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For the first time, we're face to face, barely a breath between us. Harper’s dark eyes flicker to my mouth and back, a silent question. "Kiss me, then," I tell her, rolling my hips as I say it.

My heels click-clack on the marble tile of Bly Incorporated’s grand foyer. I thrifted them yesterday when I bought clothes for my interview. As I sign in at the front desk, I hope my smile disguises how out of place I feel here.

The receptionist barely looks up as she hands me a temporary badge that says "Daphne Lancaster, Visitor."

She doesn't notice my scuffed Prada shoes or pre-worn cream blouse and black pencil skirt. It's silly, but I feel like I've passed an unspoken test. The gateway is open and the high art deco elevator door awaits.

It carries me up and up to the 14th floor, just below the penthouse. The powers that be bless me with no stops along the way, just an empty elevator with wall-to-wall mirrors, all reflecting my imposter syndrome.

I pat my carefully organized chestnut curls, brush a speck of mascara from my cheek, and take a deep breath in through the nose.

Another receptionist greets me as the doors open. This one is more attentive, a young man with horn rimmed, viper green glasses and perfect box braids that accentuate his angular features. He checks my badge with a well-manicured brow and waves me on down the hallway.

"Last door. Knock before you enter."

The phone rings. I offer a quiet "thanks" and he smiles vaguely as he answers with a chipper "Bly Incorporated, how may I help you?"

The hall is carpeted in lush teal and bordered by black marble walls with specks of gold and silver. I can't imagine how much it cost to design this building.

My heart thumps in time with my shoes, a drum beat to accompany me down the hall—a hall that seemed shorter when I exited the elevator. I try to remember the interview answers I prepared. When that fails, I count my breaths. In through the nose, out through the mouth. I get to seven before I reach the door.

"Enter," a voice says before I can knock. I lower my raised fist to the polished knob, take a breath, and turn it.

She's sitting at her desk, the picture of corporate professionalism, fountain pen scratching away in a leatherbound notebook. Glancing up at me, Harper Bly points the tip of her pen to the green chair opposite her desk.

For the briefest moment, her gaze slides from my blouse to my shoes and back to my face. I stand with pride I don't quite feel—if my clothes are inadequate, then hopefully I can convince her with my words that I'm qualified for the role.

Once I'm settled on the chair, I brace myself and make eye contact—or I would, if the CEO wasn't staring decidedly lower than my eyes.

I immediately raise my hand to my blouse. Did I miss a button? And nobody told me? But no, everything is in order. Harper blinks away quickly and I'm surprised to see a flash of embarrassment cross her face.

Before I can guess what it means, she clears her throat.

"Daphne, is it?"

"Yes. Daphne Lancaster."

Harper reaches for a paper on her desk—my resume, I realize—and skims over it.

"Undergraduate at UCLA and master's at Stanford. What made you decide to move here?"

"I got a job offer in Seattle just out of college," I say, but she knows that. I'm sure this isn't the first time she's reviewed my history.

Harper nods and a lock of short blonde hair falls over her brow as she skims over the resume. It's messier than I've seen in photos and interviews, where she always looks immaculate. She's by no means casual, but without her signature black blazer and perfectly styled hair, she's comparatively dressed down.

"You've managed programs for three non-profit organizations before this," she lays down the paper and meets my gaze again. Leaning back in her chair, she tilts her head with curiosity. "Why go private?"

This, I'm prepared for. I straighten my posture and her eyes dip down again, so quickly I'm not sure if I imagined it.

A thrill runs through me, electric and invigorating. I like being watched by her. It's a strange thought, no doubt the product of nerves—and finally being in the presence of the person I've admired since she first took ownership over her family's company.

Taking a breath, I put away my eagerness and aim for a professional tone.

"Those non-profits were valuable experiences, but recently I've taken an interest in supporting philanthropic efforts on the corporate level. I believe it's possible to encourage private companies to become more active in charitable movements and bridge the gap between corporate interests and local communities."

She nods, her expression neutral.

"And why me?"

My pulse jumps. She smiles.

"Bly’s commitment to public health," I say. "You've followed through on nearly all your promises—"

"Nearly?"

"Er..." I swallow, hoping I wasn't too bold. But Harper doesn't look angry. She's watching me with interest, dark eyes fixed on mine. I want to look away, but she's holding me captive. "Last year, Bly neglected to follow-up on a prior commitment to donate $2.7 million to three Seattle hospitals."

Harper is quiet. She reaches for her leather notebook and writes something with her fountain pen.

"And you know this how?"

"Your annual financial report. I reviewed it before the interview."

She sets the pen down once more and fixes me with that intense, scrutinizing stare.

"I'll look into that. If you're correct, I'll ensure you're fairly compensated."

My breath catches as I process her words. She watches me, expression casual but focused. Feeling bold, I straighten my posture again, relishing the automatic dip of her eyes down to my collar.

"Are you paying me for my silence?"

I'm not sure what effect I was hoping for, but panic was not it.

"No!" Harper sputters. "No, never. I merely meant—my company's reputation is reliant on our dedication to following through on promises. If we missed something, I would be indebted to you for pointing it out."

Somehow the balance of power has shifted. Harper runs long fingers over her short hair and struggles to regain her composure. Gone is the collected corporate executive.

At first, it's a thrill. Here is the billionaire owner of a successful company, nervous and apologizing to a girl wearing thrifted interview clothes.

But then her breath starts coming in short gasps and sweat glistens on her forehead.

"Fuck," she chokes. "Not right now."

Without a second thought, I shove back my velvet green chair and rush to help, falling to my knees beside her. She flinches when I take her hand but doesn't pull away.

"Breathe," I tell her calmly. "In through your nose, out through your mouth."

She does as told, struggling at first. Her pulse races beneath my fingertips, but her breath gradually begins to steady.

This close, I can smell the subtle musk of her cologne. Her skin is soft, her wrists delicate, but her grip on me is firm. A shiver raises goosebumps along my arms.

"I suppose they're wrong about psychology degrees," Harper rasps once she's regained her breath. When she sees my confusion, she huffs a laugh. "You clearly understand how to handle panic attacks."

I share the laugh, a bit louder than intended. Her gaze is on me again. She hasn't removed her hand from my grasp. Her pulse still races, though not the worrying rapid-fire pace of a few minutes ago.

"Would it surprise you if I said I have anxiety as well?" I ask with a smile.

Hers fades to something more serious.

"Yes, actually."

There's a brief quiet I'm not sure how to interpret.

"May I ask what it was I said that triggered that response, so that I can avoid it in the future?"

She squeezes my hand unconsciously.

"'Are you paying for my silence.'"

"Oh," I reply. There's a different weight to those words now. The implication of a wealthy CEO buying an interviewee's silence.

"Yes," she says. "My money is my family's more than mine. But being in my position, there is a certain unavoidable dynamic in situations like this. One that I have worked very hard to avoid, as I've been on the other end of it."

I understand, by the heaviness of her words and the look in her eyes.

"That's not what this is," I assure her. "Though I suppose that's not much comfort when I'm kneeling on the floor in front of you during an interview."

As soon as I say the words I'm worried I've misspoken again. But her face brightens and she chuckles.

"You put yourself in that position," she reminds me with a grin.

"Only to comfort you," I tease back.

There is a tension, one that must have been there since I walked through the door to her office. Now that we're closer it's palpable—her pulse is steady and strong, the slight tilt of her mouth presents a challenge.

"Would you like to continue the interview?" I whisper, looking up at her through half-lidded eyes.

She draws a line with her fingertip from my temple to my chin.

"Do you want to?"

I allow myself two breaths to make a decision, and then release her hand. She looks disappointed until I begin sliding my palms over her tweed trousers. Harper shivers, head falling back against the leather chair.

"How about," I begin unfastening the buttons, "If I make you come twice, you hire me? I think you know I'm quite capable of getting the job done."

Harper lifts her hips as I drag her trousers down over her leanly-muscled runner’s thighs, leaving only her satin black briefs. I lean close, inhaling her scent, my nose almost—not quite—touching. She tries to stifle her gasp, but fails.

"It's a d-deal," she says.

"Where would you like to continue?" I kiss the inside of her left thigh.

"I've wanted to push you over my desk since you got here," she breathes. "But this works too."

Once I've worked her briefs down and discarded them on the floor, I take a moment to admire her. Harper opens her legs with a slow smile, and I realize that she's not wearing any shoes.

This is hilarious for some reason. I wrap a hand around her ankle and squeeze, a laugh rising up from my chest. She grins cheekily down at me.

"Why bother with Italian leather when I can wear socks to work instead?" She wiggles her toes and we both laugh together, a bubbling shared humor that feels natural and intimate.

When the laughter has faded and we are breathless and flushed, I brush my fingertips from her ankle, up her calf to her knee and onward to her center.

Harper stifles a low groan by biting her fist.

"Been a while?" I ask casually as I rub slow circles.

She nods, lowering her hand to begin unbuttoning her own shirt.

"Not a lot of time for—fuck—for pleasure when you're running a company."

"Mmm," I hum as I taste her. "Other executives find the time."

Harper scrunches up her nose and bites back another groan. "They—they spend most of their time out of the office. I'd rather run things myself."

I'm losing track of our conversation, distracted by Harper’s taste, Harper’s scent, her long legs and the little noises she makes between words.

"Diligent of you," I say.

"Some have called me controlling." She threads her fingers through my curls. It'll ruin the meticulous styling that took me an hour this morning... but I don't care.

I pinch her inner thigh and she jolts with surprise.

"Some have said the same about me." I glance up and see that she's fully unbuttoned her shirt now, revealing a simple sports bra underneath. Her nipples are small peaks beneath the fabric, her abdomen toned and shining with sweat.

I grab the hem of my blouse and slowly pull it upward, watching Harper’s face the entire time. I'm glad I wore my new balconette bra today—delicate cream lace that hugs my breasts perfectly. Harper swallows as I toss the shirt aside and return to my work.

"I want to touch you," she breathes.

"Soon," I tell her.

She grunts in frustration but tugs me back, her hands tight in my hair.

I take her apart bit by bit, opening her up with two and then three fingers, finding the places that make her shiver and moan. She moves against me, slow at first and then with enthusiasm, her voice pitching higher, one hand in my hair and the other over her breast.

And then she arches her back, eyes shut tight and mouth open in a quiet shout. I guide her through it, massaging her thigh and kissing her slender hip.

When she relaxes, there's a quiet relief, as if she's been holding her breath for a long time and only just remembered how to breathe.

"Thank you," she whispers, eyes sliding open.

"You're welcome?" It's such a strange feeling, being thanked by a CEO, not to mention one of the wealthiest women in the world—who was having a panic attack only minutes ago. "I'm not done yet, though."

She tenses as I stand, a flicker of worry in her eyes. The concern relaxes as my fingers go to the clasp of my bra, then the zipper on the back of my skirt. I kick my heels off and then I am standing before her, fully exposed.

Harper reaches for me with reverence, palm settling on the curve of my thigh and up to my full breasts. She drags me closer and I slide obediently onto her lap, only a thin lacy thong separating us.

She tugs on the fabric, gentle at first but harder when I don't resist, until I hear the sound of ripping lace. Like a woman starved, she drops the ruined fabric and begins touching me everywhere—palming my breasts, my buttocks, the angle of my collarbone and the hollow of my throat, kissing where her hands can't reach, dragging nails over skin to raise thin red welts along my thighs and back.

I moan for her, showing my gratitude and enthusiasm, offering my voice for her pleasure. My hips roll automatically, seeking pressure and friction. I clench around nothing and the emptiness is intolerable, so I reach between us, but Harper stops me with a smirk. Her eyes are darker now, almost black.

"Let me," she croons.

Her touch is devastating, her long fingers confident. I bury my face in her shoulder to stifle a whine and feel her chuckle resonate through her chest. My heart flutters and my thighs shake as she unravels me.

"You said—" I mutter drunkenly into the crook of her neck, "You wanted to bend me over your desk."

Her breath hitches and she stops. I move against her, urging her to continue, but she deprives me, withdrawing her hand and then—then she's grabbing me by the thighs and moving us so that I'm bare-assed on her desk and she's flush against me.

For the first time, we're face to face, barely a breath between us. Harper’s dark eyes flicker to my mouth and back, a silent question.

"Kiss me, then," I tell her, rolling my hips as I say it.

Her mouth is warm, her tongue just as certain and assured as her perfect hands. I can't help the shivering groan that rises from my core, and the sound sends her into a frenzy. Harper pushes me back until I'm laying across her desk, my curls spilling over the edge. Papers and pens clatter onto the floor as she palms my breasts and kisses down my stomach, nipping my hip bone with her canines.

When she finally reaches where I need her most, tears blur my vision of her office's high ceiling—black granite flecked with blue.

"Oh—oh yes..." I reach for something to hold onto as she pleasures me with her mouth, but end up knocking a stapler onto the floor. Instead, I twine my fingers into her blonde locks and hold on, keeping her in place as I chase my climax. She hums her approval and the vibration drives me further to the edge.

I come with my legs thrown over her shoulders and hands gripping her hair. She draws away at the last moment and slides two fingers into me, crooks them and thrusts until I come again, this time so hard my vision fogs over with stars.

"That's it," she says. "Come for me."

I'm not sure where one orgasm begins and the next ends, but once the aftershocks settle, she guides me from the desk back to her lap and cradles me, kissing my jaw and neck until I catch my breath.

"You only came once," I whisper once I've found my voice again.

"Mm," she draws me in for a deep kiss. "I got myself off. It counts, I think."

"Oh," is all I can say. "Does that mean I'm hired?"

"Nope."

I sit bolt upright, staring at her in genuine shock. But Harper is smiling lazily up at me, her hair a mess and cheeks flushed.

"I'm hiring you because you're the best candidate for the job. Not because you gave me a mind-blowing orgasm." Her grin is infuriatingly charming, the same grin I've seen her give during interviews on TV when she knows she's right.

I draw her in for a kiss, drag my fingers through her hair until she's breathless. When I pull away, that smug smile is replaced with dazed reverence.

"I'm more than capable of separating business and pleasure, if you're interested."

Harper shivers as I trace the edge of her jaw and kiss her again. "Deal."

Continue this story with Billionaire in Love!


Thank you for reading the fifth 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 Gardener in Green—The heiress to an old mansion in the English countryside spends winter with the charming woman who tends the estate's gardens. Amidst snowy days and dark nights, love begins to bloom.

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

Update: Based on the popularity of this story, I've decided to write a sequel! Harper and Daphne's journey will continue soon. Follow me on Instagram for more updates @eleanorgilden.
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