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Alyssa Masters woke slowly, her lashes lifting. Birds chirped
their happy songs in the trees nearby and the sun was directly
overhead, spilling its golden glow over her face and arms. She
hadn’t left the window open. Her eyes widened as she registered the
straw like texture of grass beneath her hands and ankles. The grass
was damp, from recent spring rains. She was outside. How had that
happened? She stretched, grimacing, and became aware that soreness
enveloped every part of her body. Her head was pounding and as she
sat up, propping her elbows on her knees, her stomach rolled with
nausea. Over on the sidewalk, people passed now and then with
raised eyebrows.

Yeah, people, I get
it, she thought.

This was strange for her too. Glancing
up, she noticed a large beige colored house with a big sign in
yellow letters. A and X. Squinting, she read ‘Delta Chi Sacramento
State Chapter’.

A fraternity? That was really weird.
She’d never even been to a house event. She blinked, desperately
trying to remember why she woke up on the ground a moment ago. From
the edges of her memory, a hazy party scene appeared.

A large, but crowded room came into
focus. A mixture of cologne, beer, and flowery perfumes permeated
the air, while several people were milling about, talking or
dancing together. A guy with dark blonde hair and a lanky build
brushed past her and toppled over a nearby coffee table while gales
of laughter erupted nearby. The picture faded and she tried to find
a reason why she might attend such a gathering. It wasn’t her kind
of scene.

People often referred to Aly as a
recluse, and it wasn’t that far from the truth. The things her
roommates labeled as fun never held much appeal for her. She was
perfectly happy if she sat in her dorm, reading a great novel by
Janet Evanovich, or other mystery and suspense authors who included
a touch of romance in their books, rather than attend the weekend
parties Kylie and Karen Brewer, the twins who lived with her, were
known for visiting. Aly was an English Lit major after all.
However, she didn’t want to make waves like her roommates. She
wasn’t prepared to venture into the dating scene like everyone else
on campus. Of course, ‘dating’ was actually a pretty loose term
these days. She preferred her own company to that of the male
persuasion. They all seemed to be caught up in the weekend scene
and were so full of themselves that it was probably better if she
avoided them altogether. She couldn’t count how many times her
contemporaries had stumbled into class, muttering, “Dude, I got so
drunk last night, you wouldn’t believe it…” Alyssa’s usual retort
was a sardonic ‘congratulations.’ She had always avoided that rite
of passage, plus her high school dating experiences had been few
and far between. Every guy she’d been out with then had only wanted
one thing. And she sure as hell wasn’t giving it up to any of those
assholes.

She remembered how her roommates had
begged her to go to the party the night before. No matter what ploy
they used, no matter what they did to try to persuade her that it
might be worth going to, she had refused. She’d also advised them
that if they had any common sense, they wouldn’t go on such a
suicide mission. There was too much risk.

“You must be jealous,” Kylie retorted.
“You think we might get lucky and you won’t.”

Measuring up to her roommates’ vast
sexual experiences was the last thing Alyssa wanted. They
constantly teased her about her virginity. To her, keeping men away
from her ‘vajayjay’ was more sacred than trying to give it to a
complete stranger. Last night, she had let Karen and Kylie leave
without giving them a reply. And yet it made no sense that she had
these memories, although vague, of a party she’d
attended.

It was late morning, she guessed by
the position of the sun. She checked the time on her Olivia Pratt
tribal elephant watch. Eleven o’clock. Ugh. Her head ached. Thank
God it was a weekend or she would’ve missed a class by
now.

“Hello?”

She jerked her head up to see a tall
guy in black jeans and a blue button-up shirt with white
pinstripes. Narrowing her eyes, she asked, “What do you want?” She
normally would’ve gotten up, but as soon as she tried, she was
struck by a wave of dizziness that wouldn’t let her go. Groaning,
she looked at him again. The broad sunlight was making it hard to
focus.

He frowned as if surprised by her
stinging reply. “I didn’t expect to find you out here. I just
wondered if you were all right. That was some party last
night.”

“I suppose so.” Aly moved her hands to
her temples, praying her incessant headache would go away. “I mean,
it must have been.”

He raked a hand through his short
medium brown hair, then knelt down to her level. His blue-eyed gaze
roamed over her, as if making sure she was intact before he met her
gaze. At least, she thought it was concern on his face. He couldn’t
be checking her out. “You don’t remember?”

She looked down to see she was wearing
a bright pink shirt and white capris with brown sandals. The outfit
was certainly not from her wardrobe, which usually consisted of
jeans and plain t-shirts to cover her petite frame. Her breasts
were small and sometimes she yearned for the kind of curves that
men noticed. She looked up at him again. She could tell him about
the memory, but she preferred to find out the truth first. “I
don’t. What was I doing there? Why did I go?” She became aware that
she was speaking fast.
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