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Chapter 1

There was no arguing with the fact that Jane Sawyer was an unusual person. Many would have simply labeled her a slut, or a floozie who screwed anything and anyone that came her way. But those people didn’t understand her at all.

Jane Sawyer simply fell in love easily and often. She couldn’t help it. She absolutely loved people. Men, women, people her same age or twice her age, it didn’t matter. She simply fell in love with just about everyone she met.

When she met someone new that piqued her interest, she wanted to smell and kiss and taste and fuck them. She couldn’t resist. It’s just who she was. A sweet young free-spirited girl, just dreamily in love with just about everyone.

Ironically, just about the only people Jane didn’t fall for, were the pickup artists and ego-maniacs and “fuck boys” who were just looking for a one-night stand. Jane was looking for love. She simply found it in many, many places.

And fortunately for her, everyone loved her back. She was a sweet twenty-year-old girl that was the absolute definition of irresistible.

She had soft blonde hair, stunningly vivid blue eyes and an amazing, bright smile that was a permanent fixture on her face. She was quite short and had a petite frame full of girlish curves and energy. Her breasts were on the small side, but as perky as could be. She frequently chose not to wear a bra, and her small, sharp nipples, nearly always stiff, were ever present and seeking to poke through whatever soft fabric she was wearing.

But Jane’s most delightful, sexiest feature was her ass, by far. Her ass was out of this world. A small, tight muscular ass that absolutely begged to be caressed, gripped, spanked or bitten.

Top all of that off with never-ending energy and enthusiasm for life, and a bubbly personality that drew people in like a magical vortex, and Jane was a sex bomb that kept going off over and over and over again, leaving happy, smiling people in the aftermath. She absolutely loved life, loved people, loved to have fun and loved to fuck.

She wasn’t stupid. She knew that she was different than most people. Most people took so long to fall in love, and put so much pressure and tension and thought into their relationships. Jane was 100% heart. She just simply knew, when she met somebody, that they were a person she needed to be with, someone she wanted to enjoy to the fullest. The people in her life were a gift to her, and she appreciated and enjoyed every one to the fullest extent possible.

Unfortunately, this tended to cause some tension, jealousy and even anger with those she came in contact with. She kept no secrets and never set out to deceive anyone. Everyone knew exactly how Jane lived. Everyone knew that when she went out on a dinner date with someone, there was a high probability that she might end up fucking the waiter under a table somewhere, and then going home to spend the night in bed with the female hostess who showed them to their table.

She didn’t mean it to be rude, or disrespectful or dishonest. It was just Jane. You either had to understand and expect it and be able to handle it, or you shouldn’t be trying to spend time with her at all. You were not likely to change her, and you simply needed to count yourself lucky to be one of the folks who were fortunate enough to have received her love, even if it was just for a fleeting moment.

Her outgoing personality made it quite difficult for Jane to have a lot of real, true friends as well. When she grew close to someone as a friend, there was a pretty good chance she would end up falling in love with their boyfriends, girlfriends, sisters, fathers or someone in their life that would lead to wonderfully pleasant fuck, and an abrupt end to a friendship.

Jimmy Barnes, however, was her very best friend. He had been her best friend in the world since they were nine years old and held several distinctions in her life. He was the only person she could truly trust, and perhaps the only person in her day-to-day orbit that she had not fucked. He was the one person set aside in her mind as too close to fall in love with, and too important for her to fuck. Jane loved Jimmy in a way she didn’t love anyone else, and she felt the best way to protect that love was to maintain a platonic relationship.

Jimmy, however, like just about everyone in her life, was madly in love with Jane. He worshiped her, and his love was more tragic than most, as he had been there as a close friend and observer as she bloomed into the amazing girl that loved and enjoyed and fucked nearly everyone in her life, but him.

Jimmy and Jane were roommates, sharing a small two-bedroom apartment in a large building downtown. They both decided to take a couple of years off after high school before pursuing college, and both had gotten restaurant jobs in order to support their years of goofing off.

“So, where are you taking your new girlfriend for dinner tonight?” Jimmy heard Jane ask behind him.

Jimmy turned to see Jane coming out of the bathroom, drying her hair, wearing only a small pair of yellow panties. It was nothing unusual for Jane to wander the house in little or nothing, and not unusual for Jimmy to be around to see and enjoy the view.

“She’s not my girlfriend. I don’t really even know her that well. She just asked me out, and I said Ok. It’s pretty casual. We’re going to McNaughton’s Steakhouse.”

Jane smiled and said “Well, that’s awesome. I hope you have an amazing time. Are you going to bring her back here later tonight so we can meet her?”

“I’m not sure. I guess we’ll see how dinner goes. Maybe… I’m not really sure you would really like her anyway. I mean, she’s a pretty buttoned up, uptight girl, from what I can tell.”

Jane came up behind him and put her arm around him, pressing her naked chest against his back and giving him a half-arm hug, as she often did.

“I hope it goes well and I hope she’s the perfect girl for you, Jimmy. You deserve to have a wonderful, amazing girl in your life.” She kissed him on the cheek and took a step back to finish drying off.

Jimmy stole a glance at her bare chest. Though some men prefer women with large breasts, Jimmy found Jane’s smallish breasts to be absolutely perfect. They were a small handful of soft, perfectly round flesh that begged to be traced by his fingertips, with stiff, bright red nipples that begged to be teased and tasted by his tongue.

He took a stab at a joke. An old joke that had been said many times in their lives. “You mean like you?”

Her amazing smile grew even brighter, if that was even possible, and she blushed a bit. She said “Oh Jimmy, you deserve someone way better than me, and you know it. You deserve someone who will rock your world, and worship the ground you walk on.”

She did a little princess dance with her towel, her lithe, petite frame looking otherworldly as she spun and swayed in her tiny yellow panties.

“So, what are you getting up to tonight?” He asked, with real interest.

“Well, Mandy’s dad dropped off that beautiful dresser the other day. It is amazing. He totally stripped it down and refinished it. It’s like brand new now. It looks so good in my bedroom. I made him some cookies as a little ‘thank you’, so I’m going to drop them off at his place.”

Jimmy knew exactly what that meant. Mandy’s dad was likely going to get the most amazing ‘thank you’ he had ever experienced, and it had nothing to do with the cookies. “Lucky bastard,” he whispered under his breath.


Chapter 2

“What’s that?” Jane asked innocently.

“Oh, nothing. Is Kim going with you?”

She said “No, but she’s meeting me here afterward. We’ll probably just hang out and watch TV, and wait to hear all about your date, or even meet her if you bring her here.” She said and disappeared back into her room to gather some clothes.

Kim was Jane’s only other true friend. She was a beautiful Asian girl that she met at the express grocery store one block over from the apartment a few months ago. The two had hit it off immediately.

Kim had flashed a bright smile at Jane and held the door for her as she exited the store. They talked for a few minutes as they walked along the sidewalk towards Jane’s apartment, and when they reached the front door, Jane invited her up for a drink and a nice casual Sunday-afternoon fuck.

Kim happily accepted and the two spent a sunny afternoon in the apartment getting to know each other intimately. Their clothes were discarded immediately upon entering the apartment, and their afternoon kicked off in Jane’s bed, where the two quickly fell into a beautiful rhythm of kissing, caressing, fondling, licking and climaxing.

Kim was a very open, sexual girl but she had never met someone as passionate as Jane. Jane’s gentle fingertips and soft lips were like magic on Kim’s body, teasing and taunting her until all of Jane’s loving attention became focused on Kim’s beckoning pussy and her hyper-sensitive clit. Her wonderful climax came more quickly than she thought possible, and she was more than excited to change roles and have her way with Jane.

Just as Jane’s personality is amazingly open and unfiltered, so too is her lovemaking. Every erotic sensation she feels is vocalized in cute squeals, whimpers and breaths, and words. As you might expect from someone so full of love and passion, climaxes come easily to her, and Kim was amazed to see her orgasm four distinct times in their first hour in the bed together.

In the casual afterglow of the afternoon fuck, Jane opened up to Kim about her life and her habit of quickly falling in love and falling into bed with lots and lots of people. She explained how this sometimes made it difficult to maintain friendships, and she hoped that she and Kim could be an exception to that rule.

Two hours and four more slow, deliberate climaxes later, their friendship was truly cemented, and Kim had been a stable part of Jane’s and Jimmy’s life ever since.

Jane came back out of her room with a slim pair of jean shorts on, and cozy grey socks, but still nothing to cover her upper half. Jimmy finished writing the email he was composing, sent it, and gathered his things to head out. He said, “Wish me luck.”

Jane approached him and hugged him again, once again pressing her bare breasts into the thin material of his shirt. She kissed him on the cheek once more and said “You don’t need luck. You are amazing Jimmy.”

He opened the door and as he was leaving, she said: “I can’t wait to hear all about it later.”

Jane went back to her room and threw on a thin tank top. She considered putting on a bra but decided it was not needed. Her breasts were small, and though they could be seen moving freely underneath the material of the shirt, it really didn’t bother her.

She grabbed her things, and the homemade cookies she made and headed out to meet an uber at the street. Fifteen minutes later she arrived at the Jenkins house. Her friend Mandy Jenkins was away at college, and her dad lived in the house all alone. He answered the door and let her in.

She hugged him at the door and immediately started to gush about how thankful she was for the beautiful dresser.

“Oh, it’s nothing, really. It gave me something to do, and it certainly wouldn’t have fit in Mandy’s dorm room.”

Jane looked him in the eye and held on to his arm gently. She was such an affectionate girl, she almost couldn’t talk to someone without touching them in some way, holding their arm, her hand on their chest or putting her arm around them. She loved body contact and loved to touch.

Mr. Jenkins took a small step back, almost overpowered by the intensity of her smile, and her affectionate aura. She handed him the plate of cookies and followed him to the kitchen where he set them on the island. He said, “You really didn’t have to do that.”

She didn’t say anything, but simply stared and stepped closer to him. She looked like she had something on her mind, something she was trying to decide. Then, out of nowhere, she leaned in and kissed him.

It was not a passionate kiss. It was a simple, gentle, friendly kiss. It was simply Jane, saying “hello”, and “thank you”, and “I like you”. Whereas most people like to shake hands as a friendly greeting, Jane loved to kiss.

Mr. Jenkins was a bit thrown by the kiss, but Jane stepped back, still smiling her magnetic smile and said “How is Mandy? Have you heard from her lately?”

He said “Oh, she’s doing great. She got all A’s for the first quarter, so she’s off to a really great start.”

He looked down at the petite beauty, and she was staring so lovingly at him as he spoke. It was a bit off-putting and uncomfortable for the man, how she seemed to be staring into his very soul and smiling about it.

She was gorgeous. Stunning really, the most beautiful of all the girls Mandy had ever brought home. But she was young, and the feelings that stirred within him, especially at this moment when she was here alone with him, he knew were very, very wrong.

And she had kissed him. What did that mean? Girls didn’t just kiss people unless it meant something, did they?

She said “That’s wonderful” with such sincerity in her voice. There was another awkward silence, and then, out of nowhere once again, she leaned in and gave him another sweet kiss. This time when she let go, she didn’t step back, but stayed in close, right in his personal space, her right hand resting on his arm.

He was so confused by her, by her affection and her proximity and the beautiful smile. Breaking the silence, he said “Would you like… a glass of water or anything Jane?”

Her face changed for just a second to a questioning look, and then she smiled again as if making a decision, and said: “No, I think, really, I would like to just kiss you some more Mr. Jenkins if that’s OK?”

It really should not have been OK. He was in his forties and she was twenty. She was his daughter’s age. His daughter’s friend! But he was so uncontrollably drawn to her, as everyone always was. She was almost painfully beautiful and sweet and angelic and magnetic. He decided that it was OK. It was very OK.


Chapter 3

He simply nodded, and she leaned in to kiss him again immediately.

She gave him a few more simple kisses, breaking off each time to smile in between. He smiled back. He was a bit nervous and hesitant at first but quickly decided to simply give in to the moment completely.

After a number of simple kisses, she pressed herself closer to him and kissed him deeply. She opened her mouth and her tongue extended to explore his mouth. He kissed back, deeply and passionately, and their kissing quickly elevated from sweet and simple, to penetrating and longing.

She pressed her body to his, and he instinctively placed his hands at her waist, and then lowered them to grip her firmly on the ass. Her ass felt amazing in his hands, small and firm and tight and perfect. He caressed and squeezed it as she began to make small whimpering sounds into his mouth.

His cock was as stiff as steel and had been since the first time she leaned in to kiss him. Jane broke from the kiss for a fast second to lift his shirt up and off. He lifted her shirt off as well and gripped her by the waste. She was so petite and lithe, he could lift her into the air with very little effort. He lifted her upwards, and instantly attacked the sweet buds of nipples on her gorgeous breasts.

She leaned her head back, resigned to enjoy the feeling of his attention, and held on to his shoulders for support. He kissed and nibbled the left bud, enjoying the feeling of it’s stiffening under his tongue, and then switched to kiss and nibble the right. He let her back down and their mouths met for another passionate moment, and then Jane, with her sweet, innocent smile still on her face, slid down onto her knees.

With quick precision, she removed his belt and slid his pants and underwear to the floor, freeing his strong erection. She let out a soft “oh” sound as his cock came into view and immediately wrapped her small hands around it.

She looked at his cock, examining it with the same inquisitive look she had when she first kissed him and then moved her face closer. She kissed it and giggled at first as it twitched in response to the soft touch of her lips, and then as if making a final decision, she engulfed it into her mouth.

Mr. Jenkins looked down and watched in amazement as the most beautiful young girl he had ever known, took his stiff, aching cock into her mouth. He quickly decided it was the most beautiful sight he had ever seen. No contest.

She made love to his cock with her mouth and her tongue in amazing ways. Ways he had never experienced before. He struggled to keep from closing his eyes, not wanting to miss a moment of the amazing sight.

A hunger was growing within him, and he decided he could no longer resist. He pulled her to her feet quickly and tore her shorts and tiny yellow panties to the floor with one efficient movement. Then he lifted her into the air and laid her beautiful bare body gently on the cool white center kitchen island.

As she laid back onto the island, the plate of cookies was knocked over and bits of broken chocolate chip cookies spread all around her. In his head, he had a funny thought, that there was no way that these cookies could be one-tenth as sweet as this young lady, now laying bare across the island.

He took a moment to admire her naked beauty. He reached out and gently parted her legs, and laid his eyes on her luscious, tempting pussy. Like the rest of her, it was flawless. Beautiful and perfect.

There was no hair anywhere to take away from the view of her soft, pink lips, and the curved soft flesh that led from the nub of her clit, into the gap between her legs. It was the most delicious looking treat he had ever set eyes on, and he wasted no time having at it.

He placed gentle kisses on her inner thighs at first and then kissed the soft lips of her pussy. Jane moaned and cooed in response to his kisses. After gently kissing her pussy for a few long moments, he began to tease and taste her with his tongue.

Jane responded vocally to every move that he made. Each breath he took, with his mouth in place on her most sensitive area led to a cute whimper or gasp. Each stroke of his tongue along her soft flesh led to a moan or squeal. He was in heaven, absolutely loving and devouring the delicious treat laid out before him, and could have continued to enjoy her for hours on end.

He eventually turned his attention to her clit, a soft jewel at the top of her pussy. Just a few short minutes later, she placed a small hand on the back of his head and whispered in the sweetest out-of-breath voice he had ever heard, “Please don’t stop Mr. Jenkins. I’m gonna cum.”

Her moans and gasps had turned into words. She began to shout “Oh God. It’s good. You’re so good. So… Fucking… Good… Don’t stop. PLEASE don’t stop.” 

Then, her ragged mix of moans and squeals and begging stopped abruptly, as her body grew ridged on the table, and then the flood gates opened. She shouted out loud “Oh Fuck. I’m cumming. I’m cumming. I’m cumming.”

Over and over and over she announced it, and over and over and over her body twitched and shook. He gripped her ass tightly to hold her in place as he continued to feast on her clit. He granted no mercy and continued to stimulate her through the entire length of her first climax.

When she was finally coming down from her massive orgasm, she gripped the table and tried to regain her breath. Mr. Jenkins stood up, and continued to admire the naked beauty, gently caressing the soft skin of her thigh and her stomach, as she caught her breath, and as the smile returned to her face.

With regained energy, she slid herself down off of the island. She pressed her naked body against him, his rigid shaft squeezed tightly against her taut tummy, as she kissed him more feverishly than before.

Then she stopped and pulled back just a bit. She looked up at him, smiling her magical smile, her beautiful big blue eyes locked onto his, and said “Would you fuck me, Mr. Jenkins? Please?”


Chapter 4

He thought it amazing that she would ask this question. That there was any doubt. That there was any possibility in her mind that he would not. That he could somehow resist her and say no. Impossible.

He reached down and gently lifted her once more. She wrapped her legs around him and he moved her small frame so that the tip of his steel-stiff cock pressed into the folds of pink flesh between her legs. He watched in fascination as the expression on her face changed from a bright, wide-eyed smile to open-mouthed bliss as she slowly slid down onto him.

Her pussy was wet and warm and welcoming, and he slid into her with ease. She wrapped her arms around him and held onto him as tightly as she could, as she moved her hips and ground her body onto his cock, savoring the feelings. She captured the blissful moment in her mind as she did with everyone she fell for, with everyone she fucked.

He smelled like a mix of masculine soaps and paint thinner. His hair was slightly grey with a stubble on his face that tickled her cheek when she pressed it against him. His hands were large and he continued to caress her body, even as she was impaled on his cock, as if not wanting to leave an inch of her skin unfelt.

His look of affection for her was real and raw, and she enjoyed watching it change to a look of pure, raw lust as they fucked. His cock was not the biggest she had experienced, but it was amazingly stiff and felt wonderful probing inside of her.

She closed her eyes and smiled once more as he gently lifted her up the length of his cock, and then pressed her back down to the base. He was not in a hurry, which she liked. They were moving at a gentle, casual pace, and she loved it. She was in love. She loved this moment, this man, this fuck. She loved her life.

She made wonderful noises as they fucked, cute squeals and whispers and gasps, occasionally interrupted by statements like “God that feels good” and “Oh Fuck”.

Her love and affection overcame her quickly, and she leaned into his ear to let him know. “You’re going to make me cum,” she said in his ear. Then she adjusted her position to kiss him again as he increased the pace just slightly. A moment later, she came. She kissed him deeply and managed to continue to kiss him, probing his mouth with her tongue as the familiar, beautiful, climactic waves of pleasure pulsed through her body over and over again.

As the waves subsided, she settled into him, held him close and still. She kissed him passionately once more, and then leaned into his ear once more, saying in her cute, exasperated voice “Will you fuck me harder? Please?”

He granted her wish immediately.

He lifted her off of his rigid cock, and set her down onto her feet, quickly spinning her around so her back was facing him. He took just a moment to admire her beautiful back, the soft arches of her shoulders and waist, and the amazing, firm curves of her ass. Then he pressed her forward, leaning her over the kitchen island.

With her ass in the air and her chest pressed into the crumbs of crumbled cookies on the island, he stepped into position and thrust his cock back into her beckoning pussy with one forceful thrust. It was the first forceful thrust of many.

He gripped her by the waist and attacked her, pounding into her, rutting into her with amazing speed from behind. She thanked him with loud moans and shouts of “O Fuck, Oh Fuck, Oh FUCK!”

Jane felt wonderful, blissfully enjoying this sweet, kind man who was wracking her body with pleasure. She gripped the edge of the counter and held on, her body pressed forward with each forceful thrust of cock.

She was loud and enthusiastic as he fucked her from behind, and her body granted her another fantastic climax. She shared the moment with him, shouting “I’m cumming. Oh god, I’m fucking cumming again.”

She worked hard to intake oxygen and maintain full awareness as, in the middle of her climax, she heard him moan, and then quickly felt him thrust deeper and deeper into her. A few final, powerful thrusts and she could feel him, sense him pumping every ounce of his love deep into her core. He came with an animalistic growl that made her smile, inside and out.

As both came down from their mutual, climactic high, he leaned down onto her, nuzzling her neck and kissing her bare back, his softening cock still inside of her, wishing to stay there forever. But a few gentle moments later, he pulled away from her and leaned over next to her on the island.

She smiled her piercing smile at him and giggled, and he smiled back. He reached down to retrieve his pants and slip them back on, still short of breath and exhausted. She turned to face him and laughed and said “Um, sorry about the cookies”

He looked to see a pile of smashed cookies on the island, and lots of crumbs scattered all over the surface, the floor and Jane’s bare body. He said, “You got a little on you.”

She laughed and picked a few crumbs off of her left breast and ate them. They both brushed the crumbs from her body for a moment. Mr. Jenkins took one sizable crumb and tasted it, and he said: “These sugary cookies are nowhere near as sweet as you.”

She leaned in again to kiss him. Another moment of simple, sweet, loving kisses, and then she smiled and said “Thanks again for the dresser. It was really sweet.”

She pulled away from him and began gathering up her clothes. He simply stood and watched as she slipped back into her small yellow panties, her jean shorts, and the tank top. She was like a true ray of sunshine, smiling the entire time.

He said “So… Can I… call you? Or text you… Sometime? Keep in touch?”

Her face lit up and she said “Absolutely! That would be great. What’s your number?”

She pulled her phone out of her pocket and typed his number in and then took a quick selfie of herself, smiling in his kitchen with crumbs all around, and texted it to him.

She headed to the door and he followed her. She leaned in and gave him a final kiss on the cheek, then smiled at him for a moment, as if examining him, taking him all in one last time, and then she left. He watched her walk to the car that was waiting for her at the curb, and then closed the door, a very happy man with a smile on his face that just might be there forever.

She climbed into her uber and looked at her phone. She had twenty-three texts from seven different people. Mostly guys and girls she had been intimate with before, wanting to see what she was up to, and many wanting to connect again.

She was not a one-night-stand kind of girl at all. She had feelings for each and every one of the people she had fucked. She had a near-photographic memory for her sexual experiences, and treasured her amazing mental images of how it felt to be near each person, how they looked, how they smelled, how it felt to touch them, what their breath was like on her skin, how their pussy tasted or their cock felt deep inside of her. She could remember every moment of everyone, as well as she could remember Mr. Jenkins whom she had just left.

She had every intention in the world of staying connected with each and every one of them, and seeing them again should the occasion arise. They were all her boyfriends and girlfriends and lovers. She had enough love for all of them.

But for the first time ever, after the wonderful afternoon with Mr. Jenkins, she felt something new and unexpected. She felt just a little bit… sad. She felt a little bit of emptiness that had never been there before. The afternoon was wonderful and amazing and oh-so-fun, but it left her feeling just a little bit down.


Chapter 5

She sent a quick text to Kim saying “B home in 15 if u wanna meet for pizza”, and then set about responding to each and every text that was received while she was bent over the island in Mr. Jenkins’ kitchen.

The sad feeling quickly passed, and her smile grew brighter as she answered each text. She replied to Jacob, the thirty-something tour guide from the winery they toured in the summer, who had shown her the dark vault where the best wine was stored, and fucked her on a blanket spread out over some empty crates. She had not been able to connect with him since, but promised to meet him again sometime soon.

She replied to Michael, the young bank teller she fucked in the back seat of his car when his shift ended on his birthday, to Sam, one of the lifeguards she fucked in the pool after it closed, and to Clarissa, the beautiful young barista from the coffee shop across the street that she had spent the better part of an hour licking and tasting in the coffee storage room. All were wondering how she was and hoping to see her again soon.

She sent a lot of “Great to hear from you” and “I’m doing great” texts, along with “have plans tonight, but maybe soon?” texts to those who were hoping to see her that evening. Her heart overflowed with love for each and every one of them, and the love they showed her only encouraged her more.

She walked back into her apartment to find Kim already naked, on the floor with a few pillows in front of the TV.

“You haven’s started season 2 without me, have you?” Jane said as soon as she saw her.

Kim smiled up at her and said “Nope, but if you took much longer to get home, I was going to.”

Jane set her things down by the door and leaned down to give Kim a sweet “hello” kiss.

Kim looked at her with a big smile and said “I assume it went well at Mr. Jenkins’ house. I see some cookie crumbs in your hair.”

Jane smiled back and said “It did. He’s such an amazing, kind, sweet man.”

Kim said, “So, you’re in love with him too.”

Jane smiled again and said, “Of course I am.”

Kim said, “Will you ever see him again?”

Jane got a questioning look on her face and said “I don’t know. Maybe. Hopefully.”

Jane then smacked Kim on the bare ass and said “You know, Jimmy might be bringing his little date home tonight after dinner. We probably should be, like, wearing clothes when they arrive.”

She stood up and said, “What time would they be here?”

Jane said “I don’t know. Could be any time I guess.”

Kim stood up and grabbed her phone and said: “I’ll text him.” She typed “Give a heads up B4 you get home with girlfriend. We’re naked :)”

A moment later a text came back from Jimmy “I will. Figured you would be. And she’s not my girlfriend.”

Kim stepped over to Jane and said: “OK, he’s going to text us before they get here so we have time to get dressed.” While Jane opened the “Papa Johns” app on her phone, Kim pulled Jane’s shirt up over her head. As she typed in their order, Kim slipped her jean shorts and yellow panties off.

Once the pizza was ordered and Jane was naked, the two embraced in a friendlier hello kiss, with lots of affectionate touching and caressing of bare skin. Then Kim bounced back onto the living room floor and grabbed a remote and said “Let’s go. I can’t fucking wait to see what happens in season 2.”

The two settled comfortably onto the floor and got through one and a half episodes of “Stranger Things” season 2 before Kim got a text from Jimmy saying “At the elevators now”

She paused the TV and said “Let’s find our clothes. They’re on their way up.”

The two quickly slipped their shorts and shirts back on, skipping the underwear. They tossed Jane’s panties and Kim’s panties and bra into the laundry basket in Jane’s room and sat back down on the couch to watch regular TV and wait.

A moment later, Jimmy opened the door and entered with his date in tow.

“Hey guys, this is Monica. Monica, this is my roommate Jane and her friend Kim.”

The three exchanged polite handshakes and pleasantries for a moment, and then Monica asked if she could use the restroom. As soon as she closed the door, Jane gave Jimmy a huge grin and said “So? She’s cute.”

Jimmy shrugged and frowned a bit. He said “She is cute but… I don’t know. We haven’t really clicked. There is no spark, really. She is very… tense. Uptight, you know?”

Jane and Kim frowned and said, “What do you mean?”

Jimmy explained “She comes from a very religious family, and she’s just kind of… boring I guess. She has these sorts of… beliefs. I don’t even really want to tell you about them. I don’t want to give you a bad impression of her.”

Jane said “Well, you can’t leave us wondering. You have to tell us. What do you mean?”

He quickly and quietly said “Well, she doesn’t drink, and she thinks that sex before marriage is wrong, and that… homosexuality is bad. Like, really bad.”

Jane and Kim looked at each other with a puzzled look. They were slightly offended, but both were very skilled at not caring what others thought, so they weren’t too bothered.

He continued “Anyway, I guess it really doesn’t matter. I mean, I don’t plan to see her again after tonight anyway. There’s just no spark there. For either of us, I think.”

When Monica returned to the room, the mood was slightly more toned down now that everyone had all of the information, but Kim and Jane were still very pleasant.

They all hung out for another thirty minutes of somewhat stilted, slightly uncomfortable chatting, and then Monica said she needed to be heading home.

Kim said she needed to be heading home too, and Jimmy offered to walk them out.

As Kim gathered her things, Jane said “Oh, you left… some stuff… in my room.”

Kim laughed and said “Oh, you mean my undies. Oh, I’ll just get them next time babe” and she stepped up and gave Jane a very passionate, very showy kiss.

The kiss had the intended effect, as Monica stopped in her tracks and stared. She stared with a look of confusion and something else in her eyes that no one could quite identify. Jimmy just figured she was “grossed out by the lesbians”.

Everyone said a pleasant goodbye, shook hands again, and Jimmy, Kim, and Monica left the apartment.


Chapter 6

A few minutes later, Jimmy returned. He looked a bit defeated and Jane said “Sorry that didn’t really work out for you. She was pretty cute. But it was kind of… awkward. There is something about her. I can’t put my finger on it, it's like she is pretending to be someone she isn’t for some reason.”

Jimmy was tired and didn’t seem to want to analyze the situation too much so he just said: “I’m going to bed.” He kissed Jane on the cheek, which made her smile, and then headed off to his room and closed the door. A mere two minutes later, Jane could hear the sounds of his quiet snoring.

And ten minutes after that, there was a quiet knock on the door. Jane looked through the peephole to see that it was Monica.

She opened the door and Monica stood there looking nervous. She said “I… I left my purse… in the kitchen… I think…”

Jane said, “Come in.”

As Monica walked in, Jane led her to the small kitchen area and said: “Let’s find it.”

Monica reached around behind a chair and said: “here it is.” She knew exactly where it was. It was as if she had left it there on purpose.

Suddenly it dawned on Jane. It was an intentional move. Something that would require her to come back and spend more time with Jimmy. She was being slick. But it didn’t make sense since she seemed to not be all that interested.

Jane said “Sorry, Jimmy already went to bed. I think he’s already asleep actually.”

Monica quickly and awkwardly said, “That’s OK.” They both stood there through an awkward silence for a moment and then Monica abruptly said “Earlier, I saw… I mean… You kissed your friend, Kim.”

Jane became cautious. She thought that she was about to receive a lecture on how wrong it was for a girl to kiss another girl from an uptight, religious fanatic or something. Her brow furrowed, but Monica said “It was… It looked… I mean… It looked like it was… nice.”

Jane’s face brightened suddenly and she said “Oh”.

Monica continued to speak awkwardly saying “I mean… I’ve been told its wrong, I mean, for a girl… and another girl… but I’ve never really seen it. It certainly didn’t look… wrong. Not at all. It looked sweet and gentle and… nice.”

Jane said, “Well, maybe what you’ve been told is wrong.” She looked at Monica who looked, stressed. She said, “Do you want to come and sit down for a minute?”

Monica looked up at her and simply said “yes”.

The two sat on the couch and Monica said “Do you think you could… tell me… what it’s like to… kiss a girl?”

It was Jane’s turn to examine Monica. She looked into her eyes, trying to see what was going on in her mind. She was confused by her confusion and stress. She finally smiled and said “Well, of course, I can. I mean, it’s very nice. Very different than kissing guys. Girl’s lips are almost always way softer, and gentler, and sweeter. They are usually like little wonderful pillows, thin and light and soft.”

Monica sighed and seemed to be happy with what Jane was telling her. Monica said “I know it’s just absolutely crazy, but something about seeing you and your girlfriend kiss. It just, created all these crazy butterflies in my stomach, that I’ve just never had before.”

And suddenly Jane knew. She knew why this sweet, cute girl had not had a connection with Jimmy, and why she seemed so awkward at the end of the night, and why she had come back. She liked girls. It was written all over her face, in her tense expression and her need for information. Her need to linger here with Jane.

Jane looked her over for another moment, the way she examines most people. Then she slipped just an inch closer to Monica on the couch, placed her hand on Monica’s arm and said: “We could kiss.”

Monica didn’t speak. She looked at Jane with a longing look, the way most people eventually look at Jane and gave a very small, hesitant but warm nod.

Jane smiled and without hesitation, leaned in and placed her soft lips on Monica’s. Monica instantly took in a breath of shock, and then returned the kiss. It was such a gentle, mild kiss, but it literally took Monica’s breath away.

Jane kissed her a few times, sweetly, calmly, quietly, and then leaned back onto the couch smiling.

Monica stammered, barely able to speak, with a look of shock and amazement on her face. She had stiffened, her back was straight and her muscles tight. She said “That was… wonderful. I mean… just… so nice.”

Jane said, “Would you like to kiss some more?”

Monica quickly nodded, and Jane leaned into her once more. A few more simple kisses, followed by a longer, stronger kiss, and Monica was suddenly an open book.

She was visibly shivering and she said “I love it. It’s so… You are so… soft and sweet and… I love this… I don’t want to stop.”

With that single statement, Monica’s fate was sealed. She had given herself over to Jane, and Jane was a very good person to give yourself to. Jane continued to kiss her, stopping to smile occasionally and admire how overwhelmed and overjoyed Monica was.

At one point Monica said “But… you have a… girlfriend. I don’t want to…”

Jane smiled and said “It’s OK. I’m not really… We’re not… It’s complicated I guess, but it's OK. Trust me.”

Jane could visibly see the last ounce of reservation wash away from Monica’s face. Jane kissed her some more, and then gently laid her down onto the couch. Their kissing grew passionate and Monica was hyper-sensitive, letting out simple moans, sounding as if a passion that was bottled up inside of her for so long, was working its way to her surface.

Jane moved to position herself on top of Monica. She gently pressed her knee in between Monica’s legs, forcing her to part them slightly. Jane slid her bare leg in between Monica’s and pressed her upper thigh gently upwards into Monica’s Jean-covered pussy.

Monica let out a fierce gasp and a moan that sounded like it had been inside of her for years, waiting to be exhaled. Jane smiled and kissed her more passionately as she ground her thigh in between Monica’s legs. They were kissing and caressing slowly and deeply and passionately, but Jane could sense Monica’s need and desire. She didn’t want to go slowly anymore, and Jane was more than happy to oblige.

She pulled Monica down onto the floor, into a sitting position and lifted her shirt up off of her head. Monica didn’t resist, and Jane quickly tugged her bra off and tossed it aside as well. Jane threw her own shirt on the floor and leaned in to kiss Monica once again, their bare breasts now touching and pressing tightly together as they embraced.

Jane leaned in to take Monica’s left nipple into her mouth and smiled again as Monica reacted with a sharp, throaty moan. Monica’s whole body was like an exposed nerve, and she was reacting to every touch as if it was setting her ablaze.

Jane teased and nibbled her nipple for a moment, and switched to the right, teasing it into stiffness as well. Monica was breathing heavily, seeming nearly out of breath and overwhelmed.

Jane took a moment to watch her, her chest heaving as she breathed. She smelled like strawberry scented soap, and her skin tasted slightly salty from the perspiration starting to make her glow.

Jane thought for a moment that Monica might hyperventilate and that she might need a minute to regain her senses, but instead, with a sweet and knowing smile, Jane decided to do the opposite.

She quickly slid her hand down Monica’s bare stomach, beneath the waistband of her jeans, beneath the soft fabric of her panties, across the soft hairs on her pelvis, quickly reaching her target, the soft flesh of her pussy.


Chapter 7

Monica’s pussy was soaked. Her wetness coated Jane’s finger front and back, and Monica lurched upward and arched her back in response to Janes finger where no girl’s finger had ever been before.

She seemed to stop breathing altogether for a moment, and then as Jane began to slide her finger back and forth in between the soft swollen lips of her pussy, she suddenly shouted out.

She came. Monica climaxed with a rigid, animalistic force that caught Jane off guard at first. This poor girl, so pent up and rigid, exploded at the slightest touch of Jane’s finger. She gripped Jane’s arm, holding her tight and still as she breathed out massive breaths and twitched through a climax that seemed to have been stored away in her body for her entire life, desperate to escape.

As her shaking subsided, she looked down at Jane with a shocked expression. Jane could see the stress returning to her face, but Jane just smiled. She quickly leaned in to kiss the stress away. Jane continued to kiss her, with sweet and passionate kisses as she reached down to unbutton and unzip Monica’s jeans.

Jane’s sweet smile and even sweeter kisses seemed to keep Monica’s worries at bay, as Jane pulled her jeans, and then her soaked panties off of her, leaving her beautifully naked.

Jane took a moment to look at Monica’s naked body from her head to her toes, and then stood up for a moment and slipped quickly out of her own shorts. Then she climbed on top of Monica once more, to kiss her gentle mouth, and press her naked body into hers. Monica gripped Jane in a tight hug as if trying to press their bodies into one as they continued to kiss and explore each other.

Jane moved from Monica’s mouth and kissed her sharp chin, and then the soft skin of her neck. With a series of hundreds of soft kisses, Jane moved from Monica’s neck to her shoulder, her chest, her tummy and beyond.

Monica twitched and whimpered as Jane planted soft, wet kisses on the pale soft skin of her inner thighs, and she lurched and howled when Jane kissed the oh-so-soft flesh of her pussy. Monica was in heaven, and so was Jane. Jane loved nothing more than making another person feel pleasure, and it was obvious that Monica was feeling pleasure beyond anything she had ever let herself dream of.

Within just a few short moments, as Jane kissed every inch of Monica’s soft pink pussy, and slid her tongue up and down and in and out of her, Monica was biting the pillow on the couch to keep from waking the neighbors as her body gave her more pleasure than she was equipped to handle.

Jane smiled as she teased Monica’s small clit with her tongue, and it pushed her over the edge of climax like a tidal wave. Monica’s body reacted in a visceral way, bucking and arching as if she no longer controlled her own muscles.

Finally, after shouting a few very non-Christian things into the throw pillow, Monica collapsed back onto the couch, exasperated and exhausted, and happy.

Jane slipped to the side of the couch, giving Monica space and time to recover, but Monica didn’t let her go. Monica slipped down off the couch and kissed Jane desperately, a passionate, breathy “thank you” for the miracle she had just created inside of Monica’s body.

Then Monica broke off the kiss for a second, looking stressed again. Monica said “I want to… do that for you… but I don’t know how…”

Jane’s smile grew and she said “Well, you have come to the right place. I happen to be a very good teacher.”

Jane laid on the floor and pulled Monica on top of her. Their kisses were soft and sweet once more, as some of the desperation had been washed away with Monica’s second climax.

Monic kissed her way down Jane’s neck and chest and took in her right nipple. She sucked it and kissed it and teased it with her tongue, and moved to do the same to her right. She moved quickly in a downward motion, but Jane touched the side of her face and tugged her back to her breasts. Jane said “no hurry” and Monica smiled.

Jane leaned her head back and closed her eyes and enjoyed the electric sensations of pleasure Monica created with her soft mouth on Jane’s nipples.

After a few moments, Jane reached down and touched Monica’s head once more, guiding her downward. Monica took her time creating a trail of kisses from Jane’s breasts all the way to her beckoning pussy. Jane looked up at Monica as she planted the first soft kiss on her pussy.

Monica looked at her and said “You are very wet”

Jane smiled and said “It’s because I want this so much. I want you so much, Monica.”

This made Monica smile a huge smile, and she placed her lips on the soft wet lips of Jane’s pussy once more. She kissed Jane’s pussy gently and sweetly, and Jane said: “That’s very, very nice.”

Feeling encouraged, Monica extended her tongue and began to explore every inch of Jane’s warm, soft flesh. In between soft moans and squeals of pleasure, Jane said “very nice” once more. Monica’s tongue flitted quickly across Jane’s clit, and she lurched and gasped.

Monica stopped as if she had done something wrong. Jane looked at her and smiled and said “No need to stop. That’s the best part.”

Monica smiled once more, and then like a woman on a mission, did everything she could with her tongue to keep Jane’s clit buzzing until Jane said “Oh God that’s so good. I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum Monica. Please don’t stop.”

Monica wouldn’t have stopped if the building caught fire. She was so desperate now for Jane to feel pleasure, and to make Jane cum. And she did.

Jane leaned back as far as she could on the floor. With her left hand, she held the back of Monica’s head in place, and she shoved the back of her right hand in her own mouth, to try and stifle some of the loud cries that escaped her at the moment her climax hit.

Monica did an excellent job of teasing and taunting Jane’s clit all the way through her massive climax, and then when Jane’s orgasmic tremors finally subsided, Monica wiggled up to lay down beside her.

The two smiled and kissed and kissed and smiled, and finally, Jane said: “Do you want to sleep over?”


Chapter 8
 

Jimmy woke the next morning and made his way down the hall to the bathroom. On the way, he passed Jane’s room, where he glanced in to see two naked female bodies intertwined in sleep. This was not an unusual sight at all, but usually, it was Jane and Kim that he saw. But he noticed that the second naked female body in Jane’s bed had much paler, lighter skin.

This too was not all that unusual, though Jimmy wondered when and how Jane had arranged for another girl to join her in bed after he went off to sleep the night before. Not giving it too much thought, he made his way to the bathroom and performed his normal morning routine.

As he left the bathroom and headed to make coffee in the kitchen, he came across a number of items of female clothing spread out around the couch in the living room. He recognized the clothes immediately. Jane’s and Monica’s.

He stopped in his tracks, very confused. He and Monica had not hit it off the night before on their date. Not at all. He found Monica to be uptight and just not much fun at all. But usually uptight, not-much-fun girls didn’t end up naked in bed with Jane.

He knew it wasn’t impossible. Jane could probably take anyone to bed that she wanted. Man, woman, gay, straight, single or married, very few human beings had the ability to resist the desire to spend time in bed with Jane. He knew that, but Monica?

Still contemplating the idea, he made his way to the kitchen and made a cup of coffee. He leaned against the counter, trying to imagine the events that must have transpired the night before after he went to sleep. It scared his ego a little bit, his roommate sleeping with his date when she hadn’t expressed any interest in him. Not exactly an ego boost. But still, he hadn’t formed any kind of bond with Monica.

A moment later, Jane walked out of the hallway and into the kitchen. She was still completely naked and smiling through sleepy eyes. She said “Hey babe” when she spotted Jimmy and headed over to the cabinet to pull out two coffee cups.

After she set the coffee maker, she turned to Jimmy who was staring at the pile of clothes on the floor. She said “So, I guess I may have a little bit of explaining to do” and gave a little giggle.

She grinned and said, “Well, I can tell you why you and Monica didn’t really hit it off. Why there was no spark.”

She got right up into his ear and whispered conspiratorially “She likes girls. A lot.”

She leaned back smiling and said “I mean, she really wanted to be with a girl, to know what it was like, and she didn’t even really know it herself. Poor thing was just a repressed bomb about to go off.” Then she gave a wry smile and said “So, I lit the fuse” and she giggled again.

Jimmy said, “But how…”

Jane said “She left her purse here. She came back after you went to bed, and sort of just… lingered. It took me a few minutes to catch on, but I got the message eventually.”

“So, I gave her her very first… experience.”

The first thing that crossed Jimmy’s mind when he thought of a person having their first experience with Jane, was how every other experience afterward was likely to pale in comparison. Having your first “experience” with Jane was like learning to drive with a Ferrari. Jane was likely the most beautiful girl on the planet, and she also had quite a bit of “experience” herself. From what he could gather, she was very, very good in bed, both with men and women. Jimmy guessed that it would be a long time before Monica found any other lover who could come close to measuring up.

At that moment they heard a sound from the hall. Monica took one step out of the hallway into the kitchen with Jane’s bed sheet wrapped around her, holding it up with both arms.

She gave an awkward smile and said “Hi Jimmy… Sorry about this. I didn’t mean to… I just was… confused.”

Jimmy gave her a smile and let her off the hook. He said “It’s fine Monica. My ego will survive.” There was a pause and Jimmy said: “I’m happy for you, by the way…”

She gave a big smile and a dreamy look crossed her eyes. Jane grabbed the two cups of coffee she had made and pranced naked back to the hallway. As she passed Monica she said “Come on Monica. If you think your first time with a girl was great, you won’t believe how good the second time is.”

With that, Jane and Monica disappeared into Jane’s room and closed the door.

Jimmy threw on some sweatpants and a t-shirt and headed out for his normal weekend morning jog.

When he returned an hour later, Monica, and her pile of clothes were gone. Jane was in the bathroom wearing a bright and cheery sundress that hung off of her shoulders and left most of her legs exposed.

Jimmy said, “So, Monica left?”

She smiled at him and said “Yeah, she did. I know you two didn’t really hit it off, but she is a really sweet girl. She’s just been so bottled up I think.” She gave a wicked grin and said: “But I think I may have popped her cork.”

Jimmy laughed and said, “Are you heading out?”

She said, “Yeah, going downtown to do a little shopping.”

Jimmy headed into his room and Jane called back to him “Oh, Kim and I are going to meet at that new bakery on fifth. You want to meet us there to check it out?”

Jimmy said, “Sure, what time?”

Jane said, “I think it opens at 11:00 so we are going to meet there around then.”

Jimmy said, “OK, I’ll see you two there.”


Chapter 9

Jane arrived at the Bakery about fifteen minutes early, and the “closed” sign was still in the door. She peeked in and saw what looked like lots of amazing cupcakes and sweets being set out by two men.

One of the men spotted her peeking in, and came to the door. He opened it and in a thick Italian accent and very bad English, he said “Hello miss. May I help?”

Jane smiled her magnetic smile and said: “No, I’m just waiting for you all to open so I can come in and buy some of your delicious treats.”

The man looked her over, obviously finding her very attractive, as everyone with eyes did. He said “You can come in early. I’ll show you around.”

Jane said “Oh thanks. But I don’t want to interrupt you getting things ready.”

He smiled at her and said, “It’s no problem.”

She followed him in and the man said something in Italian to the other man, who had just caught sight of Jane and was obviously admiring her as well.

The first man said “My name is Marco, and this is my brother Luca. We have just opened our store this week.”

Jane smiled brightly and said “I know. My friends and I have seen your sign here and have been waiting for you to open. My name is Jane by the way.”

Both men shook her hand and both appeared to be quite distracted from their jobs getting the store ready to open. Luca extended a hand with a bright pink cupcake in it and said: “Please, taste and tell me if you like.”

Jane gladly took the cupcake and took a bite. Her face lit up and with a partially full mouth, she said “Oh my gosh, this is amazing. This is the best cupcake I’ve ever had!”

Both men smiled and bowed slightly and said: “Thank you!”

Jane said “Seriously. You two are going to be really successful. This cupcake is so good. What is your secret?”

Marco said, “Well, I’m not telling the secret, but I can show you how we make them in kitchen.”

He motioned for her to step through the small gap in the counter and all three of them went into the back of the small bakery.

Marco took her on a small tour, touching her arm repeatedly as he pointed out different pieces of equipment and tried to explain their use. Luca looked on with a giant smile, simply admiring Jane and excited to be showing off their new bakery.

When they reached the end, Jane looked up at Marco, and then suddenly leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips. He smelled like cake and his lips were firm but gentle. They felt good on hers.

A look of shock overtook his face, as Jane said: “Thank you so much for showing me all of this.”

Then Jane turned to Luca and gave him a soft, gentle kiss on the lips as well. His lips were much the same, and he smelled more like icing than cake, which made her smile.

Luca was absolutely dumbstruck by the sweet kiss, but Marco managed to regain his composure. He gestured around the room and said: “May I say, your kiss is sweeter than all of these treats.”

Jane smiled and said, “Oh, you’re too nice.”

Then he mustered his courage and spoke again, in broken English “May I… kiss again.”

Jane looked him over, examining him. He was a handsome man, a bit taller than her with tan skin and dark wavy hair and dark eyes. She looked at Luca who was just slightly shorter than Marco, but even more attractive. She tilted her head, as if making a decision, and then turned back to Marco and said: “Yes, please.”

He stepped up to her and gave her a gentle, tenuous kiss, as if testing the waters, and then he kissed her more deeply. She kissed him back gently, and after a moment their kissing grew more eager.

Jane stopped kissing Marco for a moment, looking deep into his eyes with a bright smile, and then turned to Luca. He was standing a foot away smiling but looking like a deer in headlights. Like he felt he shouldn’t be there intruding on the intimate moment. But a moment later, he was a part of it.

Jane stepped to him and kissed him eagerly as well. Their tongues explored each other’s mouths and Jane couldn’t help smiling through the kiss at the wonderful smell of icing. He instinctively pulled her into a close embrace, and his hands began to explore her body.

Marco, not wanting to be left out, and intuitively understanding that Jane was open to both of their affections, stepped up behind her and began kissing the back of her neck and caressing her bare shoulders.

She cooed into Luca’s mouth at the wonderful feeling that two mouths and four hands were suddenly creating within her. She continued to kiss Luca as his hands crossed her thin back and found her firm ass.

For Marco, it took only a small movement of each hand on the straps of her sundress, and it obediently fell to the floor. She deftly kicked the dress aside and turned back to Marco smiling.

His eyes took in her gorgeous body, her small pert breasts, lithe frame dressed only a small pair of yellow laced panties that reminded him of a sunflower. She only allowed him a minute to examine her before she was kissing him once again, even more eagerly than before.

As they kissed desperately, he caressed the soft skin of her back and moved to feel the tight muscles of her ass. As Luca stepped in to kiss the sides of her neck, and reach around to gently grip her breasts with both hands, Jane’s coos of gentle pleasure turned to moans of delight.

Luca teased her nipples into stiffness with his soft baker’s fingers as Marco slid his hand beneath the fabric of her panties, pushing them downward. Jane pressed herself to him tighter as he leaned down just a little to ensure that the panties made their way all the way to the floor.

Jane was naked, pressed tightly between the two handsome men who were both kissing each side of her neck, and exploring her now-bare body with their gentle hands.

She took another moment to savor the sensations. She felt as if she was a naked treat that these two men were about to devour. The two men moved downward in unison, kissing her neck, her back and breasts, and then her firm ass and soft thighs.

When they rose again, Jane stopped and stepped to the side. She gave both men another beautiful smile that could have melted the heart of the most hardened soul and then slid down onto her knees.

She took her time unbuttoning both of their jeans and managed to release both raging erections at about the same moment. The stiff, willing cocks made her smile grow even brighter, and she took Luca’s into her left hand, and Marco’s into her mouth.

She started slowly, tasting and teasing Marco’s cock with her tongue, as she began gentle gliding motions on Luca’s cock in her hand. But within a quick moment though, her desire to go slowly waned, and she began sucking and stroking in earnest.

Marco and Luca both began to let out low, rumbling groans as Jane sucked and stroked and enjoyed their cocks. With hardly a pause, she switched to sucking Luca’s cock and stroking Marco with her right hand.

She loved the feeling of the moment she was in. As she sucked and stroked, she captured the moment in her mind. Another wonderful mental picture. A bakery full of sweets, tonguing and sucking and stroking two kind men who came from a faraway country to make delicious desserts. It was a wonderful feeling, and it was about to get better.

With a gentle caress of each cock, she stood up between the two men. She looked back and forth between them and made the request that no one had ever denied her.

“Will you fuck me, please?”


Chapter 10

She took both of the men's’ hands and moved slowly towards a low table in the center of the kitchen. It was covered with powdered sugar and bits of icing and chocolate. She laid her bare body over the table, her gorgeous bare ass in the air, offered to whichever Italian baker would like to have her first.

Just as Marco had been the first to kiss her, he was also the first to step up behind and slide the tip of his cock along the wetness in the folds of her pussy. She let out a soft moan in response, and she soon found Luca’s cock inches from her face, pulsing and begging for her attention once more.

She wrapped her hand around Luca’s cock and pulled it into her mouth just as Marco’s cock slid slowly and gently into the warmth of her pussy. Marco began fucking her, ever-so-slowly and gently at first, as Luca’s hips moved in a similar fashion into her mouth.

Unable to resist her lithe body, both men reached out to caress the soft curves of her hips and her back, as a slow three-way fucking rhythm emerged. Jane was in heaven, relishing the wonderful feelings that Marco’s cock created gliding in and out of her, enhanced by Luca’s cock sliding across her tongue.

All three grew more impatient for the pleasure they were generating, and the rhythm increased. Soon Jane was moaning over Luca’s cock as Marco’s cock ground deeper and deeper inside of her. In the back of her mind, she heard the familiar sound of the text-tone of her phone, in the small pocket of her sundress discarded on the bakery floor, but was far too occupied with her current blissful situation to acknowledge it.

As Luca rested one hand on her cheek, feeling it bulge and contract as his cock moved in and out of her mouth, Marco moved a hand across her ass, down the side of her thigh, and up to touch her swollen, hypersensitive clit.

Her moans turned to howls and screams, and a wonderful climax started to form in her core. As she usually did, she felt it was important to let her lover, or lovers, in this case, know the magic they were creating in her body, so she pulled away from Luca for a quick second to shout “I’m gonna cum”.

She quickly engulfed Luca once more and the three resumed the now-frantic rhythm. The climax grew from the small seed of pleasure at her core, into the powerful pulse of pleasure that washed through every nerve in her body.

She closed her eyes and tensed as the waves crashed over her, but managed to continue to suck and fuck the two men throughout. The two men, touching and fucking her were tuned into her feelings, and their three-way rhythm slowed to a blissful crawl as she recovered from her orgasm.

The brothers both took a step back, their cocks leaving her but their hands still caressing, as they slid around the table and changed places. Both men took a moment to lean and kiss her body, to worship her for a quiet moment before the three-way fuck resumed.

Just as Jane felt Luca’s cock press against her pussy, she made a final request for this second fuck.

“Harder, please.”

Luca’s cock slid easily into Jane’s eager pussy as Marco positioned himself in front of her. She took him into her mouth quickly and the three-way fuck was initiated once again, with the brothers having switched roles and positions.

Responding to her request, the two men skipped “slow and gentle”, and moved right to frantic, desperate fucking. Jane moaned and howled her satisfaction over Marco’s cock as Luca drove deep inside of her, quickly and forcefully.

The two men fucked her relentlessly, and her body responded. Just as Luca said something in incoherent Italian, and began a low, guttural moan, Jane’s body granted her a second budding climax. Her second announcement of climax to the men brought Marco to the edge as well.

Luca let out one last grunt of effort as he came, pressing and holding his cock firmly and deeply in place inside of Jane as his hot cum came in spurts onto the deep inner walls of Jane’s womb. The feeling was wonderful, and Jane tried desperately to enjoy Luca’s final thrust, continue sucking Marco frantically, and bring her budding climax to fruition all at the same time.

Marco arrived at his orgasm just before Jane, and as he emptied his seed into the back of her throat, she exploded as well. Her back arched and an incoherent shout escaped her as her body was propelled into another euphoric climax.

She gasped and moaned, sounds mostly stifled by the rigid cock in her mouth still sliding and emptying itself into her. As Marco’s cock released the last of his cum, she released him and gathered short breaths of air, still reeling through the last twinges of orgasm herself.

Luca removed himself from Jane, as did Marco, and she turned to rest on the cold metal baking table she had been so thoroughly fucked over. She looked at the two men who had just given her such immense pleasure and smiled.

The two men wore exhausted smiles as well, and both continued to explore and enjoy the soft skin of her bare body gently with their hands and their eyes as they too regained their breath. She looked them both over, capturing her usual mental picture of these two wonderful Italian bakers.

Her reverie was interrupted once again by the sound of a text being received on her phone, in her dress on the floor. Marco reached out and helped her to her feet. She looked down at herself and laughed. She was covered in powdered sugar and bits of icing.

She patted as much of it off as she could, and reached down to pick up her small panties and her dress. As the two men stood by and watched with dumbfounded grins, she slipped them back on.

Marco was the first to speak. “It was so very lovely to meet you. I hope for certain that we can see you again. You can come to our bakery and have whatever you like, whenever you like. You will never be allowed to pay. You are our forever favorite customer.”

Jane chuckled at this statement, thinking that this was the fifth or sixth place where she would not be allowed to pay, because of the “relationship” she had created with the owners. She said, “You are very sweet.”

She looked up at him, examining him once more, taking him in, taking her mental pictures, and then kissed him. She slipped to her left and gave Luca a pleasant kiss as well, and then turned towards the front of the building. As she did, she read a series of missed texts from Kim.

“Outside the bakery. It opens any minute now. Where R U?”

“After 11 now and they still haven’t opened. Where R U?”

“20 minutes after 11 and the bakery’s not even open yet. This place sucks. We’re heading to get bagels. Meet us when you get this.”

Jane smiled and realized that the bakery was now 30 minutes late in opening because of their wild kitchen fun. She said “Oh gosh. You guys have to open. I’m so sorry I’ve made you late.”

Luca smiled and Marco said “It is no problem at all. We open now.”

He turned the closed sign in the door to “open” and opened the window blinds. They walked Jane to the front door and waved as she headed down the sidewalk, and a few irritated customers stepped in.

Jane headed towards the bagel shop to meet Jimmy and Kim but stopped on the way to sit on a bench by herself and collect her thoughts. The two Italian brothers had been wonderful, and their three-way fun was great, but once again she felt a strange, unwelcomed emptiness inside. Whereas a nice afternoon fuck with lovely people like those two friendly bakers used to make her feel so warm and pleasant, now it just seemed to leave her feeling sort of… down.

And even more strange, somehow because there had been two men at once, she felt twice as empty. She couldn’t put her finger on what was bothering her. It felt so foreign to her. She was usually so happy and carefree and able to glide through life and love and sex without the slightest tinge of regret or tension. But she felt almost like that side of her was coming to an end for some reason she could not identify.


Chapter 11

Jane caught up with Jimmy and Kim at the Bagel shop. As she sat down with them at the outside table, Kim said: “Where have you been?”

Jane just smiled and said “I was just running a little late. I lost track of time.”

They seemed to accept this simple explanation, but Jimmy said “Did you make it by the bakery? We waited there for 20 minutes but they never even opened.”

Jane said “I did. I guess I went by just a few minutes after you. They were open, and I had a really amazing… cupcake.”

Kim said “Well, they may be good bakers, but they are shitty businessmen. What in the world would cause them to open 20 minutes late on their first week in business?”

Jane just smiled a slightly embarrassed smile and said: “I have no idea.”

The three ate bagels and talked for a while. Jane absolutely loved their company, and her strange depressed mood was quickly brightened. They all decided to go their separate ways to run their errands for the day, and meet up at one of their normal hangouts around 7:00 that evening. It was a bar a few blocks over where they had live music and just about everyone there knew them.

After an hour of delicious bagels and pleasant conversation, they separated. Jane got a lot of shopping done and made her way back to the apartment to get dressed for their night out. Jimmy wasn’t around, which she thought was strange. The apartment always felt sort of empty and “wrong” when Jimmy wasn’t around. It always made her realize how much he meant to her.

She put on a short, flowy skirt that covered her panties for the most part, unless she made any sudden movements. She slipped on a small but loose-fitting tank top as well, that draped nicely over he small bare breasts.

Doing a little spin in her mirror, she decided the outfit would do nicely for the evening, and she headed out.

She spotted Kim at the bar as soon as she walked in, and bounced over to give her a hug and a kiss and plopped down next to her. It was early evening, and most of the folks in the bar were still the “dinner” crowd. The “party” crowd would start drifting in over the next couple of hours.

“Have you seen Jimmy? He wasn’t at home.” Jane asked.

“He texted me that he was going to be late getting here this evening. I don’t really know what’s up with him.” Kim said, which was a lie.

After Jimmy’s disaster of a date with Monica, Jimmy had confided in Kim that his feelings for Jane seemed to be growing out of control, no matter how hard he tried to contain them. Kim knew that Jimmy was in love with Jane. She had always known, even before they started talking about it, and she always felt so bad for the guy. He had somehow always managed to just ignore his feelings and feel lucky to be around her as much as he was, but it was getting harder and harder for him to watch Jane share her “love” with everyone but him.

Kim assumed that Jimmy was not looking forward to another evening of watching Jane fall in love with someone else in this bar tonight, which was almost guaranteed to happen.

And it did.

Kim saw Jane staring at the man on stage playing an acoustic guitar and singing a classic rock and roll tune. He was a handsome man, probably in his mid-thirties with the fairly standard bad-boy rock and roll good looks. He was a great singer and definitely had Jane’s attention.

“Who is that? Have we ever seen him here before?” Jane asked Kim, without taking her eyes off of him.

Kim said “The sign on the door said his name was Rick Johnson or something like that. Probably a fake name.”

Jane started to sway a bit in her seat to the music, and when the song ended and the man started playing “Wanted dead or alive”, Kim knew that it was all over.

It was Jane’s absolute favorite song, and she sprang up from her bar stool and started dancing by herself on the small dance floor right in front of the man. She swayed slowly back and forth and spun and laughed and smiled. The man on stage smiled back at the stunning beauty who seemed entranced by his voice and his music.

He sang enthusiastically and Jane danced through every word. Her short skirt flowed about, ensuring that the man on stage and everyone else in the bar knew that she had selected cute baby-blue lacy panties for the evening.

When the song ended, Jane returned to her barstool next to Kim, slightly out of breath and grinning. Kim’s guess was that Jane was already “in love” with this rock and roll stranger.

He sang a couple more songs, and Jane never took her eyes off of him. She and Kim talked, but Jane seemed distracted the whole time.

When his final song ended, he announced he would be taking a break and would return for a second set later that night.

He stepped down off of the stage and headed straight in their direction. He extended his hand and said, “You must be Jane.”

Jane’s face lit up and she said: “How did you know that?”

He said “Oh, I’ve been in here a few times with my friends, and I know the owner. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

She looked at Kim and back to the man and said “Well, that can’t be good. What have you heard?”

He smiled a handsome, cocky smile and said “Oh it’s all good. I just heard that there is this amazing, gorgeous girl who hangs out here from time to time who is a real free spirit.”

Kim felt like by “free spirit”, he probably meant he heard that she was an easy fuck. Kim was skeptical of the man, but Jane was into him for sure.

Jane said “Well, I guess that might describe me” with her radiant smile. The smile that was impossible to resist.

The man ordered a drink and Jane introduced him to Kim. He shook her hand politely and said: “Yes, I’ve heard about you as well.” He turned back to Jane and said: “It seems you and your friends are a bit famous around this place.” He nodded politely at Kim but was obviously far too into Jane to spend too much time on her friend.

Kim had seen Jane “fall in love” many times, and most of the time she was happy for her friend and her amazing ability to share love so easily. But something about this man didn’t sit right with her.

But Jane was at it full steam ahead, and there was no stopping her now. She hopped up from her seat and leaned in and kissed him, and stepped back smiling. As usual, the man felt privileged, honored to receive this kiss from this amazing creature. But instead of appearing appreciative and blessed, he appeared even cockier.

Jane didn’t seem to notice and said “You should sit down. You’ve been standing on that stage for quite a while, I’m sure you need to rest a bit.”

He said, “Well, there is no way I’m stealing a chair from a lovely lady like you.”

She stood in front of him, examining him in her way for a moment, and said: “Well, maybe I’ll just have to sit on your lap.”

His smile grew much broader and he sat down. She grabbed Kim’s arm for support and hopped up into the man’s lap. Her skirt was lifted and her panty covered ass wiggled for a moment in the man’s lap, getting comfortable.

She leaned sideways so she could face Kim and the stranger and talk. The awkward conversation went on for a few minutes, interrupted every now and then as Jane leaned in to kiss the man whose lap she was sitting in.

Kim could see her intentionally wiggling her cute little butt on his lap, and surmised that the man’s cock had to be stiff as steel under Jane’s soft ass.

Just as Jane leaned in to kiss the man once more, Jimmy walked into the bar. Kim saw him looking around with a smile, and she saw his smile erode instantly when he found Jane sitting in this stranger’s lap. With courage Kim couldn’t believe he managed, Jimmy walked right over to greet them.


Chapter 12

When Jane spotted Jimmy, she leaped up and gave him a huge hug, and then scolded him a bit for avoiding her all evening. He gave a shrug and then leaned in to hug Kim as well.

“This is… oh gosh. I don’t even know your name.” Jane said with a pleasant giggle, pointing at the rock and roll stranger.

The man extended his hand and said: “I’m Rick.”

Jane said “This is Jimmy. He’s my roommate and best friend.”

Jimmy shook his hand and the man’s cocky smile returned. He said “Ah yes, the infamous Jimmy. I’ve heard about you too. Mr. ‘Friendzone’. The unlucky guy who lives with this amazing young lady, but doesn’t get to… enjoy it.” He actually chuckled at himself when he was done with his cocky comment.

Kim watched as what little energy Jimmy seemed to have washed out of his face completely. He looked at Jane and Kim and quickly said “You know what, I’m not feeling very good tonight. I think I’m just going to head home and get some sleep.”

Before Jane or Kim could say a single word, he was out the door. Rick still had his cocky smile on as he watched the sad young man leave, and reached out to take Jane’s hand and pull her close once more. She hesitated for just a second, looking as if she was making a decision, and then leaned into him, and her sweet smile returning.

She leaned over and put both hands right in his lap, sliding them back and forth gently over his cock. She smiled her magic smile at him as she stroked him through his ripped up jeans, right there at the bar. He reached out and put an arm around her waist and pulled her even closer. With a twinkle in his eye, he leaned in and whispered in her ear “Let’s go find somewhere we can be alone.”

She winked and smiled at him. “That sounds like a wonderful idea. Let me just go freshen up a bit first, and then you and I will go have some fun with this” she said as she patted his cock gently.

Kim didn’t think it was possible, but the man’s cocky smile grew even larger. Then Jane stepped away, gave Kim a secret little wink, and walked down the back hallway towards the restrooms. Kim started smiling instantly and turned to order another drink.

She sat and watched for five minutes, and then ten, as the man sat there awkwardly waiting for something that was never going to happen. The longer he looked around and turned and stammered and looked confused, the more Kim smiled.

She finally turned to him and said: “She’s not coming back you know.”

He tried to maintain his cocky stare, but said: “And why is that?”

“Jane is a sweet, open-minded girl who loves everyone, but you managed to do the only thing in the world a person can do to really piss her off. You insulted Jimmy.”

The man looked at her confused and a bit belligerent. Kim’s smile just grew. She looked down at his lap and said: “Sorry, looks like you and ‘that’ will be all alone this evening.”

He looked frustrated and annoyed and said “What the fuck. She was way into me. We had a connection, I could tell. What does her pathetic roommate have to do with it?”

Kim’s face grew serious and she said “What you and all the other idiots like you don’t get is, Jimmy is her world. He is her one true love, waiting patiently for her to finish exploring the world in her own crazy, ridiculous, amazing way, and return to him.”

“You all should be thanking Jimmy for being so patient with her. He is a man among you boys, and when he finally steps up and claims her, this all ends. Jimmy is and always will be the love of her life. She just hasn’t quite realized that yet. But I think you might have just helped to nudge that along. Actually, I think you may have done a very, very good thing here tonight.”

She turned to take a sip of her drink and laughed as the man looked back at the door as if he still thought he would see her reenter at any moment.

But then a faint sadness overcame her as she realized that her wonderful time with Jane may be coming to an end as well.


Chapter 13

Jimmy heard the front door open and close from his bedroom. He felt like screaming. He stood up and grabbed his coat, ready to dart out the door as quickly as possible. There was no way he was going to be able to be here while Jane took another strange, undeserving loser to bed. Not this night.

He stepped out of his room and saw her standing by the front door, alone. She had a look on her face that he had never seen before. One that she may have never had on her face before. A look of pure need.

She ran to him and kissed him. Jane had kissed him before a number of times. He could remember every single one, but they were never like this. Before, her kisses had said things like “I love you because you are such a good friend” and “You mean a lot to me.” This kiss was very different. This kiss said one simple thing.

“I’m yours.”

He instantly embraced her in the way he had wanted to for so very long. He lifted her off of the ground like she weighed nothing, and kissed her back with a force and desperation and love she had never felt.

Their passionate, desperate kissing continued without pause as he carried her easily back into his room and gently laid her on the bed. As he laid her down, the kiss broke, and a number of doubts and hesitations rushed through Jimmy’s mind. But when he looked down at her, and the bright, amazing, welcoming smile on her face, the doubt and hesitation vanished.

He climbed onto the bed and kissed her some more. He paused to carefully and lovingly remove her shirt, and then her skirt and panties, leaving her naked on his bed. He began to kiss her neck and her shoulders, determined not to let this night end until he had kissed every inch of her body, which he had admired from afar for as long as he could remember.

After many long moments of the gentlest kissing and caressing, they made love. It was a tender, beautiful, amazing event, full of passion and joy that neither had ever experienced before. For Jane, it was as if, though she had been with many others, this was her first time. This was truly the first time in her life she made love to a man she truly loved, and who truly loved her back.

She had given herself to many others who had caught her attention, piqued her interest and lit her desire, but she had never given herself to the man who held her heart all this time.

It was everything she could have hoped for and dreamed about, and wanted. When it was over, she felt amazing new feelings. She felt fulfilled and wonderful and right.

They laid there quietly, intimately sharing a peaceful, blissful moment. And then when all seemed right with the world, she leaned into his ear and whispered “I need one more thing from you, Jimmy. I want to be with you. I need to be with you, but I need something else from you.”

He looked up at her, confused and a bit concerned. She smiled her “you can’t help but love me” smile, and leaned back into his ear and with great enthusiasm, she said “I want you to fuck me, Jimmy. I want you to fuck the shit out of me. I want you to make me yours. I want you to claim me and own me. To take me and fuck me and leave me a whimpering, satisfied mess. Will you do that for me, Jimmy? Will you fuck me, please?”

Without a word, without a sound or a second of hesitation, Jimmy gave her exactly what she wanted.

He was instantly on his knees on the bed. He lifted her midsection off of the bed and buried his hard cock into her pussy so quickly and forcefully that she gasped with surprise, even though she knew it was coming.

He fucked her with unbelievable force and power. The years of frustration that built as he stood by while she fucked other, undeserving men, manifested themselves in him, and he took all of that frustration out on her lithe body which shook and quivered and bounced on the bed like a moaning, gasping ragdoll.

He took a moment to force her over onto her stomach and was quickly inside of her again from behind, fucking her brutally and violently and wonderfully. He pounded her down into the mattress and she came with an amazing force she had never know. Her climax hit her with a force more powerful than any other ever before. Earth shattering waves of pleasure overcame her as the man who held her heart, showed her that he now owned her body as well.

She whimpered and whined and groaned through the climax, but Jimmy never gave her a moment of reprieve. He lifted her to her knees and fucked her from behind, getting so unbelievably deep inside of her.

Hitting every nerve inside her body was not enough for him, and he reached around to play circles over her stiff clit as he continued to guarantee his ownership of her. She came again, mere minutes after her previous climax, and once again he gave no quarter.

The fuck she had asked for, that she needed and wanted so badly from Jimmy, was given to her, and more. She could feel the frustration and need and desire and love in him from the very first thrust, until, two unbelievable climaxes later, he lifted her clear off of the bed, and with a primal howl, he came into her, emptying himself deep down into her very center.

Jane collapsed onto the bed as he pulled away from her, focused for a moment only on the need to breathe. Her breathing was ragged and desperate and she turned her head and continued to let out slight whimpering sounds with each attempt to capture air.

As the air returned to her lungs and the edges of her vision returned, she saw Jimmy lay down beside her. The clearer her vision grew, the clearer she could see how much she really did love him.

She smiled and leaned into him, nestling her head into his neck. She started to speak, saying “God Jimmy. That was… I don’t know how to describe it. You are… all that I hoped for and more.”

She paused and said “I’ve been so stupid. I... It’s like I’ve been out there looking for something that’s been right here all along. I’ve been a complete idiot.”

He leaned down and kissed her gently, still not speaking. She looked him in the eye and said “This is what I want, Jimmy. What I need. I’m done. Done with all of my stupid ways. My stupid searching and trying to experience everything and everyone. You are the experience I want.”

He finally spoke saying “I’m happy to hear that. I’ve wanted you for so long. I’ve wanted to be the one.”

She said “You are Jimmy. You are the one, and always have been, really. I don’t know why I’ve tried to deny it for so long. That old life is over for me.”

Her words caught in her throat, and she hesitated for just one second. Eventually, she took one long, deep breath and said “But… there is one little, tiny part of my old life I would like to keep if you are ok with it. I mean… I think you will be.”


Epilog

Kim sat at the bar talking to two friends who had just arrived from work. One of them was in the middle of telling a funny story when her phone buzzed. She glanced at it and let out a quick laugh. She turned to her friends, smiling a huge smile and said “I’m sorry guys, I’ve got to run. Something unexpected has come up.”

She finished the last sip of her drink and stepped out of the bar. She looked down at her phone once more. It displayed a simple text from Jane containing only two words.

“Join us!”
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