

Thinking of Ellie
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Getting Struck by Eleanor

Sometimes I feel so uninspired.

I was in one of my moods last week so I decided to try something new. I am an artist and when ever I get in a mood I know it is time to try something different. For some reason I picked yoga. It was kind of an accident. I just looked in this little touristy sort of magazine they had in my favorite coffee shop.

I noticed an ad that said “Yoga with Eleanor.” It had a picture of a beautiful black woman with an amazing smile. I guessed that she was Eleanor. I had heard about yoga but I knew nothing about it. It sounded kind of exotic so I went online and signed up for a class the next day. I don’t really have any yoga clothes so I just did the best I could.

When I first saw Eleanor, it was like I was struck by lightning. She was so gorgeous. She was wearing her workout clothes. Her beautiful thick curly was hair pulled back in a black ponytail. It was swaying back and forth with her graceful movements. Her work out outfit accentuated her voluptuous body. I guess she wasn’t that voluptuous but since her work out clothes were so form fitting they accentuated her curves. She had on some pink leggings that literally looked like they were painted on they were so tight. Her light cocoa skin was luminous. She was wearing a lighter pink crop top that really complimented her flat belly. I have always had a thing for belly buttons but hers was exquisite. And she had this little belly ring. It wasn’t really a ring I guess. It was a stud with a little gold ball on each end. It was on the top of her belly button. The bigger ball was inside her belly button and the smaller ball was on top.

Since I had walked in a few minutes late, she gave me an incredibly sparkly smile. It was her smile that pulled me in.

“Hi, welcome. Just put your mat anywhere you can and joins us.”

I found a space near the back and joined in as well as I could.

During the class she had mentioned several times that she went by Ellie even though when I signed up for the class it said “Yoga with Eleanor” I liked the name Ellie better then Eleanor. It was much more appropriate. Ellie is more casual, like she is.

I could feel my heartbeat faster. I tried to follow along on the exercise she was leading but I was too distracted. Watching her body move I was mesmerized. I just couldn’t believe how turned on I got just watching her do her poses. She was just so elegant. I remembered when I was younger I had heard a boy say that watching a woman doing yoga was such a turn on. I never saw it until I saw Ellie doing yoga.

Through out the class she talked about what she was doing, how to do it properly, which part of the body it worked on and more. I really felt I understood the benefits of yoga. I had gone to one class a few years ago but I never went back because I didn’t feel I got much out of it.

I don’t believe in love at first sight but watching Eleanor lead that class almost made me believe it.

It was probably because my first yoga class with her she was focusing on the hips. That meant every pose she did focused on her hips. Which meant my focus was on her hips also. I must have been extra horny that day because I kept picturing her naked. Pushing her hips and butt up and down. Opening her legs and closing her legs. I don’t remember all of the poses she did, but I remember she did the plow, the downward dog and the bridge. The one that really did me in was the “Happy Baby.” I just wanted to jump on her and bury my face between her legs. I would have been happy.

I was wearing light blue legging and was actually getting worried that my excitement might show through my leggings.

I tried to distract myself but I also tried to imagine what her pubic area looked like. And I tried not to imagine! Did she shave or let her pubic hair grow free? I hoped she didn’t shave. That was the way I pictured her. If I look at naked women I always prefer them to have a natural, hairy bush. Not that I ever expected to see her in the nude.

Her top came down to about two inches above her belly button and her shorts came up to about two inches below her belly button. That was an added bonus for me, four inches of her perfectly flat, cocoa colored belly.

Since I had signed up for the course online, I had never actually talked to her. After the class I left right away. I didn’t want to make a fool of myself if my tongue tripped me up trying to talk. I couldn’t believe she had that effect on me. I was kind of embarrassed leaving without even introducing myself but I felt I would be more embarrassed trying to make small talk with her.

When I got to my car I just sat for a moment thinking of her. I was surprised that someone I just met could have that effect on me. I couldn’t help but rub one off. I just touched myself through my yoga outfit thinking if her. I am pretty sure my car windows were dark enough that no one could see what I was doing. I was pretty subtle. I just put my hand in my lap and moved my fingers up and down on my crotch. I was so turned on by watching Ellie it didn’t take me to long to feel the orgasm coming on. I reached my hand inside my shorts for the ending. It was between my panties and the yoga shorts. It was amazing.

When I brought my hand out I sniffed my finger, wondering what Ellie smelled like. By then the windows were totally fogged up. I decided I would never be able to face her and vowed to find another yoga studio.

That was when she called me. I was mortified.

”Hello?” I regretted answering right away.

“Hi, is this Sophie?”

“Yes.”

I couldn’t believe she called me right after I finished “thinking” of her.

“Hi. This is Ellie. The yoga teacher. Was that you in the class today?”

“Yes.”

“Great. I thought it was you. I saw that you had signed up online and since you were the only student I didn’t know, I figured you must be Sophie. I wanted to say ‘Hi’ but you left the studio before I could introduce myself.”

“Yeah. I am sorry. I had to, umm, I had something I had to take care of.” I didn’t tell her I had to rub one off because I was so turned on by her.

“No, no. That’s totally OK. What did you think of the class?”

“Oh, I uh, I really enjoyed it.” I didn’t tell her why I enjoyed it.

“That’s great. Will you be coming again?” I didn’t tell her I already came.

“Yes. I will come back tomorrow.” I wasn’t sure I could face seeing her again but I couldn’t tell her “no” either.

“Great. I will see you then. And please don’t just disappear like today. I want to talk to you. You know, introduce myself proper.”

“OK. We can talk tomorrow.”

I guess I was stuck. I had to go back now.


Ellie’s Belly Button

All the way home I thought of painting Ellie’s belly button. Not putting paint on Ellie’s actual stomach but doing a painting of her belly button. I had an idea of having the belly button itself in the lower left corner and having the side of her body on the right side of the canvas. Up near the top of the canvas you would see the beginning of the swell of her breasts.

It actually didn’t take me long at all to finish it. The canvas I used was only eight by ten inches.

After I was done, I stepped back and looked at it. I really liked it. Often when I finish a painting I am somewhat ambivalent about it. With Ellie’s Belly Button I wasn’t. The name even had a certain catch to it since the first two words rhymed.

I was so inspired I took a picture with my phone and sent it to my agent Sarah. She just sent me a thumbs up.

After I ate dinner I was still so horny I decided to go to bed early. I wanted to spend some time thinking about her. I pictured her doing some of the Yoga poses in the nude. I thought of crawling up between her legs when she was in the happy baby pose and licking her snatch. The image of her with her legs up stuck with me all day until I went to bed. I pictured her in front of me as I held onto her hips and licked. I had never gone down on a woman before but I had an idea of what to do. I hadn’t had a woman eat me out either but a few of my boyfriends had, so I knew how it worked. I fantasized about licking her from her butt hole up to her clitoris. I spent some time on her clit. In my dreams she came pretty quickly. In my mind she came at the same time I did. I had imagined that the fingers fucking my pussy were hers. When I slowly moved my finger up and down on my clitoris I imagined it was her tongue.

When I was done I sniffed my fingers again. It just made me long for the smell of another woman’s pussy on my fingers. I longed to sniff Ellie’s aroma from my fingers. I wanted to smell her as I pushed my face into her womanhood.

It had been way too long since I had been with anyone.


My Two Lesbian Experiences

I've had relationships with a few women, even though I don't consider myself lesbian. But with her I would change my lifestyle.

Well, I say I have had relationships with a few women I might be exaggerating just a bit. When I was in college I kissed my roommate a few times. We never progressed any further than that. Sometimes I look back on that and regret it. Not that I kissed her but that we never got the opportunity to do more.

Several times since then, I thought of her when I pleasured myself. It is one of those decadent fantasies that I feel I shouldn’t take part in but I do anyway.

Then, a few months ago, there was a woman I met in a bar that I fooled around with. I went to a club that was frequented by a lot of lesbians and I met this woman. We flirted a bit then we kind of went into the back of the club and made out. She touched my crotch through my panties. I was wearing a short skirt and she reached up and touched me. It didn’t take long for her to make me come as she kind of tickled my clitoris. I was in heaven. I touched her also but she was wearing jeans so it just wasn’t the same thing. Then the club got pretty busy and she went to the bathroom and she never came back. I did see her with another woman a bit later.

I just went home and frigged myself to oblivion. I don’t know if I ever fucked myself that hard. I wanted to go back to the club but I chickened out. I kind of wanted to see her again but it would be kind of awkward. She probably wouldn’t even remember me anyway.

Ever since then when I rubbed one off I thought of her or sometimes another women I had seen that day. I haven’t fantasized about a guy for several months. And I do fantasize a lot. It happens about every night these days. I am just so horny.


Thinking of Ellie

But after my first yoga class with Eleanor it was her I thought about in my nightly activities. She had touched me once or twice during the class and it sent shivers up and down my body. I am sure it was just an accident. She didn’t touch me in a sexual way or anything she just kind of positioned my body differently if my pose was not perfect. I didn’t mind it. Actually, I kind of liked it.

That night when I got home I imagined doing a work out with her and she moved my body around. Then she said I should do the splits. Since I did a good job doing the splits she gave me a special reward. She pushed me back on the ground and pushed my gym shorts out of the way and licked the crotch of my panties. I pulled the gusset out of the way and she stuck her tongue in as far as she could and wiggled it around. I licked my finger and used it in the place of her tongue. I licked my finger again. I didn’t really think about it until I did it but as I tasted my own passion I realized what I had done. It was kind of like I had crested a hill. I had tasted pussy even if it was my own. I realized I wanted to taste more. I wanted to taste Ellie’s. I licked my fingers a few more time. I told myself I did it just for lubricant but I know I did it to taste myself. To taste my own pussy. Soon I had given up the thought of her licking me. I was just sticking my fingers inside myself to come as quickly and frantically as I could. It was amazing.

As I lay their in afterglow I thought about licking Ellie and her licking me. I slowly stroked my clitoris as I thought about her and just drifted off to sleep.

I must have been thinking of her as I dozed because I am not sure where the fantasy ended and the dreams began but I think I dreamt about her. We were in a pool of water floating on some blow up rafts. We were just floating in the pool but we were right next to each other.

Then we were swimming next to each other, holding on to each other. I think we must have been mermaids because we were just swimming through the water like you see dolphins do in a nature documentary.

I woke up to another amazing orgasm. As I lay there thinking I wondered if mermaids even have sex organs. I don’t remember touching her mermaid pussy but felt she must have touched mine. Or I did. I was still wet when I woke up.

I just laid in bed, thinking of her and gently caressing my pussy for a bit.


Back at Work

All day long the next day I thought of her. I work at an art supply store. It is only a few days a week but then I get plenty of time to focus on painting. When I showed up at her class that night she said, “I guess you enjoyed the class last night, huh?”

“Yeah. I kept thinking about you. About you teaching the class. I was thinking about the class.”

“I am glad you liked it. Do you have any questions? Is there anything I didn’t explain well enough?”

“No. I think I understood everything.”

I wasn’t quite so horny the second night. Maybe that was because I had rubbed one off when I changed into my yoga outfit in the bathroom at work, before going to class. I pictured her standing nude in front of me. I imagined her titties. In my mind her breasts were a little lighter than the rest of her body but her nipples were darker than her breasts. They were erect. I thought about pinching them. I thought about licking them. I thought about nibbling on them. I imagined her nibbling on my titties. I pictured her fingers disappearing into her nude furry bush as I pushed my finger into my own snatch. She was fingering herself frantically in my imagination. I imagined the faces she made as she reached her orgasm. She was so beautiful coming. I mean in my imagination.

Anyway. Back to class. She went over a lot of the same poses that she did the night before. Eventually she did do the pose I was waiting for. She lifted her legs up and presented her crotch. I tried not to show how excited I was. Again I was afraid my own excitement would show through as I pushed my own crotch to the world. Maybe the pose is not as sexual to others as it is to me but once she did the pose that was all I could think of. And when I think of her…

No, I didn’t really touch myself in the class but I wanted to. I got through it without any problems.


The Tea Sommeliers

OK, I am not sure what to call them but I settled on tea sommelier. They do more than just serve a cup of tea. They really know about tea and how to prepare it. Maybe it is an overstatement but they seemed passionate about their teas.

After the class Ellie invited everyone to go the tea shop about two blocks away. We were going to walk but it was raining so we went in her car.

Not all of her students went but it was an amazing tea shop. I have never seen so many types of tea. I am more of a coffee person but I was impressed. I guess I was more impressed with two of the women that worked there.

I will admit I have an active imagination but I am pretty sure they were having a relationship. They kept disappearing around the corner, our of sight of the customers. I am pretty sure they were doing a bit of hanky-panky each time they disappeared.

One of the women was about five foot six and had long light brown hair. The name on her name tag said, “Abby.” Her breasts were a bit on the larger size. Not huge but slightly above average. Definitely bigger then mine. She was wearing a crop top and some shorts. Her top presented her breasts very nicely. I wouldn’t consider myself a big fan of big tits but hers were very nice.

The other woman was Asian and much smaller. She was just a bit over five foot I think. Her titties were very small. Definitely a member of the itty bitty titty committee. But she was so cute. Her name tag said “Ani.”

Ani was wearing a very short blue jean mini skirt and a button down shirt with no sleeves.

One time when Abby came from out of the back I could see that her nipples were at attention. She also was trying to be discreet about sniffing her fingers. My mind quickly came up with an aroma that Abby was enjoying. I was pretty sure they had touched each other while in the back. I couldn’t help but try to imagine what they were up to when they went out of sight. I also noticed that her lips stick was slightly smeared when she came back out front. I got a little tingle between my legs when I noticed that the other woman had a small smear of the lips stick between her neck and shoulder. Abby must have kissed Ani on her neck.

As they walked out from the back room I remembered that Abby was sniffing her fingers as they came out. When she saw me looking at her she seemed to be a little embarrassed. She looked away and didn’t look back at me much after that. I think she had a bit of a guilty conscience. She had nothing to feel guilty about. I would have loved to be in her place.


Hoodlums

As we left the coffee shop and were walking out to the parking lot these three hoodlums walked up. I can't think of another name that more aptly describes them than hoodlums. All three of them were wearing these bandannas on their head like they were gang members. Two of them were wearing hoodies. 

The biggest guy, in a red bandanna and black hoodie, said, “You guys are lesbians, aren't you? You'd better give us all your money. And maybe that's all we'll take.”

I was speechless and scared. But Eleanor just jumped into action. She took a step forward to one of them and put her leg behind his leg, then she just kind of pushed him and he fell backwards. I could tell it was painful. There was a yellow cement tire barricade that he fell on. I was kind of surprised it didn’t break his back. He just lay there, groaning. The next one took a step toward her. And she struck him right in the middle of his chest with her fist. It must have knocked the breath out of him. He just grabbed his chest and sat on the ground. She looked at the third one and he just ran away.

She pulled out her phone and took a picture of each one.

“I have a friend that is a sergeant with the police department. I just sent her pictures of each of you. So you might hear from her. If anything else happens here she will know who to look for. Have a good evening. Oh, and if I ever see you here again I will hit you more than just once. I might break some legs.”

She just looked at me and quite calmly said “All right, you ready to go? Let's get in the car.”

No need to tell me twice. I jumped in her car and we drove away.

“What was that?” I asked.

“Oh, I'm a second degree black belt in Tae kwon do. And I've also taken quite a few classes on self defense.”

“You should teach self defense.”

“I do. I offer classes for some of the girls clubs around the area for free. Sometimes I even teach them at the Health Center.”

“That was incredible. It was amazing. You just took out three guys and you're not even breaking a sweat.”

“Well, I only took out two of them. The other one ran away.”

“He bravely ran away. So you've got a black belt in Tae kwon do? That's amazing. I would like you to teach me some of that self defense. I hope to never use it, but I'd rather know it and not need it than need it and not know it as they say.  What is Tae kwon do exactly?”

“It's basically using your feet and kicking. You do some punching, but I figured my legs are pretty long, I'd rather kick, that way I don’t have to get close enough to them where they could touch me.”

“You certainly kicked their ass.

“I took a couple classes in jujitsu, but it's basically just wrestling. I do not want to be on the ground wrestling. Most of the other students were men. And I didn't feel like wrestling sweaty men for an hour a couple of times a week. Kicking is much more elegant, I think. I didn't want to be associated with all the matt rats.”

“What's a matt rat?”

“Well, some of the females who take jujitsu classes, well let's just say it is rumored that they are taking the classes just so that they can wrestle men. And that's a way that they get their kicks, I guess.”

“Really?”

“I think some of them definitely do like wrestling with men, and I think that's the only reason they go there. But I'd rather kick them than wrestle with them if I had to fight them. If I am on the ground with a 250 to 300 pound man I'm definitely at a disadvantage, but if I can kick him where it hurts before they get close enough to touch me. So much the better. I like those odds better.”

“Yeah. If I had to fight I would rather kick some guy than wrestle with him. Most guys anyway.”

I got another one of them Ellie smiles. She has such a sparkly smile.

“Oh, I forgot to ask. I was thinking of going to the beach this weekend. Would you like to go?”

“Sure. That would be lovely.”


Thinking of the Tea Shop Women

That night I kind of let my mind get carried away with what I thought the two women in the tea shop had been up to in the back room. I was also trying to not to think too much about Ellie.

I got in bed with only my panties and a Tee shirt before I let myself think of their escapades. Well, I admit I had thinking about them all night. I was already a good deal on my way to paradise.

I know they must have kissed in more places than on the lips since Ani had a lip stick smear on her shoulder. I pictured Abby pushing Ani up against the wall and kissing her. I imagined Ani raising her leg up so Abby had access to her panties covered pussy. In my fantasy Abby rubbed Ani’s clit through her panties for a while before moving her fingers beneath the thin cotton panel that covered her gash. Ani closed her eyes as Abby plunged her fingers deep into Ani’s sopping wet pussy. They had been flirting a while so I was pretty sure Ani was ready for fingers in her pie. In my dream Abby brought Ani to a pretty passionate orgasm although I don’t know if she had enough time in real life. As I pictured Abby pushing her fingers in and out of Ani’s cunt I fingered myself in the same way. For some reason I imagined that while Abby was fucking Ani with her fingers that they heard the sound of someone coming into the back room so Abby had to pull her fingers out and Ani dropped her leg before they were caught. It was like I enjoyed the added excitement of them almost getting caught.


Five hours at the beach

We had arranged to go to the beach on Sunday. I gotta admit, thinking of spending a day with her wearing a bathing suit peaked my interest. Is it too weird that I imagined her in several different swim suits in the two days before we went to the beach?

Thinking of Ellie these days almost always leads me to thinking of touching her. And thinking of her touching me. Since she is not really with me it ends up with me doing the touching and being touched which means I have to touch myself. I don’t mind, but I do want her to touch me in real life. I also want to touch her.

I was kind of disappointed that she wore a one piece swim suit. I wore the sexiest suit I had. It was a light blue bikini.

Maybe I looked a little sad when she took off her cover up.

“This was the only bathing suit I could find that was clean. I brought my other ones when I went to Charleston last week and they all smelled like salt water and sunscreen.”

“You look great.”

“If I would have known you were going to wear that, I would have washed something sexier. No one will look at me standing beside you.”

“Are you kidding me? You look amazing. I would look at you.” I realized what I said was kind of geeky. “I mean if I was looking.” That didn’t help. I was painting myself into a corner. At that point I stopped talking.

She just smiled. I still didn’t know if she was interested in me or not. I didn’t know for sure if she even liked women. I didn’t want to bring it up since I am not good at talking about things like that and I didn’t want to make things uncomfortable.

I noticed she had a tattoo of a rose on her shoulder.

“Oh, you have a tattoo.”

“Yes. I actually have a couple more but they are covered up right now. How many tattoos do you have?”

I spun around to show her my tattoos that were uncovered. I don’t know why I did that.

“I have seven. At one point I was going to get a lot more.”

“Is there any significance to them?”

“There was. I had this idea of having a bunch of tattoos and they were going to all be related but then I got into other things. Tattoo are expensive. I do want to get a flower. Maybe a carnation or a rose.”

I was going to ask her where her other tattoos were but she distracted me by touching my stomach.

“You should get it right here, above your belly button.” Her finger on my belly gave me the strangest feeling. My stomach felt like I was on a Ferris Wheel and dropped fifty feet. My legs almost gave out from under me.

She took her hand away from where she touched me so I put my hand there. I could almost still feel her finger on me. Her touch resonated all the way down to a spot between my legs. I probably would have done anything she asked right then just to get her to touch my belly again. When she touched me I stayed touched.

“Yeah. That would be a good place for a flower.”

She was shaking out her towel on the beach and laid down on it.

“I love the feeling of the sun on my body. I could stay out here all day.”

“I would be a lobster.”

“OK. We won’t cook you. We will only be here for a little while. I want to take a look in the shops. That way we can get out of the sun. Did you bring sunscreen?”

I looked in my bag to find the sunscreen and it wasn’t there.

“I know I had sun screen. I must have left it out of the bag.”

“I have some.”

I must have had a strange look on my face.

“Black people can get sunburned too.”

“Oh. Of course. I just…

She smiled, ”Don’t worry about it. It’s fine. I can put some on you if you want. Can you put some on me?”

“Of course.”

She did me first. I put my hair in a pony tail and she started on my shoulders. Then she did my back. I was afraid I would start purring or something when she did my belly. She then started on each foot and worked her way up to the top of each leg. Each time she ever so slightly touched my pussy. I don’t think I moaned but I can’t be sure. I wasn’t sure if she did it on purpose or not. After she finished I think I just laid there with my eyes closed. It was a bit embarrassing since I could feel my nipples get hard a bit from her touching my body. She probably noticed but didn’t say anything.

“OK. You do me.”

“Oh right. Lay down.”

She laid down on her towel and looked up at me as if to say “Have your way with me.” At least in my imagination that is what her look said.

I still didn’t know for sure if she was gay or if she even liked me in that way. It was all still so innocent. Well, for her. For me I was in a constant state of arousal just looking at her. When she touched me and then I touched her I was in heaven. She still didn’t acknowledge anything was happening.

I put lotion on her shoulders and her arms with no problems. When I did her legs it was all I could do to not “accidentally” rub her pussy. Having my hands so close to her center was so tempting. Actually I did notice how smooth it was on her bikini line. Even though I am sure she had shaved her bikini line before putting on her suit, I could see a few of her pubic hairs peeking from under her suit so I could tell she wasn’t completely shaved down there. I was glad about that. Even thought I hadn’t seen that many women down there in person I liked it when they left their pubic area at least somewhat natural. Although I might change that opinion if I explored a shaved snatch.

Since she had on a one piece I didn’t get to touch her belly. That was sad as I have a thing for belly buttons and I am sure hers would be delightful. I could make it out a little through her suit.

Another thing I could see through her swim suit was her nipples. They also got hard while I was applying the sun screen. At least I was having some effect on her. I wanted so badly to touch them, to give them a little pinch. My nipples love to be gently pinched.

As I laid down on my towel, I couldn’t help but think of and admire her well toned body. You could probably guess that she was a fitness teacher from the amazing shape of her body. I was almost glad she hadn’t worn her sexiest swim suit. It was all I could do to keep from staring as it was.

We both just laid back in the sun. We didn’t say anything for a while. At first I was just thinking about her. I undressed her in my mind and thought about touching her nethers. Then I fantasized about taking off her swim suit and her taking off mine. Than I imagined covering each other’s bodies with sun screen. I knew I was getting wet but I didn’t care. It was such a tease just to lay next to her. I wanted so badly to touch her and have her touch me. I still didn’t even know if she liked me in that way.

My fantasies were interrupted when she said we should go into the shops to get out of the sun.

“I hope you didn’t burn. We probably should have gotten out of the sun a while ago. I hope it wasn’t my fault you got too hot.”

If she only knew. She probably did and was making a joke but I was too shy to say anything.

“It’s fine. I don’t mind getting hot. Getting some sun. I don’t think I burned too bad.”

“I know. Let’s take a quick dip in the ocean then wash off and walk around.”

“Sounds good.”

The waves were pretty rough that day. There were a few people trying to surf but The waves were not that heavy. We went out a little deeper that our waists. Of course Ali was a great swimmer. I am not. She swam out a little deeper and when she came back the waves kind of threw her against me.

She kind of helped be back up so I didn’t drown. Again just touching her turned me on.

“You saved my life.” I don’t know why I did it but when I said that I gave her a little kiss. Maybe just standing that close was too much for me. I had been in a state of excitement from when we first go to the beach.

I must have taken her by surprise. She just said, “Oh!”

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

“That’s fine. I didn’t mind.”

We were still in the middle of the beach. I didn’t want to start making out right there if she even wanted to.

I turned and walked back to the beach. “I guess we should get washed off so we can go into the shops.”

They had showers near the changing rooms to wash off the sand. We washed off but didn’t change. We both had cover ups to put on. We put our towels into her car so we didn’t have to carry then as we walked around.

Again I could feel my nipples get hard so I looked over at her. Then my nipples got really hard. I am pretty sure she knew I was ogling her body as she smiled at me as she looked me up and down too. We put on our cover ups and walked down to the street of shops. Of course going in and out of the shops with their air conditioning made me glad that the cover ups were doing their job. Sometimes I get embarrassed if I am in public and my headlights turn on.

This was the first time we had been together when we weren’t doing something. Like working out or fighting crime. We could just have some regular conversations.

Even though I wanted to, I didn’t bring up what had just happened. I guess it wasn’t too bad since she didn’t just bring me home.

We looked at some of the swim suits but didn’t try them on since we were still wearing ours and there was s sign saying we had to wear underwear to try on anything. I would love to have seen her trying on some bikinis.

It was fun just hanging out. We got an ice cream cone and then she said she had to head home.

“I have dinner plans but I had a great time. We should do this again.”

So I guess I didn’t ruin it.

“OK. I guess we gotta get you home for your date.”

“No, it isn’t a date. I am meeting my aunt.”

“Oh.”

As she dropped me off she cleared the air, “I am sorry I acted weird when you kissed me. I just wasn’t expecting it.”
“No, I shouldn’t have done it. I am sorry.”
“No, no. Don’t be. I have wanted to kiss you for days. I am glad you did. I am terrible at things like that.”

“Oh, me too, me too. Can we do it again?”

“I would love that. Are you coming to class on Tuesday? We can talk after that.”

“Oh course. I would love that.”

Before I got out of the car we had a little kiss again. Just a peck on the cheek really.


My Little Friend

When I got home I was so horny. I had to break out my little friend. I had put it in the back of my panty drawer so I wouldn’t use it so often. The panty drawer seemed like the place to keep it. It is just a little vibrator about six inches long. Usually I just use it on my clit but sometimes I finger myself while holding it onto my pleasure nub.

I had a little snack then took it out. I wanted tonight to be a main event not just a quick little come and get it over with. It was kind of a little celebration of my break through with Ellie. We hadn’t really done anything but there was the plan to.

I wanted to take my time and think of all the things I could do with her.

After I came a few times I felt another inspiration to paint. Since I had been dreaming of kissing her I painted her lips. Just her lips. Lush, full lips with red lipstick. I was turned on just painting it.

Once I was done, at about two in the morning I took a picture and sent it to my agent. She didn’t respond but it was two in the morning.


Seven Tattoos

Ellie has seven tattoos. Ask me how I know.

I’ll tell you. I saw them all. I even touched them all. I actually kissed them. I know that is weird but it seemed like the thing to do at the time.

All day Tuesday I was looking forward to the class, but I got a text from her.

“Hi. Bad news. There seems to be some sort of problem with the air conditioning in the building so I will have to cancel class tonight.”

“Oh no. I am so sad.”

“You know the routines now. You could do it at home.”

“Not the same thing.”

“I tell you what. If you want, you can come to my apartment and I will give you a private class.”

I felt that feeling in my stomach again.

“Yes. I would love that.”

She lived right next to the studio. I changed three times before I could leave my apartment. I wanted to be sexy but not obvious that I was trying to be sexy.

When I showed up she was wearing another great outfit. Of course no matter what she wears she is so sexy and beautiful. It was black and pink. It was like black tights and a pink garter belt. So sexy. The top was also black and pink. My favorite thing about her outfit was that it exposed her belly button. Her belly button is so sexy.

“OK. I have two yoga mats there. Pick which one you want.”

I noticed that the mats were positioned right next to each other. Normally since she is teaching the class she is across the room. Somehow doing the class with her right next to me gave me an extra thrill.

I am sure she was showing me some good exercises but I was so distracted by her. I guess I will just say it truthfully. I wasn’t just distracted, I was horny. I had a crush on her.

My private class was actually much more intense than any of the other classes I had done. I was a bit sore and a bit sweaty when we were done. I stood around instead of rushing out like I did after the first class. It was worth it, she invited me to stay.


Do You Want to Masturbate?

After we did the class she asked if I wanted a glass of wine. I said yes and we went into her living room. We sat on her couch. We didn’t watch anything. She still had her TV playing some new age music for the class. We just sat there for a bit. I wanted to make a pass at her. Well, really I wanted her to make a pass at me.

Then she did make a pass at me and it totally took me by surprise..

And of course it was right after I took a sip of wine.

“Do you want to masturbate?”

I did what I think they call a spit take in theater and film. I spit the wine I had just taken into my mouth out in front of me. I coughed a little.

“What?”

“I am so sorry. I did not mean to say that right when you took a drink.”

I just looked at her for a moment in disbelief.

”Do I want to masturbate?”

“Yeah. I mean I kind of like you and you gotta admit we have been flirting a bit so I thought that might be a way to get to know each other better.”

“Well, yeah I guess but I have never done that.”

“You have never masturbated? I find that hard to believe.”

“No, I mean yes of course I have masturbated but I have never done that in front of someone else.”

“Have you ever been finger banged?”

“Finger banged. That’s a funny thing to call it. I have been fingered before. Just with a guy. Well once a woman I met in a bar played with me through my panties. That was the only time I have been with a woman. Well, except once I kissed a girlfriend. She was my roommate in college. We just kissed a couple of times.”

I don’t know why I told her all that. I just kind of wanted her to know that it was basically my first relationship with another woman.

“That’s fine. I don’t mind being your first woman. I have been with a few woman and a few men.”

“I didn’t mean to, I don’t know.”

I felt really awkward.

She smiled, “That’s fine. It doesn’t matter to me who you have or haven’t been with. We don’t have to do anything. But we can if you want to. If you want we can sit beside each other. And we could help each other. We could even finger bang each other.”

I thought about it for a few seconds. I was already getting turned on just thinking about it.

“If you don’t want to, I understand.”

“No, I do want to I just have never been asked. I mean I really want to, it’s just usually if someone wanted to finger me they just tried to put their hand down my pants. Or up my skirt.”

“Can I put my hand in your pants then?”

“I would love it. Can we kiss first? I really want to kiss you again.”

“Yes. I want to kiss you too.” We kissed each other for a bit. A much better kiss that on the beach.

It was a little bit awkward since both of us were trying to put our hands in each other’s yoga pants. Both of us were wearing tight stretch shorts.

After a bit of fumbling around she stood up and just pulled down her yoga shorts. She tossed them to the side. Underneath she was wearing a pair of white cotton thong panties. Seeing her strip down to her panties was such a turn on. Her white panties against her brown skin was so beautiful. Her skin was so smooth. I got up and took my yoga pants off too. I was just wearing some beige bikini panties underneath. She took her top off next so I did too. We were both just looking at each other wearing our panties. We did a very gentle kiss. She left her panties on and sat down. I followed suit. She put her hand on my thigh and slowly moved her way up to my crotch. Her pinky finger was next to my clit and she moved her finger up and down, touching my clitoris through my panties. When I put my hand on her thigh she moved her hand up to kind of cup my pussy. As she rubbed me through my panties I could feel them getting damp. I moved my hand so that it was on her pussy too. We just caressed each other for a moment then we both started moving faster against each other’s cunts. We didn’t even need to put our hands in each other’s pussies before we both were bucking against each other’s hands. I couldn’t believe how quickly we brought each other off. She kissed me on the lips then kind of pushed me back on her couch so that we were laying next to each other. She was on the outside and I was against the back of the couch. There wasn’t a lot of room but we held on to each other. I didn’t let her fall off. She had a little blanket on her couch that she pulled up over us so we didn’t get cold.

That’s all we did. We didn’t even kiss too much. I was wanting to taste her but I let her kind of run the show. I didn’t feel like I knew what I was doing with a girl. Most guys I have ever fooled around with always took charge anyway.

It was so nice. We just laid next to each other and kissed just a bit. I guess I actually dozed off for a few minutes.

When I woke up a few minutes later Ellie was making some food. She must have gotten up without waking me. I could smell the onions being sauteed. I have always loved the smell of onions cooking. I felt a little uncomfortable laying on her couch after what we had just done. She came in a smiled.

“Oh, you are awake. You looked so peaceful and sexy laying there in your panties. I couldn’t wake you up.”

I just looked around. She was still wearing her panties with an apron. So sexy. I guess I was a bit disoriented, waking up almost nude on her couch.

Just then a beep went off in the kitchen.

“I guess the rice is ready. Do you like curry?” She said as she walked back into the kitchen.

“I love it.” I got up and followed her in. I almost grabbed my yoga pants but I kind of liked the fact that both of us were almost in the nude. I did pick up the little blanket that was on the couch and wrapped it around my shoulders.

“Here taste this. It is chicken curry” She pushed a spoon of her sauce toward me. I tasted it. It was really good.

“Mmmm. Tastes heavenly.” I meant it.

“It’s just about ready. Just have a seat at the table and I will bring it over.”

She had a little table in the corner of the kitchen. As I sat down she started bringing over the food. After a couple of trips from the kitchen she sat down. She immediately got back up.

“Oh, I forgot the naan bread.” When she came back she put a little bit of the rice on my plate and covered it with the curry sauce. She then held the plate with naan so I could grab one.

We just ate in silence for a few minutes. Well I say silence but I was pretty noisy noshing on the curry. I think she was a bit quieter.

I heard a little beep that meant someone left a message on my phone but I couldn’t be bothered to check it.

“This is amazing.” I said. I meant it.

“It is out of a bottle but I always add some more onions and vegetables and some seasonings.

I hadn’t really tried curry that many times before but I didn’t want her to know that. I wanted to seem more sophisticated than I was I guess. Isn’t curry sophisticated? More sophisticated than the pizza and tacos that are my normal diet.

“Glad you like it.”

After we finished dinner I helped her wash the dinner dishes. Then we sat down on her couch for a bit and tried to find a movie to watch. We did start one movie but it was so boring we decided to bail.

“I guess I should probably go home.”

“You can spend the night if you want. I would love that.”

“Yeah, I would love to but I don’t have any clothes for tomorrow. I had no idea that, well this would happen. That anything would happen.”

“Are you happy it happened?”

“Very happy. I would be happy if it happened again. Then I could spend the night if you wanted me too.”

“Great. How about tomorrow… Oh. No not tomorrow. I have a late class. How about Thursday night. I don’t have any classes Thursday. Bring what ever you need to spend the night.”

“Ok.” I giggled a bit. I felt like a little girl.

We did our biggest kiss yet in her doorway. I almost went back in but I needed to go home.

When I got home it was all I could do not to finger bang myself. Somehow I didn’t want to come without her though.

I checked my phone and I had gotten a message from Sarah but I didn’t take the time to read it.


Another Painting of Ellie

Instead of finger banging myself I decided to paint another canvas. I wanted to paint some pictures inspired by Ellie. The first one was her nipple. It was definitely her nipple in my mind but it wasn’t obviously a nipple. It could have been a brown sun. It was kind of an impressionist painting. Kind of like Monet I guess. I wanted to do one of her bush but I didn’t get a very good look at her. She took off her top but she never took off her panties. Maybe I would get that opportunity later. I hoped so.

Unlike my first two paintings of Ellie this one wasn’t as easy to tell what it was. Her belly button was obvious a belly button and when you looked at the second one you knew you were looking at lips. For some reason I didn’t feel right having the viewer knowing that they were looking at Ellie’s nipple. It was my secret. I guess I felt possessive. I still liked what I had done with it though.

I sent a picture to Sarah.


She Asked Me Out!

I was thinking about her from the moment I got up on Thursday. I kept thinking that she would call and say something came up and that we couldn’t get together on Friday. Then I got a text from her. It was just a link to a song. The song was “I Touch Myself” by the Divinyls. It immediately made me feel great. The fact that such a beautiful self possessed woman would feel that way made my day. It made my week. Maybe even my month!

I thought of her. I thought of her thinking of me. When I thought of her, well, I touched myself.

I had to go into the bathroom. I was wearing a short skirt so it was easy. I could just tickle myself through my panties thinking of when she touched me through my panties. I tried to make it last as long as I could but it didn’t take me very long before I came. My panties were soaked. No one was in the bathroom so I used the hand dryer to dry myself off a bit before I went back to work.

I was still pretty damp as I tried to work. I thought of her some more but I didn’t want to risk getting caught.

I texted her, “I thought of you too. I just finished thinking of you.”

“Sorry, I am busy. I am still thinking of you.”

When I saw that I had to go back into the bathroom and think of her again. When I was done I didn’t text her again. I had work to do.

About an hour later I got a series of texts from her. They were too quick for me to even respond.

“About tomorrow night…”

“How about a date?”

“A real date?”

“Dinner and a movie?”

She didn’t text again right away after that so I texted her, “I would love that.”

I almost put the phone up my skirt and took a picture to send her but I chickened out. Well, I did take the picture but I didn’t send it to her. It was too dark anyway.

I told her I would come over to her apartment and we could go from there. I wanted to have my car at her place in case we decided that I would spend the night. I was pretty sure I would. I brought an overnight bag with everything I might need.


Our First Date Part One - Dinner

I left my bag in her apartment then we just walked to the restaurant. Ellie live downtown so there are a lot of things to do within walking distance. The theater and restaurant were only a few blocks away. It was so bust we didn’t think we would have the same thing that happened the night we met the hoodlums in the parking lot. No one bothered us but I felt pretty safe with Ellie anyway.

She picked an Asian Fusion restaurant. The food was great. The portions were kind of small but it filled me up and I didn’t really want leftovers anyway.

They had a really amazing dessert. I can’t even begin to describe it or even try to say what it was that I ordered. Actually Ellie ordered it for me. She guaranteed I would like it and she was right. It was kind of custard and caramel with some sort of rice thing happening.  That’s about the best I can do but it was heavenly. I fed her a bite of mine and she fed me a bite of hers.

The dessert she had wasn’t even slightly Asian but it was incredible too. It was some sort of chocolate ganache with a kind of coffee flavor. Almost like a dark chocolate Tiramisu. It was heavenly. We both tried several bites of the other’s dessert. Something about feeding each other our own desserts was kind of sexy. Maybe it was just a sugar rush. We only had one glass of wine each.

After we finished dinner we had about 45 minutes before the movie started so we took the long way to get there. We walked down by the river. It was just getting dark and the lights were so beautiful reflecting off the river.

We almost spent too much time at the river but we made it to the movie with a few minutes to spare and they still had tickets left.


Our First Date Part Two - A Movie

The theater was pretty busy when we got there so we had to sit in the back row. I thought that would be rather serendipitous to be in the very back but when I sat down she didn’t sit next to me. When I looked at her questioningly she said. “I don’t want to sit too close to you. I want to be able to focus on the movie so I want to be able to keep my hands to myself. And I really don’t want to get kicked out of the theater either.” She smiled mischievously.

I just smiled too. After a while I guess she did decide that the movie was kind of boring so she moved over and put her hand in my lap. Maybe the movie wasn’t that boring, but we were both quite distracted. We just had our minds on each other. I put my hand in her lap too.

Shortly after we started fingering each there was a short little semi erotic scene in the movie but it was over before we were. She stuck her finger into my pussy from the side of the gusset of my panties so I did the same to her to her. We just kept our hand in the other person’s lap and mived our fingers up and down and back and forth. We just kept our eyes looking at the screen but first I came then she did. We kept very quiet and I don’t think anyone noticed.

We did stay for the rest of the movie. It was OK. It was very sexy to do what we did there and I think no one was the wiser. We kept our hand in each other’s lap, occasionally teasing each other for the remaidner of the movie.

Next was what I had been waiting for since a week ago.


Our First Date Part Three - Oral Sex

As we walked back to Ellie’s apartment I had one thing on my mind. I had been wanting to go down on Ellie since I first walked into her Yoga class. Something about her laying on her back with her knees up by her shoulders just hit me. I wanted her in that same position but in the nude.

I didn’t get my wish that night but I wasn’t disappointed.

As soon as we walked into her apartment and locked the door she pushed me up against the wall of her living room and kissed me. Her hand was between my legs, rubbing my clit.

“Hold on.” Then she walked over to her computer and put on some music. I think it was a band called the Squirrel Nut Zipper. It was a fast jazzy sort of song. She grabbed my hand and spun me around. We just danced like fools for a couple of minutes. Then she pushed me back up against the wall.

She put her fingers under my skirt again and thenshe unzipped my skirt and let it fall. She knelt in front of me and nibbled my clit through my already soaked panties. Then she pulled the gusset of my panties aside and licked my clit directly. I grabbed onto her head and pulled her against me, just holding her there. I was making some sort of noise but I don’t remember what I sounded like. I might have been kind of whimpering or meowing. I just knew I did not want her to take her tongue away from my clit. Soon a wave of pleasure swept over me and I slowly fell to the ground. I think she helped me so I would not fall to hard.

We kissed just laying there on the carpet for a few minutes then she helped me over to her couch. By that time I was ready to return the favor, giving her the same pleasure she had just given me. I crawled down so that my face was next to her crotch. Between the two of us we removed her skirt. I kissed her through her panties, breathing in the sweet aroma of her passion. Her panties were as soaked in pussy juice as mine were. I sucked on her clitoris through her panties, ttasting another woman for the first time. I was in heaven and so was she. After a minute of so I pulled her slick underwear down her legs and off. While they were in my hand I just kind of looked at them for a few seconds. Ellie said I cold keep them if I wanted. I set them aside thinking I would deal with that later. I wanted to stick my tongue as far into her slit as I could. I spread her legs and kissed her on each side of her inner thighs. Then I kissed her in the middle. I think I probably had another orgasm but I am not sure. It was such o blend of passion and chaos I am not sure what happened in my dreams and what actually happened.

I must have been doing the right thing because soon she was squeezing my head and pulling it against her snatch. I could feel her hips quake in her orgasm. Then she just went limp.

“Oh. My. God. That was wonderful.”


The New Beginning

For the next few days we took turns staying over at either her apartment or my apartment. Hers was in the city and mine was almost in the country. We both liked both places so I am not sure where we will end up if we ever move in together. Story of my life I plan the rest of my life whenever I meet a new lover.

Her place was closer to where both of us worked but I miss the sound of all the birds near my house.

Oh, I almost forgot to tell you, Sarah finally got a hold of me and she wants two more painting in the serives of the ones I had sent her for a little mini art show at a local theater. They saw the ones I had sent Sarah and really liked them. I guess I was inspired!
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Summary

After Sophie’s first yoga class she didn’t think she would ever go back. It wasn’t that Sophie didn’t like the teacher Ellie. She did. Maybe too much.

But when Ellie texted Sophie the link to the Divinyl’s song “I Touch Myself,” she was ecstatic. Did that mean what she thought it meant? Regardless, Sophie was thinking of Ellie. She knew what that meant she had to do.
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Note from author

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. And I did enjoy writing it! If you liked my story, I would be ever so thrilled if you could please take a moment to write a five star review on Amazon.

If you like reading about women like Kailee and Lilith and their adventures, read the whole series of books about women who love women and panties. And please give me a rating if you have the time.

Staci O.


About Staci

Staci O. lives her fairy tale in the Blue Ridge Mountains among flying squirrels, chipmunks and other woodland creatures.

She loves writing about women exploring being women. When she is not in her cabin drinking coffee and writing she is traveling, getting inspiration for more stories and drinking coffee in small little cafes.

Staci loves steamy stories about women, and women's first experiences with other women, especially if they are only wearing panties.
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