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  Saint Jenny
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Heat rolled off the crowd in waves as the doors swung shut behind us, cutting off the street noise and trapping the pulse inside. My skin dampened within seconds. Perfume, beer, and cheap fog machine smoke mixed in the air until it tasted metallic. Lights strobed pink, then blue, washing over painted faces and plastic horns. Someone in fake fangs brushed past, trailing glitter across my arm. 
I tugged at the hem of my white dress and tried to straighten the halo that refused to stay upright. The wire caught on my curls again. It didn’t help that every movement of my gold heels stuck faintly to the floor. The place was packed wall to wall, bodies moving to the beat, masks slipping with sweat. I caught sight of a woman in a latex catsuit and a man wearing nothing but angel wings, tight shorts, and confidence.
Megan laughed beside me, loud and bright. Her silver jumpsuit threw flashes across the room each time she turned. Bracelets clinked against her wrist as she caught my hand.
“Come on, Saint Jenny. It’s Halloween, not Sunday school.”
“I need a drink first,” I said.
“You always say that before something good happens.” She grinned and tugged me forward.
I let her lead. The bass shook through the soles of my shoes, thumping deep enough to feel in my ribs. People pressed from all sides, the smell of cologne and sweat building until it blurred my sense of space.
Megan shouted something I couldn’t hear and threw her hands up to the music. Light scattered over her glittered collarbone. I smiled in spite of myself. She was more comfortable here than I was, but the crowd pressed close, hot and bright, whispering that the night was young.
I spotted my big brother Chris first, towering over the crowd near the bar. The red-and-black plaid made him easy to find, sleeves rolled up, a fake axe hanging from his belt. He looked relaxed, laughing with someone beside him. Then I saw who stood there.
Bobby Keller.
The devil himself.
He wore black jeans that fit like sin and a red silk shirt unbuttoned just enough to show a strip of skin. Sweat gleamed along his collarbone. The horns on his head caught the red light every time it flashed, and those strange gold contacts turned his eyes into something almost feral. The air around him seemed to thin.
Chris spotted me and waved. I raised a hand back, trying to look casual, but Bobby had already seen me. His gaze found me across the crowd, unhurried and exact. My pulse jumped to the beat of the music, fast and deep. I forgot about the halo until it tilted again, catching in my hair. It felt childish now, a plastic joke perched above a body that didn’t feel innocent.
Megan shouted in my ear, pointing toward the bar. I nodded, pretending that’s what held my attention. My eyes didn’t leave Bobby. The crowd moved between us, then parted again. He smiled, small and sharp, like he already knew what I tasted like.
We reached them a minute later. Beer and sweat filled the space, thick enough to taste. Chris grinned at me, oblivious. “About time you showed up! Told you she’d be here, Bobby.”
I opened my mouth, but the smell of Bobby’s cologne hit first: clean, dark spice that cut through the haze. My throat tightened.
“Jenny,” he said. Just my name.
The noise around us faded for a beat. His voice carried over the bass, low and sure.
I managed a nod. “Hi.”
He smiled again, slower this time, and the lights flickered gold across his eyes.
“Check out this disco ball,” Chris said, nodding at Megan. “You raid your mom’s attic for that thing?”
Megan laughed, bracelets chiming. “At least I didn’t grab the first flannel in my closet. That’s not a costume, Chris. That’s laundry day.”
I smiled, the tension easing for half a breath. “Aw, leave him alone. He brought an axe,” I said. “That’s commitment.”
Chris raised the toy handle in salute. “I don’t usually carry one, so it counts.”
The four of us stood close, crowd noise wrapping around us. Heat pressed in from every side. I felt Bobby’s shoulder brushing mine. My breath faltered. He smelled like cedar and smoke, the same scent that had followed him last July when he’d pushed me against the shed wall behind my parents’ house.
We hadn’t spoken since late summer. He’d taken a job in Nevada, something with heavy equipment and long hours. I’d thrown myself back into lesson plans and hall duty, trying not to think about his hands on my skin. Now here he was, red silk gleaming under club lights, looking at me like the months between us hadn’t happened.
His gaze traveled over me, deliberate and slow. “Didn’t think angels came in gold,” he said.
“Didn’t think devils wore silk.” My voice came out steadier than I felt.
“You know I like breaking rules.”
He smiled when he said it, the same slow curve that always made my knees weak. Then he reached up and touched the crooked halo in my hair. His thumb brushed my temple, light enough to make me shiver. He straightened it, eyes on mine the whole time.
The halo slid again as soon as he let go.
He noticed. The grin deepened, small and knowing, as the bass rolled through the floor beneath our feet.
Megan caught Chris’s hand and pulled him toward the bar. “Come on, Lumberjack. First round’s on me.”
He laughed and let her lead. The crowd swallowed them both, silver sequins flashing as they vanished into the press of bodies. I stayed where I was, breath shallow, music vibrating through my chest.
When I looked back, Bobby was gone. The spot he’d filled was empty, but the imprint of his presence stayed. I turned, scanning the room. The strobe lights broke everything into fragments: costumes, painted faces, plastic wings. Then I saw him again, a flash of red silk across the dance floor, horns catching light.
The sight of him tightened something deep inside me. My stomach clenched, heat curling lower until I had to shift my weight to steady myself. Every time he moved, I found him again. The crowd might as well have been background noise.
Someone bumped my shoulder. I murmured an apology and edged toward the wall. The air was thick, humid from bodies and spilled beer. My pulse wouldn’t slow. I needed space, maybe air, maybe distance. I told myself that was the reason my feet kept moving toward the back of the room.
The bass rolled through the floor, steady as a heartbeat. Sweat gathered at the base of my neck. I reached up, meaning to adjust the halo again, but stopped halfway. It hung crooked in my hair, tilting left like it had given up.
I thought about July. About the heat of his hand at my throat, his breath against my ear, the whisper that still lived in the back of my mind when nights got quiet. I’d told myself I could forget it. I’d been wrong.






  
  Too Close
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I lingered at the edge of the dance floor, half-turned toward the back door. The crowd pressed close, heat rolling off bodies in steady waves. I told myself I needed air. Then a hand closed around mine. 
Bobby.
His grip was sure, warm, a silent command. He didn’t speak, just tugged me forward until the lights swallowed us. The red of his shirt caught every flash from the strobes, silk sliding across muscle when he moved. My white dress brushed his leg as the crowd shifted around us, trapping me against him.
“Bobby,” I started, the word lost under the bass.
He leaned in, close enough for his breath to touch my cheek. “Dance with me, Jenny.”
It wasn’t a question.
The beat hit hard. I felt it through the floor and up my spine. He guided my hand to his shoulder, his thumb tracing the inside of my wrist. A faint scrape of metal told me he still wore that ring, the one that had pressed against my skin last July. The memory caught in my throat.
I tried to pull back, just an inch, but he caught my waist instead. His palm settled there, firm and steady. The crowd blurred into color and noise. Every strobe froze him for a blink: red shirt open at the throat, dark hair, horns glinting, that focused half-smile that never promised safety.
The air between us felt too thin. I laughed once, short and nervous. “I don’t dance.”
He smiled. “You do now.”
The next pulse of sound hit, and we moved with it. The floor vibrated through my heels, my heart chasing the rhythm. For a breath, the bar, the crowd, everything else vanished. There was only the heat of his hand and the sound of my own pulse matching the bass.
The sultry notes of Too Close rolled through the speakers, and the crowd shifted like one body. Bobby’s grin widened. He leaned close, his mouth at my ear.
“I try but I can’t fight it,” he sang, voice rough enough to scrape.
The words vibrated against my skin. His hips moved with the rhythm, drawing mine into line. I tried to hold my ground, but my body followed the pull. His hand stayed firm at my waist, thumb tracing a slow circle that made it hard to breathe.
The bass climbed. Lights pulsed red, then white, then red again. Every flash caught the silk of his shirt, the gold in his eyes, the faint sheen of sweat at his throat. My pulse matched the tempo, quick and steady.
His scent filled every thought. Heat, beer, clean spice. It wasn’t fair that something so small could make me ache. This man had been making me ache since I was too young for him to even notice.
He turned me, his chest pressing against my back now. I felt the drag of his breath along my neck, the brush of his jaw against my hair. My halo tilted again, sliding crooked, almost off. I didn’t fix it.
The lyrics rolled through the speakers, teasing and slow. Step back, you’re dancing kinda close. The crowd cheered, grinding harder. Bobby’s voice joined the next line, a whisper under the music.
“You’re making it hard for me.”
His hips pushed forward in time with the beat, and I felt him, solid and deliberate. My body gave up the fight, moving with him, lost in the rhythm and the heat.
Every breath tangled with his. His hand slid lower, tracing the curve of my waist before settling on my hip. The crowd around us moved as one, a blur of strangers pressed close enough to hide anything. His fingers pressed into bare skin where my dress dipped, the touch claiming space that used to belong only to air.
The heat built until I could feel it in my throat. My pulse thudded against his palm. He leaned in, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “How long do you think that halo’s gonna stay on?”
The words slid through me like a current. I turned my head just enough to see his mouth. “Depends how fast you try to knock it off.”
He laughed, quiet and low, the sound lost under the music. His hips rolled with the rhythm, drawing me tighter against him. Every movement stole more of my breath.
The lights flashed again, red over his face, gold eyes gleaming through the contact lenses. He fit against me so completely that I forgot to move on my own.
He bent closer, his breath hot on my neck. “You’re making it hard for me.” He sang the line like a confession.
I closed my eyes. The crowd roared around us, but the sound blurred into the pulse of bass and the drag of his voice. His fingers flexed against my hip, sliding forward until his thumb found the top of my thigh. My body tightened in response, a silent answer he didn’t need to hear.
I tried to breathe, but he was everywhere, and the air had turned to fire. The music slowed to an end, the last beat fading into the hum of voices and glass. Bobby didn’t move. His hand stayed at my hip, his thumb tracing the line of my dress where the fabric dipped low. The heat of his skin bled through mine.
People brushed past us, laughing, shouting drink orders, but his eyes held me still. Gold under red light, steady and intent. The noise faded until there was only the sound of my breath catching.
His thumb slid higher, brushing the edge of my neckline. The silk of his shirt brushed my arm. I wanted to step back, to let the air in, but my body refused.
Then I heard Megan. Her voice cut through the room, sharp and bright. I turned toward the sound, searching for her glittering silver.
Bobby caught my hand
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