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Laura kisses down my neck and I touch her in all the places I've been dreaming about. When I reach between her legs she groans and the sound is musical, a soft note that rises along with my fingertips.

I discover my father's violin the first day of cleaning out his house. It's gathered dust for decades in the attic, cloth case ripped and scuffed, the handle broken, and yellowing sheets of music stacked haphazardly beside it. A quick look inside reveals broken strings, frayed bow hair and crumbling rosin. I consider having it repaired for the estate sale, but memories of listening to him practice in our living room, before age and arthritis caught up with him, make me reluctant to give it away.

I set it aside to gather more dust and continue sifting through boxes.

At the estate sale a week later, it's difficult to see so many of my father's things leaving forever. But when a stack of his favorite first edition paperbacks goes to an excited young man with a love of vintage sci-fi, I find my peace. Seeing faces light up, or the intense expressions of people appraising value and finding my father's things worthy of their standards turns my sadness into pride. He was a man of good taste who collected things with care and love throughout his life.

I don't include the violin, but a few of his newer guitars, disassembled cello parts, and a variety of other bits and pieces he accumulated during his time as a professor of music catch the interest of a young woman in a dress the color of lilacs in late spring. She picks up every part, examines every guitar, then flips through a book of Paganini's concertos with a look of concentration that marks her as a musician.

"If you have any questions," I say after watching her for a few minutes, "I'll be happy to help.”

She glances up with a vague expression, as if surfacing from deep sleep or faraway thoughts, and then smiles. Summer-darkened freckles and a hint of purple eyeshadow compliment her sundress.

"Your father was a musician." It's not a question. There's a faint lilt of an accent—Welsh maybe, or rural England.

"Musician, composer, and professor at University of Pennsylvania."

She nods in approval and picks up an old cello bridge that must have come from the university. Turning it over and upside down, I see the familiar callouses on her fingertips, and when she brushes her dark hair absentmindedly over her shoulder, there's a purple bruise on the side of her neck.

"You play violin?"

She blinks with surprise, setting down the bridge.

"Violin, cello, hammered dulcimer, guitar—a bit of everything." She grins, her cheek dimpling on one side. "Officially I'm a luthier, though. I haven't played in a formal setting for years." Looking back to the spread of musical supplies, she picks up an old copy of Beethoven's Violin Sonata No. 9, the cello bridge, and an ebony violin tailpiece and hands them to me.

I stare at her freckled hands, forgetting what I'm supposed to do, my attention fixed on her black thumb ring and chipped purple nail polish.

"Do you take cash?"

Blinking back to reality, I hastily put everything into a cloth bag and accept her money, not bothering to count. She smiles at me and waves as she leaves.

I watch her walk away from the rows of tables and out of the house. When the door opens and the sun filters in, her dark brown hair turns to burnished gold.

It's not until she's gone and a few music students from the community college come to the table that I realize I'm holding her business card along with the folded over cash.
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Weeks later, I find a cardboard box with the violin case and stacks of music in the garage, alongside a small collection of other sentimental items I couldn't bring myself to part with. This time I'm not distracted by funeral plans and cleaning, so I take it inside and open the case in my living room.

Lifting the old violin from its casket with careful hands, I realize immediately that I've misjudged its value. The wood is maple and spruce, the varnish worn but applied evenly, the bridge—which has detached due to lack of support from the now broken strings—is perfectly shaped.

I can't read the maker's signature but the location of origin says Venice, Italy and the date is 1873.

As I examine the violin, I finally realize where I remember it from. It's the concert violin my father played before I was born, when he toured around North America and Europe with various orchestras. When my mother asked him to play it on quiet summer evenings, he always smiled and told her it was "retired" and should be left in peace.

A silly part of me feels compelled to pack it back in the case to honor his will, but the violin is beautiful and I have a business card for a luthier's shop in my wallet.
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The shop is dimly lit and smells of sawdust, varnish, and floral air freshener. Lining the walls are all kinds of stringed instruments and a few brass, from violins and upright bases to guitars and mandolins and French horns.

I find the owner—Laura, according to her business card—near the back of the shop, sitting cross legged on the floor and sorting through a box of sheet music. The shelves and rotating rack are half-filled, some entirely empty. I’ve caught her doing inventory.

“Uh, Laura?”

She blinks up with startled surprise that shifts to a delighted smile. Her lilac sundress has been replaced with a button-down shirt and pair of worn jeans today, but she’s still wearing the thumb ring, along with a braided leather cuff around her wrist.

“Apologies, I didn’t hear the bell.” She stands, brushes dust off her jeans from sitting on the floor, and gestures with her head toward my chest. “You’ve got something for me?”

I’ve half-forgotten the case, even though I’m holding it in my arms like an anchor. She points to the counter at the opposite corner of the shop and I follow her like a lost duckling.

“It’s in pretty bad shape,” I say apologetically as she flips open the clasps and looks inside.

Laura examines it with the same focused, discerning intensity she showed at the estate sale. Brows furrowed, mouth tugged down in a thoughtful frown, she studies each part of the violin in turn, checking the tailpiece, the bridge, the front and back panels, the scroll and pegs. Once she’s done, she lays it back in the case and begins writing on a small sheet of paper. A few times she counts on her fingers, re-examines the violin, then scribbles out more notes that I can’t read from where I’m standing.

“It needs work,” she says at last, holding the slip of paper out to me. “But it’s in better shape than I expected. Some of that wear is normal, see the divots here on the edge, and the little scratch there?” She points with a fingertip. “Those are fine. I would touch up the varnish, replace the bridge, pegs, and of course the strings, maybe make some alterations to the fingerboard, and try to replace the missing mother of pearl inlay around the edges.”

I glance over the paper. There are a few crossed out words, calculations in the margins, and a total I almost don’t see due to the disorganization. It’s endearing rather than irritating to see her process, compared with businesses that might plug in numbers on a computer and then print out an estimate without explanation.

The figure at the bottom is lower than expected. I narrow my eyes, wondering if I’ve misread it, but the numbers are clear.

“Are you sure this is right?” I ask, pointing to the figure.

Laura blinks, checks the number, then nods. There’s a wariness in her tense shoulders, as if she’s anticipating anger from me.

“It’s lower than it should be, isn’t it?”

She shakes her head with a disbelieving laugh. “Should’ve guessed you’d know the value of things, being the daughter of a musician. It’s ‘low’ because I charge fair prices, and because I’m interested in the violin’s history.”

I consider her logic and decide it’s wiser to accept a good deal than to argue the market value of antique violin repairs. She’s right—I grew up not only with performers of music, but craftspeople and professionals in the high-value instrument trade.

I glance up and see her watching me, her head tilted, the bruise on her neck half-showing in the dim light. In all the time I’ve spent around violinists, only the most passionate have what they lovingly refer to as a “violin hickey” or “fiddler’s neck.”

Her mouth curves into a smile, revealing the dimple on her freckled cheek.

“You know,” she drawls, her accent coming through, “You never told me your name. If we’re going to work together, I’d like to know what to call you.”

“Erin,” I tell her. I can feel a blush creeping up my neck. “And you’re Laura?”

She nods once. “Laura the Luthier, they call me.” She reaches a hand over the counter, and I take it automatically. Our palms touch and she rubs her thumb over mine, just a hint, just slight enough that it could be an accident. But she gives my hand a squeeze before shaking it, and her smile grows wider as my blush creeps into my face.

“Your violin is in good hands,” she says, her voice low. “I am very skilled at what I do.”

I swallow down my nerves and withdraw my hand. “I can imagine,” I say stupidly. “That you’re good at fixing instruments, I mean.”

Her laugh sends a thrill up my spine.
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I check in occasionally, just to see the progress on the violin. I could call, but neither of us mentions this and she seems pleased to see me. We talk briefly about the violin and her attempts to track down who the maker is, but usually our conversations evolve into other topics—gossip in our small town, news in the music world, our childhoods and careers, and ruminations over how we wished things had turned out differently with relationships and finances and all the usual complaints.

One day I'm out shopping in the town square and decide to look in. The shop is empty, but that's not unusual since she's often working in the back. I walk around for a bit, eyeing the new instruments and flipping through stacks of recently purchased music, when I hear a sharp sound from the next room.

"Laura?" I drop my bags, not bothering to set them carefully, and rush to the workshop with images of knives and screwdrivers and wood cutting equipment flashing through my mind. I've always been the paranoid type, taking extra precautions to avoid accidents, so my thoughts jump immediately to the worst kind of injuries.

It takes a moment to find her and when I do, it takes another to realize how wrong I was.

She's reclining on the plush chair she keeps for when she takes a break from working, one hand slipped inside her jeans and the other over her breast. Her shirt is partially unbuttoned. I can see her purple bra, and a slight crescent of pink peeking out from the lace.

She opens her eyes and gasps when she sees me, quickly withdrawing her hands and clumsily re-fastening her jeans.

"I'm... sorry I..." I have nothing to say in this moment. An eternal coward, I run back to the main part of the shop to grab my bags and leave.

"Erin, wait!" she says, but I'm already pushing open the door.

I don't go back unannounced after that. I don't go at all, halfway prepared to just give up the violin as a loss and let her keep it. I'm too embarrassed to face her. But for the next couple of weeks, every time I fall asleep it’s with the image of Laura, her freckled hands, her purple lace bra, her full lips parted and eyes closed in familiar concentration.

When she finally calls me, I almost hang up.

"Erin, can we talk?" her accent, Welsh I now know, is thicker than usual.

"About what?" I say, as if I can pretend nothing happened.

She surprises me by laughing.

"You know what. I want to apologize for what happened. It was unprofessional of me. Usually I lock the door if I'm... taking a break, but there were no customers that day and I guess I got lazy."

I'm quiet for a long time, my heart racing and my mind stuck on that memory of her leaning back in the chair. I've started wondering what she looks like, what she tastes like. What other sounds she might make.

"Erin..."

"Yeah," I say quickly. "It's no problem. I mean... I shouldn't have just walked in like that."

"I don't really mind," she says conversationally. "But I understand if you do."

I'm not sure what she means at first. Why wouldn't someone mind if a person they don't know well walked in on them while they were indisposed? Maybe she's just confident, or maybe people from Wales are less puritanically modest than Americans. Or...

"I'm mostly embarrassed," I say carefully. "I'm not..." I search for the right words, "I'm not averse, if that's what you're wondering. I actually—" I cut myself off, glad she can't see me blushing violently on the other end of the phone.

"Actually what?"

"Liked it," I whisper.

She's quiet, too quiet, and I'm a second away from hanging up the phone and never talking to her again when she chuckles a little breathlessly.

"I did too," she drawls. "That's why I called. I was wondering if you were interested in seeing me again. In the shop, or... elsewhere."

Oh.

There's a significant pause between us. When she speaks again, her voice is measured, her professional "business" tone but with an edge of nervousness.

"Anyway, I've finished the repairs on your violin. If you'd like to come by, I'd love to do a test play. You know, so you can decide how you feel about the changes."

Her words are heavy with dual meaning. I nod, then realize she can't see me.

"I'd like that," I say quietly.

She breathes out and I realize she must have been genuinely nervous about how I would respond.

"Great," she says, her normal confidence restored. "How about this weekend? The shop is closed so we'll have plenty of time for a demonstration."

The weekend is only a day away. My heart speeds up and I grip the phone a little tighter as I think about what I'm agreeing to.

"Sounds perfect," I tell her, as if we're arranging a simple business deal.

"See you then, Erin."

She hangs up the phone, leaving me sitting in my quiet apartment, trepidation and excitement running through me together like a discordant song.
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I arrive at the shop in the late afternoon. I don't bother too much with my appearance usually, but today I try three outfits and multiple hairstyles before settling on a blue dress patterned with small violet flowers and braiding my hair. It's too late for a haircut but it looks put together, and the dress is one of my favorites for the summer.

As a last thought, I forego underwear. It feels assuming and silly, but walking down the busy sidewalk to Laura's shop with nothing but a breeze around my thighs elicits a terrified thrill that has my heart beating in my ears.

Laura is waiting at the counter in a dusky purple button down with the top button undone, and a pair of worn jeans. Her own hair is gathered up in a messy bun, giving clear view of the violinist's bruise on her neck. She smiles as I open the door and walks toward me until we're standing in the middle of the shop, nearly toe to toe.

"Hi," she says.

My heart is in my throat. My hands shake. She walks closer and I brace myself, but she passes by to flip the lock on the wooden door. Outside the dusty windows people walk along, going about their errands and shopping while we are quiet and surrounded by finely crafted instruments and music.

"The case is by the counter." Her voice is velvet, the warm resonance of a viola's strings.

I follow her to the shop counter, where her vintage cash register and a few boxes of miscellaneous supplies are kept. She kneels down and shoves some of the stray items aside to make room for the case. I forget, for a moment, the other reason why I'm here.

Laura flips up the metal catches and opens the case. My father's violin is whole again, with fresh strings and restored varnish and new fittings. The bow is new as well, but I see she's managed to include the mother of pearl inlay on the bow handle and the violin's tail piece.

"I talked to a few contacts in Europe," she says as I trace the outer curve of the instrument. As agreed, she didn't sand any imperfections out of the wood. There are tiny nicks and lines, the signs of use and countless performances and hours of practice.

"Were you able to find the maker?" I lift the violin from the case, turning it over to see the carefully applied varnish, blended perfectly with the old layers.

Laura's eyes are bright with excitement, one freckled cheek dimpling. I can't help but smile.

"A friend of mine is a musical historian in Italy. He's pretty certain it was made by Leandro Bisiach—or possibly one of his students. Either way it's very valuable."

"I don't intend on selling it," I say automatically.

"I wouldn't expect you to." Her voice is quiet, intimate. She understands the importance of the violin, what it means to me, why seeing a piece of my father's history softens the edges of the grief I still carry.

"I'd love to hear you play it."

She picks up the violin from its case and takes a few minutes to tune it, tightens the bow to perfect tension, and guides me to the center of the room where she's placed one of the wooden stools she keeps behind the counter. I settle myself on the stool, trying to keep my dress from bunching up or getting caught, and watch as she places the old instrument on her shoulder and rests the tip of the bow over the strings.

When she plays, I forget everything.

She's chosen a Rachmaninov piece, Vocalise Op. 34, No 14. I recognize it within the first few somber notes. It's a sorrowful piece that has always felt sad to me, but with an undertone of hopefulness and acceptance. Rising and falling bittersweetly in pitch and volume, all in a steady minor key, it swells like ocean waves, like an autumn breeze that comes and goes, stirring fallen leaves.

I've heard the song in various styles before, vocal and cello and piano, and always it brings the same sense of loss, the richness of grief. As Laura plays it now, I can understand why she chose this specific piece—not because it's mechanically interesting or challenging, but because it is relevant.

As she finishes, I slide from the stool and go to her. Mindful of the violin and bow, I bring her close with a hand at the small of her back and kiss her, gently at first and then, when she doesn't pull away, deeper.

We stand at the center of the shop, the final notes still echoing around us and within my mind, until she finally steps away with a breathless laugh.

"I should put this back in the case."

We're both winded and a little dazed, but she manages to return the violin to safety and latch the case shut. I realize, as she drags me back to her workshop, that she repaired the broken handle as well.

The workshop smells of wood and oil and floral perfume. She's replaced the chair with a small sofa and grins as I notice it, realizing why she made the change. Laura guides me there and I am flushed with the memory of the first time I saw her, when I thought she was injured, when I caught the smallest glimpse of a private moment, her lips parted, eyes closed.

Now I am sitting in the cozy space, surrounded by shelves of books and a small table with a coffee pot that needs cleaning. It feels so inherently and intimately Laura and the fact that I have been allowed to join her here gives me an unexpected rush of affection and gratitude.

As she settles herself on the soft rug and lays her palms over my knees, I am captivated by her fingers, remembering the music she drew from the old violin, weaving a sort of magic only musicians are capable of. Laura pushes up the hem of my skirt slowly, eyebrow raised in silent request. When I nod, she tugs me forward to the edge and leans in to kiss my thigh.

"I like this dress," she murmurs as she moves further up, raising the hem with her fingertips and pressing her lips to my skin. "What do you want, Erin?"

"I..." my breath catches in my throat. "I want to see you."

She slides a fingertip through my folds and I gasp.

"Like before?" Laura whispers, a breath away. I tangle my hands in her hair and she squeezes my thigh gently.

"More than that." I sigh as she strokes me again. "I've been thinking about you every day since then, wondering what you look like, what you—oh—feel like."

She leans back, leaving me with my dress pushed over my hips and legs open. I have the impulse to close them but then she begins unbuttoning her shirt and my self-consciousness fades. She's not wearing a bra today and as she stands and unfastens her belt and jeans, I see she's neglected underwear as well.

Before long she is standing in the dim light of the workshop, her soft curves and hidden freckles revealed, her hips close enough that I can lay my hands over them and pull her to me. She laughs as I lead her to the sofa and over my lap, and kisses my neck as she tugs the dress up over my body and head. She discards it with her shirt and jeans on the rug and then we are fully exposed, all barriers gone, just skin and heat.

Laura kisses down my neck and I touch her in all the places I've been dreaming about. When I reach between her legs she groans and the sound is musical, a soft note that rises along with my fingertips. She angles her hips to allow room for my hand and I touch her the way she touched herself that day, slow and languid and deliberate.

After a few minutes she's open and moaning, her voice taking a higher pitch than usual. She kisses me over and over and I feel her breath on my lips.

"Don't stop," she groans. "Fuck, that's good."

I slide my fingers into her and she shudders. Her fingers tangle in my hair and I feel the brush of her thumb ring over my temple. I lean in and kiss the faint purple bruise on her neck, working her open as she presses herself close to me and whines in my ear.

It’s a silly thought, but as Laura unravels above me, I feel like I am playing her the way she played the violin. A different kind of song, one of skin against skin, soft panting moans, breath in my hair, the gradual shaking of her thighs as she reaches the crescendo, the literal climax of our duet.

It’s a silly thought, but as Laura draws back and stares hard at me, her lips parted in a strangled sob and eyes bright with need, I don’t care. There is only us, only the sound and feeling of Laura, the way she moves and cries out when she comes.

She collapses against me when she’s finished but doesn’t stay there long. I am dazed even though it’s not me who came; my ears are still ringing with music and Laura’s voice. As I recapture my thoughts, I realize she is pushing me back against the soft arm of the sofa, arranging us so that she is between my legs and I am open for her.

Her mouth is exquisite and her fingertips unsurprisingly skilled. She takes me apart slowly, watching me the entire time, the smile in her eyes and heat from her tongue burning through me like a wildfire, like a symphony rising and rising until—

“Laura, please, please,” I am moving against her, one leg over her shoulder, one hand in her hair and the other palming my breast. She curls her fingers forward masterfully, giving me the perfect amount of pressure and friction until I am shouting her name, back arched and body shaking with the intensity of it. I am undone.

"It's yours," I say once I've caught my breath.

"Hmm?"

I raise my head to look at her properly and then slowly—with great effort—move so that I am beside her, so that I can kiss her deeply with gratitude.

"The violin."

Laura is stunned. She searches my face, her eyes uncomprehending.

"On one condition," I continue. "Well, two."

She waits for me to explain myself.

"I want you to consider performing again. Small groups, an orchestra, whatever it is. I can tell how much you must miss it."

She blushes a little, bashful but clearly flattered. "And the other condition?"

I capture her mouth in a kiss again and she lets me in, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, keeping me in place. When I withdraw, Laura is dazed, contented and—judging by the way she moves her hips over my thigh—aroused again.

"I want to hear you play again. Just the two of us. Here, or your place, or a concert hall—anywhere. Private performances, just between us."

I slide my hand between us and she makes a pleased sound in the back of her throat.

"What do you think?" I touch her the way she touched herself that day, slow, lazy circles, steady and deliberate, and she moves against me.

Her lips curve into a pleased smile. "I accept," she whispers.

The shop stays closed over the weekend, and every weekend after that. We fill it with music, with conversation and mutual pleasure. And when Laura secures the first chair seat in the city orchestra, it's with our violin.


Thank you for reading the third 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 Waitress in White—a steamy moment in a 1950s diner turns into a surprising reunion between the diner's owner and an androgynous motorcyclist named Andi.

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

Visit me on Instagram @eleanorgilden for updates about future stories!
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