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Teases

The room was quiet, lit only by the soft flicker of a single candle. Shadows danced along the walls, but neither of them noticed because all the fire in the world was burning between them.

Yulia lay back against the silk sheets, her breathing shallow, her lips parted. JD stood over her like a storm that had waited too long to break. His hand moved with purpose, fingers curling gently yet commandingly around her throat. Not to threaten. To claim. To let her feel the strength that protected her, the presence that worshipped her.

She quivered beneath his gaze. That dark, hungry look of his that could melt steel. His other hand roamed her body with the kind of reverence that made her ache fingers tracing the line of her collarbone, brushing down between the valley of her breasts, then slowing as he slid lower.

"You’re trembling," he murmured, lips brushing against her ear like smoke. "Is it fear, or desire?"

"Desire," she whispered, voice caught between breath and moan.

His smile was slow, wicked, full of heat. “Good.”

With practised ease, he brought her wrists above her head and pinned them against the pillow. She gasped not from resistance, but from surrender. Her eyes fluttered closed as he leaned down, mouth pressing against her throat, tongue tracing the rapid beat of her pulse.

“You feel that?” he whispered, voice rough and tender all at once. “Your heart racing just for me?”

She nodded, but he wasn’t done.

“No, baby. I want to hear it. Say it.”

Yulia’s voice trembled, “My heart races for you, JD. Only you.”

His groan was low, primal. He kissed her deep, claiming, tongue dancing with hers while his fingers slid lower still, teasing her hips, grazing the edges of her heat. She arched beneath him, aching, craving.

“Do you know what that does to me?” he asked, biting her lower lip gently. “Knowing this body, this fire, belongs to me?”

She looked up at him her Hunter, her storm and breathed, “Then take it. Take all of me.”

JD didn’t need to be told twice.

His mouth trailed fire down her chest, lips and tongue exploring every inch like a man discovering sacred ground. She writhed beneath him, her fingers desperate to dig into his hair, to pull him closer, but his grip stayed firm, keeping her hands above her head.

“Not yet, Queen,” he murmured. “I want to feel you beg.”

Yulia moaned, back arching, legs parting instinctively, her body already slick with need. Every touch was lightning. Every whisper, thunder.He slid lower, breath hot against her thighs.

And thenHe paused.

Looked up.“Are you ready to burn with me?” he asked, voice thick with desire.

She didn’t hesitate.“I already am.”

Chapter One: The Touch That Teases

The room breathed shadows and silk. JD’s fingers wrapped around Yulia’s throat, gentle but commanding. She melted beneath him, her body responding to every motion every soft word, every rough whisper. Her wrists were pinned, her breath caught, and her heart thundered.

His other hand mapped her like sacred terrain, sliding down her waist, pausing just long enough to tease. “You’re mine,” he growled, voice low, full of reverence and hunger.

And she quivered not from fear, but from knowing he meant every word.

The world outside disappeared the hum of the city, the ticking clock, even the wind beyond the curtains. All that existed was the pulse between them, steady and dangerous. Every breath she took came from him, every tremor of her body answered by the rhythm of his.

He leaned in close, his breath brushing her ear. “Do you know what you do to me?” The question wasn’t really a question; it was a confession. Her lips parted, but no words came only a trembling sigh that made him smile against her skin.

He moved slowly, deliberately, giving her the space to feel every ounce of what he gave. There was reverence in his touch, as if she were something rare something he couldn’t believe he was allowed to hold. His fingertips drew lazy paths over her collarbone, her jaw, the hollow of her throat. The air between them burned, charged with everything said and unsaid.

She closed her eyes, letting the world blur. The tension between them wasn’t just desire it was trust. It was two storms learning how to become one tide. JD’s strength wasn’t to control her; it was to




Chapter Two: The Queen Submits (But Only to Him)











Chapter Three: The Fire Beneath the Ice















Chapter Four: Hunter’s Moon













Chapter Five: Bound by Love, Lit by Fire
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