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I am exposed before this audience of strangers. The dim light makes them shadowed figures, arranged on equally shadowed couches and chairs. But I feel them. Feel their eyes and thoughts and words. The poet continues, and I tip my chin up, accepting their gazes.

In my defense, I didn't know the show was for adults only. I didn't even know there was such a thing as an 18+ erotic poetry performance.

When I arrive, the seats are arranged in a circle around a small, boxy stage. I say seats, but really they're a combination of bean bags, floor pillows, love seat couches, and single person armchairs. It looks like a college student's apartment; I can imagine most of the furniture was found at flea markets or on the side of the road with a cardboard "free” sign attached.

Nearly every seat is filled with eccentric guests in clothes that range from New York chic to barely-there lingerie. Suspicion tells me this is not a standard avant-garde poetry reading.

I glance at the door behind me. There’s still time for a quiet escape—

But then someone is walking up to the silver microphone on the stage and welcoming us to "Porno Poetry Night." I realize I've read the email wrong, my mind automatically switching out letters to "Promo Poetry" because I didn't know something like this existed.

As I hastily claim a floral chintz armchair straight out of the 1970s, I feel a rush of nerves and wonder whether there's time to sneak away.

Instead, I am rooted to the floral chair like a nervous rose. When in Rome, they say.

The host is a middle-aged black woman in lacy red lingerie that leaves nothing to the imagination but fits her very nicely. She smiles at us all and thanks us again, then tells us to fill out the paper a young man in a golden speedo is handing out, along with pens that we are asked to return with the signed paper.

It's a consent form.

I read over the brief disclaimer and my pulse races.


1. I understand this is an adult event and that mature topics may be presented related to sexuality, identity, and modern culture.


2. I understand that I am not permitted to interact with other guests until the after party, at which point I must use my discretion for whatever activities I take part in.


3. I understand that, if I am called to the stage, anything that I am asked to do is by consent and I can opt out at any time without judgment.


4. I understand that the people performing tonight may have jobs or occupations that could be damaged if their personal information and activities are revealed in public. I will respect their anonymity and agency.


5. I understand that any violations of these rules or overstepping personal boundaries with participants and hosts may result in legal action.


At the bottom of the paper is a message to "have fun!" and a line for me to scribble my name. I read the rules multiple times over, a little dizzy but also... curious. Intrigued.

Before I can change my mind, I sign my name and pass it back to the gold-speedo boy, who winks an eyelinered eye.

The opening acts are modest, at least in comparison to what I expected after reading the contract. A young woman delivers a passionate slam poem about the importance of expressing yourself authentically. I've heard similar pieces before in coffeehouses and arts centers, the sort of sincere outpouring of emotion that wins hearts and competitions.

The second act features a charismatic comedian dressed in a gothic-boudoir outfit, complete with lace and extravagant makeup that would be at home in a Parisian cabaret nightclub. I anticipate a strip tease but instead they launch into a standup routine that is decidedly adult and leaves me gasping for breath and aching from laughter.

I'm barely recovered when the third performer walks up to the small stage, carrying a folding chair with her. Her short cropped pink hair is rosy in the glowing yellow spotlight and she's clad in simple red flannel and a pair of ripped jeans. She looks out at us with a smile, eyes slightly narrowed to see past the glare of the spotlight. It's not until she fixes her gaze on me that I realize—too late—that she's picking someone to join her for the act.

She points and quirks an eyebrow, a silent question.

When in Rome, I told myself earlier. I take a breath and leave the sanctuary of the back row to wind through the crowd and step onto the stage.

The pink-haired girl guides me to the folding chair. She tugs the microphone from its silver stand and walks slowly for a moment, not out of stage fright or awkwardness, but to build the anticipation. I can see a few of the audience members through the hazy light as they lean in, faces fixed on her, waiting for whatever will come next.

"We think of poetry as words," she says at last. Her voice is velvet and maple syrup—the expensive kind that slides down your throat slow and sweet. When she continues, I find myself leaning a little in the chair, intrigued like the audience watching us. "But what about poetry of movement?"

She stands behind me now and moves my hair over my shoulder with only a brush of fingertips. "What about," she lays a palm over the back of my neck, "poetry of possession? Of control?" She holds me in place.

"We could name body parts. Throat," she touches my throat, "Collarbone," her fingertips dip further down to the line of my clavicle, "Breast." She trails her fingers below the collar of my blouse and stops just shy of my bra. I want her to keep going. My breath is fast, my heart rapid. She releases the first button of my shirt with a quick motion.

"What about poetry of exposure?" The next button. "Of vulnerability?"

She leans and whispers in my ear, the mic held away so it's only us. "Are you comfortable with being naked in front of a crowd?"

I don't tell her it's a fantasy of mine. I don't tell her I've had dreams about this. I nod, swallowing.

"Are you comfortable being touched in front of a crowd?" she asks, her voice low this time.

"Terrified," I admit. "But willing."

"Terrified is the best way of doing things, sometimes." She tugs on my shirt collar. "Unbutton your blouse, slowly."

She draws away, her hand still over my neck. I feel chosen and kept by her. I begin undoing the buttons with trembling fingers.

The girl walks around me and addresses the crowd.

"We see vulnerability as dangerous. A weakened state where we are bare and exposed and laid open for the world to consume all our insecurities. We treat it with aversion, and sometimes," she touches my shoulder, "it is blinding. A thrill."

My buttons are undone. I am covered still, only a sliver of skin down my front visible. She tugs on my sleeve, glances down with a smile. I touch the hem, near my chest, and she nods.

There's a collective breath from the crowd as my shirt falls to the floor.

"That thrill of vulnerability can tantalize," she plucks at my bra strap, "and compel us to do things we might have never done otherwise."

Her fingers press against my spine, over the clasp. I roll my shoulders, leaning into her touch, giving silent permission.

With a quiet "pop" the clasp releases. I bring my hands up automatically to keep it from falling, the straps already sloping down my arms.

"The poetry of bodies," she continues, trailing her fingers up my spine to the back of my neck again, resting gentle and unhurried as I adjust to the hungry stares of the crowd, "is the poetry of movement. Of skin and sinew and locks of hair, of sweat and tears. Of being totally, utterly revealed to one another."

She applies gentle pressure, sending a shiver down my back. I breathe out and release my arms. The lace falls to join my blouse on the floor.

I am exposed before this audience of strangers. The light is dim but shines in a way that makes them shadowed figures, arranged on equally shadowed couches and chairs. But I feel them. Feel their eyes and thoughts and words.

The poet continues, and I tip my chin up, accepting their gazes.

"The poetry of touch draws us together. Partners, lovers, strangers, enemies." She emphasizes the last word, drawing laughter from the audience. "Whatever the relationship, we touch, stroke, push and pull," I feel her lips against my shoulder and her hair tickles my ear. "A ghost of a kiss, wordless communication. Our movement—our connection is poetry."

She smiles at the audience, gives a gallant bow, and accepts their clapping and hooting and wolf whistles. I realize as she beckons that they are cheering for me as well. I take her hand, and she pulls me from the chair, guiding me with an arm around my waist to receive the enthusiastic applause.

"I'll save a space for you during the after party, if you're interested." Her words are a warm, smoky breeze in my hair. Then she picks up my clothing and dresses me, sliding straps and closing clasp, and buttoning one button at a time. She leaves the first two buttons undone.

She smiles and I smile back. For the briefest of moments it is only us on the stage, but then the hostess is thanking us and introducing the next artist and I am walking on shaky legs to my seat.
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The name of the event becomes fully clear during the after party. We are ushered into a back room lit with electric candles and colorful strings of lights, some flickering merrily and others arranged to make the edges of tables and the underside of scattered couches glow. As in the poetry hall, there are embroidered pillows and eclectic seating, but this time they are grouped together in alcoves and nooks throughout the room.

To one side, there is a table draped with rose gold cloth, laden with crystal glasses ready to be filled with wine and punch, plates of cookies and bowls of what look like gummies, and phallic shaped lollipops.

Observing the guests take small bites of pastries or plop single candies into their open mouths, I guess they're infused with something more than sugar.

At the center of another cozy station is an antique floor table with an intricate glass hookah and plenty of cushions for communal sharing. A few people are already settling in, laughing and passing the mouthpiece around the circle, filling the corner with a cloud of fruity mist.

I'm not sure where to go first, but then I catch sight of pink hair and flannel shirt, lounging against a pile of pillows at the far end of the room, where a vintage movie is projected onto the wall. I'm paralyzed with indecision. And then someone is dragging me to the hookah circle, guiding me down to the pillows, and passing me the communal pipe.

When in Rome.

They fawn over me, asking whether the performance was planned or spontaneous, whether I knew what the poet would do, whether I was nervous or uncomfortable. A girl who has stripped down to a pair of lacy underwear and matching bralette sighs and laments that she wasn't picked, while her dapper partner—who looks uncannily like the lovechild of Katherine Hepburn and David Bowie—teases her for having a crush.

I take long drags on the hookah and laugh with my new friends. We welcome the hostess when she arrives with her glass of wine and colorful lollipop, scooting aside to allow her a spot at our circle. She congratulates me on my performance and when I tell her I had been expecting angst and slam poet activism instead of strip teases, she kisses my cheek and welcomes me to "the family." It feels a little culty but my spirits are buoyed and my heart is full and I feel powerful every time I catch people side glancing my half-open shirt.

Eventually, she comes to fetch me. I feel her standing there as if I am a satellite moon drawn to her rosy, pink orbit. She smiles down at me, offers a hand. I take it, aware the entire circle has fallen silent, that they're all watching and waiting to see what I'll do.

She gives my hand a gentle squeeze and guides me up onto unsteady legs. I nearly fall back to the cushions and she laughingly supports me. As I find my footing through the pleasant fog of hookah mist, she leans in and whispers in my ear.

"Would you like to go somewhere quieter with me?"

"Yes," I whisper back without hesitation.

We drift through the room, now vibrant with drink and smoke and laughter, flush cheeks and—in a few places—couples or throuples who have taken the night in a more serious direction. We pass by a gorgeous, dark-haired girl in silky negligee who grins pleasantly at us as she feeds her blindfolded companion grapes off the stem.

The poet winks and tugs me toward a set of velvet curtains. On the other side is a dimly lit hall lined with doors, all decorated with illustrations. It takes me a foggy moment to understand they are depictions of what can happen in each private room. We stand there in silence, her hand still gripping mine.

"You can say no," she tells me. "I won't be offended."

I look from door to door. One shows a satiny heart shaped bed, fluffy handcuffs, and a variety of toys, all with the theme of hearts and glitter. Another is more somber and romantic with glasses of wine, a fancy-looking sofa, a shaggy fur rug, and necktie restraints.

The third catches my attention. I go to it, stepping forward to better see the illustration—a female figure kneeling before a full length mirror, bound by crimson rope.

"This one," I tell the poet.

"Lucky I'm good with knots," she replies with a laugh and takes the key that hangs beside the door on the wall. "It locks from the outside or inside, for privacy."

I don't tell her the thought of someone walking in on us thrills me.

The painting is only a partial reflection of the room. As the door opens, I see the full-length mirror—along with a small table with a variety of tools, toys, and restraints, a basket of sanitizing equipment, a black metal folding chair, and a bench like the type you find in dressing rooms, big enough to hold a bag or clothes but not to sit on.

"Before we begin, I'll need to hear you consent verbally." She stands before me, her pink hair slightly mussed from lounging on pillows, her brown eyes framed by delicate laugh lines. She smiles a lot, I think to myself. Of course she does.

"I consent," I say.

She steps closer. "What word will you say if you want me to stop?"

I think back to our performance on the stage. The way I felt with her hand on my neck, her breath in my ear.

"Vulnerable."

There's a light of surprise in her eyes.

"I'm flattered." She brushes two fingertips down my cheek to my chin. "You like my poetry?"

"It's a clever way of getting a date for the evening," I joke. It must be the wrong thing to say though, because a flash of worry crosses her face and she drops her hand to her side again.

"It's not like that," she says. "I don't always... I wasn't trying to..."

I close the space and kiss her, briefly, on the mouth. When I draw back, she almost follows me, her hand now tight around my wrist.

"I was teasing," I assure her. "I don't care. I enjoyed your words, and being a part of the performance. I'd like to experience more of it. Of you."

A faint blush creeps over her cheeks and she clears her throat, putting on her poet's confidence again.

"Do you know why I love poetry?" She begins to unbutton my blouse. My hands are free now but I feel compelled to keep them still, waiting beside my hips.

I consider teasing again, something along the lines of 'because it makes the pretty girls blush,' but I remember her uncertainty.

"Because you like translating life into art?"

Easing the shirt from my shoulders, she tugs the fabric down my arms and drops it to the floor. Before answering, she brings a palm up to cover my breast and leans in to kiss my neck at the same time, sending shivers up and down my spine.

"Because it gives us language to communicate what otherwise can't be comprehended. We can never really describe the world using words in a way that truly captures the essence of the thing. But poetry gets us closer than anything else."

Reaching around, she unclasps my bra, her lips still against my skin, hips pressed flush to mine. I feel the texture of her flannel shirt over my stomach.

For the second time tonight, my bra falls into a heap of lace on the floor.

She doesn't step back like I expect her to. She kisses my shoulder and trails her fingers down my back until goosebumps rise along my skin. I shudder in her embrace and feel her smile.

"Touch gives us communication and understanding words can never achieve." She nips my shoulder. "We are poetry, when we are exploring our bodies. The universe discovering itself."

I feel her words in my skin, written along my shoulder and neck, up to my jaw. When she kisses me on the mouth, I grab onto her shirt.

"I want you," I tell her. It's ineloquent, nothing like her deep words, but she laughs breathlessly and drags her hands through my hair.

"Do you want me to tie you up, Poem?"

"I do."

She turns me, her hands guiding my shoulders, until I am facing the mirror. Standing behind me, she reaches around and unbuttons my jeans, tugging them down my thighs. I am in only my lace thong now. A thrill runs through me. In my reflection, I see that I am already wet, the fabric dark between my legs. I long to be touched, to be worshipped with the poet's words and fingers and mouth.

She is quiet for a moment, her reflection appraising me from behind. Feeling bold, I brush my hand down my stomach and over the lace, tugging the fabric so that it drags between my folds.

I watch her watching me, her gaze focused entirely on my hand now, watching me pull the fabric aside, sliding a finger over my clitoris, rubbing slow, lazy circles.

"You enjoy being seen," she tells me.

I palm my breast as I touch myself, answering her in action rather than words.

She moves away and for a moment I'm worried I've done something wrong, but then she's opening up the folding chair and placing it at the center of the room.

"Sit," she commands. "And I'll watch."

"And then you'll show me your skill with rope?" I grin as I take my seat.

She rests her hands over my shoulders, her attention fixed on the mirror, on our reflections.

"Whatever you want, I'll give you," she says simply, her voice velvet.

I wriggle out of my thong and toss it with the rest of my clothes. The seat is cold below me, the sensation invigorating.

"At home," I tell her as I open my legs and return to what I was doing before. "I have a glass dildo. I keep it in the freezer for when I want something more intense. It feels so good, the freeze and bite. I usually come a few times before it has a chance to warm up."

"Is it big?" She asks. Her voice shakes a little as she watches me dip two fingers into myself, tilting my hips to get the right depth.

"Mm," I shudder when she squeezes my shoulders, her short nails pinching the sensitive skin. "Medium. I prefer width to length. I—fuck—I love feeling full." To demonstrate, I add another finger and another, relishing the stretch.

"What else do you like?"

I'm using both hands now, one for my clit and the other for penetration, timing it just right. I'm losing track of what she's saying, but I meet her gaze through the mirror and smile.

"I like tasting women, making them come with my tongue. That's poetry to me. Using my mouth and words to give a woman pleasure, to—" I stop as my thighs begin to shake. She squeezes my shoulders again, watching with anticipation as I increase my rhythm, as I move my hips and press my fingers against the tender spot that makes me see stars. I can't help but be loud, moaning and gasping as the waves build.

She reaches one hand down and pinches my nipple, the other coming to grip the nape of my neck.

"Good girl," she encourages. "You're almost there. After you're done, I'll tie you up and pleasure you until you're begging for release. I'll make you come over and over until you're trembling. Until you forget your own name."

I clench around my hand and throw open my legs further. I am fully laid out, watching my hands work, my cheeks flush, watching her touch me. When I come it's with a deep, shuddering groan to match the rending intensity of my climax. I keep going, the same steady pace until I hit another peak, this one stronger than before. I am shaking beneath her hands. I am gasping, sweat trickling down my sternum.

When I finish it's with a shaky sigh through parted lips. I am flushed rosy pink. Each nerve sings, my skin superheated and sensitive. Her nails drag fire over my skin and when she releases me, I feel abandoned.

She goes to the small table and chooses a roll of braided cord.

As she promised, she is very good at tying knots. Her fingers are nimble and her hands steady as she positions me how she wants me, my wrists bound behind me, ankles tied together, the ropes crisscrossing down my body and over my hips and shoulders until it looks like I am wearing a corset of rope. My breasts are left unbound, framed neatly by the cord, two points of interest, the focal point in a painting.

She works quickly but still takes the time to graze my collarbone, down my ribs, over my hipbones, leaving trails of heat until I am shaking with need. I shift my thighs against the ropes she has placed between my legs and I'm rewarded with the smooth, tight friction of silky cord.

I feel strangely beautiful this way, as if I'm a decoration, something to be displayed and admired in a museum. The thought of being seen by so many strangers thrills me. For now, being seen by her is enough. The way she surveys her work, examining and discerning, walking around me like a predator stalking her bound prey, circling in for the kill, leaves me panting.

"Are you going to touch me?" I ask in a measured voice.

"Do you want me to?" she responds.

I move my hips, rolling against the ropes, and tilt my breasts out to her, the small of my back arched and my shoulders tensing.

Her face is unreadable, her eyes dark and contemplative. She moves closer behind me, trails fingers up my neck and rests her palm over my throat, forcing my head back. I am completely at her mercy. She could kill me right now and I would thank her.

"Where do you want to be touched?"

I roll my hips over the cords again and grin hopefully. She laughs and kisses my forehead, her hand dipping down between my legs. Her fingers slide through my folds, rubbing a few slow circles, then sliding into me. Her hands are skilled here too, not just with tying rope but finding the places that make my toes curl and my breath catch. I move against her with a moan, but then she's withdrawing her hand again.

"No," I complain.

"Patience," she tells me.

I scowl at her reflection, and she cups my throat in response, holding me still, keeping me in place, my head resting against her stomach. I see my own reaction in the mirror, shifting immediately from playful annoyance to open mouthed desire, my eyes fluttering and lips parting.

With her other hand, she tugs on the rope at my shoulder, and I feel the sensation all the way down, the pulling bite, the pressure. I am a marionette on strings.

"I feel like a very horny puppet." My attempt at a joke draws an eye roll and a chuckle from her.

"Maybe I'll do a puppet show next time. Pull on your strings and make you dance in front of everyone, bound like this."

She's being funny, but the imagery is compelling. I close my eyes, imagining everyone watching as she tugs on my ropes, as I grind against the cord between my legs, chasing my pleasure.

"We could, you know."

I open my eyes, half expecting to see an audience, but there is only us and the mirror.

"Could what?" My voice quivers.

"It's called Porno Poetry Night for a reason. If you want, we could do this next time."

The idea that there might be a next time with her brings up a mixture of confused feelings. I've been single for so long, lonely yet unable to trust. But I don't even know her name. Performing on stage like this, no strings attached other than the cords binding her...

"I would like that."

She rewards me with another pull on the ropes. The nylon glides through my folds, offering pressure where I need it. I tilt my hips forward, wishing it was more. Wishing it was her.

I long to use my own hands, on myself and her, to move us to the next stanza of the poem where we are naked, stripped of our masks and seeing each other for our truths.

"What do you want?" Her voice is low and husky. "Tell me."

"I want to be touched."

She moves around me, kneels on the floor. I'm uncertain what to do so I remain still, my gaze flicking between her face and the mirrored reflection of her back.

With my ankles bound to the chair, my knees are spread already. I am open, hers for the taking. She gently moves aside the rope and slides her fingers into me, then out to trace gentle, slow circles. I can't stop the moan that falls from my mouth, and her eyes hold a different kind of poetry. A burning that connects us, a promise of more.

With the heel of her palm firmly pressed, she slips into me again, the dual pressure creating a slow build of coiled heat.

"You're so wet," she whispers.

I widen my thighs—as much as I can while bound—and sigh as she presses deeper, steady and solid. Her fingers are small but confident.

My eyes fall shut and I hiss with surprise when I feel her mouth close over my nipple. Looking down at her, I see that she is staring up through dark lashes, her cheeks flushed. My orgasm is building quickly. I want to use my hands, to run them through her pink hair and drag her closer, but the knots hold tight, keeping me in place, restrained and helpless. The wanting thrills me, the slight instinctive fear that I am fully at her mercy. Frustration is surpassed by something different, a fuzzy stillness settling in my mind, dazed and pliant.

"Fuck me," I whisper.

She chuckles and moves from one breast to the other, her lips full and glistening with saliva.

"I thought I was."

I whine pathetically and clench around her hand. Her pace is slow when I need it to be fast, gentle when I need it rough.

"More."

"Beg for it," she tells me.

I shudder at her words, the dark tone in her voice. "Please."

"Please what?"

I want to scream. I am so close.

"Please fuck me. Please, I need to come so bad. I've—I've been good."

"Yes," she agrees. "You've been a good girl for me."

She increases the rhythm, her palm steady and fingers—three now, I think—thrusting harder. I am dripping wet, can hear the sound of her hand fucking into me fast and deep and more—

"Watch yourself," she commands.

I open my eyes, I must have closed them at some point, and look at my reflection in the mirror. She's moved aside slightly so that I have a clear view of what she's doing to me, how my body is responding with enthusiasm. My breasts bounce as I thrust against her hand. The muscles in my thighs are taut with strain, my hair has become a mess somehow, and my face is a mixture of agony and pleasure.

"I—I want your hand on my throat." It's a sudden impulse, something I would never have asked for before, but I remember the thrill and I want—need—it now.

She obliges, laying the palm of her free hand over the base of my throat and squeezing gently, just enough so that I can feel my pulse throbbing.

The pressure is building in my core, soaring to a new height. I moan loudly, shouting expletives, losing track of my own words, and this is also a kind of poetry, vocalizing what cannot be described in sentences, whining and shaking until I come on her fingers.

She works me through it, keeping pace until I hit another climax, this one deep and shuddering. I see stars in my vision. The ropes biting into my skin, the cool metal beneath me, her tongue on my nipple, it all combines into sharp, overwhelming ecstasy.

Poetry is truth, some have said. Plato claimed all poets are liars and should be thrown out of society. Maybe he was right. If everyone experienced this sort of poetry, we would never get anything done.

As I catch my breath, she kisses me chastely on the forehead.

"Good girl," she croons. "What would you like to do now?"

I am weary, but my blood sings and my nerves are tingling.

"What are the options?" I laugh, slightly embarrassed at my inexperience.

She grins back. "Well, you could ride me while I wear a strap on. I could spank you—make you kneel on all fours and fuck you from behind while you watch us in the mirror. Or..." she kisses me on the mouth, her tongue hot and heavy over mine. "I could put a collar on you and take you back to the party with a leash." She strokes my center with the knuckle of her index finger. "I could get you off while everyone watches."

It all sounds so good that my head spins. I am dazed and foggy, my thoughts serene and accommodating. I don't even know this woman's name, but I find myself wanting to be guided, commanded, used by her. To follow and sit where she tells me to, and come when she allows me.

I've always had a high libido, but without much opportunity to experiment I have never known just how enticing, how anchoring it could be to submit to another person.

She's watching my reaction, reading in my face what I am unable to convey in words.

"Let's save the group show for another day. Would you like to ride me, or should I put you on your knees?"

“Ride,” I whisper with a blush.

After a few minutes of readjusting and maneuvering, I watch her shrug off her flannel shirt and the tank top beneath it, unclasp her belt and drop her jeans onto the growing pile of clothing. It's almost hypnotic, observing her go through the movements, grabbing the dual ended dildo and strap from the table and sliding it over her legs, squirting lubricant onto her hand and stroking confidently. She smiles when she does this, mischief lighting her eyes.

The last thing to go is her sports bra. Then she is untying my legs, releasing me from the binds. I stretch out my limbs, rubbing at my arms to return proper circulation. The mirror reveals a lattice of artful crisscrossing lines over my body, the remnants of my restraints.

The poet settles herself on the chair, adjusting a few times until her end of the toy feels right, and then she beckons to me.

I am stretched already, but she slides two fingers inside me anyway, pumping a few times with a smirk that sends shivers up and down my spine.

"Come here, beautiful girl," she drawls.

I do as I am told, settling over her thighs and sinking down until I am flush against her thighs. I've come several times already but my body is waking up again, adjusting to the girth, opening up so that I am filled, the sharp ache throbbing.

"Perfect," she sighs, her hands going to my hips and encouraging me to move.

It's slow going at first, my legs still weak from previous strain, but gradually we find our rhythm. As I roll my hips she thrusts up and I wrap my arms around her shoulders and she kisses down my neck, and then we're gasping together.

I imagine it is her inside me, pushing hard into my center, filling me over and over. She groans into my chest, furthering the impression, our mutual pleasure connecting us. Whether it's silicone or skin between us, we are one.

I throw my head back as my thighs shake. She grips my sides and digs her thumbs into the hollow of my hipbones and inner thigh, urging me on, meeting me thrust for thrust.

There is a coiling ache throbbing in my deepest center, the core of me lighting with a flame I've never known before. I am shouting, my hands on her firm breasts, dragging through her hair, cupping her chin. She looks up at me with reverence and anticipation. She is trembling beneath me. The subtle buzz of the smaller piece nestled within her drives me on, knowing she feels good, knowing I am giving her pleasure as she gives it to me.

"Good girl," she whispers. "You're beautiful this way, fucking yourself on me."

My breath catches on a strangled moan.

"Feels so good," I gasp.

She's breathing hard now, clinging to me as we edge onward, getting ever closer. I'm right on the brink now, a breath away, but my climax eludes me. I grunt in frustration, tilt my hips to get more friction as I bounce on her lap.

She reaches up a trembling hand and grabs me by the throat, firm and unyielding and perfect. My mind is blank. My world centers in on this single moment, her strong hand, her fingers on my pulse.

"Oh." I shudder and come with a low, shivering sob. She hisses through her teeth as she rolls her hips.

"Come for me," she grunts. "Come for me again, I know you can. You're such a good girl, listening to my orders, obeying me."

My body tenses, every muscle engaged. I am silent, I am alive, burning with the intensity, losing myself in her.

When it's finished, I release a sigh, drape myself over her, bury my face in her shoulder. She whispers nonsense in my ear, telling me that I am perfect, exquisite, obedient.

A few more slow thrusts and she clings to me, riding out her own climax with a quiet, perfect whine in my ear.

I feel as if we have always been lovers. That we have always been connected this way, her inside me and my arms around her, breathing in her scent as she strokes my back with trembling fingers.

"My name is Victoria," she whispers. “Vic for short.”

I manage a weary laugh.

"Nice to meet you," I reply, twining my fingers in her pink hair. "I'm Dawn."

"Beautiful name for a poem."

I snort. It's cheesy, I can't help it. Rather than be insulted, she laughs with me until we are both quaking with it.

"Do you want to come back to my apartment tonight?" There's an innocent sort of nervousness in Vic’s words, nothing like her confident poet's mask.

"Absolutely," I nod. "Though... I may not have another in me."

"We'll see," she croons, grabbing my ass and giving one long thrust that leaves me breathless. "If not, there's always poetry."

"You tell me your favorite, I tell you mine?"

"Mm," she hums contentedly and kisses the hollow of my throat. "Sounds like a date."


Thank you for reading the second 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 Luthier in Lilac, a sweet tale about a lonely woman with a sad heart and broken violin, and the musician who can fix both.

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

Find me on Instagram @eleanorgilden for updates on future stories.
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