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She smiles and pulls the lace thong down my thighs in an easy movement, discarding it beside her on the bed. I'm holding my breath as she kneels again, as she breathes on me, as she presses in with fingers and wicked tongue.

I look down at the wrinkled paper and up to the rusty metal door in front of me. There's no sign and the windows are boarded up. It looks like the place hasn't been in use for years—the entire neighborhood is made up of failed businesses and brownstones, most of which seem totally abandoned. Not exactly a prime place for a nightclub.

But I've checked the address listed on the advertisement multiple times and it's correct. I brush my hands over my tousled brown hair to make sure the spray is holding, adjust the slinky magenta minidress I bought in college, and knock.

Now that I'm closer, I can hear the faint pulse of club music and see colorful lights blinking through the gaps around the doorframe.

"Password."

"Um." I check the paper again, feeling incredibly silly. "Carpe Noctem?"

The door swings open with a rusty squeak and I am overwhelmed by the beat and melody of unfamiliar music and flashing lights, like a nonsense dream that descends without preamble.

I walk past the bouncer, a lanky man with smudged black eyeliner and an acid-green mohawk spiked like the leaves of a cactus. He closes the door quickly behind me and leans against it, muscled arms crossed over a leather vest lined with a variety buttons and messy painted symbols, including a big pentagram and a slogan that reads Punk's Not Dead.

The main room is a riot of dancing bodies and a fog that is equal parts mist, weed, and sweat. It tickles my nose and brings forgotten memories back of wild college parties, when I was social and had a sense of careless adventure.

That's the point of tonight. To find myself again. Or, at least, forget the real world for a while. I didn’t become a corporate accountant on purpose—it’s hardly where I wanted to be at twenty-eight years old. All those dreams of owning an art gallery, being a travel writer, and backpacking through Europe have all faded into the mundanity of skirt suits, shoulder pads, and endless spreadsheets.

I wind through the crowd, staying on the edge where people chat with plastic cups and blunts in their hands instead of dancing with no room to breathe. A bar is set up along one wall, lit with strands of party lights. People lounge on stools and make out with sloppy enthusiasm, and it takes a few minutes of awkward standing and politely shoving people aside, but I'm finally at the counter, a little winded and very thirsty.

The bartender is a tall girl with tattoos down one arm and short hair the shade of cobalt blue paint—the good kind, not synthetic. Her tank top is screen-printed with something vaguely Andy Warhol but it's Frida Kahlo instead of Marilyn Monroe.

When she scoots over to serve me, I realize I've been staring at her chest. She sees me see her, and as I’m trying to remember why I’m here, she plucks a cherry from one of the jars on the counter and pops it into her mouth, lips pursed around the fruit as she pulls the stem away and swallows.

"Did you do it?" I ask stupidly and, realizing how weird I sound, gesture to the shirt. She's smiling in a way that makes me want to spin around and blend into the crowd, maybe get trampled by the dancers. Her pierced eyebrow raises and when she opens her mouth, I can see another silver stud ring in her tongue.

"I work in a print shop during the week," she explains.

I'm about to say "cool" but my brain catches up with my mouth and I manage "I like it better than the original," instead.

Her smile turns into a grin. She leans over the counter and I tell myself it's so I can hear her better, but her mouth is close enough I can feel her breath.

"I can make one for you, if you give me your number."

It's a line, clearly. I know it's a line. Right? I take a breath and smell her perfume, something musky, and summon up college me's reckless confidence.

"I'll give you mine, if you give me yours."

She pulls back and for a second I think I've misunderstood, but then she cocks her head toward the end of the bar and tucks her hair behind her ear. There's a faded labrys axe tattooed on her wrist.

"I've got a pen upstairs," she says, and reaches a beckoning hand over the counter with a purposeful smile. “My shift is over, if you’d like to join me.”

Maybe it's the contact high from the hazy fog of smoke, or the steady pulse of electronic music making me bold. I take her hand and she tugs me to the end of the bar to a side door and into a concrete stairwell, dark with broken lights and no windows. There's nobody in here except for a sullen kid with a shaved head taking a cigarette break. He nods vaguely at us as we ascend the stairs, her hand firmly around my wrist, guiding me up and up to the second floor.

We make our way down a shadowy hall with graffiti on the walls—some of it trash and some surprisingly intricate, but I don't have time to linger and evaluate the skill of the artists. She releases my wrist to fumble with the keys for what I realize must be her home.

The room is quiet, the music only a dull beat I can feel through my sneakers. The door closes behind me and then we're alone together in the glowing light of a fluorescent blue sign outside the window that marks the corner store.

Her eyes are ocean blue, fluorescent sign blue, the blue of Rothko's No. 61., the same blue as her short cobalt hair. She devours me with those eyes and I force myself to hold her gaze, even though I want to look away.

"So," she says.

"So," I reply.

There's a tension between us, magnetic and curious. I shock myself by closing it first, walking toward her before I can change my mind.

When I kiss her, one hand cupping her jaw and the other pulling her in by her belt loops, she laughs. It's a good laugh, confident and approving.

We make our way to her messy twin bed, shedding shoes and her shirt, unfastening the buttons of her high waisted shorts. I go to pull off my dress but she stops me, a smirk curving her lips.

"Keep it on," she says. Her voice is raspy and warm, and it goes straight through me, down to my bare toes. The music bumps along, trembling under my feet.

She guides me onto the bed and settles between my legs. I'm suddenly very aware of myself, aware of how high my dress is, how it doesn't quite fit, how one sleeve is falling down my shoulder. But she's already running her palms up my thighs and dragging the hem over and up, past my lacy thong, past the belly button ring I got on a whim in high school, up to my rib cage.

I'm trembling already, with nerves and something else. My heart beats in my throat and ears. My skin is fluorescent blue.

"Lay back," she whispers, and I go where she puts me, resting my head on her pillows as she kneels, tugs on the thin lace, moving it aside with well-practiced fingers. I gasp when she touches me and my hand flies to my mouth to stifle my embarrassment.

"Look at me," she drawls as she tugs on the lace again. I open my eyes, which I must have closed at some point, and she is looking at me with a secret expression of hunger and encouragement. Her hair is half fallen over one eye, her lips full and so close I can feel her breath on my skin.

There's an unspoken question in the feather light touch of her fingers and parted mouth. I nod. She smiles and pulls the lace thong down my thighs in an easy movement, discarding it beside her on the bed. I'm holding my breath as she kneels again, as she breathes on me, as she presses in with fingers and wicked tongue.

I understand now, about the cherry.

She goes slowly at first, a languid exploration, one hand holding back her hair, the other moving to the music's beat. I'd heard about tongue rings, but always thought it was a myth, a silly community joke.

Maybe she's just really that good. I lose myself at some point, opening wide for her and moaning as she picks up the pace, as she works me inside and out. I tangle my hands into her hair and hold it for her, pulling her closer, moving my hips to the beat and harmony of her tongue, her lips.

"Fuck you taste good," she groans and I look down to see her slide a hand into her shorts, moving her knees a little further so she can get the angle right.

We move in sync, arching and pulling and pushing until fire begins to build. At the last minute, just when I'm starting to tumble, she pulls away—completely away, kneeling upright, one hand still in her shorts. I didn't notice before, but her nipples are pierced.

"What..." I'm too breathless to get any more words out. She pushes her fingers into her mouth and works herself, thighs shaking, gaze fixed on me, and then she's coming with a low moan. I'm so close, my body overheated and desperate. I reach between my legs but she swats my hand away with a grin and leans over me, grabbing something from her nightstand.

It takes me a few hazy minutes in the dim light to comprehend, but then I see the black harness as she straps it around her legs.

"This alright?" she asks, already moving closer.

All I can do is nod, a little too enthusiastically. She laughs again and wraps her hands around my thighs, one hand around her cock, stroking it like it's real. It should be silly but it's not; I open for her and she slides in slowly, keeping eye contact the whole time.

"You can touch yourself, if you want." She begins rolling her hips, a languorous glide as I adjust to being full and stretched, the sharp ache making my heart race. I raise a hand to my breasts but the fabric is too stiff, so I impatiently pull the sleeves down until I'm bare, the dress gathered as an afterthought around my waist.

Her breath stutters as her gaze goes down. She trails her fingers over my ribs and up to my nipples, pinching and rubbing until they're sensitive peaks and I am gasping with overstimulation.

"So good," she whispers, and I'm not sure if it's to me or her. Her blue eyes are heavy-lidded, a trickle of sweat runs down her sternum. I brush my hand over my stomach and down. I am slick, I am trembling, I am so close, so close...

As my orgasm builds, she thrusts harder, bracing her hands to either side of my head, teeth gritted and the muscles in her stomach flexing. The wooden headboard hits the wall and for some reason that's the sexiest thing of the whole moment, the sound of the mattress squeaking, the headboard thudding, thudding, thudding,

I come suddenly and loudly, my back arching and thighs shaking.

"Fuck, fuck—oh yes, yes please, harder—"

As I close my eyes and see stars, she kisses me, guiding me through the cresting waves.

When I'm done, she keeps going. I open my mouth to tell her to stop but she kisses me again, guides my hand to where I am still wet, and the ache continues to rise. This time it's sharper, deeper. Fuller.

"Oh," I groan.

"You're so gorgeous like this,” she hisses, “your legs open and tits out." She keeps talking, whispering filthy compliments that would make me blush with embarrassment during the day, but instead I'm coming again with a shivery sob, my knees pulled up to my chest as she fucks me into the mattress.

I open my eyes and she is watching me, her irises fluorescent blue, her lips a wicked smile, my body trembling. She kisses me again as she slows down, as she withdraws and curls around me, arms tucked under mine, fingers laced over my stomach. It takes a while for us to catch our breath. As we listen to the faint din of music downstairs, she presses her lips to the back of my neck.
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I wake up to the smell of coffee and menthol cigarettes.

For a moment I’m confused, but I rub my face and find eyeliner on my fingertips. Shit. My hair is a mess and my dress is gone and I’m sore as if I’ve spent hours at the gym. I probably look terrible, but at least I’m not hungover.

“Oh look, she wakes.”

I roll over to see her sitting on a stool, one foot up, coffee in her hand, dressed in a long t-shirt, this one with Ziggy Stardust printed in vibrant, messy colors. It looks impossibly good on her.

“I fell asleep with my makeup on.” My voice cracks with the remnants of sleep and she grins, revealing a hint of the ring behind her teeth. A shiver runs up my spine and I hold the sheet a little closer, wishing I had a mirror—or a shower. I’m not used to people seeing me dressed down and messy; years in an office have conditioned me to never be seen unless I look professional.

She sets the coffee mug on a table covered with plastic cups of paint brushes and stacks of paper and wadded up paper towels. A quick glance around the room at the canvasses and shelves of reference books and screen printing equipment confirm that she must be the shirt designer.

When she slides onto the bed, I automatically turn my head to hide the smudged makeup and messy hair, but she brings me back with her fingertips around my chin. Her eyes are a paler blue than last night but her hair is just as bright, with the faintest hint of blond roots.

“You’re beautiful. Believe me. Sex hair and day-old makeup is the look right now.”

She scoots closer, leans in the way she did last night over the bar, and ghosts a kiss over my lips. My breath catches in my throat and I forget about being a disheveled mess.

“I’ve got the day off if you want to stay a while. You can use my shower.”

“I’d like that,” I whisper, as if I’m sharing a secret or agreeing to a back-alley deal.

She closes the distance and captures my lips, sliding her tongue into my mouth. My hands go to her oversized Bowie shirt and her fingers graze my collarbone and down to touch my breast through the sheet.

It takes effort to pull away, but I finally manage. We’re both breathing heavy, tangled up with each other, the sheet falling away and her shirt sliding up.

“Shower first,” I tell her firmly and she kisses the tip of my nose.

When I’m clean, I realize I’ve forgotten the dress—and I don’t particularly want to wear it again. I leave the tiny bathroom with a green striped beach towel wrapped around me.

She’s making new coffee, elbow against the counter and chin on her hand as she observes drops fall into the percolator. I watch her for a moment, standing in her little kitchen that’s separated from the rest of the apartment by a single wall, tapping a finger to her cheek and humming some song I remember hearing on the radio.

“I’m Anna.” She jumps, eyes wide and t-shirt half scrunched over her hip from leaning against the counter. She’s wearing rumpled gray boxers.

For the first time since we’ve met, she’s taken off guard. Dragging fingers through her blue hair, she huffs a laugh and shakes her head, brushing off the surprise.

“I’m Jo.”

I tilt my head with a smile, fully intent on taking advantage of her momentary nervousness. She blinks a few times as I walk forward, as if she can’t quite decide if I’m real or not. Once I’m a breath away from her, I wrap my fingers around her wrist, bringing the labrys axe to my lips. She inhales at the contact.

“There’s coffee,” Jo breathes.

“Still brewing, seems like.”

She nods. “Seems like, yeah.”

There’s not much room in the kitchen, so I guide her to the little couch by the window, dropping my towel before I push her down to the cushions and lower myself over her. She looks up at me with curiosity and when I press my body against her, I can feel the rapid pulse of her heart.

“You like giving,” I say as I kiss Jo’s neck. “Do you take as well?”

She leans into my touch, her hands on my hips, her own legs parting so that I’m laying between them.

“Sometimes,” she hisses.

Her fingers dig into my hips as I pay special attention to a spot near her throat that makes her shiver and move against me. When I pull back, there’s a satisfying red and purple mark on her pale skin.

“Do you want me?” I kiss the bruise.

“Yes.”

It takes a few moments to drag her shorts over her thighs, but once they’re gone I lay myself over her again, raising up her shirt so we’re skin to skin, curves and angles settling into each other until we’re a comfortable fit.

Jo watches me as I touch her, rubbing slow circles and then faster, noting what makes her gasp and her hips stutter. I kiss down her shoulder to her chest, pressing my mouth to a secret freckle just below her nipple. Her hands are everywhere, grabbing my ass, dragging her fingers down my back, kneading my breasts and wrapping around the back of my neck.

When she starts shaking, I push into her, using my palm to give her friction and crooking my fingers until she moans. She’s grinding against my hand, one leg up over the couch cushions and the other around my hip, keeping me close to her.

“I’m gonna come,” she grits out through clenched teeth. “Fuck, Anna.” She’s getting loud now, groaning as she thrusts her hips upward, chasing the high. I imagine her neighbors can probably hear her and it gives me an unexpected thrill, knowing I’m making her moan like this, dragging out all those expletives and pleas.

She comes hard, her head thrown back, blue hair splayed over the pillows, shining cobalt in the afternoon sunlight streaming in through the dusty windows.

I kiss the tattoo on her wrist as she catches her breath. She shivers a few more times before the tension goes out of her and she sighs.

“Fuck, that was good,” Jo drawls with a weary grin.

I lick my fingers clean, watching her watch me, and kiss her gently on the mouth.

“Good enough for your number?”

She laughs breathlessly, her blue eyes sparkling.

“Enough for a proper date—and free drinks for life.”

We both laugh this time and I bury my face in her shoulder, breathing in her musk as she slides her arms around my waist.

“The coffee is probably ready now,” I mutter in her ear.

“Mm,” she whispers back, kissing my hair and reaching between my legs. “So are you.”


Thank you for reading the first installment of the Technicolor Lesbians series. Each part in this series is a standalone story with different characters, setting, and erotic situations. Stories are posted weekly or bi-weekly. Up next is Poet in Pink, a kinky tale about an adventurous girl who misreads an ad and finds herself tied up at Porno Poetry Night by a sultry performer with a gift for words—and knots.

Lusting for More? Continue the series with:
Poet in Pink
Violinist in Violet
Waitress in White
Billionaire in Black 
Gardener in Green

Find me on Instagram at @eleanorgilden for story updates and sapphic memes!
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