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My Sunny Day Experience


The Sapphic Muse Series

by Staci O


Her Sunflower Tattoos

Even if she wouldn’t have been swishing her paint brush around I would have noticed her effervescence. I have to admit, I signed up for her art class more to get to know her better, rather than to learn about acrylic painting.

Her name was Sandy, but she liked to be called Sunny. It totally fit her. She was actually painting a sunflower. The first time I saw her she was in a coffee shop teaching a acrylic painting class. She was so effortless in her artistic creativity

She had several sunflowers that seemed to be growing our of her clothing. Tattoos I mean The first one I noticed was coming out of her sock on her right foot. It looked like it was growing out of her sock. When she bent down to pick up a container of paint off the floor I noticed one coming from her waist.

When I was talking to her I noticed a sunflower tattoo on her neck. Somehow I hadn’t noticed it before because of her hair. After looking for too long at her neck, thinking of kissing it, I looked into her eyes. She smiled at me. I felt a little embarrassed.

“I was just looking at your tattoos.”

“Okay.”

Her eyes seemed to twinkle. They seemed to say, “I can tell you are undressing me with your eyes.”

I could feel my face turn red.

I almost said “I wasn’t undressing you with my eyes.” Until I realized she only said that in my imagination.

In real life she just smiled back at me and went back to her painting and teaching people how to paint. She specialized in sunflowers. She taught people how to paint sunflowers.

Maybe I should start at the beginning. I was sitting in my favorite coffee shop doing a little writing. I just happened to be in the corner of the coffee shop. I often sit there so I can people watch the customers drinking coffee. Apparently Sunny usually sets up in that corner to do her monthly “brush and brew” painting class.

She started moving some of the tables and chairs around to make room for her easel. I didn’t even think about what she was doing. I was just watching her. She was wearing a white top that had a few paint splatters on it. Her hair was kind of light brown and very curly. She had on a blue jean skirt that made me notice her long tan legs. I admit, I do have a thing for short blue jean skirts. I like wearing them and I like seeing other women wearing them.

Another thing I like, and I don’t know why, is when a woman with a beautiful flat tummy lets me see her belly button. Although I like a lot of things about a woman’s body, I really think belly buttons are the most sexy part of a woman. Belly buttons are what made me decide that I liked women instead of men. She had about four inches of bare skin between her Tee shirt and her skirt. She also had a little sunflower tattoo near her belly button.

When I was younger I remember going to the pool or the beach and my sister would point out guys she thought were sexy. Just didn’t do anything for me. That is when I realized I was gay. It was a couple of years later before I even kissed a woman though.

One other thing, and you are probably going to think I am a bit kinky, but I like wearing a skirt because it gives me the option of reaching up and touching my clitoris. I like touching my clit inside my panties in public. I didn’t do it as I watched her because, well I was watching her and I didn’t want her to see me doing that. I guess I really did want her to see me touching myself but not yet. She would have to want to.

I realized she was getting ready for some sort of demonstration. I also realized I was staring at her.

“Should I move?”

“No, you are fine. As long as I don’t bother you.”

“No, you are fine.” I realized as I was saying it, that she was definitely fine.

So I just sat there as several of her students showed up and sat down. Since I was right there I watched her teach her class. Most of the time I pretended like I was still writing but I was trying not to look at her. Well, trying not to be too obvious that I was looking at her.

She was very good at what she was doing. I might have signed up for her class even if she wasn’t such an attractive woman. She was drop dead gorgeous and did I mention, effervescent!

I tried not to be too obvious that I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. I kept trying not to look obvious as I diverted my eyes every time she glanced my way. Eventually she spoke to me. It was after the class and she was putting up her painting supplies.

Did I mention that there was a few inches of bare skin between her skirt and her Tee shirt that exposed her belly button? I noticed that she had a belly ring. I couldn’t really tell what it was exactly. It might have been just a ring or it could have had a small gem stone. I don’t think it was a sunflower, which surprised me.

“I noticed you were watching me paint. You should really sign up for my class. Do you paint?”

“Not really. I am a writer and I do a bit of photography. I was never that good at painting.”

I was watching her but I wasn’t really watching her paint.

“Take my class and you will be better.”

How could I resist her smile.

I looked at her for a moment then asked, “When is your next class?”

“Next month. On the eighth.” She handed me her card. “You can sign up online. Just scan that code.”

I looked at her card. It said “Sunny Day Paints” and her contact info.

“You are Sunny? Really? Sunny Day?” I said.

“Yes. Well, my name is Sandy but my nickname is ‘Sunny.’My last name really is ‘Day.’ What’s a girl to do?” She shrugged her shoulders. “I loved sunflowers so much that my grandfather always called me ‘Sunny.’ He is the one that taught me to paint. I can paint other things but I love sunflowers.”

“Sunny fits you.” I said.

“So can you make it to my class?”

In my mind that was almost like asking me out on a date. She was probably only seeing dollar signs if I signed up for her class. I couldn’t help but think that she was interested in me.

“Yeah, I will check it out when I get home. I am not sure what I will be doing next month.”

“Well, I would love it if you could come.

When I got home I watched some videos of painting in general and painting sunflowers specifically. It was then that I saw that she had some videos teaching painting. I didn’t have any painting supplies so I couldn’t practice. But I did watch them. They were very inspiring. She had one video of her painting to music. I am not sure what the purpose of the video was but she was just listening to music and dancing and painting.

I guess it was pretty sexy. I noticed after watching the video for about a minute that the index finger of my right hand was moving back and forth on my clit on the outside of my panties. Somehow my finger had found it’s way up under my skirt.

I am ashamed of admitting this, but I slowed down the video to make it last longer. It was only about a minute long. It was pretty sexy at regular speed but when I slowed it down it was very sensual. I watched it twice. After a about five minutes of watching the video I turned it off and just let my fantasies take over.

First I imagined gently tracing her tattoos. She had a lot of them. I could see her goosebumps as I ran my hands over her body. I imagined her wearing the same clothes as she was wearing when she was teaching the class. In real life I think she was wearing a bra but in my imagination she wasn’t. Her nipples were showing through her Tee shirt. My tracing her tattoos caused her nipples to get even stiffer. I pinched my own nipples since hers were only in my imagination. It sent shivers down to my core. I could feel my juices start to flow.

Next I fantasized about kissing her belly button and her belly ring. I remembered that she had a tattoo on her tummy so I kissed her tattoo.  I don’t know why but I made it a goal to kiss all of her tattoos in real life. As I continued my fantasy, I undid her skirt and took it off. I moved down to kiss her legs on each side of panties. Then I dreamed that I kissed her clit through her panties. By this time my own finger had made it inside my panties in real life and was moving back and forth on my lower lips.

I was pretty wet so I brought some of my juices up and rubbed my clit. I alternated between rubbing my clit and pushing two fingers inside me. I pushed deeper and deeper each time and pressed on my clit as I went. I imagined what her face would look like in orgasm as I came.

It looked angelic.


Visions of Sunflowers

Okay, so this happened. Ever since I met Sunny and saw her painting the sunflowers I have been seeing sunflowers everywhere. I mean I see real sunflowers, paintings of sunflowers, sunflower earrings, Tee shirts, you name it. I even noticed that they use sunflower seed oil at a restaurant I go to quite often. They have it right on the menu.

I even bought some sunflower seeds. Not the kind you eat but the kind you plant. I planted a bunch of different types around my apartment and at the park when I went for a walk. Some sunflowers are only about a foot or two while some others grow up to fifteen or sixteen feet tall. I just mixed up a bunch of different types and planted them all around my neighborhood.

Did you know you can get sunflower seed butter? It is like peanut butter but made from sunflower seeds. It is actually pretty good. Probably be good if you were allergic to peanuts.

I wonder how much Sunny knows about sunflowers. I think she knows a lot because she really seems to like them. I wonder how many sunflower branded things she has.

Oh, and the only reason I was in that coffee shop was because I liked one of the baristas. Actually there are two baristas that I have a crush on. They look like they are sisters but they aren’t. I am pretty sure they are lovers. They are both so beautiful. One of them has short dark brown hair and always wears cargo shorts and a tank top. She reminds me of a pixie. Her name was Angie. She just cut her hair a few weeks ago. The other one is called Lexa and she has long dark brown hair. I see Angie looking lustfully at Lexa a lot. Once she caught me looking at her while she was looking at Lexa. I could tell she was embarrassed. I didn’t mind. I kind of enjoyed it.

I used to fantasize about them all the time. Sometimes I imagined making out with Angie and sometimes I think of Lexa. Of course, sometimes I imagine that we are all three in a bed together. We have a lot of fun in my mind. They are too much into each other for me to enter into the mix.

It isn’t like I am cheating on anyone with when I started to fantasize about Sunny. I don’t think Lexa or Angie ever really noticed me but I noticed them. I am not sure that Sunny noticed me either, other than as a prospective student. Once I saw Sunny I kind of forgot all about Angie and Lexa.


At The Grocery Store

The next time I saw Sunny was at the grocery store. It was about a week later. She was waiting in line to get some turkey sliced at the delicatessen counter. I noticed that the woman in front of me had a sunflower hat on. I saw some sunflower tattoos, Then I noticed that it was Sunny. When I realized it was her I just got this funny feeling in my tummy. Kind of like I was on a roller coaster. As I started talking to her I made a note of everything about her. She had long curly brown hair, tan legs, small breasts, elegant fingers and a cute butt.

She had a boy about two years old on her hip. I was not sure if she recognized me at first. Trying to ignore the picture of masturbating while watching videos of her, I started the conversation.

“Hi. You do that painting thing don’t you? At the coffee shop?”

“Yes. That is me. The painting thing. You were in the coffee shop the other day. Are you going to take my class?”

“Umm, yeah. When is the next one?”

“Not this Saturday but the next one.”

“Yeah. I will sign up when I get home.”

I looked behind the counter of the deli and there was a woman with moussed up black hair. She had some goth style make up.

I nodded and leaned closer to whisper, “Look. Robert Smith.”

She looked over and stifled her laugh. I was glad she knew who Robert Smith was. I don’t know if I could have dated her if she didn’t know who the Cure was. Not that she had shown any real interest in dating me other than in my mind.

While we were talking she put her son in the child’s seat of the shopping cart. I noticed the things she had in her cart. She liked a lot of the same things that I liked. She even had some kombucha in the cart. I have been getting into kombucha lately. I decided not to comment about it since I didn’t want her to think I was inspecting her shopping.

“Oh, here.” She took out her phone and held it toward me. “Just scan this on your phone and you can sign up right now. Wouldn’t want you to miss it.”

“Okay.” She nailed me. I had to do it now. It was so easy with the phone. I don’t even know how I paid for it but I guess I did. I just followed the prompts and I was signed up.

Her phone beeped and she glanced at it. “Great. Yeah, it went through. You’re Alexandra Pace?”

“Yes, that’s me. Most people call me Ali.”

“Great, Ali. See you on Saturday.”

She gave me another great smile and she walked away. As she was walking away I realized I hadn’t even asked her about the child she was holding. I made a mental note to ask about him the next time we talked.

I almost chickened out of the class but I didn’t want to be rude and not show up. I wasn’t sure if I could focus enough on painting. I did want to see her again though.


Stalking Sunny

I decided it would be too obvious if I tried to run into her again while we were still at the grocery store but I did wander around a while thinking of her.

Of course when I got home I looked her up on social media. Mostly to see if she was in a relationship. Also to see if she seemed like she was interested in women. I didn’t really see anything that said one way or another about any interest in women. She didn’t seem to be dating anyone now.

She wasn’t very revealing on social media. Maybe it was her privacy setting. I decided to do a friend request on one site. I picked Instagram.

It was a day or two before she accepted. I can’t believe how excited I was when she did. I just looked all of her recent posts. I saw that she liked to go to the lake to walk around it. Sometimes she even painted down there. I found myself driving by everyday to see if I saw her. Unfortunately I didn’t. Although twice I saw a woman that I thought was her but it was a false alarm. One time I even stopped the car and walked over to where I thought I saw her but it was someone else.

There were a lot of photos of her with her son. There was a photo of the both of them during his second birthday party. I guess it was her son. I didn’t see anything about the son’s father luckily.

I was glad she didn’t seem to have hobbies that I had no interest in. She wasn’t a runner or a pickle ball player. She did like hiking which I kind of like. I would go hiking with her.

Often I even daydreamed about doing things with her other than sex! I thought about us going hiking and going to the farmer’s market.

Constantly, I was having conversations with her in my head. They were always about how much we had in common. I tried to stop daydreaming about her. I didn’t want to imagine all this we had in common only to find out we didn’t have anything. I do that sometimes.


I Try To Paint

The day of the paint class I changed my clothes several times getting ready. I wanted to pick something out that showed I was sexy, playful, stylish, spontaneous, and sexy. I know I said sexy twice. At first I put on a blue jean skirt and a white top. Then I remembered that she had been wearing the same things at the coffee shop when I met her. I probably shouldn’t be wearing a white top to a paint class anyway. I ended up with the blue jean skirt and a ruffly blue top. Sexy but casual. Not that I necessarily planned on her seeing them, but I wore light blue bra and panties that matched my top.

I showed up to the class early so I could sit in the front. I know, I was trying to become the teacher’s pet. I really did try. After all the videos I was a lot better than I would have been. I didn’t really practice painting since I didn’t have paint or brushes but I think I did learn some technique.

I don’t know if the other students noticed that I was fawning all over her. I did find myself a bit jealous when she was helping one of the other students who was kind of pretty. In my defense she was wearing a very sexy outfit. This time she was wearing a pair of Daisey Dukes and a tank top with no bra. I couldn’t believe it. Her breasts were perfect. I would say probably 32 B. I have always liked women with small breasts and her nipples were poking through her tank top proudly.

I was in a state of arousal the entire time. I couldn’t help but accidentally brush up against my clit under my skirt. I even went into the bathroom for a quick tickle but was afraid to stay in there too long. I didn’t want to raise any more suspicion than I already did.

One thing that really surprised me was that my sunflower painting was really good. I guess Sunny’s talent rubbed off.

I wanted to hang around and talk to her but she was pretty busy and then said she had to go pick up her son. Her ex husband was watching him. She didn’t seem to be in a current relationship.

So I had to go home and finger bang myself.


Thinking of Sunny

While I was driving home I couldn’t help but think of her. When I say thinking of her I was imagining having sex with her. Even while I was driving I was fantasizing about her. Whenever I stopped at a light I would reach under my skirt and kind of tickle my clit. Just a little bit. When the light changed to green I would put both hands on the wheel.

As soon as I got home I dropped my skirt on the floor and took off my top. I left my bra and panties on. Sometimes I like to rub one off through my underwear. I just rubbed my clit through my panties for a bit then rubbed my slit. I pinched my nipples through my bra then pushed two fingers under my panties and into my pussy. With one hand I pressed on my clit and the other went inside my pussy lips. I just rocked back and forth thinking of Sunny and quaked with an amazing orgasm.

For a while, I just laid there in my underwear for a bit then I messaged her telling her how much I enjoyed the class and how inspired I was. I didn’t tell her what I was inspired to do. It made me feel a bit naughty texting her in my panties right after masturbating fantasizing about her. She didn’t text me back the next day so I just gave up on her. I was trying not to get my hopes up.


Talking of Sunflowers, Thinking of Sex

Two days later I got a message from her.

My original text was: “Hi, this is Ali, I just wanted to tell you I had a great time in class. I really liked learning to paint.

Her response was: “Thanks. I am glad you learned something.”

“I did. I really liked the sunflower painting.”

“I am glad I could spread some sunflower love.

“Totally. Thanks so much for inviting me.”

“Hey, would you like to go out for coffee sometime?”

“I would love to. Same coffee shop?”

“How about a different one. I go there all the time. How about Mountain Coffee on Hazlewood Street?”

“Sure. I would love to.”

Of course you know what that meant. I had to masturbate again fantasizing of her.


In The Coffee Shop

The first thing I noticed when I saw her in the coffee shop was that she wasn’t wearing a bra. I wished I’d had the courage not to wear one also. I was just afraid it would show my feeling sooner than I wanted to. When I get turned on my nipples really stand at attention. There is no hiding it. Of course I noticed her nipples the whole time we were at the coffee shop. And the whole time I was trying not to notice. Well at least I was trying not to be too obvious that I was noticing them.

She was wearing a light green satin tank top and another short blue jean skirt. This one had a ruffle at the bottom.

We just started out talking about normal things.

I asked, “How long have you lived in Hazelwood?”

“I was born in Jefferson. I moved here right after high school. Jefferson has about a thousand people in it. I wanted to live in a bigger city.”

“The big city of Hazelwood.” I laughed.

“Bigger than Jefferson. I was so bored growing up. For a while I thought of moving to Knoxville but never made it. How about you?”

“I was born and raised in Texas but my family moved her while I was in high school.”

“I am surprised we never met sooner. Hazelwood is a small town.”

“Yeah. Although I think I have seen you before. Somewhere.”

The coffee shop was closing at 3:00 and we were still talking so I invited her to come over to my apartment. I was surprised when she accepted.

She followed me to my apartments. I didn’t touch myself at all on the way.


Getting to Know Her

Once we got into my apartment we sat on the couch. It took me a while to pick out some music. A lot can be guessed by a play list. I settled with a random alt 2000 list. I hoped it wouldn’t be all lesbian singers. I was lucky, the first song was Hozier.

The first thing I had to find out about was her son and then about his father.

“Was that your son that was with you at the grocery store?”

“Yeah, that was Oliver. He just turned two. He is at his father’s for the weekend.”

“His father?”

“Yeah. Rick and I didn’t last too long. They should give away free condoms with bottles of wine.” She shook her head.

I don’t really do a lot of drinking but I happened to have a bottle White Zinfandel in my refrigerator. A friend of mine had brought it over and left it.

“Oh. Do you want a glass of wine? I promise you won’t get pregnant with me.”

“Umm, yeah. What kind is it? I say that like I know anything about types of wine.”

“I don’t know much about it either. It is White Zin.”

“Zin? I am sorry, I really don’t know too much about wine.”

“Oh, Zinfandel. It is actually not a white wine but a rose. I don’t know that much about wine either. Someone gave it to me.  It is not too sweet and not too dry.”

“Sure. I will have a glass if you are having one..”

I went and got two glasses of wine. I don’t have any wine glasses. I put them the only small glasses I had. I brought them out and gave her one.

I held it up to make a toast,. “To our friendship.”

“To our friendship. May it be long and prosperous.”

I guess I must have given her an odd look.

“Sorry, my dad was a big treky. I saw all of the original Star Trek shows.”

“Yeah. I would like for our friendship to be long and prosperous..” I realized after I said it how dorky it sounded but she was the firsts one to make a Star Trek reference. We each took a drink of the wine.

“Shiny!’ she said. I knew I would like her. I smiled and gave a little nod.

I guess the reality of what might happen must have hit her. After she took a few sips of the wine she looked at me and then at her glass and then back at me.

“I hope I am not being too presumptuous, but, I have never ever been with a woman before.”

“Is that where we are heading?”

“Well, I mean I thought…”

“No, that is what I want. I do. And I have been with a woman before. But I really do like you.”

“I like you too.”

At that point I set my glass down and took her glass and set it down. We both leaned toward each other and kissed. My heart was fluttering. I think hers was too. We kissed on the lips and then I kissed her neck. I had been wanting to kiss her neck since the first day I met her, the day I caught a glimpse of the tattoo of a sunflower on her neck.

As I was kissing her I said, “Ooh, you have some cute little freckles right her.” I touched her little freckles on her chest, under her chin.

“Yeah,” she said and kind of blushed.

I leaned back and just looked at her face.

“They are so cute. You are so beautiful.”

“You are too.”

“I have been wanting to kiss your neck since I first saw you at the coffee shop.”

“I think I have wanted you to kiss me since I saw you in the the coffee shop. I saw you looking at my tattoo. I tried to ignore it, to shut it down but then when I saw you at the grocery store I think I changed my mind. I told myself if you came to the class I would, I don’t know. See if you were interested. I could tell you were interested but I didn’t want to make a fool of myself the first time I ever flirted with a woman. Then we didn’t really get a chance to talk after the class. And you left. I was so mad I hadn’t said anything.”

I put my hand on her thigh. I could see her give a little shiver.

“Yeah. I didn’t want to make a fool of myself either. I told myself you surely wouldn’t be interested in me. And there was all those other women around at the coffee shop. Your students.”

I moved my hand up a little closer to her crotch.

“No. I was. I was interested. Then you left and I was disappointed.. But when you messaged me I decided I would take a chance so I asked you out. Well, for coffee.”

She put her hand on mine and ever so slightly pulled it up closer to her panties.

“I was hoping you were asking me out. But I often get my hopes up for nothing.”

I kissed her again and asked her, “Do you want to go into the bedroom? There is more room.”

She gave me the most amazing look, “Yes. I would really like that. Let’s go into your bedroom.”

She grabbed my hand and I led her to my bedroom. Maybe it was just my imagination but it seemed very important to her when we went into my bedroom. It was like it was a decision she was making. Something that she had thought about but now she was choosing. Or maybe it was a dream come true. It was for me.


Dreams Come True

After we laid down on the bed we kissed again and she took a hold of my shirt on each side and lifted it over my head. I undid my bra and she took it off of me. She just looked at my breasts, like she had never seen breasts before. Almost timidly she gave my nipples a little kiss. I reached over and pulled her top off. She wasn’t wearing a bra so there they were. Her beautiful little titties right in front of me. At first I kissed each nipple then we kissed again, rubbing our tits against each other. It felt so good. I think she liked it too because she just sighed. It was like I could feel energy emanating from her. Then I pushed her back on the couch and we kissed and pushed against each other for a few minutes.

We were both still wearing our skirts. I reached up and rubbed her pussy through her panties. I could feel that she was getting excited. It was her sounds, it was her moving her hips and it was her damp panties. I was getting excited too. It took a moment or two but she started touching me between my legs. It felt so good, to be touching each other. She just started doing the same things to me that I was doing to her.

I crawled down between her legs, placing a few kissed on her belly button and the sunflower tattoo on her tummy. Her belly ring was just a ring. It had no gems. I kissed her center through her panties and took hold of each side of them and pulled them down. I halfway expected her panties to have sunflowers on them. They didn’t. Her panties were light blue. I realized they matched the light blue panties I was wearing.

After I took her panties off I kind of examined them. She was definitely getting excited. I looked at the wet spot on her panties and almost brought them up to my nose to inhale her aroma but I didn’t want her to know how kinky I was. Not yet anyway.

I looked up at her face to see her reaction. I wanted to see if she wanted my to go any further. I gave her what I hoped was a questioning look but it may have been a look of unbridled lust.

She nodded slightly and said, “Please.”

“Wait. How many tattoos do you have? I want to kiss them all.”

“I have a bunch.”

“Show me.”

“Okay. Well I am sure you have seen the ones on my arms, I have the one on my neck and the one you just kissed on my belly. I have one on my left ankle and one other one. You have to find it.”

I looked all over her body but couldn’t find it.

“Where is it?”

“Just kidding. I don’t have it yet. See if you can guess where my next one will be.”

I turned her around and kissed her butt. I did both cheeks just in case. Actually I kissed her right cheek then blew a raspberry on her left cheek. She laughed.

“How did you know. I want to get one on my right butt cheek.”

“Just a lucky guess. Maybe I will get one too.”

“We could have matching sunflowers on our butts.”

I threw her back on the bed and kissed her inner thighs on each side before moving to her pussy lips and clitoris. Again, I looked at her face. Her eyes were closed. When she noticed I had stopped kissing her, she opened her eyes and looked at me.

“You are so beautiful from this angle.” I said quietly.

“You are too. I love seeing you there.”

“I like being here.”

“Even when you talk down there it feels amazing.” She smiled. Then she added, kind of like an order, “Carry on.” And she closed her eyes again.

I went back to my job of making sure she never would want anyone else where I was. I sucked and nibbled at her clit for a moment then I pushed my tongue as far into her slit as I could. I went back to her clit and moved my right hand up to rub her lower lips. She started moving her hips, pressing herself against my face and fingers. Soon her hips started bucking against my mouth as she came.

When she was almost done I moved away so I could watch her. She was so beautiful. I made way back so I was lying next to her and she kissed me, she seemed to enjoy the taste of her own passion on her lips.

After she rested she looked at me. “Do you want me to do that to you?”

“If you want to.”

“I do. I hope I am at least half as good as you at that. If I am not, I am a very good learner. I can always try again.”

I stuttered out, “Well, I, I am, I’m very happy to let you, practice. You can practice as much as you need to.”

She laughed and wiggled her way down to face my crotch. She kissed my panties a few times before pulling them off. She looked at my panties and brought them up to her face to sniff. That really turned me on. I really enjoy sniffing my lover’s underwear. I know, I told you I was kinky.

Then she threw my panties aside and started licking the lips of my cunt. Watching her down there was such a turn on. I began rocking my hips in time with her tongue. I grabbed her head and pulled her into me.

I came with an, “Oh, oh, oh fuck.” She knew right when to stop licking and I just laid there trying to slow my breathing.

She wiggled her way back up and I kissed her, my own juices mixing with hers in my mouth. Our kisses got slower as we started relaxing in the afterglow. Even though it was the middle of the afternoon we both fell asleep.

We got up in the evening and I made some pasta with Alfredo sauce. We just ate a little bit then snuggled on the couch watching an old Sci Fi show called Firefly. We both dozed off so I led us back into the bedroom.


A Sunny Morning

When I woke up she was looking at me. Not staring in a weird way just looking at me. Kind of admiring me I think. The sun was shining through the window behind here, almost giving her a halo.

“I am so glad I met you. I am so glad I am here.”

“I am glad I met you. I am so glad you are here. I am glad I took your class. I think I made a bunch of right decisions for us to end up together in my bed this morning.”

“Yes. I think we both did.”

“So what do you want to do today?”

“Well, I want to spend the day with you. But I do have some things I have to do.”

I guess I had a pretty disappointed look on my face because Sunny grabbed my hand looked at me. She thought for a moment.

“I mean, if you don’t have something you have to do today, I just have to pick up some paint supplies for tomorrows class. Do you want to go to the art supply store downtown. And if there is anything you have to do maybe we could do that together. I don’t have to pick up my son until tomorrow.”

“That would be great. We can have breakfast at the french bakery downtown. They have an amazing multigrain croissant with avocado. And I would love to meet your son at some point. You know if it is okay. I don’t want to push things too fast.”

“That sounds great. I think today will be much more fun if we are together. But if you ever get tired of me and want to go visit your other girl just let me know.”

“Thanks but no, I don’t have any other girl. Right now I only want to hang with you.”

I was careful not to say anything too mushy. I didn’t want to scare her off. We hadn’t even really gone out on a date yet. We went for coffee yesterday and ended up in bed. Not that I minded how it turned out I just didn’t want to freak her out.

She gave me the biggest smile.

“I tell you what. If we still like each other after doing our errands, tonight maybe we can go out on a real date. And then, maybe next weekend you can meet Ollie.”

“Okay. So a movie and dinner tonight?”

“Sounds great. I tell you what. I will pay for and pick out the movie and you can be in charge of the dinner.”

My errands for the day only consisted of bringing a book back to the library. I am old school and still like reading real books. I really like hardbacks. I don’t even have a tablet.

“Okay. If it is my choice we have to go to the Lush. It is a small amazing restaurant on Driscol. Have you ever been there?”

“No. I have heard of it though. I heard it was good.”

“I went there once and loved it. I had Bang Bang Shrimp.”

We ate at the French Bakery for brunch and got a pretty late start on the day. She loved the multigrain croissant with avocado. We dropped off my books then we went to a children’s clothing store. She needed a few things for Oliver.

She was running short of paints so we had to stop by the art supply store. The owner of the store knew she would be coming and had her supplies ready. We did look a little around the store.

It is amazing how quickly the day went spending it with her. Although I guess we did spend a fair amount of time at the coffee shop. We just talked more about where we grew up and go to know each other. When the coffee shop closed we went for a little walk at the lake and did a bit more shopping. Most of the coffee shops in Hazelwood close around 3:00.

We went to dinner and just watching her eat was sexy. Then, when she noticed me watching her she acted like the food was getting her excited. She closed her eyes and chewed slowly. It was kind of like Meg Griffin in “When Harry Met Sally” but not quite as vocal. She was facing the wall so I think I was the only one that saw her performance.

I didn’t have a movie picked out until I got there. We went to a low budget mockumentary type film neither of us had heard of. It was a cheesy comedy about pirates. We both liked it though. We did get a little distracted around the middle of the movie. She put her hand on my thigh so I put my hand on hers. We were both wearing jeans so there was limited access to our treasures boxes. We did both rub each other over our jeans. I didn’t come and I don’t think she did either but it was very nice.

As we were leaving I thought about asking her for her soaked panties but chickened out. Then she asked. “Do you want to swap panties. As a little memento of tonight. Our first date?”

“Sure. I would love that.”

We went into the ladies room to swap. It was pretty crowded. We both just went into one stall and took off our jeans. We didn’t put the other one’s panties on. I wanted just her aroma on them. We put them in our pockets and left. We got a lot of stares from the other women in the bathroom. I usually wear panties so it felt weird to be going commando. Especially since I was already a bit turned on.

We didn’t spend the night together again since my sister was coming over early the next  morning to go hiking. She had stuff she had to do also.

We didn’t set anything in stone but we said we would hang out the next Saturday. Oliver was with his father on the weekends.


A Week Of Torture

On Monday I didn’t have time to call of text her although I did think of her a lot. I did find the time to text her right before I went to bed but I didn’t hear back. Of course my mind was thinking of all the reasons she didn’t respond. I was just a fling. She decided she didn’t like women. She got back with her ex. I though of so many reasons. I had what was left of the White Zin before I went to bed myself.

When I woke up in the morning I had a great little text.

“Sorry. I fell asleep when I laid down with Ollie. I woke up a 3:00 AM and figured it was too late to message back. I am working today but maybe we can touch base tonight.”

I was so happy. I messaged, “Yes. That sounds great.”

I felt like saying something like “I missed you” or even something more soapy but I restrained myself. I did touch myself a few times thinking of her but that is all. I didn’t get carried away.

When I got home from work I actually put on something sexy in case she texted me or called. I stopped myself from sending her a naughty selfie.

Of course the first thing she said when she called was, “Wanna have phone sex?”

I didn’t even say anything for about thirty seconds. I was speechless.

“Are you still there?”

“Oh, sorry. That just surprised me. I would love to do some phone sex. I am embarrassed to admit it but I dressed sexy for this call.”

“Me too. I am wearing a baby doll nighty.”

“You have a baby doll nighty? I am jealous.”

“What are you wearing?”

“Just a sexy bra and matching panties.”

“What color?”

“Light pink.”

“Can you see your pubic hair through them?”

“Yes. You want to see? Maybe we should do some selfies.”

“Oh God Yes. Hold on.”

We got disconnected trying to send the pictures but in about thirty second she sent me a picture of her baby doll nighty. I sent her a picture of me in my panties then I called her back.

“You are so cute. So sexy.”

“You are too.”

I could tell from the sounds coming from my phone that she had started touching herself. So I joined her.

“What are you doing?”

“I just put my hand under my panties. What are you doing?”

“I was pinching my nipples but now my left hand is rubbing myself under my Baby Doll. Rubbing my clitoris.”

“Oh, I just put my finger inside myself.”

“Me too. Oh, oh!

We both just got kind of silent except for some heavy breathing for a moment as we imagined what the other one was doing.

“Next time we get together, can we watch each other masturbate?” She asked.

“I would love that.” I told her. I was imagining her doing to herself what I was doing to myself. A few minutes of listening to each other’s heavy breathing sent us both over the edge.

After another minute, I said, “Wow. That was great. I have never had phone sex before.”

“Me neither. It was fun.”

“Can I see you tomorrow?”

“Of Course! I will put on my pretty pink panties.”

“Oh my God. When? Where?”

“I don’t know, do you want to come over here?”

“Yes. I would love to. Oh, what about your Son?”

“I can probably get my mother to watch him. She always wants him to come over. She would probably take him full time if I would let her.”

“That sounds great. I would love to see where you live.”

“After work? I will make you dinner. I will text you my address.”

“Oh my God. That sounds like so much fun.”

“Do you like Chicken Alfredo? I make a mean Alfredo.”

“Love it. Should I bring some wine?”

“No. I actually picked up a bottle of White Zinfandel. Can you drink that with pasta?”

“I don’t know enough about wine to care. As far as I am concerned, you can drink anything with anything.”

“Okay. See you tomorrow.”


Watching Each Other

I showed up at her house a little after 6:00. She answered the door in cute pink panties and a matching lace bra that she had mentioned the night before. She also had a very thin robe on that covered up nothing. I kind of rushed in since she was wearing her lingerie. I didn’t want the neighbors to get the right idea.

She gave me a wonderful kiss on the lips and handed me a glass of White Zinfandel. I took a sip and followed her into the kitchen. Her butt looked so cute in her pink panties. Once in the kitchen she turned to me and smile.

“If you want to make yourself more comfortable go right ahead.”

“Sure.”

I was wearing some sexy underwear so I just peeled my jeans and Tee shirt off and threw them in the corner. I walked over to kiss her again. We pressed up against each other for a moment then she went back to cooking.

“Do you want a little Caesar salad while I cook the pasta?”

“Sure.”

She handed me the salad bowl and pointed to a chair pulled up at the bar. There was two place settings with a salad plate and a dinner plate and a glass of water.

“We can just eat in the kitchen. My grandma would have a heart attack but I do it all the time. Help yourself to salad.”

I dished some salad on my salad plate.

“Do you want some?”

“Yeah, you can give me about as much as you have. I have some shredded Parmesan and pepper if you want it.”

I put a little of each on my salad. There was a plate of fresh bread sticks so I gave us each one. Sunny sat down for the salad as the pasta cooked. It was so hot to just be sitting down in our underwear eating and not even talking about it. It was a little odd but hot.

After the salad was finished she turned the fettuccine off and dumped into the colander she had in the sink. She rinsed the pasta and put some olive oil on it and put it on the bar.

“Dig in.”

“You are an amazing cook. I can never cook more than one course at a time or I burn stuff. Or cook it into mush.”

“Yeah, well it doesn’t always work out. I have ruined plenty of dinners. I have dumped casseroles on the floor getting them out of the oven, spilled spaghetti all over the floor. I used baking soda instead of baking powder once. That was also the time I misread the measurement and put four teaspoons of the baking soda in the bowl instead of one fourth a teaspoon of baking powder. I pitched those cookies.”

“Well, the salad was amazing and the Alfredo tastes heavenly. Did you make these bread sticks?”

“No. That is the one thing I didn’t make from scratch. For dessert I made some tiramisu.”

“Oh my God. Are you trying to make me fall in love with you?”

She didn’t say anything for a few seconds and I thought I really botched this dinner.

“Yeah. I think I am. My grandma said her tiramisu recipe will make anyone fall in love. I do really like you.”

I just looked at her for a moment before I confessed, “I don’t think you need tiramisu for that. I really like you too.”

Luckily we were both eating the same food because we gave each other an amazingly sloppy kiss. I don’t know if she did it on purpose but she ended up with a drop of Alfredo sauce above her right titty.

“Can you clean that off  for me?”

She leaned toward me. I licked it off of her chest. After that we finished dinner in silence.

When I took my last bite of the Alfredo I said, “Tiramisu time?”

“No. Tiramisu is for after the entertainment.”

“Entertainment?”

She got up and grabbed my hand. She led me into the living room.

“Put back on your jeans and Tee shirt. I want us to both start fully dressed.”

I did as she asked and she sat me in a chair. She put on a tee shirt and jeans and moved another chair in front of the chair I was sitting in and sat down on it.

“Time for you to entertain me. Start diddling.”

“What?”

“Remember I said I wanted us to watch each other masturbate?”

“Oh, so you are going to do it too?”

“Of course. You think I could watch you masturbate and not finger bang myself? Not a chance.”

“Okay.” How could I refuse?

She put one hand under her tee shirt and one hand down into her jeans. I could see both hands moving under the clothing. I reached down and pressed on my clitoris through my jeans, rubbing the seam of my jeans. It felt great although I am sure watching her rub her own crotch inside her clothes helped my excitement. Watching her was so hot. She closed her eyes as she fondled herself. She next took both hands out of her clothing. She pulled off her tee shirt, revealing her pink bra again. With her left hand she pushed her bra aside and pinched her right nipple. I had to pinch my own nipple in response. She moved her finger back and forth over her nipple, kind of flicking it back and forth. I could tell she really liked that because she was making little faces. As I mimicked her actions I made a note for the next time I got the opportunity to touch her titties I would do the same thing she was doing.

With her right hand she undid the button of her jeans and pulled down the zipper.  She put her hand between her panties and her jeans and rubbed herself. After a few minutes of rubbing her panties she stood up and pulled her jeans down to her knees. I thought I could see a dark spot so I am pretty sure her panties were getting a bit damp by this time.

I pulled off my own jeans and tee shirt. I pinched my nipples through my bra. Then I pulled my bra down to expose my nipples and pinched them again. I moved my finger back and forth on my nipples like she did. It was fun. Then I licked my fingers and pinched my nipples once more before moving my hands down to my crotch.

Both of us were trying not to miss anything the other woman did while focusing on our own pleasure. Under her panties, I could see that she was moving one of her fingers slowly in and out of her pussy. She closed her eyes for a moment then opened them again to see what I was doing.

I took my panties all the way off and threw them at her. She caught them and brought them up to her nose and inhaled, smelling my aroma of passion. She pushed her own panties all the way off, sniffed them, and threw them to me. I could see her just push her finger slightly inside her pussy and then bringing it back out again. Her style of fingering herself was much more refined than mine. I take my finger and plunge it into my cunt as far and as fast as I can. She gently pushed her finger in and out, only moving about an inch inside herself before pulling her finger back out. I think she pushed on her clitoris going both in and out. She pulled her legs up to expose herself more and reached around her butt to finger her pussy. Her tempo increased until she was matching mine.

I also smelled her soiled panties while moving my finger in and out of my sopping wet pussy. Her aroma combined with my finger’s movement pushed me over the edge. I was much noisier than usual when I came. I think seeing my orgasm pushed Sunny over the edge too. She made a sound that was a combination of huffing and saying “oh, oh, oh ahhhh!” when she came.

Then she flopped back on her chair breathing heavily. I did the same. We both just sat there for a minute or two, looking at each other with a mischievous smile. I got up and grabbed her hand to pull her over to the sofa. We sat next to each other, somewhat intertwined. She pulled a small blanket to kind of cover us. We just held each other for the longest time.

After about fifteen or twenty minutes of us just laying there snuggling she looked at and said, “Tiramisu time!” She walked into her kitchen totally naked and took the tiramisu out of the refrigerator. She dished out one big serving and handed me a spoon. We took turns taking a bite then feeding each other a bite. It was really good. She was right, if I hadn’t been falling in love with her I would have then. When we finished the dessert we got ready for bed and climbed in. She put on a fresh pair of yellow cotton panties and gave me a pair also. Mine were blue. We just wore panties and a tee shirt to sleep in. I usually wear pajamas but I was fine just wearing her panties.

I think we both kind of dozed off.

I didn’t wake up when she got up in the morning. She fried a couple of eggs and then she woke me up with an egg and cheese croissant for breakfast.


I meet Ollie

It was a couple of days later Sunny called me around 10:00 in the morning.

“Can I come by? I have a friend I want you to meet.”

“Of course.”

She was there in a few minutes with her son Oliver. I had kind of met him at the grocery store but I was more focused on her. He was just a bundle of smiles. Of course I really wanted to like him but I really did. We looked online and saw that there was a balloon race in Sommersville, a town a few miles away. We decided to go. Once we got there we found out that when they have a balloon race they leave in the morning and come back in the evening. That means most of the day there are no balloons. Not as much fun to go to a balloon race and see zero balloons. Luckily Ollie wasn’t so upset. We bought him a helium balloon and tied it to his arm and he was happy. We got some strawberry shortcake at a coffee shop so it turned out okay. Sunny and I got coffee so we were happy. I never really thought much about kids. My sister has one so if I want to see one I can but I really liked hanging out with Sunny and her son.

We decided to go to downtown Sommersville. While we were driving there Ollie fell asleep so we drove around a bit more to let him nap. We drove down by the river and just parked the car and talked. Since we were in the car and Ollie was in the back seat we didn’t even kiss.

They have a lot of cool shops on Sommers Street. It is like their main street. There are some thrift stores, a few one of a kind clothing stores, a book store, and a bakery. We stopped in there and got some bagels and another cup of coffee. At one point Ollie grabbed both of our hands and the three of us just walked together. I realized this was what it might feel like if we were a family. I liked it. It was just an over all light-hearted day.

When Sunny dropped me off, Ollie just looked at us and asked “When are we going to see Ali again?”

I looked at Sunny and said“Soon I hope.”

“Yeah, real soon.” Sunny said.

“Yay!”

That made my day. Truthfully it made more than my day, it made my year.

I have never been happier!


Note from author

This story was inspired by a visit to one of my favorite coffee shops. The woman giving a painting class was so gorgeous.

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. And I did enjoy writing it! If you did enjoy it, I would be ever so thrilled if you could grant me a wish and write a five star review on Amazon.

If your panties got a little damp while enjoying this story please let me know.

I also like to write about sexy musicians, artists and their adventures. If you like such tales, read some or all of my spicy tales I have listed on the next pages.

Thanks,

Staci O


Summary of My Sunny Day Experience

When Ali went to get coffee she never expected to meet the woman of her dreams. Sunny never even considered that there was a “woman” of her dreams. But dreams can come true. Sometimes dreams involve more than one dreamer.

Ali’s dreams include hot lesbian sex, mutual masturbation and Sunny. Sunny’s dreams include Ali.
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