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JD’s fingers tighten slightly around Yulia’s throat, just enough to make her breath hitch, her pulse quicken. His other hand maps the curves of her body, trailing fire along her skin as he presses her back against the cool surface behind her. A shiver runs through her part anticipation, part surrender.

"Tell me," JD murmurs, his lips hovering just over hers, his breath warm against her cheek. "Is this what you want?" Yulia’s eyes flutter closed, her body arching instinctively toward him. "Yes," she whispers, her voice barely more than a breath.

A slow, wicked smile tugs at JD’s lips as he presses his thumb against the hollow of her throat, feeling the rapid beat of her heart beneath his touch. "Good," he says, his voice dark with promise.

His hand trails lower, slipping beneath the fabric of her dress as his lips finally claim hers hungry, demanding, setting every nerve in her body alight. Yulia gasps into his mouth, her fingers digging into his shoulders as heat pools low in her belly.

The tension crackles between them, a perfect mix of control and surrender, pleasure and need. And as JD deepens his touch, Yulia knows she’s exactly where she wants to be lost in him, in this moment, in the undeniable pull of desire and dominance.

Yulia's breath catches as JD’s grip on her throat remains firm but teasing, his touch a perfect contradiction both commanding and careful. Her pulse drums against his fingers, a silent confession of her desire. His lips trail from her jawline down to the curve of her neck, where he lingers, letting his breath tickle her skin before pressing a slow, deliberate kiss there.

Her body responds instinctively, arching toward him as heat coils deep inside her. JD’s other hand moves with measured precision, tracing the contours of her form as though committing every detail to memory. His fingertips graze over the thin fabric of her dress, igniting a trail of sensation wherever they roam.

"You like giving in, don’t you?" JD murmurs against her ear, his voice a husky whisper that sends a shiver down her spine.

Yulia’s lips part, but words fail her. Instead, she nods, tilting her head back in surrender, offering him more. A low, satisfied chuckle rumbles in his chest as he rewards her with another lingering kiss, this time just beneath her ear, where he knows she’s most sensitive.

His hand continues its exploration, slipping beneath the hem of her dress, fingers teasing along the edge of bare skin. Yulia’s breathing deepens, each exhale carrying the weight of anticipation. She clings to his shoulders, nails digging in slightly, as his touch leaves her trembling between tension and release.

JD pulls back just enough to meet her gaze, his dark eyes searching hers. "Tell me you want more," he commands softly, his thumb brushing over her lower lip.

Yulia’s heartbeat pounds against her ribs. She swallows, her voice unsteady but certain. "I want more." A slow, knowing smile spreads across JD’s lips. "Then let’s take our time," he says, his voice full of promise.

And as his hands and lips continue their slow, deliberate conquest, Yulia surrenders completely to him, to the moment, to the electric pull between them that neither wants to resist.

As JD’s touch continues its steady, deliberate exploration, the tension between them sharpens, but so does something else an undercurrent of something deeper. Yulia’s breaths become ragged, her body alive with anticipation, but there’s also a rawness in her chest, an emotion she can’t quite name.

JD senses it, the way she clings to him with both urgency and something softer, something that speaks of trust and need beyond the heat of the moment. His fingers pause on her skin, just for a moment, as he meets her gaze again.

“Are you scared?” he asks, his voice quieter now, a subtle shift from the dominance he’s held until now. The question cuts through the haze of desire, leaving her exposed.

Yulia swallows hard, her pulse racing. She wants to say no, to deny the vulnerability, but it would be a lie. She’s scared but not in the way she’s used to. It’s not fear of him or the situation, but something deeper, more profound. The fear of letting go, of surrendering fully, of being seen in ways she’s always kept hidden.

She nods, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

JD doesn’t move at first, his gaze softening, watching her with something more than just hunger. He brushes a stray lock of hair from her face, his thumb tracing her jaw with unexpected tenderness. "It’s okay," he murmurs. “You don’t have to hide from me."

The sincerity in his voice makes her heart stutter, and for a moment, the passion between them quiets, replaced by something gentler, more intimate. JD lowers his lips to her forehead, pressing a soft kiss there, grounding her in the present moment.

“Let me in, Yulia,” he breathes against her skin, his hands trembling just a little as they rest on her waist. “You can trust me.”

The words strike something deep within her, unlocking a flood of emotions she hadn’t expected. She feels raw and exposed, but there’s a comfort in it a strange sense of safety that makes her release the tension she hadn’t even realised she was holding.

For the first time, she lets herself be truly vulnerable, allowing him to take her in, to hold her in ways that aren’t just physical. Her fingers find their way to his back, pulling him closer, desperate for both the closeness and the release.

“I trust you,” she breathes, her voice trembling. The walls she’s built around herself start to crumble, piece by piece.

JD’s eyes darken with a new intensity, but there’s no rush, no urgency in the way he moves. He kisses her again this time slower, deeper, as if he’s savouring the shift, the connection that’s now unspoken between them.

He deepens the kiss, his touch becoming more confident, but there’s an undeniable tenderness in the way he holds her, as though he’s cherishing not just her body but the vulnerability she’s allowed him to witness.

Yulia feels herself unravelling, but this time, it’s not just the fire of desire there’s something more. Something raw. Something real.

As JD deepens the kiss, Yulia can feel something shift, a quiet yet powerful transformation between them. His hands, once possessive and confident, now move with a tenderness that almost surprises her. Every touch feels like an unspoken promise, a delicate exploration of trust and understanding.

Yulia’s breath catches as his lips move from her mouth, trailing down her neck, kissing each inch of skin with deliberate care. Her fingers press into his back, urging him closer, but there’s something different in the way they touch now. It’s no longer just desire it’s an exchange, a slow and steady unravelling of their barriers.

“Do you feel it too?” Yulia whispers, her voice shaky but filled with something raw, something she’s never allowed herself to express so openly. “This... connection.”

JD pauses, his forehead resting gently against hers as he takes in her words. For a moment, he says nothing, simply breathing with her, sharing this space, this vulnerability.

“I do,” he murmurs, his voice low and filled with meaning. “I feel it. I think I always have.”

Her heart skips a beat at his words, and she looks up into his eyes, searching for the truth in them. What she finds is an honesty that disarms her completely. He’s not hiding, not playing a game, not just in this for the pleasure of the moment. There’s something deeper in his gaze, a quiet reverence that she hadn’t expected. He’s giving her more than just his body he’s giving her a part of himself, too.

Yulia inhales sharply, feeling the weight of his admission settle deep inside her. She’s not just exposed physically; her heart feels laid bare, too. And for the first time, she allows herself to accept it.

She pulls him closer, her body pressing into his as she wraps her arms around him, seeking the warmth of his embrace. It’s an intimate kind of surrender one that doesn’t require words but simply the connection between two people who, in this moment, understand each other in a way that goes beyond surface desires.

“I don’t want to hide anymore,” she says, her voice trembling, not from fear but from something more vulnerable something hopeful. “I don’t want to be afraid.”

JD’s hands move to cradle her face, his thumbs gently brushing away the tear that slips from her eye, though she doesn’t know when it appeared. “You don’t have to be afraid,” he says softly. “Not with me.”

Her chest tightens with the weight of his words, and she feels a warmth spread through her, filling the empty spaces she’s held onto for so long. For once, she lets herself feel it the acceptance, the connection, the trust that’s blossoming between them.

Their kiss deepens again, but it’s different this time. It’s softer, more deliberate, as though they’re communicating everything they’ve been feeling without saying a word. And as their bodies come together, the intensity of their desire is still there, but now it’s tempered by something gentler, something grounded in the emotional connection they’ve begun to forge.

In the quiet space between them, with nothing left to hide, Yulia realises that this moment is more than just a fleeting escape. It’s the beginning of something more meaningful something she never expected, but something she’s willing to embrace fully.

As JD’s lips trail against her skin once more, Yulia feels a shiver of anticipation, but this time it’s different. It’s not just about the physical heat building between them. It’s the emotional depth, the feeling that she’s no longer standing alone. He’s there with her, in this moment, not just as a lover but as someone who understands her, someone who doesn’t expect her to hide or be perfect.

Yulia’s hands find his face again, drawing him close for another kiss, one that speaks of surrender and acceptance, of giving herself fully without hesitation. The walls that she’d spent so long building around her heart crumble in that kiss, leaving her exposed, but it’s not fear she feels now. It’s liberation.

“I want this,” she breathes between kisses, her voice thick with desire. “I want all of this.”

JD’s eyes meet hers, a slow, knowing smile playing at his lips. “Then take it,” he whispers. “Take everything you want.”

His words fuel a fire within her, one that she can no longer ignore. Her body trembles, not with fear, but with the need to be fully known, fully experienced in all her rawness.

She wants to be everything with him, and for the first time, it feels possible. She isn’t just seeking pleasure she’s seeking the connection, the belonging that has always seemed so distant until now.

She lets her hands roam freely over his body, feeling the strong, familiar curves of his muscles beneath her fingertips. The power of him his presence feels grounding, and yet, it frees her. Her body moves in rhythm with his, each touch, each press of their skin together an affirmation of everything she’s ever desired but never allowed herself to fully claim.

And as JD holds her, his hands guiding her, his eyes filled with understanding and patience, she lets go. All the doubt, the fear, the hesitation they
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