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      Beads of sweat broke out along my hairline. I wiped them away, tightened my ponytail, and ran faster along the dirt trail, jumping over exposed roots and ducking under low-hanging branches. Pine trees, firs, and alders turned my path into more of an obstacle course than a trail.

      A twig snapped behind me.

      I glanced back, but didn’t see anything. Probably just a raccoon.

      My sneaker hit a root and my arms flew in front of me. I landed on my hands and knees, and slid down an incline. Rocks and branches dug into my skin until I crashed into a huckleberry bush.

      I stood and dusted myself off. Blood dripped from my legs. I pulled twigs, dirt, and small rocks from the cuts.

      “Nice work, Victoria,” I muttered to myself.

      Sasha had said I shouldn’t have gone into the forest for my first jog. But having just moved to the beautiful Olympic Peninsula, I wasn’t about to join a club when I had the great outdoors. Birds chirped all around and a stream bubbled nearby. It was like the woods were telling me I’d made the right choice.

      Another snap.

      “Who’s there?” I sounded a lot braver than I felt. My heart thundered against my ribcage and I whipped my head around. My roommates had said the woods were safe, but I was also trusting people who had been strangers only a couple days earlier.

      Why had I gone into the woods alone? Wasn’t that how half of all horror movies started?

      I thought of Sasha running on a treadmill, flirting with cute college guys. Maybe she was the smart one.

      Footsteps.

      “Hello?” I called.

      Nothing. The birds had even stopped singing.

      “Is anyone there?”

      The footsteps came closer.

      My pulse drummed in my ears. I fought to breathe normally.

      A small gray and black wolf stepped out from behind the tree. He made eye contact with me.

      I didn’t move a muscle, holding its gaze.

      Instead of feeling the need to run, its presence calmed me. My heart rate steadied, and I held myself back from rubbing its nuzzle.

      “Are you lost, little guy?”

      He stepped closer and sniffed the air.

      I should’ve run, but was too intrigued. Would he check me out and then run off? I couldn’t shake the feeling that he wanted me to pay him some attention. Or even to pet him. I wasn't sure why, but petting him felt right, natural even. How could that be? A wolf that wanted a rub down?

      He took another step and then another, continuing to stare into my eyes.

      Music sounded from my pocket as my phone rang. The animal skidded back and exposed his teeth.

      I reached in and rejected the call.

      The wolf glanced from side to side and crept closer to me. He was close enough that I could have reached out and rubbed the fur. I kept my hands near my pocket.

      He nudged my leg with his wet nose and sat down.

      “D-do you want me to pet you?”

      His nose again grazed my leg.

      I hesitated, but then reached between his ears and patted the fur, surprised at how soft it was. He rested his head against my leg. I continued petting.

      My phone rang again.

      He jumped up and ran away.

      Disappointment washed through me. That had probably been a once in a lifetime experience.

      I leaned back against the tree, hoping the creature would return.

      After what felt like forever—but a quick glance at my phone told me was probably only ten minutes—I decided to head back home. If the time didn’t convince me to leave, the grumbling in my stomach did. Lunchtime.

      I headed back the same way I came, this time paying more attention to exposed roots. Finally, I broke free of the woods.

      Was it my imagination, or could I smell lunch cooking? The house was a mile away. I shook my head.

      The hunger was getting to me. My nerves were frayed.

      I hurried down the concrete trail until the mansion came into view. The Waldensian stood out like a sore thumb as one of the largest homes on the edge of campus. With twenty-eight bedrooms, it housed over fifty students.

      Smoke came from around back. I sniffed the air. Barbecue. My mouth watered.

      “Victoria!” Sasha, ran over, carrying so many grocery bags they probably outweighed her.

      I grabbed several. “What’s going on?”

      “Landon found some patties in the freezer and he’s cooking those up. We decided to throw a party.”

      I grimaced. “How long have those been there?”

      Sasha shrugged. “No idea. I got some veggie burgers and some chicken patties. There are bound to be a lot of hot, hungry guys.”

      “And tons of chips.” I shook the bags I’d taken. They weighed next to nothing, though full.

      “Yep.” As we made our way inside, she told me about all the guys she’d seen between the Waldensian and the grocery store. She’d invited every last one of them. “Put the perishables away while I get the rest.”

      “Sure.” I dug through the bags. She’d bought enough dips and appetizers to feed an army.

      Sasha came in, carrying a case of drinks in each hand. She stuck them in the fridge and then pulled her braids back into a loose ponytail. “I can’t believe how hot it is. I didn’t think Washington got this warm. Doesn’t it rain and snow all the time?”

      “Doesn't look like it, and I’m glad. I love this weather.”

      “Me, too. I just didn’t pack for it.”

      I put some sandwich toppings in the fridge. “You can borrow something of mine.”

      Her eyes lit up. “Thank you! That cute yellow sundress?”

      “Go for it.”

      She gave me a quick hug. “You’re the best roomie ever! Can you tell Landon the food’s here?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Thank you.” She squealed and ran upstairs.

      The old back door groaned in protest when I opened it to poke my head outside.

      Landon stood behind a smoking grill. He wore an apron that read Kiss the Cook, and from my angle that appeared to be the only thing he wore, though I was sure he had to at least have on shorts. I hoped.

      “Is Sasha back with the other patties?” He turned, and I could see his shorts—very short cutoffs.

      “Yeah, I just unloaded everything. I didn’t think short shorts were the style for guys.”

      Landon grinned proudly. “When you’ve got legs like mine, tiny cutoffs are always in fashion.”

      I laughed. “Do you need any help?”

      “I’m fine, but it looks like you should take care of your knees.” He glanced at my legs.

      “Oh, I almost forgot. Well, give a shout if you do need help.”

      Austin, another of our housemates, came over and smiled at me. “You can help by introducing me to all your friends. If they’re half as gorgeous as you, I need to meet them all.”

      Heat inflamed my cheeks. “I don’t have any friends, remember? I just moved here.”

      “You’re no fun. Go away,” he teased and dug through a cooler, chuckling to himself.

      I went up to my room, where Sasha sat at our shared vanity wearing my dress. She spun around. “How do I look?”

      “Stunning.” I closed the door and pulled off my shorts.

      Sasha stared at my knees. “You’d better wash that dirt out before it gets infected.”

      I grimaced at the thought.

      She held up a blush palette next to her face. “Which one should I wear? I was thinking this one,”—she pointed to a light one, about the color of the flowers on the dress—“but I’m not sure.”

      “It’ll be perfect.” I gave her a thumbs-up and then hurried into the bathroom to fix my wounds. I sat on the counter and scrubbed, trying to ignore the sting.

      After I had bandaged myself up, I went into the bedroom.

      Sasha was playing with her braids. “Up or down?” She pulled them back and then let go.

      “Up.” I turned to my closet to figure out what I would wear. Maybe some capris to cover my burning wounds.

      “You’re right,” she agreed.

      I found a cute tank top and got dressed. My stomach rumbled.

      Sasha laughed. “You’d better eat.”

      “Tell me about it.”

      Her phone rang. She glanced at it and her shoulders slumped. “My mom.” She groaned. “She won’t leave me alone. I swear, she checks on me every hour. You’d think I’d gone to college on the other side of the world. Ugh.”

      “Can’t you just ignore her?” I asked, nudging her away from the vanity so I could use it.

      “Obviously, you’ve never met her.” She sighed dramatically. “You’re lucky. Your parents haven’t called once, have they?”

      I froze, staring at my reflection.

      “What?” Sasha asked.

      My voice caught.

      “Victoria?”

      I couldn’t remember my parents—or anything before I’d arrived at the Waldensian mansion, ready to start college.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      “What?” Sasha asked. “What’s wrong?”

      Other than the fact that I had no memories before a couple days earlier? “Nothing. Sorry, I guess I’m just hungry.”

      “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

      I forced a smile, meeting her gaze through the mirror. “No ghosts. I just need some food.” Conversation drifted up from downstairs. “As soon as I finish my makeup.”

      She tilted her head.

      I grabbed a tube of eyeliner. “Meet you downstairs?”

      “Sure you’re okay?”

      I leaned toward my reflection and applied the makeup along my eyelash line. “Couldn’t be better. Save a hottie for me.”

      She giggled. “I’m sure there’ll be plenty to go around.”

      “See you in a few.” I moved to my other eyelid.

      “Okay, but if that really tall baseball player comes, he’s mine. What was his name?” She paused. “It doesn’t matter. I claim him.”

      “You’ve got it.” I studied my eyes to make sure the liner was even.

      She left the room, closing the door.

      I put the lid on and dropped it, finally allowing myself to let my realization sink in. My hands shook. How could I have no memories? Nothing. And how could I have not realized it sooner? I’d pulled into the driveway of the Waldensian and gotten out, knowing exactly what I was doing. But without a single memory from before.

      My Jaguar had been packed full of my belongings—everything I would need for a successful year of college. And clearly, I knew the skills I needed. I was a pro at applying makeup, had great fashion sense, and could text like it was nobody’s business.

      Did I have a mom and a dad? I had to have, but trying to remember only made my head hurt. I went into my purse and dug around, finding credit and debit cards, a driver’s license, and everything else that seemed to prove I was a real person with a past. Except without any clues. The only address listed was for here at the mansion.

      No clues to my previous life.

      I grabbed my phone and went to my contacts. Only my roommates. There were no apps for social media, either. No photos. I hadn’t subscribed to any podcasts or put anything in the notes. The only thing remotely personal was the downloaded songs, but those didn’t tell me anything other than the fact that I liked popular music.

      Whatever past I’d had was gone, or was at least out of my reach.

      How could I remember nothing?

      What was going on? What could have possibly happened to make me forget everything?

      A crash sounded outside. I went over to the window and looked into the backyard. Someone had knocked over a tin garbage can and a couple large guys were picking up the contents. The yard was filled with people.

      I needed to get out there. If I couldn’t remember my past, I needed to focus on the present, and that meant making lots of friends. Later, I would worry about trying to figure out why I had no memories. I finished getting ready and headed downstairs, eager to make college the best time of my life—not that I had much to compare it against.

      Outside, all the food had been moved to a plastic folding table. I grabbed a paper plate and filled it, finding my appetite returning.

      Landon turned to me with a smile. “What kind of patty?”

      “Whatever’s ready now.” I held out my plate and he plopped one on my bun.

      “Enjoy.”

      “Thanks.” I found an empty plastic chair and scarfed the food down, listening to the conversation all around me. Everyone was talking about college life—sports, parties, class schedules, instructors.

      Relief washed through me. Maybe having no past wouldn’t be such a big deal. I couldn’t hear one person discussing life back home. But of course, they were probably glad to be away. Would I ever discover my past?

      “Hey, beautiful,” came a deep voice on my left.

      I turned and smiled at the bronzed, muscular, drop-dead gorgeous guy taking a seat next to me.

      “Hi.” I swallowed the last bite of my burger, trying not to stare at him. My eyes didn’t want to cooperate.

      He grinned, showing off perfect teeth. “What is someone as beautiful as you doing, sitting here by yourself?”

      My face heated. “I-I… well, uh…” I paused and took a deep breath. “Let me start over. I figured I’d eat first and then talk to people.”

      He balanced his plate on his knees and held out his hand, acting as if I hadn’t just made a complete fool of myself. “Then I’m in luck. I’m Carter. You are?”

      “Victoria.” I shook his hand. At least I had a name, even if no past. “What year are you?”

      “Just a lowly sophomore,” he said, with a hint of teasing in his voice.

      “You went here last year?” I asked.

      He nodded and bit into his hot dog. “You new?”

      “Yeah. A super-lowly freshman.”

      Carter laughed. “You’ll love it. I was kind of worried about the location—you know, small town and all that—but it’s cool. Lots of parties. Seattle’s not that far, but I think I only went there twice all last year.” He stuffed the rest of the frank in his mouth.

      “What are you studying?” I asked. Why couldn’t I think of anything more interesting to talk about? I’d send him running before long.

      He groaned and wiped his mouth with a napkin. “I have to declare soon. My dad’s all over me about that. I have no idea what I want to do, you know?”

      “What classes did you like last year? Maybe you could go in one of those directions.”

      “That’s easy. Art history.”

      “I sense a but.”

      “That’s not going to go over with my dad.” His body tensed.

      “So? Do what you want. It’s your life.”

      Carter laughed bitterly. “If I major in art, they’ll cut me off financially. Probably even take away my car.”

      “Oh.”

      “Do you know what you’re going to study?” He twisted the cap off a beer and held it toward me.

      I shook my head. “No thanks.”

      “Don’t like beer?”

      My mouth dropped. “I…”

      “Oh, I get it. You’re a wine cooler kind of girl.” His face brightened. “I should have known you’d want something sweet.” He winked.

      Before I could reply, Carter jumped up and dug into a cooler. He pulled out something pink and tossed the lid into the garbage and handed it to me.

      “Thanks.” I sipped it. It tasted like strawberries.

      Carter grinned. “See? Too classy for a regular beer.”

      How sad was it that a complete stranger knew what I liked better than I did?

      “Of course someone as sweet as you would prefer those. You up for a dance tonight?”

      “Which one is that?” I sipped the drink, hoping it would relax my nerves.

      Carter leaned closer. “You can come as my guest. It’s a really private, exclusive club. It’s called the Jag.”

      I nearly choked on the drink. The Jag? Like my car was a Jaguar?

      “Are you okay?” Carter’s eyes widened.

      “Started to go down the wrong way. I’m fine.” I cleared my throat.

      “Do you want to go with me?”

      The club’s name might have been a coincidence, but I had to find out. “I’d love to.”

      He smiled, leaned back, and sipped his beer. “Awesome. I thought I might have to go stag, but now I get to accompany the most beautiful girl in town.”

      My face flushed with heat. “What time? What should I wear?”

      “I’ll pick you up at seven. Wear the nicest dress you have. Like I said, it’s very exclusive.” He held my gaze.

      “Mind my asking how you got in?”

      Carter glanced to the side, a slight frown appearing. “My dad owns the place.”

      I stared at him, trying to put it all together. “Your dad?”

      “Now you see why an art degree wouldn’t fly. I pretty much have to choose business—or something closely related. As the oldest son, it’s expected that I’ll take it over.”

      “That seems…” I searched for the right word.

      “Old school?”

      “Yeah.” I set my empty bottle on the ground.

      “It is, but our family goes way back.”

      “But can’t you just, I don’t know, do what you want?” I asked.

      “Then I’d have to start over with nothing. Dad won’t just cut me off from finances, he’ll find a way to make sure I can’t get a job any higher than a janitor at a poop farm.”

      “Poop farm?” I laughed.

      He shrugged.

      “I’ve heard working there really sucks. Especially for the janitors.”

      The corners of his mouth twitched. “You get my point.”

      “Basically, he has the power to blackball you, no matter where you go?”

      “Yep.”

      “That’s harsh.”

      “It is what it is. So, you’ll be ready at seven?” He rose and took my empty plate from me.

      “Ten minutes early.” I smiled.

      “Perfect.” He threw the trash away and then came back. “I’m actually looking forward to the party tonight. Thank you.”

      “No, thank you. It sounds like quite the opportunity.”

      “I guarantee all your friends will be jealous. Well, I have to get going. See you tonight.”

      “Wait.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Don’t you want to exchange numbers?”

      He twisted a silver ring on his middle finger and his expression tightened. “Right. Of course.” He pulled out his phone from his back pocket. The case appeared to be gold plated. He slid his finger around the screen. “What’s your number?”

      Feeling stupid, I pulled out mine and went into my contact list to find my number. I told him, and a few moments later, my phone rang. “Got it.”

      “Awesome. See you in a few hours.”

      “A few?” I exclaimed.

      He glanced at the screen. “Okay, five.”

      “See you then.” I leaned back and sighed. For someone with no past, things were working out pretty well. I had a date with a gorgeous guy at an exclusive club.

      With nothing remotely close to nice enough to wear.

      Sasha sat in the chair Carter had been in. “Who was the hottie?”

      “Apparently my date tonight.”

      She squealed. “Where to?”

      “Somewhere called the Jag. I’m going to need to get a formal dress.”

      Her eyes lit up. “Shopping trip!” She pulled me up to standing. We went up to our room to grab our purses and then headed for her car. She rattled on about parties and dances coming up. I wasn’t sure how we’d fit any studying or sleeping into our schedules with so many social activities.

      It was nice to have something else to focus on other than my past—or lack thereof.

      I had a blast trying on dresses. Sasha and I snapped pictures of each other in all the ones we liked. I ended up choosing a floor-length teal one with straps that criss-crossed in the back and a shimmery bodice.

      “You’re sickeningly beautiful,” Sasha said.

      “Uh, thanks?”

      She nudged me and snickered. “That’s a compliment.”

      “Then you’re sickeningly stunning.”

      Sasha beamed. “You’re the best. What did you think of that white dress on me?”

      “The one with the lace?” I asked and went back into my dressing room.

      “Yeah. Did it look too much like a wedding dress?”

      “Not at all.”

      “I’m going to get it. I heard the sororities host formal dances all the time. We can pretend to be potential recruits.”

      “Sounds like fun,” I agreed. “As long as there aren’t any initiations involved.”

      “During a dance?” The door closed in the next dressing room. “If that happens, we’ll hightail out of there.”

      “Okay. I may as well get as much use out of this dress as possible for what it costs.”

      When we got back home, the backyard was even more crowded. Landon came in and washed his hands as we passed the kitchen.

      He glanced at me. “I saw you talking to Carter Jag.”

      I stumbled into Sasha, unable to believe what I’d just heard. “What did you say?”

      Landon’s brows squished together. “I saw you talking with Carter Jag earlier.”

      I gasped for air. His last name was Jag?

      Heart thundering, I stared between the two of them. The room spun. I took a deep breath to keep from running out of the room.
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      “Yeah,” Landon said. “His family owns—”

      “The Jag.” I leaned against the wall for support.

      What was the deal with jaguars showing up everywhere?

      “Right. He and all the super-rich kids always hang out together. I’ve never seen him at any of my parties. In fact, I can’t say I’ve even seen him talking to any of my friends.”

      I swallowed. “Interesting. He probably doesn’t invite people to parties at the Jag, either, does he?”

      Landon’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head. “Did he…?”

      “He’s picking me up at seven.” I bit my lower lip.

      “Really?” Landon stepped closer to me. “Get pictures. Lots of ‘em.”

      “Okay.”

      “No, I’m serious. There are so many rumors about that place, but I’ve never seen so much as a picture of the inside. No one else has that I know of, either.”

      Sasha stared at me. “How’d you manage to get into the most exclusive place on the peninsula?”

      “You’ve got me. Carter just invited me.”

      “Find out if he has any brothers.”

      I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “He said he’s the oldest brother.”

      She grabbed my arm. “Come on. We’ve got to get you ready.”

      “Right.” I opened my eyes and followed her upstairs, lost in thought. How could a girl with no past find herself with an invite to the Jag? Unless it was some cosmic joke. Either it was, or going there would shed some light on what was going on.

      There were too many jaguar references for it to be a coincidence.

      Once in our room, Sasha pulled out her phone and scrolled around the screen. “There’s a makeup tutorial we’ve got to follow. You’re going to be so hot, you’ll set the place on fire.”

      I shook my head.

      “Here it is. What do you think of the look?” She showed me the screen. The girl in the video looked like she belonged on the red carpet.

      “Gorgeous,” I whispered.

      “Wash your face while I get this video set up on my laptop.”

      “Okay.” I trudged into the bathroom, still trying to pull my thoughts together. Nothing made sense.

      When I came out, Sasha was swearing at her computer.

      “What’s the matter?”

      “Stupid thing won’t start.” She chucked it on her bed. “I’m going to have to get a new one. Can we use yours?”

      “Sure.” I found the backpack where I’d seen it while unpacking and set it on Sasha’s dresser, closest to the vanity. When it powered on, I nearly passed out.

      The desktop image was a jaguar lounging in a tree.

      “Don’t just stand there,” Sasha said. “Open your browser.”

      “Of course.” I shook my head to clear my thoughts. It didn’t work.

      I opened the browser and Sasha found the video. “Sit. I’ve got work to do.”

      “Should I get the dress on first?”

      “And risk spilling something on it? No way.” She guided me to the vanity and got to work.

      I let my mind wander as she followed the video and chatted excitedly about my date. It was impossible to piece everything together when the majority of the puzzle was missing. I really hoped Carter and the club would offer something—even a small clue would help.

      Jaguars obviously meant something, but what?

      “Done,” Sasha said, interrupting my thoughts.

      “That was fast.”

      “Because you were in your own world,” she teased. “Daydreaming about Carter?”

      “You caught me.” I sighed.

      “Hang onto that one.”

      “I’ll try.”

      “You gotta get me in. I’m dying to see the club now. What do you think?”

      I studied my reflection, barely recognizing myself. “Wow. You should become a makeup artist.”

      She scrunched her face. “My mom would love that. She and my aunt own a beauty parlor in the Bronx.”

      “You don’t want to carry on the business?”

      “Not back home. Maybe in the city or something—if I even choose that route. Maybe my creative writing class this quarter will send me in a whole new direction.”

      I turned back to the mirror. “You definitely have a talent with this.”

      “Meh. I can use it on my daughters.”

      “You have children?” I teased.

      “I’m going to have five. All girls.”

      “Really?” I tugged at my hair, trying to figure out what to do with it. “Does your future husband know?”

      “It’s going to be his idea.” She winked. “Do you want your hair up or down?”

      “What do you think?”

      She closed out the video and brought up a ton of hair images. “It’s up to you, darling.”

      I scrolled through the pictures while she looked at herself in the mirror. “I’m going to have to get my braids done again.” She sighed dramatically.

      “Why not go natural?”

      Sasha laughed and fell on her bed. “That’s funny.”

      “Why?”

      “I’ll have an afro that’ll reach to the ceiling.”

      “Can’t you just straighten it?” I asked.

      “Promise me you’ll never go into the hair industry.”

      I turned away, embarrassed. “Why not?”

      “Do you know how long straightening locks like mine would take? I don’t have time for that. Braids. Then I don’t have to worry about my hair every single morning.”

      “If you say so. Back to my hair. What should we do with it tonight?”

      She studied my hair, holding it out and rubbing it between her fingers. “It’s nice and thick with a great texture. We can do a lot.” She leaned over, glanced at the screen, and pointed to a wavy style with half the hair in a loose bun at the base of the head. “That would look so beautiful on you.”

      “You don’t think it would cover the straps in the back?”

      Sasha pursed her lips. “Hmm. Good point, but you could pull half of it over the front. Best of both worlds, don’t you think?”

      “Yeah, that might work.”

      “We’ll try it, and if it doesn’t work, I’ll do an updo.”

      She got to work, and before long, my phone buzzed.

      “It’s Carter.” Blood drained from my head.

      “We’d better get that dress on you!”

      I accepted the call. “Hi, Carter, I’ll be right down.”

      “I’ll be waiting.” His voice was so smooth it made it easy to picture him in a tux.

      The call ended. I put my phone down and squealed.

      Smiling, Sasha pulled my dress out of the bag and unzipped it. “Step inside.”

      I did and she zipped it back up.

      She stepped back and looked me over. “You could be on the cover of Glamour magazine.”

      Curious, I went into the bathroom and looked in the full-length mirror. My mouth gaped. Though I wasn’t sure what to expect at the exclusive party, I was sure I wouldn’t have any trouble fitting in.

      “Come on,” Sasha called. “Can’t leave that hot guy waiting.”

      I hurried out, slid on my new, sparkly silver pumps, and grabbed my purse.

      “You can’t take that,” Sasha exclaimed.

      “Why not?”

      She rolled her eyes. “You’ve got to be kidding me. It’s a good thing you have me.” She went into her closet and pulled out a tiny sparkly clutch.

      “Will my phone even fit in there?”

      “Of course. That and your wallet and a few makeup items. All you need for a date.”

      “You’re the expert.” I dumped the contents of my purse onto my bed and stuffed what I could into the miniature bag.

      Sasha gave me a once-over. “Girl, you’re going to be the best looking one in the place.”

      “Stop.” But I couldn’t help beaming. “Do you really think so?”

      “Of course. If I was your mom, I’d be taking a million pictures right now. Wait, gimme your camera. I’ll take some so you can send them to her.”

      My chest constricted. Maybe one day I could.

      “Hand it over.”

      Fumbling, I pulled it out of the clutch.

      She grabbed my phone and held it up. “Say cheese.”

      I forced a smile, feeling the start of a lump in my throat.

      The flash shone a couple times and Sasha studied the screen. “Perfect.”

      “Come on, we’ve made Carter wait long enough.”

      My knees felt weak. I reached for my phone.

      She shook her head. “I’ll need pictures of the two of you.”

      I couldn’t argue with that.

      We headed downstairs. I could hear Carter before I saw him. He was discussing baseball with Landon. We came into the kitchen.

      Carter had his back to us, but Landon looked at me and whistled. “Lookin’ good, roomie.”

      Sasha pushed me closer to the guys. “I know, right? Makes me want to go out somewhere fancy.”

      Carter turned around and our gazes met. His hair was slicked back and he was even more gorgeous in a tux. I almost dropped the handbag.

      “You look beautiful.” He picked up a plastic box from the table, pulled out a corsage with white roses, and slid it onto my wrist.

      “Stand over by the wall,” Sasha directed. “Picture time.”

      Carter flashed me a handsome smile and put his arm around my shoulders. We stood where Sasha pointed, in front of an empty wall.

      She snapped a few pictures and handed me my phone. “I’m so jealous.”

      I glanced down at the image on the screen. We did look great—he was gorgeous and I barely recognized myself. I slid the phone into the clutch. “I’m sorry it took me a little longer to get ready than I thought.”

      “Not a problem. You were well worth the wait.”

      Sasha raised her brows. “See?” she mouthed. Then she turned to Carter. “Have fun, you two. Bring her back by midnight.”

      “What?”

      “I’m kidding!” She laughed and grabbed my arm. “I want to hear everything when you get back.”

      Maybe I didn’t need a mom with Sasha as my roommate. “Sure.”

      Sounds of shattering glass came from the backyard.

      Landon groaned. “I better get out there. Things are starting to get rowdy. See you guys!”

      I gave a little wave and Carter, who still had his arm around me, led me toward the front door.

      Sasha caught my gaze and gave me a thumbs-up. I smiled, my heart thundering in my chest.

      “Is your friend always like that?” Carter asked and chuckled.

      “I’m not really sure. We just met a couple days ago.”

      “Right. Well, it’s nice to have someone who cares.”

      I couldn’t deny that.

      He stopped in front of a cherry-red Ferrari and unlocked it with a remote.

      My mouth nearly dropped to the ground. Next to his car, my black Jaguar seemed like a run-of-the-mill sedan.

      Carter removed his arm from my shoulders and opened the passenger door. “M’lady.”

      I hurried over and climbed in. It smelled of leather, and I sank into the super-comfortable seat. It was so soft and supple and conformed to me as I sank in. It relaxed me, and almost made me forget my troubles—much in the same way Carter did.

      He got into the driver’s seat and started the engine. It purred like a kitten. He turned to me, a devious smile on his face. “Wanna see how fast she can go?”

      My eyes lit up. “Yeah, of course.”

      “Once we get off the main road, we’ll have a nearly straight shot to the Jag. I’ll show you there.”

      “I can’t wait.”

      He turned on the music, and the same song played as on my phone when I received a call.

      “You okay?” He pulled out of the parking spot.

      “It, uh… I was just listening to that song earlier.”

      Carter tapped his temple. “Great minds.” He pulled out onto the main road.

      Every other car slowed for him. Quite a few pulled out phones and snapped pictures.

      “Is it always like this?”

      “Yeah, especially at the beginning of the year. Give ‘em a few weeks, and everyone will be used to seeing her around.” He pulled off the main road. “You ready to see what she can do?”

      I hoped so. “Let’s see.”

      Carter punched the gas, sending the back of my head into the headrest. Everything outside seemed to pass in a shapeless blur.

      “This is unbelievable,” I gushed.

      “You haven’t seen anything yet. Wait until you see how she handles the corner coming up.”

      I couldn’t see a corner.

      He turned the steering wheel to the right and we took a sharp turn so smoothly I didn’t even feel a thing.

      “Wow,” I whispered.

      “Now prepare to really be impressed.” He slowed down and pulled into a parking lot. Most every car parked was a luxury vehicle, many as impressive as the Ferrari.

      The building in front of us stood tall and sleek, black with no windows in sight. The three letters—Jag—stood out, the same color as Carter’s car.

      He turned to me. “Are you ready to see the inside?”

      My breath caught. Ready or not, that’s where we were headed.
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      Carter and I walked around the building to where a long line led to a single door. Two enormous men wearing all black stood at either side, checking IDs against their tablets.

      My feet hurt just thinking about standing in the line.

      Carter laced his fingers through mine and marched to the two burly guys.

      Everyone in line stared at us. Their chatter quieted.

      “Ringo,” Carter said.

      The nearest bouncer turned to us and he broke into a grin. “Carter, my man. Come on in.”

      Both of the huge men moved out of our way and opened the door. The couple in the front of the line tried to go through, but Ringo blocked them with one arm and shook his head.

      Carter tugged on my hand, and I followed him inside. The door slammed behind us.

      It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the darkened hallway. Tiny lights lined the floor at the wall. The hall went off in two directions. Loud music with a strong beat sounded from the far end.

      He squeezed my hand. “Do you want to start with dinner or dancing?”

      “Can we eat first?”

      “Whatever you’d like.” He led me down the quieter hall and we stepped into a formal restaurant.

      Waiters in suits hurried about, taking food and orders. I couldn’t see a single empty table.

      A man with salt and pepper hair wearing a tux came over to us, smiling warmly. “Greetings, Carter.” He nodded to me.

      “Hello, Mac. Is a table available?” Carter asked.

      “For you? Always. Would you like to dine with your father or at your own table?”

      Carter arched a brow.

      Mac nodded. “Your own table. I understand. Hold on just a moment.” He scurried away.

      I glanced around the dim restaurant. Fancy artwork decorated the walls. Everything seemed to be gold-plated. Overhead lamps lit each table illuminating the guests, all dressed in formal wear. Compared to all the other women, I was nothing special. I would fit in, but barely.

      Why had Carter brought me? If he never spoke to most people at school, why stop by our barbecue and invite me? Could it have something to do with my elusive past?

      Mac returned. “Your favorite table is ready for you.”

      We followed him, zigging and zagging around booths full of happy customers. People laughed and toasted each other. Finally, we stopped at a corner booth. Two tall candles sat on the middle of the table on either side of a champagne bottle.

      Carter let go of my hand and gestured for me to sit. He sat across from me and turned to Mac. “Thank you.”

      Mac nodded and then rushed away.

      “So, this is your favorite table?” I couldn’t help wondering how often he brought guests here. Was I merely one of many?

      He adjusted himself in the seat. “It’s my favorite place to study.”

      “Study?” I exclaimed.

      “It’s much quieter during the day.”

      A server came over and placed a plate of dark bread in the middle of the table and then set three sauce cups around the basket. He poured champagne into the glasses. “Are you ready to order, Master Jag?”

      Carter cleared his throat and turned to me. “Do you know what you’d like?”

      I glanced around for the menus.

      “Order what you’d like. No limitations here—unless you’re looking for a rare delicacy from another country. You’ll have to order that ahead of time.”

      I stared at him, unable to speak.

      “Master?” asked the server, staring at Carter.

      “We’ll need a few minutes.”

      The server bowed and walked away.

      “Master?” I asked.

      Carter shook his head. “My dad likes things old school.”

      “Right, you said that.”

      He nodded. “If you like lobster, I recommend that. Our fishermen go to a spot that no one else knows about, and the seafood is second to none.”

      “You have your own—? Never mind. Lobster sounds wonderful.”

      “Dig in.” He took a piece of bread and dipped it in garlic butter.

      I took one and dipped it in a creamy sauce. It tasted like crab and melted in my mouth.

      The server returned. “Have you decided, Master Jag?”

      “We’ll both have a lobster from today’s catch.”

      “Would you like to kill it yourself?”

      My eyes nearly popped out of my head.

      Carter glanced at me. “No thank you. We’ll let the chef take care of that.”

      “Very well.” The server bowed and left again.

      Three violinists and a harpist came our way and stood in the middle of the adjoining booths.

      I arched a brow at Carter, who nodded toward the musicians. He appeared amused.

      They set up their instruments and played a soft, romantic melody that lulled me into a trance.

      After the song ended, I shook my head to clear it. I couldn’t tell how much time had passed. Everyone else clapped. I blinked a few times and joined them. The musicians picked up their things and moved to a different part of the restaurant.

      I turned to Carter. “This place is amazing.”

      He rested his chin in his palm. “It’s fun to watch it through the eyes of an outsider. Especially one as lovely as you.”

      My face flushed, and I sipped my champagne. I wondered how far out of my element I was. Without any memories, it was hard to judge, but with or without them, it was impossible to not be impressed. It didn’t feel like my normal stomping grounds.

      Carter took another piece of bread. “Have you registered for your classes already?”

      I nodded. “Nothing exciting this quarter other than psychology.”

      “Really? I have psych, too. Wonder if we have the same one.”

      The way things were going, it would have surprised me if we didn’t. “Could be.”

      He pulled out his phone and slid his finger around the screen. “One o’clock with Massaro.”

      “Sounds familiar.” I pulled out my phone and checked. “That’s the one.”

      Carter grinned. “I’m glad you’ll be there. I heard he can be a real jerk when he wants to be. What else do you have?”

      I glanced over my schedule. “Intro to Statistics and World Geography.”

      He sipped his drink. “I aced both, so let me know if you need any help. You know where I study.” He glanced around the table.

      “Thanks.”

      “Johnson for geography? You’ll like her.”

      I nodded. “And Foley for stats.”

      His face clouded over.

      “Something wrong with him, too?” I asked.

      Carter sat taller and his brows came together. “He’s new. I wouldn’t know.”

      I tilted my head. “Sure you haven’t heard of him?”

      The server arrived and placed the two lobsters in front of us. He held up a pepper grater as long as his arm. “Pepper?”

      “Please,” Carter said.

      Once we both had our dishes seasoned, the server again left.

      The grin had returned to Carter’s face. “Dig in and tell me this isn’t the best you’ve tasted.”

      I forced a smile. It wouldn’t be hard to say that.

      “Go on.” He stuck a forkful into his mouth and closed his eyes. “It doesn’t get any better than this.”

      Curious, I stabbed the largest piece and took a bite. The taste exploded in my mouth. “Oh, my.”

      Carter flicked a nod. “Told you. Oh, and be sure to save room for dessert.”

      We ate in silence as my taste buds screamed in delight. Even the side vegetables were mind-meltingly delicious. It was hard not to scarf everything down, but I kept control, making eye contact with him every so often and smiling.

      As soon as the plates had been emptied, the server returned. “Would you like more, or some dessert, perhaps?”

      I leaned back. “As much as I’d love some more, I hear the dessert is just as good.”

      “Very well. What would you like?”

      “Good question.” I turned to Carter. “What do you recommend?”

      He chuckled. “Just about anything, but then again, I’ve never found a sweet that disagreed with me. Pick your favorite, and we’ll have two.”

      My mind went blank. “I, uh, don’t really have a favorite.”

      “Really? No favorite?”

      I shrugged. “Not really.”

      He turned to the server. “Bring us tonight’s special.”

      The server balanced the plates and bowed. “Coming right up.” He spun around and left.

      “What’s the special?” I asked.

      “No idea, but it’ll be good. Did you like the dinner?”

      “It was hard to save room for dessert.”

      “Yeah, once you eat at the Jag, everything else pales in comparison. I hope you won’t be too full to dance.” His eyes shone.

      I studied his handsome face and let my gaze linger down to his muscular arms before looking back into his eyes. “I don’t think that’ll be a problem.”

      A slow smile crept across his face. “I’m so glad I ran into you at the party. You’re such a breath of fresh air compared to everyone around here.”

      Did he mean at the club or in town? I didn’t have the chance to ask, because a loud sizzling noise distracted me.

      Our server was headed our way, carrying two flaming dishes.

      I turned to Carter. “Is that our dessert?”

      “It most certainly is.”

      A moment later, the two fiery plates were in front of us. Underneath the flames was an enormous slice of cake that looked like layers of sponge cake, ice cream and meringue.

      “Enjoy.” The server bowed and hurried away.

      My eyes widened as I stared.

      “Blow it out,” Carter said. “If you just watch the show, your dessert will be charred.”

      I watched him blow his out, and I imitated him. The sweet smell arose and made my mouth water. “What is this?”

      “Pure heaven.” He took a bite and closed his eyes. He opened them and winked. “If you mean the name, it’s called Baked Alaska. Dig in.”

      I grabbed my fork and scooped as much as I could. All the flavors worked together to create something I was sure I’d never tasted before.

      “A rare rum gives it that kick,” Carter said. “Father has it imported from a dangerous little town in Russia.”

      “Not Alaska?” I took another bite, letting it melt on my tongue.

      “Where’s the challenge in that?” He ate the last of his and pushed the empty plate to the edge of the table. “Are you going to be able to finish that?”

      Half of my enormous slice remained. “I’m going to try.”

      Carter chuckled. “It’s hard to leave any on the plate, I know. Once when I—” He sat taller and stared at something behind me.

      “What is it?” I asked.

      He groaned and scooted away from the booth’s edge. “It’s my father with some out of town guests.”

      “You don’t want to talk to him?”

      “Not if I can avoid it.”

      I pushed my plate toward him. “Help me finish this—I hate to see it go to waste—and then we can sneak to the dance floor.”

      His expression relaxed. “I like the way you think.” He picked up his fork, and soon we had the plate emptied.

      “Are you ready to dance?” I asked, just as eager to have his arms wrapped around me again as I was to burn off some serious calories.

      Carter sat taller and glanced behind me. “He’s distracted. Let’s go.”

      “We don’t have to pay?”

      “Not when my last name is Jag. Come on.”

      I reached for Sasha’s clutch and followed Carter out of the restaurant. We went down the dimmed hallway again, following the loud music. Laughter and happy screams sounded as we neared.

      “Sounds like a real party in there.”

      “It really is.” He put his arm around me and ushered me inside. The enormous room was as dark as the hall, but with multi-colored lights all around. Most of the dancers wore glowing or flashing lights and multicolored lasers danced around the ceiling. On the second floor, the DJ had a massive setup, and he wore a mask—jaguar, of course—with lit whiskers and eyes. He danced around, encouraging everyone else to move with the music.

      A large bouncer stepped in front of us we walked in. He took one look at Carter and went back to his place. “Master Jag, do you need anything? Martini?”

      “Just here to dance.” He turned to me. “Unless you want a drink?”

      I shook my head. “I’m stuffed.”

      “Have fun,” the bouncer said. “If you need anything, just say the word.”

      “Can you keep my purse somewhere safe?” I asked.

      “You can rest assured no one will touch it while it’s with us.”

      I handed it to him. “Thank you.”

      He handed us small mesh bags with what looked like potpourri inside. I sniffed it. It smelled like catnip.

      Carter held his up to his face and took a deep breath and held it in before placing the bag in his coat pocket. “Let’s dance.” His face lit up and he held his hand out for me.

      “Okay. What am I supposed to do with this?”

      He took it from me, sniffed it, and handed it back to the bouncer. Then Carter laced his fingers through mine and led me to the middle of the dance floor. He danced like a professional, moving precisely with every beat of the music.

      Panic struck me. I had no idea if I could dance. What if I had no rhythm?

      He motioned for me to join him.

      What was the worst that could happen? I gave him my best smile and moved to the music. It felt natural and our moves matched each other perfectly.

      Several around us whistled and cat-called, cheering us on. The crowd backed up, giving us room. I spun around shook my hips, laughing and having the time of my life—all three days of it that I could remember. I had years to make up for, and I suddenly resolved to do it all in that one night on the dance floor.

      The cheers around us only pushed me forward. I moved in step with the beat and with Carter. We couldn’t have done better if we’d spent years working on the routine.

      We continued for the next several songs until a slower tune began. Carter pulled me close and I put my hands around his waist.

      He stared into my eyes. “I’m having such a great time. Where did you learn to dance like that?”

      I wished I knew. “Just comes naturally.”

      “No, seriously. I spent years in lessons.”

      “Maybe I did, too.” I smiled, trying to be mysterious.

      Over the next few songs, we glided around the floor like two professionals. I loved the feel of being in his arms. Judging by the look in his eyes, he felt the same way.

      After the third slow song ended, overhead lights came on and everyone stopped dancing.

      “Is it closing time?” I asked.

      Carter shook his head, his eyes shining with excitement. “The DJ is taking a quick break. Then the party really starts.”
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      Bright light shone on my face.

      “Rise and shine, sunshine,” came Sasha’s annoyingly perky voice.

      I rolled over and pulled my covers over my head. “Go away.”

      “We have lunch and then orientation, remember?”

      Every muscle ached. “I don’t care.”

      “Are you going in your pajamas?” She yanked on my comforter.

      I grasped it with more force. “Take notes for me.”

      “I can’t. We don’t have any of the same classes.”

      “As long as I can find my way around when they actually start, I’ll be fine.”

      “Come on.” She pulled the cover off me.

      I glared at her, but then had to cover my eyes from the awful brightness.

      “Get in the shower. I’m not going alone.”

      “Take Landon.”

      “He’s not a freshman.” Sasha pulled on my arm. “You’re my roommate.”

      “Technically, everyone who lives in the Waldensian is a roommate.”

      “You’re the only one who shares a room with me, girlfriend. Get in the shower before I throw you in.”

      I moaned. “What time is it?”

      “Eleven.”

      “How can you be so perky at this early hour?” I mumbled.

      “Because I didn’t come home at six.”

      Everything from the night before flooded back.

      “What did you guys do all night?” Sasha teased.

      “Danced.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Until it closed. Then we watched the stars fade, parked in his Ferrari. Then he brought me back here.”

      “Hold up. Did you say Ferrari?” she exclaimed.

      “Cherry red.”

      She sat on the bed. “Girl, seriously?”

      “Yes. Do you see why I’m so tired?”

      “Hang on to that guy. Does he really own the club?”

      I sat up and groaned, trying to force my eyes open. “His dad does.”

      “Did you get pictures?”

      Pain shot through my head. “I forgot.”

      “You didn’t get any?”

      “I just woke up. Would you please leave me alone?”

      “It went well, right? You’ll probably be back. Get pictures next time. Lots of them, okay? Us peasant-folk want to see inside.”

      “I’m getting in the shower.”

      “You can tell me what it’s like, though. What is the—?”

      “Can you start some coffee? I’m going to need a gallon.”

      Sasha laughed. “I think Landon already started some. Hurry up, I don’t want to be late.”

      I got up and tripped over my pumps.

      “You really shouldn’t leave those lying around,” Sasha teased.

      “So helpful.” I kicked them under my nightstand and made my way into the bathroom. The light in there was almost as harsh as the sun. I looked in the mirror and immediately regretted it. My hair stuck out in every direction, my unwashed makeup was smeared all over my face, and I had dark circles under my eyes.

      I was so sore that even my bones ached.

      Sasha pounded on the door. “You didn’t fall back to sleep did you?”

      “You’re the most annoying roomie ever!”

      “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

      “You would.” I turned on the shower as hot as it would go, climbed in, and let the stream run over me. It soothed my muscles, but my bones wouldn’t be comforted. I turned up the temperature, but it didn’t help.

      “Hurry up,” Sasha called.

      “I am!” I lathered up my hair and rushed through the shower.

      By the time I was done, I felt like a new person—except for my bones. They continued hurting. I found some painkillers in the cabinet and took a couple. Then I got ready as quickly as I could, making sure to conceal the shadows under my eyes.

      I adjusted the towel and went into the bedroom.

      Sasha shoved a coffee at me. “Hurry up, or we’re going to miss lunch. All the freshman from the Waldensian are eating together, so we at least don’t have to worry about reservations.”

      “Got it.” I sniffed the coffee steam and held it in before gulping it down. It was bitter, but I didn’t care. The jolt of energy was just what I needed. Then I made my way to my closet and pulled out a gray and white yoga tank.

      My roommate stared at me like I was crazy.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Are you seriously thinking about wearing that to orientation?”

      I held it up. “It’s cute.”

      “For the gym.” She put her hands to her face. “Thank the stars that you got me as a roomie, girlfriend. Move aside.”

      Sasha flipped through my closet. “Remind me to take you shopping again this afternoon. Especially if you want to impress that sexy, rich, Ferrari-driving boyfriend of yours.”

      “Boyfriend? That’s a little premature. We just met.”

      She snapped her attention to me. “You spent the whole night with him last night.”

      “He didn’t even kiss me goodnight.”

      “Twenty bucks says you’ll hear from him before dinner.”

      I shrugged. He’d told me that I would hear from him soon.

      Sasha went to my dresser, rummaged through the drawers, and tossed some jeggings and a lacy purple top at me. “Put those on. I can’t believe you were going to wear exercise clothes.”

      “These?” I exclaimed, holding up the pants. “Did you notice it’s summer? I’m going to melt.”

      She shook her head, muttering to herself. “Your legs are cut up, remember?”

      “Oh yeah. Still, I’m going to fry.”

      “At least you know you’ll be smokin’ hot.”

      When we got to the restaurant, everyone was already ordering burgers. After dining at the Jag, it was a bit of a disappointment, but it was fun to hang out with the other freshmen. We were all excited to get the lowdown on our upcoming year.

      Once we got onto campus, we had to go to the stadium for the orientation. The sun beat down on us.

      Sasha leaned over and whispered, “I thought it was supposed to rain all year around here.”

      “And the vampires sparkle, too.”

      She glared at me and then laughed. “We’re on the other side of the forest from Forks.”

      “Maybe that’s where it rains.”

      A microphone squeaked over the loudspeakers. Groans sounded all around us.

      Down on the field, several people stood on a platform. A heavy, balding guy was adjusting the microphone. “I’d like to extend a warm welcome to our newest Freshman Class. We have an exciting year planned. You all should have received a link to our handbook. If you haven’t read it already, be sure to get it done before tomorrow morning.”

      “I’ll get right on that,” Sasha muttered.

      I snickered. “I thought you couldn’t wait for the orientation.”

      “To check out the guys.” She glanced around. “And it looks like we’re in for a good year.”

      Though after the night I’d just had, I only had interest in one particular guy.

      The various staff took their turns filling us in on tedious details about our upcoming education while we roasted in the sun. Finally, the first guy returned to the podium and told us to break into groups with our staff advisers.

      Sasha turned to me. “Who’s your adviser?”

      “Foley, I think. He’s my stats teacher.”

      “I got some intern. Maybe he’s young and hot.”

      I shook my head. “Do you think about anything else?”

      “No, not really. See you back at the house.”

      “Bye.” I adjusted my purse over my shoulder and made my way to a courtyard with a pretty fountain. At least it was shaded. A group already sat next to a little garden under some maple trees.

      I sat near the edge of the group, as close to the fountain as possible, hoping for a little spray to cool me.

      The instructor stood with his back to us, shuffling through some papers.

      I yawned, the coffee already losing its hold on me.

      A pretty redhead who didn’t look old enough to drive turned to me. “Bored already?” She giggled.

      “Late night.”

      “Gotcha. Yeah, I know how that goes. I hear this guy is new. Hopefully he knows more than we do, right?”

      I nodded. “Let’s hope.”

      “My name’s Grace. What’s yours?” She held her hand out.

      “Victoria.” We shook hands.

      She fiddled with a book bag. “I’m so nervous. Aren’t you?”

      “Should I be?” I had enough to worry about without getting anxious about school.

      Grace leaned closer to me and whispered. “I’m only fifteen. Maybe that’s why my nerves are on fire. You think anyone will care about my age?”

      My brows came together. “Fifteen? Are you a genius or something?”

      She giggled. “Hardly. I’m homeschooled and blew through my studies. If I keep doing well, I could graduate college at nineteen. Cool, huh?”

      “I can’t imagine hitting the real world now.”

      “Oh, I’m not going to work after that. Grad school. I’m going to study—”

      “Attention, please,” Professor Foley said and turned around.

      Grace snapped her attention toward the front. I followed suit.

      “Welcome,” he continued.

      I studied his profile. There was something familiar about him.

      My heart raced at the thought.

      He continued speaking, focused on the other side of the group. I couldn’t understand a word he said. The longer I stared at him, the more convinced I became that somehow I knew him. Or at least had seen him somewhere.

      His hair was dark and thick, his skin tanned to perfection. He had stunning features and a gorgeous profile. It was hard to believe he was old enough to be a professor. He was younger by far than all the others I’d seen. A magazine cover would have been a more fitting place for him.

      Professor Foley turned toward my side of the group. “And be sure to ask questions. That’s what we’re here…” His voice trailed off as our gazes met. His face paled and his eyes widened. His expression held something. Horror? Shock? Whatever it was, he continued staring at me.

      I was frozen in place. My heart thundered in my chest, threatening to break through my ribcage. I knew him. Without a doubt, we had spent time together. I just couldn’t remember any of it. My palms had grazed that stubble and my eyes had stared into those deep blue eyes. Even with the distance, I recalled that he often smelled of woodsy aftershave and soap.

      Those around me whispered, bringing me back to the present.

      Professor Foley cleared his throat and glanced around at the other students. “Excuse me. As I was saying, the faculty is here to help you. Just don’t wait until the final hour.”

      “What was that?” Grace whispered.

      My mouth gaped and I shook my head.

      “You know him or something?”

      “Shh,” I snapped.

      “Sorry.” She scooted away.

      My hands shook. I sat on them to get them to stop.

      Foley stopped talking, and everyone paired off. Grace glanced at me, her expression pensive.

      I nodded and tried to push the instructor out of my mind. But how could I? He was my only clue to my past. Part of me longed to run around the other students and throw my arms around him.

      Grace came over. “I wasn’t trying to bother you before.”

      “I know. Sorry. What are we supposed to do?”

      “We’re supposed to discuss…”

      My gaze wandered back over to Professor Foley. He was speaking to a couple students and smiling. My chest constricted. Oh, that smile. It had taken my breath away countless times, though I couldn’t remember a single one of them.

      “Did you hear what I said?” Grace asked.

      I shook my head.

      “How are you going to pass this class if you’re going gaga over the teacher?”

      My face heated and I pulled my attention back to her. “What are we supposed to do?”

      She shrugged. “Basically just go over the map and find all the important places. The cafeteria, clinic, our classes. That sort of stuff.”

      I pulled out my phone and found the campus map. “There’s our stats building. Let’s see… there’s my geography building—all the way across campus. Great.” I looked at her. “How are you getting around?”

      “My mom’s dropping me off in the mornings, then I’m going to walk.” She shrugged.

      “Where are your classes?”

      “My other two are kinda by your geography building.”

      “I can give you a ride.”

      “Really? You’d do that?”

      “Yeah, my car fits two, but no more. It’s a Jaguar.”

      Her eyes widened. “I’ll have to ask my mom, but that would be so cool.” She leaned closer and whispered, “Cute professor, three o’clock.”

      I spun around, and sure enough, he was headed our way. My stomach squeezed tight, and I fought to breathe normally.

      My voice caught. What would I say to him without looking like a fool?
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      I walked toward Victoria with a million thoughts swarming my mind. I’d spent so much time and energy searching for her, and then the moment my mind was elsewhere, she just appeared.

      It had been so many painful years we’d been apart, especially given how we’d been ripped from each other’s arms. The hope of ever seeing her again had all but vanished for a long time.

      Yet there she sat, like any college freshman in orientation. She was anything but ordinary. And she certainly hadn’t been born anywhere near the time her classmates had been, though she didn’t appear any older.

      My pulse drummed in my ears as I headed her way. When she’d looked at me, I saw a flicker of recognition—surprise, really—but nothing more.

      What had they done to her?

      How would I keep myself from picking her up, swinging her around, and giving her such a passionate kiss that her toes would curl?

      She was alive. Alive. And right in front of me.

      As I neared her and the redhead, the other girl whispered to Victoria. She whipped around and again, our gazes met.

      I wanted to shout from the rooftops. My sweet Victoria was alive and right here. Enrolled in one of my courses. I would see her every day for the next three months.

      She was just as beautiful as I remembered.

      Her eyes widened as I neared. They seemed more filled with curiosity than joy or any other emotion I would have expected.

      The crushing reality hit me.

      Victoria didn’t know me.

      I swallowed, stood taller, and plastered on a fake smile. “Hello, ladies. Do you two need any help?”

      She held my eye contact, but didn’t say anything.

      “I think we found everything,” said the other girl.

      I kneeled down to their level and focused on the redhead because I didn’t trust myself to look at Victoria yet. “Well, if you have any questions, just let me know. That’s what I’m here for.”

      “Thanks, Professor Foley,” Victoria said.

      The formality in her tone nearly killed me. Almost as much as not being able to wrap my arms around her and breathe in her almond-scented shampoo that I loved so much.

      I turned to her and opened my mouth, but as soon as I gazed into her eyes, I couldn’t remember what I was going to say.

      She stared back, an intense expression on her face. That was the look she had when trying to figure something out.

      Oh, how I wanted to cup her chin and tell her everything would be all right. She was alive and only about a foot away. How could things not be okay?

      Aside from the fact that she obviously couldn’t remember any of our time together. That was like an arrow to the heart. Worse, actually. I could pull an arrow out, but this felt more like my heart
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