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        GET the RECIPE for Majik’s Chocolate Peanut Butter Cake  from BEST MAN ON CAMPUS When you sign up for SQ’s Newsletter!

        I love this recipe for my favorite food combination in cake form. The boys at BMOC House & the Stephanie Queen House love it too!
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        To really sink into the emotions and let them have their way with you, to make you feel like you are living in the characters’ skins, I highly recommend you listen to these songs while you read– before and after too!

        Somewhere Over the Rainbow by Israel "IZ" Kamakawiwoʻole

        BROKEN TOGETHER by Casting Crowns

        SORRY by Halsey

        SHOT by Imaagine Dragons

        DREAM by Imagine Dragons

        Damaged by Post Malone

        Bad Girlfriend by Theory of a Dead Man

        Bring Me to Life by Evanesence
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          Jazzy

        

      

    

    
      When I was 15

      “This is Mrs. Majiski, Jasmine.” The social worker, who I made the mistake of thinking might give a fuck, hands me off to a woman who takes up all the space in the small office. “She’ll be your foster mother for the next three years. Until you turn eighteen.”

      Fat fucking chance. I stare at the woman, who could be a stunt double for the Incredible Hulk and has the fashion sense of a homeless man. There’s no relief to the desolation permeating the woman called Majiski. No smile, no warmth, nothing but those grayish eyes that cut right through me.

      Well, fuck. I hope she sees what I’m thinking because I don’t say a word. I can out-tough the bitch, mentally at least. And I sure as fuck can outrun her. In fact, there’s no fucking way I’m staying with her for more than three weeks, let alone three years. I turn back to the social worker, screaming traitor with my eyes.

      “Did they find Killian’s murderer yet?” That’s all I need from her. That’s all I need from life now. To sing his songs, my songs, and to find the bitch who killed my uncle.

      Uncle Killian is the only man who ever loved me.

      Or he was.

      Now I have no one in the world and nothing but his guitar and a gut full of raging murderous fucking anger to live on. It’s more than enough.

      “No,” she says. “Don’t focus on that, Jasmine. You need to move on.”

      I don’t bother telling her what she can do with her worthless advice.

      Hitching my duffel bag onto my shoulder, I follow the silent Majiski, the social worker trailing us to the door. Probably so I won’t bolt. But I have nowhere to go right now and I’m not the type to live on the streets.

      Since I ran away from my last foster home and stayed with a friend, they told me they’re taking me out of my environment for a fresh start where no one knows about the murder. Where I have no fucking friends nearby to help me escape.

      With one hand on the passenger door to the commercial van that Majiski leads us to, I spin around. I have one last request for the social worker.

      “You’ll call me as soon as the police find the murderer--Sarah?”

      She inhales deeply and looks at the sky, then nods at me like a fucking phone call is going to kill her. I open the door, shove my bag on the floor in front, and hoist myself into the van. As soon as I close the door, Majiski pulls out of the parking lot of the DSS building in Concord, New Hampshire, and starts driving me to who the hell knows where. My chest tightens as my heart palpitates with the adrenaline shouting at me, the fight-or-flight urge.

      “Call me Majik. You’ll be fine.” Majiski’s smoke-graveled voice cracks open the silence in the van, making me jump and not helping my heart rate any to get under control.

      “No shit,” I say, not feeling it, but not admitting to any weakness. I’m going on instinct here because Grams took care of me most of my life until Uncle Killian took over. Either way I never worried about being weak or being all right or being alone and on my own. But that’s where I am now. Sent straight to my worst nightmare. The foster system. I’m one of those kids I used to feel sorry for now.
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      Those first months, while I waited for the nightmare of foster care to end, plotting my escape, Majik fed me delicious food, giving me the only kind of comfort I could tolerate. She kept her distance but remained a solid dependable presence. I went to the new high school and avoided making friends because I was planning to leave. I stuck to playing my guitar and writing my songs.

      The only point of contention was therapy. She won out within two weeks after I missed a few meals in foolish protest.

      And I never did leave.

      I call it the Majik Miracle that I ended up with a scholarship to St. Paul University where she works as a cook in an off-campus house.  I’ll be a performing arts music major with a minor in poetry.

      Majik says it was me winning a national high school poetry contest that got me into SPU. We both know I would never have entered the contest without her quiet, dogged insistence.

      During my time with Majik, I called the social worker weekly to find out if Killian’s murderer had been caught. And every week the social worker told me I should be calling the police. Either way, they haven’t found the woman who murdered Killian. Three years later, I’m no longer under the illusion they’re trying. But I call again anyway. One last try for old times sake.

      “What progress have they made?”

      “I don’t know, Jazzy. I can’t help you,” the social worker tells me.

      “You don’t want to fucking help me.”

      “You don’t want help. If you did, you’d call the police. You’re too afraid to find out the real truth.”

      I hang up on the bitch and vow never to call her again. Next week I’m going to SPU. I don’t need her. Dr. Dani, my therapist, says I’m barely ready, but I don’t need her either.
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      When I turned eighteen, I couldn’t stay with Majik. No matter what she said. She does all right for herself, but the money to support me was no longer being paid by the state and the last thing I want to be is a burden.

      Now I’m a junior and I have a place of my own near SPU. Majik works close to campus. So I see her sometimes, stop in and check on her.

      I want to make something of myself with my music. I want to go places.

      I don’t want to end up like Killian.

      All I need to do is get over my sex hang-up, according to Dr. Dani’s last advice. Hah. What does she know? I like men. They like me. No problem.

      Dr. Dani’s idea, and the idea of every other female I know, about what makes a healthy relationship is my idea of a trap. A death wish.

      Majik said I’d find someone good and decent at SPU. She knows a lot of guys there since she cooks for the BMOC House—Big Man on Campus House—a non-frat house full of boys, all athletes. The place sounds like someone’s inside joke but if they have her for a cook then they’re not stupid. And they’re fucking well fed.

      I tell her sure, I’ll find someone. Someday. Maybe.

      But in real life, I don’t fucking believe in unicorns. That was for Baby Jazzy, the little girl who once had a Grams and a Killian to believe in.

      My past is past. And in spite of Dr. Dani’s insistence that I need to get a grip on it, to deal with it and come to fucking peace with it, I know I need to shove it in a dungeon and leave it there. Grams and Killian are gone.

      At night sometimes my heart hurts because I long for his love and wish he were here. He made me feel safe.

      But my soul hurts more because seeping through the cracks of my broken heart is the whisper that I’m better off with him gone.

      Shortly after I got to SPU, the nightmares started up again, but I didn’t tell anyone. I deal with them.

      How?

      I make sure I have male company as often as I can. Men I don’t care about, men I can control, men who are fine with getting sucked off and spending the night to give me nothing but body heat and a target for my dreams when they turn dark.

      It worked well enough to get me to junior year.

      Now, it doesn’t.

      Why?

      Because Majik starts filling my head with stories of an upstanding young man she knows at SPU. Who talks like that?

      Apparently he’s the kind of guy who saves kittens from trees, helps the elderly across streets, and remembers her birthday with a singing video text. He actually drove her to a doctor appointment when she needed it—which pisses me off because I could have driven her. But she would never ask. Which makes me wonder how the hell unicorn boy managed it.

      “This guy—what does he look like?” Not that I’m superficial, but I know there’s a catch.

      “He’s hot.”

      “If he lives at BMOC House he must be a jock. You know I hate jocks.” I don’t, but I say it to get a rise from her. A foolish ambition that never succeeds.

      She smiles because this is the first time I respond to any of her hints or comments about this special guy of hers.

      “How old is he? You thinking of a cougar hookup for yourself?” She swats me in the arm. It’s a mild action but she’s big, so it packs some pain. Not the rise I was looking for. I don’t react. We’re a pair, neither of us reacting to things. It’s why I like her. Why I would love her if I had any left in me.

      “He’s a senior. This is your last chance for a shot at him Jazzy. Don’t let him go.”

      “I don’t know anything about him. You won’t even tell me his name or what sport he plays—how am I supposed to get a shot at him?”

      “All you have to do is ask,” she says. I stand in the doorway of her small house where I once lived, ready to take off for my singing gig at Wildbeast Pizza, and I stare at her. She stares back. I sigh dramatically because I hate when she makes up her mind to make a point, to make me ask—for anything.

      “Okay. You win. What the fuck is this paragon’s name?”

      “Ben.”

      “Ben what?”

      “Ben Weaver.”

      “What sport?”

      “Hockey.”

      I blow out a whistle. “A nice violent sport, someone I can sink my teeth into.” She swats me again though she has no idea the violent streak I have, the rage I unleash on men. It’s nothing I can get arrested for, but I play hard and I keep control.

      “Be good, Jazzy. Smile for what you have. Don’t cry for what’s gone.” Those are her standard parting words, the ones she’s said to me every night since I’ve known her. But it’s not just the words, it’s the truth, the real emotion behind them, knowing she feels the words, and lives the words. It’s the only time she ever shows emotion, ever gives me advice and it’s always the same, but it’s always powerful, like she’s giving me a shot of some drug to get me through my day. Or through my night.

      She’s giving me a piece of herself with her words and everything behind them. I take her hand and squeeze it, the way I always do. I think we’ve only hugged a handful of time since I’ve known her  in five years.

      But today, standing in her kitchen, I have the urge to hug her. Reaching my arms around her, I hold on, riding out the flood of memories of past hugs, the ones from people who are gone. She doesn’t move or show anything more than mild surprise, but I know she feels it because I’m giving her a piece of myself. And the funny thing is it’s not a loss, it feels more like I gain something.

      There’s probably a lesson in there somewhere for me to apply to other relationships and life, but I’m like a baby barely gone from crawling to standing when it comes to relationships. Somehow I went backward that night five years ago, went from being a relatively normal girl to an empty prickly husk. Majik’s brought me back as far as she can. But she can’t do anything for my issues with male relationships, as Dr. Dani would say.

      I need to tackle that on my own. With the help of one brave fucking man. A unicorn.

      Too bad I don’t believe in unicorns. But maybe the treasure hunt will be fun.
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          Ben

        

      

    

    
      The minute someone spills a drink on Jasmine Romano I know the night is fucked. Jazzy’s got a rep as a hot-tempered mess. I keep my eye on her as she wipes her hands over her barely covered, unrestrained breasts. She flicks the foam off her T-shirt. My dick is riveted. She’s an Italian wet dream oozing sex and sin. I realize I’m staring like a fucking adolescent and I jolt my attention to her words.

      “You bitch.” Jazzy yells. “You spilled that beer on me purposely.” She gets in the space of Kace’s current girl, Phoebe.

      “Why would I do that, you paranoid nutcase?”

      Shit. The hockey team’s supposed to be out celebrating our win tonight. Clinching second place in the Hockey East conference. Not first place, which has Coach fucking mad as hell.

      The last thing we need is to be caught in the middle of a fight—not even a cat fight. There was enough brawling during the game and the coach is fucking ready to roll heads, accusing us of having ambitions to be nothing more than minor league goons. He doesn’t like coming in second any more than the rest of us. Either way, I jump in between the two girls—valiant of me—to prevent bloodshed at Wildbeast Pizza.

      “Hey, it’s okay,” I say to Jazzy,  squeezing between her and Phoebe. Kace pulls his girl away while I stare down into Jazzy’s fiery dark eyes, watching them pop with sparks of gold and I swear I see flames.

      She doesn’t back away, so I take a step back to remove myself from the swirl of overwhelming heat and crackling energy that she emanates. Her sensual pull is dizzying.

      “Fuck that,” she says, lifting a pitcher off the table next to us. The guys sitting there are too focused on the show to care that she’s confiscating their beer. “That chick wants to embarrass me, but she has no fucking clue. I’m impossible to embarrass.”

      “Don’t do it,” I say, knowing talk is useless.

      Jazzy lunges to the side, arm ready to fling the contents of the pitcher at Phoebe, but I’m ready and reach out to stop her and I catch her wrist.

      The pitcher slips from her hand and shatters on the floor. Beer splatters and glass shards scatter in a large circle as people jump back out of the way. Jazzy pulls from my grasp and, to my horror, she slips on the beer, crashing down directly on top of the pile of broken glass. Fuck.

      “Jesus fucking—” She pushes herself from the floor.

      “Don’t.” Fuck. I reach down and pull her to her feet. But not before she ends up with a small shard of glass, maybe more, stuck in the palm of her hand. Bleeding like a hose.

      The sight of it hurts me, but I tighten my gut against the nausea I know will come.

      “Shit, that hurts like a—”

      “Let me see it.” I’m holding onto her now and I can feel her shaking, as blood drips down her arm. I take her hand when the last thing I want to do is look at a bloody cut.

      “Oh my god. Are you okay?” Phoebe says.

      “She’ll be fine.” I nod at Kace and our crowd subsides, their previous enthusiasm for bloodlust gone with the reality. Now their faces and voices show concern, if not shame.

      “Dr. Hockey will take care of it,” Kace says.

      With an arm around Jazzy’s waist to steady her, because she’s clearly shaky and pale now, I guide her to the back of the crowded noisy bar of our campus pizza joint.

      Holding her injured hand up as we move, I feel the blood dripping and my gut roils. I keep my eyes averted and meet her eyes instead, resentful and fighting against her pain, like she’s licking her chops and getting ready to rip into me, chew, and spit out a chunk when she’s done.

      “This is your fault,” she bites out.

      “I’m sorry, Jazzy. I’ll fix it. I’ll fix you.”

      She snorts a half-hearted laugh and I can feel her energy flagging, the anger that sustains her ebbing away.

      Looking toward the back of the bar, I lead her that way.

      “Let’s get you cleaned up before you catch E coli from the germs on the floor of this shit-hole.”

      “Fuck you if you’re too good for this place. You don’t have to come here with your hockey friends to drink.”

      “You’re right, I didn’t mean to offend you. But the bacteria doesn’t care if you’re offended, so I’m going to disinfect your cut.”

      “The only reason I’m letting you take care of this is because it hurts like a bitch. And I can’t stand the sight of blood.” She leans against me and somehow I know it’s the last thing she wants to do, so she must be hurting.

      “Don’t look at it. Keep your mind on something else,” I say, as if that might be doable. It’s the way I try to deal with blood.

      Leon, the bartender and manager, points me into a back room.

      “She okay? She need an ambulance?” he asks.

      “Hell no,” she grits out, stumbling forward.

      “I can take care of it if you have a first aid kit.” I say, trying not to grit my teeth, trying not to let dizziness win out.

      Leon nods and goes into the small office ahead of us and gets a white box emblazoned with a red cross. He sets it on the desk that faces the far wall. Someone calls him from the bar and he looks at me for permission to leave.

      “Don’t worry—I got this.”

      He leaves and closes the door behind him. Jazzy’s leaning heavily on me now and the stench of blood mixing with the dust and stale beer of the closed room forces me to close my eyes for a second.

      “Let’s get you in the chair.” I have one arm under her shoulder, half carrying her, and I look at her face, really look at it. It’s paler than white and her dark-lashed eyelids flutter. “Don’t lose it now, Jazzy.”

      “I know, but I…” That’s all she manages to whisper as she faints in my arms, eyes fluttering closed.

      Shit. I let go of her bloody wrist and lift her with both arms, carrying her the last few steps to the chair and wishing for a couch or a cot or something I could lay her on. But I make do, taking my hoodie off and stuffing it behind her head for support and putting her bloody hand on the desk where I can remove the glass.

      First, I pat her face lightly to revive her. Mistake. Her eyes fly open and she tenses, struggles against me.

      “What are you doing?” She tries to hit me with her bloody hand, but I catch it.

      “Shhh, it’s all right Jazzy. I’m Ben Weaver. I’m going to take care of your cut.” I don’t think she needs stitches. Most of the cuts I’ve seen on the hockey team get butterflied and are good to go.

      I force her hand back onto the desktop. She glances at it and loses whatever fight she had.

      “Oh my god…” Her voice fades.

      “Keep your eyes averted.” I put a hand on her cheek and turn her head to face me. “Why don’t you look the other way, sing a song or something.” She gives a nervous laugh.

      “I don’t mind looking at you. You have a movie-star face, which is strange for a hockey player.”

      I smile as I open the box and find the antiseptic and tweezers.

      “This might hurt, Jazzy. Sing me a song.” I don’t tell her I could use the distraction as much as she can as I tense everything in me against the shaking and the rise of nausea, the pinpricks of dizziness faint against my need to concentrate.

      She starts singing in a shaky voice and I listen as I work, removing the largest piece of glass from her palm.

      “This might sting,” I say as I clean the cut with antiseptic. She doesn’t flinch while I breathe deep through my mouth, trying not to smell the blood although I have no idea if it’s the smell that makes me want to hurl. I check her arm for any more glass, removing a few small pieces.

      You are the one shiny star in my life,

      the one who gives meaning to my strife;

      Having you is something I never thought I’d savor;

      It’s like the devil himself has God doing me a favor;

      Sweetness to the point of pain;

      Jasmine, I gave you your name;

      Now I can’t have you when all I want is you;

      Jazzy, you make me so insane.

      Her words are soft at first, but her voice gathers strength, stops shaking, and I listen to the sadness as I search the kit for antibiotic cream and bandages. The song was obviously written for her by a past lover. A stab of lonely envy strikes me and I laugh at myself.

      Jazzy? The last thing I need is trouble with a girl like her.

      Someone else can have her and her deep-seated wild passion. I can see clearly now it’s born of past pain. But no matter how vulnerable she looks, I know she’s not worth whatever it would take to make her whole. I don’t know her and I can’t afford to care. Not past taking care of a few cuts on her hand, even if I can see and hear in her voice that she suffers from cuts far worse, the kind deep in her soul.

      I find what I need to clean the blood from her hand and arm.

      “Nice song,” I say when she stops and I secure the bandage and stand, gritting my teeth against the surge of nausea now that I’m finished. I take a long slow deep breath to shake it off.

      She ignores my comment, venturing a look at her hand, and then smiles at me.

      “You’re good at this.”

      I’m in danger of vomiting, but I don’t tell her.

      “Tell that to the med schools I’m applying to.” I take her good hand to pull her from the chair. “All set.”

      “Med school. Damn. I thought you were going to be a big hockey star and I could score myself some big-shot jock cock.”  No humor in her sarcasm, she eyes me with interest more than disappointment.

      “Guess you’re feeling better. And don’t pretend you’re disappointed.”

      She laughs. It’s a startling sound that does more to light my cock than the sight of her nipples through her wet T-shirt.

      “You’re right, I don’t give a fuck what you do. Maybe the rumor I heard isn’t true.”

      “What rumor is that?”

      “That you’re being scouted by the NHL.”

      I shake my head, suppressing the beat of excitement. “It’s true.” I shrug. “But it doesn’t matter. Being a doctor is more important than playing hockey.”

      She gives me an evil look like she knows, as if she can see through me to the dilemma in my soul. No way she has a clue.

      “Big decision. Play hockey or go to med school,” she says as if I hadn’t just told her my decision. Fuck. “The way I see it, it’s all about choosing now or the future. Which is it, unicorn boy?”

      Ignoring her sarcastic unicorn boy tag, I say, “No contest. I’m only playing hockey for the scholarship.” I lie my ass off. There may have been some truth to it once, but I love hockey and playing for St. Paul University with these guys is the best thing in my life, if I’m honest.

      Now pretending that I only play for the scholarship is a lie that’s getting harder and harder to pull off with the Hockey East championship and Frozen Four tournament coming up. And the real possibility for a shot at the NHL taunting me.

      “Let’s go,” I say as we step out of the back room.

      She laughs at me, for real, and I wonder again if she sees through me. I escort Jazzy along the bar toward the front with a hand on the small of her back hovering just above her perfect round ass. The bartender calls out to her from the back, less crowded corner, offering her a free beer to make her forget her pain.

      “Honey, you can pour an ocean of beer down my throat and it won’t put out the fire of this pain. It’s who I am. I’ll be out of my misery when I die.” She bellies up to the bar and takes the beer from Leon anyway, while I digest her words. They were spoken casually, in a devil-may-care way, but I can see in the shadow of her eyes the real hurt behind them.

      “Here’s a beer for you, too.” Leon grins. “Least we can do for you for patching up our Jazzy.”  He slides me a beer, so I sit with Jazzy in the back corner. My team is on the far side of the long bar making noise and having a good time from the sound of it.

      “You don’t have to sit with me,” she says, her chin in the air and her eyes flashing, though at a toned-down level from before.

      “I should stay with you. Make sure you don’t faint again.” I’m teasing, partly. And partly fascinated. “You sing here regularly?”

      “As regular as I can. Sunday night’s my usual night. Tonight’s extra. What about you? I don’t remember seeing you around.”

      I saw Jazzy sing once, the beginning of fall semester, before hockey season. Before classes started up because Sunday nights are my study night. Normally. But I remember her performance. She was sitting on a stool with her guitar looking like she was alone in the universe. Her hot sensuality captivated my cock, and the sound of her voice, deep and sad and haunting, made my heart bleed.

      There was no question she was fucked-up trouble, especially for a guy like me so easily addicted to trouble like her. Though I didn’t exactly vow never to come into Wildbeast Pizza on a Sunday night ever again, I didn’t jump at the chance either, sticking to my Sunday night study routine. Tonight must be my lucky night. Or not.

      “I don’t come in much. I study at night. The team comes in sometimes after home games. Usually late and if I come along I don’t stay long. But we just finished the regular season so…” I shrug.

      “You’re a serious bastard, aren’t you?”

      Instead of answering her, I drain my beer because suddenly I don’t want to be a serious bastard. Not tonight.

      “Whoa, baby. Take it easy with the beer,” she says. “You might get tipsy and then I might take advantage of you.”

      “You enjoy being outrageous, don’t you?”

      “Can’t help who I am. May as well enjoy it.” Her smile falters, just a small crack in the façade, but I see it. Of course I do. I have a talent for finding the broken girls. For trying to fix them. But this isn’t the time or place for that and Jazzy is not the right broken girl. Because there is no right broken girl.

      My mug is empty and I force myself to a stand. I’m ready to leave and rejoin my team, when she lifts her mug and drains it.

      “Watch out,” I say, serious as fuck. “That beer might go to your head too quickly after blood loss.” My concern is real.

      She laughs like I’m a comedian and slips her arm through mine.

      “Anyone ever tell you you’re too serious? It’s a good thing you’re a gorgeous hunk or you’d never get any girls. Let’s go see the rest of the hot hockey players.”

      My grin is automatic though I’m not exactly flattered. And exactly sure that it’s not a good idea to hang out with the she-devil. But short of being a rude dick, I can’t turn her away. So I go with her.

      We reach the tables where most of my teammates are gathered, surrounded by half a dozen girls, none of them with Jazzy’s spark or sex appeal. Not just because of her damn wet T-shirt. I think she would be the sexiest woman in the room even if she were in a fully padded goalie uniform. The appeal goes deep, down to her cells, to her soul, with her passionate voice and the innate sensuality that she wears freely and proudly.

      “Jazzy, meet my friends Kace and Stone and Voz—Noah Vozeniek.”  She nods and the guys say hello, the glint in their eyes betraying their more than polite interest.

      Voz, a defenseman on the team, winks at her. “I know Jazzy.”

      Figures. He might have been the guy who originated the rumors I heard about her. But she doesn’t react to him, doesn’t give him any sign of recognition or acknowledgment and shows no embarrassment.

      “Guess you don’t know her that well,” I say. He scowls. There’s no love lost between us.

      “Hey, you turned white as a ghost there with the blood,” Voz says. “You afraid of blood, big shot pre-med—”

      “Shut the fuck up, Voz,” Jazzy says. She waves her bandaged hand in the air, which has to hurt. “Doctor hockey knows his way around blood and cuts. Fixed me up like a pro.”

      That shuts Voz up and my heart rate returns to normal because having my aversion to blood outed to my team is the last thing I want. If I didn’t already have a hard-on for her, I want to kiss Jazzy silly right now for covering for me.

      I settle for giving her good hand a squeeze and introduce her to Lara, who nods with a half smile, and three more guys until she throws up her hands.

      “Are you fucking kidding me? Just sayin’, don’t expect me to remember a single one of your names tomorrow.”

      Stone tells her he likes her voice and she says who doesn’t. They talk hockey and Lara catches my eye. She pouts and slides up to my side, the one not occupied by Jazzy, who’s still hanging off me like she needs the stability. Maybe she does. Her cut must hurt like a bastard.

      “Hey, Ben,” Lara says. “You wouldn’t mind giving me a ride home, would you? I could make it worth your while—”

      “That sounds like a no-brainer invitation,” Jazzy cuts in, her attention fully on us, holding onto my arm tighter, as she stares at Lara with a vicious smile.

      “What would be even better,” she says, “is if I come along for the ride. We can have ourselves a threesome. How about it, blondie?”

      I suppress a laugh. Lara shoots me a glare.

      “You’re disgusting,” she says to Jazzy. I feel Jazzy stiffen at my side and the last thing we need is a repeat of her earlier venture into catfighting.

      “Disgusting? You don’t even know.” Jazzy lets go of me and her chin juts in the air. Moving quickly, my arm goes around her shoulders. I pull her close to me and hold her in place, tight. Lowering my head, I whisper in her ear.

      “Don’t worry, Jazzy. I’m not going home with her.”

      Lara gives me one last glare and flips me the finger before she walks off. I can’t blame her.

      “You’re just full of piss aren’t you?” I say to Jazzy. “Someone kill your kitten today?”

      “I don’t believe in kittens. Or unicorns.” She gives me an evil sexy smile and I have no trouble believing she dislikes kittens and is allergic to the unicorn concept. Her smile is designed to light my cock on fire and I can’t say I don’t feel a spark. Her shirt is almost dry, but her nipples still show through loud and clear. I’m trying not to stare, to keep my eyes on her falsely innocent-looking dimples. But she knows what she’s showing and she’s not above using her tits as weapons in a war of wills.

      “But I do believe in fucking hockey players. What are you doing tonight, hot stuff? What’s your name again?”

      I snort. She knows my name. If she doesn’t, all the better. I turn away.

      “Not up to it, eh?” She says it loudly, meaning for my friends to hear it. Meaning to embarrass me, not knowing that I don’t give a shit because I have nothing to prove.

      “I thought you hockey guys were manly.”

      It's a dare and I know it. More to the point, my cock knows it.

      A chorus of oohs comes up from the crowd gathered around our table, distracted from whatever conversations they were having. The guys are egging her on now, giving me shit for nothing because that’s what they do. Not that I care about peer pressure. And not that I want anything to do with the likes of Jazzy.

      “I dare you to come home with me and spend the night, Mr. Hockey Star.” Her hands are on her hips and she’s loud and commanding, all her energy snapping with excitement.

      “You won’t spend the night with her,” Vozeniek says. “You’re too fucking uptight about getting into med school.”

      “What does that have to do with it?” I say.

      “It’s your excuse for everything you don’t do.” He’s a shit head, but he’s right.

      A memory flashes of my dad making the excuse not to come to my hockey games because his patients needed him. Excuse? I don’t know. But the last thing I want to be is like my dad.

      “Twenty bucks says Jazzy takes him home,” Kace yells. I open my mouth in surprise and then annoyance, but I keep my cool. Kace doesn’t like Voz giving me shit. The bet is his warped way of defending me. A wild discussion about my manhood ensues. I nudge Kace, who’s standing on the other side of Jazzy.

      Leaning over her head, I say to Kace under my breath, “What the hell are you doing?”

      “You need to get wild and forget about getting into med school for one night,” he says. “The world will go on whether you get to sleep early tonight or not.”

      Jazzy lets out a hoot.

      “I have a better bet,” she shouts over the crowd. “I bet Mr. Hockey won’t last the night with me, starting right now. Who wants to put a hundred smackers against that?”

      The cheers and hoots of laughter that rise up remind me of a live performance and I wonder whether she has a stage name or makes do with Jazzy.

      She turns to me and says, “I dare you, Mr. Unicorn.”

      “You’re out of your fucking mind,” I say, mostly to her because no one else is paying attention to me. They’re all pretty far gone, either drunk or reckless by nature, or both.

      “No, baby, just horny as hell, that’s all. Can’t you help a girl out?” Rescue me? I’m drowning—” She mimics a drowning woman, holding her nose and sinking down, playing for the audience again.

      “Find another sucker—”

      “I do want to suck you, now that you mention it.”

      She’s relentless and I have no idea why, what she has in mind, but the more she talks, the more sure I am that she’s trouble. Or in trouble, way over her head. Probably my white knight complex showing. That’s what my mother would say.

      “Someone ought to teach you a lesson,” I say, testing her.

      Her eyes flash with excitement or fear, I can’t be sure.

      “I’ll take that bet, Jazzy.” Kace holds out five twenties and I wonder where he got the money. “Ben is most definitely good for the night.”

      “How are we going to know if he did or didn’t?” Stone shouts.

      “What’s the matter? You don’t trust his word?” Jazzy says.

      “You’re going to let me call it?” I say.

      “I’m sure it’ll be a unanimous vote,” she says.

      “We know Ben is good for his word,” Kace says. “Anyone else want to bet against him? My money’s on Ben the bomb. I say he’ll do it. I’m rooting for our fearless team captain to set a good example and have a night of fucking sin!” Cheers go up. One of the guys from BMOC House on the football team makes a side bet with Stone.

      “So are you up to the dare, Dr. Hockey?” Jazzy says, rubbing against my arm and I swear my arm goes stiff.

      “He has no choice,” Kace says. “He would never let me lose money on a bet.” He grins and waves a couple twenties more in the air. I wonder again where he got all the cash.

      Two more guys, not on the team, take his bet and damn if he isn’t right. He doesn’t have money to lose. Unlike a lot of the students at St. Paul’s he’s not stuffed. We have that in common. It bonded us early on.

      We both need our scholarship money to get by, and though neither of us are poor, not like Jack Hunter was, we don’t have a lot of extras. No fancy cars, no massive gaming setup with multiple screens, pedals and wheels like Stone Peterson has in his room. Not that I’d have the time to waste on that shit anyway.

      Jazzy looks up at me, the devil and fire and brimstone spouting from her in the form of undressed sex, raw and overstated, the kind that smacks me in the dick when it shouldn’t affect me at all.

      But I respond because I’m a red-blooded twenty-two-year-old man. Or trying to be a man, but I feel more like an adolescent right now, playing sex games with crazy girls on wild bets and dares.

      On the other hand, what do I have to lose? I’m not usually into one-off casual hookups, but she’s more than willing, a consenting adult, isn’t she? What am I saving it for?

      “Tell you what, Jazzy.” I throw an arm around her. “I’ll give you a ride home and we’ll see what happens.”

      “I can guarantee you’ll spout like a volcano—" she says loud enough for all to hear. Loud enough for my cock to get the message as it nods in approval.
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      We drive in silence to her place five minutes away from campus. Tension pervades the air like the smell of old food. Sex with Jazzy, though momentarily appetizing, now doesn’t seem like a healthy choice. She’s trouble for my soul. I can feel it, feel the pull of need. My need to fix and her need to be fixed. I turn into the lot of an old apartment building that looks like a giant  block of brick Legos interrupted by windows at regular intervals. Parking the car, I turn off the engine.

      “You don’t have to—” I say.

      “Chickening out already, Dr. Hockey?” She shoots me an evil smile, but her face looks pale in the moonlight, her brown eyes snapping at me with less gusto than before.

      “We’re not in grade school, Jazzy. Calling me a chicken isn’t going to—”

      “Fuck you. A bet is a bet. But if you want your friends to lose, what do I care?”

      I heave a sigh. It’s not about the bet. Not really. It’s not even about the sex, although I can’t say I’m not enticed—or was.

      It’s all about the trouble. The vulnerable girl is what entices me more than her beautifully sculpted face, fiery spirit, angelic voice, or man-slayer body. I’m a sucker for fixing broken people. It’s why I want to be a doctor. I’m more my father’s son than I want to be.

      “I’m not sure why you care,” I say. “But you do. Maybe I should find out why.”

      She gives me a sharp look with a laugh made of bravado.

      “Come on into my lair and you’ll find out a lot of things. You sure you’re not scared?” She leans in close now, invested in toying with me like the proverbial cat with a mouse. She reaches with her good hand, sliding it over my thigh to find the bulge of my cock under my jeans.

      The pressure of her hand lights up my body’s signal for sex, sparking all the hormones back to life as if they were never completely cool. No kidding.

      Jazzy oozes whatever that thing is, innate sensuality, some kind of universal driver for men to turn on the lust switch. And she knows it. Taking a deep breath, I put a hand over hers and remove it from my cock as I push my door open.

      “Let’s go inside,” I say. Being Jazzy, she slides over and follows me out the driver’s door. The move is as disconcerting as it is exciting, having all that sexual energy aimed at me. We walk to the building, side by side, touching at the hip and shoulder. I don’t put an arm around her but she stays close.

      The building’s door is unlocked and I follow her up the stairs to the second floor, watching the purposeful sway of her ass.

      “See anything you like?” she  says over her shoulder.

      I give her a light swat for encouragement. Or maybe it’s to test my own conflicting motives. I’m not sure what I want to do with Jazzy or why I’m really here. For sex or something else, like rescuing her. That would be foolish, so I shut down the idea. The last thing I need to be is someone’s fool.

      Then sex it is. That elusive night of carefree fun Kace insists I need.

      She opens the door and struts inside a studio apartment with black walls covered in concert posters. A saggy old couch sits in the middle of the floor aimed at the window. It looks like a goth hippie decorated the place with castoffs from the Salvation Army store. But I’ve seen worse. Jack Hunter’s room at BMOC House last year, for instance. The monk-style crib he had was a far cry from where he is now I’d guess, playing in the NFL.

      “Nice,” I say, and she laughs.

      Suppressing a grin, I study her.

      “I’m beginning to think you want to keep me around to have someone you can taunt,” I say. “Like you need a foil, always around to keep yourself from feeling bad.”

      She opens her mouth and then shuts it, squints at me. I wait her out, not sure if she’ll end up amused or angry. She has hair-trigger insecurities and I can feel the emotional turmoil in the air, hanging like a dark gauzy curtain over everything. She makes me itch to pull the curtain aside and expose her demons, to find out what makes her tick so violently. My heart beats in a disturbingly irregular pattern. I slip my jacket off and toss it over the arm of the rust-colored couch.

      “What the fuck is that comment all about? You going to med school to be a psychiatrist?”

      “Maybe I will. But it hardly takes a pro to see you’re fighting your demons in just about every person you see.”

      “Fucking shit. You have no clue, unicorn boy, hockey star doctor. You wouldn’t know a demon if it crawled up your—”

      “That’s enough, Jazzy.” I got my answer. It didn’t take much to pull her trigger. I pull her into my arms, to quiet her because she’s too worked up to listen or talk and that’s not what we’re here for anyway.

      Cupping the back of her head, sinking my hand into the lush waves of her dark chestnut hair, I press my mouth to her luscious, almost snarling lips. The need to taste her vibrates through me, conquering the real fear that she might bite my tongue off, literally. She’s like an untamed wildcat, a hissing snake, and a fallen angel combined in the person of a gloriously voluptuous beauty.

      She doesn’t bite. She opens up and sucks me in, explores every corner of me like she’s braille-reading my soul with her tongue. The instant heat fires me up, burning away any residual hesitation I have about taking whatever this she-devil offers. If all she wants is to suck my cock, so be it. I’ve heard rumors that’s all she does, though I never gave the whispers much thought until now.

      Panting and glowing with heat, she nips my lower lip and says, “Drop your drawers. I want that steel rod, I want a Ben-the-unicorn shooter down my throat.” She slips her good hand inside my jeans and wraps her fingers around the tip of my hard cock while all I can do is groan and catch my breath.

      “What do you get?” I push her backward against the back of the couch. “What if I want Jazzy-the-she-devil cum juice on my tongue?” I fill my hands with her perfect round breasts, thumbing her nipples through her shirt. She squirms in my arms.

      “Let’s take it one step at a time, big boy.” She squeezes the tip of my cock, punishingly hard, and I grit my teeth. I can hear the note of fear under the tease in her voice, see the reluctance in her eyes. No way do I want to be part of a one-sided conquest, so I step away from her, lifting her hand from my pants as my cock wants to disown me.

      “Hey,” she says, momentarily confused. Then she regains her devilish glint and gives me a shove. “I guess your friend loses his bet then.”

      I shrug. “I’ll cover him for it.”

      She studies me. “What’s your problem? You too good for me?”

      I laugh. “I’m not too good for anyone, Jazzy. But you’re not really interested in me.”

      “Is that right?” She waves her hand in the air. “Not what the hand in the pants says to me.” She comes back to me and pulls her hips into mine with her one hand grabbing my ass in a tight fist meant to hurt. Although all I feel is hot lust kicking up and my cock reaching out to the promised land as she grinds into me. I put my hands on her shoulders and stroke them down her arms, stopping her when she tries to suck at my neck to leave a mark like a sexy
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