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The bass thumped so hard it rattled glasses behind the bar and sent tremors through the floor. Strobe lights carved flashes of silver and blue across the writhing crowd. The place was electric, a Friday night club at its peak, bodies packed tight, the DJ spinning tracks loud enough to blur thoughts into pure instinct.

Ethan shouldered his way through the mess of people, weaving past sweaty dancers and groups shouting over the music. He wasn’t even sure why he’d agreed to this; clubs weren’t usually his scene. But his friends had insisted, and now here he was, searching for something more interesting than small talk with strangers who were already too drunk to string sentences together.

That’s when he noticed him.

At the far end of the bar, half-illuminated by shifting neon, stood a guy leaning casually with a drink in hand. Tall, broad-shouldered, hair that caught the light in messy waves, and a grin that suggested he already knew how good he looked. He wasn’t just watching the crowd; he was surveying it, as if he could spot the rare spark among all the chaos.

And then their eyes locked.

It was nothing at first but the guy didn’t look away. He held Ethan’s gaze, one corner of his mouth curling into a smirk that was equal parts challenge and invitation.

Intrigued, Ethan angled toward him, pushing through the press of people until he found himself at the bar beside him.

“Not dancing?” Ethan asked, raising his voice over the music.

The guy turned, taking him in with an easy confidence. “Not unless someone worth it asks.” His tone was low, cocky, the kind of voice that carried even through the noise.

Ethan let out a quick laugh. “Smooth. Do you use that line often?”

“Depends,” the guy replied, sipping his drink. “Does it sound like it’s working?”

Ethan tilted his head, pretending to consider. “Eh... six out of ten. You might want to try harder.”

That earned him a raised brow and a grin. “Tough crowd. Lucky for you, I enjoy a challenge.” He extended his hand, casual but deliberate. “I’m Lucas.”

“Ethan.” He shook his hand, firm grip, warm skin, longer than necessary. Neither of them let go quickly.

For a moment, the noise of the club faded. The air between them buzzed with something sharper than the bass, a pull, a spark, the unmistakable awareness that this was not a normal introduction.

Lucas leaned closer, voice dropping. “So, tell me, Ethan. If I get a six out of ten for one line, what would I need to do to get a ten?”

Ethan’s lips quirked. “That depends. Are you looking for extra credit, or just barely passing?”
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