Putting Friendship to the Test, Part 2.

HedbangerSA

This is a continuation of the story contained in Putting Friendship to the Test.

I got back to my house and my head was still spinning, trying to sort out everything that happened.  When Janice french-kissed me in the kitchen it seemed so different from doing the same thing while I fucked her.  Sure, she had her eyes open and we were standing up, but that wasn’t it.  Now she seemed so much more like Ronnie’s mom, and she kissed me, not the other way around.  

I just couldn’t believe that she would wake up all naked like that and realize what we were doing to her and not start screaming or something.  Instead she pretended to still be asleep and even cooperated.  That meant that she wanted us to fuck her.  

It was a good thing, right?  I mean, this meant that I could probably bang her whenever I wanted to, and she wouldn’t tell anyone about it.  And I wanted to screw her again; I really wanted to, so bad that I had a raging hard-on the whole time I was walking home even though I’d been cumming into, and onto Janice most of the afternoon.  

I finally decided what was bothering me was keeping everything from Ronnie.  Before we were sharing his mom and taking pictures of her and that was fun like a secret club.  Now it was like I was having an affair with her or something, which was also fun, just different. 

Remembering the photos brought me back to reality.  I grabbed the camera from my shopping bag and popped the flash memory card into my reader.  I sucked in a breath as the first images came up.  

I maximized the one of Janice propped on the pillows in her bra and panties with the shirt over her head.  No question she was asleep then, her body had that puppet-with-the-strings-cut look that was impossible to fake.  Her legs were spread a little and I zoomed in on where the thin white cotton of her panties was stretched across the gentle mound of her pussy.  It looked delicious, and it gave me a boner that I knew was going to need relief.

The next shot was even better; the one of Janice naked, with my cum splattered all over her.  The light from the almost-closed drapes made it look like some kind of art photo, especially where a big wad of cum hit her left nipple and was oozing in little globs down both sides of her big, soft titty.  

That was it; I had to pull my dick free from the rapidly congealing hours-old precum that seeing Janice in the flesh had deposited in my briefs.  A fresh batch was oozing out, and I worked its lubrication around the head and down my shaft as I stared at the photo, shifting one-handed to the ones of Janice all dressed up in Gabrielle’s panties and the garter and mask. I had to stay away from the spots down by the base of my cock where the skin was all rubbed raw, that was going to be sore for a while.  

By the time I got to the pictures of Janice spread-eagled on the bed naked, her pussy all swollen from the Ronnie-fucking, I was ready to blow.  Amazed that I had anything left, I made sure nothing splashed on my keyboard.  Try explaining that to the computer repair guy!

Calmer now, I finished paging through the images of us fucking Janice missionary style.  No question she was awake here.  I could see the muscles in her legs straining and in one she had her leg pulled way up, with her foot almost on my ass.  I wondered if Ronnie would figure it out when he saw the photos.  Probably not; he’d convinced himself she was out the whole time because that’s what he wanted to believe.  

I copied the photos to my hard drive and erased the flash card.  I made a copy of them on a zip disk to give to Janice, then made another as a backup just to be safe.  I’d be hauling the computer up to college and didn’t want to take any chances; these babies reminded me of one of those VISA commercials.  You know; zip disks - $10.00, digital camera - $300, Computer - $1750.00, pictures of you and your best friend screwing his mom while she’s passed out on drugs – priceless!

The rest of the week went by quickly; we had a lot to do getting ready to leave for college.  We made the rounds saying goodbye to friends, and shopping for stuff we’d need.  I spent less time than normal at Ronnie’s house, but enough, and that was really weird.  It wasn’t like I expected Janice to greet me at the door naked, but I kind of hoped I’d get some more action when Ronnie wasn’t around.  

Instead, Janice treated me just like before; it was like none of the sex even happened.  Even when I gave her the zip disk with the pictures of us banging her she just said “Thanks, Austin. How sweet!” or something dumb like that.  

Anyway, by the day we were leaving I was completely confused and had decided that Janice either changed her mind about everything, or she’d hit her head and had some kind of weird sex amnesia.  Ronnie’s dad was going to drive us to campus because he has a big SUV with lots of room, and I wasn’t feeling real great about spending three hours riding with him.  I guess I felt a little guilty about fucking his wife.  

There wasn’t much I could do about that now; I still had some packing to do and Mr. Randall didn’t like to be kept waiting.  I had most of my stuff stacked by the front door, boxes of books and CD’s and my stereo and computer and clothes mainly.  My folks were gone at work; we’d done our goodbye stuff that morning.  

When the doorbell rang I finished tossing some junk into the last box and ran down to tell Ronnie and his dad that they were way early.  I was in for a big surprise.

“Janice!  I thought Mr. Randall was taking us,” I said, looking around for the car.

“He is, Austin.  I just wanted to stop by to give you a little going away present,” she said, smiling and shoving her hair back behind her ear on one side.

“Gee, you don’t have to do that,” I said. “You guys already bought us the TV.”

Standing there was uncomfortable, with Janice on the front stoop and me holding the screen door open.  I had to fight the urge to openly check her out; she was wearing a tight pink tee shirt and a pair of khaki shorts.  I’d been spending a lot of time thinking about her body lately, helped out by the naked photos.  If a guy could go blind from either staring at a computer monitor or jacking off, they’d be fitting me for a white cane for sure.  

Janice pulled the door open enough to walk past me into the house.  

“I was thinking of something a little more personal than a television, Austin,” she said, reaching back and grabbing the waistband of my cutoff jeans.  

I almost fell as she gave the front of my pants a big tug, dragging me along behind her.  Janice was stronger than she looked.  She was still acting like a mom, though.  If she’d been dragging me by my ear, it would be like she was getting ready to tell my folks that I’d broken a window with a baseball or something.  

She knew the layout of our house pretty well, and she made a beeline for the stairs.  I had to scramble to keep up as she marched up them and then into my room.  She sat on the edge of my bed, still gripping the front of my pants.  She looked up at me and smiled, then yanked me forward, practically against her.

“I really enjoyed those photos you gave me, Austin.  It was great to see the parts I missed before I woke up,” Janice said.  Then she released her hold on my shorts enough to unsnap them and pull down the zipper.  

“No problem, Janice.  You can keep the disk,” I said, my breathing picking up as I watched her pull my jeans and briefs down to my ankles. 

She held one of my shins and lifted that foot enough to get it free of my pants and underwear.  I had to put a hand on her shoulder to keep my balance, but then lifted the other foot without any prompting.  Now I was naked from the waist down, except for my socks and sneakers.

“What’s the matter little fella, you scared?” Janice said, reaching out and grabbing my still-soft dick.  She started stroking my balls with the other hand, and it didn’t take long for me to work up an impressive erection.  When the head of my cock was straining against my stomach just under my belly button, Janice seemed satisfied.

“That’s better. Such a nice big, fat cock!” she said, running her tongue around her lips as she pulled me closer.  She wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft and abruptly bent the head down.  

“Ooh!” I said, having to lean over a little.  

“Janice, this is great but Ronnie and Mr. Randall are going to be here pretty soon.” 

“We’ve got plenty of time, Austin.  I sent them to the store for a whole list of snacks.  That dorm food isn’t the best, and I want you to keep your strength up,” she said, as she leaned down and took the head of my dick into her mouth.  

“Oh, man!” I said, knees buckling a little. “If you say so, sure!” 

Janice started working me over like a pro, her tongue attacking around and over the head, and then wiggling back and forth really fast against the slit at the tip.  I still had one hand on her shoulder and I slid it over to the collar of her shirt, ready to shove my fingers into the front going for those big tits.  

“Ow!” I gasped, as Janice bit down on my cock.  

When I pulled my hand away she let up, and started tonguing me again.  Now she was licking hard around the bottom and sides of the shaft, down to my balls and then back up again.  It felt fantastic and I forgot all about her tits.  

On the second pass she kept going, her tongue probing my scrotum and lifting my left nut into her mouth.  She sucked on it lightly, and then harder kind of rolling it around in her mouth before moving over to give the other one the same treatment.  I’d never had my balls sucked before and believe me it was worth the wait.

Meanwhile my dick was so stiff it hurt and I was ready to ram it someplace warm and wet, and wasn’t too particular where so long as it was part of Janice’s body.  I was kind of surprised when she stood up and turned me around with my back to the bed, then shoved hard against my chest knocking me backwards.  By the time I landed she was on her knees and had about five inches of my dick in a double lip lock.  

“Oh, shit!  That feels great, Janice!” I said, propping myself up on my elbows so I could watch as her head bobbed up and down.  

It was much better than when she was sleeping; she was sucking hard and her tongue was stroking the sides of my dick, then when she got to the head she lapped it all the way around. Kind of like it was an ice cream cone on a hot day, and she didn’t want it to drip.  

Every so often she looked up at me and rolled her eyes, looking really happy.  Not as happy as I felt though, her mouth felt so damn good and it was making these fantastic, wet slurping noises.  

Then Janice pulled completely off of me, holding my dick upright with one hand.  She studied it as a big drop of pre-cum oozed out of the tip and starting to run down the head.  She pounced on it like a cat on a June-bug, licking me clean and then sucking the tip for more, all the while making a low moaning noise.  

Janice still had one hand wrapped around the base of my cock, and with the other she started to stroke the inside of my thighs, shoving them back so that my legs were spread even further apart.  She took me into her mouth again, fast and hard, letting her lips slide down way further than the first time.  I could feel the head against her tonsils, but she kept pushing, arching her neck to line it up.   

“Holy…Ohhhh!  Sweet!” I moaned, as I felt myself slide into her throat and she bobbed back and forth with short little strokes.  I felt my balls start to tighten up.

“Janice…I’m going to fucking cum!” I said, but Janice had a cure for that.  

She grabbed my balls and squeezed them hard, pulling them away from my body.  Whatever the hell that did, it sure knocked any thought of cumming out of my head.   I felt really dizzy, and I was struggling to breathe.  

She came up for air for a second, then swallowed my dick again. This time her nose went all the way into my pubic hair and she started making a humming noise deep in her throat so that her vocal chords were vibrating against me.  She pulled harder on my nuts, and I had no choice but to slide toward her.  When my whole butt was hanging off the edge of the bed she let up; apparently that was where she wanted me.

With her free hand Janice started cupping and squeezing my ass, which felt really weird.  I was grabbing at the sides of my mattress trying to keep from sliding farther off the bed.  My tee shirt was up under my armpits as it was, and Janice was leaning against me so hard that my knees were forced really wide and I was having trouble keeping my feet on the floor.  Meanwhile she was still deep-throating the daylights out of me and my dick felt huge.  I needed to cum so bad I couldn’t get a good breath, like some kind of asthma attack.  

All the drool that had been draining down off my cock was running into the crack of my ass, so it was really wet in there when Janice started to run a finger between my butt cheeks.  I didn’t notice that at first with everything else going on, but it sure as hell got my attention when she shoved the finger into my asshole up to the second knuckle.

“Ahhhhhhh!  What the fuck!” I yelled, pawing with my feet trying to get some leverage.  

I’d never had anything up my ass before and her finger felt like it was the size of a Yule log.  My mouth was gaping open and closed like a catfish on a dock and it felt like I needed to take a dump really bad, but couldn’t.  Janice was looking up at me and her eyes said she’d be smirking big time if she didn’t have a mouthful of dick.  

After a minute my sphincter muscles started to relax, and even though Janice was pushing the finger in even more and wiggling it around the feeling wasn’t that bad. It actually felt pretty good, combined with the dick sucking.  I figured out that it must be her middle finger, because she was gripping my ass like a bowling ball, the other fingers spread wide holding my cheeks apart.  

Things got even better when she let go of my nuts and moved her right hand up to get a solid grip on the base of my cock.  Her head was bobbing up and down faster now but not as deep, and she was paying way more attention to the head of my dick like she knew something good was getting ready to come out of it.  

On the upstroke Janice was getting some amazing suction going, her cheeks sinking way in against my cock.  But that wasn't the only reason why my hips started bouncing up and down; she was also shoving up with the hand that was fingering my asshole and hoisting with the hand that had a death grip on my shaft.  

At first the combined effect felt pretty fucking great, but before long my whole lower body was being lifted off the bed and my legs were flailing around like crazy.  I was pretty sure that the hand around my cock was supporting most of my weight and it was starting to hurt.  Janice was making these weird-moaning noises like she was possessed by a semen-sucking alien monster or something.  

“Ahggh! Ahggh! Ahhgggh!” I was yelling, and struggling to hang onto the sides of the mattress with my hands.  “Hey Janice, easy on the dick!”  

I was panting really hard and was sweating like a dockworker.  I was way beyond dizzy now, and I had to drop my head back against the bed to keep from passing out.  Nothing ever felt better than when Janice pulled her finger out of my ass and let go of my dick at the same time, sliding both hands up under my knees and shoving them back so I was balanced on the end of the bed.  

She started to alternate rapidly between licking my shaft and sucking on the head and I felt this incredible pressure building in my balls as they pulled up against my body.  I knew I was going to cum but it was kind of scary because it felt like my nuts were going to explode at the same time.  

“Oh, fuck! Ohh…shhhhhit!” I yelled, as the first surge of cum went rampaging up my shaft and slammed into the roof of Janice’s mouth.  

That one was followed by seven or eight more big ones - and the whole time Janice was sucking like a vampire, trying to pull out every drop I had in me.  She was swallowing after each spurt, and going “Mmmmmmm” like a kid with a jawbreaker in her mouth.  All the while she had her eyes locked on mine. 

When my dick started to soften and the cumming had slowed to an occasional dribble, Janice let go of my legs.  She leaned over me and lapped up the last few drops, then gave the head one final suck to be sure there was no more.  When she opened her mouth it made a soft popping noise, and my limp cock fell back against my abdomen like a dead snake.

“Mmmm.  That was yummy, Austin,” Janice said, then stood up.  Still fully clothed, she straightened her tee shirt and made sure it was tucked in all the way around.  She looked at her watch.

“Goodness, look at the time.  You’d better finish packing – Ronnie and Dean will be here any minute,” she said, giving me a satisfied smile.  I was pretty sure I couldn’t talk yet, so I just nodded.

“I’ll see you at Thanksgiving, Austin.  Take good care of the little man there for me,” Janice said.  She leaned over and patted me on the thigh, then turned and walked out my bedroom door.  

After a couple of minutes I sat up.  My shorts and underwear were on the floor, and even though my legs felt really weak I managed to push my sneaker-clad feet through them so I could pull them up and stand.  I managed to get the last of my stuff down to the driveway just as Ronnie and Mr. Randall pulled up.  Ronnie looked me over, frowning.

“Man, you look like shit,” Ronnie said.  

“I’m okay.  Help me get my stuff loaded so we can get going,” I said, avoiding eye contact.  Ronnie had buckled the new TV into the passenger side front seat so we could both sit in the back. 

Ronnie wanted to talk, but I was beat.  I fell asleep before we were out of our subdivision and I was out for an hour and a half.  When I woke up Ronnie was reading a magazine and Mr. Randall was listening to some dumb CD that sounded like disco music.

I stretched and tried to work the kinks out of my neck from sleeping with my head against the car door.  I sat up straight forgetting how sore I was, then moaned and grabbed at my aching crotch.

“What’s wrong?” Ronnie asked.  He was fully recovered from his episode with Janice.

“Oh, nothing.  I must have pulled a muscle or something when I was carrying my shit downstairs,” I said, lying and wondering if my dick was ever going to be the same.  It was a lame excuse, but it beat telling him that his mom could suck a tennis ball through a garden hose, and that she tried her level best to yank my cock out by the roots.  Ronnie seemed to buy my story though, giving me a sympathetic nod.

“That’s no way to start college life, my boy… with a groin pull!” Mr. Randall said, trying to be funny.  He turned around and winked at me. I faked a laugh, then rolled my eyes at Ronnie.

“I envy you boys, off to college.  A couple of young studs like you will cut quite a swath through the old snatch patch, eh?”  Mr. Randall said.

“Dad! Jeez!” Ronnie said, exasperated that his dad would say something so dumb.  I wasn’t shocked; my dad sometimes said stupid stuff like that.  Trying to bond, I guess.  

“I’m serious.  Take advantage of your opportunities while you can.  I missed a few chances in my day and believe me I’ve regretted it.  Sow those wild oats while you can, boys!” Mr. Randall said.  

I snorted.  It was pretty funny, coming from a guy who was married to a freaking sexual velociraptor.  I was afraid to take a look at my cock; after a couple of hours it was probably one big bruise, and I wasn’t sure if my balls were completely attached to my body anymore. 

“Austin and I will do our best, Dad, but the girls at State probably won’t be lining up outside our dorm room,” Ronnie said, hoping he was wrong.  

We managed to steer the conversation away from sex for the rest of the trip.  It sure was good that we were going to college together.  Even though it was exciting and we’d been looking forward to it, it was scary too.  

High school sucked sometimes but it was safe; you knew everyone and had relationships that went back for years to fall back on.  With college we were starting over.  That could be terrific if it went the way we wanted it to, but what if it didn’t and we turned out to be big losers? One little mistake could ruin everything.

When we got to campus we had to stop twice for directions before we found our dorm.  The parking lot was jammed with cars, mainly parents dropping off their kids.  We saw some people who had big carts made out of plywood but there were only a couple of them and we didn’t feel like waiting for one so we just started hauling our stuff in while Mr. Randall guarded the car at the curb.  

Our room was on the seventh floor, on the south wing.  The dorm was huge.  By the time I made my third trip I was really sore, and not just my dick.  All the muscles in my stomach and the insides of my thighs hurt, especially when I leaned over.

It was still hot since it was August, and everyone had the windows of their rooms open.  There was a big lawn in front of the dorm, full of kids throwing Frisbees and footballs.  Some of the girls were wearing the tops of their bathing suits with tiny shorts, which normally would have had my full attention.  

It sure had Mr. Randall’s.  When Ronnie and I got back to the car for the last load of stuff, he was retrieving a Frisbee out of the parking lot for one of the girls and kind of flirting with her.  As he came walking back over, he had his hand in his pants pocket trying to cover the woody in his Dockers.  

“Well, I guess I better head back unless you boys want me to hang around.  I could buy you dinner and we could hit a couple of bars later,” he said hopefully.  I glanced at Ronnie.  

“No, that’s okay, Dad.  Thanks, but we’ve got a big week ahead of us and we need to get unpacked,” Ronnie said, then stepped forward and offered his hand.

“You may be a college man, but you’re not too big for your dad to hug, Ronnie!” Mr. Randall said, then gave Ronnie a big bear hug.  Then he came over and gave me a watered down version of it, which was really weird.  The good news was that he got into his car and drove off.  

It took us a while to get our room set up, but when we were done it looked pretty good.  We’d shopped for posters for our walls, trying to get just the right mix to impress the babes.  We had a travel poster of Paris, for the worldly look, and one that looked sort of Chinese that had a saying on it that was supposed to be deep – “Being happy doesn’t mean everything’s perfect.  It means you’ve decided to see beyond the imperfections.”   

Then we had a football poster and a big one of a girl with huge tits in a wet tee shirt.  We didn’t want the girls to think we were gay.  

There was still over an hour before dinner, and Ronnie said he wanted to go scope out the babes on the front lawn.  I begged off; I didn’t feel like running after a Frisbee.  A shower sounded good though, so I wandered down to the communal bathroom on our wing of the dorm.  It was deserted, giving me a chance to finally check out the damage from my run-in with Janice.  

I was amazed that my dick didn’t look worse; it was swollen and had big spots that looked like rug burns but there were no bad bruises or missing testicles.  After a long hot shower I was feeling better, so I threw on a clean shirt and a pair of cutoffs and sandals and headed down to the lobby to see what was going on.

When I got there I spotted Ronnie, talking to some guy who looked a little familiar.  As I walked over I finally placed him; it was Brad Stevenson, a guy who graduated from our high school a couple of years earlier.  He was on the baseball team with Ronnie and me and was kind of an asshole, always putting Ben-Gay in everyone’s jock strap and stuff like that.  

“Hi, Brad.  You live here?” I asked.  Brad laughed like that was a big joke.  He was apparently still an asshole.  

“No way.  I’m a fraternity man now; Delta Omega,” he said, as though that was supposed to impress me.  I shot Ronnie a look.

“Brad’s house is having a big party tonight, Austin.  He said we could come to it; there’s going to be tons of girls and a wet tee shirt contest and plenty of free beer,” Ronnie said, sounding like he thought it was a good idea. 

“I don’t know, Ronnie.  I’m still kind of sore,” I said.  Brad looked confused.  

“I pulled a muscle or something hauling my stuff up to our room,” I explained. 

“Then coming to our party’s just the thing for you, A-man!  Down enough brewskies and the pain is gone,” Brad said.  “Besides, you two should think about pledging a house and you can’t beat the Deltas.  You’d fit right in; we could use you on our intramural teams.  You played some basketball too, didn’t you?” Brad asked, looking at me.  I nodded.

“I don’t know, Brad. My dad was in a fraternity, and he said they beat you with paddles and make you eat weird stuff,” I said.  Brad laughed again.

“That was in the old days.  We hardly ever do that shit anymore,” he said, looking over my shoulder at a group of girls that just got off the elevator.  He raised an eyebrow and flicked his tongue over his upper lip suggestively.

“I’ve got to run, I’m mainly here to check out the freshman pussy,” Brad said, backing toward the girls.  “You guys really should come to the party, though. It’s the big gray house with the pillars over on Central.”

I waited until Brad was out of earshot and busy hitting on the freshman pussy.

“What a dick!  He sure hasn’t changed,” I said.  Ronnie nodded.

“Yeah, but that party sounds like fun,” he said.

“You want to go?” I asked, surprised.

“Sure.  Brad said there’d be tons of drunk girls.  He’s been inviting every cute babe who walked through the lobby and lots of them sounded interested,” Ronnie said, reaching down and adjusting his shorts as he stared at a tall blonde in the group Brad was talking to.  

After dinner we hung out up on our floor, playing hall football and getting to know some of the guys.  About nine it was getting quiet, and I let Ronnie talk me into going over to check out the Delta Omega party.  It was about a five-block walk.

On the way I was thinking about my second sexual encounter with Janice.  It was hard not to, because my dick was so sore that I had to walk kind of like John Wayne.  The more I thought about it she’d acted pretty strangely.  Janice had to know that yanking on me like that was going to hurt, and showing up fifteen minutes before I was leaving to give me this monster blowjob was way out of character.  Especially the way she pushed me around and bit me on the dick when I tried to feel her tits. 

It was almost like she was punishing me for something, but I couldn’t figure out what.  Some women might be pissed if you undressed and fucked them while they were sleeping, but Janice seemed happy about that part.  And she said she liked the photos I gave her, even the ones when I dressed her up in some other girl’s panties and posed her for Ronnie.  It had to be something else.

“Hey, Ronnie.  How come your dad acted so weird when he brought us up here?” I asked.  

“What do you mean?”

“Well, flirting with that Frisbee girl and getting a boner for one thing, and telling us to be sowing our oats like he never got enough,” I said.  “What’s your dad got to complain about anyway, he’s got your mom and she’s way hotter than he is.”

Ronnie shrugged.  “Things used to be better before Dad got promoted.  He’s gone all the time and when he’s home he doesn’t talk much.  Mom says it’s the pressure from his job.  She always says I have to be the man of the house,” he said, not looking at me much.  I could tell he was thinking about how fucking Janice put a whole new spin on that.

“So do you think your dad is playing around?” I asked, hoping that wasn’t going too far.  Ronnie shrugged again.

“Maybe.  They fight sometimes when they don’t think I hear them and I heard my mom saying something about a little chippie with big tits once,” he said, looking at me to see how I reacted.

“What a dick,” I said, shaking my head. “If I was sleeping with Janice every night I’d never want to get out of bed.”

We were getting close to the Delta Omega house now; you could hear the party from a block away.  Not so much the music, there were stereos cranked up in most of the Frat houses on the street.  There was a lot of yelling and chanting going on at the Delta house.

From all the lights we could tell that the party was outside, behind the fraternity house.  They had a fenced in area there, and when we let ourselves through the gate it was like a scene from a movie.  The yard was jammed with hundreds of kids, and they were all watching what was going on up on a little patio that was raised about a foot.  

There were six girls lined up, all of them wearing tank-top style white tee shirts and matching white gym shorts.  Three of the girls were soaking wet from head to foot and you could see their tits clear as could be because their shirts were sticking to them.  The girls were wearing matching black panties too; you could see them through the wet shorts. One of the girls had her shirt all stretched down and her left tit was hanging out through the armhole.  They all seemed pretty happy, especially the left-tit girl, who kept jumping up and down to make it bounce.  

Meanwhile this guy wearing a big cowboy hat was hosing the fourth girl down, a tall blonde who was maybe a little overweight.  After he sprayed her all over he pulled the neck of the wet tank top down and pointed the hose right at her bare tits, and I could see her nipples poking out from thirty feet away.  She was squealing, but still smiling, and after he let go of her shirt she made sure it was clinging to her chest really well.  The crowd went nuts when the cowboy hat guy pulled the front of the blonde girl’s shorts and panties out and shoved the hose down by her pussy.  Now water was shooting out the leg holes of the shorts and the cowboy leaned over and started drinking it.  

About that time Brad Stevenson spotted us and waved us over.  He was standing by the beer keg, and he got us each a draft in a bright blue 32-oz. cup like all the other kids were holding.  

“Pretty wild, huh?” Brad asked.  I took a big swallow of beer and nodded.

“How does this work?” I asked, pointing at the wet tee shirt contest.  The cowboy hat guy was hosing down the fifth contestant now, a pretty girl with short brown hair; he apparently did the hose-down-the-pants trick with all of them.

“After Josh finishes wetting them down we pick a winner.  Check out the little bitch on the end; can you believe she’s a freshman?” Brad said, pointing at the sixth girl, who looked younger than the other contestants.  

She had thick, wavy black hair that glistened in the light and she was short and slim, but had great big tits with dark nipples that you could see through her tee shirt even before it was wet.  I nodded appreciatively; the girl was cute.

“Her name’s Connie; she’s going to win,” Brad said.

“How do you know? Ronnie asked.  The fifth girl was dancing around and flipping the front of her shirt up for the crowd.  She was looking like the girl to beat.

“We get together before the contest and decide, this is all just for show,” Brad said.  He looked pretty excited as Josh the cowboy started hosing the little black-haired girl down.  I had to admit that Connie looked impressive when she was wet.

“How do you get these girls to do it?” I asked.  They looked practically naked.  

“They’re usually pretty pleased to be picked after they’ve had a few beers, and then when the crowd starts yelling it’s hard to say no, ” Brad said.  “Then we take them inside and get them to change into the outfits.  After that we tell them they can’t have their clothes back unless they compete.”  

Connie danced around a little when Josh was finished spraying her, but she seemed nervous and kept pulling her tee shirt out so it wouldn’t cling to those big tits quite as much.  I was starting to wonder if Brad was right about her winning the contest, but when Josh went down the line and held a hand over each of the girl’s heads for applause, Connie was the winner by a landslide.   She looked shocked, and really happy.  

Then Josh leaned over and said something to her, and she shook her head, frowning.  He laughed and put an arm around her shoulders, then led Connie over to a picnic table where some guys were lining up a bunch of the big blue cups of beer.  

“What happens now?” Ronnie asked, trying to get a better view. 

“A drinking contest for the girls,” Brad said, grinning.  “The winner of the wet tee contest has to enter, it’s a rule.”  

Two other girls came over and stood by the table.  Both looked older so I figured they would clobber little Connie.  But when Josh yelled ‘Go!’ the older girls drank slowly, while two guys stood next to Connie and helped her pour the beer in.  It was sloshing out of both sides of her mouth down onto the already wet shirt, foaming up on that impressive set of knockers.  She won the first round, and then two more girls stepped up.  One of them was kind of heavy and looked like an experienced drinker, but Connie won again.  She now had beer in her hair and foam all over her face but looked pleased and was enjoying the applause.  They had a third round and sure enough, Connie won again.

The last round was the finals between Connie and the three girls who came in second in each heat.  This time Connie had some trouble getting the whole 32-ounce cup down, but she still finished it first and was declared the winner.  The two guys who helped her got her to dance around some more as the crowd cheered wildly and this time Connie didn’t seem as nervous, shaking her little butt while doing a go-go dance like in those Austin Powers movies.  She was completely soaked with beer and she looked terrific.

“What does she get for winning?” I asked.  Brad laughed.

“Wait about half an hour and you’ll find out,” he said.  “She’s got close to a case of beer in her, it shouldn’t take long.”  He walked away, still laughing.

“What was so funny?” Ronnie asked.  I shrugged. 


“The hell if I know,” I said.  I finished my second quart of beer and was feeling pretty good. 

“Let’s get another beer and go scope out those other wet tee shirt girls,” Ronnie said, and I nodded in agreement.  The one girl still had her tit hanging out and I wanted to get a closer look.  

All the organized activities seemed to be over, so they turned the music way up and turned some lights off.  People started dancing, and Ronnie and I mingled.  We found the left tit girl and it turned out her name was Kayla.  She was a sophomore and seemed interested in us until she asked if we were in the fraternity house; when we said no she saw someone else she wanted to talk to.   Bummer, she had great tits.

Ronnie and I were getting pretty loaded, which explained why we were thinking about asking some girls to dance.  Neither of us can dance worth a crap.  At the last minute Brad Stevenson diverted us. 

“Hey guys, top off those brewskies and come with me,” he said.

“What’s going on,” Ronnie asked.

“The show already started, you’re missing out,” Brad said, which sounded ominous.  

We refilled our beers and followed him into the Delta Omega house.  The downstairs rooms were very fancy, with a lot of dark furniture and display cases full of trophies.  We went up the back stairs to the third floor, then down some narrow hallways.  It wasn’t as nice here; the halls had fake plastic paneling and it smelled musty.  The rooms we could see looked like really messy dorm rooms.   At the end of the hall was a door with a big guy guarding it, but he let us in.  The room was large, maybe twenty by thirty feet, and must have been a sleeping dorm for ten or twelve guys.  Most of the beds were shoved against the walls, and had kids sitting on them, watching.  Mostly guys but there were some girls, too.  There was one bed in the middle of the room, and they’d thrown another bare mattress on it to make it higher.  

Stretched out on the bed was Connie, the girl who won the contests.  She was buck naked and there was a guy laying on her with his pants around his knees, fucking her.  She looked pretty out of it, but was still moving a little.  There was a guy sitting on either side of her, holding an arm and squeezing a tit.  Like I said earlier, Connie had really big tits and they were sticking straight up even though she was on her back.  

“Is she passed out?” Ronnie asked.

“Pretty much,” Brad said.  “Is this great, or what?”

“Have you fucked her?” I asked.  Brad smiled.

“Yeah, I got to go fourth.  Connie’s a terrific little piece of ass; you two have got to take a shot at her.”

Just then the guy fucking Connie finished and stood up.  There was a light in the middle of the room and you could see her better now.  Her hair was a mess from all the beer that got spilled on her, and her face looked pale like she’d been sick.  A guy with a hand towel stepped up and wiped her pussy and slender thighs, but the towel looked like it was soaked.  Connie’s bush was jet black and untrimmed, and it was plastered to her body.  

“Looks like he could use a new towel,” Ronnie said.  Brad shook his head.

“No, man.  You want it wet like that.  After we’re done we take the crotch rag and tie it around someone’s doorknob who isn’t here.  By the time it dries, they have to cut it off with a hack saw, “ he said, then started laughing.  By now another guy had climbed on top of Connie and his bare ass was bobbing up and down furiously.  There was a guy taking pictures. Brad went over to watch.

“Do you want to fuck her?” Ronnie asked.  I shook my head and not just because my dick hurt, just watching this was bothering me.

“It doesn’t seem right,” I said.

“I know, even though it’s a little like what we did to my Mom,” Ronnie said.  I disagreed.

“No way.  This is a lot different.  Janice felt great when she woke up, but I bet Connie will feel like shit.  Plus we didn’t invite half the neighborhood to join in and sit around watching,” I said.

“You’re right; I don’t want to fuck her either,” Ronnie said.

We ducked out while no one was paying any attention and went back to the party.  It was starting to thin out, and not just because of the thirty people up in the room with Connie.  The tall, pudgy blonde girl who was getting hosed down when we arrived had taken her tee shirt off completely, and was walking around in just the tiny gym shorts.  She looked pretty drunk and seemed like she wanted some attention so we wandered over.   Her name was Jessica and she was a freshman who lived in a different dorm.

“Did you guys catch the contest?” Jessica asked, pointing toward the patio.  We both nodded.

“I can’t believe I lost,” she said, sticking her chest out a little.  This threw her off balance and she steadied herself with a hand on my shoulder.  Jessica had nice firm tits with tiny pink areolae, topped with plump, erect nipples.  

“You were great up there, we both yelled for you,” Ronnie said.  This was true, but we yelled for everyone. 

“You guys are sweet,” Jessica said, having trouble focusing her eyes.  She was quiet for a minute, then frowned.

“I don’t know where my clothes are.  Have you guys seen my clothes anywhere?  I was wearing some jeans and a really cute little pink tube top,” Jessica said.

I looked at Ronnie and rolled my eyes.  If Jessica didn’t watch out, she was going to end up as round two in the gang bang upstairs. 

“You go in and find her clothes; I’ll keep an eye on her,” I whispered to Ronnie.  He ran off and I talked Jessica out of another beer.  Pretty soon Ronnie came back with a pile of clothes and a purse.  They must have been the right ones, because Jessica squealed and hugged him.  Then she stripped off the wet shorts and panties right in front of us and got dressed.  

Jessica’s dormitory was sort of on our way, so we took her home.  We walked and she stumbled, with an arm over each of our shoulders.  When we got there Jessica couldn’t remember what floor she lived on, but we found a girl who knew her and who promised to get her to her room.  

“Man, that was a wild night,” Ronnie said as we walked home.  I nodded.

“Yeah, nothing like that ever happened in high school,” I said. 

Who’d have thought that a party with so many naked girls could be depressing?  So far college wasn’t exactly what I expected. 

“We could’ve had that Jessica, you know,” Ronnie said. “I thought we weren’t going to be nice guys anymore.”   He didn’t sound that upset, though.

“It’s okay to be nice part of the time,” I said, thinking that Ronnie had a point.  Being honorable can get to be a habit, and can make getting laid almost impossible.  I resolved that I’d jump all over the next chance for sex I got, as long as the girl wasn’t passed out and drenched with beer.

To be continued…

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



