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‘Ladies,
text 206-SCREW-ME’






Marcy couldn’t
believe it, the number was etched there in the back of her math
book, conveniently placed in the ‘answer’ section. Even though the
textbook was only a year old, someone had already found the time to
vandalize it.






It made her
smirk. Who thought they could just put their number in the back of
a textbook, and pick up someone that way? Weren’t colleges filled
with enough drunken sex that cheap tricks weren’t necessary?
Besides, it was likely some poor guy’s number scribbled down as a
prank.






She took down
her answer, then went back to her homework. It was late and her
roommate, Jessie, was
off at some party. Marcy would be lucky if she got done in time to
catch something good on late night basic cable.






As she worked
through the different word problems, punching numbers into her
calculator and taking down her work, her mind traced back to the
phone number in the back of the book. It was an interesting idea,
some stud, an Adonis on call to come and work out any woman’s
frustrations.






Marcy giggled
at her own imagination. A well oiled man bursting through her dorm
door, wearing nothing more than a bulging red speedo, carrying oils
and a book of enlightenment poetry. Maybe his speedo had the number
down the front, ‘SCREW-ME’.






“Yes please,”
she whispered to her empty room.






Her thighs
flexed, and the eraser of her pencil tapped on her notebook. She
had sufficiently distracted herself from her homework, and now she
had a whole new problem she had to work through. Between the lack
of privacy in a dorm room, and the stress of homework, Marcy rarely
found time to take care of more intimate issues.






She cut the
lights, pushed her wooden chest in front of the door, and jumped
under the sheets. Her fingers found their position, and her phone
found pictures for stimulation.






It didn’t
work. She groaned in frustration, but it didn’t change the truth.
It was embarrassing, she knew she was horny, her nipples were taut
and her fingers had driven her loins on fire. Still, no big finish,
no explosion of joy. She felt like a corked bottle that had been
stirred, shaken, and heated to boiling.






Her eyes
trailed to her math book. The Fabio-esque SCREW-ME man stayed
behind her eyelids, taunting her lack of satisfaction. She sat up
and shook her head. It was silly, in the middle of a school of
horny men, ready to have sex with anyone ready, and there she was,
wet and frustrated.






She grabbed
the textbook, opened it up, and punched the number into her
phone.






Her message?
‘Are you up to the task? I’m locked up tight.’
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