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		Part One

		

		Under the mattress were a handgun and a vibrator. Owning a bar, the handgun was a necessity. Owning a bar and having little free time, the vibrator was also a necessity. Her fingertips grazed the pistol, and groped around for a frustrating moment, then finally found the toy. It was pink leopard print. Not that it mattered, but Jayne preferred her sex toy to not look anything like a real penis. The dildos that were flesh colored, or not, but that were shaped realistically and had veins and whatnot, were far too creepy for Jayne to enjoy. She liked things to look like what they were. A vibrator wasn't a penis and it didn't need to look like a penis. It could be smooth, hard, leopard print plastic and do the trick just fine. Not to mention, the creepy looking ones didn't feel any better, in her opinion.

		She took the toy and turned it on. It buzzed at full power and she was pleased that she had splurged on lithium batteries. Suddenly, she couldn't wait any more, and she wiped her hand over her lady parts, to remove some of the excessive slickness. She was the kind of girl that typically only played with the clit when she was going solo, and if it was too slick, it was hard to keep the toy in place. Using the fingers of her left hand she spread herself wide and closed her eyes and let the toy get to work. She placed the rounded tip near her clit, and adjusted it a few times, searching for the sweet spot. She found it quickly, probably because she could have come to orgasm by touching almost anything to almost any part of herself.

		The pleasure was intense, and the familiar warm buzzing began to flow from her groin throughout the rest of her. She particularly enjoyed when the current ran up the back of her neck to her scalp. It drew a low moan from her throat and her mouth felt dry. She tried to slow things down a little and switched to lightly stroking herself with just her fingertips. Her efforts weren't terribly successful. Just as she was about to take a tiny break, the orgasm rolled over her, warm and sweet and complex. Her mind was flooded with images of honeysuckle, the vines intertwined and densely wrapped, the beautiful and delicate blooms, and their distinctive sweet summer perfume.

		She wrapped herself up with the warmth and beauty of the imagery and explored the new world that sensuality had placed in her head. It proved elusive and began to fade to the more realistic warm and foliage themed room around her. She could still smell just a hint of honeysuckle, and though there was some outside her house, the window was closed, and she'd never noticed being able to smell it in the house.

		As reality became more firmly grounded in and around Jayne, she began to cool down. The fan was doing its job, and somehow, with the cool air, came cooler thoughts. Within moments, her newly relaxed body drifted to sleep saving her intrigue over her female phantom lover for another time. She needed her sleep; she had the Isis Pub and Inn to run. She just felt tomorrow would be the day her phantom lover would walk into her establishment.

		***

		I glanced down at the shining green digits of the clock on my dashboard. It was 11:30 and I was still four hours away from home. The roads were slick from the raging storm outside. The pounding rain and the blackness of the night made it nearly impossible to see in front of me. The man on the radio said the storm was to last throughout the night.

		Damn.

		I debated whether I should continue driving or pull over and stay somewhere for the night. Reaching back into my memory, I tried to think whether there were any hotels coming up. I was in the middle of nowhere and hadn't seen signs for over an hour. Damn.

		Sighing, I kept driving cautiously. There weren't any motorists out on this stormy night but that wasn't my main concern. I didn't want to drive off the highway and be stuck there, hoping that someone would pass and help if I couldn't get my car back on to the main road.

		About 20 minutes later I saw a sign for the Isis Pub and Inn, seven miles ahead. I quickly made my decision and 10 minutes later pulled up to a small bar. I grabbed my purse and small bag of toiletries and booked it into the bar.

		It was a small, dimly lit place with booths lining the far-left wall and a few scattered tables one it her side of the bar, which was in the middle of the room. There was an open space where there were women dancing with each other. In fact, all I saw was women. Strange, I thought, but shrugged it off and sat at the bar. The bartender, a woman in her early 40's came up to me. She had short black hair and was thick, not fat, but just pure thickness to her body. Attractive in a non-conventional way. She looked at me, taking in my hair and white blouse that had gotten drenched from the short run from my car to the bar. I glanced down and noticed my nipples protruding through my bra and blouse. I blushed and she laughed.

		"Don't worry 'bout it girl. We're all women here...nothing to be embarrassed 'bout. It's happened to us all." I smiled and requested a diet coke and rum.

		"Car stuck girl?"

		"No, the weather is terrible, and I thought I would get a room for the night instead of driving home. I didn't want to chance being stuck in the middle of a little used highway."

		She nodded and gave me my drink.

		I looked around at the ladies in the bar as I sipped my drink. There were so many different types in here. I was used to seeing suburbia housewives with perfectly coifed hair and knee length skirts. Not this combination of women with buzz cut hair and suits or women in jeans and loose, flowing blouses, or the suburban housewife look alike but not quite...something I just couldn't put my finger on. I shrugged and took another sip of my drink.

		Seeing something out of the corner of my eye, I turned. My jaw dropped. Two women were in the corner...KISSING. No..no way. I looked again. Oh yes, they were indeed kissing. And not in the friendly way I would kiss my girlfriends. The way a lover would kiss another lover. Passionately. Wow. I had never seen anything like that. I had heard whispers of women who loved other women but had never experienced it. It was like I had entered a whole new dimension.

		I waited for disgust to fill me watching those two women kissing and caressing each other. When it didn't, I was surprised. What shocked me even more was when I felt a tightening in my chest. In seconds my entire world was thrown for a loop. I realized that *I*wanted to be that woman. I wanted to have my head slightly tipped back, with my eyes closed and the gentle hand on my lower back, being kissed...by that other woman. I turned around quickly, and the bartender caught my eyes. My face went into flames and I glanced down at my drink, clutching the glass between both hands for dear life. She came up to me and I could feel her gaze on me. I didn't know...do I look up? Pretend she's not there.

		"Lemme get you a new one girl. That's almost gone." She said.

		I nodded and pushed the glass her way.

		After refilling it she hunkered down to my level and looked at me. I could see she seemed to have a strange look, almost like she knew me.

		"Nothing to be ashamed of girl. It's not bad." She glanced over at the two women who were now sitting at a table, one of them leaning her head on the others shoulder.

		I didn't know what to say to that, so I took a drink of my rum and diet coke.

		She smiled at me. "So, you need a room for the night girl?"

		I nodded, not quite trusting my voice not to crack.

		"Well, I'm the one to see 'bout that. I own this whole place."

		"Ohhh. Okay. Well..yeah..I just need a room for the night." Mental head slap.

		You are quite the idiot Gabby, I told myself.

		She reached under the bar and took out a key.

		"Here's a key to room 9. It's ten bucks for the night. So ya have it when you're ready to crash."

		I reached into my purse and took out a ten-dollar bill.

		"Did you want me to pay for the drinks now?"

		"Ya done for the night?"

		I glanced around the room and then at the clock.12:30.

		"Nc. I think I'll probably stay down here for a bit longer."

		"Then you pay then girl."

		I smiled and thanked her. Someone had turned the jukebox on to Patsy Cline. The two drinks started their effect on me, warming my belly and loosening my sense. I swayed back and forth in my seat to "Crazy" and watched the different women in the room. They were dancing, sitting, talking, laughing, kissing, gazing at each other...and that's when it hit me. None of the couples in this room were any different than other couples. Except for the fact that they were all women, it could have been anywhere. So why were lesbians so frowned upon? Odd.

		I looked down at my drink and realized it was gone. I motioned for another. The bartender filled my glass up.

		"So, how long have you owned this place?"

		The drinks were loosening my tongue, putting me in a conversational mood.

		"This place used to be my pop's and when he passed on I changed the name to Isis 'steada Rooster Pub an' Inn. It's been that way for 'bout 15 years. We have a very specific clientele as you can see."

		I nodded. "It's a lovely idea. A place where women can come without the fear of having men pawing on them and trying to get down their pants."

		She laughed, loud and very sexily. "That's the whole idea girl."

		"Yes, I do imagine." I said thoughtfully.

		Then without warning. "You have a very nice laugh."

		She smiled at me.

		"Thanks girl. You have a very nice smile."

		I blushed.

		"An' it's mighty cute when you do that blushin' thing you do."

		Which only caused me to flush deeper. She laughed again.

		"So, where ya coming from girl?"

		"I was at a job interview two hours south of here."

		"For what?"

		"English teacher."

		"Ah, how'd that go?"

		"Ohhh it went rather well I suppose. I hope I get it. I would like to move and it's a lovely school."

		"Jus' outta college?"

		"I graduated a little over a year ago. I did some traveling and now I'm ready to settle in a career and start thinking about my future." I realized, as I said this, that my future just might be a little different than how I had originally pictured it. This was a fleeting thought through the alcohol buzzed haze of my brain, so I didn't ponder on it too much.

		"Would ya like another drink girl?"

		"No..no I think this is fine. And it's Gabby."

		"Jayne." She stuck out her hand.

		I shook her hand and smiled. "It's a pleasure Jayne."

		"Same to you Gabby-girl." She winked.

		For the next hour we chit chatted. When I looked up, I realized that the bar had practically emptied. The last patrons were packing up. The last two ladies out the door waved at Jayne and yelled a goodbye. She returned their wave and went to the door to lock it.

		"Closin' time." She started putting the chairs upon the tables.

		I stood up. "Please, let me help you."

		"No no... you sit right down; this is my job."

		"I insist. You would have gotten more done had I not sat here and taken up your time with my mindless chatter."

		She laughed that laugh of hers. "Believe me Gabby-girl. I enjoyed it."

		"Nonetheless, I would still like to help you."

		"Alright' alright' I see you're not 'bout to backdown so jus' help." She grinned at me.

		After the chairs were up, I washed the booths and bar top as she put the money from the drawer and papers in a safe.

		"Rest of it can wait 'til tomorrow." She smiled. "Lemme show ya to your room."

		"Where do you live?" I asked her.

		She spread her arms. "Why I live here. My apartment is upstairs as well, jus' on the other side of the rooms."

		"Wow, this really is your life isn't it?"

		She nodded. "An' I love it."

		

	
		Part Two

		

		I followed her up the stairs to room 9. I fumbled with the key and opened the door to a smallish but quaint room with a double bed covered in a green comforter. The walls were beige with a light gold leaf trim. It wasn't at all what you would expect in a small, out of the way Inn. A door opened to a small bathroom and there was a clock radio beside the bed. I tossed my purse and toiletries bag on a chair in the corner and turned to Jayne.

		"Well. Thank you very much." I smiled.

		She was staring at me, her eyes burning into mine. My smile faltered. My mouth formed an "O" as she took three steps to me. Her hands found my shoulders and I gazed up at her. Three thoughts flitted in my brain. First, she was a good five or six inches taller than my five foot three. Second, she had the greenest eyes I had ever seen in my life, almost like they were colored with a marker. And thirdly, I was about to experience my first kiss all over again.

		We gazed at each other for seconds. For hours...for eternity. Who knows how long it was because before I knew it...or eons later, I was being kissed by this woman. Her lips were on mine, gently exploring. My hands reached for something to hold and found her waist. We stood like that, kissing for several minutes before breaking away simultaneously. I gasped and held my hand to my chest.

		It had been a kiss like I had never experienced. I stared at her, not trusting myself to speak. Even if I had, I wouldn't have known what to say.

		I expected her to come into me and kiss me again. To my great surprise she didn't. Her hand carressed my cheek.

		"Good night Gabby-girl."

		She turned and walked out of my room, shutting the door. I stood there still not knowing what to think. I wanted to go after this woman but a part of me wouldn't move my feet. Sighing a sigh of resignation I walked into the bathroom, bringing my bag with me and switched on the light.

		After brushing my teeth and unpinning my hair I gazed into the mirror. The site that greeted me wasn't terribly unpleasant. I had shoulder length auburn hair and large blue grey eyes. I had my model beautiful mother to thank for my high cheek bones and delicate body. I looked down the length of my body. Full hip sand breasts. A bit of a tummy. Definitely not skinny by any standards but shapely. I was pleased with my body.

		Sighing again, I clicked off the light and pulled off my clothes, folding my blouse and skirt neatly on top of the dresser and changed into a night shirt. I crawled between the sheets and stared at the dark ceiling. My mind was a jumble of thoughts, all of them concerning Jayne. I was exhausted after the long day and finally fell asleep.

		My eyes snapped open and I looked over at the clock. It read 3:45 AM. I had only been asleep for less than two hours. I crawled out of bed and got a glass of water from the bathroom. My eyes were gritty, so I rubbed them. I reached back into my sleep clogged brain, trying to figure out what had woke me up. Ah yes, a dream. Jayne had come into my bedroom and woken me up by peppering my face with small kisses. She'd kissed her way down my breasts and tummy and that's when I woke up. What would have happened after that? I desperately wanted to find out. I flounced back onto the bed in a state of indecision. I was not the aggressive type. My mother, despite her beauty, had been very demure and proper and had raised me to be so.

		I had never kissed a man until my senior year of high school and that had been barely anything. At least not compared to the kiss I had received from Jayne.

		Perhaps it was the drinks from earlier or perhaps I was feeling very brave. I'm not sure what caused me to do what I did but that's not really the point. The point is that I did it.

		Opening my door, I quietly stole my way into the dimly lit hallway and went to the area where I believed Jayne's apartment to be. The door didn't have a number on it so I assumed it to be hers. I knocked ever so lightly on the door and stood there, my bare toes curling into the carpet, heart pounding against my rib cage. I felt the same way I did when I had given a speech in high school. My forehead felt like a small sheen of sweat had covered it and my palms were slightly damp. I wiped them on my night shirt. Stage fright. That's exactly what it felt like as I waited for her to come to the door. I prayed that she was asleep, but I prayed even harder that she was awake.

		Less than a minute later the door opened. There she stood in men's pajama bottoms and white undershirt. I could see the dark color of her nipples through the undershirt and my mouth went dry. What was I doing? I didn't even know what to say. I hadn't planned this out at all and now I was standing at this woman's door like a complete idiot waiting for some intelligent thought to enter my brain. Not even intelligent...just anything to say!

		"Um..I hope that I didn't wake you up."

		"No, not at all. I was just reading."

		Ah ha, safe territory. "What are you reading?" I asked.

		"Pride and Prejudice."

		"Ahh I read that in high school. I enjoyed it." I said lamely.

		Jayne smiled. "So, you came over to see what I was doin'?"

		"Oh uhhh...no. I just..."

		Why had I come down here in the middle of the night, wearing only a nightshirt? I wasn't sure of the answer, so I merely shrugged.

		Jayne nodded and stepped back, holding the door open as an invitation to step into her apartment. I hesitated for a few brief seconds before stepping in. Upon entering, there was a hallway that lead into a small living room. There was a round coffee table in the middle of a tan overstuffed couch and chair. There were brown throw pillows on the couch. The walls were beige, and no carpet was on the floors. They shined a beautiful mahogany. There was a masculine touch to the apartment, but it was obvious a woman lived in it, why I couldn't tell, perhaps it was because I knew a woman lived here. Bookcases lined the walls stuffed full of books of every title. There was no television to be seen and a record player sat in the corner. It was comfortable and welcoming.

		Jayne lowered herself onto the couch and curled her legs underneath her. She folded her hands behind her head and stared at me.

		"You're more than welcome to sit down girl."

		I caught her eyes and bit my lip. I still didn't know why I was here or what to say.

		She laughed. "I'm not gonna bite ya girl. Go ahead an' sit down."

		I couldn't continue standing there like an idiot, so I sat down in the chair.

		I folded my hands demurely in my lap after pulling my nightshirt over my knees.

		"So." I said.

		"So." She mimicked.

		I laughed then, realizing how ridiculous I was being. Why was I so nervous in the company of this woman? There was no reason. After admitting this to myself I relaxed. We started discussing books and our favorites.

		During one point in the conversation, I was stressing a point and had moved to the couch to explain what I felt about Pollock's art. By six AM, we had out talked ourselves. I glanced down at my watch and made a small groan.

		"Oh no. It's already six. I didn't sleep very much, and I was planning on driving home today."

		Jayne put her hand over mine.

		"Stay another night girl. You don't wanna be drivin' on no sleep an' the storm is supposed to keep goin' throughout the day. Rain and lack of sleep while drivin' isn't a good combination."

		I nodded. "I suppose you're right. And all that's waiting for me is my apartment. There is no harm in staying one more night."

		She smiled at me and leaned over into me. For a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me again. My heart stopped and my eyes started closing. I felt her hand on my forehead and realized she was just brushing a stray lock of hair that had fallen into my face. A rush of disappointment filled me. My eyes snapped back open and I saw her grinning at me.

		My eyes lowered and my teeth found my lower lip. I chewed for a moment, then looked at her.

		"Jayne." I started, then stopped.

		What was I going to say? I wasn't even sure until it all started pouring out of my mouth.

		"In the hallway, last night, when you...when you kissed me..."

		"Yes?"

		"Well...I enjoyed it. And I keep expecting you to do it again, but you don't. Why is that?" Oh Lord. What had I just said?

		"I didn't wanna be making you feel like you were being pressured girl. Plus, you'd had a bit of drinks in ya last night."

		"Well...I don't feel pressured at all."

		She stared at me for a moment and then leaned in as she had moments before. This time it wasn't to brush my hair out of my face. This time, her lips captured mine and her hand int wined itself into my hair. I returned that kiss with as much passion as I could give. Bringing my hands up to her shoulders I drew her closer and a small sound escaped from my mouth. She gently pushed me on my back, never breaking the kiss, and laid on top of me. It was a heady experience, this kiss. Her breasts pressed against mine and our legs were entwined.

		Finally, she broke away and studied my face.

		"You really are beautiful Gabby-girl." She murmured and leaned in to kiss me again. "In fact, you're a girl just like I dream about. I call her my phantom lover."

		This time the kiss didn't last as long. She kissed me for a few moments then moved her kisses to my cheeks and down to my neck. Spreading light bites and kisses down my neck she brought her hands to mine and squeezed them lightly in question. I squeezed them back as a yes.

		She kissed back up my neck to my lips and caught my mouth in an almost bruising kiss. I gasped and pressed my body against hers.

		Pulling away, Jayne raised herself up to her knees and looked at my body. She smiled a gentle smile and brought her hands to the bottom of my nightshirt. My teeth immediately found my lip as I stifled back my nervousness. I wasn't quite sure what would happen, and I was terrified but breathless with anticipation at the same time.

		Slowly, ever so slowly, she inched the shirt up my body, exposing my legs, belly and breasts. She pulled the shirt over my head and tossed it to the side. I swallowed hard and stared at her. I could feel my eyes widen. She brought her hands to my belly and lightly drew them up my body to my face, cupping it in her hands and kissing me again. I pushed her up and moved to remove her undershirt. Throwing it over by my nightshirt I stared at her breasts. They were larger than mine, full and round with dark nipples that stood out against her skin. I, of course, had seen other women naked, but it wasn't something that I really paid attention to. I had always averted my eyes in shyness because it wasn't proper to stare at another naked person. Now I couldn't tear my eyes away from her. My gaze slid from her breasts up to her face.

		There was a look in her eyes, something I wasn't familiar with. The green had darkened to an almost forest green and I realized what I was seeing. Passion, fire...I had caused this look in her eyes. It was a wonderful feeling and I wanted to...I don't know. I wanted to make it more. We kissed yet again and again, she kissed down my neck. This time, however, she didn't stop at my neck. Her mouth moved down my chest to my breasts. She drew my nipple into her mouth, and I gasped, my hands grabbing her head and entwining into her short hair. She sucked and nibbled on my nipple before moving to my other one.

		It felt SO good. I had never experienced anything like this. The farthest I had gone with a man was some light petting and kissing. There was something similar to an itch between my legs. I had felt that before, when I touched myself in the privacy of my room in the dark. I knew there was only one way to rid myself of that itch...

		Jayne's hands moved down my sides to my legs, lightly rubbing up and down with her fingertips. I pressed myself against her wanting her to do things that I didn't even know how to put into words. She laughed lightly and kissed her way down my belly. Ohhh yes, I knew I wanted her to do something there. I was shaking from the need I felt. She came to my hips and nibbled around them and to my inner thighs. Oh Lord

		...Oh, my Lord. I wanted her to move her lips about an inch to the right.

		She kissed and licked down my legs and then backup, continuing up my belly and back to my breasts, pausing at them for a few moments then to my lips. I grabbed her head and pulled her to me and kissed her deeply, moaning.

		"What do you want Gabby?" She asked, her voice low and husky.

		I shook my head. I didn't know how to say what I wanted. It didn't seem right, asking for it, especially asking for what I wanted her to do.

		"I don't believe that my love. Tell me what you want." She prodded.

		"I... I want..." She nodded at me. "I want you to..." I just couldn't say it.

		Jayne brought her hand between my legs, sliding a finger between the lips.

		"Do you want this?"

		I nodded my head vigorously.

		She leaned in and put her lips by my ear, catching it between her teeth.

		"Would you like me to put my mouth down there Gabby?"

		"Oh...Oh God, yes!"

		She smiled and kissed me briefly. Sliding down my body she spread my legs and pressed her finger on my center. I moaned and my hips jerked up to meet her. She laughed lightly and slid her hands under my hips and brought me to her mouth. Her tongue found its way between my lips and began a whirlwind of movements, moving back and forth on my clitoris.

		At the first touch of her tongue on me I moaned loudly, then clapped my hand to my mouth. She stopped for a moment and shook her head.

		"No Gabby. Don't cover up your noises. I love to hear them."

		I moved my hand away and she continued. I was completely on fire, my body writhing against her mouth. Digging my hands into her hair, I gasped and moaned as one of her fingers moved inside of me. The combination of her tongue and finger drove me over the edge and I jerked up, a scream building in my throat. My breathe came in gasps and my breasts were heaving up and down. I could feel the pressure building inside of me, starting where her tongue was and moving throughout my entire body until it exploded bringing me to heights of pleasure. The scream erupted from my throat and my fingers dug into her scalp as the orgasm wracked my entire body. I fell back, gasping, expecting her to stop.

		When she didn't, a whimper escaped my mouth. Jayne continued licking my clit and this time slipped two fingers inside of me. She curled them upward and used her other hand to spread the folds of my clit, putting her tongue directing on the most sensitive part of me. She lightly moved it back and forth as her fingers inside of me curled against what I know now, as my G-Spot. Within moments I was wracked with another orgasm, this one more intense than the last. I was jerking up and down against her, unintelligible noises escaping my mouth. My head was thrown back and my body was covered with a light sheen of sweat as my toes curled into the couch and I grabbed at air.

		Finally, I fell back into the couch. Jayne slid her body up mine and propped herself up on her elbows on either side of my head. She grinned at me.

		"Well Gabby-girl. That was possibly the best damn thing I've ever had the pleasure of causing."

		I laughed, embarrassed.

		"Don't be embarrassed girl. It was amazing."

		I smiled at her. "That was...I don't know what that was. It was unbelievable. I've never...never experienced anything like it."

		She grinned. "Glad I could help ya girl."

		"I want...I want to do that...to you, that is." I stammered.

		"Do you?" She asked.

		"Oh yes! But...I've never done anything like that. I mean...I've never even been with a man."

		She smiled. "Well darlin', this is better. Much better."

		I rolled her off me and stood up, pressing her on her back. I went to the bottom of the sofa and pulled the pajama pants down her legs. I looked down at her body. It was beautiful to me. I wanted to do so much but didn't know where to start or even how to do it. I looked at her and she smiled patiently.

		Biting my lip, I knelt on the couch and touched her breasts. I cupped them in my hands as best as I could and rolled her nipples between my fingers. Her breath caught in her throat. I leaned down and tentatively licked one nipple, then the other. Then I brought them into my mouth, squeezing her breasts together and going back and forth between them. Jayne's hands found my long hair and pressed me to her chest. Then I kissed down her belly and gazed between her legs. It was now or never. I chose now.

		Lowering myself on the couch I spread her legs as she had spread mine and kissed her thighs. I slid my tongue between the lips and marveled at how it felt. It was soft and wet. A taste like I couldn't describe filled my mouth, not unpleasant at all. I licked her clit once, twice and looked up at her. Her eyes were closed, and a small smile played on her lips.

		Bringing my concentration back to the task before me, I licked again, softly, slowly up and down the entire length. I stuck my tongue in the hole as best I could...that didn't really seem to work so I went back to her clit. I tensed my tongue up and made it pointy and licked up and down slowly, repeatedly. Then I started to go faster. Jayne was moaning softly as I grasped her hips in my hands and used my tongue on her. Her moans got louder and closer together and I was excited by them. I put fingers in her like she'd done to me and pumped them in and out of her as I made circles on her clit. She pushed her pelvis against me.

		"Ohhh...Ohhh yes...Oh yes Gabby, yes...Mmmm..."

		She was moaning and gasping and suddenly her muscles contracted against my fingers. Her entire body got tense and a low, long moan came out as she came. Suddenly she pushed me away from her. I looked at her questioningly.

		"Gabby-girl, that's good darlin'. I can't take it more than once." She pulled me against her and slowly her breathing became normal.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		We lay like that for a few moments and then she pulled me up and brought me into her bedroom. Upon waking in the early afternoon, we made love again, this time we did it at the same time, her on top of me, head between my legs.

		Rested and with more energy, Jayne got really adventurous with me, now that we had gotten to know each other. She got more aggressive now, oblivious to anything but my body. Her mouth devours mine as her hands wander over me like I'm her personal possession. Her left hand reaches boldly up to my breast while her right slides down my back. I feel her fingers exploring between my butt cheeks until one finds my rear hole, firmly circles it, and then nudges the tip inside. I moan shamelessly against her tongue. I learned right them I love ass play, but this is more than that - it's a show of power, an invasion of my most private spot, an indication that she can and will do whatever she wants to me. I love it.

		"You little slut," she whispers, "you like my finger up your butt, don't you?"

		I respond with an inaudible cry, and she continues, "Well, I like it, too," she breathes, her fingertip inching deeper into me. "And when we're done, I'll enjoy knowing I've had my fingers way up inside your sweet little bottom, and I'll remember how you squirmed and moaned and begged for more."

		I can only whimper in response. She is driving me wild, stimulating both my body and my mind. At that moment, I just need to go somewhere with her and do anything and everything she wants.

		Now her hand is between my legs, moving oh so lightly, barely brushing over my engorged lips, making me twitch as she expertly teases me. One finger traces circles around my opening and I utter an unsteady sigh of anticipation. She slips it inside me, and my sigh becomes an unbridled moan. I know I'm wet and I can hear the squishy sounds her finger makes as it moves inside my folds.

		"Ohhh Nnnnggghhhhhh!!" I cry out as she inserts two, and then three fingers completely into my vagina.

		Jayne licks at my throat as she moves her fingers back and forth in my pussy, making me shake with arousal. The feelings between my legs are so wonderful that at first, I don't even notice her other hand exploring behind me. But now I do - the fingers rolling up and down in my butt crease, a single finger circling tightly around my anus. I feel it move forward to gather some of my moisture, then back to my rear, and I mutter a frantic "Mmmm..Ahhhhhhhhhhh" as it slowly pushes inside. She moves it slowly in and out of my clinging ass muscle, each time a little deeper, and I'm quivering with excitement. I don't know which hand to push against - they both feel so good.

		Now her finger slides all the way up into my asshole and I shriek with the pleasure of it. Sweet Jesus, her fingers are so long! Still, she probes deeper, almost lifting me off the bed with it, vibrating her digit in my bottom, tickling deep in my anal canal.

		She emits a feral growl and whispers hotly in my ear, "You do love my finger up your ass, don't you, dirty girl? What a filthy little slut you are."

		I respond with a mindless babble, totally out of control. I at her place thinking she wanted me to do her. My god, I never expected to be taken this way. I feel totally possessed by her, used by her, and I love it.

		She's all over me now, the stimulation is everywhere. She's sucking on my breasts, just ravishing them. Her left hand is between my legs, three fingers working in my pussy, while her thumb flips my clit back and forth, generating needy tremors in my pelvis each time it does so. But it's her right hand, the one in my ass, that's driving me wild. My hips start to jerk, my breath rushes in and out - her middle finger is so far up into my rectum, I can't believe it. She starts moving it again, rough circular motions, rooting around deep inside me. She gives me three hard thrusts up the ass and my back arches, I grab frantically onto her shoulders, and with a brief scream I come, come in my cunt and in my bottom, harder than I've ever come in my life.

		My orgasm seems to go on forever, shaking there in her arms, little cries of ecstasy forced from my lips as the waves soar through me. An electric charge surges through my entire body as she keeps going, still stimulating me. Her mouth is on mine again, smothering my cries with her sweet lips and tongue as her hands continue to work me down below.

		I try to spread my legs more, hoping to get her farther up into me, but it's hard while I'm lying down. Jayne sees this and reacts, pinning me hard against the mattress as I raise my left leg to allow her deeper access. I feel her finger slip out of my bottom and for a second, I'm distraught, but then she changes tactics, jamming her thumb into my pussy as not one, but two fingers ram back into my asshole. Her fingers work furiously, trying to meet inside me but separated by my vaginal and anal tissues. Oh god, I'm so wet! I picture my fluids dripping off her hand and that sets me off again, whimpering incoherently as I climax for the second time in minutes.

		We both got our breath back and recovered from out gut wrenching orgasms and then it was my turn to work on Jayne. And she made it clear, she was expecting my complete attention. She pulled me by the back of my head straight between her legs and pressed my face against her damp sex.

		I continue in this way for some time, exploring her vaginal area, licking lightly, then more passionately, kissing and sucking every place I can get to. Occasionally I catch her off guard and am rewarded with a half-hidden whimper or muscle jerk, but in general she holds on to her cool. Promising myself that I will break through, I move upward in a deliberate, sensuous lick, starting at her turgid clit and moving slowly up through the crack of her ass. As my tongue drifts wetly over her rosebud, her back arches slightly and a quiet but heartfelt "Ohhhhhh," fills the room. I smile to myself as I realize I've found the key. She likes anal as much as me.

		Jayne rolls over to her stomach, and gets on all fours, head on the bed, ass in the air for maximum access for me.

		I kiss her softly right on the anus, feeling the hot little ring contract against my lips. Jayne issues a low moan. Her previous mood of luxurious pleasure-taking is now giving way to a more earnest need for satisfaction. Encouraged and stimulated, I kiss her asshole again and again, each time a little longer, a little more passionately.

		Now my thumbs move to her pinkish tan hole and spread it open, exposing the deeper pink tissue at its center. I lick lightly there, tickling the most sensitive parts, just inside. Soon my tongue is pressing forward, entering the soft, clinging heat of her bottom.

		Her back arches more now and a low groan escapes her lips as I probe deeper inside her, moving slowly but insistently until the full length of my tongue is buried in her ass. I wiggle it inside her, and she groans and trembles, fighting to maintain control. It's so exciting to repay her this way! I pull back out and lick once more around the rim of her butt hole, then, spreading her cheeks, I place my open mouth over her anal muscle and suck, slowly and gently, my head moving back and forth as I do so.

		Her voice is a rough hiss now, her breath coming hard through gritted teeth. "Oh goddamn, you are a dirty girl, aren't you? Are you enjoying that, pet? Enjoying my ass? No, enjoying my asshole!"

		I love her talking to me this way. It feels so naughty, so good. The sight of her asshole just inches from my face, so shiny and wet from my licking, multiplies my passion. "Yes!" I blurt out, totally inflamed by what I'm doing for her. "Oh God, Yes!!!"

		"Mmmm, nice," she responds, then adds, with relish, "But I'm going to have to punish you for being such a nasty little slut - later, of course, after you get me off like this."

		Inspired by her talk, I eat her ass with renewed enthusiasm, jamming my face between her warm, silky cheeks, licking up and down in her crack, and pushing my tongue up inside her. She's loving it now, grunting and groaning, her butt moving sinfully against my probing tongue. "Unghhhhh, ahhhhh, gnhhhhh, oh fuck, eat it. Mmmm Mmmm. Whore. Yessssss."

		I move my fingers up to her dripping snatch, then farther, to her long-neglected clit. As I touch her there, a deep tremor passing through her whole body, and I know it's time for the final act. I signal her to turn around and she does, plopping down in the bed onto her back again and pulling her legs up to give me access. I dive into her crotch, my mouth open wide over her hole, my tongue boring deep inside her moist channel. Then, sensing her need, I fix on the fat little clitoris, tonguing it and gently massaging it back and forth between my lips. Jayne groans loudly and rocks her knees back and forth and I keep it up, now using the flat of my tongue to provide a wet caress across the entire surface of her nubbin.

		"Unghhhhh," she cries, "don't stop, don't you dare stop, you sweet little BITCH!!!"

		I don't stop. I maintain my oral assault on her frantic nerve endings while pushing two fingers deep into her throbbing cunt, pushing up to search for her G-spot. A few rhythmic thrusts and some lightning-fast tongue flicks finally do it. Jayne's hips come high off the bed, straining and trembling hard into my mouth. I feel an extra surge of liquid in my mouth and she's there, spasms moving delightfully through her as cries of ecstasy fill the room.

		I stay on her and in her as she rides through her orgasm, then continue to lick her tenderly as she comes down. Her hips return to those lazy pumping motions and keep going that way for some time as I lick her clean. Finally, she is done, pushing my head gently but firmly away from her. We both lay there for some time, she on the bed, me between her legs, my cheek resting against her thigh. As we bask in the afterglow of our love session, she compliments me on my skills, and I feel a warm rush of satisfaction that I was able to please her so well.

		By now it was obvious by our sticky sweaty bodies it was time to take a shower or bath, maybe both. Jayne stirred to get up, and I could see she had her attention on more than the shower.

		"Uh no." Jayne said. She looked passed me at the bed. "My dildo. Would you do me a favor and put it on, come in here and butt-fuck me till my brains melt?"

		I just stared at her for a second. Hearing something like that coming out of such a nice face was a little disorienting. But then I realized I would love nothing better than to do this particular favor for her.

		I turned, went to the bed, got the dildo, stepped into it and started to cinch it up tight. With a little help from Jayne. Then I got in the shower with her and Jayne handed me back her little squeeze bottle of lubricant and leaned forward against the wall with her cute tushy jutting. With the shower and steam and everything still filling the stall and tub, I smeared lube between her cheeks, got some on the tip of the dildo, then stepped closer and got the thing centered on her anus. I was just about to push into her when she pushed herself back and took just about half of the thing inside her on the first try. I was impressed!

		Then the fever took over and I took her by the hips and started to screw her delightfully sexy butt. She started to respond right away, and the more she moaned and clawed at the tiles, and wriggled her ass, the faster I rammed that thing in and out! She spread her feet as wide as possible in that narrow tub and I stepped up closer, feet together and pelvis humming with excitement; it was like ripples inside me.

		I loved fucking her like that! It was a joy to see and hear how she responded, to see the incredible contrast between the color of the shaft and the relative pinkness of her rump, but also the closeness of it all; the closeness and intimacy we shared. I was in her ass, and maybe later, after a quick rinse off in the steaming shower water, I'd slip it up her cunt and fuck her, again, till she really did pass out. I wanted that. I wanted to please her in the most complete and ultimate way I could--just because it was her, and she deserved it.

		Then water even hotter than the shower water streamed down over my feet and the shock of it, the surprise of knowing what it might be, got me so excited I reached down and around Jayne's front and slipped my fingers between her thighs.

		Hot, fresh pee--directly from the 'tap.' She was gasping and writhing against the shower wall, out of control from the ass-reaming I was giving her, and now she'd just gotten to a new level of release--just as I did sometimes while alone in the shower.

		Complete submission to the pleasure.

		I quickly brought my fingers to my lips and licked the wetness off. Even with the steam and mist diluting everything, I knew what it was. She'd just pissed herself at the height of climax, and to me at least, that was among the sexiest things I'd ever been witness to. I went on screwing her and reached down again, this time finding her clit and diddling it. Her body went stiff and solid. She gasped and seemed to shiver, and I pushed the dildo in, made circles with her clit, and then another gush of hot piss water wet my knuckles. Wanting more than a near miss, I cupped my whole hand under her and caught her next explosion, then lifted that water up to my mouth and sipped it.

		Jayne felt what I was doing. She turned her head and pursed her lips toward the palm of my hand, and I gave her a sip of her own piss. She shivered, and then I poured the rest down over her shoulder and started to massage it in while I went back to pounding her.

		Twenty minutes later Jayne was sliding down the tiles, nearly unconscious. I held her even as her knees turned to rubber, and gently pulled the dildo out of her well-stretched ass-hole as I brought the both of us down to the floor of the tub. I left the water raining down and got her turned around. She was panting, looking like she'd just done the 100 meter sprint, but saw me and smiled wearily.

		After the interlude in the shower, Jayne and I spent the rest of the day in bed. She worked that night at the bar, and I spent the night again in her bed. The next day, I had to leave. She held me against her and kissed me softly.

		"Gabby-girl, I want you to know you're always welcome here. I don't want ya to think you have to return jus' for me though. You have a job waitin' for ya and a long life to live."

		I looked at her questioningly.

		"Jus' go girl. You'll understand later. You'll always be my Phantom Lover."

		I went. I ended up not getting the job but was given a position in another state. I moved and was never able to return to the Isis Pub and Inn. Jayne was my first and she'll have a special place with me forever. She helped me discover my true self and because of her, I was able to lead a full, true life of complete happiness.

		END
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