really care about what we do together,” I admit with a small shrug, “I’m happy to spend time with you. Plus, you can always be my eyes for me and describe whatever we’re looking at. Something tells me your interpretation will be more enjoyable than the actual activity itself.”

His hand squeezes mine and I have to look closely to see he’s smiling. He’s too handsome for his own good. 

We go to the plaza and listen to the band playing. The genre is a mix of rock and metal. It’s a cover band and they don’t sound terrible. Axel seems to recognize a few songs, as he thumps his hand against his thigh. Clearly, he’s the one to request all that rock music at the bar.

Knowing how much he’s enjoying himself brings on another wave of happiness. When I lean against him, he shifts and tucks an arm around my body. We move together so naturally and I fit perfectly against his side.

If anyone looked our way, they’d think we were already a couple, not two people experiencing their second date together. Everything so far has felt normal. Even I’m starting to believe we’re something more than two friends. 

While my surroundings vibrate from the loud music, a satisfied sigh leaves my lips. Turning toward Axel, he feels my stare after a few seconds.

“I like you.” The confession rolls right off my tongue without any thought. I don’t even realize I admit it out loud until I see the way he’s staring at me in shock. Then my face feels all hot and I internally scold myself for speaking without thinking.

Before I can laugh off my words like some funny joke, I’m caught off guard when Axel leans down and kisses me. It’s not like the melting one we shared in front of my door, but a gentler one. Doesn’t last as long either. It’s still enough to fry my thoughts.

When he pulls away from my mouth and drifts toward my ear, a shiver rolls up my spine.

“Are you ready to get back home? It’s starting to get dark out.” There’s something new in his voice, something unfamiliar. Something that gets my heart pumping.

Is he simply worried about getting me home, or is there something hiding beneath the concern? I bite the inside of my cheek as I tell myself I’m overthinking his words.

I nod my head, not trusting my voice enough to speak. I’m still a little shaken up from the short kiss.

He leads me home and I hope the long walk is enough to unwind the tight coil in my gut. Yet, the entire way back, I can’t help but focus on his hold on my hand. He’s got such calloused hands unlike my own. How haven’t I noticed before?

The closer we get to my home, the worse my nerves get. Is he going to give me another goodnight kiss, or am I going to have the courage to ask for more? Two dates together are enough, right?

Will he be accepting if he learns I’ve never done any of this before? That I’ve been saving myself for the right person all this time. He might think I’m crazy for throwing myself at him. I’ve just wanted him so long it’s driving me mad. He’s the person I’ve always waited for.

By the time we slow down, my heart is pounding hard in my chest.

“We’re here,” he murmurs softly as if I don’t already know.

I should let him head home and accept another goodnight kiss, leave it at that. Yet, my hand stays wrapped around his.

I really don’t want tonight to end. I’ve already had so much fun as it is. Biting my lip, I give his fingers a squeeze.

“Do you…want to come inside?” I ask with hesitation in my voice. I didn’t consider that Axel might not feel the same as I do. Sure, we definitely felt something but he may not experience the same kind of pull.

He pauses, the silence dragging on for longer than I like. He’s definitely trying to figure out how to politely tell me no.

“Sure.”

All it takes is one word to make me fumble with my keys.

I can do this. I’ll definitely not scare the guy off for good.
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Her apartment is spotless. Far better than my own. If I want to even think about inviting her over, I’ll need to spend a whole day taking care of my belongings.

“It’s not much, but it’s something,” she explains as I shut the door behind us.

It’s amazing watching her flick on the light for my sake and feel her way around her place. The way she confidently walks, I have to think she knows where everything is.

Despite inviting me into her home, neither of us jump to do anything once we get inside. Her flushed cheeks make me believe her thoughts are the same as my own. 

Her confession is still on repeat in my head. Even now, I’m struggling to believe it’s true. How long have I gone thinking she’d never give me the time of the day?

After following her into her living room, I don’t expect her to suddenly spin around and reach out for me. Her face is growing more flushed by the second as her hands brush my chest.

I want to kiss her again. 

“Axel…” My name comes out barely a mumble. “I’ve got to be honest with you…”

A dread weighs down my shoulders. I expect her to say something bad, something I don’t want to hear. Instead, she takes a step forward and leans against my front as she cranes her neck up to get a better look at me. Her eyes are wide and searching.

“What is it?” I ask, choking on my words to get them out. There’s something about having such a cute woman pressed against me that just makes my brain stop working altogether.

“I’ve never…” She bites her lip and I swear she’s struggling about as much as I am. “I don’t want to mess this up. I don’t want you to think I’m not good enough, but I’ve never been with a man like this. Honestly, outside of family, you’re the first guy I’ve ever invited inside my home.”

Her words settle and I try to figure out how it’s possible. “You’re saying you’ve never….”

Her head shakes and a curse leaves my lips.

How can such a cute woman go untouched for so long? If I knew about her existence sooner, then I would’ve taken her out on a date much sooner. I can only curse myself for being so slow.

“I hope that’s okay.” Her voice is weak and she’s talking like her innocence is an actual problem, one that has the chance of changing my feelings for her.

“It’s okay,” I reassure her before lifting my eyes to look up at her ceiling. “But are you sure you want to give something so precious to a man like me? I don’t exactly feel like I’m deserving.”

Everything about the woman is too good to be true. No way in hell do I feel like I deserve her.

Then she runs her hands up my chest, not stopping until she’s cupping my bearded cheeks. When she stands on her toes, I assume she’s simply trying to get a better look at my worn expression. Instead, she’s the one kissing me.

I should’ve known about her lack of experience back when I kissed her for the first time. Though at that time, I was too busy trying not to consume the poor woman.

“I am so sure,” she mumbles against my lips. 

That’s all I need to hear. When I scoop her into my arms, a delicious gasp leaves her lips. She grips my body as support, clinging to me as if she’s afraid I’ll drop her. Against my neck, I feel her rapid breaths.

Her apartment has only one bedroom, it doesn’t take much exploring to find my way through her home.

“If you change your mind at any moment, just say the word, sweetheart. We don’t need to go far to make me happy. Holding you in my arms like this is enough to satisfy me.” 

She’s smiling, taking a tight hold of my heart. How much damage does she plan on doing to my chest before she’s satisfied? 

Her room is as spotless as the rest of her home. Didn’t have much inside. The bed is the only piece of furniture I notice. Walking up to it, I gently set her down.

Before I can even double-check that she actually wants to go so far with me, she’s already grasping for my clothes blindly. When she finds my belt, I can’t help but chuckle.

“Eager, aren’t you?” I tease as I cover her hands with my own.

Her blush is intoxicating. When she speaks, her voice shakes with each word.

“When I told you I liked you, I didn’t suddenly feel that way you know? I’ve wanted this for a while.”

My hands squeeze hers, pausing her movement. “Longer than two dates?”

She nods and I groan under my breath. So while I was too busy wishing none of her dates showed up, I could’ve asked her out on a date myself. “I’m so blind.”

Layla laughs before shaking her head. “I guess that makes both of us then.”

I help her undo my belt but I don’t undress. Instead, I’m flattening her against the bed with my hand. She’s light and doesn’t take much to move.

“Layla, if we’re both being honest with each other, I’ve been dying to get a taste of you all day.” Her dress may make her look cute but I’d love to see what she looks like without it.

When I sink to my knees and push the fabric up her legs, she wiggles in excitement. Her face isn’t the only part of her flushed. A chuckle leaves my lips when I see her patterned underwear. There’s a damp spot that leaves my stomach clenching.

“If I knew I’d get this far tonight, I would’ve worn something sexier,” she pants out, curling her toes at the edge of the bed.

“Anything you wear does the job well enough.” Holding back a groan, I slide the underwear down the length of her legs. What’s hiding beneath is enough to make my chest rumble in satisfaction.

Layla’s soaked, all because of me. My mouth waters instinctively and I pull her body down so she’s closer.

If the woman really had amplified senses with the lack of sight, I’d be damned sure to make sure she felt everything I sent her way. 

Her hand finds my hair in a matter of seconds. I hardly even get the chance to enjoy her flavor before her breathing is growing uneven. So sensitive and clearly responsive. I have to pin her hips down just so I can enjoy my meal without any interruption.

The more I listen to her quick breaths and soft moans, the more my body reacts as well. There’s something about watching the sweet girl clutch at her dress like she wants to tear the damn thing off her body. Even her nose is scrunched up with her brows pinched together.

Blowing a chuckle against her sex, I enjoy the view too much for my own good. What would I have to do to get a daily view of Layla spread across her sheets, legs parted? I’d kill a man if I needed to go to that extent if I’m being honest with myself.

Her thighs are soft and squishy under my grip. I can’t help but squeeze them the next time I drag my tongue along her sex. Her hips jerk and another broken noise leaves her lips. I don’t know if I can wait until she’s come, not with the aching I have going on down below.

“Axel…” She breathes my name out long and hard when I push one finger inside her. Immediately, I feel the way she tightens around the single digit and a curse leaves my lips.

“Once I get inside, sweetheart, I’m not going to last. You’re going to squeeze me to death.” My warning only makes her laugh. Clearly, she knows the torture I’m about to have to face to survive later.

Hips mostly free, Layla doesn’t hold back on moving. It’s like her body is on autopilot, making her move in a way she needs without her knowing. 

When I look up the length of her body, I see she’s watching me. Her eyes are half-lidded and threatening to close at any moment. Her lips were curved up in a smile even now. She might’ve come off as nervous out in her living room, but this isn’t the same woman admitting she’s a virgin.

This is a woman who is ready to take whatever I’m going to throw at her. 
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I can’t believe he’s still going.

My heart feels like it’s ready to explode right out of my chest. There’s this tight binding sensation in my gut that just feels like it’ll snap at any moment. 

If his tongue continues to flick and suck while his finger, no, fingers curl, I’m going to straight up die.

He goes at his own pace, consuming me one second at a time. When he groans about how good I taste, I struggle to believe him. Down there can’t be that great. He’s just exaggerating is all. I’ve never experienced something so intensely before. Even the few times I’d tried to do anything all by myself, the sensation didn’t come in close comparison.

My hips jerk once more and my throat feels raw from how many noises I’ve been making. My poor neighbors must be getting quite the disturbance through our shared thin walls. 

I can’t find myself to be embarrassed enough to ask Axel to stop. I’m greedy and want him to keep going until everyone surrounding my home knows his name. 

As good as his mouth feels, I know what I want. I need all of him.

“Axel?” I call out, biting back another choked groan.

He lifts up and I can’t miss the way his bearded lips shine. All the reason to clench around the fingers still inside me.

“I want more,” I confess in a soft whisper. “I want you.”

He presses those lips of his against one of my thighs, giving my skin a kiss. Without questioning my hunger for him, he pulls away and leaves my body with an empty hollow sensation. 

I do what I think is best and sit up long enough to tug my dress over my head. That earns me a deep groan from the older man. Just to make him suffer a little more, I don’t waste time getting my bra out of the way either.

In a matter of seconds, I’m bare to his eyes. He’s standing too far away and I can’t see his face. 

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” I plead, hoping he at least likes what he sees.

“I’m thinking I must’ve died to get the chance to see such a beauty,” he grits out, his voice tight. “You’re really trying to finish the job, aren’t you? I’m not even going to discover how you feel if you keep killing me, Layla.”

I must be one terrible person for giggling at his suffering. I’d done plenty on my part as well. Pining over him for weeks, for months, I’ve suffered plenty.

I hear his belt hit the floor and my heart leaps at the sound. I can’t help but sit up and lean in hopes of catching a glimpse of him stripping.

I’ve definitely pictured him naked in my head more than once. When I see his tanned chest after he tugs his shirt off, I twist around to crawl toward him.

“Can I?” I ask softly.

He grabs my lifted hand and presses it against his chest without question. As I’d already done with his face, I peer close to get a better look. Mapping out the top of his body, my fingertips glide over his stomach. He’s not full of muscles like I expect, but the man is still big, built like a tank. 

The thought of him destroying me shouldn’t make my heart race. Automatically, I look down and I wonder if it’s possible to experience a heart attack at my age. Once I get a good look at him, I can’t look away.

Then I drag my hand lower and don’t stop until I’m touching the erection I created. Hearing him hiss under his breath, I fight back an apology. I can’t help but explore.

“You’re going to be the death of me,” he groans, refusing to stop me.

He’s big everywhere. Should I be worried now? 

“What’s wrong?” It’s like he can read my mind. That, or my nerves are coming right back to my face. 

I blow out a small laugh, shaking my head. “Nothing. I’m just feeling a lot at the moment.”

“You’re sure–”

“I am definitely sure,” I breathe out, interrupting him. After getting this far without dying of embarrassment, there’s no way I’m backing out. Not when I’m so close.

Drawing my exploring hands away, I scooch back against my bed to give him some space to work with.

“I’m all yours, Axel.” Body and heart whether he knew it or not. All this time, ever since the first time we met, really. Knowing how long I’ve been wanting this, I push back any fears I have. Even if it’s painful, it’ll be worth the experience because it’s him.

My bed groans when he presses a knee against the mattress. As soon as his pants disappeared, he didn’t waste time joining me on the bed.

“You’ll tell me if it’s too much, won’t you?” he asks, slightly pleading with me to be truthful. We both know what he’s packing down there clearly. At least he’s kind enough to care about my feelings. He simply doesn’t want to hurt me, even at the cost of his own pleasure.

“I will.” Though, I don’t plan on calling it quits the moment he gets inside. After all, I want to know how it feels to be connected as one. If it’s anything like what his fingers and tongue caused, then I am going to be in for a ride of a lifetime.

He gets between my legs and easily lifts me up by my thighs. It’s like I weigh nothing to him. What does he do during his free time when he isn’t pouring drinks?

“You’re smiling.” Axel is caressing my thighs and giving them light squeezes.

“I guess I am.” No matter how hard I try, I can’t make my smile go away. “I’m happy.”

So happy that when I feel him shift and slowly ease his way inside, I’m not thinking I’m going to die by being impaled. Instead, I’m trying to calm the butterflies in my stomach.

“Tight…” Axel groans under his breath, cursing as well. He seems to be in worse condition than I am myself. Then he pushes more and I suddenly feel the same constraint.

“Oh…oh, wow.” My next breath gets stuck in my throat as I try not to grimace. It’s not that bad. It’s just a slight burning stretch I did not expect is all.

Axel’s easing his way in and out, testing the waters. He’s taking his sweet time and his heavy breathing only makes me think he’s suffering for the two of us. How badly does he want to plunge all the way in?

He stops where I assume is the halfway point. His hands cradle my legs and I feel his stare. I know what he’s waiting for but I refuse to speak. All it’ll take is one thrust and he’ll be the one to pop my cherry.

Instead of saying the words he expects to hear, I wiggle my hips, groaning softly under my breath. I feel him everywhere. Each time I clench around him, accident or not, a new string of curses leaves his lips.

“Axel…” My voice is more strained than I would’ve liked. “Move.”

When his hips jerk forward, we make identical sounds. He leans over my body, clenching the blanket at the sides of my head. With a grip like his, I’m glad he thrusts. He doesn’t pause and ask if I’m alright. Instead, his hips continue moving. In and out, slow and easy all the way until he’s gliding with ease.

I never knew how messy sex really is. When I lift my arms to cling onto him, I realize we’ve both worked up quite a sweat. I don’t even want to imagine the mess we’re making down below. All I can focus on is how easily he’s moving inside me now. Every time he thrusts, more and more pleasure starts seeping back into my system.

My breathing is loud and I’m whispering to him to keep going. What he’s got building inside me is going to blow up at any moment, I know it. The tension will snap and I’ll lose myself entirely.

“You are incredible,” he groans in the crook of my neck. “Not going to last long at all.” Everything else he says is broken up, taken over by his own moans of pleasure. 

I’ll have to apologize to him later. The way my nails are digging into his back can’t be comfortable at all. Unless I keep myself grounded somehow, I’m going to turn into a puddled mess. 

I love this man. I made the right decision to save myself. Each of his thrusts brings me closer and closer to my release. The friction of his movement is hitting me everywhere inside.

Toes curling, I focus on the motion of his cock, enjoying myself until I’m filling the room with a cry. My thoughts grow jumbled and for a few seconds, everything becomes incoherent. Despite my eyelids feeling heavy, I keep them open to watch Axel the best I can.

With his head tucked into the crook of my neck, I can’t see his face. Yet, I hear each uneven breath as he works on keeping himself from falling apart. When my walls tighten around him, it brings him over the edge.

He buries one of his hands in my hair when he thrusts deep, spilling his own release inside.

A few seconds pass while we catch our breaths. When he pulls out, I wiggle beneath him. He must not realize it, but he’s crushing me against the mattress.

Muttering an apology, he flops down next to me. Before I can move, he tugs me on top of him. Clearly, he doesn’t care that we’re sweaty and covered in our messes. His arms move around me and I’m stuck on top of his chest.

I can hear the way his heart is thudding in his chest, just like mine is. We lay there for what feels like an eternity, just soaking up each other’s presence.

“I feel the same, you know?” he mumbles after a moment.

I look at him confused and he chuckles.

“While the band was playing, you told me your feelings and I didn’t exactly tell you how I felt.” His smile remained as his fingers brushed the bottom of my back. “Sure, I kissed you and all that, but I never actually put it into words.”

Fighting off a smile, I nod. “You’ve made it pretty clear, don’t worry.”

Axel lets out a sigh and nods as well. “You’re mine Layla. You don’t have to worry about counting these dates anymore. You’re just going to lose track because I’m going to keep taking you out on them.”

How wonderful. I’ve gotten so tired of worrying about my love life. I’m feeling pretty confident that I found the perfect guy anyway.
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Two Years Later

It’s a Monday night, and soft rock music is flowing from the speakers above.

As usual, the bar is full of people who’ve finished up their day jobs and needed a drink to get over whatever terrible shifts they’ve experienced throughout the day.

Every time I slide a drink across the bar, my eyes lift to check the clock hanging up on the wall. Time is moving too slowly for my liking. Even though I know she’ll be here soon, it isn’t quick enough.

I want my wife here now. Close enough that I can touch her and breathe in her sweet perfume. She smells far better than the man cradling his second glass of whiskey. 

How much longer did I need to wait before she came strolling in through the front door?

Some may call our relationship strange. I’ve heard so many complaints about relationships through the bar patrons. Apparently, it’s not normal to have a constant hunger for your significant other at all times. To never get bored of them or want to go five minutes without being in each other’s space.

Layla and I were the opposite of what is normal in their eyes. I’ve done only five hours of my shift and I’m already drained empty. All I need is one look at the woman and it’ll be enough to recharge me for the rest of my night. If I got the chance to get her alone, then there’s no doubt how bright I’d be burning with energy. 

“You look like you’re growing antsy,” one of the girls mentioned next to me. Abigail watches me from the corner of her eye as she throws a mixture of liquor together. 

“I can’t help it,” I groan softly. What can I say, I want to see the love of my life. That’s not too much to ask for.

She laughs under her breath. I can only imagine what she sees through her eyes.

The door opens and I immediately look over, only to deflate when seeing it’s another random customer entering the bar. Well, maybe not entirely random.

Abigail might be an exception when it comes to relationships. She’s as head over heels for her boyfriend as I am for Layla.

As soon as she sees it’s her boyfriend, she barely gives me a wish of luck before abandoning me altogether to go talk to him.

The front door opens another two times, both times leaving me feeling unsatisfied. I consider calling Layla but keep my hands out of my pockets when knowing the woman would only scold me, saying I’m acting overly protective.

I can’t help it. I get too upset at even the thought of something happening to her.

The door opens again and my heart leaps. Finally. 

Layla has her cane, already beginning to fold it up a few steps inside.

I don’t have to hunt Abigail down to tell her I’m abandoning my spot behind the bar. She’s already swatting her hand, her attention remaining on the older man sitting on the stool opposite side of the bar.

I rush over to Layla, automatically checking over her. Eyeing her rounded stomach, my chest tightens.

“Didn’t run into any issues?” I ask, lifting my gaze to see her smiling. She must get a kick out of stressing me out.

“Not a single one. Thought about enjoying my walk today,” she explains with a chuckle. Yeah, she definitely enjoys herself, alright.

I wrap an arm around her, guiding her across the room.

“Doesn’t sound too busy tonight,” she murmurs under her breath, turning her head to look toward the handful of people sitting at the bar. As each year passes, her vision gets a little worse but it’s not enough to keep her from enjoying life.

“Fewer people to get in my way of talking to you,” I admit shamelessly. I didn’t care about the tips. I’d much rather get the opportunity to chat up the sweet girl I have my arm wrapped around. 

Over all this time, our habits haven’t changed too much. Rather than waiting for some guy to come to meet her, Layla enjoys just sitting at the bar and using her power to distract me. Even though I’ve complained about her going out of her way, she’s persistent about coming every night I work.

At least the ring wrapped around her finger and that rounded stomach of hers is enough to deter any guys trying to take their shot. Those who still want to try anything usually dip when I approach and give them a look.

When she plops down on one of the stools and twirls a strand of hair with her finger, I watch her for too long. There’s no doubt that I am hooked by the woman and she’s got me deep.

While I throw together a Shirley Temple, I feel her eyes pointed in my direction. Even now, she’s smiling at me like it’s the first time. 

Like with other patrons, I listen to her tell me about her day. Unlike them, I actually listen to her stories, clinging to each of her words.

Sliding the glass over, she takes a sip and sighs.

“I swear you make the best of these. Where would I be without you?” she hums happily.

“At home and hydrated on water if I have to guess.”

She scoffs and swats her hand. My words are never enough to deter her. She sips happily, getting through the drink within the hour. I’m happy to get her a refill.

Every day feels the same, a pattern constantly repeating itself. With the woman of my dreams right at my side, I don’t have a single complaint. 

As long as she’s willing to put up with me, I can’t possibly ask for more.
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