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Six Of The Best
Nadia heard the garage door before she heard his key in the lock, which meant Julian had come home the way he always did after a bad day: fast, contained, already deciding what he needed before he said a word.

She was on the couch with her laptop when he found her. He didn't say hello. He picked up the remote, turned off the television she wasn't watching, and set it down with a precision that told her everything.

"Bedroom," he said. "Five minutes."

She closed the laptop. Five minutes meant he wanted her ready, not rushed. She used them to strip out of her work clothes and kneel at the foot of the bed the way they'd agreed on months ago, palms on her thighs, spine straight, eyes down, already slick with anticipation before he'd laid a hand on her.

He came in exactly on time. She heard the closet door, the soft clatter of the paddle coming off its hook. He set it on the dresser where she could see it without looking at it directly.

"Rough one today," he said, crouching in front of her, tilting her chin up. "I need to feel something real. You up for that?"

"Yes," she said. "Color's green."

"Say it again after."

"I will."

He kissed her hard, one hand fisting in her hair, the other closing around her breast, thumb dragging over her nipple until it peaked under his touch. She whimpered into his mouth, already grinding faintly against nothing.

He guided her over his lap, her stomach against his thighs, her bare ass raised, and she felt his cock already hardening beneath her, the fabric of his slacks rough against her stomach. The first swat landed light, testing.

"Count," he said.

"One," she said.

He built the rhythm slowly, alternating cheeks, letting the heat gather. By four her voice had gone rough. By six he paused, ran his palm over the reddened, throbbing skin, then slid two fingers lower, between her thighs, finding her soaked.

"Christ," he muttered. "You're dripping."

"Green," she said before he could ask. "Don't stop."

He didn't. Two more strikes, harder, and she cried out, hips grinding involuntarily against his thigh, chasing the friction. He dropped the paddle and pulled her up, flipping her onto her back at the edge of the bed, shoving her knees wide.

He didn't tease. He buried his face between her legs and licked a long stripe through her folds, tongue circling her clit while two fingers drove into her, curling to find the spot that made her back arch off the mattress. She fisted his hair, grinding against his mouth, and he made a low sound against her, the vibration sending her spiraling closer.

"Julian, please," she gasped, "I'm going to come."

"Do it," he said against her, and sucked her clit hard between his lips.

Her whole body seized, thighs shaking, a cry tearing out of her that she didn't bother muffling.

He was on his feet the moment she stopped trembling, shoving his slacks down, and she watched him grip his cock, thick and flushed and already leaking, before he lined himself up and drove into her in one hard thrust that punched the air from her lungs.

"Fuck, you're tight like this," he grunted, hips already snapping into a punishing rhythm, her stinging ass pressed into the sheets with every thrust.

"Harder," she begged, nails raking down his back, and he gave her exactly that, one hand pinning her wrists above her head, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise, driving into her with a force that had the headboard knocking the wall.

"Who's this pussy belong to," he growled against her ear, not slowing.

"You," she moaned. "It's yours, all yours, don't stop."

He fucked her through a second orgasm that left her nearly sobbing, and when he finally let himself go, burying deep and groaning her name into her neck, she felt every pulse of him inside her, milking him through it with the last clenching aftershocks of her own release.

They collapsed together, still joined, both of them slick with sweat, chests heaving.

"Color?" he asked, when he could speak again.

"Green," she said. "Really, really green."

He pulled out slowly, gathered her against his chest, and reached for the water bottle on the nightstand, holding it to her lips before he let himself relax.

"Long day," he said finally.

"I know," she said. "You can tell me about it now. Take your time."

And he did, quietly, in the dark, still holding her, her fingers tracing slow patterns on his chest until his breathing finally evened out.


Bound To Look
Delphine had done a hundred shoots in this studio, but never one where the photographer tied the knots himself.

"Most people hire someone for this," she said, watching feet of deep red rope uncoil from his hands in slow loops.

"Most people aren't doing this kind of shoot." Emeric set the rope on the stool beside her, close enough that she could smell the faint char of the studio lights warming up. "I like doing it myself. Feels more honest, don't you think? My hands, my rope, my eye behind the camera."

"Honest." She let the word sit between them, half a dare. "You've done this before."

"Enough times." He circled her slowly, the way he always did before a shoot, reading her from every angle, but this time it felt different, charged, his gaze lingering too long on the curve of her waist. "Arms out."

She lifted them, and he began at her wrists, binding them with a column tie tighter than she expected, snug enough to feel, not tight enough to hurt. His fingers were sure, methodical, brushing the inside of her arm as he worked, and she felt her pulse jump every time.

"You're shaking," he said, not looking up from the knot.

"I'm cold."

"You're not cold." He glanced up then, dark eyes catching hers, and something in his expression made her breath stutter. "You're excited."

He didn't wait for her to argue. He moved behind her, drew her bound wrists up and back, looping the rope over the rigging point suspended from the studio ceiling, testing the tension with two fingers hooked under the binding at her collarbone.

"Comfortable?"

"Yes," she breathed.

"Color?"

"Green," she said, because he'd explained the system before they started, the same way every serious rope artist did, and she'd liked that he'd bothered to ask.

He worked a harness down over her torso next, rope crossing beneath her breasts, framing them, cinching just above her navel, and every pass of the cord against her bare skin sent heat pooling lower. By the time he knelt to bind her thighs, spreading them into a wide stance secured by a spreader tie, she was slick and aching and painfully aware of exactly how exposed the position left her.

"Beautiful," he murmured, sitting back on his heels to look at his work, at her, bound and open in the center of the studio. "You have no idea what you look like right now."

"Show me," she said, voice rough.

He stood, picked up the camera, and circled her again, this time through the lens, the shutter clicking in slow, deliberate bursts. Every click felt like a touch. She could feel herself dripping down the inside of her thigh, and from the way his jaw tightened when he lowered the camera, he could see it too.

"I can't shoot you like this," he said finally, voice low, camera forgotten on the stool.

"Then don't."

He crossed the space between them and kissed her, hard, one hand fisting in her hair while the other slid down her bound, harnessed body to find her soaked and swollen. She moaned into his mouth as two fingers pushed inside her, curling, and the rope holding her open meant she couldn't close her thighs, couldn't do anything but take it, hips rocking helplessly against his hand.

"Please," she gasped, tugging uselessly at the rope around her wrists. "I need more."

He dropped to his knees, one hand splayed on her stomach for balance, and buried his face between her thighs. The angle the ropes held her in gave him everything, and he took it, tongue working her clit while his fingers fucked her slow and deep, and pleasure crashed through her hard enough to buckle her knees against the rope's support, a cry echoing off the studio walls, her legs trembling in their bindings.

He didn't let her recover. He stood, freed himself from his jeans, and gripped his cock, thick and hard, guiding it to her entrance.

"Still green?" he asked, hovering right at her entrance, torturing her with the almost.

"Green," she snapped. "Fuck me."

He drove into her in one long thrust, and the rope harness meant every inch of him hit somewhere new, somewhere she hadn't braced for. He set a brutal pace, hands gripping her bound hips for leverage, the studio lights hot on her skin, and she could only take it, moan it, beg for more with every snap of his hips.

"You feel perfect tied up like this," he rasped. "So open for me."

"Yours," she gasped. "All of it, yours."

He reached between them, thumb finding her clit, and the added pressure sent a second wave crashing through her, clenching around him hard enough to drag his own release out of him, a low growl tearing from his throat as he emptied into her, hips stuttering through the aftershocks.

They stayed like that a long moment, both breathing hard, before he carefully began unwinding the rope, checking her wrists, her thighs, the pressure points, murmuring soft praise as he worked her free.

"Color?" he asked again, once the last loop fell away and he'd pulled her into his arms.

"Green," she said, laughing breathlessly against his chest. "Definitely green."

"Good." He kissed her temple. "Because I want to shoot you again next week. Properly, next time. No rope required."

"Where's the fun in that," she said, and pulled him down for one more kiss before either of them reached for their clothes.


Blind Trust
The cabin had no neighbors for two miles in either direction, which was exactly why Marguerite had chosen it.

"You're sure about this," Callum said, turning the blindfold over in his hands, soft leather lined with fleece, heavier than the silk ones they usually used.

"I trust you." She was already kneeling on the bed, hands folded in her lap, wearing nothing but the anticipation written plainly across her face. "Take everything away. I want to feel it without seeing it coming."

He fitted the blindfold over her eyes first, adjusting the strap until it sat snug, blocking every trace of light. Then the earplugs, foam ones that swelled to fill her ears until his voice, when he spoke, came through only as a distant pressure, words she had to guess at rather than hear.

"Last check," he said, close to her ear, loud enough to carry through. "Tap my hand twice if you need to stop. Once for slower."

She found his hand and tapped it once, deliberately, just to test that the signal still worked, and felt him huff a laugh against her cheek before he pulled away.

Then there was nothing. No sound but her own pulse, no sight but darkness, no warning before his hands settled on her shoulders and pushed her gently back against the pillows. She gasped, the sensation sharper without the chance to watch him move, and felt him smile against her collarbone before his mouth closed over her nipple, sucking hard.

She arched into it blind, reaching for him and finding only air, her hands falling back to fist in the sheets instead. He took his time there, switching to her other breast without warning, teeth scraping just enough to make her cry out, and every touch landed like a surprise because she had no way to track where his hands would go next.

His mouth trailed lower, and she felt the mattress shift, felt his breath ghost over her stomach, and then nothing for three long seconds that stretched into an agony of not knowing, until his tongue found her clit in one hard, deliberate lick that punched a moan out of her that she couldn't even hear herself make.

He worked her with his mouth, alternating rhythm, sometimes slow and worshipful, sometimes fast and relentless, and without her hearing to anchor her she had nothing to do but feel, her whole body narrowing down to the drag of his tongue and the two fingers he slid into her, curling deep, stroking that place inside her until her thighs began to shake.

She came hard, silently to her own ears, her cry swallowed by the plugs, her hips grinding against his face until he eased her down with slow, soothing licks.

Then his weight left the bed entirely, and panic and want tangled together in the dark until she felt his hands close around her ankles, dragging her to the edge of the mattress, spreading her thighs wide.

She felt him line up, thick and blunt at her entrance, and without a word he drove into her in one long, deep thrust that arched her whole body off the bed. She couldn't hear the sound he made, couldn't see his face, could only feel him, every inch, every twitch, the slap of his hips against her thighs as he built a punishing rhythm.

Her hands found his forearms, gripping hard, needing something to hold onto in the dark, and he laced his fingers through hers and pinned them to the mattress, driving into her harder, deeper, until she was babbling incoherent pleas she couldn't even hear herself say.

He let go of one hand long enough to find her clit, rubbing tight, fast circles that had her clenching around him within seconds, a second orgasm ripping through her so hard her vision, useless as it already was, went white behind the blindfold.

He followed soon after, hips stuttering, a groan she felt more than heard vibrating through his chest as he emptied into her, collapsing half over her, both of them slick and shaking.

He recovered first, easing out of her gently, and she felt his hands at her ears before she heard anything, the plugs sliding free, sound rushing back in, his ragged breathing suddenly loud and close.

"Still with me?" His voice, real again, made her laugh with relief.

"Barely," she said. "Take the blindfold off. I want to see you."

He did, carefully, and the cabin light, dim




