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They were both practitioners of the ancient Indian discipline of Yoga, which originated in the 5th century. But it was modern technology invented by a geek in Florida that brought Becky Flowers and Inger Stevens together.

When the women first became aware of each other, Becky's Instagram feed with her daily Yoga videos had 1.1 million followers while Inger with a similar daily Yoga feed was close behind at 1.05 million followers. Fans of the two lithe, tall and silver-tongued women were struck by how similar they both looked, and it was these fans who informed both women of the others existence. It was almost as if their fans pushed the two of them into each other’s arms.

Becky and Inger began their relationship (or initiated the mingling of their chakras as the yogis might prefer to call it) by tentatively checking out each other's photos and videos to find out what the competition looked like. Like their fans, they were surprised by how much they resembled each other. Both were tall at 6 feet and 1 inch. Their supple well exercised bodies, with flat stomachs and toned legs were a good match. The clincher was that both women had red hair which they wore neatly in ponytails. A mischief of nature? Or the prank of an omnipotent god? Their Instagram feeds had an update nearly every day, indicating hard work and dedication. Both women became eager to meet each other (or their spirits to interact as the yogis might prefer to call it).

It was Inger who made the first move by following Becky on Instagram. When Becky became aware of her new follower, she immediately followed Inger back. The fans of the two Yoginis rejoiced and Yoga forums became dens of desperate speculation about an impending partnership between the two women. Fans posted under Becky and Inger"s videos about their longing for partner Yoga videos between the two yoginis.

Becky took the next step and sent a private message to Inger on Instagram saying how much she enjoyed her videos. Inger repaid the compliment by replying to Becky that she enjoyed her videos too. A preliminary albeit hesitant alliance formed between Becky and Inger.

Both women read the messages on Yoga forums about how they were going to enter a partnership. They joked about it in their private messages, but both were aware that there was some merit in this fan fantasy. During this period, Inger caught up with Becky in the follower count battle. Becky did not seem to mind and congratulated Inger. Inger responded by liking a video of Becky doing a Soorya Namaskar (sun salutation). Becky retaliated by liking a video of Inger doing a Soorya Namaskar. Their fans went into a state of frenzy. Social media had made the world a more democratic place and, in their case, Becky and Inger were like two warriors being carried on the shoulders of their technology empowered followers towards each other.

Becky's apparent magnanimity gave Inger the confidence to ask her out on a date. An offer which Becky accepted all too eagerly. They were both residents of California and Inger suggested they meet at a burger joint down in the valley, which she knew was never too crowded.

One sunny afternoon, they sat facing each other at a table in the restaurant, both nattily dressed in jeans, well-fitting shirts, and sneakers.

They coaxed the basic details out of each other. Both were 33 years old (but looked 25) and had the same star sign – Cancer (indicating sensitive, caring and loyal natures). They made their living off Instagram, promoting corporate products. Both were single. They both expressed a mutual interest in a partnership. But wouldn’t it be better if they met a few times to see how they got along, asked Becky. Inger suggested that they arrange a few yoga sessions where they could practice together. Becky agreed. They smiled at each other.

“Can I hold your hand?”, asked Becky. Inger raised her eyebrows.

“I want to initiate a flow of energy between our bodies before we embark on a partnership”, Becky explained.

“That is a good idea. Why did I not think of it?”, said Ingrid, knowing that she was being tested.

They both raised their hands, spread their long fingers and the large palms of their hands met. They let their palms sprawl against each other for a few seconds before interlocking their fingers tightly. They did the same with the other pair of hands. Both women were aware of the hint of competition that characterized the interlocking of fingers. They were clearly measuring each other up. Becky squeezed Inger’s fingers tightly and Inger squeezed back.

“You have sweaty palms”, said Inger.

“I was about to say that about your palms”, said Becky.

They did not disentangle their fingers even when the waitress brought their burgers, concentrating hard on each other, eyes locked together, neither woman able to look away. The waitress glanced at the two identical carrottops staring intensely at each other, with their fingers interlocked. The yoginis seemed to have an aura around them that repelled the waitress who gulped and left them to their machinations. A few minutes later, they disentangled their fingers as if by mutual consent.

They ate their food leisurely and talked, both women continuing to test the waters. They were ambitious women, intent on merging their beauty and skills with the power of social media to catapult themselves to money and fame. Instinct told both women that the brand-new partner Yoga channel was a brilliant idea. There was nothing like it on the internet. Two lookalike women doing yoga together. It was not porn. It would be socially permitted Eastern fitness erotica masquerading as women's empowerment. As they talked, they sensed an attraction towards each other fuelled by the commonality of their professions and goals, but more than that, they sensed an intense physical attraction.

“Before we leave, should we not link our feet for a second round of energy flow between our bodies?”, asked Inger.

“Why not!”, said Becky, gladly taking up the challenge.

They removed their sneakers and socks and flexed their feet under the table before lining up their leg palms against each other.

“You have smooth feet. I can tell you take good care of them,” said Becky admiringly.

“I like the touch of your feet against mine” said Inger, exerting some pressure on Becky’s feet with her own. Becky pushed back and the two yoginis, became involved in a foot fight under the table, in which neither of them could dominate the other. After a few minutes of back and forth that culminated in a stalemate, they disengaged their feet and put their socks and shoes back on. The two women eyed each other with mutual respect and admiration as they walked out of the restaurant.

They had come in their cars which were parked side by side. The physical encounter in the restaurant had left both aroused, so they walked to the rear of their cars, making sure nobody could see them and interlocked fingers once again, their breasts inches away from each other.

“So, when do we meet next?”, asked Inger, making no effort to hide her eagerness.

“How about next weekend? You can stay over at my house. It is out here in the valley. I will message my address to you", said Becky, equally eager.

Inger hesitated. She would have liked a neutral meeting place for their first yoga session. Inger thought meeting in Becky’s place gave Becky an unfair advantage over her.

“Oh, come on. Don’t say no. We are going to have such fun”, said Becky, squeezing Inger’s fingers. Inger squeezed back and they raised their hands beside their bodies in a warrior like pose. Their breasts rubbed fleetingly.

“Well, if you insist, I cannot say no”, said Inger.

“That’s decided then”, said Becky.

“What kind of attire do we don during our sessions?”

“I say we wear identical clothes. Our fans are excited because we resemble each other so much. Let us tantalize them further by wearing the same clothes while doing yoga together.”

That seemed to excite Inger. She took a step towards Becky and their breasts touched.

“You said we would meet next weekend. Why not this weekend?”, asked Inger with a hint of sexual aggression in her voice.

“It is because I noticed tufts of hair under your armpits, in your videos. I am fully shaven. I need until next weekend for my armpit hair to be in full bloom like yours.”, said Becky coolly.

Inger disentangled her fingers from Becky’s and wrapped Becky in a tight hug. Becky hugged back and they squirmed against each other.

“I noticed that you never wear any nail polish. I will scrape the nail polish off my toes and fingers so that there would be no way to tell between us,” said Inger.

“That would be so eerie. It is a good thing we are redheads.”

“Ohhh, yes, it is. I want us to be as evenly matched as possible.”

"Please do not wear any perfume."

"I am all for getting sweaty with you."

Their faces were inches away from each other as they hugged. They hugged almost as if they were two wrestlers in a ring. Yet there was something distinctly sexual about the mutual embrace. They allowed their breasts to heave against each other for a whole minute before they disentangled. After all, self-control was at the core of the Yogic ethos.

In tune with Hindu cosmology, the days until the next weekend seemed like a trillion years for Becky and Inger. But the day finally arrived, and Inger left for the valley at 5:00 am in the morning, reaching Becky’s place a little before 6 am.

Becky came out to the porch to greet Inger and they locked together in a tight bear hug. Anyone who saw the two tall women embracing would have thought they were wrestlers training for the American women's Olympic wrestling squad. They let their breasts heave together, enjoying the rhythmic swells of flesh against flesh as they breathed into each other's faces. They let go of each other after this rubbing of breasts that was merely a prelude to what was about to happen between them.

After sipping down glasses of lemon and honey in the kitchen, the two yoginis walked to the backyard where Becky had laid out a huge mat and set up two cameras that would capture their yoga session from two different angles. Inger brought out two more cameras from her car and they set it up from two more angles, allowing for both long shots as well as close ups. They turned the cameras on.

They undressed in front of each other, languidly taking off their jeans and shirts to reveal identical tight red shorts and small red tank tops. Inger noticed the tufts of hair that had grown under Becky’s armpits. Becky saw that Inger had removed all traces of nail polish from her fingers and toes. They were like doppelgangers now, smiling knowingly at each other before stepping onto the mat. A cool breeze sent tingles through them, making them eager for contact between their bodies.

The session began with a Namasthe, the ancient Hindu greeting, where they sat facing each other on the mat and locked their eyes together in a continuous and intense mutual stare. Something deep and personal passed between the women.

They chose Sukhasana as the first pose, where they sat with their backs touching. They leaned their backs against each other, the arch of their buttocks coming into contact as the two women meditated. They breathed rhythmically, inhaling and exhaling the pure early morning air together. A feeling of mutual support passed between the two yoginis as they sat back-to-back. It went on for nearly ten minutes before they changed the pose to another version of Sukhasana - the seated side bend, where they sat back-to-back, raised their arms and entwined fingers, bending their locked arms first in one direction and then the next. They inhaled and exhaled together, something stirring inside both women from the contact between their bodies.

The early morning breeze had now given way to warm heat and Becky and Inger began to perspire.

With the easy warmup up poses out of the way, the women decided on a complicated yoga pose next. They entwined fingers with Becky laying down on her back and placing a foot on Inger’s stomach. She easily raised Inger up with one foot using their entwined fingers as leverage. She balanced Inger for a few moments during which a drop of sweat from Inger’s face fell onto Becky’s face. Becky licked it off her cheek and the two women smiled at each other.

“You are strong, Becky”, Inger whispered down to her.

“Let’s see how strong you are”, said Becky as she lowered Inger back onto the mat.

Inger also easily lifted Becky with their entwined fingers and her foot on Becky’s stomach. Both women were impressed by each other’s strength. Neither woman had made a mistake during one of the toughest partner yoga poses.

The next yoga pose was the Navasana. Once again, they sat facing each other with their knees touching. They raised their legs towards each other and clasped their hands together, using it as a grip to link their leg palms to each other. Smiles broke out on their faces as they naughtily applied pressure on the other’s legs in a contest between their feet. The display of skill and flexibility, impressing each other even more.

“You have beautiful feet”, said Inger.

“So, do you. No freckles or pink spots, just beautiful clear skin,” said Becky, returning the compliment.

They flexed their feet against each other, clasping their hands even more tightly. Their faces were drenched with sweat now. Neither woman gave in and finally, they had to agree mutually to disentangle their feet from each other, neither of them the winner.

They glared at each other as they stood up, both women slightly annoyed that they had been unable to dominate the other, but also aroused by how evenly matched they were. Drops of sweat dripped off their bodies onto the mat. Their bodies were gleaming now, thin films of sweat had appeared on their shoulders, arms and legs. Drops of sweat peppered their upper lips and foreheads. Their cheeks had a red sheen thanks to the perspiration. Inger raised her arms above her head and stretched. Becky eyed Inger’s hairy and sweaty armpits hungrily.

“Should we smell each other’s armpits?”, asked Becky confidently.

“Why not? There will be an interplay between our chakras and a convergence of our auras. It will promote intimacy between us", said Inger encouragingly.

"On the other hand, haven’t you read that some animals seek their mates out in the wild through their
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