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The club pulsed like a living thing red lights strobe against sweat-slicked skin, the bass a heartbeat that rattled ribs. Yulia moved through the crowd like she owned it, eyes dark, lips parted just slightly, already breathless from the heat of the night.

Then she saw him.

JD stood at the bar, untouched by the chaos around him. A tailored black shirt clung to his frame, sleeves rolled just enough to show veined forearms and a watch that looked heavy with precision. His jawline was sharp, but his eyes God, his eyes burned like they already knew her. Owned her.

Their gazes locked. She didn’t smile. Neither did he. She took a step forward, and he was already moving. They met in the middle no words, just a current thick enough to drown in. He leaned down, speaking close to her ear, voice low and velvet-rough.

“I’ve been watching you.” Yulia’s skin prickled. “You like what you see?” JD smiled, slow and dangerous. “I like control. You look like a challenge.”A breath hitched in her throat and JD noticed. His hand slid around her waist, pulling her in without asking.

She felt his power, the steady strength in his grip, the promise of what he could do with those hands.“I don’t play games,” she said, chest rising with each word. “Good,” he murmured. “Because I don’t lose.”

They were inches apart now, his lips barely grazing hers as he spoke. Every nerve in her body screamed with anticipation. Her body leaned into his without permission drawn like gravity was bending just for him.

JD’s voice dropped even lower. “Tell me to stop.” Yulia stared into his eyes unblinking, breath shallow, heart racing. She didn’t say a word. Yulia had always been in control.

Men bent to her will with little more than a glance, her confidence sharp enough to cut through the room. But JD was different. He didn’t flinch when she stared him down. He didn’t stumble over his words trying to impress her.
Instead, he watched her like he already knew the ending and he was just waiting for her to catch up. When he finally had her alone, his presence filled the space like heat rolling off a fire. His hands found her waist with purpose, his mouth grazing her ear as he whispered, “You like control, don’t you, Yulia?”

She opened her mouth to answer, but his grip tightened. Not rough just enough to let her know she wasn’t the one calling the shots anymore. And she loved it.

The way he moved her, commanded her, stripped away every layer of defiance until she was breathless beneath him it was intoxicating. JD didn’t just take control. He owned every second of it. And Yulia? She couldn’t get enough.

His hands travelled slowly, deliberately, claiming every curve like he had all the time in the world but his eyes burned with something primal. Yulia could feel it vibrating off of him, a pull she couldn't resist even if she wanted to.

“Say it,” he murmured, lips brushing just under her jaw. She swallowed hard, defiance flickering in her eyes. But he was patient. Dangerous. His hand slid up her spine, fingertips dragging along the nape of her neck. He tilted her chin up gently, but firm.

“I want to hear it from your mouth.” Her breath hitched. Every instinct told her to keep the upper hand, to maintain the power she was known for. But something about him made surrender feel like its own kind of thrill.

“I want you,” she finally breathed. JD’s smirk was slow, wicked. “No,” he said, his voice like velvet wrapped around steel. “You need me.”

And then he kissed her possessive, deep, a kiss that didn’t ask for permission. His body pressed against hers, pinning her to the wall, and she melted into it, every inch of her buzzing with anticipation.

His hands gripped her thighs, lifting her like she weighed nothing. She wrapped herself around him, gasping as he bit down just hard enough on her bottom lip to make her whimper.

“Good girl,” he growled against her mouth.

The words hit her harder than she expected like praise and command wrapped in one. She arched into him, craving more of his touch, his dominance, the way he stripped her bare without even undressing her yet.

JD carried her to the bed, his steps slow, deliberate, like he was savouring every moment. “You’ve been in charge for too long, Yulia,” he said as he set her down, his gaze never breaking from hers. “Tonight, you belong to me.”

And in that moment, with his hands pulling hers above her head and his mouth trailing fire across her skin, she gave herself over completely.

Yulia's breath came in shallow waves as JD hovered over her, his hands exploring her like he was learning her body by memory, not touch. Every brush of his fingers made her arch, every press of his lips pulled another sound from her lips she didn’t know she could make.

His mouth was relentless nipping at the soft skin of her collarbone, trailing fire down the slope of her chest. She writhed beneath him, trying to move, to shift, to do something but her wrists were pinned above her head, gripped tight in one of his strong hands.

“You don’t get to move unless I say so,” he said low against her skin. “Understand?” Her instinct to argue sparked, but it was drowned in the flood of need. She nodded, biting her bottom lip as her body trembled beneath his weight.

“Say it.” “I understand,” she whispered, voice shaky but laced with anticipation. “That’s my girl.”

He moved lower slow, unhurried, like he was worshipping her and breaking her down at the same time. His mouth was hot, purposeful, exploring every inch with devastating precision. She gasped as his tongue traced the edge of her hip, her back arching off the bed.

Then he paused, lifting his head just enough to meet her eyes. “You’ve been craving this, haven’t you?” His fingers slid teasingly close, not quite giving her what she desperately needed. “No more pretending. I want to hear it.”

She trembled under the weight of his stare, her pride warring with her pleasure. But JD’s thumb pressed against her just enough to make her moan. “Yes,” she gasped. “God, yes I need you.”

His smile was dark and satisfied, and in one swift motion, he gave her everything—and nothing at once. Teasing, controlling, edging her closer and closer until her nails clawed at the sheets, her entire body straining for release.

And still, he held her there on the edge, desperate and shaking, until she was begging for him. “I want to hear you fall apart,” he said, voice ragged with desire. “And you don’t come until I say.”

She’d never begged before. Never surrendered. But tonight, she did both and when he finally let her break, it was like being consumed by fire.

Yulia didn’t remember the moment her voice gave out all she knew was the ragged sound of her breath, the aching pulse of her body, and the way JD never let up.

Even after he let her shatter, he didn’t release her. He kissed her through the aftershocks, whispered filthy praise into her ear, and kept her wrists pinned like he wasn’t finished with her yet.

Because he wasn’t. “You thought that was it?” he murmured, his voice husky with restraint. “We’re just getting started.” She whimpered, a soft, desperate sound she couldn’t hold back. JD’s smirk curved slow and dangerous as he finally let go of her wrists only to flip her over in one smooth, powerful motion.

Yulia gasped, face buried in the sheets, body still trembling from the intensity. But he didn’t give her time to recover. His hand slid down her spine, firm and commanding, holding her in place as his other hand gripped her hip and pulled her back against him.

She felt him hard, hot, hungry pressing into her. Teasing. “You’re not done,” he growled. “Not until I say you are.” Yulia’s fingers clawed at the sheets as his hand slipped between her thighs, stroking her slowly too slowly. She pushed her hips back, craving more, but he gripped her tighter.

“Patience.” That one word sent a shock down her spine.

He dragged it out teasing, edging, controlling every twitch of her muscles with the way he touched her. It was unbearable. It was perfect. And then, just when she was about to beg again, he thrust forward deep, hard, a rhythm that tore a cry from her throat.

JD’s dominance wasn’t just in his body it was in his words, his presence, the way he knew exactly when to hold back and when to ruin her. He took her like he owned her, like she belonged to him. And in that moment, she did.

Each movement pushed her closer to the edge again, his name breaking from her lips in breathless pleas. He reached around, hand sliding across her throat, lifting her just enough so she was arching for him, completely exposed.

“Say it again,” he whispered into her ear, voice molten. “Who do you belong to tonight?” “You,” she gasped. “Only you.” “Good girl.”

He didn’t stop until she broke again louder, messier, completely undone. He let her fall apart in his arms, and only then did he follow, holding her tight against him as he finally let go, growling her name like a promise.

They collapsed together, tangled and breathless. The room was filled with heat, with the afterglow of something that felt less like lust and more like obsession. Yulia didn’t know where this was going. But she knew one thing she’d never get enough of him.

Yulia’s legs were shaking, barely able to hold herself up, but JD wasn’t done. He pulled her back by the hips again, forcing her to arch, keeping her right where he wanted completely at his mercy. “Stay right there,” he ordered, his voice dark and commanding.

She whimpered, but obeyed. And then he slammed into her hard. Deep. Unforgiving. Her mouth fell open in a wordless cry as he found a brutal rhythm, each thrust powerful, relentless, like he was staking his claim all over again.

The sound of skin against skin echoed through the room, matched only by her breathy moans and his low, feral growls. Every time she tried to move, to shift away from the overwhelming sensation, he pulled her right back.

“No running,” he said, voice a rumble against her spine. “You take it. You asked for this.” Her body was on fire, overwhelmed by the force of him. Her back arched, fingers gripping the sheets like they were the only thing tethering her to reality.

He reached around again, one hand sliding up her chest, the other wrapping around her throat firm, possessive. He didn’t squeeze, just held her there, body flush against hers as he kept pounding into her with raw, masculine power.

“You feel that?” he whispered into her ear, voice jagged. “That’s mine. Every inch of you mine.” She cried out his name, over and over, until it became a chant, a plea. Her body gave up the last of its control, melting under his weight, his rhythm, his absolute dominance.

JD growled, his rhythm shifting faster now, rougher, slamming into her with such intensity the bed began to creak, the headboard hitting the wall. He was lost in her, and she in him sweat-slicked, trembling, connected like flame to oxygen.

She came again shaking, breathless, nearly sobbing from the pleasure but he didn’t let up. He drove her
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