

As long as I've known; Jean and I had been best friends. There wasn't any locking of eyes that just breathed destiny or anything weird like that. I found an empty seat in the back of my first-grade classroom, sat in it and we just naturally connected like I guess everyone else does.

We grew up, each of us going our own separate ways in life but never quite failing to see each other. Jean lived halfway across town in an inherited family house, helping out the family business. More than once I found myself growing jealous at the thought of that. I moved out too; Long before I was supposed to if my sense of self had anything to say about it.

I lived in a dingy, though spacious apartment, with the best job my lack of experience and an Associate's, could provide me with.

Loneliness grips me basically every night. Enough to make me cry but never convincing enough to coax out the tears. Moving back in with mom and dad is out of the question; I was an adult now. I had to make my own way in the world.

Couldn't get a dog, it was an apartment building. Couldn't move in with someone else, the only person I felt comfortable with was Jean and my family. A boyfriend?

I never once felt physically comfortable around men. The moment they found out I was a virgin I went from 'Equal' to 'Target'. All the more reason to stick around Jean. At six feet tall, and pretty broad and well built for a woman, she could scare off some guys if she wanted to.

Still, something needed to be done.

“Jean, I'm lonely.” I confessed. We sat next to one another at the store where we usually get our drinks; I got a root beer float, she stuck with a basic vanilla smoothie.

“Get a dog.”

“Apartment.”

“Oh, right.” She nodded slow and toyed with her straw.

“You're so lucky, you know? You get to be around the people you love all the time and I don't have anyone.”

“Count your blessings; I have to be around them all the time.” Jean shrugged and pushed her blazing curly red hair out of her face. “You're more than willing to take my job as Advanced Account Manager any day now. You like spreadsheets?”

“Good lord, no.”

“Boyfriends?”

“I'd prefer the spreadsheets. Math seems like it cares about me more.”

“Ah...ah...” Jean nodded. “I don't think I can come over tonight.”

“Why not?” I wanted to kick myself; she found me out so quick.

“Business.”

Not the first time she had to shrug me off for pre arranged things; my own fault for having only one friend, really.

“Alone again another night then.” I shrugged.

Jean nodded absentmindedly, thinking of something else. She seemed to do that more and more lately; though Jean was a quiet kid at heart.

We didn't exchange too many words after that; I announced I had to leave, she waved. “See ya, Stella.”

A thunderstorm picked up while I was only halfway home; I gripped the steering wheel for dear life against my better, more logical nature. The sky was dark but my lights were fine, I knew the way. I just loathed the idea of going home again...an empty place with no one in it in the middle of a thunderstorm.

I finally got home, went inside and turned on all the lights from the tiny kitchen to the bedroom I almost never used. They say you shouldn't do that during a storm but it made the place feel less lonely for once.

A loud thunder strike rumbles the place; I shot to the ceiling. The follow-up knock at the door didn't help either. I was reluctant to move from this spot, the absurd thought of thunder targeting me specifically popped up in my head.

The knocks grew louder; I reluctant answered the door; there was Jean.

She was wet as if she ran here, first off. Her bright red shirt now stained with rain water and clinging to her frame, same with her denim jeans. Her normally bouncy hair clung to her face, eyes wide and terrified, mascara running down her cheeks as if she'd been crying.

I didn't even need to know why she was here; I pulled her out of the storm without a question. Got her a towel, sat her down on my little living room couch and started drying her off as best I could. I pretended my hands weren't shaking and I wasn't so alone; God help me if she asked about the lights though.

“I...” Jean trailed off, seemingly embarrassed.

“Jean, you know you can tell me anything.”

“It's nothing, really.” She shrugged. Shame really, Jean always sucked at hiding what she was really feeling and I was the type to bug her about it until she told me. “I should be going now.”

I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her back. She gave me a distraught look, both of us knew she wasn't leaving this apartment until she told me what was wrong.

“I shouldn't have come.”

“Come sit on the couch, I'll put on some tea and we can talk about it, okay?”

“I should really--”

“It's raining, you're soaking wet and I don't want you to catch a cold.” Jean's smile faltered. I felt vaguely guilty, I was using her propensity for kindness against her,  painting my own selfish desire to pick her brain as a selfless concern.

“...Okay.” She mumbled; no doubt she was kicking herself for coming here in the first place. I didn't want her to feel like that, but on the other hand Jean had a problem talking about her emotions that needed to be resolved – and if not resolved, dealt with quickly.

I had the living room table stacked with tea cakes and green tea in record time, making sure Jean didn't have time to make an inappropriate exit. I tossed a giant dark green blanket at her just in case. Thunder still roared outside, wind whipping hard enough to startle me more than once; hopefully, Jean would stay over and keep me company. We could spend the night crashing on the couch watching old reruns or something.

I cuddled up next to her, turned on the television loud enough to wake the neighbors and drown out the noise of the storm. Jean took sips of tea and cake, her face eventually molded to an easy smile; I made sure there was honey in there for her. She loved honey.

The storm raged on until suddenly all the lights and the television flashed off. The sky was as bright as day from a single strike; loud enough to make me almost leap to the ceiling with a shriek. The lights flashed back on.

I shook, I couldn't help it – fucking terrifying, lightning just comes out of fucking nowhere and--

“Shh, it's alright. I'm here.” Jean pulled me a little closer into a warm embrace, ran her hand up and down my shoulders. She radiated heat, her lips pressed against my temple.

I was so glad she was here, I don't know how long I spent in this place wishing someone, anyone, would come and comfort me through these damned storms.

“Why'd you come here?”

“Don't worry about it.”

“Okay.” I snuggled the slightest bit closer, my hands finding the swell in her back.

I don't know how long we stayed there, cuddling in the dark.

“Why'd you come?”

“Please, stop.”

“I need to know. It's important.” My head found the space of her neck and her mouth pressed against my head again.

“Not important enough...”

“It is to me.”

“...I wanted to come over and comfort you; you seemed lonely.”

“I was more lonely in the sense of physically, I guess.” Hopefully, we'd both ignore the fact that I was trying to get her to come over here in the first place.

“...Is this good?”

“Not really.”

“Oh,” Jean whispered. “Could...could I be good?”

God, there were so many implications in that single question; I didn't like the thought of any of them.

“I wouldn't know what to do with another woman.”

Jean's face soured, then she moved away from me, enough to get space to undo her pants. She reached for her belt, took a look at me, then pulled a face. My head tilted to the side and I reached for her hands, she backed away again.

“I'm not, like...completely a woman down there though.” She managed, falling to keep eye contact as she unbuckled her pants and pulled out a cock. Her cock.

My face went eight different shades of red.

“I was thinking maybe I could be good...for you I mean? Since you don't like guys very much, but you want someone to be with?” It was hard to keep on being embarrassed when Jean seemed so troubled, her brows drawn tight, her smile melting away. “But at the same time, I didn't want to risk...scaring you? I thought- I thought you'd hate me if you found out?”

“Jean I could never hate you.” I tried to be as convincing as I could, brushing a little ink stained tear off her cheek despite the fact that she, for all intents and purposes had her cock out while making a love confession. My saliva felt thick and my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. I never saw one like Jean's before outside of pornos; she was pretty big, almost as much as my forearm.

“I-” Jean seemingly realized how bare she was and quickly hid, straining a giggle. “I'm sorry, I'm just odds and ends today.”

Maybe this wasn't so bad or ridiculous as my first thought was making it out to be; she was here, I was comfortable with her – comfortable enough that I wasn't screaming bloody murder when she pulled it out. This could work out, right?

“Hey, I'm actually kinda curious...if you don't mind I mean?”

“Oh, uhm--” Jean pulled herself out again. I took her in my hand, it felt weighty like it had impact. Meaning it was real; Jean had a cock.

Huh.

I stroked her light and soft in my hand, watched for a reaction. It twitched to life, the vein running down the side becoming more and more apparent. Jean licked her lips and eased out a relaxing, calming breath. In the through the nose, out through the mouth.

I pecked her on her cheek. Her arm curved around my waist and pulled me close. Our knees knocked together and my arm was falling asleep. The little couch was not the best place for this but I wasn't sure if I was ready for the sort of gravitas taking it into the bedroom would bring.

Jean took one look at my face and shook her head. “On top.” She rested herself against the arm of the couch. I followed suit, sitting on top of her knees. Her eyes caught mine at once, I could help but watch her face mold into something blissful. Her hands guided mine to her hardening cock, slowly sliding my hands up and down her shaft.

Her brows eased, mouth dropped slightly open. Breath drawn from deep inside. She was beautiful, I leaned down and pressed our mouths together. She tasted like tea, cake and the faintest flash of peppermint.

“Don't...don't stop.” She breathed, “So good, so, so good...”

So she could really feel things down there; I wondered briefly. Wondered if I could handle it. I'd never done it before with someone else, not anything and certainly not what I wanted to do with Jean. But...my curiosity got the better of me.

I slid down to her ankles; she let out a soft whine at the loss of my hands. I replaced them alongside my mouth, lavished it with little licks. I could hear her head audibly hit the sofa arm and roll to the side. It was hard to get my hands and mouth to work in tandem at first, then I took the cock in my mouth, sucking on it like a lollipop and used my hands to get what I couldn't reach.

That's when her breath caught, a hand got lost in my hair without pressing down and instead just rolled through my locks. A good, constant guiding pressure through the last few sucks. Jean gasped sharply, “Stella--” I felt her twitch and pulled away in time for her cum to land on my face in thick, short bursts.

“S-sorry.” She panted, her hand now languidly stroking herself. Her head having only a single bead of cum on it. I felt my own warmth and need, forced my hand between the tight hem of my jeans and into my underwear. Rubbing my clit as I licked her clean.

I wiped her semen off my face, licked at my open palm to clean up. It wasn't nearly as awful as I'd first made it out to be; bitter but bearable.

Jean watched me, quietly and intently from the opposite end of the couch.

“Are we gonna...are we doing it?”

“I'm up for it, I guess.”

“Oh, okay then um – turn around and brace yourself against the couch arm.”

I did just as Jean said, where I didn't succeed her instructions she gently put me in place. Jean first pressed her mouth against my hip, one hand trailed down my flank. I sighed, she was so right. It felt wonderful to have someone who actually cared about what you wanted doing it.

My lips kissed all across my thighs, between my legs and finally pressed against my sex. My first, gut reaction was to move away after all that was the place no one was supposed to touch me. Jean recoiled, “I'm sorry, did I?”

“No, it's fine. Nerves is all.” I hope I didn't hurt Jean; her mouth returned, pressing against my sex. Her tongue poked out, lavished me with attention. I felt her, between my folds, exploring me in a way no one had before.

My hips shifted over and over in slow circles. Jean moaned against me, her tongue probing my clit. I couldn't stop myself. I was fucking myself against her face, using her tongue. The slow tingling grew and grew until my toes were curling and Jean was holding my shaking hips up with her hands, grip strong enough to bruise.

I came, breathing her name aloud. I never did that for anyone before; I never wanted to do it for anyone else besides her again.

Jean's knees cornered mine as she stood behind me. I could feel her cock pressing against my entrance, already hard again. My head found the crevice of my neck this time. Her lips pressed against my earlobe, then down against my neck.

“I'm going in, okay sweetness?”

Her body sunk against mine in all the right places; her breasts pressing against the swell of my back, hips against me with the first thrust.

Every thrust from then on felt brutal, like Jean felt she had something to prove. They lit something up in the pit of my stomach, my breath left me in short bursts; I bit down on my lip to stop myself from moaning anymore.

Jean swung her arm around my throat, pulling my head up and forcing out my moans. Her face buried in my neck as she thrust hard enough to force smacking sounds against my hips; I felt her tremble before I did, panted her name as a warning and she mine and we came together, shouting each other's names.

I rolled onto my back and melted against the couch. There were rare nights when I had two orgasms before, always by my own hand. Things were nicer when someone else did the work. Jean hadn't cum yet, but she pulled away and gave me time – settling on spending my cool down time touching me in sweet little ways, the ways I imagined a lover would. Hands trailing against the back of my knees, teasing a movement up to my thighs and getting a heavenly sigh from me before pulling away.

“Lay back, let me have you sweetness.” Her mouth pressed against the little crook between my ankle and my foot. I nodded and fell back against the couch. Sweetness again. Must she mean me? What a cute name.

This time, Jean fucked me as if we had all the time in the world. Slow, languid thrusts punctuated by her hands threading through my hair and pressing against my cheek. Her voice, ghostly and soft floating by my ears. “So cute, precious. I love you.” Almost as sacred as a prayer.

I wanted her; I had to have her. This quiet, adorable precious woman that fucked me like she loved me – no, that loved me. Ran halfway across town to spend some time with me. Terrified that I would hate her and reject her for it. I reached up, pressed an exhausted kiss to her cheek.

“I love you.”

She kissed me back, on the mouth this time, slow and sensual with a hand lancing the sensation down my back.

I sighed in bliss at my third orgasm, before I collapsed back. Spent. After a few small thrusts, Stella came; onto the couch.

“Sorry.”

“S'okay.”

We lie there on the couch for so long I forgot what it was like to not have Jean pressed against me until she finally parted from me – only to grab the blanket and huddle us together underneath the warmth. The pitter patter of the rain against the windowsill eased me from my afterglow; no lightning anymore, only rain.
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