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It was two years before I set foot into the bar again. 

Two years after the worst day of my life had led me to the best night of my life. An unforgettably night fueled by raw, animalistic desire. 

We were two wounded human beings grasping desperately to each other, hoping to belong, if only for a moment. 

And for several blissful moments, we were lost in our own perfect world. 

Naively, I thought all sex was like that until I started seeing other people. Only then did I realize how wrong I had been to walk away that night. What we had was different. It would be cliché to say it was special, but it was just that. It was unique. It was something that I had never been able to replicate. 

There was a pure carnal desire that brewed inside us and only managed to awaken in each other's presence. No other lover had been able to emulate the way he made my body feel. 

The men I had dated after him were not just inferior, they were sub-par. It was all the same. In, out, in, out. 

It was boring. 

There was something different about the way he made love. 

It wasn't just his dominating nature or his slews of commands. It wasn't because he tied me up on the bed before making love to me. It wasn't even that his eyes were so intense it burned my skin, or that his voice was so deep it vibrated through my bones. It was that when I was with him, the whole world fell apart and nothing else mattered. 

By the time I realized what I wanted, what I needed, was him, it was too late.  

I didn't even know his name. 

It was two years before I set foot in the bar again.

And there he was, smoking his cigarette. He had the same brown eyes that were as dark as the abyss. My heart skipped a beat. 

Lithe fingers made music on the grand piano but he wasn't looking at the keys, he was looking at me. 

When he spoke, he had the same deep bass that growled and reverberated through my body. I could hear him from where I stood and I knew I could hear him from a million miles away. 

"Hello.". 

The world around me fell away.  
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"Don't trust anyone," I murmured, taking a sip of the drink in my hand. 

"First rule of the corporate world," the handsome man sitting opposite me lifted his glass in concurrence. 

I smiled bitterly as I downed the rest of the beer. 

He had walked into the bar half an hour earlier and was fast working his way through his fourth glass or beer. 

I swore my heart stopped when I first caught a glance of him. He was the kind of guy who was so incredibly good-looking that he made the air around him hard to breathe. It didn't help that he was wearing a suit.  

Any other day, any other time, I would be all over him. 

Today, I just wasn't in the mood. I was wearing an oversized hoodie and a pair of sweatpants. Frankly, I looked like I had just gotten out from the gym. My hair was a mess and my eyes were puffy from all the crying. He would have to be blind to want to get in my pants. 

"Do you want to know what the second rule is?" the blind man asked, setting himself down next to me. He blew a puff of cigarette smoke in the air and it curled against the dim lighting before dissipating completely. 

I watched it with disinterest. "Don't trust anyone?" I said resentfully. It was an important enough rule to be repeated. 

He didn't hear my answer, lost in his own bitterness. "Don't hire moles," he growled. He had a deep voice. The type that would do well in an orchestra as the lowest voice. Bass. That's what that was. He would've been an amazing bass singer. I wondered if he sang. It would be a waste if he didn't. 

He took a drag of his cigarette, as if trying to inhale all the fine tobacco in one breath. He shuddered as the warm tobacco wreaked havoc down his lungs and then let out the smoke rings from his lips, releasing one after another easily.  

The last sensible thought I had as I watched him take another drag of his smoke was that I really wasn't in the mood to bond.

"What're your name?" he asked, turning to me with such an intense expression that it burned. 

"Rose," I murmured, still certain that I rather not learn more about him. 

"That's a beautiful name," he said, still staring with the same intensity at me. I felt as if he was stripping me with his gaze. There was something alluring about him that made it hard to look away. Perhaps the drink was what was bringing us together so easily. It was easy to bond when restrictions are lowered.  

Three more drinks in less than an hour later, we were bonding a lot. 

We had somehow managed to stagger into a shitty motel next to the bar. The woman at the counter was so accustomed to getting drunk customers that she didn't even look at us twice. I felt my face burn with something akin to shame as I watched the man pay for the room, but there was no judgment in the woman's eyes when she passed the keys to us. 

"Have a great night," she said, completely dead-panned and took another puff of her cigarette. Everybody around me seemed to be smoking tonight. 

I didn't have long to dwell on that as we were quickly busy tearing each other's clothes off. 

"Are you sure?" he asked, pulling back so he can look into my eyes. His eyes were glazed over with lust and alcohol, but he wasn't drunk enough to be completely oblivious to his actions. He wanted to make sure I was lucid enough to consent, which was a noble thought, but I rather if he had started immediately instead. Questions just complicated matters. 

"I want this," I nodded, though there was a distinct buzz in my head that warned me not to do something I'd regret. 

"I have to ask. Are you legal?" 

I laughed and reached into my pocket for my driving license. I waved it in his face, "Just turned twenty one last month. Did you not see me drinking?" I laughed. 

"Good." 

And then his lips were on mine, kissing me as if it was the most important thing in the world to him. His tongue went into my mouth, tasting every inch of me. There was a desperate need in his kiss that was infectious. I found myself responding to the desire in his kiss, leaning towards him, arms wrapping around his neck to feel more of him. Then, he pulled back and started kissed my lips, my cheeks my eyelids, then my lips again, with just enough time to send jolts of pleasure through me but not quite enough time for me to respond to his fleeting kisses. 
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