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There’s a Stranger Next to Me
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When I open my eyes, I find myself wrapped up in unfamiliar blue silk sheets. What the...? Why am I not under my faded Winnie the Pooh comforter? My eyes widen when I hear someone murmur. A distinctly male someone.

My pulse racing, I turn my head and let out a silent scream. There’s a shirtless guy sleeping next to me! Another silent scream leaves my lips when I look under the silk sheets. I’m wearing nothing but my bra and panties. Oh my God, did I have sex with a stranger last night? I take a deep breath, trying to not let the rising panic choke me. Calm down, Cheryl, I tell myself. I still have my panties on, and I don’t feel sore between my legs, so we probably didn’t have sex. Then the panic returns. But shit, what if we did? I could’ve put my underwear back on after we did the nasty, and maybe I don’t feel sore because we used lots of lube. What if he didn’t use a condom? What if he has herpes? 

I’m tempted to shake the guy awake and demand, Did we have sex last night? Did you wear a condom? Do I need to get tested for STDs? 

Even with the cloud of my anxiety and confusion, I count the lines on the stranger’s abdomen. Yep, he has a six-pack. I slap my forehead. What am I doing? I shouldn’t be drooling over this random dude’s abs! Then I wince, biting back a groan. I’m hungover. Like, really hungover. Wait, I went drinking last night? I stiffen, suddenly recalling the events of last night.

Yesterday, I discovered that Dan, my boyfriend of 3 years, cheated on me, which is bad enough, but he cheated on me with Donna fucking Stone. Donna Stone was the epitome of a stereotypical bitchy cheerleader and is now the epitome of a stereotypical bitchy sorority girl. Throughout high school, she went out of her way to criticize my not-size-zero body and make fun of my Chinese heritage. My blood still heats up with anger when I think about how she would shout, “Ching chong!” and tell me to “open my eyes,” then cackle as if she’d made the cleverest joke of all time.

“You cheated on me with that bitch?!” I yelled into the phone at Dan, the boy I loved and who I mistakenly thought loved me back.

I could practically see Dan wincing. “Donna’s not like that anymore,” he said. “And I think she feels really bad — ”

I gripped my phone till my knuckles turned white. “Are you defending her? If Donna really felt bad about treating me like shit in high school, she would apologize to me. But guess what? She hasn’t and never will because she is a soulless demon!” (Okay, I admit calling her a soulless demon might have been a bit dramatic, but she was horrible to me) “Go to hell, Dan. I never want to see your face or hear your voice ever again.”

The second I hung up, I called my friends and told them to grab their fake IDs because we were going to get tipsy. Unfortunately, I must have gone beyond tipsy if I don’t remember how I got into bed with the (ridiculously fit) stranger.

I see my phone on the nightstand. I need to search for the closest bus stop and get out of here. A squeak leaps out of my mouth when I read the date and time on the screen. It’s September 6, the first day of classes. And it’s 9:15 AM, less than an hour before my first class starts.

I jump out of bed and find my clothes piled in a neat bundle on a chair. Did he fold my clothes? I doubt I was sober enough to be so tidy; even when I’m sober, I tend to carelessly toss clothes onto the floor. Oddly, I’m touched by the gesture. Then I shake my head. Am I swooning over a stranger because he can fold some freaking clothes? What is wrong with me?

I cringe as I unfold the bundle. I lift up a short strapless red dress. Not ideal for going to class, but whatever, I don’t have time to run back to my dorm and get a proper outfit. At least I also have my jacket, so I won’t be flaunting my cleavage during lecture.

After I pull down the hem of my dress to make sure that I won’t flash my panties to my classmates, I go on my phone to find out where I am. Oh, I’m only a 10-minute walk away from campus. That’s not bad. Then I curse under my breath. I need a notebook and pen. My friend told me that my Calculus professor has a strict no-electronics-out-during-class policy, so I can’t take notes on my phone. I guess I’m going to have to rely on my hungover brain’s ability to absorb information. My eyebrows shoot up when I see a pile of notebooks and a cup full of pens on the desk in the corner. Or...

Impulsively, I grab a pen and notebook. My fingers shake. Am I really going to steal from a sleeping stranger? I want to leave some cash for the notebook and pen, then remember that I spent all of my cash on margaritas. Jesus, I made so many bad decisions last night.

Sorry, I mouth at the shirtless guy. But if I gave him my body last night, I shouldn’t feel too bad about taking a measly pen and notebook.

I check the time and squeak. I’m going to be late to class if I don’t start hauling ass right now.

So I don’t waste any more time and start hauling ass.
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As I run to class, I curse my decision to put on high heels last night. Why didn’t I choose to wear a pair of sensible sneakers? I manage to make it to class on time, but unfortunately, I think I got some new blisters on my feet.

Note to self — donate all of my high heels, and never drink alcohol again.

After a few minutes have passed, I look at the clock. The professor is late. I want to groan. I could’ve walked to class instead of busting my ass running. A little irritation creeps into me. On the syllabus, Professor McCarthy wrote that he would deduct a point from your participation grade for every time you show up tardy to his class. Yet he has the audacity to be late on the first day of classes. Between that and his no-electronics-out-during-class policy, I predict I’m not going to like Professor McCarthy very much.

“Hi, class, sorry I’m late.”

I almost fall off my chair. Professor McCarthy is good-looking. A head full of thick black hair, deep blue eyes, a rugged jawline like a cowboy from a romance novel, and a fit body covered in a white button-down and black pants. But his ridiculous good looks are not why I’m nearly falling out of my seat.

It’s because he was the guy sleeping next to me this morning.

I want to run out of the classroom. Oh my God, I hooked up with my professor and potentially had sex with him! Anxiously, I bite my pen, then widen my eyes. Shit, I also stole his pen and notebook! I wish I could run to my academic advisor and tell her that I want to drop Calculus immediately, but Arthur Marshall University annoyingly made it a gen ed requirement, and I already put off taking the class freshman and sophomore year. I don’t want to have to take math — my least favorite subject — senior year since I’m planning to have a serious case of senioritis.

Maybe Professor McCarthy won’t recognize me. He is an attractive man. Perhaps he takes women to his bed every night and he has already forgotten my face. Irritatingly, envy flares up inside me at the thought of him having sex with other women. Now is not the time to get jealous about trivial things, Cheryl! Or maybe he was as drunk as I was last night, and our hook-up is a total blur to him. And since I left his place before he woke up, I could just be a random student to him right now.

Then he glares at me, causing my heart to sink. He recognizes me. Crap, I still have his pen in my mouth! I quickly take it out and offer him an apologetic smile.

“In the syllabus, I explicitly said I do not allow the use of electronics during class,” he says.

Huh? Then I look to my right and see that a guy is typing on his laptop. Oh, Professor McCarthy is glaring at him, not me. I almost let out a laugh; I’m so relieved.

“Oh, sorry, I didn’t read the syllabus yet,” the laptop user says.

Professor McCarthy says coolly, “So you came to class unprepared?”

I wince on behalf of my classmate. Jeez, McCarthy is kind of a hard-ass. It’s the first day of classes; he should give the guy a break.

My classmate reddens as he closes his laptop. “Sorry, Professor.”

Professor McCarthy doesn’t acknowledge his apology. Instead, he says, “Welcome to Calculus I. I’m Professor McCarthy. Today, I’m going to talk about delta-epsilon proofs.”

Um, what? My confusion only grows when he starts writing on the chalkboard. Oh no, he has terrible handwriting. Frantically, I try to copy down what he’s saying, but he’s talking so fast.

When class is over, I am overcome with the urge to bang my head on the wall repeatedly. It’s going to take a miracle for me to pass Calculus. Why didn’t I go to a college without gen ed requirements?

“Cheryl.”

I look up and squeak. Professor McCarthy is standing in front of me and staring right into my eyes. I flush. I can’t believe I literally squeaked. Then horror replaces my embarrassment. He called me Cheryl. He knows my name, and that means he most likely remembers what happened last night. Shit.

“Do you have to
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