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Fanny started talking before she’d fully opened the door.  “Hey, there’s an open-air showing of Blade Runner tonight on the...”  

She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw what her roommate was doing.  

“Serena, is that... are you...?”

Serena turned swiftly, then smiled and smacked her lips.  “Am I putting on makeup? You betcha!”

“But why?”  Entering their dorm room, Fanny closed the door behind her.  “You never wear makeup.”

Serena winked.  “I do when I have a date.”

“You have a date?”  Fanny’s intestines boiled with jealousy.  “Since when do you date?”

“Since someone asked me out.”

“Who?”

“Just a guy from one of my classes.  You don’t know him.”  Serena was obviously trying to act low-key about it when she was clearly over the moon.  “Since when do you care who I go out with?”

Fanny was taken aback by the comment.  “Ever since we... you know... I care what you do. Of course I care.”

“Well, you can care all you want, but you don’t own me.”  Serena finished putting on some copper-toned eye shadow and then flashed her lashes.  “What do you think? Do I look gorgeous or what?”

“Or what,” Fanny said, flatly.  “Can you even see what you look like?”

Serena glanced at her reflection in the wall of mirrors that made up their sliding closet door.  For a second, Fanny felt a little guilty for calling attention to her roommate’s partial blindness.  Serena wasn’t ashamed of it, though, so she didn’t react.  She only said, “I have a good mirror, but the light burnt out.”

Sighing, Fanny said, “Bring that makeup kit over here. I’ll do it for you.”

“Really?”  Serena beamed as she brought her toolbox over to Fanny’s bed.  “This is so nice of you.  I’m terrible at getting dolled up. I do it so rarely.”

Wiping off her roommate’s lipstick with a tissue, Fanny said, “Tell me about this guy.”

Then she had listen to Serena prattle on about the dumb fuck for ten minutes straight.  The more Serena raved about him, the more pissed-off Fanny became.  She was jealous.  No use denying it.  She didn’t want her roommate dating anybody.  She wanted Serena’s sweet young body all to herself.

Apparently Fanny hadn’t made herself clear. She’d just assumed she and her roommate were on the same page.

It was sour grapes, pure and simple, that led Fanny to use her own makeup on her roommate’s clean, soft skin.  When she dragged her thick red gloss across Serena’s full lips, it was almost like they were kissing. The tickly brush touched Fanny’s lips every day when she put on makeup. Now it danced across her roommate’s luscious lips, drawing them gently apart, so kissably smooth and glistening wet, just like her lovely pink pussy had been the day they’d made love.

And now, instead of going to the open-air Blade Runner thing with Fanny, Serena had plans with some guy? Fine, then. If Serena wanted to act like a little skank, Fanny would dress her up that way.  She piled on way too much blush, making the girl’s cheeks seem positively sallow. 

You want to act like a crack whore? Then you’re going to look like one, roomie!  

Fanny had never used her liquid liner to produce thick black cat-eyes on herself, but it worked like a charm on Serena. After way too much purple eye shadow and blue mascara, the girl looked like a total slut.

“There,” Fanny said, trying to conceal her jealousy. “You’re all ready to go.”

“How does it look?” Serena asked, making her way to the closet door.  “Oh wow, are you sure it’s not too much?”

“Looks great,” Fanny said, lying through her teeth.

Serena stood so close to the mirror her nose nearly touched it. “Your vision’s better than mine, so if you say it looks good...”

“It does.”  Fanny got up from the bed and opened the door.  “Now get out of here. Go.”

“Okay, well...”  Serena picked up her purse and adjusted her short floral dress.  “Thanks for your help. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“Same here,” Fanny sighed as Serena left for her date.

* * * *

Serena whipped the door open at eleven on the dot.

“Good girl,” Fanny muttered.  “You made your curfew.”

When she flicked on the light, she saw that this was no time for jokes.  

Serena’s bottom lip trembled as she slammed the door and back fell against it. Mascara streaked her cheeks as she slipped to the floor. Her mouth opened as though she were about to release a desperate howl, and yet she made no sound at all.

“Oh my God, Serena, what happened?”  Fanny scrambled off the bed and fell to her knees at Serena’s side.  “Are you okay? Did your date try something?”

Serena’s eyes widened as she turned her gaze to Fanny. “How did you know?”

“Ugh. Guys! They’re all the same.”

Wiping her eyes, Serena said, “Not to me. I mean, nobody’s ever tried...”

“Tried what?” Fanny asked.

Serena stared at the back of her hand, seemingly perplexed by the colourful streak of makeup painted across it. “How much makeup did you put on me?”

“A lot,” Fanny said, matter-of-factly. “What did he do to you?”

“Nothing,” she said, still staring at her hand. “But he wanted to. He tried. I said no. I said I wasn’t like other girls, but he just thought I meant I wasn’t easy like them.”

“I know what you mean.” Fanny took her hands and held them.

“I know you know.” Serena met her gaze with a glare that was at once perplexed and doleful.  “Did you make me look like a hooker so he’d think he could have his way with me?”

“No,” Fanny replied.  “I made you look like a hooker so he’d laugh at you and kick you to the curb.”

Serena’s eyes turned instantly furious.  “That’s not funny, Fanny.”

“It wasn’t supposed to be funny.”

With a huff, Serena pushed herself up off the ground and stomped over to her bed.  “The worst thing about having a roommate is there’s nowhere to go when you’re mad at your roommate!”

“Sorry it didn’t work.”

“He thought I was easy because of you!” Serena howled.  “I’m surprised he didn’t throw money at me.”

“Well, maybe if you got him off he would have.”

Serena laughed, but said, “That’s not funny!”

“It’s kind of funny.”

“No it’s not.”  Serena playfully launched her purse across the room.  “You’re the worst, Fanny.  Why are you trying to make my life hell?”

“I’m not,” Fanny said, crossing the room slowly.  “I just got jealous. Hasn’t anyone ever gotten jealous over you before?”

“Pfft!”  Serena rolled her eyes. “Over me? I’m a geek, I’m a freak, and I’m blind as a bat. Who’d want me?”

“I would.”  Fanny plucked a makeup wipe off their shared beside table and gently wiped Serena’s face with it.  “Ever since the last time, I’ve wanted you day and night.”

“Really?” Serena asked.

“Don’t sound so surprised. Now close your eyes for me.”

“Why?”

Fanny slipped the wipe gently down one eyelid, then folded it over and cleaned the other.  “Damn. It’s going to take half this box to get you clean.”

“You have only yourself to blame,” she said, not sounding quite so angry anymore.

“I’m sorry,” Fanny said. “What a stupid, passive-aggressive thing to do. And it almost got you molested.”

“It did get me molested,” Serena replied. “Well, pawed at.  He kept trying to touch me down there and I kept telling him he couldn’t, he shouldn’t, he might not like what he found. But he wouldn’t stop touching me and I tried to get away, but he was strong.”

“Damn.” Fanny felt genuinely awful, almost sick. “I’m really sorry, Serena.”

She sighed.  “It’s not your fault. It’s nobody’s fault but his.”

“Yeah, but maybe if I hadn’t put all this makeup on you...”

“It’s not your fault,” she said, grabbing Fanny firmly by the wrist.  Her eyelids fluttered, clean and clear of shadow.  Her face looked bright and fresh when she said, “He felt what was down there, Fanny.”

“And...?”

She shook her head.  “He didn’t like it.”

“His loss.”  Fanny crawled up on Serena’s bed and sat there cross-legged.  “I think your body’s amazing.”

Serena rolled her eyes.  “You’re just saying that.”

“Just saying?” Fanny asked, leaning toward Serena’s naked lips.  “Would it convince you if I were just doing?”

“Maybe,” Serena replied, and by then their mouths were so close Fanny felt her roommate’s breath like a warm summer breeze.  “Let’s find out.”

Fanny took that as a green light and let her lips lightly meet Serena’s.  Obviously Serena wanted more than just a light touch because her tongue slipped past Fanny’s teeth in a mad, mixed-up frenzy of motion. She pulled Fanny down on the bed, down on her lithe body, and they rolled together, this way and that, pawing desperately at each other’s clothes.

It didn’t take long to get Serena’s flowery dress over her head. It didn’t take much longer for Fanny to unzip her own jeans and squirm out of them. There they were on the bed: a pretty blonde in a plain white bra and sweet little panties, and a dark-haired vixen in a skin-tight t-shirt and a black thong, both girls hard as wood.

“You turn me on like crazy,” Serena panted as she peeled off Fanny’s top.  “Oh my God, you’re not wearing a bra!”

“With these little tits? Why bother?”

“Little? Yeah right.”  Serena dove at one and then the other, like she couldn’t decide which to suck first.  “I love your tits.  They’re the yummiest tits in the world!”

“How would you know?” Fanny said with a laugh.

“Oh, I know.”  Serena sucked one nipple so hard Fanny had to move her to the next.  “There couldn’t be nicer tits than yours. It’s impossible.”  

Serena traced her glossy lips side to side across one nipple and then the other, back and forth between the two.  The teasing little licks ramped up Fanny’s desire to an almost unbearable degree.  She traced one hand through Serena’s hair, but reached down with the other. Whose swollen cock should she play with: her roommate’s or her own?

“Please touch me,” Serena whispered before taking Fanny’s nipple fully in her mouth.

Fanny moaned.  “Only if you touch me too.”

Nibbling gently on Fanny’s nipple, Serena reached down to pet Fanny through her underwear. Fanny found her roommate’s dick beneath those sweet white panties and pulled it free.

“Take me out,” Fanny begged.

“Oh...”

“Please?”  She squirmed under her roommate’s limber young body.  “You’re not scared of my dick, are you?”

“No...”

“Liar!” Fanny said, stifling some laughter.  Then she sang, “Who’s afraid of a big bad cock, a big bad cock, a big bad cock?”

“Shut up! Am not!”  Reaching beneath Fanny’s black panties, Serena set her dick free.

The way they were smushed together, their cocks pressed against one another’s soft bellies. They gasped in unison as each girl wrapped her fist around the other’s erection.

“You’ve got the prettiest cock I’ve ever seen,” Fanny said.

Serena didn’t stop sucking her nipple, just moaned as they both played with each other’s dicks.

“I’m so sorry your date was such a jerk,” she went on
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