College Girl

Caitlin was eighteen, fresh out of high school and in the absolute bloom of her life. Clutching some books to her chest, she trotted up the walk of Kilkawley hall, where her first ever college class was being held, and in the door, sparing a smile for the young man in a football jersey who held it open for her. She had her eyes popping out of her head at the thought of finally being in college, and didn’t see the way he looked at her as she passed, with a look of such pure lust that it would have likely sent her running for her life.

She sat attentively in class that day, she had four that day and three the next. College was so much better than High School. She didn’t have to take any class she didn’t want, and the people here were so much more mature than high school boys. About halfway through her day, a young man she vaguely recognized approached her with a flyer. He was wearing a football jersey and a smile and stopped to talk with her. 

“Hi! You’re Caitlin, right?” She nodded, blushing slightly. “I’m Ron, we have English Lit together. Umm, there is a game tonight, our season opener, and I was hoping you would come. All the players are given some tickets to hand out to people they want to come, so it’s free. We would really like your support. So, can you make it? I can pick you up at home, if you want, and drop you off after the game.”

She smiled, seeing the big, handsome jock looking at her that way and took the flyer without looking at it. “I live in the dorm, right across from the stadium. I can come if you want. I won’t need a ride.” She was positively red with the blush that was creeping up her face. She didn’t like football so much as the football players, big, hunky, and sweaty guys who smelled like sweat and leather. Her mouth was watering at the thought of it. And when Ron smiled at her like that, it made her knees go weak and her nipples harden almost painfully. 

Caitlin had only ever had sex with one guy, and he had gone to a college on the other side of the state. And Pennsylvania was a big state. She was still mostly innocent, he had been a virgin the first time too, and she had only experienced one orgasm her whole life. And when Ron, who was a few years older than her smiled at her like that, his blue eyes looking her over assessingly, she unconsciously thrust her chest out a little, making her C cup breasts look just a little bigger. She couldn’t see the erection swelling in his pants. 

“Tell you what. I am in the dorm just across the way from yours. Martin house, right?” Again she nodded. “And I will come walk you over, so you get in without having to wait in line. The season opener is usually pretty packed, and I don’t want you to get lost or anything in the rush. Sound good?”


She was positively beaming with the idea of being walked to the game by the big jock. They chatted for a few more minutes and she hurried off to her next class. The rest of the day seemed to fly past, and before she knew it, she was stepping out of the shower, eager to dress and head over to the game, with Ron. Looking at herself in the full length mirror, she turned this way and that, looking critically at herself. Her breasts, while not the largest, were a firm, round C. and her nipples were long and dark, positively begging to be sucked. No matter what shirt she wore, when she was aroused, it was easy to see. Her nipples were that long. 

Her hair was, in her opinion, her best feature. It hung all the way to the bottom of her ass and was long and blonde. Perfect for her somewhat pale complexion. Her eyes were green, and her skin was smooth and unblemished. Her arms and legs were slender, long and sexy, and her pussy was shaved. Something she had done for Jimmy, her last boyfriend. She kept it shaved because she liked the way it felt when her panties rubbed against it as she walked. Her ass was nicely round and very muscular, and her back and ribs were firm and tone. She smiled into the mirror as she looked herself over. 

Then she started dressing. Her hair was still dry, as she had not wanted to worry about it before the game, and she pulled it back into a tail as she decided what to wear. She went with a tiny little T-shirt that showed off her flat tummy and the ring in her navel rather nicely, and a pair of ultra-tight jeans. Then stopped and pulled them back off, reaching instead for a pair of tiny shorts that left her long, slender legs exposed for all to see. She was feeling rebellious tonight. Slipping on a pair of socks and her runners, she bounced down the stairs to see if Ron was there yet. The only drawback of her outfit was she couldn’t wear a bra or panties with it, the clothes were just too skimpy, and her breasts bounced with each step and the denim rubbed tight against her pussy. But she didn’t notice it at first, because Ron was waiting at the bottom of the steps. He smiled up at her, and she felt his eyes rake over her slender, sexy young body. And it didn’t bother her a bit. That was why she had dressed like she had. She wanted him to look. 

“Wow! Caitlin! You look great! Good enough to eat! All ready to go?” She nodded and he held out his hand to help her down the last few steps. She took it and held it while they walked to the stadium, aware of the eyes of others upon her. It made her feel sexy when strangers stared at her. She liked it. He walked her to the side entrance, where others of the team had gathered with those they were bringing. Mostly girls, a few frat buddies, and waited. After a bit, the coach unlocked the door and they were all led inside. She was given a front row seat right on the fifty-yard line, and sat smiling as she watched the game. 

The mechanics of the game didn’t really interest her much, but she liked watching it none the less. She knew enough about it to follow the score, and it became apparent very early on that her team was winning. And they finished the game right on time, beating the other team 50 to 7. IT was an absolute massacre, and the home town crowd loved every minute of it. 

When it was over, Ron sought her out and took her out the way they had come in. he had taken off his pads, but not showered yet, and still smelled like leather, sweat and grass. And she was practically swooning. He stopped by his car, a little red BMW convertible, and pulled her close so she could hear him over all the yelling and cheering still going on. 

“Hey. My buddies and I are going to our frat house to celebrate. Want to come? There’s plenty of drinks and it will be quieter there. I promise to have you home by midnight. Swear.” He held up his hand in a mock salute and she couldn’t help but laugh and nod as he opened the door for her. She was starting to notice how her shorts rubbed her at this point. All the getting up and down in the stadium had rubbed her almost constantly, and her pussy was hot and wet, and she felt a tingle running up and down her belly as they rode over to the frat house. 

Once inside, it was easy to see that it wasn’t going to be that much quieter than at the stadium. All the players on the football team were in the same fraternity, and they had carried the celebrating over to here. And the locals, police included, were all big fans of the team and would not crash their party. They had the whole area to themselves and they took full advantage of it. There was at least one keg in every room of the house and lots of liquor being passed around as well. Caitlin found herself upstairs in the game room with Ron, four other football players who were alone, and one with his girlfriend. 

The other girl, a young woman named Sydney, who Caitlin had only met that night got up on the big heavy oak table and started to dance for the players. All of who but Ron were cheering and watching. Ron had his arm around Caitlin and was whispering with her as she sneaked peeks at the other girl. Sydney had pulled her top off and her bare breasts were swaying enticingly in the dim light of the room. His hand was on her thigh and Caitlin was sipping her third beer of the night. Indeed, it was her third beer ever, and she had quite a buzz going as she felt him nuzzle into her neck and squeeze her thigh. 

Part of her was a little nervous, being in the room with these strange guys who she barely knew. But she was still feeling rebellious and cocked her head to the side so Ron could get in closer to her neck and nibble at her earlobe. Her eyes closed as someone took the half empty cup from her, and she moaned slightly as he moved his hand up a little to caress her crotch with one finger, and she never saw Sydney leave with two of the guys in the room. Leaving her, Caitlin, alone with four very horny football players, all of who were now watching her. 

“Hey.” Whispered Ron in her ear. “Want to dance for us like Sydney did? I think you’d be really good at it. I can tell you are sexy and that you want to make us smile.” His words had a strange effect on her, and while she was a bit nervous, she let him coax her up onto the table and she started moving a little with the music. The guys were watching, sitting in a semi-circle around her and smiling, so she got more into it, starting to really dance with the music as she closed her eyes and did what she only half thought was right. She stripped her tiny Tee off and tossed it to Ron. The cool air in the room felt wonderful on her bare chest, and she smiled as a few of the boys whistled appreciatively at her and leaned in for a closer look. She was no expert at this, but she was doing well enough to get by, and she started to let herself fall into the rhythm of the music. When the first song was over, she sat down on the edge of the table. 

“I’m thirsty. Can I have something to drink?” Ron handed her a fresh beer and she took it gratefully, gulping it gratefully, unaware of the effect it was having on her as she nodded along with the next song. It was one she knew and she finished the beer quickly and stood back up on the table. While she had been sitting, one of the boys had pulled off her shoes and socks, and she was dancing now in just the tiny little shorts. At the end of that song, she sat to gulp another beer and someone undid the button on the top of the shorts. She felt grateful for it and smiled at the guy who had done it. They were starting to feel a little tight anyhow. 

She didn’t seem to notice the warm hands on her bare breasts as they groped her, but she looked down when a mouth closed over her nipple. Then another mouth over the other one. As drunk as she was, they were super sensitive and she gasped a little as the two men expertly rolled them with their tongues and sucked at them hard. She gasped and held their heads to her for a moment, but then a song she really liked came on, and as she was struggling to get up and dance, her shorts slipped and she kicked them off, agitated that they had gotten in the way in the first place. 

As she moved her lithe, svelte young body along with the music, she smiled, almost unaware of the eyes upon her and the feel of the breeze against her skin. Dancing, she didn’t see Ron get up and slip out of the room, closing the door behind him, and one of the other men got up to lock it. She was now naked in a room with three men she had never met before. She was drunk and very innocent. The men all stripped off their shirts as they watched her dancing. This was a good long song, she would be busy for a bit yet. Then they kicked off their shoes and socks, looking to one another as they grinned and looked up at the naked young beauty. 

Her hair had come loose at some point and it was a wild cloud around her body as the song ended. She fell to her knees, legs wide to keep her balance, bare, bald pussy spread wide for all three of them to see and pert, perfect breasts thrusting out invitingly. Pushing her hair back from her face, Caitlin looked around but still didn’t seem to notice Ron missing, and she sat on the edge of the table, legs together and reached for a beer. It was supplied to her immediately as two of the boys placed hands on her thighs and spread her legs slowly. 

Guzzling the beer as she was, she didn’t notice what they were doing until it was gone. Her speech was slightly slurred by then and she was having trouble staying upright. She looked down and feebly tried to push them away. She was feeling very strange and saw that one of them had started toying with her slit. Pushing at his wrist weakly, she looked from him to his friend and saw the slight smiles and looks of unfettered lust. Then she stopped. Frozen by the look the third had given her. 

A look of such loathing and disgust that it made her blood run cold. He stood there, looking at her like she was some kind of animal, a cur beneath even contempt. Adrenaline flooded her system, overcoming the alcohol, and she sobered up almost instantly. As the scene came into focus, her heart sipped a beat. She was naked in a room with three strange men, all of them larger than she was, and Ron, the one person she slightly knew, was nowhere to be seen. And for the first time her nakedness started to feel wrong. Dirty somehow and she made to cover herself. She felt her cheeks flush and she brought her legs together as her arms covered her bare breasts. 

That was when he hit her, when she was looking away in shame and defenseless. Not an open handed slap like one might expect for a woman of her size from a man of his size, but a closed fist to the side of her head. She was knocked from the table, sprawling onto the floor. She lay there for a moment, on the floor, stunned and speechless, dizzy from the blow. Her lovely long hair was everywhere and her slender, sexy limbs were all akimbo. A tear escaped her in that eternal moment of silence and there was the briefest thought of what she might have done wrong. 

But all her thoughts were scattered like leaves a moment later as a fist tangled in her long blonde hair and she was dragged painfully upright. She struggled with him, trying to pull his hand from her hair and scrambling to get under her, to support her own weight and take the stress from that blinding pain in her scalp. But he was much too strong for her, and with a clattering of scattered bottles and cups, she found herself bent over the table. The hard wood pressing painfully into her hips as he slapped her ass with bruising force with his free hand and his buddies grabbed her wrists, pulling her arms out and holding her there. She was screaming at the top of her lungs, sobbing and kicking, but no one came, no one checked to see what was going on. 

He was brutal in his assault, sandwiching her lovely young body between himself and the hard oak table. Sobbing, she just let go and slumped there in his grasp, thinking that maybe if she stopped fighting, he would stop hurting her. And she was right. Once she gave up resisting, he stopped hitting her. Her ass was inflamed, sore and bruised and her feet were not quite touching the floor, just her toes barely reached the wood. She was helpless as he released the pressure against her legs, allowing her to slide down a little so her feet were flat on the floor, and as he kicked her ankles apart, she felt something hot and hard slap against the crack of her lovely round ass. 

She knew what it was. It was his cock. She squealed and pushed against the table, wiggling and struggling, trying to get away as the heat of it pressed against her skin. His hands spread her cheeks and his thumbs caressed the exposed folds of her pussy, spreading her open and making her wet entrance ready for him. His friends held her, both by the wrists and one by the back of her head as she kicked and fought against the intrusion. The head of his cock slipped into her opening and she started fighting harder. 

She hadn’t wanted this at all, she felt so alone, so scared as he surged forward and speared her on the end of his thick, sweaty cock. It stung unbelievably, her boyfriend had a tiny little pecker the size of his thumb. This one felt more like a fist. The first thrust forced all the breath out of her and she couldn’t even scream. As he grunted and thrust deeper and deeper into her, she felt more sweaty, turgid cocks pressed into her hands, held helpless in the strong grip of the other two men. They made her stroke them while their friend reamed her from behind. She got her breath back, but all that came out when she tried to scream was a long, shuddering sob.

He thrust hard into her, stretching her tight hole around his hot meat painfully. But despite the stinging pain and the uncomfortable, overstuffed feeling as he pressed against her cervix, she was feeling a heat in her loins. A heat that was rising up from her pussy through her belly and into her chest. What terrified her most about it was that she liked it. It was far beyond any pleasure she had ever felt before. And the very idea that she was enjoying being raped made fresh tears well up hot and painful in her eyes. 

She collapsed again as the heat swelled and swelled inside of her, letting them use her. Letting the one behind her thrust into her over and over again, and the two with their cocks in her hands use her to stroke them, to keep them hard and ready to use her next. He sped up and went harder and deeper, practically slamming into her cervix with each thrust, and suddenly, she came. Arching her back up off the table and gasping loudly as the most powerful feeling of pleasure she had ever felt tore through her like a tidal wave. 

“Goddamn! This bitch is TIGHT!” The one in her poor abused pussy said as she came, spraying thick white crème all over his balls and clenching him so hard that he could barely move inside of her. “She just fucking CAME! Did you see that shit! Came all over the fucking place! We have us a projectile creamer here! Ron sure knows how to pick em, doesn’t he?” They were laughing as the truth sank into her. Exhausted, she collapsed on the table and let him have his way. 

Ron had done this, had set her up. He pulled out of her then, moving around the table and dragging her head up by the hair, he forced her mouth open and pushed his thick, pussy-milk drenched cock past her lips. The combined taste and smell making her gag as he forced her to suck him. He stroked part of his cock and suddenly she felt his cum splatter the back of her throat, and she coughed as he came, grunting and thrusting into her face, deep enough to shoot most of his load down her throat and make her swallow it. When he was done, he stumbled back and sat down heavily on a chair. 

She lay on the table, humiliated and ashamed, coughing and trying to dislodge the sticky sperm from her throat, vomiting all over the floor in the process. The men didn’t seem to care. Another stepped up behind her, hands caressing her tender, bruised ass as he rubbed his cock in her creamy slit, using the head of his tool to spread her crème all over her ass and up the crack between her cheeks. He slipped into her easier than his friend had, she was already stretched out, juicy and ready for the next shaft. But he only thrust into her four or five times before pulling his thoroughly drenched cock from her slit and shifting so he was pressing against her tight virgin shitter. 

She moaned, but didn’t have the energy left to fight him as he started ruthlessly pressing into her tight sphincter, stretching it slowly open and forcing his way into her body. It was a long, painful process, but he worked his dick back and forth, slowly getting deeper and deeper into her as he grunted and groaned at the tightness of her around his thick cock. There was no pleasure to be had here, it stung like fire and made her squeal in pain with every thrust he visited upon her tender chute. 

After an eternity it was over, she felt a burning heat flood her cramped bowels and he pulled out of her, stepping away as the third and what she hoped was the last man stepped around behind her. This one was different. He started by turning her over carefully, moving her so she was laying on her back, looking up at him. He caressed her belly and breasts, taking his time and being gentle, leaning in to suck on her nipples and play with the little hidden nub of her clit. In a way, this was worse than the rape, he was making sure she loved it, making sure she got the most pleasure he could give her. He was humiliating her and degrading her more than the rape could ever have done.  

And she did enjoy it. There was no hiding it, this felt great, and she found that she was moaning and writing under him, near to cumming as he rubbed the head of his thick, hard shaft across the lips of her wet, dripping pussy. He worked his cock into her slowly, taking his time and letting her adjust to it, letting her body accept it as he took his pleasure with her. And she moaned, pushing up to meet him involuntarily as he gently laced his fingers through hers, smiling as he nibbled her ears and whispered to her, asking her if she was enjoying it, asking her id it felt good. When she moaned out a yes, he smiled.

“You know what it means when you enjoy this, when you like it this much, when you cum for the men who are raping you, don’t you?” She bit her lip, unable to suppress her moan no matter how hard she tried. She had an idea of what the answer would be, but was afraid of it. He went on. “It means you are a slut. A toy for men, cocks are candy to you, and cum is your milk. And that’s true, isn’t it?” He asked her, kissing her neck delicately as she felt her climax, more powerful than before, swelling inside of her. 

Had she known he was a psychology major beforehand, this night would have gone a lot different for them all. But to her, he was just another jock, another football player. And in her mind, they didn’t have the brains to be psychologists. She found herself agreeing with him, nodding as he called her a slut. She had to be one, to enjoy being fucked, taken by force by several men. She knew she could never call the police, could never tell anyone about this. Then he said the killing words, words that broke her, that made her his forever.

“Ron gave you to us for just that reason. He gets us a fresh girl or two every year. He has since he was a student here. And his wife, Sydney, the other stripper. She was one of you. She is as much a slut as you will ever be. You are a slut, aren’t you?” When she just nodded, he shook his head slightly. “I want to hear you say it. I want to hear the words in your voice.” She bit her lip and a tear, one of futility and grief, grief for her own innocence, slipped down her cheek. He stroked into her, building her towards a climax, but somehow not letting her crest, making her suffer on the edge of an orgasm till he got what he wanted. “say it.” He ordered as he stretched her arms out to the sides. “you know it’s true, so just admit it and get it over with. You know you are, there is no reason to hide it. Everyone knows you are already, Caitlin. Just say it.”

“I… I’m a slut.” He smiled at this and she suddenly came. It was like a tidal wave crested in her pussy, and with a splash, he found himself drenched in white sticky girlcreme. The effect on her, however, was more than just a simple wave of pleasure. As the orgasm broke over her, making her arch up against him so powerfully that she nearly pulled free of his grasp, she knew. She was a slut. She lived for cocks, they were her food, and cum was her drink. Just saying it, admitting it, had made her cum. And cum harder than she thought possible. 

He made love to her for along time, making sure she said what she was, a slut, over and over, till she accepted it. When he was nearly finished, he stood and she sat up on the table. Her body was covered with sweat and her thighs were streaked with her juices, as well as a very little bit of blood, but she slipped off the table and took his cock into her mouth willingly. That was what sluts did, she knew. He coached her, his voice soft and caring as she sucked him off. When he came, she swallowed, like the slut she was. He congratulated her and went to open the door. 

The rest of the team was waiting their turns to use her, too, and soon she was in the middle of the floor, a cock in each hole, she sucked at the one in her mouth and stroked more with both hands as they gang-fucked their new, willing toy. They took turns with her all night, and her belly was so full from swallowing cum after the first hour that she was bloated, and somewhat sick from all that salty liquid sloshing around in her belly. But she didn’t throw up again. She was a slut, and sluts drank cum. 

Then she was left alone with the player they called Monster. He was the biggest man on the team, and his cock was easily the size of her forearm. But she didn’t voice a single word of protest as he abused her. She was a slut, and she loved taking his cock. She was an expert at taking cocks now, she could swallow a length of man-meat without flinching, and her ass was so reamed and sore that almost any sized cock slipped easily into her abused and cum-slicked shitter. But Monster was different. The whole team knew he took steroids. It was why he was so big. But they made him mean, and he abused her as much as he used her. That was why he was last. 

He spun her around and squeezed her tits painfully as he pushed his throbbing, purple cock at her face. She took it in and he grabbed her by the hair, dragging her down his length and pushing more meat into her throat than she was ever meant to swallow. The player left to watch and make sure she was OK had fallen asleep, and Monster could do what he wanted to her. She found his meat so thick that she had real trouble breathing around it, and she choked, pushing weakly at his thighs as she tried desperately to breathe.

He was in bliss. Her throat convulsing around his meat made the most wonderful feelings as he face-fucked her, and he closed his eyes, lost in the pleasure of it all. She gasped, finding herself getting weaker and weaker as he used her, and as she thought to herself ‘I don’t want to die here’ the blackness overtook her.

He noticed something was wrong when she went limp, but was too striken with lust, and blueballs, to stop, and went on till he had emptied himself into her belly. When he let her go, she fell over onto the floor, his 10 inch cock, which had earned him the name Monster, slipped from her still lips and slapped against his thigh, rapidly losing stiffness as he looked down at her. She wasn’t moving. Eyes wide, he pushed the sentry, who popped up immediately. 

“Dude. I think I fucked up.” Monster said, staring at the girl, lying so still, in abject terror. “She ain’t breathing, man. Someone give her mouth-to-mouth.” 

“Fuck that, man, your cock was just there. I ain’t putting my mouth on her. She might spit your cum into me.” 

What the fuck, man. Help her. I think she’s dead.” As they argued about it, Caitlin looked up at them with still eyes. She wasn’t dead, just way out of it. If they got her help quick, she would be fine. But they were too worried about being kicked off the team to do anything more than panic. Then Sydney came in, and was arguing with them. Ron was with her, and Caitlin thought she was saved! But he didn’t so much as spare her a glance. He let his wife do all the talking. 

“What the fuck have you done now? You killed her you stupid shit! You know the rules. You break your toys, you don’t get any more. But what the fuck are we going to do with the slut-puppy here? We can’t just dump her. If she’s found, they will trace her here and we’ll all fucking go to jail. You.” She said to the sentry. “Get me that footlocker of yours, and make it snappy. You.” She said to monster. “You killed her, you bury her. Get fucking dressed and get a shovel. Now MOVE.” 

Caitlin tried to move something, to make a sound, to shout. But nothing came out. Nothing happened. The sentry returned with a footlocker, and he and Ron loaded her into it. If they had taken a moment, they would have seen that she was alive. Her pulse was faint, but it was there. Before she was stuffed into the locker, Sydney took a pair of shears and cut all her hair off as close to the scalp as she could. Caitlin shed a tear at this. Her hair had been her pride and joy for years. Now it was gone, and as she was shut and locked into the footlocker, she knew that she was going to die. Buried alive by people too ignorant to do anything to help her. She just closed her eyes and accepted it.

It was three weeks before anyone noticed her missing. And almost a year before she was found. By then, there wasn’t much left, as ants had gotten into the locker and used her for a colony. Her killers were never brought to justice, and the next year, they had a new toy. And Sydney, a local stripper, had a lovely blonde wig. 

