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The first time I saw him, he caught my eye immediately. Through the writhing sea of people across the expanse of the club, I noticed him as soon as he walked in the door. There was something about him that drew me, and I found myself unable to look away. Tall, he was, in a long black jacket. Dark hair, parted to one side, hanging alongside the line of his angular jaw. Skin light brown, which made his pale eyes even more striking. A field of golden light illuminated him, a glow that set him apart from everyone else around him. 

I rubbed my eyes, shaking my head. Of course he couldn’t be glowing, I was imagining things. But when I looked back at him again, I could still see it. Nobody else seem to notice a glowing man in their midst, although surely such a thing would draw everyone’s attention. I must be going crazy. 

He caught me staring at him from across the room, and gave me a wink and a wide grin. I averted my eyes quickly, blushing furiously. I felt a warmth spreading between my legs, and I shifted uncomfortably. Already, I knew I wanted to fuck him. Why did I turn away, instead of smiling back? Why the sudden shyness?

I turned back to where I saw him, and glow or no glow, I had lost him in the crowd. I felt a twinge of disappointment, but the night was still early. Hopefully I would see him again later. I turned back to my friends next to me at the bar, who did not seem to notice my momentary distraction.

Already I was grateful for them for dragging me out tonight. I had been in a depressive funk for the last couple of weeks, barely leaving the house other than work, lacking the motivation to socialize or do anything constructive. They knew about my tendency to isolate myself when I got like that, and had been gently suggesting that I might feel better if I got out around people and move around on the dance floor. Despite the fact that everything seemed pointless and without meaning, I eventually got up enough energy to push myself to get out anyway. I knew continuing to stare at the same four walls was not doing me any good.
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