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“Those guys are totally checking us out,” Katerina says with a giggle.

I follow the direction of my friend’s gaze. Two guys are indeed looking at us. One of them is a cute blond All-American guy in a white button-down, and he’s smiling at Katerina. The other guy is a tall, dark, and handsome man who’s intimidating as hell with his all-black designer suit and decidedly non-smiling face. 

And he’s staring right at me.

Of course Katerina gets the cute friendly guy and I get a guy who sends a shiver down my spine. And not in the pleasant way.

“Man, they’re both hot,” Katerina says. “Do you want to go talk to them?”

I say, “Um...” 

Before I can answer, a server walks up to us and presents us with two cocktails. “Courtesy of the gentlemen over there.” 

Katerina grins, taking one cocktail for herself and handing me the other one. “Thank you.”

I get a nervous feeling in the bottom of my stomach as I stare at the pink cocktail. For the two hours Katerina and I have been sitting in the nightclub, I’ve been nursing one glass of mediocre Riesling because my nearly broke ass wasn’t going to drop 20 bucks on a cocktail. I look across the room. Mr. Tall, Dark, Handsome, and Intimidating is still staring at me.

“Come on, Courtney, let’s go talk to them,” Katerina says. Before I can come up with some sort of excuse, she takes my hand and drags me to the two men. She sits next to Mr. All-American. For a second, I stand awkwardly. Maybe I should run to the restroom. Before I can move, Mr. Tall, Dark, Handsome, and Intimidating grabs my hand and says, “You can sit next to me.” 

I swallow. “Okay,” I say lamely. As I sit down, he doesn’t let go of me. I gaze at our intertwined hands. What is with this guy?

“Do you want to dance, Katerina?” the blond guy asks.

“Sure!” my friend replies, beaming at him. Without another word, Katerina and Mr. All-American hit the dance floor, leaving me alone with Mr. Tall, Dark, Handsome, and Intimidating.

Great.

“Do you not like that cocktail?” he asks. “I can get you another one.”

Is he trying to get me drunk? “This cocktail is fine,” I say. Then I take a sip. A very, very small sip to ensure that I don’t get intoxicated around him. Which is kind of a shame because the cocktail is really good. No wonder it costs 20 bucks.

“What’s your name?” 

“Courtney Smith,” I say without thinking. I curse in my head. I should have given him a fake name.

He raises his eyebrows. “Smith?”

I want to roll my eyes. 90% of people express their skepticism when I give them my last name because of the features I inherited from my Chinese mother. “My dad’s white,” I explain.

“Oh. For a second, I thought you were trying to give me a fake name.”

Oh God. “What’s your name?” I ask politely.

“Stephen Montgomery.”

The name sounds vaguely familiar to me, but I can’t remember where I’ve heard it before. 

“Do you want to dance?” he asks.

“Oh, I don’t really like to dance,” I say. I only went to the nightclub because Katerina forced me to go with her. I would’ve preferred going to the movie theater or a nice, quiet restaurant, but Katerina said, “I’m horny and I need to go to a place where I can find me some dick.” Since she has secured herself some dick, I should be free to go now. If Stephen would just let go of my hand.

“Let’s go to my place then,” he says.

My eyes turn wide. I've never jumped into bed with someone I just met, and I’m not going to start with this man who makes me nervous as hell. I can’t really put my finger on why he makes me so nervous. He is unbelievably handsome, but something in my gut is telling me to stay away from him. “I have a boyfriend,” I say, trying to sound convincing.

“You don’t have a boyfriend. And even if you did...” Now he smiles. It should put me at ease, but instead, it sends a shiver through my body. “I’m sure you would find me better in bed.”

What an arrogant prick. “I should go.” 

His hand is still holding mine. “Do you really want to go?”

Okay, there is something wrong with this guy. Did Katerina leave me alone with a serial killer? If I was a bad-ass chick, I would say something cool like, If you don’t let go of my hand right now, motherfucker, I’m going to kick you in the balls. Because I am a lame wimp, I say, “Uh, could you let go of my hand?”

To my relief, his hand leaves mine. 

I clear my throat. “It’s getting late. I need to go before the buses stop running.”

He frowns. “You shouldn’t take the bus this late at night. Let me drive you home.”

Ha, no chance in hell, dude. “I’m fine with taking the bus.”

“I’m not fine with you taking the bus.”

Since when does your opinion matter, bro? “Stephen—”

“At least let me call you a cab.”

The thought of a cab fills me with anxiety. Cabs are so expensive. 

As if reading my mind, he adds, “I’ll pay for it.”

“I can’t let you do that.”

“Courtney, you have two choices. You can either let me drive you home or let me pay for a cab. I’m not letting you take the bus by yourself.”

Why does this stranger think he can forbid me from taking public transportation? But I would be lying if I said the idea of avoiding the bus didn
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