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Fanny dug her heels into the floor, clasping her mother’s purse strap.  “Please don’t leave me alone with her.”

“Fanny! Keep your voice down.”  Her mother glanced quickly at the other girl in the dorm room, but Serena had put on headphones to study.  “Oh good, she’s listening to music. At least she didn’t hear the dreadful comment my daughter just made.”

“It’s not music,” Fanny told her mother.  “The school gives her textbooks on tape because she says she’s partially blind and I guess she got a doctor to go along with it. If she’s so blind, why doesn’t she have a guide dog or a white cane?”

Fanny’s mother slapped her, just on the hand, but still. “This is not the Fanny I raised, not by half! I taught you to be kind and courteous and compassionate to everyone. Anyway, people can have different degrees of blindness.  It’s not all or nothing.”

“Oh, sure. Take my roommate’s side.”  Fanny crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “You always take everybody else’s side, never mine. You hate me. That’s why you’re making me share a stupid dorm room instead of staying at home with you and daddy. You want me out of the house, as far away as possible!”

“Right now I do, because right now you’re acting like a spoiled little brat!”  Mother’s eyes blazed like she was about to give Fanny another smack.  Instead, she sighed and said, “You know why we want this for you, honey.  Your father and I both lived at home when we were in college. We want you to have the full college experience: the roommate, the parties, the co-ed shower...”  

“Eww, mom, don’t be gross.”  Fanny rolled her eyes.  “I just wish they didn’t stick me with the most boring roommate in the history of everything.  All she talks about is science stuff and whenever I put my music on she asks me to turn it down because she can’t hear her book.  It’s so annoying.”

“Maybe your music is too loud.”

“It’s not!” Fanny growled.  “And she makes me leave the room every time she wants to change. Why doesn’t she just turn her back like I do?”

“The girl’s probably shy.  Compassion, Fanny! Where is your compassion?”

“Guess I left it at home,” she said with a smirk. “Mind if I come back to the house to look for it?”

Placing a soft hand on Fanny’s shoulder, her mother said, “Give dormitory life a chance, sweetie.  Who knows?  Maybe after a couple more weeks you’ll learn to love residence.”

“Three weeks is enough for me to know I hate it.” Clasping her hands together, Fanny begged, “Please, mom? Please let me come home?”

“Fanny...”  Her mother gave her that look that said, “Enough.”

“Fine,” she grumbled. “But call me later to wish me goodnight, okay?”

Glowering, her mother said, “Fanny, you’re a grown woman. You don’t need me phoning you every night.  Try getting to sleep on your own.”

Fanny couldn’t believe her ears.  “But... but... but...”

Her mother kissed her on the forehead and then turned down the corridor.  Waving, she called out, “I’ll see you next weekend, love.”

This was not happening. Was her mother breaking up with her? No way.  Fanny cried, “Not next weekend—I’ll see you tonight. I’m packing all my stuff and coming home right now.”

Turning briefly, her mother blew her a kiss before walking through the double doors that led to the parking lot.

Fanny ran after her, shouting, “I mean it, mom. I’ll drop out if I have to!”

By the time she got to the double doors, her mother was already driving away.

“I hate you!” she screamed.  “Grown woman, my ass!  I’m still your little girl.  I’ll always be your...”

When she realized her mother wasn’t turning around, she stared at the tree-lined street, and then up at the sky.  How could the sun shine so brightly and the clouds dance like big fluffy cotton balls when her world was darkness and despair?

Slinking back into the cinderblock residence building, Fanny marched by a bunch of staring students.  One random guy asked, “Are you okay, Fanny?  Want to talk about it?”

“Shut your face,” she snapped.  “You just want to get me in the sack.”

His buddy laughed and punched him in the shoulder while she continued toward her room.  Serena was sitting cross-legged on her own bed.  She had on a short cotton dress, but Fanny couldn’t see anything because she had a computer in her lap. That’s how she took notes from the audio textbook she “needed.”  Yeah right.  If Fanny could work from audiobooks, she’d be in the top ten percent of all her classes.

Anger at Serena and her mom and the whole wide world surged through Fanny’s arms and she took it out on their door, slamming it as hard as she could.

Serena let out a blood-curdling scream and tore off her headphones.  “Fanny! What’s wrong?” 

Fanny knew she shouldn’t, but she was so mad she asked, “If you’re so blind, how come you can see it’s me?”

“I’m not completely blind,” Serena said, in a way that sounded calm but also puzzled.  “I can see you.  You’re a little fuzzy, true enough, but it’s mostly print that I have problems with.  I’ve told you that before.”

“Yeah, well...”  She didn’t know what else to say, so she just pulled her suitcase out of their shared closet and opened it on her bed.

“Are you going somewhere?” Serena asked.

Fanny tore her clothes from their hangers and jammed them into her case. “What do you think?”

“I think you’re going somewhere,” Serena replied, obviously trying to be funny.

“I’m going home, if you insist on knowing my every move.”  

“Oh.”  Closing her computer, Serena inched toward the edge of her bed.  “Did something happen with your mom?”

“What do you care? It’s got nothing to do with you.”

“Oh.”  Serena crossed her feet at the ankles. She had on bright yellow canvas shoes and bright green ankle socks, neither of which really matched her dress, which had a pattern of little red rosebuds on a bright orange field.  “Sorry. I was just interested. If you need someone to talk to, I’m always here.”

“That’s for sure,” Fanny said. “Always here, always around, always studying or doing something equally nerdy.  If I had a fun roommate, maybe I wouldn’t be so anxious to get out of here.”

Serena’s face fell.  “I can be fun.”

“Oh yeah, like what?  Stripping down to your bra and panties while you study? Whoop-dee-do!”

“No, I wouldn’t do that.” Serena’s cheeks broke out in a deep blush.

Fanny hesitated for a moment before saying, “I’m not asking you to.”

“I’m just a little self-conscious, that’s all.”

“So I noticed.”  Folding the top of her suitcase down, she crushed her clothes inside.  “Damn it, I can’t get this thing closed.”

“Want me to help?” Serena asked.

“No.”  Fanny jumped on her soft-sided suitcase as her roommate looked on. It wasn’t like her to feel bad after snapping at someone, but she did feel bad this time.  She said, “I don’t know what you’ve got to be self-conscious about.  You’ve got a nice body, from what I’ve seen.”

“Well, that’s just it,” Serena said shyly.  “You haven’t seen it all.”

Fanny paused, looking across the room and wondering what the girl meant.

“Let me help you.”  Serena crossed the small expanse between their beds.  “Let me zip this up.”

She gave in and let Serena help.  “Thanks.” When it was zipped, Fanny jumped down and straightened her skirt. “You know, I used to be self-conscious, too, but then I found out things I didn’t like about my body were things other people did like. Then I started feeling good about them.”

“Like what?” Serena asked.

Fanny felt a blush break across her own cheeks this time. “You probably don’t want to know.”

“It can’t be worse than mine.”  Sitting back down on her bed, Serena picked up her computer and showed Fanny what she’d been typing.  The font was huge enough to see from across the room, so maybe Serena’s eyesight really was as bad as she claimed.  Anyway, that didn’t matter right now.  What mattered was that the notes on her computer were all about variant sexual anatomies—different genital formations, intersex configurations...

“You?”  Fanny fell back on her bed, forgetting that her luggage was sitting there. She bounced back up and then took a daring step forward.  “You too?”

Serena’s eyes widened.  “What do you mean, me too?”

“I mean...”  Fanny hoped she could count on her roommate not to judge.  She pulled down her panties and gathered up her skirt to show Serena.  “I’ve been like this all my life.”

A smile broke across Serena’s lips as she closed her computer and shoved it under the bed.  She leaned in closer, the same way she did when she was reading, and then asked, “Can I touch it?”

It didn’t take much to turn Fanny on. Just the idea of someone else’s fingers brushing gently down her shaft made her stiff as a board.  “Touch it,” Fanny said.  “Stroke it, taste it, fuck it—whatever you want.”

“I thought you hated me,” Serena replied.

Like that mattered at this point. But, in truth, Fanny didn’t hate her roommate anymore.  “Do you still feel self-conscious?”

“A little.”

“Don’t.”  When Serena didn’t follow through on her offer to touch Fanny’s full, firm erection, Fanny touched it herself.  Stroking her cock, she said, “I showed you mine. Now you show me yours.”

Serena bit her lip.  “I’m nervous.”

“Don’t be.”  Fanny stroked her cock a little harder, drawing Serena’s gaze to the motion.  “Start with your boobs, if you want.”

“Show you my boobs?”  Serena cupped them through her dress, whether for emphasis or to mask how big and swollen they’d grown.  “I don’t know.  This is weird.”

“Is it your first time?”

“My first time...?”  Serena didn’t seem to know what Fanny was asking any more than Fanny did.  How far would they take this?  “Okay, I just have to... sorry...”

Serena turned around. Her hands disappeared beneath her dress and she gently persuaded her stretchy panties down her thighs.  Once she’d stepped out of them, she removed her dress, giving Fanny a good look at her firm, fleshy ass.  She reached around and unhooked her bra, then slid the straps down her arms and discarded the garment.

Wearing only socks and canvas shoes, Serena said, “I’m so nervous.”

“Why? Don’t be. I want to see what it looks like.”

“Okay.”  Serena turned slowly, shielding her breasts with one arm and her crotch with the other.  “Are you sure you want to see?”

Fanny took a quick step forward and whacked her roommate’s thigh with her engorged cock. “Yes! Show me!”

Serena giggled as Fanny’s preliminary juices slicked her thigh.  “Oh, I’m so nervous!”

“Don’t be nervous. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

“Oh... okay.”  Slipping her arms down at her sides, Serena revealed her pretty pink nipples and then her sweet, soft cock.  “Here I am.”

“You’re not hard,” Fanny said.  “Aren’t you happy to see me?”

“Sure I am.”  Serena crossed her feet at the ankles.

“What if I do this?” Fanny asked as she unbuttoned her blouse and
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