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The room was thick with heat, like the calm before a storm. He stood still, heart pounding, every muscle tight as her gaze swept over him slow, deliberate, and hungry.

Yulia moved like a force of nature. Her hips swayed with the rhythm of someone who knew her power, who owned the room, and him along with it. She pressed in close, her breath hot against his neck, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “You’re mine tonight, darling. Every. Last. Bit.”

JD shuddered as her hand slid along his waist, not gentle commanding. She pushed him back until his legs hit the edge of the bed, and when he dropped to sit, she straddled him with a smirk that could melt steel. Her body moved with a slow, grinding rhythm, each pass teasing him, setting fire to every inch of skin that touched hers.

He could feel her heat, slick and intense, gliding along his length as she rubbed against him, not giving him what he wanted what they both needed just yet.

“Beg for it,” she murmured, her lips brushing his. “Beg your Queen.”

His voice came out in a growl, aching with need. “Please... Yulia...”

She rewarded him with a deeper grind, her slick warmth coating him as she moved faster, harder claiming him. The friction built with every roll of her hips, the pressure mounting like waves crashing against a dam.

And when she finally let go, it hit like a thunderclap her cry echoed in his ear as her body trembled, her heat flooding over him in pulsing waves. She rode the storm, panting, victorious, his hands gripping her hips as she came down from her high with a wicked grin.

“You’ll never forget who rules you,” she whispered, breathless but still in control.

The next night, JD walked into her private dance studio dim lights, mirrors everywhere, and a single red spotlight glowing on the floor. Music pulsed low and slow through the walls, something dark, moody, and sinful.

Yulia stood in the centre of it all, dressed to ruin him.

A tight black bodysuit hugged every curve, cut high on the hips, low on the chest. Her hair was wild, cascading over one shoulder, lips painted blood-red. She didn’t say a word just smirked and pointed to the plush chair behind him.

“Sit,” she said, voice like silk wrapped around steel.

He obeyed.

Then the music shifted.

A deep, sensual bassline filled the room, and Yulia began to move hips rolling, arms gliding, every step a hypnotic tease. She turned her back to him, dropped low, then rose again with a body wave that made his breath catch. When she finally sauntered over and straddled his lap, it wasn’t gentle it was a claim.

Her body ground into his slowly, tortuously. She rolled her hips just enough for him to feel her heat through that teasing bodysuit, the slickness of her already building as she circled her hips against his growing arousal.

“You’re so easy to break,” she whispered, rocking harder, her chest pressed to his, lips brushing his jaw. “One song... and you’re mine.”

He tried to grab her hips she slapped his hands down.

“I lead here,” she said, licking his neck. “You follow.”

The tempo shifted again, the beat sharper now, matching her rhythm. She worked herself over him, teasing him with every roll, grinding down until he could feel just how soaked she was, her warmth spreading through the fabric of his pants.

Then she pulled back, stood up, and walked away just far enough to make him ache.

But before the silence could kill him, she turned back, locked eyes, and whispered:

“Studio’s mine. And now so are you.”

She grabbed his shirt, yanked him up, and shoved him against the mirror. Their bodies slammed together, lips crashing in a kiss full of teeth and hunger. She tugged open his pants, not gentle needy and slid down, her heat wrapping around him as she took him in, finally.

The mirror fogged with their breath, her movements commanding, grinding, his back pressed hard to the glass. She rode him like she was dancing fluid, fierce, with a rhythm that drove them both to the edge. Her moans were wild, primal, echoing in the mirrored room as her body trembled against his.

And when she shattered, she screamed the sound sharp and raw, her body convulsing as her hot release ran down over him, soaking them both.

She leaned in, panting, licking the sweat off his jaw with a devilish grin.

“You think you survived that?” she whispered. “We’re just getting started.”

Yulia still straddled him, breathless, sweat-slicked, glowing with that post-orgasm power. She smirked, dragging a fingernail down his chest like a signature carved in fire.

But JD’s hands gripped her hips tight. Firmer than before.

Her brows raised. “Hmm?”

Without a word, he spun them around fast pressing her to the mirror now, her body pinned by his. For a second, her breath hitched, surprise flickering in her eyes.

JD’s voice was low, rough, filled with the kind of heat that dared to bite. “Thought maybe I’d remind my Queen how much she likes to be chased.”

Her back arched as he rocked into her, deliberately slow, grinding against her slick warmth. One hand on her throat, the other gripping her thigh, lifting it just high enough to angle deeper. Her gasp was real this time quick, sharp, involuntary.

“Mmm... dangerous move,” she whispered, lips curling even as her body responded, clenching around him like she’d missed him for weeks. “You think you can take control from me?”

JD chuckled, dragging his tongue up her neck. “Not take. Just... borrow.”

For a moment, the studio was a mess of moans, breath, and rhythm his thrusts deep and slow, her body clinging to every motion. But just as he started to savour the power shift, Yulia pushed him back hard until he stumbled to the padded floor.

She stood over him, flushed and shining like a storm goddess, chest rising and falling fast.

“Cute,” she purred. “But you forgot something, baby...”

She stepped out of her bodysuit, slow, deliberate, her bare skin gleaming under the studio lights.

“I am the storm.”

Then she straddled him again, this time on the floor legs locked tight, nails digging into his chest as she started to ride. No teasing now. Just raw, wild need. Her hips slammed into him with rhythm and fury, her body demanding everything and more.

“You want to flip the script?” she growled, voice tight with rising pleasure. “Then match my energy. Keep up.”

JD grunted, hands gripping her waist as he thrust up to meet her, sweat dripping down his temple, their bodies crashing together like waves and lightning.

Every grind was harder. Every breath sharper. Their moans filled the studio, echoing off the mirrors like a primal duet. Her slickness coated him, heat building fast between them.

And then she leaned in, forehead to his, lips brushing his, eyes locked.

“Let go,” she commanded.

And he did.

They came undone together, writhing, gasping, clinging. Her nails raked down his chest as her release drenched him again, his own body bucking beneath her as he spilled into her heat, every muscle shaking with surrender.

She collapsed on top of him, spent, satisfied, and still in control.

After a long breath, she whispered with a sly grin, “Not bad... for a man who borrowed the crown.”

JD laughed under her. “Next time, I might try stealing it.”

Yulia smirked, dragging her tongue up his throat.

“Try it, baby. But be ready to pay the price.”

They barely made it through the front door.

Clothes trailed behind them like breadcrumbs his shirt, her heels, the torn remains of his belt until JD slammed her against the wall, eyes dark, breath ragged.

“You want a storm?” he growled. “Tonight... I am the hurricane.”

Yulia opened her mouth to smirk, but he was already lifting her, carrying her like she weighed nothing. He didn’t ask. Didn’t wait. Just threw her down onto the bed and climbed over her like a predator who had tasted power and was hungry for more.

She reached up to tease, to command, but he pinned her wrists above her head with one hand and kissed her like he was claiming territory. The kind of kiss that bruises lips and steals breath.

Then he took her raw, relentless, his hips slamming into hers, pounding with pure dominance. Each thrust was a challenge, a battle cry, his body demanding surrender from the Queen herself.

“Still on your throne now?” he growled into her ear.

Yulia bit her lip, moaning deep in her throat as her legs locked around him. He was feral untamed, wild. And for a moment... just one moment... he had her reeling.

She arched beneath him, her body shaking as her climax hit fast, explosive, drenching him again with her heat. He followed right after, growling her name, filling her with every last drop, sweat dripping down his back as he collapsed over her.

But before he could catch his breath, before he could bask in his victory

Yulia flipped him.

Effortless. She straddled him with a devil’s grin, her body slick, glowing, eyes blazing with power reborn. Her hand gripped his throat, not to choke just to remind him.

“Cute,” she said, breath still ragged. “You gave me a hurricane.”She leaned in, hips grinding down in slow, agonising circles, her heat teasing him back to life.“But baby... you forgot the Queen swims with sharks.”His eyes widened.

Yulia’s smirk widened, wicked and wild, as she rolled her hips harder against him. “You think you can own me?” she purred, voice dripping with challenge.

JD grinned, teeth flashing, eyes dark with hunger. “I don’t just think. I know.”

He flipped them again, this time against the wall, her back pressed to the cold surface, legs wrapped around him. His hands roamed freely now teasing her breasts, tracing her sides, dipping lower, tasting every inch he could claim. She hissed at the contact, clawing at his shoulders, nails digging in, marking him back.

“Every inch of you belongs to me,” he whispered, lips brushing her ear. Then he bit lightly, playful, demanding, reminding her who he was.

“No,” she gasped, arching. “You’re mine too, JD... don’t forget that.”

He smirked, and with a sudden shove, slid them down to the floor. The plush rug absorbed their movements, but their bodies were all friction, fire, and need. Yulia’s hands tangled in his hair, dragging him to her lips, kissing him hard tongue against tongue, teeth nipping, each kiss a declaration of war and surrender intertwined.

JD lifted her onto the chair now, her legs wrapped around his waist, nails raking down his back, teasing him while he teased her. His eight inches pressed fully against her, deep, unrelenting. Each thrust a punctuation mark of possession, each pause a reminder: he was her equal, her predator, her King.

He leaned down, tasting her, teasing her with tongue and fingers, each flick, each press, each stroke a delicious reminder of the heat they shared. Yulia shuddered, gasping, grinding back with the same intensity, riding him as much as he rode her. They were fire meeting fire, neither yielding, both devouring the other.

“Say it,” JD demanded, hips slamming harder, teeth grazing her shoulder.

“You’re mine... and I’m yours,” Yulia panted, eyes blazing, nails digging into his shoulders.

“Good,” he growled, thrusting even harder, each movement driving them both closer to the edge, closer to losing control entirely. “And don’t forget you’re my Queen... and my equal.”

They moved like this wall, chair, floor, bed switching positions, teasing, tasting, claiming, surrendering, dominating. Sweat-slicked, slick with their own desire, the room was a storm
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