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The sun scorched down on the white sands of Cartagena, heat rippling like waves off the pavement. Yulia stood barefoot on the hotel balcony, the silk of her red slip dress clinging to every curve, the humid air wrapping around her like breath. Below, she saw him JD laughing with her, that brunette with the too-perfect smile and too-skinny arms. Yulia’s jaw clenched.

She had crossed oceans for this man. She had learned his favorite drink, traced the tattoo on his shoulder with her tongue, listened to his stories like gospel. And now he was entertaining her?

The jealousy was a fever in her blood, hotter than the Caribbean heat. She didn’t just want JD she had to have him. He wasn’t some fleeting obsession. He was the kind of addiction that burned through reason and pride. Her need for him was primal, volcanic.

JD looked up then, as if he felt her gaze slice through the humidity like a blade. Their eyes locked. His smile faded.

She turned from the balcony and disappeared into the suite, her bare feet silent on the tile. Five minutes later, the door clicked open and closed again. JD stood there, heat and confusion written across his face.

“Yulia...”

She didn’t wait. She stepped into him, pressed her lips to his like a storm surge, fingers tangled in his shirt, breath hot against his skin.

"You don't get to flirt with shadows," she whispered, lips brushing his jaw. "Not when you set fire to me every night."

He exhaled sharply, torn between guilt and desire.

"She was just"

"Don’t lie to me, JD." Her voice was low, electric. "You’re mine. And I’m done pretending you’re not everything I crave."

The room pulsed with heat, with want, with the wild energy only jealousy and lust can ignite.

JD’s throat bobbed as he swallowed, the weight of her words thick between them. The air-conditioning hummed in the background, utterly useless against the heat in the room. Yulia was a storm wrapped in silk untouchable, undeniable, dangerous. And he wanted nothing more than to be swallowed whole.

“I wasn’t looking for anyone else,” he said, voice gravelly, eyes locked on hers. “But you disappeared this morning. I didn’t know where you went.”

“I needed air,” she snapped, stepping back just far enough to make him miss the press of her body. “Because if I stayed, I would’ve told you how badly I needed you. How insane you make me. How watching you with her made me want to set the whole beach on fire.”

JD stepped toward her. She stepped back. Another step another retreat. Until she was pinned between him and the wall, her breath catching in her throat.

“I didn’t come here to be tamed, Yulia,” he murmured, eyes flickering with that same wild heat. “But damn if you haven’t ruined every other woman for me.”

She grabbed his shirt and pulled him closer, her voice trembling but sharp. “Then prove it. Show me I’m not just some exotic thrill. Make me believe I’m the only one you see.”

He didn’t hesitate.

His mouth crashed against hers, not gentle, not careful just raw and claiming. Her body arched into him, nails raking down his back as if trying to brand herself onto his skin. She was fire, and he let himself burn.

He carried her to the bed with a kind of desperation, silk sliding off her shoulders as easily as breath. The windows fogged with their heat, their bodies tangled like waves crashing again and again. Each kiss was a confession, each touch a promise.

Later, tangled in sweat-soaked sheets, he brushed a damp strand of hair from her face. She looked up at him, the storm in her eyes still crackling.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered.JD didn’t smile. He didn’t laugh.He just nodded.

“I always was.”The days in Cartagena grew hotter, but not half as scorching as what burned between Yulia and JD.After that night wild, desperate, unforgettable something shifted. Yulia thought claiming him would ease the fire. Instead, it only fed it. Her need for him became obsession. And her jealousy... it bloomed into something beautiful and dangerous.

It started small his phone lighting up with an unknown number while he showered. Yulia stared at it like it had personally betrayed her. “Jessica (Work)”. Work? Who the hell calls at 2AM for work?

She didn’t ask. She didn’t have to. Instead, she wore her tightest black dress the next night, heels sharp as her mood, and dragged JD to the hotel bar. She kissed him hard in front of everyone, practically climbed into his lap, and when some young blonde tried to catch his eye?

Yulia laughed. Loud. Leaned in and whispered in his ear, slow and venom-sweet:

“If she looks at you again, I’ll slit her stare in half.”

JD's eyes widened, but his pulse quickened under her fingers. He liked this side of her. A little mad. A little dangerous. Possessive in a way that made his blood race.

“You’re insane,” he muttered, lips brushing her ear.

“I know,” she said. “You made me this way.”

Later, when they were back in the suite, he slammed her against the door the moment it closed. Their mouths met like violence, hands clawing, dragging, claiming. Yulia bit his lip hard enough to taste blood. JD growled, lifting her like she weighed nothing, tossing her onto the bed like a challenge.

"Is this what you want?" he asked, standing above her, breath ragged. "To make me jealous too? To push me until I snap?"

Yulia spread her legs and smirked like sin. "No. I want you to break. For me."

And he did.

Clothes ripped. Words were thrown like knives between kisses. Her thighs wrapped around him like chains. His hands pinned her wrists above her head like shackles.

“I saw you looking at him,” JD growled later, after he’d devoured every inch of her. “The bartender. Don’t play me, Yulia.”

She smiled through her panting. “I wanted you to feel it.”

“Feel what?”

“The way it hurts,” she breathed, pulling him back down into her mouth, “to imagine someone else having what’s mine.”

They didn’t sleep. They fought. They touched like fire and kissed like punishment. And by dawn, they lay in tangled sheets and tangled hearts, the smell of sex and sin and obsession thick in the air.

But something darker was rising in both of them something neither wanted to name.

Something that might consume them both.

It started with the message.

JD had left his phone on the counter again careless. Trusting. Or stupid.

Yulia wasn’t snooping. Not at first. But the screen lit up, and curiosity no, possession snapped through her like a whip.

“Miss you already. Last night was... everything.”
No name. Just a number.
Yulia’s heart dropped into her stomach.

JD stepped out of the shower seconds later, towel slung low on his hips, that smirk on his face like nothing was wrong. Like he hadn’t just shattered her.

She held up the phone. “You want to explain this?”

His smirk faded. A beat of silence stretched between them hot, thick, loaded. His jaw tensed. “Yulia”

“No. Don’t lie to me.” Her voice was razor-sharp, shaking with the rage beneath. “Who was she?”

He stepped forward. “It’s not what it looks like.”

“Then what is it, JD?” Her laugh was hysterical, half a sob. “Because from where I’m standing, it looks like you f**ked someone else while I was out getting your goddamn espresso!”

He didn’t deny it. Not immediately. That was worse than a yes.

She threw the phone. It shattered against the wall.

JD lunged for her, grabbing her wrists, voice low and ragged. “You don’t get to walk away from this, Yulia. You don’t get to leave me. You knew what this was.”

“I made you mine,” she whispered, broken and venomous, “and you gave yourself away.”

Something twisted between them in that moment past love, past lust, deeper than anger. This wasn’t a game anymore. This was war.

She slapped him.

Hard. The crack of it echoed.

He didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. Just stared at her like she was the most beautiful apocalypse he’d ever seen.

And then he kissed her.

Feral. Brutal. Possessive.

They tore at each other like enemies and lovers, collapsing onto the bed in a blur of fury and heat. Her tears mingled with his sweat. His grip left marks on her hips. She clawed his back until blood bloomed beneath her nails.

It wasn’t making love. It was revenge. Hunger. Madness.

Afterward, she lay beside him, heart hollow, body aching.

“Tell me it was nothing,” she whispered.

He stared at the ceiling. “It was a mistake.”

She turned to him, hair wild, eyes empty and wild. “Then so am I.”

And she got up. Left the room. Left him.

But JD knew her. Knew the fire wouldn’t burn out.

And Yulia? She knew this wasn’t over.

Not even close.
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Three Weeks Later
Ibiza, Spain
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Yulia danced like she was trying to forget him arms up, body slick with sweat and glitter, strangers pressed too close. Music throbbed through her bones, but it didn’t drown out the memory of JD’s hands. His mouth. His betrayal. His voice in the dark saying, “You don’t get to leave me.”

But she had.

And it hadn’t helped. Not one goddamn bit.

Now, she caught glimpses of him everywhere shadows behind her, cologne in crowded rooms. A ghost she craved.

Across the club, JD leaned against the bar, jaw clenched so tight he was practically grinding his teeth. He hadn't planned this. He didn’t follow her.

But fate or obsession brought him here anyway.

And now he was watching her dance like she wasn’t broken. Like she hadn’t destroyed him.

A man placed his hands on her waist. JD’s vision blurred red.

He moved through the crowd like a storm.

Yulia saw him too late.

JD ripped the guy’s hands off her with a snarl. “She’s not yours.”

“JD”

“You’re not his,” he growled, dragging her away, ignoring the chaos behind them. “You never were.”

She tried to push him, slap him something. But his lips crashed into hers mid-protest, all fury and heartbreak, and she melted.

Because she still loved him. Still needed him.

They stumbled into the alley behind the club, mouths clashing, bodies colliding.

“I hate you,” she whispered into his neck.

“Liar,” he breathed
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