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What Reviewers Say About Meghan O’Brien’s Work

“[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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Synopsis

 Emily Parker has a busy life
over which she maintains iron-clad control. Raised by drug-addicted
parents, she’s used to taking care of the people around her, to the
exclusion of her own needs. But not tonight. After years of
celibacy, she’s ready to pay for exactly what she wants: to
surrender control, by having it taken away.

Having worked as a high-priced escort for years, Nat
Swayne not only enjoys her job—she’s damn good at it. Dangerously
sexy, she knows precisely how to fulfill the fantasies of women who
enjoy her special brand of make-believe—all without ever becoming
emotionally involved.

When their night of intense play turns into something
more, Emily and Nat can’t help but pursue a connection in the real
world. Unfortunately, old habits die hard, and love isn’t always
enough.

Or is it? 
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Chapter One

Emily Parker nearly dropped her car keys when a
strong arm caught her around the waist and a hand clamped over her
mouth, muffling her surprised yelp. Heart hammering crazily, she
struggled to reach her driver’s side door handle, then froze when
her attacker’s lips brushed against her ear.

“Unicorn.”

The nonsense word immediately turned her body to
jelly as fear of real injury dissipated. Anxiety and anticipation
remained. She had known to expect that this could happen at any
time, and now that the big night had arrived, she hoped she could
go through with it.

The woman behind her spoke again. “Unicorn,
darling.” She removed her hand from Emily’s mouth.

“Unicorn,” Emily repeated in a voice that quavered
more than she preferred. “Understood.”

“Good.” The arm around her waist tightened, jerking
her back against a body that felt taller, leaner, and stronger than
her own. “Now we’re going to get in your car and you’re going to
drive us where I tell you to go. Then we’re going to have some fun
together.” The woman moved the hand that had covered Emily’s mouth
to her breast, kneading her roughly through her shirt.

Her heart rate, which had steadied somewhat, took
off again. It had been more than four years since anyone had
touched her so intimately. The caress felt foreign and almost
unbearably personal. But this was her fantasy scenario down to the
most exacting, minute detail—exactly as she had described it to
Janis at the Xtreme Encounters agency. She was about to live out
her dirtiest, darkest desires with a stranger, to give up the
control she held on to so tightly in her daily life.

It was one thing to masturbate to this fantasy and
another to actually experience it. She hadn’t known how she would
react to this brand of real-life make-believe, but she couldn’t
deny the flood of arousal that her pseudo-abductor’s hands had
unleashed.

The woman seized her nipple and twisted sharply.
“Get in the goddamn car.”

Gasping, Emily stepped forward and opened her
driver’s side door. She eased onto the leather seat, grateful that
none of her colleagues had stayed at the office late enough to
witness this scene. The last thing she needed was to have someone
call the police. She couldn’t imagine being forced to explain that
this was consensual—that she had, in fact, paid for the privilege
of being accosted. Choosing to be abducted from her workplace had
been a risky decision, but the heightened sense of danger sharpened
her arousal.

The passenger door opened and her abductor folded
herself into the seat. Nervously, Emily chanced a sidelong glance,
curious about the woman with whom she would be spending the night.
She had requested a butch, if possible, definitely someone tough—a
woman she could honestly believe might steal her away for an
evening of rough, dominant sex. A woman confident enough to say the
crude words Emily knew would make her wet.

This woman looked to be all that and more. With dark
hair shaved close to her head, she wore a form-fitting T-shirt that
showed off her defined arms and the bottom half of a pinup-girl
tattoo. Butch was an understatement. Tough—maybe even a little
dangerous—those words also described the woman sitting next to
her.

She was perfect.

Emily inhaled sharply when the butch gripped her
upper thigh, squeezing hard. “Start the car, sweetheart.”

Hands shaking, she fitted the key into the ignition
and turned it to bring the engine to life. “Where are we
going?”

“Don’t worry about that for now, good girl.” The
woman moved her hand between Emily’s thighs, cupping her gently
through her pants. “Go ahead and get on 101, heading north. I’ll
tell you when to get off.”

Emily eased out of her parking spot without looking
over at the woman who touched her so possessively. It took every
ounce of her concentration to drive them out of the lot and onto
the freeway. Teasing fingertips played along the seam of her pants,
making it hard to concentrate on navigating through the dark. She
had no clue where they were going, but she had a very good idea
what would happen when they got there. Janis at the agency had
asked her to write out the sex acts and dirty talk she wanted her
escort to include in their encounter. Emily squirmed as she
mentally reviewed that list.

Eager to see what the butch would say, she asked,
“What are you going to do to me?”

“Make you beg me to fuck you.” The hand between her
legs retreated, leaving her cold with its absence. She tried not to
let her face give away her disappointment. Chuckling, the butch
said, “Tell me the truth—does that frighten or excite you?”

Emily didn’t want to answer. Admitting her
excitement would work against the nature of her fantasy. Instead
she said, “What’s your name?”

“Nat.”

She snuck another glance at the gorgeous butch. Nat.
It suited her. “How do you know that I don’t have a husband at home
waiting for me, who’ll call the police when he realizes I’ve gone
missing?”

Clearly amused, Nat forced two fingers into Emily’s
mouth. Startled, Emily pulled away, but Nat gripped her arm with
her free hand, keeping her still. “Concentrate on the road,” she
commanded.

Emily tightened her hands on the steering wheel and
stared straight ahead, mortified by how much Nat’s rough handling
turned her on. The fingers in her mouth swept over her tongue, then
retreated.

“To answer your question, I refuse to live in a
world where this beautiful mouth of yours is used for anything
except eating pussy.” Nat dropped her hand to fondle Emily’s
breast, pinching and twisting her nipple hard enough to force a
whimper from her throat. “So no, you don’t have a husband at home
waiting. You’re all mine tonight.”

Emily swallowed, amazed by the wetness soaking her
panties. She hoped Nat wouldn’t make her drive too far. The sooner
they could find a bed, the better. After four years without sex,
she felt as though she couldn’t wait another five minutes. Still,
her fantasy required her to be a not-so-willing participant, at
least at first. “If you wanted me, you could have just asked.”

Nat grinned. “More fun this way.” She continued to
caress Emily’s breast as though she owned her. “So have you eaten
pussy before? Or will tonight be your first time?”

Emily’s face burned—part embarrassment and part
arousal. “That’s none of your business.”

“Oh, I think it’s very much my business.” Nat moved
her hand back to Emily’s mouth, tracing her lips as Emily pulled
away in mock anger. “I need to know whether I’ll have to teach you
how to pleasure a woman, or not.” She seized Emily’s chin firmly.
“So tell me, are you a good little pussy-licker?”

Emily kept her attention locked on the road and
didn’t allow her gaze to stray to Nat. She had nothing to fake now.
Her humiliation was real. “Yes.”

Nat released her chin. “Good. You have no idea how
badly I need to come.” She pointed at the exit sign. “Get off here
and take a left.”

That Emily knew what would happen tonight didn’t
diminish her excitement in any way. The memory of her written
fantasy made her so eager for the first touch of Nat’s hand on her
bare skin that it took all her willpower not to just ask for it.
She gripped the wheel tightly and followed Nat’s directions as she
navigated them into the parking lot of a Spanish-style
building.

“Turn off the car,” Nat said after Emily pulled into
a marked spot.

Emily did so, then withdrew the key and moved to
slip it into her pocket.

“No.” Holding out her hand, Nat said, “Give it to
me.”

Emily blinked in surprise. “My car key?”

“Don’t want you going anywhere, do I?”

This wasn’t part of her script, but Emily
appreciated the improvisation. It worked well with the overall tone
of her fantasy. She handed her keychain over. “Fine.”

Nat pocketed the key, then released Emily’s safety
belt. “I want you to hold my hand as we walk inside. Can I trust
you to behave?”

“Yes.”

Sitting back, Nat grasped Emily’s chin and stared
into her eyes. “You’ll address me as mistress from now on.”

Emily fought against her instincts, which urged her
to yank away from Nat’s grip. That was her need for control coming
to the front, and tonight she’d promised herself that she would
surrender completely. Besides, Nat’s forcefulness had all but
destroyed any notion of feigning resistance. “I understand,
mistress.”

“Good.” Nat ghosted her lips over Emily’s, drawing a
whimper from deep in Emily’s chest. She sounded so wanton and needy
she didn’t even recognize herself. When Nat abruptly released her
and got out of the car, Emily had just enough time to take a few
measured, calming breaths before the driver’s side door opened.
“Come on.”

She took Nat’s hand, grateful for the support as she
clambered out of her car. Her legs were shaking so badly she had to
lean against Nat to stay on her feet. Without missing a beat, Nat
pressed the key fob to lock the doors, then led them across the
parking lot toward the building’s entrance. Emily stayed close to
her side and said nothing, focused only on the sensation of Nat’s
strong fingers curled around her own. Soon those hands would take
her places she’d never been. Her stomach fluttered in nervous
anticipation.

The trek into the building seemed to take forever.
Relieved that they didn’t pass anyone on the way, Emily schooled
her breathing and tried not to stumble over clumsy feet. She didn’t
want Nat to know just how anxious she suddenly felt. It didn’t
matter that Nat was a professional—Emily wanted so badly to satisfy
her, and she was scared to death that she wouldn’t.

Nat tugged Emily into the lobby elevator, then
pushed the button for the penthouse. She shot Emily a cool smile
when the doors slid shut. “Tell me your name.”

“Emily.” She kept her gaze downcast, sensing that
eye contact wouldn’t be encouraged.

“Emily,” Nat repeated, in a low rumble. “And what do
you want?”

Uncertain how to answer, Emily lifted her eyes and
searched Nat’s handsome face. “Uh—”

“You want to please me.”

She understood. “Yes, mistress.”

“Tell me.”

“I want to please you, mistress.” Face on fire, she
tried not to fidget beneath Nat’s heated scrutiny. Nobody had ever
looked at her the way Nat was doing now—like she was a particularly
savory treat.

“How?”

Emily’s cheeks burned hotter as she remembered Nat’s
words in the car. “Eating your pussy.”

Nat’s hand shot out and tweaked her left nipple.
Hard.

“Mistress,” she gasped, correcting her lapse.

The elevator doors slid open and Nat stepped out,
dropping Emily’s hand as she let them into the penthouse. Nat
nudged her forward, encouraging her to enter first. Emily took a
few steps inside, then strained to peek into the large room just
beyond the front hallway. She’d nearly reached the end of the hall
when Nat closed her hand around her upper arm, dragging her back a
few steps.

“No,” Nat said simply, then folded her arms and
raised an eyebrow. “Take off your clothes.”

Despite the fact that this was her fantasy, Emily blanched at the thought of willingly
baring her body to a complete stranger. Nat stared at her with
dark, predatory eyes, making her feel vulnerable in a way that
bordered on uncomfortable. Swallowing, Emily shook her head. “I
can’t, mistress.” She made sure to address Nat properly, aware that
her refusal would be considered transgression enough. “I’m
sorry.”

Nat tilted her head, but otherwise betrayed no
reaction. “You can’t?”

Eyes tearing up, Emily studied her feet. For a
moment, she considered using the safe word. To hell with the money
she’d spent on tonight, which had taken months to set aside. Now
that the moment had come to truly surrender control, she couldn’t
seem to do it. Perhaps her fantasies were meant to stay safely
within the realm of make-believe.

Nat’s work boots came into view, then her slightly
spicy scent filled Emily’s nostrils as she brushed her lips against
Emily’s ear. “You’re a beautiful woman. That’s why you’re here. And
this is the honest truth, Emily—I want you so badly it hurts.” A beat. “Now take off your clothes so I can
admire what’s mine.”

It was as though Nat had known exactly what she
needed to hear. The words triggered a welcome burst of confidence,
chasing away her doubts. She wanted this. Hell, she needed it. And she’d never been so wet. If she gave
herself over to this experience, it could change her. At the very
least, it would provide her an escape from the burden of always
feeling responsible for everything around her. That’s all she
wanted. A night off.

Emily nodded, determined. “Yes, mistress.”

Nat drew away with a gentle kiss on her cheek.
“That’s my girl.”

Emboldened by Nat’s praise, Emily brought her hands
to the hem of her shirt and, after a brief hesitation, pulled her
top over her head. She watched Nat’s gaze sweep over her chest,
glad that she’d worn her lacy black bra. It was a favorite, and the
hunger in Nat’s eyes made it clear that she liked it, too.

“Show me your tits.”

Biting her lip, Emily gave up her fight against her
embar-rassment. She’d told Janis that dirty talk was essential for
this fantasy, the cruder the better. Now she couldn’t believe she’d
helped write this script. Couldn’t believe it, but for the fact
that she was dripping with excitement. With a meek nod, Emily
reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, then shrugged it off
and let it fall to the ground.

Nat’s quiet inhalation seemed very real. “Gorgeous.”
She met Emily’s eyes. “Pinch your nipples for me. Nice and rough.
Get them hard.”

Emily stared at a spot on the wall over Nat’s
shoulder as she complied. She groaned at the pressure of her
fingertips squeezing her nipples, then hissed as she tugged them
sharply. Seeing approval in Nat’s eyes, she kept up the harsh
treatment until Nat held up a hand to stop her.

“Now your pants. Go slow.”

“Yes, mistress.” Still trembling, Emily unbuttoned
her pants, then slid them down her legs as slowly as she could
manage. She doubted she looked very sexy. More likely just
scared.

“Perfect.” Nat waited until she’d kicked her jeans
to the side, then gestured at the lacy black panties that matched
her bra. “Very pretty. Slutty.”

Emily said nothing. Standing almost completely naked
in front of a woman she’d just met, she couldn’t disagree with
Nat’s assessment.

“Turn around,” Nat said, twirling her hand lazily in
the air. “Let me see that sweet ass.”

Relieved that she would no longer have to watch
Nat’s face during this evaluation, Emily did as asked. She hung her
head, very aware of the heat of Nat’s gaze burning into her
back.

“Bend over, Emily.”

Emily hesitated.

A slapping sound came from behind her, loud enough
to make her jerk in surprise. Nat didn’t make contact with her
skin, but the noise alone did the trick. “Do I need to force you to
obey?”

“No, mistress.” Not eager to test Nat’s patience,
Emily carefully bent at the waist, aware of how the position left
her so very exposed. “Like this, mistress?”

“Very good.” Nat’s voice deepened. “Now lower those
slutty panties to the ground. Put on a show for me.”

Closing her eyes, Emily grasped the waist of her
panties and dragged them deliberately down the length of her
thighs. The cool air hit her abundant wetness, sending a shiver up
her spine. She couldn’t imagine how she must look: obviously
excited, inner thighs and pussy slick with proof that she enjoyed
being dominated, belying any protestations she might make.

“Look at that swollen, pink cunt. Dripping wet.
Ready to be fucked.” Nat’s arousal permeated her husky words. “You
tell me no again, I won’t let you come for a very long time. And that wet pussy needs to come, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, mistress,” she whispered.

“Stand up and face me.”

Emily straightened. Her heart thundered as she
turned around, and she didn’t dare meet Nat’s eyes. She watched as
Nat used her foot to gather her clothing in a loose pile in front
of her before beckoning Emily forward.

“Down on your knees, right here,” Nat said.

Understanding that Nat intended for the clothing to
ease the pain of kneeling on the wooden floor, Emily sank down onto
it gratefully. “Yes, mistress.”

“What do you want?”

This time she knew the answer. “To please you.” And
it was the truth. “Mistress.”

Nat gave her a grin that made her grateful she
wasn’t standing. It would’ve taken out her knees. Dragging a
fingertip along Emily’s jaw, Nat murmured, “Excellent. Unbutton my
jeans.”

Emily reached for the button, cursing her shaking
hands. It took a fair amount of fumbling before she managed to work
it open. When she lifted her face, ready to receive her next
instruction, Nat pushed a single finger inside her mouth.

“Suck,” Nat said.

At first she was confused, but then Nat wiggled her
finger and she realized what she was being asked to do.
Self-conscious, she sucked on Nat, who tasted faintly of hand
sanitizer. Emily raised her eyes, seeking approval.

“Show me what you can do with that mouth.” Nat
withdrew her finger slowly, then slipped back inside with a lewd
smirk. “Besides getting smart with me, that is.”

Emily had long since abandoned any pretense of
resistance. Nat’s dominant energy rendered her wholly subservient
and eager to obey. She sucked harder, swirling her tongue in
circles over the pad of Nat’s finger.

A low groan rumbled deep in Nat’s throat. “Unzip
me.”

Emily continued to lave Nat with her tongue as she
lowered the zipper on her jeans. She gasped when Nat’s finger left
her mouth, then watched breathlessly as Nat pushed her jeans down
her legs, taking her black boxer briefs with them. Rapt, she stared
at the neatly trimmed triangle of hair only inches from her face.
She inhaled deeply, salivating at the thought of tasting her
mistress.

“Oh, you want this, don’t you?” Nat ran a hand over
her pussy, spreading her labia and exposing slick, pink flesh. “Do
you want to kiss me here?”

“Yes, mistress.”

Nat slid her fingers through her wetness, then
smeared them across Emily’s lips. Shocked, Emily flinched away, but
Nat stopped her with a hand tangled in her hair. Nat gathered more
of her juices with her free hand, this time pressing her shiny
fingers directly into Emily’s mouth. It was the first time in four
years that she’d enjoyed a woman’s flavor. She couldn’t remember
either of her former lovers being so sweet.

“You like how I taste?” Nat tightened her grip on
her hair.

Nodding, Emily mumbled around Nat’s fingers, “I love
it, mistress.”

Nat withdrew her fingers, then roughly shoved
Emily’s face between her legs. “Then eat me like you need it to
survive.”

Emily opened her mouth on instinct, moaning at the
way Nat’s flavor went straight to her head. Dizzy with her scent,
she drank Nat in, pushing her nose and lips into her folds and
lapping at her opening.

“There you go.” Nat stroked her cheek tenderly, full
of affection. “That’s my nasty little slut.”

Emily closed her eyes, ashamed by how much she
enjoyed the lewd praise. The hand on her face stilled before
slapping her lightly. The contact wasn’t painful, but she instantly
snapped to attention.

“Look at me.” Nat’s words were clipped, her voice
steady. Except for the slight trembling of her thighs, she was in
total control. “I want you here.
Present.”

Solid pressure from Nat’s hand on her head kept her
in place, forcing Emily to struggle to look up into Nat’s eyes as
she continued to lick her. What she saw there turned her on in a
way that shook her very foundation. She had wondered whether she
would actually enjoy her dirty little fantasy come to life, but now
she knew.

She fucking loved it.

“Funny, you don’t act very
unwilling.” Nat chuckled. “Not anymore.”

Emily pulled away long enough to say, “No,
mistress,” then got back to work. Nat set her feet apart and tilted
her hips slightly, giving Emily better access. Angling her head,
Emily circled her tongue around Nat’s opening, thrilled by the way
Nat groaned and shook in response.

“Glad to hear that.” Nat took a breath, then
exhaled. “Because I have big plans for you tonight. I’m going to
fuck you, Emily. Spank you. Use and abuse that beautiful body of
yours. And I’d love to think that you’ll enjoy it just as much as I
will.” She tugged on Emily’s hair, until she met her gaze again. “I
don’t need to think that, mind you. But I’d
love to.”

Emily nodded, hoping her response was acceptable.
She didn’t want to stop what she was doing—not when she sensed Nat
teetering on the edge of climax. Like magic, all her usual stresses
and worries vanished from her mind, replaced by a single-minded
focus on pleasing the woman who towered over her.

“Fuck,” Nat groaned, fisting her hand in Emily’s
hair so she could guide her mouth to her clit. “Suck me. Make me
come.”

Complying with a happy murmur, Emily planted her
lips around Nat’s hot, swollen clit and sucked gently. Nat shot out
her hand and braced herself on the wall, drawing a smile from Emily
even as she continued her ministrations. Despite her uncertainty,
Nat’s reactions made it clear that she was doing a good job.

Nat released her hair and gave her another gentle
slap on the cheek. The contact wasn’t intended to induce pain, but
to degrade—exactly as she had requested. With only a slight waver
in her voice, Nat said, “Harder, slut. Suck it harder.”

Emily increased her suction, drawing Nat deep into
her mouth. Almost instantly Nat stiffened, then her body quaked in
release. She didn’t vocalize her pleasure, but it was obvious from
the flood of wetness that soaked her lips and tongue that the
orgasm had been strong. Wary of stopping before she was told, Emily
kept licking until Nat yanked her away with both hands in her
hair.

“Enough.”

Sitting back on her heels, Emily remained silent and
waited for further instruction. Her own juices were pouring from
her throbbing pussy, but she wasn’t likely to find relief soon. A
big part of her fantasy had been the idea of having her orgasm
denied until she could hardly stand it. Now she wished she’d
thought that one through.

Nat exhaled and took a step back. “That took the
edge off.”

Emily wished she could say the same. Taking a
chance, she murmured, “Thank you, mistress.”

“For what?”

“For allowing me to pleasure you.”

Nat’s eyes sparkled with what looked like approval.
She grasped Emily’s upper arm and hauled her to her feet. “You’re
welcome, slut.” Taking her hand, Nat led them deeper into the
penthouse. “Come on. Now we can begin.”


Chapter Two

Nat ushered her into an immaculate bathroom and
closed the door behind them—most likely to prevent Emily’s escape,
since they were alone in the penthouse and clearly long past the
issue of privacy. Still naked, heart racing, Emily stood by the
sink and watched dazedly as Nat sat on the edge of the tub and
turned on the faucet. Lean, well-muscled arms flexed as Nat tested
the water with her hand. The easy confidence in her movements made
Emily’s throat go dry. She tore her gaze away when Nat plugged the
drain, nervous about what would happen when the focus returned to
her.

Nat didn’t seem to be in any hurry. She uncapped a
bottle of bubble bath and squirted a generous dollop into the
steaming water. “Come tell me if this is too hot.”

Strangely touched by the offer, Emily took a
tentative step forward. “Yes, mistress.” She held her hand beneath
the flow of water. It was hot, but not hotter than she liked. “That
feels wonderful.” She startled when Nat’s hand caressed the curve
of her bare ass.

“So do you.”

Emily straightened, at a loss for words. A sharp
slap on her bottom tore a gasp from her throat and prompted a hasty
response. “Thank you, mistress.”

“You’re very welcome.” Nat slid her hand lower,
stroking gently. She traced patterns with blunt fingernails,
teasing ever closer to the juncture of Emily’s thighs. “Are you
wet?”

“Yes.”

Tapping the inside of her thigh, Nat murmured,
“Open.”

Emily set her feet apart, obeying the command as
though she had been trained to do so. Nat made a quiet, approving
noise, then dragged her fingertips through the abundant wetness
between Emily’s legs. Whimpering, Emily closed her eyes. It was
overwhelming to be touched so intimately. It had been far too
long.

“Oh,” Nat said softly, “So, so wet. You like being
told what to do.”

She considered the statement. For years she’d gotten
herself off on fantasies about being taken by a dominant lover. So
far her desires had easily translated into real life. “Yes, I do.
Mistress.”

“That’s good.” Nat pushed her fingers deeper into
Emily’s folds, making her gasp. “You looked so put
together in your work clothes—like such a good girl. But
you’re not, are you? You’re not a good girl. No, sweet, innocent
Emily wears sexy black lingerie beneath her business casual attire.
Her pussy drips with excitement at the thought of being fucked by a
stranger. Worse than that, taken by a
stranger.”

She’d expected the verbal humiliation, the
degradation. After all, she’d written it into the script. She’d
paid for it. The words made her cheeks burn even as her desire
spiked. Conflicted, she avoided meeting Nat’s eyes and simply
enjoyed the sensation of lightly callused fingers exploring her
labia.

Nat withdrew from between her legs. She brought her
hand to her lips, meeting Emily’s eyes as she used her tongue to
clean her fingers. “Delicious,” Nat murmured.

“Thank you, mistress.” Emily’s knees wobbled. She
reached back with one hand, desperate for something to hang onto.
She found the sink and took an inadvertent step away from Nat,
resting on the cool porcelain with a grateful sigh. Waiting for
another admonishment, she held her breath and met Nat’s gaze.

Nat stared at her, blank-faced. Almost cold. “Do you
like being fucked?”

It was difficult to maintain her composure under
such blunt questioning—far more difficult than she’d ever imagined.
Her face was on fire. Her hands were shaking. “I…” An unwelcome
thought flitted into her mind—could she handle what Nat was going
to dish out? Her fantasy was hard-edged. Rough. She’d never played
this dynamic before in real life, and though the thought sure as
hell got her off, she couldn’t deny that she was already shaken,
and they still had a long way to go. Fantasy-Emily was always so
fearless when she submitted to harsh treatment. Real-Emily couldn’t
seem to relax. “I think so.”

Nat raised her eyebrows. “You think so?”

“Mistress,” she said quickly, hoping to avoid
punishment. Standing, Nat closed the distance between them with a
predatory smile on her face. Emily braced herself for whatever she
had planned.

Without breaking eye contact, Nat took off her shirt
and tossed it onto the floor. “Do you like being fucked?” she
repeated, watching Emily’s reaction.

Inhaling, Emily whispered, “Yes.” Unable to hold
Nat’s intense stare, she lowered her gaze and promptly lost her
breath at the sight of Nat’s bare breasts. Surprisingly full and
feminine, they stood in stark contrast with the hard masculine
lines of the rest of her body. The urge to take one of those
pebbled pink nipples into her mouth overrode her fear briefly,
throwing her into further uncertainty.

“Yes?”

Emily flinched at Nat’s amused tone. “Yes,
mistress.” She dragged her attention back to Nat’s face, relieved
to see no anger or frustration in what she suddenly realized were
very kind brown eyes.

“So Emily likes getting fucked.” Nat’s smile belied
her blunt words. “There’s no reason to be shy about that. Not with
me.” She placed her hands on Emily’s chest, sliding them down to
cradle her sensitive breasts. Pleasure rippled through Emily’s body
as gentle thumbs brushed over her turgid nipples. “Because I’m
going to enjoy fucking you. Very much.”

Emily held her breath. She was fiercely attracted to
Nat, more than she’d ever been to a prospective lover. It made true
surrender feel almost impossible. She didn’t want to disappoint
this sexy butch or embarrass herself by being unable to act out her
own secret desires. A familiar fear of failure threatened her
composure for what felt like the countless time since their session
began.

“Hey.”

Nat’s quiet murmur broke through her inward focus.
She moved her hands from Emily’s breasts to her shoulders, then
gave her a tentative squeeze. An unspoken question lurked in her
eyes.

Emily could use her safe word at any time. One
unicorn and everything would stop. But then
what? Colleen was at a friend’s parents’ cabin for the weekend.
With her younger sister gone, the apartment would feel depressingly
empty. And she would still be sexually frustrated.

She would also be out an embarrassing amount of
money.

More than that, she would regret not seeing this
through. Nothing had happened yet that she didn’t honestly enjoy,
so walking away would only make her feel stupid later. She had
revisited this scenario time and again in her head for a reason—it
was what she wanted, what she needed.
Guilt-free surrender, the thrill of having a stronger partner take
her. She didn’t have to be a psychologist to understand why an
evening like this was the perfect vacation from her control-freak
ways. Hell, it would be good for her.

Taking a steadying breath, Emily laced their fingers
together and moved Nat’s hands back to her breasts. She managed a
tentative smile. “It’s just…been a while.”

Nat said nothing, just stroked her nipples—first
with her palms, then her knuckles. Emily shivered and drifted
closer, whimpering when Nat pulled away. Then she inhaled swiftly
as Nat took her by the arms and walked her backward until her
shoulders pressed against the closed bathroom door. Without
speaking, Nat captured her mouth in a deep, soulful kiss that
curled Emily’s toes and erased all doubt from her mind—along with
her ability to form a rational thought.

Strong, assertive hands were everywhere, skimming
over the curve of her breasts, along her sides, gripping her hips.
Nat pinned her against the door, her solid body heavy and warm and
electric on Emily’s bare skin. The kiss was passionate,
unrestrained, and utterly convincing. It was as though they were no
longer escort and client, but simply two women who wanted each
other. It was obviously a professionally delivered reassurance, but
damn if Nat wasn’t brilliant at it.

Nat pulled away, panting. She stared at Emily’s
mouth as though she wanted to go back for more. Instead she blinked
and refocused, searching Emily’s eyes. “Okay?”

Emily responded automatically. “Okay.”

“Good.” Nat didn’t release her from her spot against
the door. She slipped a hand between their stomachs, combing her
fingers through Emily’s trimmed curls.

Emily moved one foot to the side, opening herself to
Nat’s gentle exploration. She shuddered at the sensation of
roughened fingertips gliding over her labia. Raising an eyebrow,
Nat circled her opening sensuously, then pushed up into her. Slow.
Deep. Emily moaned.

Nat brought her mouth to Emily’s ear. “Do you like
being finger fucked?”

Closing her eyes, Emily whispered, “Yes, mistress.”
Pleased that Nat had once again known how to reassure her without
breaking the scene, she was finally ready to get back into
character. And stay there, she hoped.

“You make me so goddamn hard.” Nat added a second
finger, spreading them apart slightly, stretching her open. “I hope
you’re ready for my butch cock.”

Of course she was. Emily had to bite her lip to stop
from crying out. “I am, mistress.”

Chuckling, Nat removed her fingers, leaving her so
empty she ached. “Not until you beg me for
it.”

As much as she craved to surrender control, Emily
wasn’t going to let go so quickly. Half the fun was in making Nat
push her to submit. “Understood,” she ground out. “Mistress.” She
nearly collapsed when Nat backed away suddenly, leaving her
standing alone on weak legs.

Nat walked across the small room to turn off the
faucet. Fragrant, enticing bubbles rose above the edge of the tub,
beckoning Emily closer. “Get in.” Taking the lead, Nat stepped into
the steaming water. “I’ll wash you.”

Emily climbed into the tub, sitting across from Nat
with a grateful sigh. She pulled her knees to her chest and wrapped
her arms around them as she watched Nat settle opposite her.

Nat shook her head and beckoned Emily closer. “I
can’t reach you over there.”

Recognizing that Nat had gentled her tone slightly,
Emily scooted forward without hesitation. She didn’t want Nat to
soften all the rough edges of this encounter. Though a single word
could transform this evening into a more traditional lovemaking
session, she refused to succumb to the comfort of the familiar.
This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to act out her dirtiest
fantasy with her dream lover. She didn’t want momentary doubt to
ruin months of planning.

Aware that presumption might lead to punishment,
Emily took a chance and straddled Nat’s hips. She didn’t rest her
weight on Nat’s thighs, choosing instead to hover over her and
offer easy access to her body. With an approving nod, Nat snaked an
arm around her waist, holding her in place.

“Now you’re obedient.”
Craning her neck, Nat licked the tip of her breast, then took an
erect nipple between her teeth and applied exquisite pressure.
Emily sucked in a quick breath as pain mingled with pleasure, but
took care to remain perfectly still. Eventually Nat released her
nipple with a soothing kiss. “Maybe you are
a good girl after all.” Without warning, she penetrated Emily
again.

Emily struggled to stay on her knees. Nat’s fingers
felt so good, and her masculine beauty made it hard to concentrate.
Gritting her teeth, Emily fought to stay silent. She didn’t want to
give Nat the satisfaction of moaning out loud. Not yet.

Her resolve weakened when Nat circled her anus with
the tip of her thumb, sending shock waves deep into her belly. She
collapsed heavily onto Nat’s thighs, unable to bear her own weight
any longer.

Nat chuckled. “Oh, you nasty thing. Do you like
being fucked in the ass?”

Cheeks burning, Emily hurried to rise back up, but
Nat held her down upon her lap. Her hand continued to pump slowly
between Emily’s thighs, fingers thrust deep. Emily squirmed around,
wishing for more direct stimulation to her g-spot. But she knew Nat
wouldn’t reward her that easily.

Aware that Nat required an answer, Emily spoke
honestly. “I don’t know, mistress.”

“You don’t know?” Nat looked skeptical.

“Mistress, I’ve never…done that before.” It was the
truth. After a fair amount of internal debate as she filled out her
questionnaire, she had requested some light anal play. She was
nervous about the prospect, but also excited. The act figured
heavily into her fantasies, though she’d never felt comfortable
enough to ask for it in real life. “So I honestly don’t know if I
like it.”

Desire darkened Nat’s eyes. She pulled out of
Emily’s pussy, maneuvering so that the pads of her fingers brushed
over the sensitive pucker of Emily’s anus. “Well, you’re about to
find out.”

Shivering, Emily whispered, “Yes, mistress.” She
kept her head down as Nat squirted soap onto her hand, then
continued to massage her in a way she’d never experienced before.
Greedy for more contact, she lifted up subtly, tilting her hips to
give Nat better access. At first Nat seemed content to apply light
pressure to her tight opening, but when Emily rocked against her
with increasing urgency, she growled and pushed slightly inside.
Emily choked out a gasp, surprised by how foreign it felt to have
Nat there.

“Relax, darling.” Nat pressed an open-mouthed kiss
to her throat. “I want this to feel good for you, too.” She wiggled
her fingertip. “Relax and let me inside.”

Emily took a deep breath and willed her body to
loosen up. Unfortunately, being cradled on the lap of the hottest
butch she’d ever seen in reality didn’t exactly inspire calm.
Inspiration struck. “Mistress, may I rub my clit?”

Sharp teeth scraped over her neck. “Yes, you may.”
She continued to move inside of Emily, but didn’t attempt to push
deeper. “But do not make yourself come.”
Nat raised her head and met Emily’s eyes. “That’s something only I
can give you. And you haven’t even come close to earning it
yet.”

The words alone made her rock harder against Nat’s
hand, causing Nat’s long finger to slide deeper inside her ass.
“Oh,” Emily murmured, then quickly brought her hand to her clit and
rubbed herself unselfconsciously. Warm pleasure spread through her
lower body, stoking the flames of her lust even higher. She hoped
Nat wouldn’t make her stop touching her pussy anytime soon. It had
never felt so good.

Nat brought her thumb up to play with Emily’s labia,
then down to tease the opening of her pussy. Emily bit her lip and
rode Nat’s fingers, moaning, in awe of how quickly she was peaking.
Just as she decided that she was actually approaching orgasm, Nat
went still.

Emily was instantly, undeniably frustrated. Why had
she ever asked to have release withheld? “Please, mistress.” She
ground down on Nat’s hand. “Just a little more, please.”

Nat carefully extracted her finger from Emily’s ass,
then removed her hand from between her thighs. She pushed gently on
Emily’s shoulders, forcing her to back off. “No, that’s enough.
You’re nice and clean now.”

Clean was the last thing she felt. At this point,
she wanted to come so badly she would do anything Nat asked.
Anything. Taking another chance, she touched Nat’s firm thigh
beneath the bubbles. “Mistress, please. Just—”

Nat seized her upper arm in an iron grip. Her free
hand lashed out and slapped one tender breast, then the other. The
blows weren’t overly painful, but the harsh punishment startled
Emily into stunned silence. “Enough.”

Nat radiated a calm, self-possessed confidence that
allowed Emily to adjust to the escalation in intensity with ease.
She had asked for this—and it was definitely turning her on. Her
pussy ached, her nipples were tight, and her entire body trembled
in anticipation. Slight anxiety remained, but her fear was gone.
Nat would do everything she could to make sure that Emily felt
safe—she was sure of it.

Nat smoothed her hand over the stinging flesh
surrounding Emily’s nipple. “I told you I







































cover.jpg
’ o
MEGRAN O'BRIENYJ

[





