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JACKIE AND DENISE STOOD at the door to Gabby’s room. A week ago, Gabby dropped out of school suddenly moving across the country to start a new life or whatever new bullshit idea she came up with this week. 

Of the five girls all living in this apartment, Jackie and Denise drew the short straws for going through Gabby’s room. They had a couple of boxes to pack her stuff into before setting it into storage in case she wanted her stuff shipped out to her. At least this way they could put an ad up tomorrow for a new roommate and a furnished room. If they were lucky they could fill the spot fast and not have to deal with chipping in extra rent money next month.

‘Ready,’ Jackie said.

‘Yeah,’ Denise replied.

They opened the door and stepped inside. Both girls mouths hit the floor when they saw that Gabby’s room was nice. In fact, it was nicer than most of their rooms, especially Jackie’s whose was a mess.

‘At the very least, Gabby was clean,’ Jackie said.

‘Clean? Gabby was a neat freak. Everything is so pristine,’ Denise replied.

‘Yeah, no dust. Books are organized. Look at her makeup brushes.’

‘All arraigned in order by height. Talk about anal retentive. Even the few pieces of jewelry are hanging in height order.’

‘Where do you want to start?’

‘We have four boxes. Put one on the bed, one on her desk, and one on the desk chair by her dresser. Save the last one for fandom stuff.’

‘Even her desk drawers are organized.’

‘Did you ever think Gabby was like this?’

‘I never saw the inside of her room.’

‘Me neither. She was such an airhead though.’

‘Every week it was something new.’

‘Yeah, you figured this room would have posters of the cause of the week and be a total mess.’

‘I guess I will start with the clothes. Should I do the closet first or dresser?’

‘Dresser. I had an old moving trick. Turn a trash bag upside down, poke a hole in the top, and pull the curved part of the hanger through. Tie up the bottom and you can fit six or seven dresses in a bag. Makes for easy packing and unpacking.’

‘That is a good idea. It will save us time. Oh no.’

‘What?’

‘She folded her panties.’

‘No way.’

‘Seriously, who folds panties?’

‘Anal retentive yet crazy with her cause of the week. Who would have known?’

‘Such a strange combination.’

‘Yeah.’

‘This does not seem so bad though.’

‘No, much better than I expected.’

‘Yeah, it is easy to pack her stuff away when she was this organized.’

‘No kidding.’

‘I feel so bad now. I just toss my bras and panties on the floor. Her bras are arraigned by the colors of the rainbow and then by shade from light to dark.’

‘You have got to be kidding me. Let me see. Wow.’

‘I know.’

‘Who does this?’

‘A crazy lady. I just throw my stuff into my dresser.’

‘Same here.’

‘How could someone that nutty be so organized?’

‘I have no idea.’

‘Well, this should not take that long. Desk in one box along with the stuff on top of the dresser. Clothing in another. Did you check the end table?’

‘No. I was just figuring out how many trash bags to pack the stuff in the closet. Looks like three.’

‘I will get the end table.’

‘Ok.’

‘Wow! Oh. I.’

‘What?’

Jackie stood staring at the open dresser drawer brushing her brown hair to the side with an open mouth. Denise turned her head wondering what Jackie had found.

‘What is it, Jackie?’

‘Oh my.’

‘Jackie.’

Jackie gingerly reached into the drawer using her thumb and index finger to lift up an eight inch strapon. Denise’s mouth dropped almost hitting the floor as Jackie held it up like she was holding a dead animal.

‘No way,’ Denise whispered.

‘I don’t want to touch it,’ Jackie said.

‘Let me shut the door.’

‘It is so big.’

Jackie tossed it onto the bed, stepping back almost afraid of it.

‘Jackie, why do you look so scared?’

‘I just.’

‘This explains a lot.’

‘Uh, how?’

‘Well, no it does not explain a lot.’

‘Gabby was weird.’

‘I don’t think weird begins to explain Gabby.’

‘I can’t stop staring at it.’

‘Did she ever mention this to you?’

‘No, I have a boyfriend.’

‘I know, but boy did we know very little about Gabby.’

‘Yeah. How big is it?’

‘Eight inches? Maybe nine.’

‘It is thicker than a pickle.’

‘Yeah.’

‘Gabby was so strange.’

‘What else is in the drawer?’

‘Some lube and a couple of condoms.’

‘Nothing strange?’

‘Nope. What is in the box in the closet?’

‘Let me look. Check under the bed.’

‘S-sure.’

Jackie got down on her knees peering under the bed. 

‘Jackpot!’

‘What?’

Jackie poked her head up above the bed as Denise poured a shoebox full of sex toys on the bed.

‘What are they all used for,’ Jackie asked.

‘You never saw a sex toy before,’ Denise replied brushing her blonde hair back a bit.
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