Putting Friendship to the Test, Part 7.

HedbangerSA

This is a continuation of the story contained in Putting Friendship to the Test, parts 1 through 6.

Vicki and Brittany were giving us a ride back to school.  We waited at Ronnie’s house, with Janice fussing over us like we were going off to war or something. 

I told Ronnie about what happened at Sarah’s house, leaving out the part about how fucking him had messed up Susie’s head.  Ronnie said I was crazy for not banging Sarah while I had the chance. I also told Ronnie that I was going to break up with Vicki. 

“Oh, shit.  Don’t do it until we get to State or we’ll be walking,” Ronnie said.  “Assuming you’re still breathing of course.  Vicki will be pissed.” 

“I know.  I’ll wait until we’re back, but I’ve got to do it today.  Sorry if this messes stuff up with Brittany,” I said.

“That’s okay.  It was getting kind of old anyway,” Ronnie replied. Janice sat down between us on the sofa.

“I’ll drive you boys to school if it would help,” she said.

“Thanks Janice, but I might as well get it over with.  What’s the best way to break up with a girl?” I asked. She reached over and started stroking my thigh.

“There’s no good way to do it.  But don’t mince words or break up half way, that never works,” she said, thinking.  “From what you said about this Vicki I’d say you should lie like crazy.  Tell her you can’t give her what she deserves and that she’s too good for you.  And don’t say a word about this Susie.”  

“Or you could tell her that your dick got shot off in a hunting accident,” Ronnie said, grinning.  

“Nope, it’s still there,” Janice said, rubbing me higher.  Then she got up and started packing up the sandwiches and snacks she was sending with us for the ride.

“I’m sure going to miss you boys,” she said.  “It’ll be quiet around here.  Hey, did I tell you I got a job?”

“A job? Doing what?” Ronnie said, frowning.  

“Down at the bird sanctuary where I’ve been volunteering.  The director said they could use someone in the office.  It’s part-time and doesn’t pay much, but it’ll keep me busy.”

Ronnie nodded. “That’s good. Maybe you’ll meet someone.”  

Janice laughed.  “Trying to fix me up already?  Not likely, but we can hope.”  

A car horn honked a couple of times out front.

“That’ll be the girls,” Janice said.  We all stood up.  “If it’s okay, I’ll say goodbye to you two in here,” she said, walking to me first.  She kissed me, with lots of tongue, while she groped my butt with both hands.  Then she repeated it with Ronnie.

“Now go!  And call me when you get there.  Love you both!” Janice said, wiping away a tear. We headed out the door lugging our stuff.

“Good luck with Vicki, Austin,” she said as the door closed.

~~~  

Vicki had already climbed into the back seat so we could sit together.  I’d been hoping the girls would stay up front.  Vicki was wearing a green sweater and jeans, and I had to admit that she looked great.  As soon as I sat down she climbed halfway into my lap.

“Give me a kiss, big boy.  I missed you,” she said, and shoved her tongue into my mouth, groping for my tonsils. Vicki was rubbing her tits against my arm and I could tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra – she wasn’t going to make this easy.  I kissed her back, not enthusiastically but I didn’t want to be rude.  Especially since Ronnie and Brittany were making out in the front seat. Brittany was going to let Ronnie drive.  

“What did you do over the break other than jack off a lot?” Vicki asked.  Ronnie backed the car out of the driveway and drove past my house. 

“Worked mainly,” I said, glad to get Vicki back into her own seat.  Thank god for seat belts or she’d have been in my lap the whole way.  Doing stuff with Vicki seemed weird, especially since I knew I was going to dump her.  

I was worried that Vicki would ask a lot of questions about Cooties because she knew about Sarah, but instead she went on and on about what she did over Thanksgiving.  Dumb stuff about shopping and seeing her friends mainly.  By the time we got onto the Interstate she was telling me how much her parents wanted to meet me, and saying that they were expecting me at Christmas.  Vicki had it all figured out.  I’d go home with her and stay there through Christmas morning, and then we’d drive to my place and stay with my family for a few days.  

“We’ll see, Vicki.  We’ve still got exams to finish,” I said, a sick feeling settling in my stomach. 

“It’ll go fast.  And don’t worry, I already told my mom and dad that we’re doing it.  They said you can sleep with me in my room.  Are your parents going to be cool?” she asked.

“Shit!  You told them?” I blurted.  The only good thing about this whole mess was that I wouldn’t have to face Vicki’s old man.  

“Yeah!  I can’t wait to get you into my bed.  It’ll seem so naughty – the same bed I’ve slept in since before I had boobies.” 

Despite everything I felt a hard-on developing.  I couldn’t help it.  And Vicki noticed it.  

“Oooh! Is that for me?” she cooed, then grabbed my cock and started squeezing it through my jeans. She eased over until my arm was nestled between her tits and started sucking on my neck. Vicki’s head slid toward my lap and she began fumbling with the snap on my jeans. I could see Ronnie looking at me in the rear view mirror, his eyes asking what the hell was going on.  

“What are you doing, Vicki?” I asked, stiffening.

“I never blew a guy in a moving car before,” she said, moving on to my zipper.

“No way!  Someone will see,” I protested.  There were cars all around us.

“Fuck them!  Like they’ve never seen it before?”  

I could hear Brittany giggling in the front seat.

“Stop it!  And I mean it,” I said, pulling her hands away and refastening my jeans.

Vicki sat up, looking shocked.

“Fine!  You don’t have to be such a jerk about it. I was just trying to be nice,” she said, scooting toward the window.

~~~  

Vicki didn’t talk to me for the rest of the trip, even though I tried to apologize.  Then when we got to the dorm she marched inside pretending like I wasn’t yelling for her to wait up.  Brittany was a little friendlier to Ronnie, telling him to call her later.

“What are you going to do?” Ronnie asked, as we tried to find a place for the new lamp he liberated from his dad’s study.  

“Go down there, I guess.  She’s already pissed off at me so how much worse could it get?”  I said.  Ronnie rolled his eyes.  

“I think that’s what Lizzie Borden’s folks said about her,” he said.

I laughed, but not very hard, and I tried to remember if Vicki had anything in her room that she could chop me up with.  

~~~  

“That was fast.  How did it go?” Ronnie asked.  

“Depends on your point of view,” I said.  “Since I wanted to break up with her, I guess good.  Vicki dumped me.”  

“Huh?”

“Yep.  As soon as I walked in she told me to hit the trail.  Said she never liked me anyway, and was sick of my whining.”  

“What about Brittany?” Ronnie asked.  I shook my head.

“Sorry.  She told me to tell you to eat shit and die,” I said.  

“Oh well.  Easy come, easy go,” he replied.  

After that I spent a lot of time thinking about how I could get back together with Susie. Unfortunately she wasn’t around much and I didn’t want to go down to her room because I wasn’t sure what to say to Brenda.  

On Tuesday I knew that Susie had a class in the Earth Sciences building right after mine, so I waited around for her.  When she saw me she looked like she was thinking about running away or yelling for the cops, but instead she just stared at me.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“I want to talk to you, Susie.  I…miss you.”

She laughed.  “Oh, please.  What, are you looking for someone to fuck?  I hear Vicki dumped you.” 

“No, it’s not like that!”  

“Like what, then?  I know about Jessica, Austin.  She called me to gloat.  And I know about Brenda too.  If you were going to bang my roommate, did you have to do it on my bed?  Don’t you dare tell me you missed me!  I can’t believe I actually liked you for a while!”  

Susie’s voice kept rising as she spoke and by the end it was loud enough to attract a small crowd.  And she was crying when she turned and ran out of the building.  I felt really crappy after she left, and it wasn’t just because people were staring at me.  .

~~~   

HHuh

HHuh?HHH

Being dateless gave us a chance to catch up on our classes.  None of the women in the dorm were talking to us and I had a feeling that Vicki was spreading rumors.  From the looks we were getting, I was guessing that they had something to do with sex with farm animals or harboring terrorists, or both.  

The only nice part of the whole mess was that Ronnie and I were spending a lot of time together again.  He had enough to think about with the problems at home, and I understood all that better than anyone else could.  His dad kept calling Ronnie trying to butter him up, and saying that the stuff about all the girlfriends was a lie.  Ronnie figured it was because of the divorce, and that his dad was trying to do a little damage control.  

And Janice would call because she was lonely and depressed.  Luckily I could help with those calls.  Janice had started her job, and liked that a lot.  Even though it was only supposed to be part-time she stayed most of the day as a way to avoid being at home alone.  A couple of times she asked me to talk about sex while she played with herself until she got off.  I guess she was pretty horny and felt funny asking Ronnie to help her.  

One night we decided to go up to the library to study.  Ronnie needed a book for one of his classes and we felt like getting out of the dorm.  Neither of us had ever been there before so we walked around for a while, checking it out.  

We found a quiet room with comfortable chairs arranged around small tables and I settled in to study while Ronnie looked for his book.  There was only one other person in the room, a cute girl with short black hair.  I kept looking at her trying to figure out where I’d seen her.  When Ronnie got back, I noticed him looking at her too.  

After about an hour the girl got up and came over.  She stood next to our table with her hands stuck in her back pockets.  For a little girl she had impressive tits. 

“You guys were there, right?” she finally asked.  

“Where?” I said, still trying to place her.

“That party, the first week of school.” 

And then it hit me.  It was Connie, the girl who won the drinking contest at the Delta Omega party and then ended up on the wrong end of the gang-bang.  No wonder I had trouble remembering.  Her hair had been long and curly then, and she had clothes on now.  Connie saw the recognition in my eyes.

“I thought so.  You were in the background, in one of the pictures,” she said, looking really serious.

“What pictures?” Ronnie asked.  Connie smiled, but still didn’t look happy.

“You mean you haven’t seen them?  Everyone else has, they’re all over the Internet.”

I just shrugged.  I didn’t know what to say, and Ronnie looked as uncomfortable as I felt.

“So, did you fuck me?” Connie asked.  We both shook our heads.

“We didn’t!  I swear!” I said.  Connie frowned.

“Why not?”

“It didn’t seem right.  You were really out of it.  We aren’t Delta’s anyway, we were only there because some guy invited us,” Ronnie said.  Connie looked at us like she was trying to decide whether to believe him.  After a minute she sat down at our table.

“Thank you,” she said, like we’d done her a big favor by not taking advantage of her.  Then she started to cry.

“Hey, it wasn’t your fault,” I said.

“Nobody made me drink all that beer. I should have known better.” 

“Yeah, but it was a big set up.  And with the crowd yelling and all you didn’t have much choice,” Ronnie said.  I nodded, feeling really bad that we hadn’t tried to help her. 

“You look different now,” I said.  “You cut your hair.  It looks good, but it was really pretty when it was long.”  

“I wanted to look different,” Connie said.  “It didn’t help though, too many people knew about it.  At first I tried to laugh it off – you know, people chanting ‘I think I can, I think I can’ when I walked by, and making stupid train noises. Now I just ignore them.”

We talked to her for an hour, and opening up about it seemed to make Connie feel better.  She was nice, and smart - she was planning on being a doctor. What happened at the fraternity party really messed things up for her. None of the sororities would even talk to her and Connie’s boyfriend back home dumped her when he heard about it. She was thinking about transferring to a different school when the semester was over because of all the teasing.   

When it was time for us to leave, Ronnie told me to go back without him.  

“I think I’ll stay and…study some more,” he said, then looked at Connie. 

“That would be nice,” she said.  

~~~  

Ronnie stayed at the library with Connie until it closed then walked her to her dorm.  He studied with her the next three nights, and they went out on both Friday and Saturday night.  On Sunday morning he was walking around acting goofy, as happy as I’d seen him in a while.

“How’s it going with Connie?” I asked.  Ronnie grinned.

“Great!  I like her a lot,” he said.  I waited a minute, hoping for more information.

“So, what are you guys…doing.  I mean…”

“I know what you mean, Austin.  Not much.  Well, I kissed her a couple of times, but I don’t want to push her.”  

“Good.  I bet Connie’s had her fill of guys who just wish they’d been next in line at the Delta house,” I said. 

“She even got calls from guys who were there who wanted seconds,” Ronnie said.

“Shit!” I said.   Sex was sure a lot more complicated than I used to think.  

“What about you?” Ronnie asked.

“Huh?”

“What are you gonna do about Susie?”

“What the hell can I do? She hates my guts.”

“I don’t think so.  I think she’s just really mad at you and that’s different.  I saw the way she looked at you at Jessica’s party.”

“That was before she found out about Jessica and Brenda.”

~~~  

On Monday morning I was walking to class when I heard someone yelling my name.  It was Brenda, about a half a block behind me, running.  She moved pretty well for a big girl.  I kept walking – Brenda was about the last person I wanted to talk to.  

“Austin, please!  Wait up!” she yelled.  I slowed down, and at the next corner I waited for her.  

“Thanks!” she said, trying to catch her breath.  I started walking again.

“I wanted to tell you that I’m sorry.  About Susie finding out. I’m not a very good liar,” Brenda said, panting.  

“It’s not your fault, Brenda.  I figured that Susie would find out.  I’m the one who should be apologizing to you.”

“What do you mean?  I’m the one who seduced you, Austin!” she said.

“Huh?

“Of course!  It wasn’t very hard, but that was my plan the whole time.  Why do you think I kept giving you beers?  I told Susie that, too.”

“Thanks.  But it doesn’t matter.  I screwed everything up,” I said, kicking at an empty Coke can.  “I’m a moron, I don’t deserve her.”

Brenda was staring at me, her mouth open a little.  

“You really care about Susie, don’t you?”

“Well, sure.  Why wouldn’t I?”

“I don’t know.  You don’t seem like the type.  Don’t get me wrong – I like you and you’re really cute, but I didn’t think you cared who you were with.  You know, Easy Austin, the good time guy.”  

I stopped walking.  All of a sudden I didn’t feel like going to class.  

“I guess I had that coming,” I said.  My eyes were watering, and when I brushed at my cheek it was wet.  Stupid allergies.  

“Damn. I…forgot something, Brenda.  I’ve got to go back and get it,” I said.

As I turned to head back, Brenda was still standing there watching me.

“Okay, Austin.  Nice talking to you,” she said.  

~~~  

It didn’t help matters much that Connie was over at our room that evening.  I was studying, but I couldn’t help watching them.  They popped popcorn and played cards, but mostly they just talked.  Connie seemed to be loosening up, laughing easily and often at Ronnie’s dumb jokes.  And I saw the way they looked at each other all the time, all gooey and happy.  They didn’t touch much, just a hand on a shoulder or knee every so often, and brushing against each other like it was supposed to be an accident.  

It would have been easier if they’d been all over each other.  Instead it reminded me how great it was just being with someone you really liked, even if you weren’t fucking them all the time.  That was how it was with Susie for a while.  Me watching TV while she read a book with her head in my lap.  Or taking a nap together after class, with all our clothes on.  And talking – I really missed that.

About nine I decided that I needed a break.

“I’m going to head out for a while.  Too much studying fries the brain,” I said.  Both Ronnie and Connie looked nervous all of a sudden.  I knew that Ronnie worried about being alone with her – not that he was thinking about doing anything, more that he was afraid that she thought he was.

“We could go, too,” Ronnie said, starting to get up.

“No.  We don’t have to.  I mean, if you don’t mind,” Connie said, looking at Ronnie.

“I don’t mind,” he said, looking relieved.  

“I’m glad we got that sorted out,” I said, grinning.  I grabbed my jacket, just in case I decided to go for a walk.  When I left, Ronnie and Connie were still sitting on the floor looking at each other.

I went down to the lobby, still not sure where I was going.  I just knew I had to get out of our room for a while, both because all the sexual tension was driving me nuts and because I figured that the lovebirds could use some privacy.  

I decided that I didn’t feel like walking so I picked up an old copy of SI and crashed on one of the couches.  It was a college football preview for the season that was almost over, but it was funny to see how wrong they were.  I was almost finished with it when someone bumped my elbow.  I looked up – it was Brenda, carrying a loaded laundry basket.  

“Hey, Brenda,” I said, focusing on the magazine again.

“Sorry about today.  I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings,” she said.

“Didn’t hurt my feelings.  Like I said, I deserved it.”

“I’m still sorry.”  

“Don’t worry about it.”  

She shifted the laundry basket a little, putting the weight on her hip.  

“You doing anything?” she asked, then smiled.  “I mean anything important?” 

“Nah.” 

“I’ve got another load in the dryer but I’ve got to put this stuff away and make a phone call.  Could you go watch my machine?  I got three pairs of my best panties stolen last week,” Brenda said, shifting the basket again.  It looked heavy.

I sat up.  “Sure.”

“You’re a sweetheart.  Last dryer on the left,” she said, heading for the elevators.  

The laundry room was down one floor, so I took the stairs. Stealing a girl’s underwear out of a dryer was pretty low but it didn’t surprise me. One time when we were in middle school Ronnie was supposed to be taking care of these people’s cat on the next block while they were on vacation.  They had a teenaged daughter who was really cute. Let’s just say she was short a couple of pairs of panties when they got back.  I still had them.

It was hot in the laundry room with all the dryers running, and it smelled like fabric softener.  I headed down the aisle to look for Brenda’s stuff and I almost ran into Susie coming out of the little room with the vending machines.  She had her hair in a ponytail, wearing sweatpants and a tee shirt that said “Property of the Athletic Department.”  

“What are you doing here?” she asked.  This made me kind of mad.  It was a free country, and I could go to the freaking laundry room whenever I felt like it.

“Nothing.  Brenda asked me to watch her stuff,” I said.  Susie rolled her eyes.

“Bitch.  I’m already watching it,” she said, shaking her head.

We looked at each other for a moment.

“I’m sorry,” I said.  It sort of slipped out.

“What?”

“I’m sorry.  For everything I did.  I never meant to hurt you.  I was so stupid, about everything.”

“Right.  You say that, but you’ll never change.”  

I shook my head.  “No, that’s not true.  I have changed.”

“This ought to be good,” Susie said.  “How?”

“Lots of ways.  I used to think that fucking was all that mattered.  That’s all I cared about when I met you, Susie.  Getting you to let me do it to you, as often as possible.  And it was great.  That made me think I was right and I completely missed the real reason I was so happy.” 

Susie stared at me.  “Okay, I’ll bite.  What was the real reason?” 

“It wasn’t the fucking. It was the sharing that made it so perfect. Because it was with you and because it was special for both of us.”  

A fat girl came into the laundry room.  Susie waited until the girl got down to the far end of the room and started loading her stuff into a washer. 

“So I guess you expect me to just forgive you, and pretend that you didn’t hurt me?”

“No, Susie.  I don’t expect that.  I just wanted you to know that I’m sorry,” I said, backing toward the door.  “Well, I guess I better go.”  

“What if I want to?” 

“Want to what?”

“Forgive you.”  Susie had a defiant look on her face.  She blinked a couple of times and a tear trickled down her cheek.  

I stopped moving, my heart barely beating.

“What?”

“Don’t make me say it again, it was hard enough the first time.”

“Well, that would be…great.  If you want to…”

“Don’t stand there like a doofus. Come over here and kiss me,” Susie said.

So I did.  As Susie slipped into my arms and our lips met I got the most awesome feeling.  It felt like a dream – something that belonged in memories and would never happen again.  Like if Susie had died and was all of a sudden alive again.  All I knew was that I didn’t want to ever let go of her.  

As I kissed her, my tongue rolling against hers gently, I ran my fingers through her hair, all soft and beautiful.  And then my fingertips brushed across her cheek and neck.  Susie’s skin felt so soft.  I found the little wisp of fine hair behind her ear that I loved so much.  

Still cupping her face in both hands I pulled back enough to look in her eyes.

“I’m so sorry.  I did so many dumb things,” I whispered.

“So did I.  I’m the one who said I didn’t want to get serious.  I was afraid I’d scare you away if I…”

“If you what?”

“Told you I was crazy about you!” Susie said.

“Me too! And I didn’t even realize how much.”  I paused.  “I love you, Susie.”

“I love you too, Austin.”  

We heard a snorting noise and both turned.  It was the fat girl, with a basket of wet laundry.

“Well, now that we’ve settled that, are you using that dryer?” she said, nodding at the machine Susie was leaning against.  We both laughed, and Susie took my hand.

“It’s all yours.  Let’s go upstairs, Austin.”  

“But what about Brenda’s panties?” I asked.

“That’s her problem.  Let her come down and guard them,” Susie said, smiling.  

We met Brenda halfway down the hall to their room.  She was carrying an empty laundry basket and grinning like crazy.  

“I see it worked,” Brenda said.

“Bitch,” Susie said, but she was smiling. “Oh, and take your time folding your clothes, okay?”  

“I know, I’m back in the hall again,” Brenda said.

As Susie dragged me down the hall I looked back at Brenda and blew her a kiss, then mouthed “Thank you.”   She shrugged, and gave me a thumbs up.  

It felt strange being back in Susie’s room with her again.  I think they call it déjà vu or something like that.  All I know is that it was a good strange.  

We sat on her bed and I think she was nervous, too.  

“Remember the first time we were here?” Susie asked.

“You asked me what kind of stuff I did with Sarah,” I said.

“She’s really nice.  And hot, too.  Are you doing anything with her anymore?” 

“No! We’re just friends now,” I said.  Susie bit her lower lip.

“It’s just that now that I know her it might bother me a little,” she said.

“I want it to bother you.  Just like it would bother me if you did anything with anyone else.”

“It would?”

“A lot,” I said.  Susie smiled.

“Good.  Let’s both not, then.”  

I nodded.  I was sitting pretty close to Susie and I could smell her hair and skin – clean and fresh.  

“So, back to that first time. I asked you about Sarah, and you said you did a lot of oral stuff,” Susie said, her voice barely over a whisper.

“Yeah, and you said it might be fun to do some of that.”  

“Right, it would be fun,” Susie said.  I shook my head. I was having a little trouble breathing.

“No, that’s not what I said.”

“It’s what I said, though, just now,” Susie replied, glancing down at the crotch of the sweatpants she was wearing.   I looked down, too.  Then back up to her eyes.  I felt my ass sliding off the bed and found myself on my knees in front of Susie.  My fingers located the drawstring on the pants, then the elastic band at the waist as I pulled them off her.  I stood and took off my own shirt and pants, staring at Susie’s thong panties.

Susie eased back and I followed her onto the bed, with my hands on her upraised knees.  She crossed her arms and grabbed the bottom of the tee shirt and whipped it over her head, followed by a blue and white sports bra – State’s school colors. 

“Is that what you wear under the sweater, when you’re…”  

“Yeah.”

I wasn’t really thinking about Susie’s cheerleading outfit.  I was soaking in the look of her nearly naked body, as familiar as any I’d known but still wildly exciting.  My eyes paused on each part before darting hungrily to the next.  The toned shoulders, the beautiful, smooth skin at the base of her neck, the perky firmness of her tits and the big, pale pink areolas I loved so much.  The creamy perfection of Susie’s skin everywhere on her hard little body.  The way her panties rode low on her narrow hips and the cute little rise of her mons under the fabric.  Everything was the same, and it was wonderful.

I leaned in and kissed each nipple, letting my lips play over them just a little before trailing slowly down the center of her abdomen, following the smooth indentation there as it quivered with each breath Susie took.  She was panting, breathing quicker as I moved south.  

I kissed the fabric of her panties, rubbing with my nose where the cotton puffed up a little over the tuft of soft blonde hair at the base of her mons.  That clean, delicate Susie scent wafted up and my breath caught.  I looked up at Susie, propped on one elbow watching me.  Her big green eyes were wide and a little glazed.  She nodded.

“Yes, Austin!”  

I pulled the panties off, loving the way they bunched up around the elastic of the waistband and slid easily over her tiny feet, and then settled in hugging a thigh with each arm.  Susie was an “innie,” both her belly button and her pussy – tight, smooth labia and the inner lips tucked neatly beneath them.  I started to kiss her there, gently circling her center as my fingertips played with the fine hair of her little bush.  I felt Susie’s hand on my head.

“Austin…are you crying?” she asked.

I pulled up a little, and realized that I was.  Tears burned at the corners of my eyes and I could feel one running slowly down my cheek.  I nodded.

“It’s just that I’m…so happy.”  

“Me, too Austin.”  

I dove in, suddenly anxious to please Susie and wanting the intimacy of sex with her badly.  My tongue found her crease and I lapped at it hungrily, spreading her labia with my fingers.  She tasted so good and the smells and textures of her overwhelmed me.  I buried my face hard against her, pressing for as much penetration with my tongue as possible.  Susie moaned and grabbed the sides of my head, helping me.  

I knew what she really liked and needed so I moved up to the hard little nub of her clit, flicking it slowly with my tongue and nibbling as I worked two fingers in and out of her pussy even more slowly, fingertips stroking the feathery flesh at the top.  Susie’s thighs flexed around my face and she started panting, hard and fast, her moans changing to a needy “oh, oh, oh…” 

Susie came the first time, howling and clutching at me.  Every muscle in that tight body was twitching beautifully.  I remembered what Susie told Jennifer about fireworks and how much she liked it, and I was determined to give her the best display of her life.  I held Susie’s thighs tight and gave in to a frenzy of pussy eating.  I have no idea how long I did it but when I got finished my face was dripping from my eyebrows to my chin and her pussy was hot pink and swollen, juices glistening up both thighs and down into the crack of her cute butt.  

Susie’s fingers were gripping my hair, hard enough to hurt a little.  She pulled me up until I could see her face.  

“Oh Jesus Austin,” she breathed, looking like she just ran a marathon.  “Let’s fuck.”  

I worked my way up until my head was on the pillow next to hers.

“Can we do it…like that first time?” I asked.  Susie smiled and nodded.  She climbed on top of me and carefully worked my briefs over my throbbing cock.  Susie had really little hands and they felt great gripping me, stroking as she stood my dick up and positioned her pussy over it, her knees pressing in against my hips.  

She took a deep breath, then eased down until the head was inside her.  

She paused, eyes closed, then started bouncing gently.  I watched as my cock disappeared ever so slowly.   I remembered the first time and how hard it was to penetrate her completely, and the pain and excitement that had been on Susie’s face as she worked.  It was easier now, and I knew there was no pain as we recreated the moment.

“Oh god, I’m so full,” she whispered.  Just like before.

Then the pure joy of it took over, all that sensitive flesh touching, and Susie started slamming herself down onto me.  My hands came to rest on her hips, fingers pressing the firmness of her ass and Susie leaned forward, taking most of her weight on her arms, hands on my chest.  Susie twisted her hips a little with each thrust, timing them to her breathing.  Her blonde pubes disappeared into my darker ones on each downstroke and her pussy was making wonderful wet-sucking-slapping noises as it swallowed my cock.

The thrill of being with her and all the buildup had me really ready and after only fifteen or twenty strokes I felt my balls boiling, the cum poised to surge into Susie’s hot, gripping pussy.  I wasn’t wearing a rubber so I held her hips on the next upstroke.

“Susie, I…”  

She nodded then pulled off me, grabbing my dick with both hands and stroking fast and hard, her fingers slipping easily in the sloppy wetness of her juices and my pre-cum.  Susie leaned in, her butt wiggling on my thighs.  My dick felt huge and no air seemed to be coming out of my lungs – I was just sucking more in with little gasps as I stared at Susie’s tits.  

Suddenly all the air came out of me in a monster groan of pleasure.  I grabbed Susie’s shoulders and held her as my load surged up my rod and splashed against her chest and tummy.  After that it was like I blacked out for a minute.

When I returned to full consciousness I was holding Susie against my chest, hugging her tight.  She was nuzzling at my neck and between us it was all warm and sticky. 

“That must have been a good one,” she mused, smiling at me.

“The best,” was all I could manage.  I hugged her harder and rocked back and forth for a while.

“Let’s not ever fight again,” I said.  “And I don’t want to fuck anyone else, ever again.  Okay?”  

Susie giggled.  “Okay with me.”

“I love you so much, Susie.”

She kissed me.  “Ditto,” she said.

~~~  

We got dressed and went up to my room so Brenda could do some studying.  I knocked and then we waited for Ronnie to come over and unlock the door.  It took quite a while.  

“Austin.  And Susie.  Um…come in,” Ronnie said.  Connie was standing in the middle of the room looking nervous.  When Ronnie didn’t say anything right away, I introduced the girls.

“Ronnie told me about you.  I recognize you…from the football games,” Connie said.  Susie walked over and gave her a polite hug.  The two girls were just about exactly the same size.

“And Austin told me about you.  He didn’t say how cute you were, though.  I love your hair,” Susie said.  Connie blushed.  

As the girls talked I looked around, noticing that the covers on Ronnie’s bed were all messed up, and that one of the buttons on Connie’s shirt was undone.  I glanced at Ronnie, who had seen me checking things out.  He just smiled.  

“Anybody up for some hearts?” I asked, pointing at the deck of cards in the middle of the rug.  

“Boys against the girls.  We’ll kill them, Connie,” Susie said, as we all sat down.  This also let the two couples sit together, and as we played Ronnie and Connie kept nudging closer until their thighs were touching.  Susie noticed it too.  

“So, are you two an item?” she asked, with a mischievous smile.

“Um…not really.  We really only met on…” Connie began, but Ronnie cut her off.

“Yes, we are.”

Connie broke into a big grin.  “Okay, I meant yes.” 

“Well.  We’re going to have to be friends then, because these two are inseparable,” Susie said, pointing at Ronnie and me and rolling her eyes.

Connie squirmed a little, but smiled.  “That would be okay…with me.” 

The girls kicked our butts in hearts but they were cheating.  It’s kind of hard for a guy to concentrate on his cards when his girlfriend is rubbing him with her tits.

When it was time for Connie to go back to her dorm we all stood up and stretched.  Susie walked around Connie, checking her out.

“Hey, you’re in pretty good shape.  Ever do any gymnastics?”

“A little, in high school.  I was mainly into tumbling though.  I made it to Regionals my senior year before I pulled a hamstring,” Connie said, embarrassed.

“No shit?  Hey, we could use you on the squad!  Tryouts are next week and we really need another small girl – you’re perfect!” Susie said.  Connie looked mortified.

“I…I couldn’t.  No,” she said.  

“Why? Because of what those asshole Deltas did to you?”  Susie said, moving in front of Connie and making eye contact.  

Connie nodded, eyes brimming.

Susie got that stubborn look on her face that I knew so well.

“Listen up.  You’re going to try out, and no one will freaking dare say a word to you about that stupid party,” Susie said.   Connie was crying for real now, her cute lower lip poking out.

“Why not?” she asked.

“Because you’ll be with me, and you’re my new best friend,” Susie replied, then she gave Connie a huge hug. 

~~~  

Well, everything worked out pretty well.  Connie made the cheerleading team and Susie was right – no one said anything about the train-pulling thing at the Delta house.  Susie’s small but she’s tough and the other girls knew better than to screw with her.  By our junior year Susie and Connie were co-captains of the squad.   They got all the jocks and most of the sorority houses to blackball the Deltas and it didn’t take long for the word to get out that they were a bunch of jerks.  There’s only like ten guys still living there now and I heard that the house is losing its charter soon.  

The four of us are sharing an apartment now.  It has two bedrooms and you can guess what the sleeping arrangements are.  We’re graduating in the spring and Ronnie says that he and Connie are going to get engaged as soon as he gets a job.  They aren’t sure where they’re going to live yet because Connie is still applying to medical schools.  I told him I’d be best man, as long as he promised that when they had kids they wouldn’t name any of them Lonnie, Bonnie or Donnie.  Susie and I will get married too, but we’re going to wait a while because I’m going graduate business school and Susie’s thinking about law school.  

Janice got divorced, and she took Mr. Randall to the cleaners because he’d been playing around so much.  Then that new secretary he was banging got mad at him and accused him of harassment or something, and he got canned from his job.  The last I heard he was an assistant manager at the K-Mart.   Janice kept working at the bird sanctuary and she really hit it off with the guy who’s in charge of it.  They’ve been living together for a couple of years now and he treats Janice really well.  They’ve got a sailboat and they’re talking about sailing around the world, or at least the nice parts of it.   I don’t think she ever told him about Ronnie and me, which is probably smart.  Sometimes when I’m around her it still seems weird, like when she kisses me on the cheek or hugs me a little harder than she would have to.  But it’s a nice weird.  

Ronnie and I worked at Cootie’s for two more summers, but Sarah doesn’t work there anymore.  She and Brad Anderson got married and they’ve got a kid already, plus another one in the oven.  She hardly ever acts tough anymore, except when she asks if I’m being good to Susie.  She still calls me pencil dick, though.  

As for me, I’m really happy.  Susie and I do fight sometimes, but not about important stuff and I usually let her win because I love her so much. I still don’t want to fuck anyone else and I don’t think that will ever change.  I see other girls who are really hot and I think about what they’d be like, sure.  I’m a guy after all.  But I know it could never be as good as it is with Susie, and I learned that fucking is never worth it if it’s going to hurt somebody.  

Ronnie and I are still best friends, and I bet we always will be.  We have our ups and downs and we probably won’t always live in the same city.  But really good friendships last, and ours has held up so far even though we’ve sure as heck put it to the test.  

The End

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