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This one is for those orcas that sink the billionaires' yachts.
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Chapter one
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Valentine season was usually slow. Couples were all loved-up and starry-eyed over each other. No one was thinking about getting revenge on their ex or their soon-to-be ex. Usually. 

Except this year, Josephine had seen an increase in orders. Her site had more traffic than ever, and she had not one but three boxes of chocolate set out in front of her.

The old Shits_N_Giggles_Box was a fan favorite. Perfect for the lapsed lover who played indiscretions off as a joke or who liked to try manipulation as a form of control.

Josephine liked her revenge items to have a sense of just deserts, and once she’d added the cutesy names, they struck a chord with people.

It gave clients a way to have fun with it—to exact their revenge and feel validated at the same time. And that’s what Jo wanted—for people to feel good about the shitty situations that people who were supposed to love them put them in.

At first, she wasn’t sure about the directness: ‘Bitter hearts, sweet revenge’ had been her imagined tagline long before she’d created her bare-bones website on the dark web.

People wanted more than that these days; they wanted it to be personal. And now her site featured a collection of over-the-top offerings perfect for any scorned lover.

She picked up the syringe again and inserted the needle into an orange cream. The THC distillate was strong and tasteless, making it perfect for this application. An unexpected high at the wrong time, or the traces that would now show up in someone’s bloodwork, was one of the more harmless services she offered. Though she enjoyed the twist on this particular setup.

Some chocolates got the THC treatment, while others got a hit of a powerful laxative. She also left a few plain—always included in a note to the buyer so they could safely share the box and act like nothing was wrong. 

Reviews mentioned loving this touch. It added an optional layer of gaslighting when the jilted were able to eat from the box without issue.

As fun as the reviews of her bestseller were, it required the most tedious setup, and as she repackaged the boxes, she wished someone would make a big order instead of getting several small ones. The bills did have to be paid, and the big orders were far more fun.

Living in the city had been Josephine’s dream as long as she could remember having one. The sights, the lights, the masses of people. She could get lost in all of it, be consumed by the crowds and become invisible. 

She’d spent so much of her childhood trying to be invisible that when she finally got away, the feeling of it was freedom on a level she had never experienced. She could go anywhere she pleased and do whatever she wanted, and no one batted an eye.

Average build, medium-length dark hair, brown eyes, and a just pleasant enough smile; she could be anyone. It allowed her to carry out even the most flagrant orders.

Receptionists in fancy office buildings barely looked twice at her when she spun by pretending to be a harried assistant. Doormen waved her on, wishing her a nice day when she slipped out of high-end buildings acting like a hungover one-night stand. It was almost too easy.

That would cover the deliveries of the chocolates. Two CEOs and some nepo-baby alpha male type who ‘worked from home’ but really played video games all day while his girlfriend waited tables. Some catch.

Josephine danced through the door of the building, slipping in with a group of twenty-somethings probably on their way home from spending daddy’s money. With her mask of nearly overdone makeup, she fit right in. Once she was alone in the elevator, she rolled her eyes, drumming her fingers along the cardboard of the heart-shaped box.

Still alone as she walked the hall, she verified the address on her phone and centered the box in front of the door, fixing the note with his name on it—Kyle, like a total cliché—before taking a quick photo. Then she hit the bell and dashed back to the elevator. 

These guys were always slow. She imagined him mashing buttons and yelling into his headset at some kids who’d stayed home sick, who were now trouncing him in Call of Duty. He’d bitch that he couldn’t pause and yell at the door that he was coming.

Sometime in the next hour he’d remember the bell and eventually get up to do it after dying for the hundredth time.

Riding down the elevator, she opened her orders and marked this one as complete, adding in the photo she’d snapped of the box on his doorstep. Immediately a broken heart react came through—her site’s version of a thumbs up. The emoji confetti’d across the screen and got Josephine’s heart beating faster. This is what it was all about.

The first office building went off without a hitch.

It seemed the CEO was a real jackass to everyone because the receptionist actually laughed when she saw Jo with the chocolates. “I can’t believe she’s dating him. But I guess for access to a black card, some things can be forgiven.”

That same black card had paid for this box. An extra layer of revenge. Jo loved it. Of course, her site would charge it as a handbag or a pair of shoes—another option she’d added as things improved.

So many of her orders came from people with rich partners treating them poorly. It only made sense. Her services weren’t cheap after all.


      [image: image-placeholder]The last drop-off almost turned into a problem. The weathered receptionist stopped Josephine as she tried to slink to the elevators unnoticed. “Oh, I just have a delivery for…” Jo looked at the box as if she didn’t know where it was going. Play dumb. “Ms. Vanasse, floor eleven.”

With a cocked gray eyebrow, the receptionist called her over. “Ms. Vanasse is busy in meetings today. She is not to be disturbed.”

‘In meetings’ was this lady’s word for banging her assistant. Her husband had found out while trying to surprise her one day at lunch. She’d tried to tell him that Jackson was only redoing the buttons on his shirt because he’d had to change after spilling coffee.

A silly mistake. Insert laugh track here.

There was no coffee then. And there wasn’t any the second time either.

But now there were chocolates.

“I’ll be quiet. I don’t need her to sign for it. Please, I have so many more stops to make. This holiday is killing me!” Jo pulled on her wariest smile, eyes flicking between the woman and the elevator. 

After a too-long moment, “Alright, but her assistant is probably not available. Leave the box on the desk outside the office, and I will see that she is made aware.”

So she’s in on it. Jo wished she had another box. This woman deserved one too. Instead, she smiled. “Thank you. I’ll be really quick!”

As expected, the assistant’s desk sat empty, and the blinds were down on the office interior window. Jo set the box neatly next to the keyboard, snapped her photo and sauntered back to the elevator.

The other thing about these high-end business types? The board often received anonymous tips about C-suite members coming into work high. If she got extra lucky, the Shits_N_Giggles_Box could turn into the HR_Visit_Box or even the Unexpected_Board_Meeting_Box.

Good times all around.

On the way out, she gave a tiny wave to the receptionist, who barely looked up. Some parts of her job were thankless. 

Marking the last of the orders as complete and getting another jolt at those broken hearts, Josephine’s heart rate rose even higher at the new order in her inbox.
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