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	Chapter 1

	 

	I was trussed like a Christmas pig. Ropes bound my wrists and legs. The mountain grass beneath me was cool on my bare skin. The sky above was strewn with stars like someone had spilled a bottle of glitter.

	I heard a noise–was that the wind in the trees, or something walking quietly through the woods? A chill ran through me and my skin went all over in goose pimples.

	Now I could definitely hear something: Footsteps coming near.

	Bigfoot had arrived.

	 

	*****

	 

	One Day Earlier

	 

	I’m a quiet girl. A good girl. I never made any mischief for my parents, no boys with fast cars. I was a virgin when I started college. 

	Beta Gamma Phi made sure that wasn’t true for long.

	Now it was midterms in the final quarter of my freshman year. Some of my sorority sisters and I were planning to go camping when it was all over. We had a special spot in the forest that no one else knew about, a cabin high in the mountains and deep in the woods.

	The night before we left, we all sat in the living room of the sorority house where photos of alumni looked down on us in our circle of couches and armchairs. We were celebrating the end of midterms and passing around a bottle of tequila. I should have known something was up by how quiet Hannah was being. While the rest of us chattered and laughed, our redheaded sorority president just sat and stared into the distance, only moving to take a swig of the tequila when it came around.

	Around midnight she announced, “I’m bored.”

	We all looked over at Hannah.

	“We should play Truth or Dare or Spin the Bottle or something.”

	“If you’re looking for an excuse to kiss me, you don’t need one,” Grace said. She’s a junior, a curvy brunette, and best friends with Hannah. Or maybe more than friends. It’s unclear. 

	Hannah dismissed that with a wave of her hand. “Someone else needs to be put on the spot. Someone who needs pushed out of their comfort zone.” Her eyes scanned the circle of us sitting on couches and armchairs. Her green gaze settled on me. “Someone quiet.”

	“Uh oh, busted,” Lily said from beside me on the couch.

	“What–what do you mean?” I stammered.

	Hannah sat up straight in her armchair. She tapped her chin thoughtfully. “I seem to remember you telling us your secret fantasy during Hell Week.”

	I gulped nervously. As part of hazing, us pledges had been required to tell a story from our sex life, or if we had no stories, a fantasy. Since I’d yet to have my cherry popped, I’d gone with fantasy. I’d been so embarrassed. I think I spent all of Hell Week in a state of embarrassment.

	“If I recall correctly,” continued Hannah, “you like to imagine getting tied up. And being utterly at the mercy of a man as he has his way with you. Have I got that right?”

OEBPS/cover.jpeg





