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Synopsis

Erotica author Kate McMannis has crippling writer’s
block and a deadline in less than two months. When a beautiful
woman named Erato appears at her house and claims to be her muse,
Kate isn’t certain whether Erato is mentally ill or truly her
supernatural savior. Either way, when the incredible sex Erato
offers leads to genuine inspiration, Kate isn’t inclined to refuse
her unusual brand of help. When a little fantasy fulfillment with
Erato inadvertently leads her to the shy and gorgeous Olive
Johnson, unexpected feelings threaten to derail Kate’s motivation
once again. Erato is just as determined to keep her writing on
track as Kate is to explore her very real attraction to Olive—which
leads to friction that threatens not only Kate’s ability to meet
her deadline, but also her burgeoning romance with Olive. Caught
between a contractual obligation and her heart, is there any way
for Kate to have it all?


Praise for Meghan O’Brien

O’Brien “knows how to write passion really well, and
I do not recommend reading her books in public (unless you want
everyone to know exactly what you are reading). Wild is no
different. It’s very steamy, and the sex scenes are frequent and
quite erotic, to say the least.”—Lesbian Book Review

“Meghan O’Brien has given her readers some very
steamy scenes in this fast paced novel. Thirteen Hours is
definitely a walk on the wild side, which may have you looking
twice at those with whom you share an elevator.”—Just About
Write

“Boy, if there was ever fiction that a lesbian needs
during a bed death rut or simply in need of some juicing up,
Thirteen Hours by Meghan O’Brien is the book I’d recommend
to my good friends…If you are looking for good ole American instant
gratification, simple and not-at all-straight sexy lesbian
eroticism, revel in the sexiness that is Thirteen
Hours.”—Tilted World

“In The Three by Meghan O’Brien, we are
treated to first-rate storytelling that features scorching love
scenes with three main characters…She hits her stride well in The
Three with a well-paced plot that never slows. She excels at giving
us an astounding tale that is tightly written and extremely
sensual. I highly recommend this unique book.”—Just About
Write
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Chapter One

Kate McMannis sat back in her office chair with an
epic sigh of self-loathing. She’d stupidly checked the time after
watching what had to be her thirtieth cat video in a row. Despite
scheduling eight solid hours to write today, she’d already
squandered half of them. Damn the Internet. How was she supposed to
get anything done with an entire world of cuteness and hilarity at
her fingertips? Not to mention news websites. Without sitting up
straight, she reached for her mouse and clicked one of her
permanent bookmarks. The day’s headlines washed over her—most
familiar from her previous twenty check-ins—and she almost longed
for some catastrophe to shake up the boredom of her afternoon.

She should be working on her novel. Every minute her
deadline drew nearer. She had less than two months to finish her
latest work-in-progress. While it wasn’t unprecedented for her to
whip out a novel-length romance or erotica story in sixty days or
fewer, she felt no closer to inspiration than she had the day
before, or the week before, or even two months before. Paralyzed by
writer’s block, she couldn’t manage to cobble together more than a
few paragraphs in a sitting. She still had nine hundred words to go
before reaching the twelve-thousand-word mark—and that had taken
her months to achieve. Unfortunately, it represented only a
fraction of the eighty thousand words she was obligated to
deliver.

Kate glanced at the empty document titled “Chapter
Four” that had been taunting her for days. Why the hell was this
one so difficult? This wasn’t her first novel. She’d published
several others. Another unpublished novel-length work had poured
out of her over the course of months—years, technically—and she’d
never given up on it despite never receiving a dime for its
completion. Yet now she couldn’t seem to wrangle a seed of a good
story out of her head and onto the screen despite the contractual
obligation looming over her.

Why?

Grunting in frustration, Kate kicked back from her
desk and walked to the kitchen. Maybe she needed a glass of
lemonade. Or a snack. Granted, months of lemonade and snacks hadn’t
yet loosened the masterpiece lurking within, but who knew? Today a
snack break might solve all her problems.

She surveyed her nearly empty refrigerator and let
out a tired groan. No lemonade. No hummus, either. Obviously she
needed to go to the grocery store. This was a legitimate excuse to
run an errand, but she had been on the verge of actually
accomplishing something. And now this. No wonder she was getting
nowhere fast.

“Well, damn.” A grocery run would obviously eat up at
least another hour of her work time. Annoyed but resigned, she
scooped her purse off the counter and left behind her dreams of
whipping out a thousand words by lunchtime.

When she opened her front door, she couldn’t stifle a
gasp upon discovering an exceedingly attractive woman of apparently
Mediterranean origin standing with her fist poised to knock. The
stranger held a cloth grocery bag in her free hand. Another
full-to-bursting sack of groceries sat at her feet, along with a
zippered travel bag. She met Kate’s no-doubt ridiculous expression
of surprise with a wide, beaming smile.

“May I come in?”

Kate nearly stepped back to let her inside, no
questions asked, before regaining some semblance of rationality.
“Who are you?”

“My name is Erato.” The woman bowed deeply, scooping
up the bags at her side. “I come bearing lunch. And lemonade.”

Erato strolled through the front door, and Kate moved
aside as though she had extended an invitation. She was almost
positive she hadn’t. “I appreciate that, but…I’m sorry, who
are you?”

Erato set the grocery bags on the wooden island in
the center of the kitchen and began to unload items. She handed
over a large container of Kate’s favorite brand of lemonade. “I’m a
muse. Put this away, would you?”

She did as the woman asked, trying to decide if she’d
heard correctly. “A muse? You’re amused?”

Erato chuckled. “I am now.” She pulled out a
container of hummus—once again, Kate’s favorite brand—and set it on
the counter. Then she took Kate’s hands and squeezed them gently.
“No, Kate McMannis, I’m your muse. You’re blocked, in a big
way. Worse than ever before.” She broke into a grin so radiant Kate
had to return it, her heart pounding that the most exquisite woman
she’d ever seen was holding her hands. “And I’m here to help
you finish that book.”


Chapter Two

“Help?” A horrible thought occurred. “Wait, did my
publisher send you?”

Erato’s laughter was as rich and warm as her touch.
“No, don’t worry. I’m a freelancer.” She shot Kate a playful wink
that weakened her knees. “This is between you and me.”

Kate frowned. “That sounds expensive.”

“Not at all.” Turning back to the groceries, Erato
opened a package of pita bread and turned the oven on low. “My
compensation is the sensual, erotic story you’ll create. The beauty
of the words you’ll choose.” She poured one glass of lemonade, then
another, then put the second container of lemonade inside the
fridge beside the first. “The emotions you’ll stir in your readers.
That’s all the thanks I need.”

Clearly this woman was a lunatic. A strangely
flattering idea began to form, one more than a little unsettling.
“Does that mean you’re a fan?”

“Your stories are lovely, Kate. Just lovely.”

Hardly effusive praise, coming from an obviously
obsessive stalker. Who else would track her down and present
herself as Kate McMannis’s own personal muse? Kate edged toward the
knife block, images of Kathy Bates in Misery flashing
through her mind. “Why do you assume I’m blocked?”

“Because it’s my job to know these things and help
those who need it.” She put a couple of pieces of pita bread on a
baking sheet and slid it into the oven. “And honey, let’s be
honest. You need my help, do you not?”

“Okay…” Now standing next to her full collection of
cutlery, Kate wondered whether to brandish one and demand that the
woman leave. She hadn’t done anything overtly threatening
yet—except be crazy, of course—and she had brought
groceries. “Who told you I was having trouble?”

“Nobody had to tell me. I’ve felt it for weeks
now—and I can’t take it anymore!” Erato leaned against the counter
and folded her arms under her generous breasts. “The angst, the
self-loathing, the worrying about your deadline. If only you could
channel all the energy that you put into self-flagellation toward
your novel, you wouldn’t need me at all.”

Defensive in the face of such judgment from a total
stranger, Kate said, “Who says I need you now?”

“If I walked out the door right this minute, you’d go
back to your computer and write something?”

Kate didn’t answer, somehow knowing Erato would call
her out for lying. “How exactly do you plan to help me?”

“To start, by making you lunch.” Erato pulled the
tray of now-warm pita bread from the oven, which let Kate admire
her form-fitting red dress. The skirt clung to her utterly
delicious ass, tantalizing Kate with the promise of what lay
beneath. Erato’s dark hair came to just below her ears, cut in a
bob that straddled the line between adorable and sexy with
head-spinning ease. Standing in the middle of her kitchen fixing
her favorite snack, the woman was heaven personified.

Had Kate fallen asleep or hit her head while
showering? Whether this was a dream or a delusion, she just hoped
it ended in sex. She drank some lemonade to hide her lascivious
smirk.

Erato flashed her a white-toothed grin. “Let’s wait
until after we eat. You’ll need your energy.”

She nearly choked on the tart liquid. Surely she
hadn’t voiced her dirty thoughts aloud. “Pardon?”

“You want to make love with me.” Erato cut the pita
bread into wedges, then put them on a plate and pushed them across
the counter. “It’s a wonderful idea. That usually helps the
creative juices flow. But you need sustenance before we begin.”

For the first time in her life, Kate pinched herself
to check that she was awake. And…she was. So either this gorgeous,
free-spirited woman was a lunatic fan, or else she was involved in
some shenanigans designed to make Kate look foolish. Who would pull
such a stunt? Her best friend? Her sister?

She couldn’t imagine any of her friends and family
coming up with something like this to break her out of writer’s
block. Or to make fun of her for being mired in it. Kate frowned.
She had to get to the bottom of this, because she was way
too tempted to see if Erato would actually go upstairs with her.
Sleeping with this woman was almost certainly a bad idea. But she
had to know for sure before she would feel comfortable brandishing
a knife or calling the police. Or turning her down.

“I am harmless,” Erato said smoothly, once
again seeming to pick up on her thoughts with ease. “Promise.”

Kate tried to quiet her internal narrative, just in
case. But Erato couldn’t read her mind—could she? Covering, she ate
a couple bites of pita and hummus while she searched for what to
say next. “I just don’t understand where you came from.”

“Greece, originally.”

She fought the urge to roll her eyes. “Yes, I get it.
Muse. Erato. From Greece.” Whoever this woman was, she was clearly
stuck deeply in her delusion. Kate took another bite of hummus
anyway, because damn, it was delicious. “So why visit me?”

“Why not you?” Erato scooped some hummus onto a piece
of pita and took a bite. Her moan of pleasure sent the most obscene
fantasies racing through Kate’s mind, which she tried desperately
to quiet on the off chance her visitor really could read her
thoughts. Erato smiled broadly. “Listen, I’ll leave if you want me
to. Just ask. I’ll walk out that door and never bother you again.
But if you let me stay, I’ll do my best to…inspire you.”

Though this was absolutely insane, Kate was unable to
eject Erato from her life. She seemed harmless enough, after all.
And hot. Very hot. No risk in at least sharing a snack with
her, right?

“I sense you’re having second thoughts about making
love.” Erato tilted her head and regarded Kate curiously. “We can
just fuck, if that’s more your style. But one way or another, it’s
a good idea to end as many dry spells in your life as possible.
It’s how we’ll get the words flowing again.” She walked around the
counter to stand within touching distance. “No reason to be
shy.”

Kate fisted her hands at her sides. Damn, she was
tempted. Was Erato unbalanced? Did it even matter if she was, when
she was the hands-down sexiest woman Kate had ever had the
opportunity to sleep with? “I’ve just never jumped into bed with
someone so quickly.”

Erato chuckled. “Your characters do.”

“Because they’re fictional.”

“Surely you’re projecting your own fantasies onto
them.” She traced her fingertip over Kate’s wrist, then dragged a
blunt nail up the inside of her arm. “Don’t tell me you’ve never
wanted sex with a stranger.” Erato’s fingers closed around her
bicep, and Kate instantly became wet. “Or imagined being taken up
to your bedroom by someone you aren’t certain you should
trust.”

Kate shivered. “I don’t even know you—”

“Take this leap with me, Kate. It’ll be worth
it.”

Unsure whether it was the deep conviction in Erato’s
voice or simply the prospect of bedding a woman who put most
supermodels to shame, Kate let go of her reservations and leapt. It
wasn’t like she’d get any writing done today, anyway. “Okay. Let’s
do it.”


Chapter Three

They had only to cross the threshold of her bedroom
for Kate to lose her nerve. The incredible sexual fantasy she’d
enjoyed downstairs in the kitchen evaporated into cold reality at
the sight of yesterday’s dirty panties lying on the floor beside
her bed. What the hell was she thinking? She wasn’t prepared to
host a woman. Her legs weren’t even shaved. She’d been holed up in
her apartment for weeks, doing a whole lot of nothing while
pretending to chase her ever-elusive word count. This had involved
plenty of sleeping, masturbating, and eating, but not as much
personal hygiene as she’d normally practice when actually preparing
to have sex with another person.

And then there was the little matter of Erato being
slightly south of sane—

“Would you like to freshen up?” A soft hand touched
the small of her back, startling her. “I did just drop in on you
suddenly.”

This was the perfect opportunity to back out of the
most unusual sexual encounter she’d ever considered pursuing.
Sleeping with a most-likely mentally ill—but possibly
supernatural—woman really was the kind of thing one of her
characters might do. Unfortunately, for all the erotic adventures
she’d imagined for her stories, she’d never come close to
experiencing anything much out of the ordinary in real life. The
wildest thing she’d ever done was a little public sex with her
college girlfriend. And nothing too public—the threat of
discovery had always been enough to get them off. She’d never even
had a one-night stand.

Yup. Going through with this was insane. Kate cleared
her throat. But instead of asking Erato to leave, she said, “Thank
you. Freshening up would be nice.”

Oh, well. Maybe insane really was what she
needed. For the sake of her writing.

Erato sat on the bed. “I’ll wait for you here?”

She stared at Kate with vibrant blue eyes that
brought to mind cerulean skies and distant green meadows. The
mental imagery stirred something deep within Kate, a desire to
travel to that far-flung place in her imagination and then to stay
a while. For the first time in months, she felt a mild pull toward
her laptop. Writing had always been the best way she knew to escape
her daily life and explore worlds more beautiful than her own. She
loved taking those creative flights of fancy more than almost
anything in this world.

So why the hell had she stayed away from it for so
many months?

A quiet giggle broke her out of her musing. “That is,
unless you wanted to work for a bit,” Erato said. She raised an
eyebrow when Kate shook her head swiftly. “You had that look you
writers get. The
gazing-into-the-distance-while-visiting-another-place stare. I
don’t want to interrupt anything.”

“You’re not!” She couldn’t believe her immediate
panic at the thought of not going through with this absolutely
insane liaison. Five minutes ago she was ready to call the whole
thing off. Obviously her libido had overridden her good sense. “I
mean…I can write later.”

“Are you sure?” Erato uncrossed her legs, offering a
tantalizing glimpse of what lay between her thighs. “We could
always do this later.”

It had been almost two years since she’d had sex, and
now that she had the opportunity, she realized she wanted to take
it—immediately. Consequences be damned. “I’m sure. Just give
me ten minutes to get ready, okay?”

Erato stood and pivoted in place, then shot a
flirtatious smile over her shoulder. “Unzip me before you go?”

Feeling as though she were in a dream, Kate crossed
the room to stand at Erato’s back. Her hands hovered over the
smooth olive skin between her shoulder blades for agonizingly long
moments while she tried to convince herself that this was okay—and
that it was really happening. Erato couldn’t have been clearer
about her intentions. She wanted Kate to touch her. With
that thought in mind, she tugged down the zipper and exposed the
tanned expanse of Erato’s delicate flank.

Kate exhaled in a rush. “You’re beautiful.”

Erato giggled. “And to think, you’ve barely seen me.”
As though emphasizing her point, Erato turned to face her while
allowing the top of her dress to fall down over her shoulders.
Cleavage that had been merely hinted at before now spilled
over.

Kate dragged her eyes away from the curves on
display. It didn’t feel right to ogle a half-naked woman while she
was still fully dressed. “Ten minutes.” She took a step away,
toward the bathroom, before Erato caught her wrist. She stopped but
didn’t look back at her gorgeous visitor. She was too afraid of
what she might see.

“Relax, Kate.” Erato’s low voice had an instant
calming effect. “You don’t need to be nervous with me. I’m here for
you.”

That didn’t exactly erase all her doubts, but
something about the woman was soothing. Kate drew in a deep,
steadying breath, then met Erato’s gaze on the exhale. She wasn’t
entirely certain what to say. Thank you? The whole situation
felt strange. “It’s…just been a while.”

Erato gave her a sympathetic smile. “I know.”

Of course she did. “And you have to admit, this is
kind of a weird way to meet a woman.”

The sweet smile never faltered. “I suppose so.”

Kate made the mistake of allowing her eyes to drift
lower, where she noticed that the very edge of one dark nipple
peeked out over the top of Erato’s unzipped dress. She licked her
lips, aware of the action but unable to stop her instinctive
response to the sight.

“Ten minutes?” Erato murmured, drawing Kate’s
attention back to her amused face.

“Ten minutes.”

*

Ten minutes later, Kate returned to the bedroom
showered, shaved, trimmed, and smelling of her favorite
vanilla-scented lotion. She half expected to find the room empty
and her visitor gone, but Erato was almost exactly where she left
her. Except now she was completely naked—and Kate’s bedroom was
suddenly, amazingly, tidy.

“You cleaned?” Kate stood dumbly in her pajama
bottoms and tank top, not sure whether she was more shocked by the
spontaneous burst of housekeeping or the fact that Erato had
apparently straightened things up in the nude.

With a beaming grin, Erato pivoted in place, arm
extended. “Cleanliness breeds creativity.”

Kate wrinkled her nose. She was almost positive
that wasn’t right. Still, she appreciated the gesture, even
if she also felt horribly embarrassed that her new lover had sorted
through her dirty laundry and discarded water bottles. “Well, thank
you. You didn’t have to.”

“Sure I did.” Perhaps sensing that she wouldn’t make
the first move, Erato closed the distance between them and took
Kate’s hand. “Like I said, I’m here for you. Whatever helps you
meet your deadline.”

Standing within touching distance of her supposed
muse, she had no desire to think about that deadline. It was
challenging enough to contemplate her albatross of a novel on a
good day, let alone with a curvaceous, warm female body in the same
room. Still, she couldn’t ignore how very strange her current
circumstances were. “So do you do this for many authors?”

Erato smiled beatifically and trailed her fingers up
Kate’s bare arm. “If that’s your way of asking if you’re my first,
then I’m sorry to disappoint you.”

Kate’s nipples tightened into hard points, now
visible beneath the thin cotton of her tank top. She blushed when
blue eyes dipped to take in the sight. “Believe me, you’re not a
disappointment in any way,” she said, then inhaled sharply when
Erato hooked her fingertip under the strap of her tank top and
pulled it down, baring her right shoulder. She watched, rapt, as
Erato bent to kiss her clavicle. “At all.”

“Nor are you.” Erato straightened and pressed her
lips against Kate’s. Her fingers found the spot her mouth had just
abandoned, caressing the still-tingling skin. After a brief kiss
that literally curled Kate’s toes, Erato whispered, “In fact, I
can’t remember the last time I was so excited by an artist—or her
work.”

Kate blushed. According to her worst critics, she
wrote pornography. Art seemed like a pretty lofty
description for what she did. Brushing aside the praise, she took a
deep breath and curled her arm around Erato’s waist, pulling her
close. The soft firmness of full, bare breasts pressed against her
own triggered an obscene rush of wetness. No matter how wet the
characters in her stories were when engaged in the passionate,
earth-shaking sex at which they were so adept, she couldn’t help
feeling embarrassed by the idea that Erato would soon see just how
wanton and desperate she was.

Erato looped her arms around Kate’s neck and went in
for another kiss. Despite her lingering nerves, Kate immediately
melted into it. Her hands settled on Erato’s bare hips—triggering
the startled realization that she was holding a naked
woman—and her lips parted just as Erato’s tongue asked
permission to enter her mouth. Their first deep kiss was perfect.
Storybook, even. Kate suspected this wasn’t due as much to her own
skill as it was to Erato’s otherworldly instincts. She was so
quickly lost in the bliss of what had to be the best make-out
session in all of history that she felt completely disoriented when
Erato pulled back moments later.

“Touch me.” Erato followed up her sensual whisper by
flicking the tip of her tongue against Kate’s top lip.
“Please.”

Still in a daze, Kate struggled to understand what
Erato wanted. She gently squeezed Erato’s full hips and went back
in for one more kiss, desperate for another taste of
perfection.

Erato only allowed her a brief press of their lips
before she moved her mouth to Kate’s ear and whispered hotly,
“Touch my body, Kate. I want to feel your hands on me.”

The direct words startled her into action. She
dropped one hand to Erato’s bottom, curving her fingers so the tips
teased at the crevice between her cheeks. With her other hand she
reached for a perfect breast, and her gaze followed. Erato’s nipple
was dark brown and hard as stone, searing into the center of Kate’s
palm when she cupped the soft fullness surrounding it. Her caress
drew out a throaty moan, a sound of unbridled pleasure that sent
sympathetic vibrations straight to her clit.

“Tell me what you want, Kate.” Despite being quite
obviously aroused, Erato managed to maintain the calm confidence
she’d projected ever since walking through the front door.
“Anything you want to do—or that you want me to do—is yours.
Any fantasy you’ve ever had, now is your chance to live it out.
Just ask for it.”

Kate wasn’t sure what to make of the bold
declaration. She’d never been with someone willing to give herself
over so completely. The trust Erato seemingly had in her—unfounded
as it was—was astounding. She didn’t think she could muster enough
trust of her own to reveal her most secret fantasies. Not to an
almost complete stranger, at least. It was an ironic sentiment for
someone accustomed to sharing plenty of lurid fantasies with
thousands of readers, to be sure, but such was her contradictory
nature. Besides, she couldn’t fantasize about anything with her
brain turned to mush.

“Uh, we can just do it the normal way.” Kate wanted
to smack her forehead as soon as the words left her mouth. The
normal way? That didn’t even make sense. “I mean…”

Erato giggled, and incredibly, the sound helped put
her at ease. “I understand. How about you let me take the
lead?”

Kate exhaled. “Gladly.”

Stepping back, Erato slipped her hand into Kate’s and
pulled her toward the bed. “You’re nervous.” It wasn’t a
question.

“It’s been a while. And…I’m shy.”

Erato drew back the covers and gestured her into bed
with a raised eyebrow. “You don’t give yourself enough credit. I
would have never guessed you were shy.”

“Well, you didn’t really give me a chance to be. I
guess.” Kate paused. She didn’t feel shy around Erato. Unsettled,
yes. Questioning her sanity, absolutely. But not terribly shy,
considering that she was willingly crawling into bed with the woman
less than an hour after meeting her. “I usually am.”

Watching Erato slip into bed beside her was pure
erotica in motion. Everything about her was so achingly feminine,
from her full curves to the delicate softness of her skin. She
scooted close, sliding an arm beneath Kate’s shoulders and cradling
her against the warmth of her ample chest. Most of Kate’s
apprehension melted away as she relaxed into the embrace. A warm
hand stroked gentle circles over her belly, then trailed lower.
Deft fingers teased the waistband of her pajama bottoms,
scratching, tugging, just barely dipping inside.

“Is that why you came to bed fully dressed?” Erato
bent to lick Kate’s top lip. The contact sent a sharp spark of
pleasure careening down between her legs. She gasped, and Erato
held her closer as her fingernails continued to scorch a suggestive
trail across the bare skin of her abdomen. “Because you’re
shy?”

Once again, her heart threatened to beat out of her
chest. She could barely hear her whispered answer over the
pounding. “Yes.”

“How many lovers have you had?” Erato pushed her hand
down the front of her pajama pants until searching fingers found
the soft silk of her panties. She scratched at the fabric over
Kate’s clit, triggering a breathy moan that would have embarrassed
her if she couldn’t see the satisfaction on Erato’s face. “And
panties, too, my dear? You must really want me to work for it.”

“I’m sorry, I—”

Erato gave a delighted peal of laughter. “Oh,
sweetie, I’m sorry. I’m just teasing.” She pressed her
finger down against Kate’s labia, stroking her lightly through the
soaked fabric. “I’m happy to work for it, believe me.” She drew a
path from one side of her panties to the other, then played with
the elastic leg band at the juncture of Kate’s thighs. “Now tell
me, how many lovers?”

“You’re my fourth.”

“And were you shy with the others?”

“I knew them a little better by the time we slept
together.” That was an understatement. All three had been friends
first, then lovers. “I’ve never done this with a woman I just
met.”

Hungry eyes scanned the length of her body, and for
the first time Kate lamented the mid-afternoon sun that streamed in
through the windows. As much as she loved being able to gaze upon
Erato’s nude body in all its glory, she couldn’t hide her own
shaking hands or heaving chest. A look of compassion softened
Erato’s expression, and she flattened her palm against Kate’s
center, outside her panties. “I like crossword puzzles.”

Kate couldn’t help it. She bleated unladylike,
thoroughly unsexy laughter. “Okay?”

Erato’s forehead crinkled. “I’m trying to help you
get to know me better. So you’ll relax a little.”

The sweet, quirky nature of the woman who cupped her
between the legs did help her relax—degree by degree. Erato
was like no one she’d ever met. In that way, she almost had no
problem believing that this stranger wasn’t strictly human, and for
whatever reason, the thought filled her with a powerful sense of
safety. It was better than accepting that the woman in her bed was
mentally ill. “I’m all right, really.”

“Just wound up tight,” Erato murmured. Her hand began
to move, slowly, barely applying pressure. “I completely understand
that this must all seem strange. I assure you that I’m
harmless.”

Kate spread her legs, almost embarrassed by how
not afraid she was. She bit her lip to hold back a gasp when
a finger pressed between her labia, rubbing gently. She gazed at
the full breasts that pressed against her side, then closed her
eyes, exhaling through her nose. “And beautiful.”

“Thank you.” She could feel Erato smiling above her.
“I’m also remarkably aroused, as long as we’re cataloging my
attributes.”

Amused, Kate opened her eyes and looked up at Erato’s
face. She was stunned by the honest desire reflected back at her.
Gaining confidence, she spread her legs wider, holding her breath
when the fabric of her panties was finally pulled aside and a warm
fingertip drew a line through her abundant wetness. “Me, too.”

Erato seemed delighted. “Indeed.” She circled her
fingers around Kate’s clit just long enough to establish a rhythm,
then moved lower, causing Kate to whimper. “How long has it been
since someone made you come?”

Intelligent thought was impossible with Erato’s
fingertip tracing around the edge of her opening. Kate threw an arm
over her eyes, determined not to allow her hips to chase the
teasing contact. She wanted nothing more than to impale herself on
a long, slim finger or two, but pride dictated that she not appear
quite so shameless.

“Do you want me inside you?”

She hoped her nod didn’t look too frantic. “Yes.”

Without teasing or hesitating, Erato pushed a single
digit into her body, watching her face. “Personally, I don’t think
it’s healthy for a writer of erotica to go so long without sex.”
She withdrew slowly, then penetrated her again with two fingers.
“No wonder you’re blocked.”

“Well, it’s—” She moaned when Erato angled her
fingers and hit a spot that made her body sing. “It’s not like I’ve
gone that long without…” Exhaling, Kate focused on stringing
together a sentence. “Without an orgasm.”

Erato’s thumb brushed over her clit, causing her
internal muscles to tighten. “You know your body well, then.”

“I’m an expert.”

“Good. You can teach me.” Erato’s hand worked
effortlessly within her pajama pants, coaxing wave after wave of
pleasure from her hypersensitive body.

Kate cried out, startled that she was quickly
climbing toward orgasm. She’d never been with someone so intuitive.
“I don’t think that’s necessary.” She nearly slammed her thighs
shut on Erato’s hand, overwhelmed by the mounting pleasure. It was
nearly painful, and she wasn’t ready to have it end.

Erato giggled and stopped. “Why don’t you take off
your clothes now?” She pulled away, leaving Kate torn between
relief and painful anticipation. “As long as you’re feeling a
little less shy.”

Kate sat up and tore her tank top over her head, then
wrenched off her pajama pants and panties, kicking them over the
side of the bed. She paused only when she saw Erato staring at her
newly bared skin. “What?”

Erato raised her eyes with obvious effort. “You’re as
lovely as your stories.”

“Thank you.” Battling a fierce blush, she pressed
Erato back onto the pillows. The genuine attraction in cerulean
eyes emboldened her, and warm, supple flesh seared her own
everywhere their bodies touched, driving her crazy. A surge of
confidence allowed her to crawl on top of Erato, caging her with
her body. “I’m definitely not feeling shy anymore.” She lowered her
hips and rubbed her wetness against Erato’s belly.

Erato grinned sunnily. “Good.”

Despite the throbbing insistence between her legs,
Kate’s own climax was no longer her foremost concern. When had she
last gone down on a woman? Suddenly she was starving for a taste.
“May I lick your pussy?”

An instant change came over Erato’s face, eyelids
lowering and becoming hooded, a pretty pink flush suffusing her
cheeks. Her chest heaved. Clearly she liked the question. “I told
you—whatever you want.”

Kate lowered her face to Erato’s slowly, enjoying the
way her breasts rose and fell with her increasingly labored
breathing. She kissed the corner of Erato’s mouth, then her chin.
“Yes, but consent is so sexy. Don’t you think?”

Erato’s hand landed on her head, stroking her hair as
she moved her kisses lower, over the column of her throat.
“Very sexy.”

She licked a trail to the slope of one breast, then
kissed a path to a rock-like nipple. Reaching for the unattended
breast, she massaged lightly as she closed her lips around the
turgid flesh. Erato moaned and arched her back, and Kate slipped
her free hand beneath her, keeping her close.

“Yes,” Erato breathed, and that was
exactly the kind of consent Kate enjoyed. She smiled around
the breast in her mouth, then bit the very tip. The fingers in her
hair tightened, almost bringing tears to her eyes. The slight pain
sent a lightning bolt of pleasure to her clit, causing her to
release a moan to match Erato’s. She seized the nipple beneath her
fingers and twisted lightly, flicking its twin with the flat of her
tongue. Erato’s hips rose, no doubt searching for contact where she
needed it most. “Kate, please.”

She fought back a smirk. Erato didn’t seem like the
impatient type. Raising her mouth from Erato’s breast, she locked
gazes with the woman trembling in her arms. “It really feels that
good?”

“You must be joking.” Erato tucked a piece of hair
behind Kate’s ear, then put her hand on the crown of her head and
encouraged her lower. “See for yourself.”

She allowed Erato to guide her down the length of her
body, dropping open-mouthed kisses on her belly along the way. When
she reached the juncture of Erato’s thighs, she used both hands to
push them apart, then paused, stunned. Not only was Erato
ridiculously perfect—impeccable in every way—but her gorgeous pink
folds were swollen and slick like Kate had never seen. Erato’s
arousal surely rivaled her own, which relieved and empowered her.
She opened her mouth to tell Erato, but nothing she had to say was
more important than her first taste of her muse. Instead, she ran
her tongue up Erato’s soaked folds.

The soft, feminine form beneath her tensed, then
trembled. Kate pulled back and murmured “Yummy” before going back
for more.

Erato was wonderfully responsive. Her fingers tangled
in Kate’s hair, sharp nails scraping her scalp as she dug her heels
into the mattress on either side of Kate’s torso. Kate pressed one
hand flat against Erato’s belly and snaked the other between them,
the tips of her fingers poised for entry.

“Yes!” Erato said.

“That’s what I love to hear.” Kate sucked languidly
on Erato’s clit as she penetrated her, delighted by her full-body
shudder. This was what she’d been missing. Writing about it
wasn’t a substitute; she’d never go so long without again. She’d
been starving and hadn’t even known.

Erato shuddered and cried out—loud, throaty, and
oh-so-sensual. Kate rose to her knees and spread her legs, arching
her back as she licked and thrust. The lewd position was purely
mental. She liked the idea of offering a wanton display, even if
only to the wall. Unfortunately, her action brought forth a
terrible yearning—for pressure on her clit, for penetration, for
anything to soothe the painful ache between her legs. Yet
she refused to budge until she brought Erato to orgasm. The quiet
sighs and moans above her drove her on.

Moments later, Erato grabbed the hand that still
rested on her stomach. “Oh! I’m going to climax.”

Kate couldn’t help but chuckle at the formality of
the warning. She interlaced her fingers with Erato’s and squeezed
without stopping the motion of her tongue and other hand. She
couldn’t wait to feel the explosion, to taste every last drop.
Heady with power, she quickened her thrusts, driving into Erato
hard enough to make her entire body rock on the mattress. Both
Erato’s hands plunged into Kate’s hair and held her securely in
place as she came apart.

Fighting the urge to fist-pump, Kate continued the
long, languid strokes of her tongue long after Erato regained her
breath. As badly as she wanted to chase her own release, she hated
to stop. Erato tasted so good and clearly loved the attention.
Finally the hold loosened on Kate’s hair, and Erato gently pushed
her away. “As much as I hate to say it, I need a break.”

Kate glanced up at her face, pleased to see her so
unkempt. Her dark hair stuck up in a just-been-fucked coif that
made Kate feel like the goddamn champion of the world, and she
seemed dazed. Exhaling, she urged Kate to crawl up until they were
lying face-to-face. Kate’s lower body rested between Erato’s spread
thighs. She hadn’t even met the woman before an hour ago, and now
they lay tangled together, smelling of sex.

“You’re perfect,” Kate murmured.

The compliment earned her a playful kiss. “I could
say the same. Excellent technique, Kate.”

“Why, thank you.”

“Shall I return the favor?” Erato gave her a wicked
little smile before nipping playfully at her lower lip. “I
absolutely adore cunnilingus.”

Caught between arousal and a giggling fit, Kate
considered the request. Her body was on fire, and the idea of
discovering what Erato could do with her tongue sent shivers to the
tips of her toes. Yet she had a very different kind of desire—one
she’d never felt before. None of her previous lovers had been as
feminine as Erato, and something about her soft, full curves and
pliant nature made Kate want to be inside of her when she
came.

Erato ran her fingers up Kate’s arm. “Whatever you
want.”

It wouldn’t take much. She’d been close before taking
off her clothes, and that was before she’d eaten out a Greek muse.
Swept away by an errant desire—borrowed from a scene in one of her
early novels—she placed her hand on Erato’s throat and bent so
their faces were inches apart. Stroking a pulse point on the
slender neck with her thumb, Kate kissed full lips with tenderness.
“Roll onto your stomach, please.”

A moan further bolstered Kate’s confidence. Erato
swiped at her top lip with the tip of her tongue, then obeyed. She
folded her hands beneath her head and tossed a playful glance over
her shoulder. If she was uncomfortable being in a completely
vulnerable position, she didn’t show it. “What now?”

“Now I’m going to come.” Kate climbed on top of
Erato, planting her knees on either side of her thighs. She lowered
her hips until she rested on top of the luscious body. As she’d
hoped, the full, round backside she’d admired in the kitchen
provided a perfect point of friction for her throbbing sex. She
pressed her face into dark hair and ground herself into Erato’s
ass, delighting in the pantomime of penetration.

“Does that feel good?” Erato lifted her hips, angling
herself so well that Kate’s hips pumped faster automatically as she
chased the orgasm she’d been denied earlier. “Don’t stop fucking
me, baby.”

Kate reached between their bodies and spread herself
open with her fingers, pressing hard against Erato’s backside. Her
clit glided across soft, warm skin, more swollen and distended than
ever before. She imagined penetrating Erato with it, sliding into
the slick channel of her pussy—or perhaps even better, the tight
pucker of her ass. Aware that she was rapidly approaching release,
Kate pushed the hair off Erato’s cheek and kissed her ear.

“Careful,” Kate whispered, “I think you’ve woken the
sleeping beast.”

“I’m glad to hear that.” Somehow Erato managed to
sound incredibly dignified even while being humped from behind.
“Because it was my intention.”

“Then well played.” She slid both hands under Erato’s
chest, cupping her breasts. Lust like she’d never felt burned
through her like wildfire, freeing her from any inhibitions. She
thrust her hips wildly, mouth pressed against Erato’s neck,
inhaling her intoxicating natural perfume. “Because this feels
incredible.”

“Please, let me feel your climax,” Erato murmured in
a sweet, low voice. “Let go for me, Kate. Use me and let
go.”

An almost feral growl bubbled up in Kate’s chest. She
removed her hands from Erato’s breasts and planted them on the
mattress beside her head, using the newfound leverage to rock
harder against the firm backside. Her hips began to jerk and she
gritted her teeth, certain that her journey was about to end.
Turned on by the sight of Erato, so submissive beneath her, Kate
grabbed her fisted hands and stretched them out over her head,
effectively pinning her down. She caught sight of Erato’s exuberant
smile just as waves of pleasure crashed over her, locking her
muscles in place. Only her hips moved as she rode out every last
bit of her orgasm, courtesy of Erato’s incredible ass.

When she could take no more, Kate rolled off to the
side and lay on her back, gulping huge mouthfuls of air as she
fought to regain her composure. She couldn’t remember when she’d
come that hard. Had she ever?

Erato turned onto her side and tugged Kate into a
loose embrace. She pressed their mouths together, her lips still
upturned in perpetual cheer. “Well, that was delicious.”

Kate giggled, then relaxed into a sensual kiss.
“So delicious,” she said when they broke apart for air. She
put her hand on Erato’s shoulder and pressed her down to the
mattress before moving over her once again. “On that note, I
seriously hope you’re not expecting me to get any writing done
now.”

Erato shook her head, clearly amused. She tracked her
fingernails down the center of Kate’s back, going as low as she
could reach. “No. I’ll grant you a twenty-four-hour reprieve so we
can get some of this sexual energy out of your system.” She nudged
her thigh between Kate’s legs. “It should take some doing to dampen
this fire we’ve just ignited.”

“I have no doubt that you’re up to the challenge.” By
this point, it didn’t even occur to Kate to feel embarrassed about
the wetness she was leaving on Erato’s skin as she rode her thigh.
Everything felt so good. Already, she desperately wanted to
come again. “On that note, is your offer still good?”

Erato lit up. “To perform cunnilingus?”

That phrase had no business sounding as sexy as it
did falling from those full lips. Eager to get her mouth on Erato
again, Kate said, “I’m happy to return the favor. You don’t even
have to wait, as long as you don’t mind giving while you
receive.”

“That’s perfect.” Erato rolled them so Kate was on
her back, then turned and straddled her face without any
self-consciousness. Kate felt the soft tickle of hair against her
inner thighs mere seconds before Erato’s tongue touched her labia.
It set her nerve endings aflame in the most painfully pleasant way.
Breathless moments ticked by before she gathered the presence of
mind to grab Erato’s hips and pull her down onto her face.

Her muse tasted even sweeter the second time
around.


Chapter Four

Hours later, they lay tangled in a heap with the
sweat-dampened top sheet twisted between their calves. The
comforter was off the bed after their lengthy sixty-nining session.
Kate had lost track of the number of orgasms she’d had. They’d
fucked in multiple positions until after the sun set, until finally
they both collapsed in silent, mutual agreement to rest.
Incredibly, though they’d just met, she felt comfortable cuddling
with Erato. Marathon sex was a marvelous icebreaker.

“How do you feel?” Erato murmured.

“Great.” Kate groaned as she rolled onto her back.
“Like I’ll be sore in unimaginable ways.”

“Maybe that twenty-four-hour reprieve isn’t
necessary.” Eyes twinkling, Erato pressed a kiss to her shoulder.
“Have I worn you out already?”

“Hardly. I just need a quick break.” Her stomach
growled. “Are you as hungry as I am?”

“I brought a vegetarian pizza earlier. Shall I pop it
in the oven so we can refuel?”

Erato really was the perfect woman. Kate grinned and
stretched her arms over her head, luxuriating in the ache of her
overtaxed muscles. She closed her eyes and exhaled. “That sounds
wonderful.”

“Why don’t you jump into the shower?” Warm lips
wrapped around her nipple, suckling gently. “I’ll join you once
dinner’s under way.”

Kate tangled her fingers in Erato’s hair, loath to
let her out of bed though she badly wanted food. “Only if you
promise I can have you for dessert.”

Erato left her with a playful nip on the slope of her
breast. “Don’t worry. I’ve got big plans for you.”

Kate sat up in bed, awed by how Erato didn’t cover
herself, how wholly at home in her own skin she seemed. But why
shouldn’t she be? Not many people had her level of natural beauty
and confidence. Kate certainly didn’t. Climbing out of bed, she
grimaced as she glimpsed her own body in the full-length mirror on
her bathroom door. While she didn’t think Erato had faked her
attraction or her enthusiastic responses in bed, Kate was getting
the better end of the deal. Even if Erato turned out to be
certifiable, Kate would still be lucky to have had the opportunity
to be with her.

Kate turned on the shower and waited until the water
was hot before stepping beneath the spray. Like magic—and as it
always had prior to the last year or so—her writing mind engaged as
she luxuriated in the sensation of getting clean. Her thoughts
wandered, but not aimlessly, and not about her grocery list or what
errands she needed to run tomorrow. Instead she thought about her
characters—Rose and Molly—and how she might try to make their
erotic journey half as titillating as what she’d just experienced.
She’d already written the beginning of their story, which was
decent enough to present to her editor, if not her most skillful
piece of writing. But now she was in the Chapter Four lull…too
early in the story to introduce real romance, still mired in
getting all the players into place, and not quite certain how to
take Rose and Molly from A to Z.

She squirted a dollop of soap into her palm and
smoothed it over her body, chuckling at how her muscles complained.
The sedentary writer’s lifestyle certainly didn’t keep her well
prepared for athletic sex. Not that she regretted one second. All
the ways she’d taken and tasted Erato over the course of the day
made her groan. Right now the thought of sex—hot, dirty,
no-holds-barred fucking—completely dominated her thoughts
and made contemplating story problems feel like a fool’s
errand.

Perhaps she should just write a love scene. Rose and
Molly could have some adventurous sex—maybe something to introduce
some drama and shake up their lives. When in doubt, why not add a
little spice? Surely she was dying to write some exciting erotic
scenarios.

The shower door opened and Erato poked her head
inside, smiling in a way that lit up the room. “I can hear you
working. Just nod if you need some privacy.”

Kate shook her head, easily allowing thoughts of her
book to slip away. She’d much rather focus on the woman who’d
promised her more sex and was still naked and goddess-like. “No,
please come in. I was just thinking. Maybe my characters need to
have sex adventurous enough to excite me about writing this story
again. Something that will introduce a story conflict…inject a
little drama.”

Erato nodded and stepped into the shower. She moved
slowly, as if worried she might chase away emerging story ideas.
“That sounds like a marvelous plan. What’s an erotic romance
without the erotic? And when an erotic scene leads directly to
story conflict? That’s gold.”

“Well, I hope so.”

Erato picked up the gentle cleanser and offered her
the bottle. “Would you mind?”

“I’d love to.” She squirted a line of soap across
Erato’s slim shoulders, then started rubbing it across her back and
buttocks. Washing someone else was inherently relaxing, and Erato’s
quiet murmurs of pleasure made her forget her own sore muscles. She
gathered more soap and moved her hands around to Erato’s front,
cradling and soaping her heavy breasts with a sigh of pleasure.

“That feels divine.” Erato covered Kate’s hands with
her own and leaned back against her chest. The combination of the
hot water and the soft, pliant flesh against her own stoked the
dwindling flames of Kate’s arousal. Suddenly she couldn’t wait to
be inside Erato again. Erato turned within the circle of her arms,
an impish expression on her face. “I’ll tell you what, my sweet
bard. Dinner will be ready in less than ten minutes, so I’m quite
sure we don’t have time for whatever you’re thinking. However, if
you tell me the first sexual fantasy that comes to mind—and the
sky’s the limit—as soon as I say ‘Go,’ I promise to get you off at
least once before we eat. Now go.”

Panicked that she might have to wait for another
orgasm until after dinner, Kate blurted out, “How about a
threesome?”

Erato beamed at her like she’d just uttered the
sweetest words of love she’d ever heard. “Now that wasn’t so hard,
was it?”

Kate opened her mouth to answer, but snapped it shut
when Erato sank to her knees. That had been easy. She
planted her foot on the edge of the shower, assuming that’s what
she was supposed to do. A gentle kiss to her inner thigh confirmed
it. Kate tangled her fingers in the slick, dark locks of Erato’s
hair and pulled her forward so that her mouth pressed wetly against
her puffy labia. “Your turn,” Kate said, and closed her eyes when
Erato licked her eagerly. “It shouldn’t be too difficult,
either.”

She came after seven minutes and ten seconds, right
before the oven timer went off.


Chapter Five

The problem with a threesome, Kate decided almost two
hours later, was that it required a social acuity she simply didn’t
possess. Standing with Erato at the crowded bar of an even more
crowded club, she questioned why this had to be the first fantasy
of hers to spring to mind. She had others that might have been more
embarrassing to admit—spanking, role-playing, exhibitionism—but
they would have required far less courage to execute. Despite the
glass of wine she’d ordered to steady her nerves, her hands were
shaking.

Erato slid an arm around Kate’s waist and pulled her
close. “Don’t be nervous. Nearly everyone is here looking for the
same thing we are. It’s prime time, Saturday night. You look
amazing, and I happen to know that you’re an exquisite lover. If
you’d like, I can handle popping the question to the lucky lady.
All you have to do is stand next to me and be exactly as enticing
as you are right now.”

Kate blushed, unable to meet Erato’s gaze. “I’m
pretty sure you’ll need to. I can’t imagine asking a stranger home
for sex.”

Giggling, Erato said, “Ironic, considering that you
just spent an entire afternoon fucking a stranger.”

“You’re not a stranger.” Or at least she hadn’t felt
like one for more than a few minutes in the beginning. Kate had to
admit, that alone made her extraordinary. “You’re my muse.”
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