Part 3 - My Fantasy Becomes Reality
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The weekend turned out to be wonderful!  My husband and I made love five times from Friday night until before we went to sleep Sunday night.  That’s more than we had done for the last 3 months!  It was hard getting up Monday morning – my body ached from the stress and strain of sex on my unused muscles – but it was a wonderful ache!  I noticed my husband was moving very slowly – I’ll bet his body ached, too!
I was looking forward to this week.  Monday I had my regular schedule of classes, but Tuesday through Thursday I was scheduled to go to a Language Arts teacher conference in Asheville.  My reservations were confirmed at the Grove Park Inn where the conference was being held.  I loved that old hotel – it was so classy!  I knew I would have a roommate, and since I was the only person going from my school, I probably wouldn’t know her.  But that was OK with me as long as she was nice and respected my privacy.
I got up early Tuesday and drove to Asheville.  My mind wandered as I drove – my obsession was dominating my thoughts.  I had considered my close friends and other women that I knew through my school and other areas of my life as possible partners in my search for a woman to have sex with, but perhaps because of their real life connection to me I couldn’t imagine how I could ever become involved with one of them.  And, frankly, I really wasn’t sexually attracted to any of them.  I discovered that I did feel sexual attraction to other women, however.  I found myself fantasizing about women that I came in contact with or just saw in public places.  Julie, for instance, the waitress at our club - she was probably in her middle 30’s, blonde, very petite but with a great body.  I admired her slender and shapely legs.  I found myself staring at her when I was in the dining room and had fantasized about her when I was ‘doing myself’.   But in reality, I knew she was married and had a child, so I knew that my fantasy had little chance of becoming reality.

I reached Asheville and found the road to the Grove Park inn.  I drove up the curvy street to the beautiful old hotel, dropped my bags with the bellman, and parked my car.  After checking in I followed the bellman to my room.  It was in the old original section of the hotel – my favorite rooms!  They reminded me of rooms in a very luxurious lodge with the high ceilings and the oak furniture.  I tipped the bellman and began to unpack my stuff.  I always unpack and put my things in drawers or on hangers – I hate to live out of a suitcase!   
I sat at the desk and browsed through my packet of material that the conference leaders had sent me.  The soft click of the card entry lock on the door startled me.  The door swung open and an attractive blonde woman, probably in her middle forties walked in carrying her hanging bag and a brief case.  She wore tailored grey slacks and a white blouse which enhanced her slender build.  She had a great figure – very feminine with a generous bust.  Her hair was shoulder length and drawn back behind her ears – the style of so many women in the teaching profession.  
“Hi – I’m Meredith’, she said cheerfully.  She stuck out her hand.  I stood up and gave her a firm handshake.  Her hand was soft and cool.  She was just a little shorter than me, about five foot two or three.
“Hi – I’m Emma.  I guess were roommates for the next few days.  It’s great to meet you, Meredith”.

“It’s nice to meet you, too, Emma.  I love the name Emma – it’s so classy and old fashioned.  Were you named for a relative?”

”Not that I know of.  My mother never told me where my name came from.”  She had gorgeous eyes!  They were a very light purple in the center with a dark ring around the outside of her pupils.  I never saw eyes like hers - I couldn’t help but to stare into them.   I was close enough to her to smell her delightful perfume.  It was sweet and spicy and sensuous.  She smiled a wonderful warm smile and spoke softly to me.
“You have the deepest, darkest brown eyes I have ever seen!  They’re beautiful!”

I laughed softly.  “Funny you should say that!  I was just admiring your eyes.  They are so beautiful – I’ve never seen eyes like yours – they are fascinating!”  She was still holding my hand, softly, and had put her other hand on top of our clenched hands.  I had to suppress an urge to reach out and hug her against me – to feel her soft body against mine.
Oh my God, I thought, don’t let your fantasies get started – cool your burners, Girl!

I shuddered slightly as I stepped away from her.  We continued to chat while she settled herself in.  It was getting close to the time for our first session, so we left the room to walk together to the conference center.  During the sessions I was constantly allowing myself to be distracted by Meredith’s presence on my left.  Neither of us knew anyone at the conference, so we had chosen to sit together.  The soft aroma of her very sensual perfume was part of my distraction.  I became aware that I was moist between my legs.  That caused me concern – I can get very wet, and it might show through my slacks.  I was thankful for the dark navy blue color of them – it would make my wetness not as visible.  I thought about going to the lady’s room and getting myself off, but I decided to try to concentrate on the subject at hand and put my sexual thoughts aside.  At the end of the day our group gathered in a private dining room for dinner.  They had a beer and wine cash bar set up for us.  Meredith and I found that we had a taste for nice red wine in common.  We chatted while we drank a glass and then got another to take to the table.  We were becoming very close friends.  I’m a very outgoing person so that wasn’t unusual for me - I make friends very easily.  My husband often jokes that when I meet new people I come away with new best friends.  But this was different somehow.  We seemed to be becoming intimate – we stood close together when we talked – we talked softly to each other – we seemed to be sharing little private secrets that no one else knew about – all this in the few hours since I first met her. 
After dinner we walked to the bar, got another glass of wine, and went to the huge porch to sit in those great wooden rockers and watch the sun go down.  I told her about my family, that we were empty nesters and that my husband was extremely involved with his business.  I also shared about my alone time and how it allowed my mind to wander into mischievous places.   She asked me about those places – I hesitated for a minute but I felt so very comfortable with her that I told her about my obsession with sex and how it was growing as I got older.
“To be honest with you,” she said, “I’ve had the same inclination.  Fortunately my husband is going that same direction, too.  It’s too bad you can’t share that more with your husband.”

“I know, but he’s so involved with his business and I’m sure his age has a lot to do with it, too.    It’s great that you and your husband are at least on the same track.”  
“Oh yes, we have a terrific sex life together.  A couple of years ago we began to explore Tantra.  It’s brought a whole new dimension to it.  Have you ever heard of it?”

I told her that I had heard about it and had even explored it some on the internet.  I had even printed some information about it and showed it to my husband.  He showed some curiosity about it, but not enough to explore it further.   She explained that she and her husband had gone to New York City to a weekend Tantric group session.

“The sex we had over that weekend was the best we had ever had!” she said, “but it got even better as we continued to practice it.  Now we make love several times a week, and each time it is a mind-blowing experience!”

“Did you actually have sex with a group in New York?”
“We sure did – not with other people, just with each other, but with other people present.  We did some activities with the women and men in separate groups, and we were totally naked.  It was pretty disconcerting at first, but as the weekend went on I got really turned on by it.  I guess I’m a bit of a voyeur,” she chuckled.

“Wow!  That really sounds exciting!  I don’t know how I would do in a group, though.  I love to be naked, especially outside – it’s so free feeling!  We have a fenced in back yard and I have the chance to sunbathe in the nude whenever I want to.  But I don’t especially want other people to see me – except my husband, of course.”

“Well, I certainly hope it’s not because you’re ashamed of your body - from what I can see, you have a great figure!   You look like a woman in her early forties, not early fifties.”
“Thanks!  No, I’m not ashamed of my body.  I guess it’s that I think I would feel so vulnerable to be naked in front of anyone, especially people I know.  I guess I associate nakedness with intimacy since the only person who has ever seen me totally naked is my husband, and that’s when we’re having sex.  Of course, sometimes I romp around the house nude and he sees me then, too.”

“I’m surprised he doesn’t jump you on the spot!” she said with a giggle – I think the wine was getting to us.  “Well,” she said as she stood up.  “I think I’ll go up to the room and relax for a while.  I’ve been in these clothes since early this morning and I’d like to put on something more comfortable.  Anyway, we’ve got some work to do for tomorrow’s session.  What do you think – should we do it together?”

“Sure – I’d like to change, too.  I might even take a shower.  Maybe we can watch some TV after we finish our work.”

We went to the bar and got another glass of wine to take up with us.  Once in the room I went in the bathroom and set my wine down on the counter.  I closed the door and began to undress to take a shower.  I removed my clothes, and as I removed my panties I realized how wet I was.  All this talk about sex and with the wine, I was really turned on.  And being with Meredith – what a warm, nice, sensuous woman!   God, I’d love to see her naked, touch her soft body, hold her naked body against my naked body – to kiss her – to make love to her!  What the hell was I thinking?  Even if she was open to us making love, I wouldn’t have the slightest idea of how to do it – how to even start.  Anyway, she’s happily married and her husband apparently takes good care of her sexually. 
I turned the shower on, adjusted the temperature, and stepped in.  As the warm water washed over me I took my breasts in my hands and felt them.  They were still fairly firm.  I rubbed my palms over my nipples – they were as stiff as pebbles.  I pinched them gently between my fingers – that sent a twinge to my crotch.  I ran one hand down my belly, through my thick pubic hair, and ran a couple of fingers along my slit.  I was very slick.  I inserted two fingers into my pussy and felt for my G-spot.  As I pushed against it my legs went limp and I almost fell.  I grabbed the handle in the shower and thumped against the shower wall.  

“Are you OK in there?”  Meredith had opened the door a crack and shouted in to me.  “Yeah, I’m fine.  I guess I got a little too relaxed and almost fell!”  “Well, be careful.  When you’re done I think I’ll take a shower, too.”  “OK – I’ll be out in just a minute.”

I thought I had better stop messing with my body and finish my shower.  I didn’t wash my hair, but soaped myself down and rinsed off.  I shut off the shower, grabbed my towel to dry off, and put on my short white cotton robe.  I took a sip of wine while I combed my hair.  I opened my robe and looked at my body in the mirror.  Not bad for an old lady, I thought to myself, not bad at all!
I tied my robe closed and took my wine with me into the room.  As I stepped into the room I saw Meredith heading for the bathroom.  She was totally naked!  I just caught a glimpse of her full breasts, but got a few seconds to look at her from behind as she entered the bathroom.  She had a beautiful slender body with a wonderful ass and legs.  She obviously worked out.  She didn’t close the door tightly and said to me as she turned on the shower, “I hope you don’t mind my being naked.  My husband and I are usually naked together at home in the evening.  We’re sort of ‘domestic nudists’ I guess you could say.  Why don’t you try it?  You said you liked being naked but were concerned about being naked with someone besides your husband.  Try it with me – I won’t bite!”  She laughed out loud as she got into the shower.

I couldn’t believe my eyes and my ears.  I had a nervous knot in my stomach!  What the hell was I so nervous about?  This wonderful woman had just invited me to be naked with her – I did want to see her naked body and I’m proud of my body, too.  Why not?  I took off my robe and went and sat in the upholstered chair.  I grabbed our assignment and tried to read it but my hands were shaking and my stomach was still all knotted up.  I downed my wine in one gulp.  My mind was in a whirl – I was so anxious for her to come out of the shower, but I was so nervous about sitting here in the nude.  Finally the shower stopped and I heard her drying off.  The bathroom door opened and she stepped into the room totally naked, carrying her empty wine glass.  
I stared at her body – I couldn’t help myself - she was beautiful!  Her breasts were full but with almost no sag.  Her pink nipples were fairly small but very long – they almost came to a point.  He skin was flawless – it had a creamy glow to it.  Her belly was just slightly rounded – like those on a Greek statue, and below her belly was a full light brown bush with just a touch of pink showing from below.  Her thighs looked firm and dropped smoothly to her perfectly formed knees.  Her lower legs tapered gently to her feet.  I felt my pussy twitch and I could feel the wetness beginning to flow.  I’m going to mess up this chair, I thought to myself.

“So, you decided to take me up on my offer – you are an absolutely gorgeous woman!’ she said with a warm smile.  “And I see that you aren’t going with the ‘shave it all off’ crowd – good for you!  I think shaved women looked like plucked turkeys, especially if they don’t shave every couple of days.”

I laughed nervously.  “You are so right - and it must itch like crazy!  I remember when they shaved me when my kids were born – it itched for weeks until it grew back.”

She sat in the chair across from me.  My heart was pounding in my chest and I felt a little light headed – it must have been the wine.  I couldn’t take my eyes off of her wonderful body – she looked so sensuous in the soft light in the room.  I noticed that she was looking very intently at me – not hiding the fact that she was devouring my body with her eyes.  I could feel my wetness spilling out of me onto the chair – I didn’t know what to do about it.  I should go get a towel, but I didn’t want her to know how turned on I was getting.  I could feel the electricity in the room – I know my face was flushed.  Suddenly, she took her hand and began to comb her fingers through her pubic hair.  “My husband loves my bush – he says it really turns him on,” she said softly.

“My husband says the same thing about mine.”  My voice cracked a little when I spoke – I wished that were my hand.  She continued combing through her hair, and then took one of her fingers and rubbed down her slit.  Her finger curled and the end slipped into her pussy.  “Oooo!” she purred softly.  Suddenly she stood up.  “Let me get us some towels to sit on – we don’t want to get these chairs all wet.”  She went into the bathroom.  My heart came up into my mouth – I knew where this was going and I was afraid but also very anxious!

She returned carrying two hand towels.  She first put a towel on her chair and then came over to me. “Here.  Stand up and let me put this on your chair.”    I stood up and she reached around me and placed a towel on my chair, brushing my thigh with her arm.  As she straightened up she turned toward me standing right in front of me and took my head gently into her hands, one hand on each side of my head with her fingers slipping tenderly into my hair.  Her hands felt warm on my face.  I closed my eyes.  She leaned forward and let her lips lightly brush mine.  She then brushed them a little more firmly and stepped up very close to me, so close that our nipples touched.  An electric shock surged through me body – I groaned softly.  Still holding my head she began to kiss me in earnest until I felt the gentle touch of her tongue on my lips.  I opened my mouth a little and felt her tongue enter just slightly.  It circled my mouth just inside my lips.  As she continued to kiss me, her hands left the sides of my face and stroked gently down my neck, over my shoulders, around to my back, and down to my ass.  She cupped my ass with her hands and pulled me into her.  I felt the incredible softness of her body against my body – felt her stiff pointed nipples push into my breast.  I could feel our pussy hair crushing together as she pressed her groin into mine.  I reached around her and stroked her lower back.  Her skin felt incredible!  It was so smooth and soft and warm.  I let my hands drift to her ass and stroked it.  I returned her kisses with passion, letting my tongue explore her mouth while hers explored mine.  We were both breathing heavily through our noses.  I began to play with her ass, squeezing her cheeks, exploring her incredibly warm crack with my fingertips.  She slowly rubbed her body back and forth against mine – rubbing our breasts and nipples together.  She pulled her lips away from mine and began to kiss and lick my neck and my shoulder.  “Oh Emma!  You feel so good!  You taste so good!  I just want to devour you!” She spoke softly as she continued to hold me and lick and kiss my body.  

“Meredith, Meredith,” I whispered with tears forming in my eyes and my body rubbing sensuously against hers. “I’ve found you – I’ve been searching for you and now I’ve found you.  You’re my first – show me how to love you.”
Silently, she moved slowly around my body, never breaking contact with me, until she was behind me.  She brought her hands up and cupped my breasts from underneath.  She began kissing and licking my neck and shoulders again.  She kneaded my breasts, then brought her hands so that my nipples were between her fingers.  She began to gently squeeze my nipples while she continued to knead my breasts.  I had leaned back against her and began to groan softly – the pleasure was overcoming me.  She continued to hold one of my breasts with one hand while her other moved down my front, over my belly.  I jerked slightly as her fingers began to trace through my bush.  Her fingers explored me until she found my crack.  “My God, you are so wet!  I’ve never felt so much before!”

“I know, it’s my joy and my curse – I get so wet when I get turned on.  The more turned on I get the wetter I get.”  Her finger began to trace up and down my slit until it passed over my very swollen clit.  “OOHHH!!”  I groaned as the pleasure shot up through my entire body.  I almost came.  My knees began to buckle, but she held me tightly.
“We better go lie down” she whispered in my ear.  She took her arms from around me and went over to the bed.  She grabbed the spread, blanket, and top sheet and swept them all the way down the bed leaving just the bottom sheet and the pillows.  She reached out for my hand and pulled me willingly to the bed.  She had me lie down, close to the edge.  She continued to stand.  She leaned down until her nipples brushed mine and kissed me deeply, running her tongue around the inside of my lips.  I reached out and put my arms around her, running my hands up into her hair.  Her lips left my lips and she kissed the front of my neck, all over my chest until her lips encircled my nipple.  I pulled at her, trying to get my whole breast in her mouth.  She sucked my nipple in and began running her tongue all over the tip.  The pleasure was excruciating!  She continued to suckle my nipple while her other hand began to explore my pussy.  Her lips then began to move down my body – kissing and licking as she went.  They passed over my belly until I felt her brush her lips gently in my pubic hair.  

I felt her insert a finger into me.  She curled it, searching for my G-spot.  She found it and began to massage it gently while her thumb was somehow massaging my pussy lips.  Then her tongue began to lick along my slit until it struck my clit.  She brushed it gently with her tongue and then began to lick it in earnest.  I went crazy – calling out her name – arching my back – pulling at her body!  She continued her assault and then the explosion hit – I screamed – thrashed around on the bed – tore my fingers into the sheet – and it just kept exploding!  It began to subside slowly while my body continued to twitch and heave.  Her lips and tongue left me and complete calm came over me.  I could feel her hands gently stroking my belly, my crotch, my thighs – as if she was trying to soothe me.  My body wouldn’t move.  I had never felt anything like that before – it was the most incredible pleasure I had ever known.  I slowly opened my eyes.  This beautiful woman was softly smiling at me.
“Hi!” she said quietly.  “It seemed as if you enjoyed that!”

“My God – I have never experience anything like that before!’ I said weakly while gently stroking her arm.  “You sent me into a different world!”

“That world, darling Emma, is made of love, and passion, and lust, and a little Tantra – I’m really glad you liked it.  “Like isn’t the word – I don’t even know what word could possibly describe how you just made me feel.  Please – show me how to love you like that!” I said trying to sit up.

“I’ll get my turn in a minute – you just lie still and enjoy the afterglow.  That’s all part of the pleasure.”  She was sitting on the bed next to me.  She continued gently stroking my belly, all around my crotch, and my thighs.  She was right – my body did feel as if it were glowing.  Every nerve ending seemed alive and yet I felt an inner peace and calm that was so pleasant and restful.
“You amazed me – I’ve never seen a woman actually ejaculate before – you really squirted!  Part of what I did to you was to give you a Yoni massage.  Yoni is the Tantric word for all of a woman’s sexual area surrounding her vagina.  That kind of massage is said to make some woman ejaculate when they cum, but I’ve never seen it actually happen before.”
“It’s never happened to me before.  I told you that I’ve always gotten very wet when I’m turned on, but I’ve never squirted before – at least not that I know of.”

“It’s one of your special gifts, Emma – I wish I could experience it.”  

I reached up with my hand and stroked her cheek.  I let my fingers slip into her blonde hair.  “Your special gift is sending me to another world of pleasure!’  I drew her down to me and kissed her fully on the lips.  I let my tongue enter her lips and moved it slowly around the inside of her mouth.  She began to return the kiss with passion.  She was breathing very deeply - I realized that she must still be very turned on.  “Come and lie down with me” I said softly, ending the kiss.

She crawled across me and lay down facing me with her head on her folded arm.  I stroked her cheek, her hair, her neck, her shoulder, and then let my hand slide down to her breast.  I hadn’t really touched her before, and it seemed so strange to be feeling another woman’s breast.  It was exciting – I was about to venture into unknown territory – making love to another woman!  I was nervous – I really didn’t know what to do – perhaps I should just do what I liked having done to myself.  Her breast was firm, much firmer than mine.  Her nipple was very stiff – it stuck out at least a half inch and almost came to a point.  I rubbed my palm over her nipple and then took it between my fingers.  She had closed her eyes and seemed to be just enjoying the moment.  I rolled her gently onto her back and took her other breast in my hand while I leaned over and licked the nipple that I had just released, and then took it into my mouth.  The feeling of it in my mouth was so sexy.  I let my tongue explore it as well as explore around the bumps that surrounded it.  I could feel myself getting very wet again.
“I’m going to love you the way that I like to be loved” I told her.  “Help me to know what you like, too – I want to give you as much pleasure as you gave me.”  

“You’re doing just fine!” she breathed.  “Take me the way that you want to.  Be rough if you want – I love to be taken and used.  You said I was your first – so explore my body – every hill and every valley - touch whatever you want to feel – taste whatever you want to taste – do whatever you want to do - enjoy me and I know I’ll enjoy you.”
What an exciting invitation - the thought of being given permission to explore her and use her as I wanted really turned me on!
**Continued in Part 4:  My Fantasy Becomes Reality (continued)**

