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I am chasing a high just out of reach, and she continues to deny me. "Stop playing," I hiss. Cara grabs the collar of my shirt and kisses me hard.

To call me a burnout would be unfair. I don't smoke weed and my musical taste isn't restricted to Nirvana and Bowie. Sometimes I listen to Metallica, or even, if the mood is right, opera.

But the rock posters and flannel shirts and band t-shirts, Vonnegut and Kerouac books with dog-eared pages and worn covers all made an impression on my first-year roommate.

Maybe I'm a hypocrite for thinking Cara was the epitome of clean-cut suburbia, sheltered and spoiled. But she made an impression too.

I mistook her politeness as contrived and fake, I admit. When she offered to help me unpack my things that first day and then eyed my posters with trepidation when she thought I wasn't looking, I made a judgment call.

When she picked up and quickly dropped the book of guitar tabs for classic queer songs, I made a second assumption that I held all the way up until her polite veneer broke and she demanded a new roommate.

The contrast was so surprising I wasn't sure whether to laugh or fight back. Cara’s normally perfect black hair slipping from its French braid, her glasses askew, and her small voice pitched to something broken and coarse.

I'm still not sure what I did. She blamed the anger on my sloppiness, my tendency to come back to the dorm late at night – after studying in the library, mind you – and how distracting my guitar was. I rarely practiced in our room because she always complained.

I was a deadbeat, she said. I was a burnout, a philosophy freak – which was only partially true; I’m majoring in environmental science. Philosophy is only my minor. The tirade went on: I burned incense too often, she could hear my music through my headphones.

I was a careless, lazy dyke.

That was the breaking point for both of us. I could see she didn't mean to say it by the widening of her doe eyes. But she doubled down, told me I should leave, that it was better for both of us. I stood my ground.

"Say it again," I demanded.

"You're impossible, Vera," she snarled.

"I'm human. I have a job and schoolwork. I'm sorry my schedule and lifestyle don't match your expectations of a freshman year bestie. Whatever dream you had of bonding and doing each other's hair and talking about boys – it's not my fault you live in a glass tower."

She grabbed the nearest book and threw it at my head: A Room of One's Own. Fitting.

I threw clothes and books into a bag, slung my guitar over my shoulder, and left. I came back when she was gone for the rest of my things and slept in the student center until I could claim one of the single apartments on campus.

It was a breath of relief being away from her uptight tension. We saw each other on campus a few times, but the school was big enough that there was no need to interact. Our classes didn't overlap, and our friends definitely didn't.

Three years and I'd almost forgotten the drama.

Until I walk into the senior figure painting class and see her sitting at her easel.

I didn't even know she took art, never mind advanced classes.

Tightening the terrycloth robe around me, I look at her looking at me with those wide doe eyes. Her expression is unreadable, and I hope mine is too. But I've always had difficulty disguising my moods.

There’s nothing for it. I need the money and I'm not shy about my body. I've had enough girls express their enthusiasm to know I'm attractive, at least enough for college lesbians, who are often repressed and excited to see tits in any way they can get them.

As I step up to the podium and drop the robe from my shoulders, I glance at her from the corner of my vision. She's looking down, mixing her oil paints with her brow furrowed.

I realize with a flush of annoyance that she is wearing my shirt tied around her waist, an old red flannel button-down I'd given up as lost forever.

Once I've draped the robe on the nearby stand, I settle myself onto the modeling couch, get into a position I think I can hold, and let my mind drift. I've done this enough times that it's not too difficult. I listen to the music streaming from someone's computer, blending with the sound of brush strokes and swishing water and palette knives mixing pigment.

I try not to look at her and succeed for most of the class; it takes a certain amount of focus and discomfort to maintain my posture. I'm glad for the distraction today.

But as the class draws to a close and students begin packing up their supplies, she remains. I'm beginning to get legitimately worried now, wondering what she could possibly be lingering for. She's avoided me successfully for almost four years – why would she choose now of all times to stick around?

"Are you coming to lunch?" a girl with pretty brown skin and a paintbrush in her bun asks.

Cara frowns at her canvas. Her eyes flicker to me and – is that embarrassment?

"I have to finish today... it's for the art show this weekend."

My heart stumbles. I remember the consent form I signed, allowing students to display works based on my form. But the art show is one of the biggest events not just at Seattle University, but the entire city. It's a massive charity auction and gallery show that invites artists and collectors from all over the world.

Could I withdraw my consent? If the painting sells, can I extort her for money? That would seal her opinion of me for sure.

"Do you mind staying?" her voice calls me back and I nearly break my posture.

"I'm paid by the hour," I shrug, hoping I look careless and unbothered.

She smiles. I realize she no longer wears the dark braid. Her hair is shoulder length and choppy, with streaks of vibrant red and purple. She's replaced her glasses with contacts. Her face has lost some of its softness, but her eyes are still round and dark and disarming.

"Great." Cara exchanges a few words with the other student, who pats her shoulder fondly before leaving the room.

We're alone now.

"So. You're a painter," I say.

She eyes me warily before dipping her brush into a peachy beige pigment.

"My major has always been art."

I realize I never bothered to ask.

"Huh."

She draws a long stripe of paint with more vigor than usual, her jaw clenched and wrist elegantly flexed.

"Well," I continue, curious if I can that kind of reaction again, "For the record, I'm an environmental scientist."

She has the gall to snort. It's small and full of vitriol.

"I see you going into the humanities building with the philosophy students every Friday."

A slow blush creeps up to her cheeks and she flicks her gaze toward me.

"You see me every Friday," I repeat.

"The pottery lab is across the courtyard." Her tone is forced and defensive. She drags her brush along the canvas and curses, quickly reaching for a rag to fix her mistake.

"Do you watch for me?" I push, not bothering to hide the satisfied grin.

"No," she swishes her brush and continues working on the same part of the canvas. "Sound carries. I hear you talking as you go up the steps. And playing the guitar afterward."

That blush is darkening over her olive cheeks.

"You could wear headphones or play music in the lab," I suggest.

Cara shrugs. "Nobody in the class can agree on what to play. And if I wear my headphones, I won't hear instructions."

"Sensible," I nod my head, which is apparently the wrong thing to do.

"You moved. Bring your hand back to your shoulder."

I do as told.

"You've got paint on your cheek," I tell her.

She shrugs again. "I have paint everywhere. I ruined my best jeans this morning."

"Hope you don't get paint on my shirt," I move my hand a fraction of an inch. She glares again, but the expression changes to surprise. She nearly drops her paint brush.

"You left it."

"You could have given it back."

"I didn't want to talk to you."

"You could have—"

"Stop moving," she growls. It's a different sound. One I haven't heard before. I tilt my chin up, shift my feet back in place. It was a comfortable lounging position when class started, but my muscles are beginning to itch. No amount of core exercise prepares you for staying in the same pose for three hours.

We're quiet for a while. I find my center again, securing that mindset between zoned out and awake, aware of my body without paying too much attention to the aches and discomfort.

"How's it going?" I ask casually after a while.

She leans back, expression blank. With a little shake of her head that seems more of a private moment than meant for me, she sighs and drops her paintbrush into the water, swishing it a few times before setting it aside.

"It's late. You can go."

"Are you sure?" She's clearly upset, with tension coiled in her shoulders and a little frown that tugs down her mouth.

"Just go," she says. "I'll figure it out."

I don't argue. My body is screaming for movement. Sweat trickles down my sternum and one of my legs has fallen asleep. As I begin recollecting myself, I watch her stare at the canvas, eyes unfocused. I can't imagine what thoughts are whirling around in that head, but I recognize the look. It's the same one she used to get when she was trying to write an essay and my very presence was a distraction.

With the robe wrapped around me, I grab my bag and head for the private bathroom to change.

The mirror reflects my exhaustion. It's a good thing I don't have anything scheduled for tomorrow because I won't be getting out of bed until the dark circles are gone and my joints stop clicking. Dragging my fingers through my hair to bring some life back into it, I roll my neck and button my jeans and shrug into my t-shirt before leaving the bathroom.

As soon as I've opened the door, I can hear her crying.

Shit.

I close the door behind me, loud enough to announce my presence. She jumps, wipes her eyes, makes a show of cleaning brushes that had been sitting untouched on her table.

"You okay?" I toss the robe into the communal basket designated for all the figure models and head toward her station. She wipes at her cheeks with the back of her hand.

"Yep, fine. I'm okay."

I could leave. I'm tired and hungry and don't feel like being on the end of her bad mood.

But I hate watching people cry. I walk around the other easels. It's weird seeing myself on all the canvases in different styles and hues and angles. They're good, for the most part.

When I reach hers, the cheesy, comforting words I was planning die on my tongue.

It's nearly done, and beautifully so. Realism with a touch of energy in the brushstrokes, colors not quite mixed in some places so there are streaks of green and blue and violet in the flesh tones. She's brought something out that the other paintings lack. Anger, tension, the discomfort of my position. There's careful attention to the line of my hipbone and the muscles of my abdomen, the way my ankles overlapped, the angle of my clavicle, slightly crooked from a fracture years ago.

The only thing that doesn't look done is my face. I'm not sure whether I should read into that – was she avoiding looking at me? Or maybe this was her process, body first and then face.

Either way, she won't be able to finish it from memory unless she's got perfect recall.

"It has to be finished today," I remember.

She nods.

"And it's just my face you need?"

"Mostly." Her voice is hoarse. She must have been crying for a while when I was getting dressed.

"I'll stay."

She looks up at me, her eyes puffy and cheeks stained with tears.

"Why?"

I grin down at her.

"Call me a narcissist, but the painting looks good. It'd be a shame if you don't finish the best part."

She laughs a little, eyes flickering over the painting.

"You're right," she tilts her head as she looks back at me, a little smirk curling her full lips. "You are a narcissist."

It's late. I'm clearly not thinking rationally. Smiling, I stoop down until I can feel the warmth of her breath. If I wanted to, I could close that gap, see how her lips taste.

Something falls and we both jump. I've knocked the cup of paint water onto the floor.

We scramble haphazardly to mop up the water and keep it contained, grabbing towels and righting the water cup.

"Crisis averted." I toss the wet rags to the side. "Unless you count my shoes."

She reaches a hand to my side and I flinch with surprise.

"Your shirt, too."

Glancing down, I see that in the chaos I must have brushed up against her palette. A streak of red is quickly drying on my shirt.

"Well," I reach for the sleeve of the flannel still tied around her waist, "Good thing there's a second."

Her hand is still pressed to my side and I can feel her fingers twitch as I tug the sleeve lightly. She steps forward. She's a full head shorter than me, looking up with those dark doe eyes and a quiet smirk.

Before I can remember who she is, where we are, our history and every other relevant fact, I'm reaching down, closing the short distance to kiss her.

Cara gasps and does not pull away. The hand on my side slides lower, fingers wrapping around my belt loop. She opens to me, breath hot and trembling.

We stand like this, her hand on me and my mouth on hers. I tug her closer by the sleeve of my flannel shirt and bring my other hand up to cup her jaw. There's an electric tension, coiled and ready to explode. It's always been this way between us, I realize. But not quite like this.

"I want you," I say.

"Then take me," she challenges.

It's all the confirmation I need. I drag her over to the podium and lean back on the couch. She slides over my thigh and buries her face in my shoulder. We're both clothed now, but she's rolling her hips and making noises that go straight through my spine.

I guide her, my hands on her hips and mouth against her throat.

"Can you come like this?"

She laughs breathlessly and presses closer in response.

It doesn't take long before she's thrusting hard against my thigh, her breath coming in short gasps. I hold her close, letting her set the pace, in awe of this changed person, transformed and wanting and perfect.

Our history is coming into clear focus, the question of her behavior understood. It should have been obvious, really.

"Fuck," she gasps as her pace becomes uncoordinated. I slide my hands beneath her shirt and marvel over the softness of her skin, the way her lower back curves. She's not wearing a bra, to my delight, and I cup her breasts as she moans into my shoulder.

When she's stopped moving, I continue massaging her, rubbing her nipples into peaks and pressing kisses along her neck.

"You've seen me," I tell her. "I want to see you."

Cara leans back and wordlessly tugs her shirt over her head. She shimmies off my lap and tugs down her leggings – no underwear either – and kicks them away. Of all people in the world, I would not have expected her to have a tattoo, but there it is on her rib cage.

“'I cannot weave.' What does that mean?"

She grins, stoops down to kiss me, and then further, kneeling as she unbuttons my jeans.

"'Sweet Mother, I cannot weave – slender Aphrodite has overcome me with longing for a girl.'"

I lift my hips as she tugs my jeans down.

"Sappho?"

She kisses my inner thigh.

"I got it the summer before coming here. My own mother was furious."

I freeze, staring down at her, a flood of confused thoughts that begin but get lost on their way to conclusion.

"You had it when we were roommates."

She kisses higher, the overhead light making her eyes liquid dark.

"I've always been a lesbian, if that's what you're asking."

"No I—" but what was I asking? Clearly we hadn't bothered to actually get to know each other in the brief months we shared a room.

I'm searching for words when she slides her fingers beyond the band of my underwear. All thought is banished, then. I let my head fall back, my eyes slide closed as she explores to her content, touching with a curiosity that is tantalizing and intolerable.

"Imagine if we'd spoken truthfully back then." Her hair tickles my thigh as she bends to me. Her breath is hot, her tongue soft.

"I'm not sure I'd have believed you," I admit, my words betraying how turned on I am.

Cara chuckles, slips two fingers into me, slow and steady. "Not too difficult to prove otherwise, is it?"

The combination of her tongue and fingers drives all clarity from my mind. I am all sensation, my earlier exhaustion becoming a sort of delirium.

I move against her, biting back a moan as she guides me further to the edge, right to the precipice, and keeps me there, slowing right as the sparks fly, rushing forward when the fire begins to ebb. It's infuriating. I feel drunk on her touch. I want to know what she tastes like, how she'd look riding me, or bent over, her back arched and my hand in her hair. I stop trying to be quiet, and she encourages me, humming approval with every groan. When I see her hand reach between her legs, I'm lost.

Sensing I'm close, she fucks me harder, three fingers thick, the base of her palm right where I need it. I grit my teeth and... she slows down.

"Fuck," I growl, a flash of rage striking hot. She grins and quickens the pace again. I am chasing a high just out of reach, and she continues to deny me. "Stop playing," I hiss.

Cara grabs the collar of my shirt and kisses me hard, swallowing back my surprised moan. She bites my lip and sucks at the corner of my jaw. She's becoming clumsy, her pace erratic as she tries to get us both off. I grab her wrist and replace it with my fingers, giving her the relief she needs.

There is the sound of skin and our breath. We are travelers on the same path, rushing toward the same cliff, hand in hand.

"I saw you once," she says, her voice rough. "I walked into the room and you didn't hear me because your headphones were on. The blanket was covering you but I – I saw. Your hand, your knees were apart and you were so loud... god it was the hottest thing."

"I knew you were there," I laugh as I remember. "I thought you were disgusted with me, or confused. So I kept going until—"

"Until you came," she finishes for me. "I went to the lounge after that. It was late and nobody was there. I put a pillow between my legs and rode it while I thought of you, and when that wasn't enough, I went back to the room and got myself off right outside of the door. I could hear you still... fuck I came so hard, I—"

Her breath catches as she hits her climax, shuddering against my fingers.

"Mm, that's good," I tell her. "Touch me like you wanted to that night."

She whines, still riding my hand as she brings me to the edge and finally, finally over.

I come with a groan, the heat a blaze of aching pleasure. It's too much and not enough; I bite her shoulder as the fire burns on and on, deep and shivering and better than anything I've ever had. This isn't some sorority girl who will go back to her boyfriend tomorrow, or a sloppy lay at the bar off campus. This is intimate. Personal.

When we've both taken has much as we can, there is a quiet between us. It's not awkward anymore, just a temporary silence as she lays over me and kisses my neck, and I brush my hands over the curve of her back.

"You need to finish painting," I remember after a while.

"Mm. Do you mind staying?"

I prop myself up on an elbow and smile.

"No, I think I'll go home."

She looks surprised, but then laughs and slaps my arm. "You're awful, you know that?"

I kiss her nose and she wrinkles it adorably.

"I've been told. I've even had books thrown at me. Feminist novels – very serious stuff."

"You remembered what book I threw?"

"Of course. A Room of One's Own... when you were throwing me out of mine. It was poetic."

Cara tries to look repentant but we both end up laughing. The laughter quiets when I catch her in a kiss that becomes tangled limbs and lips on skin and her thigh between mine, and me arching my back and her laughing as I make ridiculous noises that I will deny tomorrow.

At some point, we remember the painting.
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"It turned out good." I fold my arms and stand back to survey the finished figure portrait. "You really captured how tired I was."

Cara shrugs, and the sleeve of her strappy gown falls down her shoulder. Without a word I fix the strap, my fingertips lingering over the barely concealed bruise. She smiles at me.

A few guests come to stand nearby and we watch in anticipation as they look to the painting... and then me, and the painting again, and scurry away with blushing faces.

"It never gets old," I wave at a young man who is staring decidedly lower than portrait-me's face. He gulps, eyes wide, and runs off.

"Come on," Cara grabs the sleeve of my rented tux. "If we stay here nobody will buy it."

"I'm not sure how I feel about some stranger ogling my assets every day." I follow behind obediently and she rolls her eyes.

"You should have thought about that before signing the consent form."

"I didn't read the fine print, in my defense."

Cara glares playfully at me. "How is that a defense? That just shows how careless you are."

"Mm," I grab her by the waist and bring her in for a kiss. A few other student guests – I recognize the girl with a paintbrush in her bun – whistle and clap merrily. "That's not fair. I care about the important things."

Cara looks flushed but happy.

We walk arm in arm down the hall, half-noticing the other paintings, but mostly absorbed in each other.

"I'm going to fuck you when we get back to my place," I tell her blithely in a low voice as we pass into an unoccupied room filled with abstract sculptures.

"Who said I'm going back to your place?" She reaches a hand between my legs, giving me a brief touch that stokes the flame that hasn't gone out since our time in the painting lab.

"Will you?" I ask, fixing her strap once more as it falls down her shoulder.

"Maybe, if you're nice to me." She smiles brightly and walks away toward the next door.

I am very, very nice for the rest of the event.

Later, I unzip her from the slinky rose-colored dress and make her come in the back of my car, and again when we get to my apartment. She looks beautiful laid out on my sheets, her legs open and dark hair splayed over the pillow.

I think I understand why someone would deal with all the frustration that comes with perfecting art, if only to capture a tiny bit of that beauty. I never want to stop kissing her. I want to capture this moment forever, bottle it up and keep it with me. As she moans and whispers my name, I give her everything I can, every ounce of love and energy I can spend.

She pays me back by tearing me apart, bringing me to the brink of fire and back to calm embers with her tongue until I am shivering beneath her exquisite touch.

I could say I regret not getting to know her four years ago, but maybe things would have been different. We've had this time to learn, to perfect our arts, to practice and love and endure heartbreak and frustration.

What I know is that I am so glad, so incredibly grateful that she is real, and here, and sharing this bed with me, making the cold night a little warmer.

"I'm so close," I whisper and she smiles benevolently, withdrawing her fingers to drag her nails over the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. "Please," I beg.

"Say it again," she tells me.

"Please, Cara."

She smiles down at me and grants me the pleasure I need, whispering nonsense words in my ear as I ride her fingers and come.

"I cannot weave," I say as I catch my breath.

"That's okay," she kisses my cheek. "Neither can I."

Our laughter fills the night.


Thank you for reading the 8th installment in the Technicolor Lesbians series! Whether you've been with me from the start or just stumbled upon my work, I am immensely grateful for your support.

I have several projects in the works, including new Sapphic stories and my first print anthology! Follow me on Instagram (@eleanorgilden) if you'd like updates on new releases.

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


OEBPS/image_rsrc7Y.jpg
‘Y Yo 'o""





OEBPS/image_rsrc7X.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		1. Chapter 1

		Afterword




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17






