Putting Friendship to the Test, Part 5.

HedbangerSA

This is a continuation of the story contained in Putting Friendship to the Test, parts 1 through 4.  

I slept most of the way home, waking up when we were almost to our exit.  I sat up and stretched, wishing I had some Advil or something.  I still felt pretty hung over.  My dad looked over at me and smiled.

“Tough night?” he asked.  I nodded.  “A girl was involved, I bet.”  

I shrugged.  My dad got this concerned look on his face.

“So, you’re seeing more than one girl? Not just the one we met…Vicki?”

This got my attention.  “You met Vicki?”   

My dad nodded.  “Yeah.  When she and that other girl dropped Ronnie off.  She came up to the house and introduced herself to your mother and me.”  

Fuck!  That was all I needed.   “What did she say?” I asked, hoping not much.

“Well, she told us about herself, and said that you two have been seeing a lot of each other.  She said you were pretty serious, and that she hoped we could all get together at Christmas, her family and ours.”   My dad kept his attention on the road as he was saying all this, and he seemed a little uncomfortable.  

I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I just sat there wishing I could wring Vicki’s pretty little neck.  I couldn’t believe she went up to see my parents when I wasn’t even around.   My dad cleared his throat.

“I’d never tell you what to do Austin, but you’ve got a lot of school still ahead of you.  Your mother and I’d hate to see you, uh… make a mistake that could jeopardize your education.”  Now he looked really uncomfortable.  

“No way, Dad!”  I protested.  “I’m not sure if I even like Vicki sometimes, and for sure not like that.  I mean, she’s great…well, in some ways, but she can be really pushy too.“  I thought about saying more but decided that this was dangerous territory for a guy talking to his dad.

My dad smiled.  “I’m glad to hear that.”  

He reached across the center console and patted me on the shoulder, then hesitated.  

“I’m guessing I know what at least two of those ‘ways’ are, Austin.  Vicki’s got an impressive set of headlights on her,” he said, grinning.  

For some reason, my dad saying something that goofy didn’t bother me as much as it would have when I was in high school.  I grinned back at him and nodded slowly.

“Was Ronnie with Vicki, when she came to see you and Mom?” I asked.  I figured that Ronnie might have tried to run interference.  He wasn’t crazy about Vicki - he usually called her ‘the Witch’ when she wasn’t around.  

My dad shook his head.  “We haven’t seen much of Ronnie since he got home I’m afraid, with all the problems.”  

“What problems?” I asked.  My dad gave me a weird look.

“Between Dean and Janice.  They’re separated. Dean moved out a couple of weeks ago.  I thought you knew.”

This hit me like a shot to the gut.  I knew that Ronnie’s folks had some problems but nothing like this.  I felt really bad for him, and for Janice.

“So Mr. Randall just left?” I asked.

“Well, yeah.  He didn’t go far, he’s got an apartment over on Wilmont, in that new complex that looks like a ski lodge.”

“Wow.”  This was so weird.  I mean, he’d been gone a lot but to be totally living somewhere else.  Poor Ronnie.

When we got home my dad dropped me off.  He had to go to work for the afternoon.   I hauled my suitcase into the house.

“Mom?  You here?” I shouted.  No answer.  I figured she was working too.  I poured myself a glass of milk and grabbed a handful of cookies to eat in my room.  I almost dropped my snack when I got there, though.  Ronnie’s mom was sitting on my bed, waiting for me.  Her hair was cut shorter, not even to her shoulders.

“Jeez!  Janice!  I didn’t know you were here.”

She stood up, looking flustered.  “Sorry, Austin. I wanted to talk to you before you saw Ronnie.”

“About you and Mr. Randall?”

Janice nodded.  She didn’t seem to know what to do with her hands.

“My dad told me…he said you guys split up,” I said, then asked the question that had been bothering me.  “It wasn’t because of…us, was it?”

Janice laughed.  “No, Austin.  I wish it were that simple.”  She pulled the chair from my desk closer to my bed and sat on it. 

“Sit down, Austin.  Eat your snack and I’ll explain,” she said, motioning with a hand.  I sat.  Janice stared at me for a minute, then sighed.

“Things like this are hard to understand, Austin,” she said, hesitating. “Ronnie’s dad and I haven’t been very close for a long time.  You remember when he got promoted to the sales manager job?”  

I swallowed some cookie.  “Yeah.  That was when he stopped coaching baseball.”

Janice nodded.  “Well, that isn’t all he stopped doing.  At least with me.”

My jaw dropped.  “You mean…you guys don’t, I mean…” 

I couldn’t figure out why it was so hard to talk about this stuff with Janice.  She was the first woman I ever screwed and the last time I saw her she blew me right here on my own bed.

“Fuck?” Janice asked, then smiled.  

“Yeah. I mean, that’s been years.”

“Almost three long, very dry years.  Not for Dean though.  He’s been banging everything in a skirt working down at his office.  I knew about it but just didn’t have the energy to fight about it.  We had sort of a deal, Dean and me.  I didn’t ask what he was doing and he didn’t rub my nose in it.”

“So, what happened now?”  I asked.  Janice laughed a little.

“What happened is that his latest little chippie convinced him that he was in love with her.  More like she wouldn’t keep fucking him unless she got a ring and he moved out on Ronnie and me.”  She shook her head, looking at me.

“She’s twenty-two years old.  How am I supposed to compete?”  

I sat my snack on the table next to my bed, not hungry anymore.

“Janice…you shouldn’t think like that.  Mr. Randall’s just screwed up.  He has to be. I mean, you’re about the hottest thing around.  Way too good for him,” I said.

“Thanks, Austin.  That’s sweet.  Which brings me to last August.”  Janice blinked and then wiped at her eye.  It looked like she might cry.

“When I woke up it wasn’t hard to figure out what you and Ronnie had been up to.  I was naked, my pussy was practically on fire and even though it’s been a while I still remembered what cum tastes like.  I was really groggy.  Maybe that’s why I didn’t freak out.  That and the fact that I felt so good – like I said, it had been a long time since I’d gotten any.”

I had to shift on the bed a little because my dick was hard as granite.   Hearing Janice talk about us nailing her was way hot.

“Anyway, you boys were in the family room getting a beer but I could hear what you were saying.”

“Jeez, Janice…” I began, but she cut me off.

“No, Austin.  It was great.  After feeling so unwanted, to hear you guys saying that I was hot was terrific and you sounded so excited, like I was a new roller coaster out at Universal.”

“You’re way better than a roller coaster,” I protested.  She smiled.

“You know what I mean.”  Janice paused.  “So I played along.  And it was fantastic.  I came…a lot. I’ve never been fucked like that.”

“Well, there were two of us,” I said.  She nodded.

“Ronnie.”  She sighed.  “Even that didn’t bother me at first.  I just knew that it felt good and figured that I had it coming.  Then after a couple of days I started feeling guilty.  About Ronnie, and you too, Austin.  I practically helped raise you.  And at the same time I started to resent what you did a little.  You guys took advantage of me while I was unconscious.  I liked it but you didn’t know that, or care.  And I was pretty mad at men in general at that point.”

“So that’s why you acted that way, the morning we left?” I asked.  Janice smiled.

“Yeah.  I guess I was giving you a taste of your own medicine.  And taking my frustration out on you,” she said.  I rubbed my crotch, grateful for the opportunity to work my dick into a more comfortable position.

“For a while there I was afraid you were going to pull my dick off,” I said.

“I’m glad I didn’t.  Were you mad?”  

“Nah.  I hadn’t had many blow jobs and even if it hurt it was still great,” I said.

We stared at each other for a minute.  

“So, are we going to have sex now?”  I asked hopefully.  Janice had on a soft-looking sweater and I could see the outline of her bra.  I could still remember what her tits looked like but a reminder sounded pretty good.  Either that or I was going to have to beat off like crazy as soon as Janice left.

“Thanks for asking, but no.  Not now at least.  Ronnie will be wondering where I am.  Maybe we can both think about it and see how we feel in a couple of days?”  Janice said, then stood up. 

“Why don’t you finish your cookies and unpack, Austin.  Then you could come down to the house.  I think Ronnie could use your company.”

~~~    

Ronnie gave me a brave smile when I saw him, but I could tell that he was hurting.  We sat around for a while watching part of a football game neither of us cared about and had a beer.  Then I decided that what Ronnie needed was to get out of the house.  Being there probably made him think about the problems, and no matter how hard I tried I couldn’t stop staring at Janice’s butt.  

“Hey, why don’t we head over to Cooties?” I asked, with sudden inspiration.  “We could ask Mr. Regan for our old jobs back at Christmas, and maybe he’d even let us work a few shifts this week.  I could really use the cash.”

Ronnie perked up.  “Great idea.  I’m about broke too.  Keeping Brittany happy isn’t cheap.”  

We borrowed Janice’s car and drove to Cooties.  The dinner rush hadn’t started yet and the counter was wide open so we sat down and started looking for Mr. Regan, the manager.  We didn’t see him so we grabbed menus.

“You two pencil dicks have got a nerve showing up here.”

We both looked up.  It was Sarah, the hot blonde waitress who told me she’d fuck me when hell froze over.  She looked pissed.

“Excuse me?” I asked, taken back.  Sarah was about twenty-eight and pretty tough.  Most of the other waitresses were afraid of her. 

“Oh, sorry.  Maybe I should be friendlier since I’m supposed to be fucking both of you little turds,” Sarah said.  Now she was leaning over the counter and didn’t look like she was kidding around.  Ordinarily with her leaning over I’d be checking out her tits, which were first class, but now I was afraid to look down in case she took a swing at me. 

“Huh?” Ronnie said, sounding scared and really confused.  It was like we’d walked into the Twilight Zone and we had evil twins or something.

“Cut the stupid act.  Your little friend Susie Tightbutt the Cheerleader was in here this afternoon,” Sarah said.  

“Susie Venable?” I asked, with a sinking feeling in my stomach.   I’d forgotten the lie I’d told Susie that first day in her room.  When I said Ronnie and I had been fucking Sarah to cover my screw-up in mentioning the sex we’d had with Janice.  

“Bingo,” Sarah said.  

“What did Susie say?” I asked, stalling for time.  There was always the outside chance that a meteor would hit the restaurant before Sarah could kill me with the handful of forks she was holding.  Ronnie was looking even more confused.  I was pretty sure I told him about the Sarah lies, but he looked clueless. 


“Well, lets see.  She came sashaying in here – in her freaking State cheerleading sweater – and said she wanted to compare notes with me.  She as much as admitted that she’d been banging both of you losers.  She said some other crap but it would be too painful to repeat it,” Sarah said, rolling her eyes.  

“What did you say?” I asked, swallowing hard. 

“What the hell could I say?  There were a couple of guys down the bar listening in. I’ve been trying to get one of them to ask me out for weeks, and he was eyeing little Miss Tightbutt like she was naked and covered in whipped cream,” Sarah said, lowering her voice.  “I lied my ass off and said I taught you two everything you know.”  

“You did?”  I said, feeling a little lightheaded.  “What happened then?”

“Susie Q said I’d done a great job and that she wanted to get together with me to talk some more, then she left.  About five minutes later the guy I’m interested in asked me out,” Sarah said.

“So it worked out pretty good, right?” I asked hopefully.  I took a chance and looked down at Sarah’s tits.  They were even nicer than I remembered.  Big mounds of soft-looking flesh billowing up from the low-cut neckline of her waitress uniform, so round and perfect that you wondered if they were fake.  From the way they bounced when Sarah walked I was pretty sure they weren’t.  

“Ouch!’ I said, startled.  Sarah was poking me under the chin with one of the forks, forcing me to meet her gaze. 

“Listen, dickweed.  Just because I took advantage of it doesn’t mean you’re off the hook.  I’ve killed guys for less.   Well, not really but you two owe me big time,” she said.

“Sure.  What do you want?” I asked, trying not to move my head.

“You two out here looking for jobs?” she asked.   Ronnie nodded.

“Fine.  I’ll talk to Regan.  You two will work my shifts and do all my setups and cleaning.  And if any guys I like come in here you’ll drop your tasty little cheerleader’s name and then tell them I’m the hottest piece of ass on the planet.  Got it?”  

~~~  

“What the hell was that all about?’  Ronnie asked as soon as we got outside.

“Sorry.  I thought I told you. I told Susie we were both fucking Sarah,” I said.

“Are you high? Who the hell is going to believe that?”

“Susie for one,” I said.  “Listen, I know it was dumb but I had to think fast.  I told Susie I had sex the day we came up to State and she asked who with.  I could hardly say it was your mom, and Susie knows all the girls from school so I said Sarah.  It was all I could think of.”

“You had sex with my mom the day we left for school?”

Oh crap, me and my big mouth.  I nodded.  Ronnie was staring at me, waiting for an explanation.

~~~  

We were sitting in Ronnie’s back yard on his old swing set drinking beer. 

“I can’t believe that she was awake,” Ronnie said for about the fiftieth time.

“Like I said, she was still groggy and what do you expect?  She hadn’t gotten any in like three years,” I said.

“I hadn’t gotten any in like eighteen years but I still had a pretty good idea what was going on,” Ronnie replied.  He glanced up at the kitchen window.  We’d seen Janice peeking out a couple of times but she wasn’t there now.  I just shrugged.  We sat in the swings quietly for a while, pushing off and then drawing lines in the dirt with the toes of our sneakers.  

“Served you right being all sore when we got to State.  You should have told me then,” Ronnie finally said.  “She had her finger up your ass?”

“Like a proctologist.  No way she could lift me like that just with my dick.”  I had told Ronnie all about the blowjob.

“And it felt good?”

“Well, yeah.  In a painful kind of way.  When I came it felt like she was turning my balls inside out.”

“Wow.”  

We sat quietly.  Janice peeked out the window again.

“So what are you going to do?” I asked.  Ronnie shrugged.

“Talk to her about it.  This is probably a good thing.  I’ve been feeling pretty shitty about her and dad, and worse about not being honest with her about the sex.”  He looked over at me.  

“I was thinking about having sex with her even before you brought it up, Austin.  That was probably why I got so mad when I caught you in her room that time,” Ronnie said. “I knew that she and dad weren’t doing much and that she was really lonely.  Maybe that’s it, I just knew she needed it.”

“Maybe,” I said.

~~~  

The next day Ronnie and I worked the noon to seven shift at Cooties.  I drove us to work and right away I could tell that something was up.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing.  Everything’s great.”

“What did you do?” 

“Nothing I haven’t done before,” Ronnie said, smiling.  “I went in to say goodnight and Mom asked me to hold her for a minute.  I ended up staying all night.”

“How was it?”

“Great.  Better than before.  We kept the lights off and that helped.  And we went really slow.”  Ronnie paused, thinking.  “I’ve always loved her, so that was no problem.  And I still think of her as my Mom, but this feels okay too.”

“You gonna keep doing it?”  I asked.

“I don’t know. I guess so.” Ronnie said.  

After we got to Cooties I didn’t have much time to think about it.  Sarah really kept us running, doing our work and most of hers, too.  She didn’t threaten me any more, but she still seemed mad.  Except when there were attractive guys on her station.  Then she went out of her way to be friendly.  I knew it was all part of the show, but it was still nice.  

About three o’clock two men came in and sat at one of Sarah’s tables.  She lit up right away.  I recognized one of them - a big guy named Jake Cameron.  He’d been a linebacker for State in the late nineties, and a pretty good one. He was selling insurance now – he had one of those ads they kept flashing on the screen at the theatre, while you were waiting for the movies to start.  Dark, blow-dried hair, deep tan and big teeth.  I went over to give them their water and silverware, one of the jobs Ronnie and I were doing for Sarah.  Jake studied me, then grinned.

“Hey, you’re the kid!” he said.  I must have looked confused.

“Old timers like me still go up to State to help with recruiting, and to sample a little of the latest campus snatch.  The hottest thing on the menu is from right here in town, and I hear you were doing her,” Jake said. 

“Susie Venable?” I asked, not feeling very good about mentioning her name.

“Sweet Susie!” he said, flashing those big teeth.  That was when Sarah arrived, standing close to me but with her eyes locked on Jake.

“Hi, Jake.  What’s shaking?” she asked.

“I was just talking to my new friend here.  Austin, right?” Jake said.  I nodded. 

“Austin and I have something in common,” Jake added, winking at the other man at his table.  Sarah took it in, then moved even closer to me.  Her hand found its way to my hip, then slid onto my ass.  In full view of Jake, she started to squeeze my butt cheek. 

“Well then, why don’t I let you boys trade war stories.  I’ll be back in a flash to see if what you want is on the menu,” Sarah said.  As she turned to leave, she shot me a hard stare.

“You friendly with Sarah too, Austin?”  Jake asked.  

“I guess you could say that,” I said, still thinking about what Jake said about Susie.  What the heck did she see in a jerk like Jake?

“She’s okay I guess,” Jake replied, glancing toward the waitress station.

“Okay?  Sarah is the bomb.  The girls on campus are okay, but Sarah… she’s in a whole different league.  That’s why I’m working here over the break, hoping she’ll squeeze me in.  If you know what I mean,” I said, trying to sound enthusiastic.

“Sarah? Pretty tight, huh?”  Jake asked, looking impressed.  Luckily Sarah came walking over to take their order, so I didn’t have to elaborate.

~~~  

That night my folks were going to a function where my dad worked and Austin invited me to dinner at his house.  Janice made spaghetti and meatballs with lots of salad and garlic bread, one of my favorite meals.  

“Did you get enough to eat?” Janice asked.  She’d seemed a little nervous all night.

“More than enough,” I said, pushing my plate away.  

“How about another beer?”  Without waiting for a reply, Janice went to the fridge and got one for all three of us.

Ronnie turned the television on but none of us were really watching it.  I knew that Ronnie and his mom slept together the night before.  They both knew that I knew.  We all knew that we’d fucked our collective brains out back in August, but the three of us had never talked about it at the same time.

After half an hour Janice picked up the remote and shut the TV off in the middle of a show about angels who went around killing people or something dumb like that. 

“Okay.  I think we need to talk about this,” she said.  Ronnie and I both nodded then looked at Janice waiting for her to start.  She was the central party in this triangle and she was the mom, so it seemed right.

“I love both of you.  I have for years.  Austin, you’re like a second son,” she began. Having her say it that way made the fact that I had a huge boner kind of embarrassing.  

“”But I’ve been screwing both of you, and I like that, too.  The question is whether we can all handle that, and not let it mess up how we feel about each other otherwise.  If I somehow messed up the friendship between you boys I could never forgive myself.”

“It’s okay with me,” Ronnie said, then looked at me.

“Me, too.” I said.  

“So neither of you mind sharing?”  Janice asked, sounding like she was talking about a bowl of popcorn.  We both shook our heads.  Janice stood up.

“Great!  Which one of you wants to go first?”

I raised my hand the quickest.

Janice took me by the hand and led me to her bedroom.  We stood by the bed for a moment.   I was feeling a little weird, being so open about this.

“I guess we’d better get undressed,” Janice said, smiling.  I nodded and started shucking my clothes off, stopping when I got to my briefs.  Janice had her sweater and shirt off and was unzipping her jeans.  Watching her undress was incredible, even though I’d seen her naked before.  It’s hard to explain, but it was as though I was watching something I wasn’t supposed to see, like if she left her blinds up and I happened to be standing outside.  

Janice slid the jeans to her ankles and looked up at me before stepping out of them.  Then she unhooked her bra and let it slide off her arms onto the floor. Her big, soft tits bounced a little when she straightened up, and her nipples were already at attention.

Now Janice was wearing only a pair of pink cotton panties, smaller and sexier than the ones she had on when I undressed her the other time. My briefs were straining to contain my cock, which couldn’t have gotten any harder if it’d been dipped in bronze.  

She grabbed my dick with one hand, squeezing me through the damp cotton of my underwear, and used the other to pull my body against hers.  My breath caught as her warmer, smooth skin touched mine.  

“You aren’t going to punish me if I touch your tits, are you?” I asked, remembering the way she bit my dick during the blowjob.  Janice rubbed her nipples across my chest.  

“They’re all yours, touch away,” she said.  

As I cupped and stroked them, Janice studied me.

“Am I really okay?  My body I mean?” she asked.  I groaned.

“Okay? You’re fantastic.  I’m so excited I feel like the top of my head is going to pop off,” I said, and I didn’t have to fake sounding sincere.  

“But my breasts aren’t perky any more, and my butt’s too big.  I saw those girls who dropped Ronnie off – Vicki and Brittany.”

“Look Janice.  Girls my age are awesome but you’re just as hot, in a different way.  You look great naked.  You’ve got curves they don’t have, and you’re all soft in the right places.  Sex with you is so…comfortable.”   Janice’s tits might not be perky but I was groping them like crazy and they felt amazing.  

Janice rolled her eyes, smiling.  “Comfortable?  I guess I can handle that.” 

Janice pulled me onto the bed.  I landed on top of her with our noses almost touching.  Staring into her eyes and feeling her breath puff out in little excited bursts, I let my lips touch hers.  Kissing my friend’s mom seemed weird, even though I was lying on top of her almost naked, and we were getting ready to fuck like rabbits.  I closed my eyes and the feeling passed, overwhelmed by the pleasure of letting my tongue roam around in Janice’s mouth.

She grabbed the waistband of my briefs and shoved them to my thighs.  I rolled to one side and pulled her panties all the way off, not breaking our kiss.  Back on top of Janice, I could feel the soft hair on her mons rubbing against the underside of my cock.  

I’d been planning on impressing Janice with some of the tricks I’d learned from Vicki, including my new pussy-eating skills, but my body was having none of that.  My cock was dying to get hot and wet, and it knew just where to go.  With a smooth thrust I drove myself all the way into Janice’s pussy and it felt just as good as I remembered.  She pulled her feet up and closed her eyes as I started pounding away like there was no tomorrow.   Now I had to stop kissing Janice – I needed to breathe.  She started sucking on my neck and ear, which was kind of weird but nice, especially since she was whispering stuff like “yeah, fuck me!” and “fill me, Austin!”

I didn’t last as long as I expected.  It was probably the excitement of the buildup while we were getting undressed and talking about how hot Janice was, but cumming sort of sneaked up on me.  One minute I was fucking her with everything I had, enjoying the nice wet slapping sounds we were making and the next I was writhing on top of Janice like I was having a seizure or something.  

“Oh, jeezus.  That was great.  Sorry I came so fast,” I wheezed in Janice’s ear.  She didn’t say anything for a minute, and I realized that she was trying to catch her breath, too.  

“It’s okay. You were fine, Austin.  Wonderful.”  

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and hugged me as her pussy contracted around my deflating cock like it was trying to hold onto it as long as it could.

Just when I felt like I was getting a little sleepy Janice nudged me and I rolled onto the bed next to her.  She propped herself up on an elbow and started running a fingertip over my face as she studied me.

“How long are we going to keep doing this?” I asked.

“As long as you boys can manage it.  My night is wide open,” Janice replied, smiling.

“No.  What I meant was…” 

“I knew what you meant, Austin.  This week, next month, next year?”

“Yeah.”

“This week? I hope so.  Next month? Probably.  Next year? Probably not,” she said.

“Why not?” 

Janice was still studying me.  She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips.

“Because you boys need to find someone your own age.  And after the divorce I need to do the same thing,” she said, then paused.  “I know I’m being selfish, doing this.  But I feel like I’ve earned it.  If it’s wrong, screw it. It’s making me feel good about myself again.  Giving me back my confidence.” 

She kissed me again, a little deeper.

“What happens…after?”  I asked.

“I hope that Ronnie keeps loving me as his mom, and that this just makes us closer.  And I hope that you and I stay friends forever, Austin.”

I nodded.  “I hope so, too.  But you were my first time.  It might be tough to completely stop thinking about you…this way.”

“You don’t have to stop thinking about me this way, Austin,” she said, smiling again.

“Okay.”  I replied.  She kissed me again and patted me on the hip.

“Be a good boy and run along.  And send Ronnie in.  But rest up, I’m not finished with you for the night just yet.”

~~~  

To be continued…
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