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Chapter 1 - Louisa
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“Are you going to keep eye-fucking that guy or are you going to make a move, Louisa?” my sister Thea asked me over the bar’s pounding music.

“What?” I blinked and looked back at her. “Who’s eye-fucking a guy?”

I knew exactly who she was talking about, but I still couldn’t believe I was eye-fucking anyone in a bar like this. Usually men who made eye contact with me zoomed in like sharks and started making moves. This guy, though, kept catching my eye a few tables over and holding it, a secretive smile in his eyes.

He was far from my usual type — usually I dated other dancers or guys in our circle who were muscular and all, but their muscle was different. It was all light and lean or built just for the looks. The muscle looked natural on this guy, from his broad shoulders to his sturdy arms, and it matched the rest of his tough exterior. Despite the smile in his eyes, he looked like he’d been in a fight or two in his day. But his slightly crooked nose and strong, masculine features just worked.

He said a few words to the people he was with, then got up and walked toward the bar.

“Here, get me another gin and tonic,” Thea said, chugging her more than half full drink and slamming it on the table. “Now.”

“Wow, okay,” I said, standing up. “Subtle.”

“Listen, the fact that you’re eye-fucking that hottie across the room has to be a sign,” Thea said. “Now go talk to him.”

A sign of what? My overall horniness? It had been a while since I’d gotten properly laid. I had zero chemistry with the last guy I slept with and that was...yikes, six months ago. Sex with him was like I went to the movies, bought popcorn, and sat through the previews, only to realize that they were playing the bloopers from the least interesting movie ever for three hours straight.

I just wanted to get nailed until I couldn’t walk straight and go on with my life without wasting any time on a doomed relationship. Was that too much to ask for?

I weaved through the half-standing, half-dancing crowd to the bar, near where my guy was waiting, leaning against the bar with one person between us. My heart pounded as the person between us left, leaving an opening. I was usually the one who got approached by men, not the other way around, so I hoped that he would say something first.

“Hey,” he said, sliding over into the open space. “It’s nice to see you up close and not through a crowd of people.”

“Yeah?” was my brilliant comeback. God, had it been that long since I willingly talked to a man in a bar?

He had a deep voice that sounded a little raspy. Maybe it was from yelling over the (admittedly good) music in here. Since the music was so loud, we had to huddle close to each other to hear. I could smell his cologne, fresh and clean like soap as opposed to the rugged woodsy scent I expected.

“Yeah. I’m not used to women keeping eye contact with me for a long time,” He said, then paused. “That came out kind of weird. I’m just saying I have a look, and that look would make me a perfect casting choice for Eastern European mobster #5 in any action movie. It’s usually not a vibe that invites lingering eye contact.”

I snorted. “When you’re not talking, maybe.”

“What do I look like when I’m talking, then?” he asked, a smile spreading across his face. He transformed from vaguely intimidating to big cuddly teddy bear in an instant.

“Like someone I want to keep talking to,” I said.

And more than that. Being this close to him gave me a deeper appreciation of his muscular build and let me get a look at his blue eyes. He was wearing a pale blue t-shirt that made them almost glow when the bar’s low lights hit them just right.

“If we’re going to keep talking, can I buy you another drink?” he asked, glancing over my shoulder. “Though I don’t want to keep you from your friend.”

“Oh, that’s my sister. She’s the one who sent me over here to ‘get her another drink’ when in reality, she was just trying to get me to talk to you,” I said. “And sure, another margarita would be nice.”

The guy caught the bartender’s attention and ordered us another round on his tab. My new dating rule was to only let guys buy me drinks — no gifts, no dinners, nothing like that. Drinks were standard dating currency, even for me.

“Funnily enough, my friends also sent me over here to get another round.” He nodded his head towards his table, where a man and a woman were watching us. They looked away when they noticed us watching back. “They’re not subtle in the slightest.”

“Neither is my sister.” I sipped my new margarita. I was already slightly tipsy, and this new drink was stronger than ever. At least it was a small glass. “She basically threatened me to go talk to you. She said it was a sign.”

“What kind of sign is that?” He asked, leaning one elbow against the bar so he was facing me.

“I don’t know. She’s very into the whole horoscopes and crystals lifestyle.” I sighed. “If you even mention astrological signs, she’ll go deep into analyzing every inch of your personality. If you mention what time you were born, she’ll probably try to make your chart right then and there.”

“Oh damn, so my plan to ask you what your sign is just to compare it with mine is a no-go?” He asked, his voice deadpan but his eyes twinkling with humor. “I brought my chart to the bar for nothing.”

“Definitely a no-go.”

I mirrored his posture, especially since doing so pushed up my cleavage a little bit. I was wearing a silky tank top, like I usually did on hot evenings like this, but that was more for comfort rather than seduction. Even so, his eyes darted down to the neckline of my top before he glanced back up at my face. The look lit me up almost instantly, to my surprise. It was so blatant, but somehow not out of line.

“I’m Isaac, by the way,” he said.

“I’m Louisa.”

“Nice to meet you, Louisa,” he said. I liked the way he said my name, like it felt good on his tongue. “Do you want to dance?”

“Sure,” I said, hopefully not sounding as relieved as I was. We both drained our drinks like college students at a party and went into the crowd.

Dancing was my thing. Through all the messes that our parents’ greed got us into and all the ‘friendships’ that I thought I could depend on, dance was there to help me take my mind off of things. I started off with ballet as a kid, like a lot of little girls did, but I was hooked. I even majored in it, despite my parents’ pleas for me to study something practical like business so I could join our family’s company.

In retrospect, I wasn’t sure why they wanted me to major in business since ripping people off and lying about it probably wasn’t covered in the curriculum. I did take one pre-law class that helped me understand how screwed my parents were once someone caught onto their scheme, though.

Isaac led me to the dance floor and pulled me into his arms. He was just as warm as I’d expected, our hips brushing against each other. Even though the bar wasn’t a club in the traditional sense, there were a lot of people on the makeshift dance floor, making the air even warmer around us.

I found the beat easily and slid my free hand up and around Isaac’s neck. To my surprise, he found it too, moving with grace despite his bulky size. We fell in sync like we’d been dancing with each other for years.

It had been so long since I’d even touched a man that being up against Isaac was making my body ache with need. I slid one of my legs between his. I could make my intentions very clear with my dancing, even if I couldn’t use my words.

I tested the waters by grinding on his leg a little bit. He lifted his leg to increase the pressure, making me quietly groan. I was wearing a skirt that was reasonably long, but the angle we were in pushed it up so his jeans rubbed against the crotch of my panties.

For the moment, I didn’t care that we were in the middle of a bar. It was me, him, and whatever connection we somehow had. Even though I was the less “woo-woo” sister, I couldn’t deny that something about Isaac’s energy gelled with mine. Maybe it was pheromones.

I danced against him like we weren’t in public and he met my every move like he knew what was coming. His hands skimmed up and down my body, giving me tastes of what I hoped was to come. He never rested in one spot for very long. I wasn’t sure how long we danced — the songs flowed together and so did we — but eventually, he abruptly twirled me around so my back was to his front, his arms possessively across my middle. I felt his hardening cock against my ass and rubbed against it.

“What are your plans for later, Louisa?” he asked, planting a kiss behind my ear.

“My ideal plans, or the ones that I had before we started dancing?” I asked, tilting my head back. I wanted him to kiss my neck, to bite me.

“Ideal ones.”

“Going somewhere else with you. Maybe your place,” I said, feeling heated and ready to go without him taking off a single stitch of my clothing.

“Funnily enough, I had those same plans.” He chuckled. “Want to head out? I live nearby.”

I nodded, my body strung tight with anticipation. I usually didn’t do this. Most of my one-night stands were with friends of friends, not total strangers. I checked in with Thea so someone knew where the hell I was going, then we left.

Isaac lived a short walk away from the bar, and we passed the time half-focusing on small talk. Both of our minds were elsewhere. He lived in a nice, but not too fancy building. We took the two flights up to his apartment, the sound of his keys jingling filling the hallway. I didn’t take in a single detail of his apartment besides the fact that we were inside because I threw myself at him the second the door closed.

He made a small sound of surprise against my lips, catching me around my waist so I didn’t send him toppling over. Once he had a grip on me, he had the control. He pulled me through his apartment with all the coordination of a dance, pressing me against the wall to kiss me more until he decided we should move on.
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