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Once upon a night carved from shadows and starlight, the Queen stood before her window, the cold glass glowing faintly from the distant heavens. Her back was straight, her chin lifted, a goddess forged in moonlight. Yet the air trembled with something raw, something only one man had the instinct to smell. JD slipped into the chamber without a sound but she felt him like a spark on bare skin, “You stalk the halls like a wolf,” she murmured, her voice soft heat, dangerous silk, “And yet you walk into my chambers as if you belong here, JD stepped closer, every movement slow, powerful, claiming the without apology, “I do belong here,” he said in a low growl. “At your throne. At your mercy,”She turned, and her eyes locked onto him molten, sharp, hungry. A Queen who ruled nations and the one man who could unravel her with a single breath. She walked towards him hips swaying in a way that made his blood throb until she stood mere inches from him. Her fingers slid along his jaw, not gentle but claiming, tracing the outline of the man who always met her fire with fire, “You’re bold tonight,” she whispered,”A wolf who dares stand before a Queen without bowing,”JD leaned in, lips grazing hers without touching.”I bow,” he murmured, “only when you say the word.”Her smile was sinful danger in satin.”And if I want you close without bowing?””Then I come closer.” He pressed her back against the wall before she could answer. Not rough just enough dominance to steal her breath. His hand gripped her waist, thumb dragging along her hipbone, while the other hand lifted her chin so she faced him completely,”You’ve been teasing me for days,” He whispered against her throat, lips brushing the skin he hadn’t yet claimed with a kiss.”Walking around like you don’t know what you do to me,” Her breath hitched when his hand slid down, cupping her through her silk gown. “And what is that?” he asked, voice trembling despite the authority she wore like armor, “You make me lose control.” She inhaled sharply as his thumb pressed harder,”JD””Say it properly,” he growled into her ear.”Say my name like you want me,””JD.This time it broke out of her, breathless, needy. He pushed her dress up, bunching the fabric around her hips, exposing the heat he’d been imaging all night. His fingers slid along her inner thigh. Slow, dangerous, teasing her until her knees softened. “You’re shaking,” he whispered in her ear.”You want your wolf that bad?””Take me,”she breathed.”Stop teasing, Take everything.” He chuckled low, dark, devastating.”Not yet. I want to feel how desperate my Queen gets when I make her wait,” He slid two fingers over her slick heat, feeling exactly how ready she was for him. Her head hit the wall, a gasp tearing from her lips. “You’re already dripping for me,” he said, voice rough with desire.”And I haven’t even kissed you.”She grabbed his shirt, pulling him against her.”Then kiss me.” He did hard, claiming, hungry, his mouth devouring hers with the force of every restrained movement bursting free. His hand slid between her legs again, fingers teasing her folds, stroking until her hips buckled into his palm.”You like that?” he whispered against her lips.”You like how deep my fingers go when you beg for it?””JD please”He pushed two fingers inside her in one slow, deliberate thurst. Her moan broke the silence of the chamber.”That’s it,”he growled.”Open for me.Take it,”His thumb found her clit as his fingers curled inside, stroking the spot that made her knees give out. She clung to him, nails digging into his shoulders , body shaking under the intensity of his touch. “You’re mine tonight,”she whispered through ragged breaths. He lifted her leg around his hip, grinding his length against her soaked heat through his pants,”You feel that?” he said,”That;s what you do to me,That’s what you’ve been teasing,” “Take me,” she begged, voice breaking. “Beg better,””JD I need you inside me ,Now.”That was all he needed. He freed himself,the heat between them exploding when he pressed against her entrance. Her breath stopped. His jaw clenched. And then he pushed into her slow at first, stetching her, filling her completely. She gasped, nails clawing his back. He groaned deep, primal, undone, “Yulia” Her name left him like a prayer and a curse, He thrust deeper, harder, until her moans echoed off the stone walls. Every movement was claiming her. Every thrust was possession. Every breath was fire,”You feel so good,” he growled,”So tight around me. Holding me like you never want to let go.” Her lips were on his neck, her breath hot, her words a broken whisper,”Don’t stop.””Not planning to,”He pinned her wrists above her head with one hand, thrusting harder, faster, their bodies slamming together in a rhythm made of pure hunger and evotion. Her legs tightened around him, pulling him deeper, her moans turning into cries she couldn’t control.”That’s it,” he whispered, breath ragged.”Lt me hear every sound you try to hide,”Her climax hit first sharp, shaking, unstoppable her body clenching around him as she creied out his name. He followed with a growled, releasing into her with a force that made his whole body tremble, holding her tightly as though the world would tear apart if he let go. Their breaths tangled. Their hearts hammered. Their bodies stayed locked together lo g after the peak had passed. The Queen and her wolf. Her throne and her predator. Her fire and his hunger. Always now. Always hers. Always him.The words did not fade when the moment ended they settled into the marrow of her bones, into the quiet spaces where a Queen was never supposed to feel. Yulia did not move at first. Her forehead rested against his, their breaths slowly finding distance again, but something irreversible had already taken root. Outside, the kingdom slept under a sky stretched with silver light, unaware that its ruler stood not as an untouchable sovereign but as a woman who had just allowed herself to be seen. Truly seen. And that was far more dangerous than any war.

JD did not step away either. He knew better. Distance, in this moment, would feel like abandonment and neither of them were built to survive that quietly. His hand remained firm at her waist, grounding her, anchoring her to something real beyond the crown and the expectations. “They’ll come for you again,” he said low, not as a question but as a certainty. His voice had shifted less hunger now, more steel. The wolf was still there, but now it watched the horizon. “Let them,” Yulia replied, though her voice had lost none of its command. Still, her fingers curled slightly into his shirt, a small betrayal of how much she valued his presence in this silence.

She pulled back just enough to look at him properly. Not as a distraction. Not as a weakness. But as a force that stood beside her throne instead of beneath it. “You don’t fear me,” she said quietly, studying him as though trying to understand something rare and dangerous. JD gave a faint, almost amused breath. “No,” he answered. “I understand you.” That landed deeper than any declaration of loyalty. Fear could be commanded. Obedience could be enforced. But understanding? That had to be earned and it could not be faked.

The chamber felt different now. Not softer but sharper, clearer. The tension between them had evolved into something heavier, something that carried consequence. Yulia stepped away from the wall at last, reclaiming her space, but not retreating from him. “If you stay,” she said, turning toward the tall window once more, “you don’t just belong to me in moments like this.” Her reflection in the glass was regal again, composed but her eyes gave her away. “You belong to everything that comes with me. War. Betrayal. Blood.” JD moved behind her, not touching this time, but close enough that his presence still wrapped around her like a shadow. “I was never built for peace,” he said.

A faint smile touched her lips not soft, but knowing. “Good,” she murmured. “Because peace doesn’t last in my world.” The wind shifted beyond the stone walls, carrying distant echoes from the kingdom below. Change was coming. She could feel it the same way she had felt him enter the room earlier instinct, sharp and undeniable. And now, for the first time, she wasn’t standing alone against it.

He watched her in silence for a moment longer, then spoke the truth most wouldn’t dare voice. “They’ll see it, you know.” Yulia didn’t turn. “See what?” she asked. JD’s gaze didn’t waver. “That you chose someone.” That made her pause not out of fear, but calculation. In her world, being chosen was power. Choosing someone else? That was vulnerability. Slowly, she turned her head, just enough to meet his eyes again. “Then they’ll learn,” she said, her voice low and unshaken, “that what’s mine... is not theirs to touch.”

The distance between them closed again but this time, it wasn’t driven by impulse. It was deliberate. Controlled. Dangerous in a different way. No urgency, no chaos just two forces aligning, fully aware of what it meant. JD’s hand brushed hers briefly, not claiming, not taking just there. And somehow, that carried more weight than everything before. Outside, the stars burned on, silent witnesses to a shift that would ripple far beyond that chamber.

Because this was no longer just a Queen and her wolf.

This was the beginning of something that kingdoms would either bow to or try to destroy.

And far beyond the palace walls, long before dawn could soften the edges of the night, the first ripple had already begun. In distant courts lit by colder fires, whispers moved like poison through silk-draped halls. Messengers rode through the dark without rest, their cloaks heavy with frost and secrets, carrying fragments of truth twisted into something far more dangerous. The Queen of the starlit throne had shifted. Not weakened no, never that but altered. Those who watched her from afar could not name it, but they felt it. Power, when it changed form, unsettled the balance of everything around it. And rulers who had once tolerated her reign now began to question it. Not openly. Not yet. But the seeds of opposition had been planted, and in kingdoms built on ambition and fear, seeds never stayed buried for long.

Back in the chamber, Yulia stood unmoving, though her mind was already miles away, threading through possibilities like a strategist mapping a battlefield. She had ruled too long, survived too much, not to recognize the shift in the air. This what had just begun between her and JD would not remain hidden. It couldn’t. Power like his did not blend quietly into shadows, and neither did the way she responded to him. That alone would be enough to draw eyes. Enemies would not see devotion or understanding they would see opportunity. A way in. A weakness to exploit. Her jaw tightened slightly, the only outward sign of the storm sharpening behind her composed exterior. “They’ll move sooner than expected,” she said, her voice calm but edged with certainty. It wasn’t fear speaking it was experience. The kind carved from years of watching alliances crumble and enemies rise where none had stood before.

JD didn’t ask how she knew. He trusted the instinct in her the same way he trusted his own. Instead, he stepped forward, finally
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