Putting Friendship to the Test, Part 4.

HedbangerSA

This is a continuation of the story contained in Putting Friendship to the Test, parts 1, 2 and 3  

Sex with Susie did get better, lots better.  I was in her room almost every night after that, and by the third or fourth time Susie could do it great without any problems at all.  We started to experiment with different positions, and when we were out of ones I’d heard of Susie started making them up.  Pretty soon we were using up three or four rubbers every time we got together.  It was looking like the econo-pack Ronnie and I bought at Wal-Mart wasn’t going to last the semester.  

The only problem was that I was the one using them all up.  Ronnie was reverting to his old form, making friends with girls from his classes and the dorm, but not getting any of them into bed.  I was kind of worried about him.  When I thought about it, it made sense that he didn’t get as much confidence out of banging Janice as I did.  

First, he didn’t know that she’d been awake for most of it and liked it a lot.  Second, it was his own mom so he probably subconsciously felt a little guilty about it (I was taking a psychology class, which was how I figured that out.)  This made me feel bad, because screwing Janice was my idea in the first place. 

Saying all this will probably sound like I’m making excuses for what happened next, and I probably am.  I know now that what I did was a big mistake, but at the time it seemed to make sense.  I thought I was helping two of my good friends.

A bunch of us hung out in a group sometimes, including Susie, Vicki, Brittany, Ronnie and me and sometimes Brenda.  We’d sit together in the cafeteria, go to parties in Brittany’s car, and stuff like that.  I started to notice that Ronnie was paying a lot of attention to Susie, talking to her and making jokes.  She didn’t seem to mind; after all he’d known her better in high school than I did. 

One day Ronnie and I were walking to class, talking about how his dad was going to be in town the next day.  He seemed nervous.  He said his dad wanted to take him to this fancy steak place, and I was expecting him to invite me along. Instead he started asking questions about Susie and me.

“So how serious are you guys?” he asked.  I smirked.

“If we were any more serious I’d have to move my stuff down to her room,” I said.

“I’m not kidding around, Austin.  Are you two in love?” he asked.  

This was something I’d been thinking a lot about lately.  Just being around Susie made me happy, and I thought about her all the time.  But I also remembered what she told me the first time I was in her room.

“Heck, no!  I like her but she doesn’t want to get serious with anyone.  You remember what she said; we’re just friends who fuck,” I said.

“So you could go out with other people if you wanted to?

“I guess so.  Why do you ask?”

“My dad said he wanted me to bring a girl along to dinner.  I was thinking of taking Susie, if it’s okay with you,” Ronnie said.  I got a funny feeling in the pit of my stomach.

“Would this be like a date?”  I asked.  Ronnie nodded. 

“Have you asked her?”  

Ronnie shook his head.  “I was kind of hoping you’d talk to her for me,” he said.

I should have told Ronnie no fucking way, but I didn’t.  Instead I talked to Susie for him.  She seemed surprised.

“I don’t know, Austin.  We’ve been spending so much time together I really haven’t thought about going out with anyone else.  Is that what you want me to do?” she asked.

“If you want to,” I replied.

“It sounds like fun, and I like Ronnie but I won’t go if it would bother you,” she said, sounding hopeful but I couldn’t tell for what.  

There were a lot of things I could have said, but I was afraid to get all gushy.  She was the one who said we were just friends.

“It won’t bother me,” I said. “You should go, it’ll be fun.”

Susie’s roommate Brenda ended up sleeping in Brittany and Vicki’s room the next night.  Ronnie didn’t come back to our room until late the next morning, except for the time he stopped in to get some rubbers.  

I kept seeing Susie after that, but we didn’t talk as much anymore.  And she stopped asking me to stay and sleep all night with her even when Brenda went home for the weekend.  Things were fine between Ronnie and me though, and having sex with Susie all the time did wonders for his self-confidence.  At first I was uncomfortable talking about Susie with Ronnie, but after a while I got more used to it.

Over the next few weeks we were both glad to have the help; being a Susie-fucking tag team allowed us to go to class and study occasionally.  I felt bad for Brenda, though.  She spent so much time out in the hall that she was threatening to ask for a new room assignment.  That made me feel guilty because Brenda was actually pretty nice.  

She was in my Psychology class and we sometimes walked back to the dorm together.  She was smart and funny, and she wasn’t really that fat.  Sure she was maybe forty pounds on the husky side, but she wasn’t sloppy fat, like with big rolls or bulges.  She was just plump everywhere but still pretty firm, and she had really nice long auburn hair that she spent a lot of time on.  

That took me to a Wednesday night in September.  I’d just finished with Susie and was making my way to the elevators looking forward to getting some sleep.  I’d been having a recurring dream where I looked through one of those huge telescopes they have on mountain tops in Arizona, but instead of seeing planets and stars I saw Susie’s cute little blonde pussy and it was like one of those black holes in space. First it sucked me in, and then Ronnie and then whole solar systems and galaxies started disappearing as she said stuff like “come on, do me again!”  I always woke up feeling sad.  I liked having sex with Susie, but I really missed talking to her.  Whenever I tried to start a real conversation she got quiet and wouldn’t look at me, then usually started joking around.  

Anyway, Vicki was sitting out in the little lobby by the elevators.  She smiled and waved to me, then put down her book as I walked over.  

“Hi, Austin. You look beat,” she said.  I just nodded.

“You never called me.” She didn’t sound angry, more like curious or surprised.

“Sorry, Vicki.  I’ve been really busy with classes and stuff,” I said.

“I know all about that ‘stuff’.  These walls aren’t that quiet, and Susie gets pretty wound up,” Vicki said, smiling. “Was that chick this wild in high school?”

“She’s always been a lot of fun, just in different ways I guess,” I said.

“She tried out for the cheerleading team yesterday, right?  If she makes it maybe pretty soon you’ll have more free time,” Vicki said.  

She was wearing a tight tee shirt and a pair of sweat pants.  She wore her red hair layered, with short bangs in the front that were really cute, and I loved the way it curled around her ears and against her neck in the back.  Vicki had creamy, pale skin but it looked very healthy, flawless really, with light freckles across high cheekbones and a delicate, straight nose.  Her eyes were an odd shade of blue/gray.  

“Maybe,” I replied. 

I figured that Susie was a lock for the team.  She’d been all state in gymnastics and was a cheerleader at our high school.  Plus she was blonde, she looked great in a tiny skirt and she was the perfect size for flinging up in the air and being on top in those big cheerleader pyramid things.

The book Vicki was reading looked like a novel.  “How come you’re not studying? Aren’t you in Ronnie’s geography class?” I asked.  Ronnie was up in the room cramming like a madman for their first test; it was looking like an all-niter.

“I’m not much on last minute studying. I tried to go to bed early but couldn’t sleep so I came out here,” she said, then reached down and adjusted her tee shirt.  

Her nipples were poking out like a couple of golf tees.  Despite my very recent stint of Susie-fucking duty, my dick was starting to work its way down the leg of my jeans.  Vicki glanced over at it.

“Look, Austin.  I’ve got an idea.  Ronnie’s probably studying up in your room, right?” 

I nodded, wondering where this was going.

“So why don’t you come to my room and bunk with me?  We don’t have to fuck if you don’t want to, but we could cuddle and you could help me get to sleep.  Everybody wins.”   Vicki tipped her head and arched an eyebrow.

“Come on, what’ve you got to lose?” she asked. I glanced down toward Susie’s room.  “Susie doesn’t have to know; I won’t tell her,” Vicki said, giving me a pouty, little girl smile.

My dick was now rock hard and pinned painfully against my leg.  “What about Brittany?” I asked.  This roommate thing was getting to be a nuisance.

“She’s already asleep.  An earthquake wouldn’t wake that chick up; she won’t mind.”

“Okay, sure,” I said, and reached out a hand to help Vicki up.  

She was barefoot and seemed shorter than I remembered her.  We walked down the hall and it felt weird to go past Susie’s door.  I was staring at Vicki’s butt as she walked.  It said “Hottie” on the seat of the sweat pants and that was getting no argument from me.  

She had a perfect heart-shaped ass and it looked like you could break an egg on it.  When we got to her door she put a finger to her lips, then opened it and we slipped inside.  The lights were out, but I could still see pretty well because there was a security light on the outside of the dorm not far from their window.  

Vicki pulled the tee shirt off and dropped her sweatpants, and just like that she was naked.  Her tits got my attention right away. They were even bigger than I expected, full and firm with cleavage that the Wonderbra people would be proud to mimic.  Her areolae were huge, but were so pale that it was hard to see them.  The second thing that struck me about her was how slim and toned she was.  Having really big hooters can make a girl look heavier I guess, especially in clothes.

Vicki sat on the edge of the bed and beckoned me over.  She untied my sneakers, untucked my shirt and went to work on my jeans.  I glanced over my shoulder at Brittany, who was sleeping with her back to us, about three feet away.  

Her dark hair was scattered all over her pillow and she’d kicked the sheet she was sleeping under part way off.  One long, slim leg was in full view, along with part of the panties she was wearing under what looked like a man’s dress shirt.

Vicki had my pants off now and was pulling down my underwear.  She made a quiet little whistling noise.

“Well, there’s at least one thing that Susie didn’t exaggerate,” Vicki whispered.  She pulled the head of my cock down and sniffed it.  “Still smells like Susie, too.  I better get him all cleaned up.”  

Holding my hips, Vicki started giving me a tongue bath, lapping along the length of my cock from all sides, then carefully cleaning my balls, too.  My shirt kept getting in the way, so I pulled it off.  When she finished she folded back her covers and lay down, patting the bed by her side.  

As soon as my head hit her pillow Vicki hooked a leg over mine and nuzzled her face against my neck.  Her right hand found my dick and started to stroke it.  

“I thought we were going to cuddle,” I said.

“Plenty of time for cuddling later,” she cooed.  “First I fuck you.”

I expected Vicki to climb on top of me, but instead she rolled away and reached for something on the little shelf that ran along the side of the bed.  It turned out to be a bottle of something, which she opened and squirted on my chest and stomach.  I jumped; whatever it was felt cold compared to Vicki’s body.  Vicki started to run her fingers around my stomach, and the sweet smell of blueberries washed over me.

“It’s body oil.  Taste.” She said, holding a finger next to my mouth.  I licked her finger; it tasted like blueberries, too.

She rubbed the oil over my arms, chest and legs, then paid particular attention to my cock and balls.  The oil felt light, like cocoa butter, and made my skin tingle.  

“Flip over,” Vicki ordered.  

She did my back, finishing with my butt, rubbing into the crack and then working a little into my asshole with a finger.  This felt a whole lot better than when Janice shoved her finger up my butt, but maybe only because I was more ready for it. 

Vicki flopped onto her back and handed me the bottle.  “Now you do me.”  

I squirted the oil on her tits and stomach.  “Won’t this stuff mess up your sheets?” I asked, licking some off my hand.  It tasted pretty darned good.  

“Nothing the wash won’t get out.  Now get to work,” she said.  

Vicki’s voice sounded tight, and she was panting a little.  I started rubbing her tits, concentrating on her nipples.  They were about a half-inch long and as hard as my dick.  Vicki gasped and whimpered as I stroked them.

“I think you’ve got that area covered, Austin.  You better do the rest of me quick or I’m going to start without you,” she said.

Working fast, I oiled the rest of her chest, arms and stomach, rubbed across both hips and stroked the oil onto her legs and feet.  This little journey confirmed my earlier impression; there wasn’t an ounce of fat on this girl unless you counted those big tits, and I didn’t.  

I saved her pussy for last, squirting a liberal dose of oil onto her mons. My eyes had adjusted to the darkness pretty well by then, and I could see that Vicki’s bush was trimmed to a neat little two-inch diamond shape that was the same flame color as the hair on her head.  Remembering her warning about her nipples, I just rubbed the oil lightly over her labia and inner thighs, savoring what it was going to be like to lick it off later.

Without any prompting, Vicki flipped onto her stomach. I saved that great ass for last, enjoying myself with it because I knew we were about to start the serious action anyway.  I ran my fingers firmly between the tight cheeks, amazed that a full, rounded ass like this one could be so toned.  

I found her anus and slid my finger in and out as I drizzled oil into her hole.  Deciding that I was definitely going to have to visit there again soon, I let Vicki know I was finished by giving her left butt cheek a playful slap.

By now the room was awash with the smell of the oil, and wherever our bodies were touching felt warm and deliciously slippery.  Vicki took the oil bottle from me and returned it to the shelf, then paused to light a small candle.  

“Have you been planning this for a while, Vicki?” I asked.  She shrugged.

“If not for you, for somebody,” Vicki said.  “I haven’t fucked anyone since I got to college and I’m as horny as a nun at Chippendales.  It hasn’t helped matters that you guys have been over there revving Susie up like an Indy car every eight hours, believe me.  That chick has been getting way more than her fair share.  Why do you think I was having trouble getting to sleep earlier?”

“Sorry, I know she c…” Vicki stopped me by putting a finger over my lips.

“Less talking, more fucking.  Now it’s my turn,” she said, reaching down and gripping my cock.  

She stroked it until she was sure it was as hard as it was going to get, then rolled on top of me facing the foot of the bed on her knees, scooting back until her pussy was poised over my face.  I grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her dripping sex against my mouth, just as I felt Vicki’s lips slide over my cock.  

It was hard to tell how much of the liquid dripping into my mouth was blueberry oil and how much was Vicki juice, but the combination was terrific and I wasn’t complaining. I shoved my tongue as deep into Vicki’s upside down pussy as I could, spreading her lips with my fingers and working at the bottom where her clit was with my thumb.  

I started lapping at the hot gash of her sex, and was rewarded with some pretty frenzied sucking down on the dick end of things.  Since she seemed to be enjoying it and I was, too, I pretty much stayed where I was.  

After a minute I felt Vicki pull off my cock.

“My clit.  Suck my clit!” she gasped.

I rubbed the hood of flesh over her clit until it was poking up at me and then pulled it into my mouth.  Vicki’s was bigger than Susie’s and it got even bigger as I sucked it and flicked it with my tongue.  I worked it faster and faster, and pretty soon Vicki was just resting her lips against my cock and fondling my balls as she moaned and panted, rubbing her tits against my chest.  

She gave a little muffled scream as the first orgasm hit her, her hips jerking involuntarily as she ground her pussy into my face.  I gripped her ass tighter, determined to make this as special for Vicki as I could.  I licked her mightily as she came a second and third time, and her reactions gradually became less and less restrained.  Susie had nothing on Vicki in the noise department. 

There was a little gap between Vicki’s thigh and the top of her calf, and I could see over toward Brittany’s bed.  She was on her side facing us now, covers nowhere in sight and the tails of the dress shirt pulled up to her navel.  

Brittany’s left hand was shoved into the front of her panties and she was stroking herself with abandon.   The thought of Brittany, who was kind of aloof and very hot, fingering herself while watching us was arousing as hell, and I reacted by taking my pussy licking into overdrive.  

“Oh god Austin, do it…do it, yeah!”  Vicki wailed, as she started pumping my cock like she was trying to start a fire.  

I forgot all about Brittany, I just buried my face in Vicki’s quivering cunt and squeezed her tight, oily ass.  Meanwhile my dick felt like it was about three feet long and my balls were starting to lock and load, urged on by the most amazing hand job I’d ever had.  

“Oh yeah, Vicki!”  I moaned, then stiffened as I shot a wad of cream into the air.  

Vicki scrambled to get her mouth over my twitching pole in time to catch the second spurt.  Meanwhile she kept rubbing her pussy up and down over my face, pressing down hard.  

This was great, but I was having trouble breathing anyway and I didn’t want to suffocate in her pussy before I got a chance to fuck it.  So I pushed up on her thighs to get some air, and found myself staring right at Brittany, who had pulled her panties completely off and had most of her hand inside her own cunt.  Now that Vicki and I had quieted down, I could hear the frantic, wet noises Brittany was making as she alternated between probing and slapping herself.  

Vicki must have heard it too.  She climbed off me and sat up on the bed.  

“Geez.  Sorry Brittany, I didn’t think you’d wake up,” she said.

“I was sleeping; I wasn’t dead,” Brittany moaned, rubbing her pussy.  She looked a little embarrassed now that she had our full attention.

“I’d love to share, but I don’t think there’s enough of Austin to go around just yet,” Vicki said, then reached toward the bedside shelf and picked up a cordless phone.  She handed it to me.

“Call Ronnie and tell him to get his cute ass down here fast,” she ordered, then turned to Brittany.  “That sound good, girl?”  Brittany nodded frantically, still panting.

Ronnie picked up on the second ring.  “Yeah.”

“It’s Austin.  You need to get down here,” I said.

“I can’t Austin.  I still got two chapters to read.  Can’t you just fuck her again?” he complained.

“Not Susie.  I’m down here with Vicki.  Brittany could use some attention too,” I said, wishing I could see Ronnie’s face.

“Brittany? No shit?  I’ll be right down,” he said quickly.

“The door’s open buddy, try not to make any noise.  We don’t want to wake the neighbors, if you know what I mean,” I said, then hung up.  

While we waited I pulled Vicki’s back against my chest and started squeezing her tits.  Brittany sat up and took the nightshirt off.  She was about 5’7” and looked even taller naked.  She had a deep, full body tan and her dark hair hung to her waist.  She had small tits, but they were perfect hard cones, with dark nipples the size of quarters.  Her hips were full but not big, and her pussy was completely shaved. 

She reached into a box on her shelf and pulled out a handful of rubbers and put them next to her pillow. The physical contrast between the roommates was intensely arousing, and as I watched Brittany, my cock sprang to full attention.  Vicki turned her head and smiled at me.

“Not too late; you sure you don’t want to trade?” she asked.

“No offense, Brittany, but I think I’ll stick with what’s behind door number one,” I said, grinning and thinking that Ronnie owed me big time.

“I’m so glad to hear you say that Austin, now I can let you live,” Vicki said.

We all heard the doorknob turn and the door ease open.  Ronnie tiptoed in, but then froze and flipped on the lights.

“It smells like someone kicked over a fruit stand in here,” he said.  “What have you got all over yourself, Austin?”  He looked over just as Brittany stood, completely naked, and held out her hand to him.  “Jesus.  Hi, Brittany.  You look terrific!”

“It’s oil, you’ve got to try it,” I said, licking Vicki’s shoulder.  

Ronnie wasn’t listening.  Brittany was undressing him, tossing his clothes on top of the pile in the middle of the room.  When she finished she turned out the lights and walked to the edge of Vicki’s bed.  She held out her hand.

“Oil” she said, snapping her fingers.

Vicki and I settled in on our bed, glad to have Brittany cared for so we could fuck without interruption.  I decided we’d had enough foreplay, and the long wait had me wanting her so badly that I decided to pass on being creative.  I slid on top of Vicki, positioned myself between her legs and drove my cock all the way into her dripping pussy.  

I started slowly, as the ache of wanting her slowly melted away and the bliss of our bodies fitting together so perfectly took its place.  I put my hands on Vicki’s shoulders and started nibbling on her left ear lobe.  She giggled.

“That tickles! Keep doing it!” she said, reaching around and cupping my ass with both hands.  

I kissed her instead and she responded urgently, pushing her lips against mine, our mouths open wide fighting for position and trying to taste as much of our partner as possible.  After that my surroundings were a blur, all I felt was Vicki; her slick body straining against mine, her big firm tits against my chest, my cock filling her completely.  

I’m not sure how long we fucked like that, but it seemed like forever and I didn’t want it to end.   By the time it did and I ground against her pelvis emptying my balls into her pussy, I’d lost track of how many times Vicki came.  From the look on her face as we rested, it was enough.  

“That was heaven, Austin.  I think I’m going to keep you,” she said, rubbing her cheek against mine.  

By now our body oil was covered with beads of sweat.  She tapped me on the shoulder and pointed at the other side of the room.

Ronnie was on his back with Brittany sitting on top, slamming herself up and down in a fucking frenzy.  Her beautiful ass was slapping hard against Ronnie’s thighs, and he had a firm grip on her tits with both hands.  Brittany’s long hair was swirling around her head as she swung it from side to side. 

“Don’t you just love it when you fix someone up and they hit it off?” Vicki whispered.

We never did get around to cuddling much that night, or to sleeping.  Vicki knew what seemed to be an infinite number of great new positions, and every time we stopped to rest we had the Ronnie and Brittany show to watch.  

My personal favorite episode was the one with Brittany’s head hanging off the side of the bed face down, hair dangling, on her knees with her ass straight in the air.  Ronnie was behind her kneeling, holding her hips and banging away like his life depended on it.  Every so often he would look at us and grin.  Vicki was right; I like to see my friends happy.

The rest of the semester seemed to fly past.  I was enjoying my classes, and was actually getting decent grades.  Brittany made Ronnie stop fucking Susie right away, but Vicki said I could do it as long as I didn’t wear myself out.  She seemed pleased when I stopped after a couple more times, though.  

Susie was okay with that, too.  Vicki went over and told Susie that I’d fucked her right after the first time.  She said it was the honest thing to do, especially since she and Susie were such good friends.  Susie made the cheerleading team and was pretty busy with her new friends.  She spent a lot of time over at the dorm they had for the athletes.  Brenda said Susie was working on a major in football players, with a minor in track and field.  Like I said, Brenda was pretty funny.

Things with Vicki were great, but she could be a little pushy.  Don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t like she ordered me around or yelled or anything, but it just seemed like we always had to do stuff her way.  She liked to sit in the back of the theater for movies, and we had to get a big popcorn and share it even if I wanted something else.  All the TV shows I liked were dumb, and she asked me why I got my hair cut so short, stuff like that.

Before we knew it, midterm exams were over and it was almost Thanksgiving break.  Janice called a couple of times to tell Ronnie how excited she was about us coming home for the holiday.  Even though he was happy with Brittany, he started talking about how much fun it would be to do a threesome with his mom again.  I wasn’t so sure.  

In her own way Janice was as hot as any girl I’d seen at college.  Whenever Vicki called and said she was coming to my room and I was kind of tired, all I had to do was pull up the Janice photos on my computer and it was good for a guaranteed shaft-of-steel boner.  

The problem was that it still bothered me keeping secrets from Ronnie, especially about his mom.  And I wasn’t sure if I could trust Janice to play dead the whole time again.  From the way she’d worked me over for just a blowjob, I was afraid that fucking her when she was mobile might kill me.  

Besides, I was worried about how Ronnie might take it if he found out what his mom was really like.  A thing like that might screw a guy up for life.  I got an “A” in psychology, by the way.

A lot of kids left for the break early, but I had to stay for the last day of classes because I had a history paper I was finishing.  Ronnie caught a ride with Brittany and Vicki since it was on their way, and I caught hell because I wasn’t ready to go too.  

Vicki said I arranged things that way on purpose so she couldn’t stop in and meet my parents.  I told her I’d have had the stupid paper finished if I didn’t have to sleep down in her room every night while Ronnie and Brittany used our room.  After the fight I apologized and Vicki seemed okay, but I was still glad to have a day or so to myself after they left. 

I finished my paper and turned it in, and then had a whole night to kill without any studying to do since my Dad wasn’t coming to get me until the next morning.  The dorm was practically deserted, which was neat.  All the halls were quiet and they even had the lights turned down everywhere to save electricity.  

After dinner I sat around the room in my underwear watching TV, including all the dumb shows I liked.  Vicki left half a jug of wine behind, so I iced it down and finished it along with a whole bag of Doritos.  By then I was feeling pretty good, except I didn’t have anything left to drink and there wasn’t anything good on TV since we only got two channels. 

That was when it occurred to me.  Susie and Brenda had cable, and they sometimes kept beer in their little refrigerator even though they weren’t supposed to.  I didn’t have a key to the room anymore, but I remembered that Susie kept one hidden because she usually wore pants with no pockets.  Brenda was kind of a big eater, so if I were lucky maybe there’d even be some snacks!

I took the elevator down to four, and it was as quiet as my floor.  The wine must have hit me harder than I thought, because I had a lot of trouble finding the little tear in the carpeting where Susie kept the key.  It would have helped if the damn hallway weren’t so dark; I could barely see my hands, let alone the freaking carpet.  The key was still there though, and I was feeling proud of myself as I fumbled to unlock Susie’s door.  

When I walked in, I was surprised to find that there was a little lamp still on over by Brenda’s desk.  I was even more surprised to find Brenda.  She was lying on her bed and was pretty engrossed in what she was doing, explaining why she didn’t hear me come into the room.  

She had her shorts and panties halfway down her thighs and her shirt shoved up past her tits.  Brenda was masturbating like a house on fire, one hand diddling her clit like crazy and the other one pinching a nipple.  She had her eyes closed and from the way her body was jerking around she was one very satisfied self-serve customer.  

I should have sneaked back out of there but I didn’t; watching Brenda was too fascinating and I wasn’t really thinking straight because of the wine.  I knew girls masturbated, but I’d never seen it happening except for that time with Brittany and then I didn’t get this clear a view of it.  

With a guy your whole arm can cramp up on you if you’re not careful and it’s kind of like normal sex, but Brenda wasn’t even sticking her fingers into her pussy.  She was fanning herself, just the fingertips touching but moving really fast.  I ‘d been wondering about my pussy-stroking form and since Brenda seemed to have it down pat I leaned in a little bit to get a better look at exactly how she was doing it.  That was when she opened her eyes and screamed.

We’re talking a monster-under-the-bed, big-shark-from-Jaws-in-your-face scream here; Brenda’s eyes flew open wide and she let it rip.  It scared me so much I started screaming too, as I fell backwards over the corner of Susie’s bed and hit my head on her desk.  

My ears were ringing as I hit the floor and I felt like I needed someone to start my heart up with those electric paddle-things from ER.  Meanwhile Brenda was scrambling to pull her shirt down and yank her shorts back up at the same time.  We both stopped howling mainly because we needed to catch our breath and then sat there, her on the bed and me on the floor, staring at each other.  

“Austin, what the hell are you doing in here?”  Brenda said, panting.

I thought about lying, but I was too shaken up for that.

“I thought you left already.  I came down to watch your TV and see if you had any beer,” I said, rubbing the growing bump above my left ear.

“I guess that explains why you didn’t knock,” Brenda said.  She straightened her shirt and wiped her hands on her shorts, trying to reassemble some dignity.

“I guess I better go,” I said.  I was hoping that Brenda would offer me a beer for the road, though.  

“No.  You don’t have to go; it’s all right.  I was thinking about watching some TV myself and we’ve got a ton of beer in the fridge,” Brenda said.  

She brushed at her hair with a hand, then walked over and got us both a cold one.  I got off the floor and sat on Susie’s bed.  It felt kind of weird to be on it again.

Brenda turned the set on.  It was a 27-inch Sony with a great picture.  

“Anything you want to watch? We’ve got all the premium channels,” she said, then handed me the remote.  I started to flip channels and Brenda sat down at the other end of Susie’s bed so she could see the screen better.

“Whoa!  I love this movie!” I said.  

It was that war movie about Owen Wilson as a fighter pilot in Bosnia, and it was just starting.  Then I remembered that it was Brenda’s TV.

“We could watch something else,” I said.

“No, this is fine, really,” Brenda said.  

We watched the movie with just the small lamp on, and Brenda was great.  She was funnier than Owen Wilson was and she noticed things about the movie that I missed.  Every time I drained a beer, she jumped up and got me another one.  By my third, I was sneaking peeks at her as she leaned to get my refill.  

Like I said, she wasn’t that fat.  And I kept thinking about when I saw her groping her grotto when I walked in.  She was big, but still looked pretty good naked.  Nice big rounded tits and a soft-looking mound of a pussy; and she had great hair, auburn with loose curls that went down to the small of her back.  

By my fifth beer I wasn’t even trying to be subtle about staring at Brenda, and when there was a scary part of the movie I edged over on the bed.  She scooted over too, and I slipped an arm over her shoulders.  Brenda looked at me and smiled.  She was pretty and her mouth looked good so I leaned in and kissed her.

Brenda responded frantically, and her mouth was soft and very warm.  We kissed for a minute, tongues probing hard, and before I could change my mind Brenda pulled her shirt off.  By the time I dove into those big titties I was committed so I figured I might as well enjoy myself.  

I took a nipple into my mouth and sucked it hard, scraping it with my teeth.  Her tits were as round as Janice’s but firmer; they kind of quivered when you slapped at them.  I shoved Brenda back on the bed and wrestled her shorts and panties off, then knelt between her legs.  I was pretty drunk, but Brenda looked good, soft all over with plump thighs spread wide and inviting.  Her pussy was trimmed, a cute upside down teardrop shape pointing at a gash that looked chubby, the labia smooth and pink.  

I pulled off my shirt and dropped my shorts and underwear to my knees and leaned into her.  Oh, man.  I thought it felt good to lay on top of Janice but this was even better.  Brenda was like this big soft, smooth, great-smelling, love cushion of a girl, and when she realized that I was for sure going to fuck her she started whispering ‘yes, yes, yes’ over and over.  

My dick wasn’t completely hard when I started, but by the time I buried it in Brenda’s pussy I was ready for action.  It was easier to get going really fast with the extra padding to slide back and forth on, and pretty soon I was banging Brenda with rapid-fire short strokes.  

After a while I slowed down enough to hook an elbow under each of her knees and shove forward until I got Brenda’s big ass up in the air.  Now I was slamming into her thighs and had a much better view.  Her head was back, eyes closed, tongue running over her upper lip.  Even though she was pretty firm there was a lot of her and all of it was really jostling around now that I was pounding her ass so hard.  Maybe because she was embarrassed by how much her tits were bouncing, maybe because they were sensitive, Brenda reached up with both hands and corralled them.  

She seemed to be enjoying herself as much as I was, but I didn’t think she’d come yet.  That was before she opened her eyes and looked at me, then let her gaze drift down to where my cock was pistoning in and out of her wet, swollen pussy.  What started as a low moan gradually built to a joyful wail, and the drilling I was doing brought in a gusher.  

Juice came squirting out of Brenda, way more than I’d ever seen with anyone else, sloshing over my balls and in streams down into the crack of her ass.  This was an amazing sight, and the sudden change in the amount and warmth of the lubrication was enough to push me over the edge.  I gave her three or four really hard strokes and then blew, pulling her legs up even more and grinding my hips against her soft round ass.  

I leaned against Brenda until my cock had softened, then slowly lowered her butt to the bed and collapsed next to her.  I must have fallen asleep for a moment, and I started at the feel of her fingertips against my cheek.  Brenda was staring at me, her mouth twisted in a satisfied little smile.  

“I’ve wanted to do that for a long time, but didn’t think it would ever happen,” she said.  This sort of brought me around to the reality of my situation.

“Listen, Brenda…” I began, not sure where I was heading.  She shook her head.

“Don’t say anything, Austin.  You’ll spoil it.  I know you aren’t really interested in me, and that it was just the beer.  I’m okay with that,” she whispered.

I grinned, feeling very relieved.  “I had a lot of fun, Brenda.  You’re pretty and the sex was terrific.  All I was going to say was that things might be uncomfortable what with you being Susie’s roommate and living next door to Vicki.”

She smiled. “When you came in the room, when I was…well you know.  I was thinking about you, Austin.  I think that was why seeing you all of a sudden was such a shock.  I’m glad you broke in, though.” 

“Me too,” I said.  I looked over at the digital clock on Susie’s desk; it was after two o’clock in the morning.  “Oh, man.  It’s late, Brenda.  My dad is coming to get me at nine, and I’ve still got to pack.  I better get going.” 

We both sat up on Susie’s bed and started getting dressed, sorting our clothes from the pile on the floor.  After I was dressed I felt better; being there with Brenda naked had started to feel weird, especially with all the conversation.

She walked me to the door and because it seemed like the right thing to do, I kissed her before I left.  Not anything hot, but a nice enough kiss to get our lips wet. 

And then I was back out in the hall, and amazingly I had the presence of mind to pull Susie’s key from my pocket and return it to the hiding place under the carpeting.

I decided to pack in the morning, setting my alarm for seven so I’d have time.  That came way too soon and I was hung over big time, probably because of mixing the wine and beer.  I sat up feeling woozy, and the sight of the dried after-sex seepage on the front of my underwear brought it all back to me.

“Oh man.  Austin, you dick,” I said out loud.  

I couldn’t believe that I’d fucked Brenda.  Not because she was heavy, that part turned out to be fun; I could kind of understand why Michelangelo and those Italian and French guys back in the middle ages liked fat girls.  But there was no way Vicki would understand, and it would probably piss Susie off, too.  I remembered what Brenda said about being okay on getting fucked just for fun, but knew that didn’t necessarily mean that she’d keep her mouth shut about it.  Vicki said she wouldn’t tell Susie, but then made a beeline over to blab about it the first chance she got.   

I decided that I couldn’t worry about that.  My dad was going to be here soon; the guy was always early for everything and I still needed to shower the smell of Brenda sex off myself and get packed.  I was going to have to sort this out later.  Not that I needed anything else to worry about, on top of the problems I was having with Vicki and the virtual certainty that Janice was going to want a rematch with Ronnie and me.  

Still, I was looking forward to going home.  So far college was way more expensive than we expected, so Ronnie and I were planning on going down to Cooties to see if we could work a little over Thanksgiving.  At minimum we wanted to ask the manager if we could have our old jobs back for Christmas break.  No matter which way things went with Vicki, a week or so apart wasn’t going to kill us.  To be honest, I was hoping to run into Susie while I was home.  I missed her a little and this way we could spend some time together without hurting Vicki’s feelings.  Besides, she was a first string cheerleader for State now and being seen together would sure impress the guys from high school.  All in all I decided I didn’t have much to complain about.

To be continued…

Special thanks to Melissa for her help in editing this series. I hope you enjoyed the third installment of Putting Friendship to the Test.  I love feedback and I’d like to hear from you either way.  
