Part 6:  Two’s Company…(continued)
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I awoke and glanced at the clock next to my bed – it was 7:55.  She was snuggled up against my back, her legs curled up under me.  She felt warm and soft against me.  I slipped out from under her arm, quietly got out of bed, went into the bathroom and closed the door.  I pulled up my white satin night gown and sat on the toilet.  As my pee flowed out of me and trickled into the water I noticed how matted my dark pubic hair was – I had soaked myself last night when she gave me that terrific climax with her hand.  She had left her husband to come to my bed – with his permission.  She had told her husband about our relationship, and he was not only OK with it, but even suggested that she sleep with me last night.  
I was a little uncomfortable about him knowing – it was as if someone had been able to peek into my private world.  Also, besides Meredith, he was the only person who knew that I was bi-sexual – a fact that I had just come to realize a day ago.  I was very much in love with my husband, but I was also very much in love with Meredith.  The realization startled me and confused me.  Was I losing track of who the real me was or was I just discovering the real me?   Because of knowing about my b-sexuality, Meredith and Todd knew me more intimately than my husband did.  I had kept my growing obsession with sex and my private fantasy life a secret from my husband, but this was even bigger than that.  I don’t think he would ever understand or approve.  And yet, by keeping all of this a secret I was really lying to him – and being unfaithful to him.  But I was really enjoying myself – especially when it came to making love with Meredith.  She was a wonderful lover!  Okay, I said to myself, quit analyzing all of this and just enjoy yourself - enjoy this weekend with your woman lover.  I wiped myself, flushed, and went to the mirror to comb my tangled hair.  I headed back to bed.  
Meredith had rolled over onto her other side facing away from me.  Her breathing was steady and deep – she must still be sleeping.  I crawled silently back into bed, pulled the covers up around me, and then snuggled up against Meredith’s back.  She was still naked from the night before – in fact, she had arrived naked – no robe – nothing.  I felt her warm softness through my nightgown.  I put my face into her dark blonde hair and let her smell permeate my nostrils.  She smelled so sexy – so fresh and clean, but so womanly.  I moved slightly so that my lips were against her neck.  I opened my mouth and tasted her skin – she tasted just a little bitter – probably from her perfume.  I let my hand rest gently on her hip.  Then I caressed it and let it slide down her thigh.  Her skin was firm, yet soft and smooth.  She stirred slightly and uttered a soft “Mmmmmmm”.    I brought my hand up and cupped her breast.  I squeezed it very gently - It felt warm and firm – like a soft freshly baked roll.  I continued to gently squeeze her breast – I felt her nipple stiffen – pushing out against my palm.  I took it between my two fingers and squeezed it very gently.  “Mmmmmmm” she responded again.  I became aware that my hips were beginning to move slightly – back and forth.  I was getting turned on in that wonderful, gentle, warm early morning way.  
She wiggled slightly and pushed back against me - her ass pushing into my sex.  For a moment I wished I had a penis so that she could feel my hardness – so that I could place it at her opening and push up into her.  I loved it when my husband did that to me – I wanted to do it to her.  I continued to lick her neck and down into the place where her neck met her shoulder.  She began to rub her ass against me.    I let go of her breast and let my hand glide down her body.  I went down and around her ass and came up under her between her cheeks from the back.  I could feel her pubic hair – it felt soft and a little wet against my hand.  I reached with a finger and found her now very wet and slippery hole.  I inserted one finger, then a second.  I let them rest inside of her.  She began to squeeze my fingers using her Kegel muscles.  I was amazed at how tight she could squeeze me.  I removed my fingers and slid further back until I felt her little puckered hole.  With her wetness still on my fingers I began to circle my fingers around the outside of her hole.  I felt her muscles twitch just slightly.  “Ohhhhhhh” she uttered.

She rolled over to face me – she had a soft smile on her sleepy face.  She kissed me and pulled me tight against her.  Our bodies caressed each other’s – our breasts pressed together – I could feel that her long pointed nipples were very stiff.  “Good morning, my love”, she said tenderly. “You sure know how to wake a girl up!”  “You are so beautiful – I just had to touch you and feel you and taste you,” I almost whispered.  
Suddenly she sat up.  “Come with me”, she ordered.  I didn’t want to get up – I wanted to finish what I had started, but before I could object, she crawled over me and headed for the bathroom.  I rolled over and followed her.  She entered the large shower area, going in the entrance that turned into a small room.  The shower room had a rock wall with several shower heads at different levels.  She turned it on and felt the water for the proper temperature.  When she was satisfied she stepped into the center where her body was drenched with water coming from several places.  She reached out, took my hand, and pulled me in with her.  The water was warm and felt so good on my body.  She pulled me to her and kissed me, her mouth opening in a passionate kiss.  We rubbed our wet bodies all over each other.  She took a bar of soap and began to lather my back while our fronts rubbed together.  After putting the soap down, she rubbed the lather all over my back and down to my ass.  She took her fingers and began to wash around my small puckered hole, finally pushing a finger up inside me.  “Ooooo!” I exclaimed as I jumped.  But it felt good to have her finger up me.  She fingered me for a few minutes and then turned me around.  She grabbed the soap again and lathered my front, spending an extra amount of time lathering my breasts.  The slipperiness of the soap felt so sexy!  Then she took one hand and began to lather my pubic hair.  She let her fingers slide down my crack and then she put two fingers up inside my vagina.  She found my G-spot and began to massage it.  My knees went slack and I almost fell, but she held me tight against her with her other arm.  Then she brought her fingers out and up my slit until she reached my clit.  She began to rub it firmly and with a steady rhythm.  I threw my head back onto her shoulder and reaching back, I clutched her thighs.  I held on as the pleasure spread all over my body, finally exploding in a wrenching climax.  As it passed, she turned me so that I was in the warm shower spray and began to softly rub me all over, rinsing the soap that was still left on my skin.  I turned around and hugged her, kissing her passionately with my lips and tongue.  As I kissed her I let my fingers stray down her body until I reached her pubic hair.  I went up under her and found her very wet slit.  I followed it up until I felt the hard little pebble that was her clit.  I began to rub it.  This time it was her turn to clutch my body and hold on.  In just a few seconds she began to moan into my lips which were still locked on hers. She threw her head back and let out a deep scream followed by sharp moaning sounds.  She rubbed her body furiously against mine.  I continued to rub her clit until she quieted.  As she became still I held her and rubbed her back and her ass.  We kissed again, a long passionate kiss.  “Wow’, she said, “I love waking up with you – you make me feel so good!”  “You too”, I said, “I’ve never felt anything like the way you make me feel!”  “Let’s finish our showers and get something to eat.  All this physical stuff has made me really hungry!”  We shampooed our hair and she finished washing herself – she had already done a great job of washing me.

After we dried ourselves, I put on my short cotton robe and she wrapped herself in one of the big bath towels.  Bare footed, we walked to the kitchen.  “Oh yeah – I usually get o have breakfast with one good lookin’ woman, but today I get to have it with two!” Todd said with a big smile.  “Good morning, ladies, how was your evening?”  “Fantastic!” Meredith said enthusiastically.  I felt myself blushing – I couldn’t look at Todd – I was embarrassed knowing that he knew.  Meredith went over to him, gave him a big hug and kissed him.  His hands undid her towel and he began to fondle her bare ass.  “Ooo”, she exclaimed, “I guess you missed me last night!”  He pulled her tight against his crotch.  “I sure did!” he said.  “Well cool it, big guy – we have company!” she said with a laugh.  I blushed again.  He let her go and she rewound her towel around her body.  As she stepped away from him I noticed a large bulge in his pants.

Todd had fixed waffles, juice and coffee for us.  We ate like we hadn’t eaten in a month!  The three of us chatted in the same warm and friendly way that we did last night.  Todd was wearing a bathing suit and a tee shirt with moccasins on his feet.  He had a wonderful body, long and lean.  When he hugged me last night to say good-night I felt how hard his body was.  He was in marvelous shape.  He told us that he had gassed the boat and gotten it ready for us to use today.  He had an eleven o’clock tee time with his buddies.

After breakfast he changed his clothes and left.  Meredith and I went and dressed also.  I put on a pair of khaki shorts, a white polo shirt and tennis shoes with my sweatshirt tied around my waist.  He had told us that it was still a little chilly outside, but it was a beautiful October morning.  The sky was clear and the sun was warm – a perfect day for boating.   We loaded two small coolers with our lunch and some drinks.  I untied the roaps and Meredith eased the beautiful boat away from the dock - she was obviously an experienced boater.  The engines roared to life as she pushed the throttles forward.  The boat gracefully came up to plane as it cut easily through the water.  The lake was smooth as glass.  There were very only a few boats on the lake, probably because it was fairly late in the year for boating. 

We cruised along the shore looking at some of the fantastic homes  – many were permanent homes, others were vacation homes – but most were easily worth a million dollars or more Meredith told me.  I told her that I still thought her home was one of the prettiest homes I had seen.  She headed away from the shore and turned north, heading toward Lake Norman State Park.  We eased into a narrow bay that was totally surrounded by trees – their leaves full of orange, yellow and red fall colors.  She pulled way up into the cove and shut off the engines.  It became very quiet and still – we could hear only the sound of the breeze in the trees and the birds.  Occasionally there was the lapping sound of small waves slapping the sides of the boat.  The boat rocked gently.  

She went below and handed the coolers up to me.  Then she handed me a chilled bottle of white wine and two glasses.  We set our lunch on the small table just behind the helm, poured out the wine and began to eat the marvelous lunch she had prepared for us.  We chatted intimately the whole time, enjoying each other’s company.   She told me how much she enjoyed teaching because she loved children and helping them to learn was very satisfying to her.  I asked her why she and Todd had never had any children.  She told me that Todd had suffered from pneumonia when he was a small child and the high fever had made him sterile.  They decided not to adopt, but rather to focus their marriage on each other.  Sexually, though, he was still fully functional.  She told me that he could still ejaculate – great quantities, she said with a smile.  
“I told you about Todd and me attending the Tantra session in New York.  Well, one of the practices that he has chosen to embrace is to delay his orgasms.   The teaching is that a man doesn’t have to ejaculate every time he makes love.  By not ejaculating he can build his energy level and focus it on wherever he wants to put it – like on his business.  Todd believes that he has been so successful because he uses this technique.  We’ve probably made love 10 times in the last two weeks and he hasn’t allowed himself to cum yet!”  “Wow!’ I said.  “How does he do that?  My husband has to finish every time even though sometimes it takes him a while.  And when my husband was younger he could get really ornery if he didn’t get off regularly.”  “Todd just gets kind of hyper with all his pent up energy.  But ot’s frustrating for me, sometimes, because I love to feel him cum inside of me.  When he does decide to cum, though – wow – he puts out more cum than I ever thought was possible.  It just keeps squirting out of him in great quantities.  Sometimes he asks me to massage his sacred spot - and then when he cums it feels so good to him that he actually passes out.  “What’s his ‘sacred spot’?  I’ve never heard of that,” I asked her.  “It’s sort of like our G spot – but it’s actually his prostate gland.  I can rub a spot about half way between his balls and his asshole and he’ll feel it, but it’s more effective if I rub it by putting my finger in his ass.  We also have a tiny dildo device that produces a very low voltage current.  If I put that in his ass and touch his sacred spot, it sends him through the roof with pleasure and it increases his load even more.”  “I would love to see that!”  I said enthusiastically.  Meredith just smiled at me.  This conversation had started my motor running – I was soaking wet and my pussy felt swollen.  I wished I or Meredith could do something about it!
After we finished eating we cleaned up our lunch dishes.  She poured each of us a fresh glass of wine.   “This is the cove where I usually sunbathe in the nude,” she said matter-of-factly.  “Would you like to join me?”  “Is it private enough for that?” I asked with hesitation.  “I’ve been doing it here for a long time and I’ve never even seen anyone on land.  And there’s a code among boaters – if someone is anchored in a cove, you don’t go in there or bother them.”  She stood up and began to undress.  I watched her slip out of her clothes, finally unhooking her bra and stepping out of her panties.  Once again, I drank in the loveliness of her body – she was beautiful!  I noticed that her long pointed nipples got very stiff as the fresh warm air hit them.  It gave me a twinge in my crotch.  She moved to the sun platform on the bow deck of the boat, spread out her large beach towel, and lay down on her back.  Her breasts were firm enough that they didn’t just flop to the side but held their shape.  
I love to be naked outside, so I decided to join her.  I stripped off my clothes – my panties stuck to my pussy lips because of my wetness.  Once I was naked I could feel the warm air on my skin.  I felt wonderful!  Being naked outside always makes me feel sexy, and I felt even more moisture forming between my legs.  I joined her on the platform, spread out my towel, and lay down beside her.  The warm sun felt wonderful on my body.  I spread my legs a little and let the breeze caress my pussy – it felt so sensuous!  She took my hand in hers and held it while we continued chatting.
“I wish I could get my husband interested in Tantra,” I said to her.  “It seems like it has added a lot to your sex life.”  “Wow, it sure has!” she said.  “The course taught us how to really bring out the sexual energy in each other.  But it’s not just learning sexy positions and techniques to use on each other.  It has a spiritual dimension to it.  You’re encouraged to bring your God, however you define God, with you into your bedroom.  In other words, you are encouraged to allow your sex to be spiritual as well as physical.  In Tantra I am his goddess and he is my god – we bond spiritually as well as physically.  It is so sexy to be worshipped by your lover!  And Tantra also encourages us to be who we really are – no pretenses – to let my little girl or his little boy come out and play.  Our sex has become a safe, warm, fun and very pleasurable place for each of us.  It taught us how to have mind-blowing sex, because it showed us how to have orgasms that are spiritual as well as physical.”  She turned her head toward me and said quietly, “I could tell from the moment I met you that you are a woman who loves with her spirit as well as her body, and you’ve proven that every time that we’ve made love.  You’ve given me such great pleasure by giving me all that you have to give – body and spirit.”  “You are so easy to love and to make love to,” I said.  “I’m so glad that I’ve been able to give you pleasure.  I can’t tell you what wonderful pleasure you’ve given me – I’ve never experienced anybody like you before.”  

I hesitated before asking, “Would you share more of your Tantra with me?  I’m intrigued by not only what you’ve told me but what you have given me when we’ve made love.”  “I would love to show you more.  I’ve got a couple of secrets back at the house that I haven’t showed you yet.  When we get home I’ll share them with you.”  My heart skipped a beat – now I was really curious – what kind of secrets could she possibly have back at her lake house?  I asked her.  “Just wait – I’ll show you when we get home,” she said with a chuckle.

I thought we would make love outside on her boat – or at least on the bed in the boat’s cabin, but to my great disappointment we didn’t.  When I rolled over to kiss her and began to make love to her she asked me to wait – wait until we got home.  I was so turned on I really didn’t think I could wait.  But she reassured me that it would be worth waiting for.  My mind and my body was about to explode from curiosity!

** Continued in Part 7:  …Three’s a Menage a` Trois!**

