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Sixteen weeks.

I’ve been on campus for sixteen weeks and I’m still a virgin.

I’d say it’s bullshit if I ever said words like that out loud.

When I left home, I’d specifically come to the big state university to guarantee there’d be plenty of horny men who might want to fuck me. But somehow, I’m still getting straight-As and still not getting laid.

Rachel, my bestie from high school had laughed at my boast that rather than gaining fifteen pounds my freshman year, I’d get my freshman fifteen by fucking fifteen men. She’d even dared me to bet on it.

At this rate, I’ll owe her one thousand dollars this summer.

Have you seen how much college costs these days? I can’t afford to lose this bet.

If I could manage to get my first fuck out of the way, I’m sure things would get easier from there, but right now it’s like the men are sensing I’m the kind of virgin who won’t put out no matter how frantically I bat my eyes at them.

I mean, seriously guys. Have you seen the wet spots that get left behind on my underwear after a day of walking around all of you? How can you not smell it emanating from me whenever I walk past?

The bed in the room to my left starts banging against my wall. “Yeah, right there, Devon. Harder.”

Slut.

God, I’m so jealous of all the dick Janet gets.

The music in the room to my right nearly drowns out their passion.

Assholes

I’m jealous of all the cool kids who didn’t invite me to the party that they had to know was going to keep me up all night, especially since all of them are practically guaranteed to get laid before the night is done.

And I sit in the middle, moping and trying to remember what year all the wars in Europe started and ended, as if that knowledge will ever convince anyone to knock me up.

I’ve got to yell at someone. Bottling things up is not working anymore.

I’m out in the middle of the hall before I realize I’m wearing my tight, thin white cotton tank top, matching booty shorts that I use and pajamas, and my boring white cotton panties. I don’t even have on a bra.

I don’t bother going back to my room and changing, though. I’m behind on laundry again and figured I’d do it all at home tomorrow. Besides, I could march in naked and they wouldn’t notice me. I’m invisible around here.

I bang on the door with my fist three times but open it without waiting for anyone to answer.

All the conversation in the room stops as about twenty coeds turn to stare at the intruder.

As if collectively shrugging at my lack of importance after noting that I’m not a cop, they all turn back to their friends and pick up where they left off.
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