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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

Allison is not the most popular girl on campus. Far from it, in fact. Her reputation as a snitch is earned from her tattling on her peers whenever they mess up, but she's an RA for her building, which means she's totally supposed to stitch on them. 

It also means that she doesn't have many friends and thusly doesn't get invited to parties. So when she suddenly gets invited to a frat party, she is understandably suspicious... She is a smart girl. She knows they aren't planning anything good for her and she knows the reputation of that particular frat house. 

She has walked into one of their 'parties' once before and it involved people stripping and enjoying themselves... and each other, in broad daylight with people filming everything. 

An invitation means an opportunity to be debased and humiliated by people who has probably been waiting for this very opportunity. 

She shouldn't go. 

She knows she shouldn't go. 

She goes anyways. 

...

​​​​​​​
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Look Inside
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"You're taking too fucking long!" the person standing next to her shouts and she realizes with a jolt that she recognizes him. He's Dean from her Arts class. He's always so quiet and soft-spoken in class, speaking only when spoken to and his art, while not impressive, is mellow, with lots of greens and blues. Right now, he has a hand on his cock that's pulled out from his pants and he's jerking off as he shouts at the couple.

It was different, earlier, when she couldn't identify a single person in the crowd and these are all strangers to her, but now that she is looking at their faces instead of their bodies and mannerism, she recognizes a few of them. There's Kimberly, who is two floors down and  prone of burning popcorn in the microwave and setting off the fire alarm and she's sucking mouth with a guy who is she doesn't recognize, but is tugging her dress all the way up to her breast so she can see the way his fingers are closed around her nipple.

A little further down is Annie, who just moved into the dorms a few weeks ago and is having a little bit of trouble finding her footing as a transfer student from out of state. She is always dressed like she's preparing for winter, covering herself from head to toe even indoors. She remembers worrying if there's something wrong with her heating system in her room and making sure there's not. She's not wearing anything right now, fully naked as several men take the opportunity to touch her everywhere, hands pawing at her breasts and between her legs, trampling all over her clothes that have been strewn all over the ground.

Allison worries a little about how she's going to collect those clothes and put them back on later and then quickly shakes her head because that's definitely not in Annie's mind right now.

She looks away, her mouth completely dry and has all the intention to turn around and leave, but then the sound of even more people gathering behind her pushes the crowd forward even more and she hears their exclamation of, "Lilith! You go girl!" and scatterings of, "Woo! Fuck yeah! I knew you could do it!"

The girls behind her seem to be friends with Lilith, who is evidently much too busy being fucked to acknowledge her friends. They shove everyone forward a little more in their effort to get to the front of the crowd and see what's happening.

As a result, Allison finds herself standing so close to the main event that she could reach out and touch one of the guy's perfectly sculpted ass.

She tries to squeeze a little further back, making use of her smaller size to ease herself between gaps and flit through the gathering of people. There are people holding phones up above them way in the back so they can see what's happening.

After several more failed attempts, she gives up and accepts that she's going to be stuck here until the crowd thins or the couple finishes.
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Chapter One: ​​The Coffee Spill
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"You need to clean that mess up," she says to the guy who had spilled his coffee all over the hallway. He had been so startled by her appearance that the paper cup flew right out of his hand. At least it's cold coffee and it doesn't seem like that sort that's laden with cream and sugar, so it shouldn't be particularly hard to clean. At least on principle. She only came out here because someone had failed to close the window and every word leaves white plumes in the air. She pulls her red hoodie closer around her for a moment and levels the guy with a glare that could melt the icicles hanging from the balcony window. She'll need to get something to get rid of that properly too. That's a safety hazard for people walking the path downstairs.

"Aw... don't we have cleaners for that?" the guy - John, her brain supplies helpfully - laments.

She keeps glaring at him while trying to figure out how she knows his name. Her brain remembers names really well, but the association doesn't come as quickly. She probably shares a course with him at some point, or maybe she had written him up before. "Yes, we do have cleaners," she says and is barely able to stop herself from reminding him that cleaners are people too and he shouldn't be adding more work for them to do. "However, they'll only be coming during the weekend. In the meantime, this will soak into the carpet and Susie will have to smell your coffee as it slowly goes rancid," she says and secretly enjoys the way his expression shifts from one of cool indifference to disgust. Coffee spills everywhere in the university and no doubt he had been subjected to the altering smell of brewed coffee that has been left out for too long. "You shouldn't even be here. This is a women's only dorm," she continues and bites the inside of her cheek before she can ask who brought him in here because if she knows, then she would have to note that in her report somewhere and then she would be even more hated. She's already made it into several shit lists that way.

Her peers aren't even that discreet about the fact that they don't like her. Conversations stop the moment she walks into the room, parties are held without inviting her, and when she has to do things in group projects, she finds herself always being the odd one out, even when the projects are supposed to be done in pairs and there's an even number of students in the class. It's quite ostracizing, but she doesn't particularly give a shit either. She's here to get a degree and graduate, not make lifelong friends.

She is infamous not just as the Bitch RA on her floor, but throughout the building of students who should really know better than the attempt to break the rules while she's around by now. They're not freshmen anymore. She's the head RA for the building of students who're supposed to be in their final year, so most of them are either twenty-one or twenty-two-years-old. They should be too old for this judgmental bullshit, but they're not and she can't muster up the energy to care all that much about it.

The guy rolls his eyes at her. "I'll clean it up later," he says. Well, he lies, because there's no way he's going to come back and clean this up the moment he is out of her sight.

"Now, John" she says and enjoys a moment of satisfaction at the startled look on his face at the sound of his name from her lips. He probably doesn't even recognize her, or know that she knows him. Then again, she doesn't actually know him, just filed his name somewhere in her brain. "I'll show you with the vacuum and the mop is," she says and grabs him by the arm so she can lead him towards her room, where she keeps these supplies because even as seniors, they're prone to stealing supplies and selling them online. Mostly as pranks, but occasionally she would find things actually missing and then she'll have to track down the last person to borrow it and it's all just such a mess because the people who write their names down when they borrow stuff aren't the same people who would sell these things. She keeps that closet locked up now.

He is much bigger than she is physically, but the element of surprise allows her to manhandle him where she wants and he lets out half hearted protests as she shows him to her room. "You're real pretty and all, but this is all moving too quickly for me," he jokes when she opens her door and he sees the bed. It's a bit of a mess since she's just finished her exams.

She takes a second to understand what he's talking about and when she catches the flirtatious tone, she blushes. "Don't be ridiculous," she says, but finds herself oddly charmed by the young man. "I keep the supplies in here." She keeps thinking of her peers as being young men and women, but she's just as young as they are, if not younger, seeing as some of them are in their late twenties whereas she is only twenty-two.

"You can't sign these out since you aren't even supposed to be on this floor," she says, trying to be professional in spite of the smile lingering at the corner of her lips.

"I guess you're going to have to hang around and make sure I don't abscond with these, then," he suggests with a thousand-watt smile that she tells herself sternly not to be affected by.

"I suppose," she says, hiding her embarrassment by looking away and sighing, pretending that it's a hardship to have to supervise the good looking guy as he cleans up the mess he's made on the floor.

Later, she should pin the beginning of her trouble to this exact incident, to the coffee spilled on the floor that put her on John's radar, but she couldn't have known such a small, rather insignificant incident would pivot her life so very much.
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