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My phone screen blurs through the tears I refuse to let fall. Fucking Zane. FUCKING ZANE. The text from Melissa burns into my retinas: "Saw Zane with that girl from accounting again. They went into her apartment. Been there 2 hours now." My stomach knots and twists like someone's reached inside and is wringing out my guts. The bastard is cheating on me. The bastard has BEEN cheating on me. My fingers grip the phone so hard the case creaks, and I welcome the tiny sound of something breaking.

I hurl my phone across the living room where it bounces harmlessly off the couch cushions. Pathetic. Just like me. Just like how I've been ignoring the signs for weeks. Months? The late nights at work. The sudden password on his phone. The way he turns the screen away when I walk into the room. The way his eyes slide off mine when he tells me he loves me.

My skin feels too tight, like it can't contain the rage boiling beneath it. My heart pounds in my throat, in my ears, between my legs where that cheating piece of shit was buried just this morning. His hands on my body. His mouth on my mouth. His dick inside me while he was thinking of her.

"Fuck!" I scream into the empty apartment.

I pace across the hardwood, vision narrowed to a red-tinted tunnel. Heat races up and down my spine, pooling in my chest, making my nipples tighten against my shirt in some twisted, fucked-up physical response to emotional trauma. Even my body betrays me, getting turned on by pain.

There were so many signs. The smell of unfamiliar perfume. The way he'd shower as soon as he got home. The mysterious weekend conference that his coworker knew nothing about when I bumped into him at the grocery store. All these little moments I pushed aside because I didn't want to be the jealous, paranoid girlfriend. Because I trusted him.

I laugh, a harsh sound that scrapes my throat raw. Trust. What a fucking joke.

I need to breathe. I need to think. The air in the apartment is suddenly stifling. I fling open the balcony door and gulp in the cool evening air, trying to calm the hurricane inside me. But calm isn't what I need right now.

What I need is revenge.

The thought drops into my mind like a stone into still water, sending ripples of possibilities outward. Revenge. Make him feel what I'm feeling. Make him watch as I—

Brodie.

The name appears in my mind like a gift. Brodie from work. Tall, broad-shouldered Brodie with his quiet intensity and those hands that always look capable of both tenderness and destruction. Brodie, who Zane has been jealous of from the moment he saw us talking at the company Christmas party last year.

"He's just a friend," I'd insisted when Zane interrogated me later that night.

"The way he looks at you isn't friendly," Zane had countered, his jaw tight.

A smile stretches across my face now, and I catch my reflection in the balcony glass—I look feral, dangerous. Good.

I grab my phone and pull up Brodie's contact. My thumbs hover over the keyboard for just a moment before I type: "You free tonight? Need a favor."
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