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As soon as the door is closed, I unbutton my dress and toss it aside, standing naked as a jay bird in the moonlight streaming in through the attic window. Andi drinks in every inch and curve, from my bare toes to my breasts and the mark on my shoulder. “I want you,” she says in a low voice.

I thought she was the ghost of James Dean when she first walked into my diner in her black leather jacket and slicked hair. She had the smirk, the dark shadowed eyes, the cheeky confidence as she leaned an elbow on the counter and placed her order—

“One waitress, sunny side up.”

Now, as I lay back over the same counter, one leg slung over the metal stool and the other over her strong shoulder, I wonder again whether she’s real or a phantom, a spirit I’ve conjured up to cure the unbearable boredom of living in this tiny town.

“Lift your hips a little,” she mutters and I comply. It’s instantly better. I grip her short hair—the meticulous styling was ruined the moment we kissed—and cover my mouth with my other hand. I shake involuntarily and she chuckles.

I don’t even know her name. We’re at an imbalance there; my own is pinned to the collar of my white dress and on the outside of my diner, “Joan” in all capital letters.

She uses it now to direct me again, this time to widen my thighs. Her fingers crook and I see stars bursting in my vision.

The counter digs into my back and my thigh sticks to the red pleather cushion. My shoe fell off at some point, but I don’t care. I scream as she devours me, bracing myself with my arms and tossing my head back.

“That’s good,” she croons, and I’m questioning my James Dean theory again. “Come for me.” I do, with enthusiasm.

After she retrieves my lost shoe and buttons up my dress—my own fingers are still trembling—she watches me clean the counter and stool. I feel her eyes on me, dark like the black coffee cooling in its pot, and I hope my nervousness isn’t too obvious.

I’m used to stolen encounters with women, quick meetings of passion between strangers. I’ve never had someone stick around afterward. Usually it’s an awkward “that was nice, maybe I’ll see you again.” Meetings like this can bring scrutiny from neighbors and strangers—or worse—so they rarely occur twice.

It’s daylight out still; I can see the evening sun peeking through the blinds. I’m glad I at least had the foresight to close them when it was clear she’d be staying. The last thing I need is someone peering in through the windows. This business I’ve built for myself simultaneously offers protection and danger. Everyone knows me on a first name basis in this town. “Let’s go to Joan’s,” they say, as if visiting a friend's house. Any rumors that spread about me are a threat to the diner and the people I employ, many of whom have been refused jobs elsewhere.

When I’ve finished washing up, she leans against the counter, eyes flickering to my mouth. I’m not sure whether to smile or do something flirtatious like bite my lip, but she saves me from the decision by closing the distance.

Our kiss earlier was furious, a clashing of tongues and pulled hair and my starched cotton uniform pushed up, up, up to my ribs. Now we take our time. She cups my jaw in her palm and when I tug on her hair, she groans. It’s quiet, but audible. I repeat the gesture and her breath hitches.

“I’m so glad I came back to look for you,” she mumbles.

I pull away and she blinks in dazed confusion.

“What?” she asks, already leaning in again.

I press a hand to her shoulder, gentle but firm.

“Do I…” I narrow my eyes, taking in the subtle curve of her cheekbones and the shape of her mouth. A blurred memory is surfacing in the back of my mind, just out of reach. “Do I know you?”

She laughs, her whole face lighting up with glee, and I feel a blush creeping up to my cheeks that is more than lust.

I recognize her, finally. It’s the smokey laughter, wholehearted and infectious.

“Andrea.”

She grins back at me in confirmation.

“You look…” I fumble for words.

“It’s the hair,” she shrugs, mussing up her already rumbled locks.

I try to imagine her with the long curls she had all through high school. Dark golden-brown waves that shimmered in the sunlight pouring into our Geometry class.

Aside from that, she hasn’t changed too much. Even the jacket looks similar to the denim one she used to wear, but with her short tresses and new confidence…

I’d always thought she was beautiful back then. Now, she's irresistible.

Reaching across the counter, I drag her in for another kiss. She’s not expecting this one and gasps into my mouth. I show her my appreciation that she sought me out, that she remembered me. There’d been nothing amorous between us back then, but watching her saunter around campus, a lock of hair always tucked behind her ear, the sleeves of her denim jacket rolled up to her elbows to show off her lean arms and delicate wrists as she smoked a cigarette behind the school; she was an awakening for me. A subtle revelation I kept as a cherished, forbidden secret.

“How long are you here for?” I ask once we part long enough to breathe.

“Not sure yet. I’m renting a room with a friend just outside of town.” She gives me a look that I know instantly—she understands the importance of discretion. “Would you like to go back with me?”

“Of course,” I smile.
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She takes me there on her motorcycle. The wind flutters my dress and whips hair into my face, but she is a warm anchor, shielding me from the world zipping by. It feels bold racing through town, my arms snaked around her slim waist, my thighs against hers, the hem of my dress riding higher than it should. The streets are blissfully empty; the business day is over and families are no doubt enjoying awkward small talk around the dinner table.

We fly past the empty town square and out of town like birds from a cage.

An edge of lace peeks from her jeans and I blush. That too had been bold, tucking my underwear into her pocket before we left. She’d kissed me hard, pushing me against the back door and sucking a purple mark into my shoulder.

I angle my hips to better feel the constant thrum of the bike. I think I hear her laugh, but it’s half lost in the sound of the motor. We’re on a deserted road now, empty aside from the occasional deer or curious rabbit grazing in the grass. Trees cast dappled shadows over us, the dimming sun setting the countryside on fire.

I tug lightly at the front of her shirt until I find skin. Her muscles tense but she doesn’t shrug me off so I slide it further, dipping my fingers beneath the hem of her jeans. I feel her gasp, press into my touch. With caution, I undo the button and zipper, slide my hand between her legs. She is slippery wet and immediately widens her thighs to give better access.

“This okay?” I ask with my mouth to her ear so she can hear me.

“Yes.” She grips the handlebars and revs the engine.

I nip her ear lobe. Her groan reverberates through us both.

“Tell me if I need to stop.”

She nods. I continue touching her, my lips on the back of her neck, my fingers dragging through her folds and rubbing slow circles over her clit. It’s more prominent than I expected, swollen with need and twitching beneath my fingertips. She grunts low as I stroke her, moving my fingers up and down along the sensitive nub.

I understand her now, I think. The short hair suits her better than the long curls ever did. I breathe in the musk of her cologne as I continue to touch her.

“I’m going to taste you when we get there,” I breathe in her ear. She shudders. “Do you want me on my knees? Would you like that?”

Andrea leans back against me, shifting her hips in rhythm, while still keeping control of her bike. I wonder if she’s done this before. The thought gives me a rush of jealousy.

“Yes,” she hisses. “I want that. Want to see you on your knees—want to come in your mouth—fuck that’s good.”

I’ve picked up my pace, edging her closer to her climax. She slows the bike to a stop, pulling over onto the side of the road as she arches against me.

“What else do you want?” I encourage her to keep talking.

“I want to fuck you,” she moans. “I want to make you—make you feel good. I want you to sit on my face so I can taste you all night. I… yes right there, oh god—”

“Yes sir,” I whisper. “I’ll do that for you.” She comes with a surprised cry, one hand gripping my thigh, the other white knuckling the bike’s handlebar.

It takes her a while to catch her breath.

“Call me Andi,” she tells me once we’ve both recovered. “If that’s okay.”

I kiss the side of her neck.
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The sun has set by the time we reach the house. Andi guides me to the side entrance of the old Victorian style home, complete with a wraparound porch and blooming garden. It’s idyllic in a way I’ve only dreamed of in my tiny apartment above the diner.

The attic has been converted to a fully functional living space, complete with a small kitchenette and private bathroom. It’s sparsely furnished but cozy, with a queen-sized bed, floral sofa, a desk, and small dining table.

As soon as the door is closed, I unbutton my dress and toss it aside, standing naked as a jay bird in the moonlight streaming in through the attic window. Andi drinks in every inch and curve, from my bare toes to my breasts and the mark on my shoulder.

“I want you,” she says in a low voice. With nimble fingers, she slowly unbuttons her jeans and lets them fall to her ankles. Her thighs are leanly muscled like the rest of her. My mouth waters as she brushes a hand casually down her abdomen, one brow quirked.

I reach for the hem of her shirt and she wraps her hands around my wrists, stopping me. There’s an unspoken apology in her eyes. I smile reassuringly and she relaxes, grips the hem of her shirt and pulls it in a swift motion over her head.

“And this?” I ask, brushing a palm over the garment beneath that flattens her breasts. She wraps her hand around mine and stoops to kiss my fingers.

“It stays, for now.”

I cover my disappointment with another smile. I want to see all of her, to explore what makes her groan like she did earlier on the motorcycle. But I am patient.

Instead, I wrap my arms around her waist and bring her in for a kiss. We stand entwined, my fingers carding through her hair, hers massaging the sensitive muscles along my hips.

“Get on your knees,” she croons. I go slowly, keeping eye contact as I settle myself on the floor and lean forward to taste her. She widens her stance, giving me access. Her eyes are dark, her legs tremble. As before, her clit is swollen and ready for me. If there’s a Heaven, it tastes like Andi. Her low voice raises to something broken and I press two fingers to her entrance, waiting for permission. When she gives it, I move slowly, savoring the heat, the glistening softness of her.

Just when I’m wondering whether she’ll be able to come like this, she grabs my hair and shouts. I angle my fingers, searching for that elusive spot until she gasps and goes still, muscles taut with the force of her orgasm.

I grin up at her, wiping my chin and licking droplets from her thigh.

“You’re goddamn fantastic,” she says breathlessly, helping me up and dragging me in for a searing kiss that’s all tongues and teeth.

“Show me your appreciation?” I nip her bottom lip and she laughs.

“Get on the bed.” The smokey command sends shivers up my spine and I oblige with enthusiasm, climbing onto the comforter and shimmying my ass before turning around to face her. She’s standing at the foot of the bed, gaze raking over my body with hunger.

“Do you want my cock—” she gestures to the harness on her bedside table, “Or just me?”

The thought of being full makes me clench around nothing. I tilt my head toward the table and she grins, picking up the harness and strapping it around her thighs with well-practiced precision. She squirts lubricant onto her hand and pumps it so slowly I almost growl in frustration.

“Are you going to stand there preening all night or fuck me senseless?”

It doesn’t take much to motivate her. She climbs over me and settles between my legs, working me over for a few minutes until I’m pliant and open and begging for more. And then she’s sliding into me, inch by exquisite inch, until she’s sheathed to the hilt and we are moving together, breathless and urgent.

“More,” I hiss. She obliges, withdrawing and thrusting hard into me again. It’s better but not enough, so I wrap my thighs around her and take control, pushing her backward until I am straddling her, my knees resting against the mattress. Andi makes no complaint, her hands coming up automatically to steady me, to guide me as I ride her.

“That’s it,” she hums.

I moan loudly now, angling forward to get more friction and depth. Andi squeezes my thighs, my breasts, my wrists, her hands constantly moving where I need them most.

“Talk to me,” I gasp. I’m right on the edge, the heat rising without fire.

“You’re gorgeous,” Andi says. “The way the moon hits your skin—you look like a goddess. I want to keep you here forever, worship you from head to toe, make you feel good.”

I open my eyes, surprised by her words. She’s watching me reverently. Her hair is a mess. The confident bravado has been replaced by an open expression, almost bashful. I lean over her and capture her lips in a kiss, slowing my pace to something more languid. We are flush against each other now, my breasts pressed to the fabric of her binder. I crave more skin, but I am patient. There will be other days—

I shudder with pleasure at the idea of more moments like this, of spending time in bed with Andi, or riding behind her on the motorcycle, exploring the countryside together. My body begins to tremble as she whispers reassurance into my ear.

“Perfect, just like that. You’re doing so well—you feel so good around me. So tight and wet.”

I sob as the waves begin to crest, raising myself back up until I’m arching, my face to the ceiling and eyes closed tight.

I’m not sure when it starts or ends, but I reach my climax with a shout, squeezing my own breasts hard as Andi digs her nails into my ass. The pace gets rougher, less coordinated. I grit my teeth and groan, riding the high until I’m spent.

When it’s done, I lay shivering on top of her as she strokes my back with calloused fingertips. I realize I don’t even know what she does for a living. There will be time to learn, I hope.

“How long are you staying?” I ask.

She hums quietly again and I hear the vibration in her chest.

“As long as you want me,” she answers. “I came back for a reason.”

A disbelieving little giggle bubbles up in my chest.

“After all these years? But… why?”

Andi keeps massaging my back and shoulders, working out the tension from our rough play.

“I always regretted not telling you I liked you. You know the risks… I was afraid I might be wrong. And then one day I was looking for a place to catch a smoke under the bleachers and I saw you with Megan Anderson, that pretty cheerleader all the guys were after.”

I laugh tiredly. “I haven’t thought of Megan in years. She got married and moved away to Florida.”

“Poor thing,” Andi says sincerely.

“Yeah,” I agree as I shift my hips. She’s still inside of me and I get a little shock of pleasure with the movement. My breath catches and Andi kisses my cheek, moving slowly under me, offering more of that slow burn. “Mmm,” I mumble. “Feels good.” I won’t be able to come again, but there’s a deep intimacy in being connected like this.

“I was angry when I saw you together,” Andi continues. “I thought I was too late. So, I never said anything, and figured I’d leave and we’d both move on. But I just… couldn’t stop thinking about you. Wherever I went, whoever I was with, it always came back to you.”

Her hands stroke down my sides to grip my behind, pulling me forward as she tilts her hips up, deepening the contact. I shudder and groan into her shoulder. Maybe I can come again.

We move slowly, Andi doing most of the work this time. The pleasure burns bright and steady, and soon I’m gasping with it, trembling as she fills me over and over, as she breathes words of affection and lust into my ear, telling me how beautiful I am, how she’s always wanted this.

As I tumble over the precipice, she tells me she loves me, and I believe her.


Thank you for reading the fourth 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 Billionaire in Black—An intense interview between a non-profit manager and the suave CEO of a major corporation becomes a surprising exchange of emotional and physical intimacy.

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


Find me on Instagram @eleanorgilden for future updates and sapphic memes.
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