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My heart races, a steady beat quickened by adrenaline. I untangle our fingers to slide my grip around her wrist. As I press my thumb over her pulse point, my other hand pushes the button—this time for the highest intensity.

Suits look good on me, I'm told. Good enough, that designers have begged me to wear their newest styles to events.

The media loves a woman in a fitted jacket and perfectly tailored slacks. Always black, always impeccable. I've never much cared for being buttoned up, ironed, and pressed into my clothes, but at least it's better than wearing a dress.

I'd much rather see that on her.

As Daphne kisses down my neck, I marvel over her barely-there red satin gown. Her back is almost entirely exposed, with a thin cord of crystal beads connecting the two sides. The generous diamond shaped décolletage on the front is my favorite feature, though; it's easy for me to slide my hands beneath the fabric without ruining the dress.

She moans as I palm her breasts, her breath hot against my neck.

"Do you want me, beautiful?" I whisper in her ear and her laugh is low and drowsy with wine.

"Why don't you see for yourself?"

I'm about to do just that, when there's a sharp knock on the limo's bullet-proof glass window.

We've arrived.

I want to ask for five minutes. I want to tell the driver to keep going, to take us back to my penthouse suite downtown. But we're notable guests tonight, donors for one of the city's most anticipated annual events: Seattle University's charity auction and art show.

Tonight, there will be wine and food and socializing, but there will also be business deals and ridiculously expensive art sales. The university showcases not only their own students' work, which is always impressive on its own, but art created by some of the finest artists in the world.

I fully intend to avoid the transactional portion of the night. I'm here to admire the art, thank the artists, tolerate them thanking me for my donation, and show off the most beautiful woman in the room.

Maybe I'm biased. But if you believe social media, Daphne is the most beautiful woman I've dated.

I'm not sure if that speaks more about her attractiveness or my taste, but they've got one thing right: she is worlds out of my league. I may be the "hottest female 'billionaire' in the country," ignoring that those billions are mostly my family's, but she's the darling of philanthropy and non-profit outreach.

Some people have said she "humanizes" me, turning the mysterious Harper Bly, venture capitalist, into someone more... relatable.

As we take a mutual deep breath, I knock on the window to let my driver, Sam, know we're ready. Daphne wipes lipstick from my neck, laughingly mentions the bruise now blooming over my collar bone, and then steps out of the car.

The red carpet is always the worst part of the night. We smile, hers genuine and mine well-practiced, and exchange brief comments with the more polite members of the press. I walk with my hand against her exposed lower back, thumb tracing circles over her spine. I feel her shiver, but perhaps it's the spring chill that's turning everyone's breath to fog.

Halfway up the walk, she does an elegant twirl so that her dress flutters prettily in the air, and a few people in the crowd clap and cheer. When she's returned to me, she leans in close with a wicked smile (more cheering) and whispers something only I can hear.

"Touch me. They'll love it."

I'm confused at first, but I see that glint in her eye, the mischief curving her full lips. I bring my hand to her back again, the middle this time, and slide my palm upward until it rests at the nape of her neck. She shivers again, her smile widening as cameras flash and people in the crowd—our fans, I suppose—cheer and wolf whistle and sling obscene suggestions.

"Kiss her!"

"What is she wearing under that?"

"Is that a hickey?"

A flash of anger runs through me and my grip tightens lightly on her neck. I feel Daphne's arm around my waist, her body pressed close in a half-hug for one of the last photo opportunities. We're near the door, now.

"Feeling possessive?" she whispers as she smiles at the cameras.

"Feeling like we should be inside," I tell her, "instead of posing for the wolves."

When we finally walk into the event hall, I take a few breaths to calm my nerves. I can still hear the shouts and catcalls outside but they're distant now, muffled by the massive oak double-doors.

As always, the interior of the event hall is gorgeous. Daphne gasps beside me as she takes it all in. For all the beauty of tonight, her smile is perfection.

"Is that Chihuly glass?" she breathes, pointing above our heads.

Suspended from the high arched ceiling is an extravagant cluster of massive multi-colored glass flowers, running along the length of the entrance hall.

"It's part of their Garden and Glass exhibit, I think. If you like it, I can take you there some time."

Daphne laughs and squeezes my arm. "I hosted an event there last year for the American Cancer Society."

Tearing my gaze away from the glass sculptures, my mind grinds to a stop.

"Something wrong?" she asks me with a too-innocent expression.

I force a smile that she can probably see right through. Well-practiced it may be, but Daphne Lancaster is uncannily good at reading people.

"I was at that event," I admit. "We… spoke."

We spoke, and I completely forgot her. It was just another gala, another night of socializing and promising financial contributions and trying not to glare at the wolves with their cameras. I vaguely remember our conversation. I complimented the success of the event and told her... told her... what?

Daphne's cheeks redden and she looks away from me, pretending interest in a dramatic bronze sculpture of a horse.

"Only briefly," she says. "It hardly counts."

Even worse.

"You're upset."

Daphne flinches. It's subtle, but I see it. Before I can say anything more, she releases a breath, turns back to me with that winning smile, and kisses my cheek.

"I want to see the rest of the show," she says quietly. "Then you can make it up to me."

There is heat in her eyes, intense and unyielding. I may have the fame and reputation at this event, but she is the one with the power.

Daphne wraps my hand in hers and guides me through the crowded hall. When she pulls away from me, I realize she's put something in my pocket.

I recognize the little remote control almost immediately.
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Daphne is as nonchalant as I am awe-struck. She guides me to a broad hall lined with paintings, some miniscule and some larger than a car. We pause before one of these, a decadent abstract that reminds me of the ocean during a storm. The paint has texture to it, giving the impression of waves.

"Try it," she tells me, as casually as if she were commenting on the painting.

"Here?" I ask.

"Here," she confirms.

Hand in the pocket of my slacks, I find the button for the lowest setting and press it.

The only indication that it's worked is Daphne's vice grip on my hand, and the little sharp intake of breath through her nose.

She straightens her shoulders and tilts her head a bit. I can see the blush creeping up over her sternum through the décolletage of her dress.

"It's lovely, isn't it?" she gestures to the painting. "As if Rothko remembered his love of color, but gave up the tidy squares to indulge himself completely. I feel as if I could dive into it and swim in the blues and greens. I—"

As soon as she loses her words, I press the button again. She breathes a slow sigh of relief.

"It is lovely," I agree, keeping my voice low. "I can understand the desire to indulge entirely in art, though it could become a mess, if you don't plan accordingly."

Biting her lower lip, Daphne nods.

My heart races, a steady beat quickened by adrenaline. I untangle our fingers to slide my grip around her wrist. As I press my thumb over her pulse point, my other hand pushes the button—this time for the highest intensity.

Daphne's eyes slide closed and she gasps.

I release the button once more.

"Would you like to see the rest of the art?" I ask.

She nods again.

We continue down the hall, her arm looped in mine, her head resting against my shoulder. Her tension slowly ebbs as we take in each of the paintings, but there is a sense of anticipation between us. I hold her pleasure in my hand, full control over her with only a push of a little round button.

There are many rooms set aside for this event, all of them carefully curated with art of all media. Some are more traditional, like the hall of paintings. Others feature experimental works, such as a room filled entirely with strands of tiny glass mirrors that create a dizzying illusion, reflecting light—and us—everywhere we look. A black-lit room with mismatched, neon painted furniture unsettles us until we realize the floor itself is tilted slightly so that everything is off kilter.

I back Daphne into a dark corner in this room and kiss her until she's gasping against my mouth.

"Touch me," she begs.

"Not yet," I tell her. "Soon."

I am acutely aware that the apology aspect of this arrangement has not been met. Daphne gives no indication that she's upset as she laughingly grabs two wine glasses from a tray and guides me into a room filled with pink flamingos in every form: painted, sculpted, glass blown, mosaic, and even a disorienting hologram.

Perhaps it's not that important, after all. We met once, a brief exchange. I'm sure I was polite, if vague. I'm also fairly certain I'd had too much to drink, and that...

As we leave the flamingo room, my heart jumps in my chest.

I had a date with me that night. A girl I only saw a few times, mostly to help her with promoting an indie music album. She was friendly, very good in bed. Her album made it to the top charts for three weeks after we were seen together.

But she was no Daphne.

"Thank you for putting this together Miss..."

"Lancaster. And thank you for coming tonight."

"Well, I wouldn't say I've 'come' yet but..."

"Oh. Um… perhaps your companion can be of service on that front?"

"The night is still young."

"It's nearly midnight, actually."

"Right. So it is. Well, thank you again Miss..."

"Lancaster."

"Miss Lancaster."

Well, it could have been worse. But it certainly could have been better.

We've reached the event center's indoor courtyard. Above us, moon and starlight shine through a faceted glass ceiling. The courtyard is milling with people, a few of whom notice us and quickly avert their gazes. A huge tree stands at the center of the space, and raised garden beds with built-in benches provide ample seating. Temporary art installations have been added here as well.

I'm familiar with this area. I'm also familiar with the discreet balcony it leads to.

The air outside is crisp and refreshing after walking through endless rooms smelling of paint, champagne, and acrid perfume.

Daphne walks ahead of me, going to the marble guard wall to look out over the grounds below. This is the back side of the event center, away from the main attractions. But still, the coordinators have set up additional lighting downstairs, along with a few sculptures I recognize from the Olympic Sculpture Park.

Feeling unusually anxious, I linger by the door.

"I assume you've remembered?" Daphne asks after a while.

"Yes."

She's quiet for a few breaths, and then finally turns around.

"I'm not angry with you, Harper. But I was embarrassed that day."

My hands go automatically to my pockets, and then immediately away when I re-discover the little remote. I am adrift in a sea of uncertainty. It feels much less decadent and exciting than the painting in the hall.

"I was childish. And drunk. So why..." I trail off, searching for the right words.

Ever patient, Daphne waits.

"When you interviewed with me, I thought I was meeting you for the first time."

"Yes," Daphne agrees.

"And I assume you didn't say anything, because you realized I didn't recognize you and you didn't want to embarrass me."

A little curve of her mouth.

"Yes."

"What I don't understand," I say as I close the distance between us, "is why on Earth you decided to interview with me when I was such an ass at the gala."

Daphne shrugs. "I wanted the job. And I could tell it wasn't your best night. You looked miserable during the dinner."

"You watched me?"

She huffs a disbelieving laugh.

"Harper, everyone watches you, all the time. It's amazing you don't notice."

There's hardly a breath of space between us now. I rest my hands over her hips and she moves against me, pressing closer. I can feel the outline of the toy through her dress. How has she maintained her composure tonight? Through her irritation, her arousal, and the other guests watching us with barely an attempt to hide their interest, she has remained steadfast with me.

I kiss the hollow of her throat and she swallows.

"Let me apologize," I whisper. "Let me show you how different I am with you."

Daphne wraps her arms around my waist.

"I don't want you to be a different person, Harper." She leans back, opening her legs and pushing aside the scarlet fabric to reveal the silicone toy. I know immediately which one it is, how deep it must be to keep in place as she walks.

"I just want you to myself."

As I slide one hand into my pocket and one over her now exposed breasts, Daphne tilts her head back and moans. She comes almost immediately as I press the button, with no regard for quiet. If anyone is downstairs, they'll hear us.

"Again," she demands, breathless. "I need to come again."

I oblige her, this time setting the vibration to its lowest pulse and taking her apart slowly. She clings to me, rolling her hips against mine to seek more depth, her thighs open wide. I support her, giving her the friction she desires, pushing the toy with every thrust, my hands over her breasts and my mouth sucking marks into her throat.

"Fuck yes," she groans. "Yes. God, Harper it's so good."

I'm heady with desire now, my own body responding to her words. If I didn't have this ridiculous suit on, I'd—

But Daphne is unbuttoning my slacks, shoving her hand between my legs, even as she chases her own climax. I force myself to concentrate on her, edging her closer and closer, letting her pleasure drive mine forward until I'm shaking with it.

It's always been an easy thing for me, getting off while standing, a beautiful woman wrapped around me or settled on her knees.

Her fingers are nimble, somehow always finding the right place. I hold her up, my hands around her thighs and hips snapping clumsily against her center. She comes before me with a shuddering moan, stuttering my name like an oath.

I work her through it, fucking her slowly as she comes down from the high, her body trembling and breath coming in short gasps. As soon as she can support herself she falls to her knees, yanks my overpriced pants down to my ankles, and holds onto my hips as she presses her mouth between my thighs.

I don't want to ruin her hair, so I grab onto the marble ledge for support. At some point, she repositions us so that my leg is draped over her shoulder, and it's perfect. I've never been particularly loud but I find myself biting my balled fist to keep from shouting, my voice pitched higher than usual. The familiar fire blazes through me and as Daphne opens me up with three fingers, my vision blurs.

"Harper, are you okay?"

Blinking back to the world, I manage a nod.

Daphne sucks her fingers clean and smiles up at me. Despite my best efforts, her curls are coming undone from the delicate styling. But the look of her, kneeling on the ground, her legs slightly spread, the outline of the toy still visible, her breasts bare and one sleeve fallen down her shoulder...

"I can't imagine my life without you," I tell her. "I... want you to stay with me."

It's a silly statement. We've gone strong for months now, and she practically lives at my apartment. But she seems to understand my meaning anyway.

"The night is young," she says quietly.

"It's almost midnight," I tell her with a grin.

"So it is, Miss Bly."

She raises a hand and I take it, kissing her wrist before helping her up.

We manage to sneak out of the event without too much notice, aside from a very smug couple who were positioned not far from the balcony, and an oblivious docent who thanks me at least four times for "coming" tonight.

Daphne laughs nearly the entire ride to my apartment, and falls asleep on my shoulder as soon as we've arrived.

Before she wakes up the next day, I make a phone call to the university. They are surprised by my request, but when I tell them my name, that surprise turns to excitement.

The ocean blue painting arrives in the afternoon, and Daphne shows her appreciation by riding me, her head thrown back, thighs open, and one palm gripping the mahogany frame.


Thank you for continuing Harper and Daphne's love story with me. Are there any other couples from the Technicolor Lesbians series you'd like to see again? Let me know on Instagram (@eleanorgilden).

Coming soon is Painter in Plaid: A model and artist navigate unresolved feelings to ensure an important painting is finished before their university's annual art show. Sparks (and clothes) fly as they try to get along.

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