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  Foreword



Dear Reader,




If you’ve ever dreamed of getting the ultimate revenge on a cheating ex, congratulations you’re in the right place. Red Hot Revenge is the tale of one woman’s journey from heartbreak to pure, unfiltered chaos, and let me tell you… it’s delicious.




Let the games begin!




With love (and a touch of vengeance),

Royal Reeds
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“Oh, yes!”




Zoe’s back arched as Ryan thrust into her one final time, his body tensing as he finished. He rolled off with a satisfied groan, his chest heaving. Zoe stared at the ceiling, acutely aware of the ache between her legs, the build-up of pleasure with no release.




“That was amazing,” Ryan murmured, pulling her close and nuzzling her neck.




Zoe swallowed hard, pushing down her disappointment. “Yeah, it was great,” she lied, forcing a smile. She ran her fingers through his hair, focusing on his contentment rather than her own frustration.




As Ryan’s breathing slowed into sleep, Zoe remained wide awake, her body still thrumming with unfulfilled desire. She traced idle patterns on his skin, wondering why she couldn’t bring herself to ask for what she needed. The moonlight filtering through the curtains cast strange shadows across the room, and Zoe imagined they were mocking her silence, her willingness to prioritize Ryan’s pleasure over her own.




The next morning, Zoe stood at the stove, the sizzle and pop of bacon filling the kitchen. Sunlight streamed through the window, catching dust motes in its golden beams. She cracked eggs into a bowl, whisking them with more force than necessary as her mind wandered back to the previous night.




The coffee maker gurgled, releasing a rich aroma that mingled with the scent of frying bacon. Zoe inhaled deeply, trying to focus on the simple pleasure of cooking rather than the lingering disappointment that clung to her like a second skin.




She heard Ryan’s hurried footsteps before she saw him. He burst into the kitchen, his tie askew and hair still damp from the shower. “Shit, I’m late,” he muttered, bypassing the carefully set table to grab an apple from the fruit bowl.




“I made breakfast,” Zoe said, gesturing to the spread she’d prepared - fluffy scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, and golden toast piled high on plates.




Ryan barely glanced at it as he shrugged into his suit jacket. “No time, sorry. I’ll grab something at the office.” He pecked her cheek quickly, the kiss so brief she barely felt it. “See you at work, babe.”




The door slammed behind him, leaving Zoe alone in the suddenly too-quiet kitchen. She turned off the stove with a sigh, her appetite evaporating.




Zoe sat at her desk, the gentle hum of fluorescent lights and muted office chatter fading into the background as she stared at her computer screen. The numbers on the spreadsheet before her blurred, her mind wandering to the previous night and morning’s disappointments. She absently twirled a strand of hair around her finger, her other hand tapping a restless rhythm on the polished wood of her desk.




The sudden vibration of her phone startled her from her reverie. She glanced at the screen, her heart skipping a beat when she saw Ryan’s name. With slightly trembling fingers, she opened the message:




“Hey babe, need to talk to you about something important. Dinner tonight?”




Zoe’s breath caught in her throat, a surge of excitement coursing through her veins. Could this be it? After three years together, was Ryan finally going to propose? She bit her lip, trying to temper her enthusiasm, but her imagination raced ahead, conjuring images of candles, roses, and a velvet ring box.




The office around her seemed to fade away, replaced by a montage of wedding plans - a flowing white dress, fragrant bouquets, the soft strains of a string quartet. She could almost feel the weight of a diamond on her left hand, could almost hear the words “I do” echoing in her ears.




With fingers that shook slightly, she typed out a reply: “Yes, of course!”




Zoe barely had time to hit “send” before a sharp knock on the glass wall of her cubicle pulled her attention back to reality. She turned, forcing a polite smile as Mia, a bubbly coworker from HR, peeked inside.




“Zoe! Got a second? You’ll want to hear this!” Mia beamed, practically bouncing on her heels.




Before Zoe could respond, the reason for Mia’s excitement strolled into view—Ryan Maxwell. His tall frame, confident stride, and impeccably tailored suit drew attention as he made his way through the open-plan office. Heads turned, whispers ignited like sparks around her.




Zoe straightened in her chair, her heart fluttering. Ryan had never come to her desk like this before—not openly, at least. Could he be about to break the secrecy of their relationship? Her pulse quickened as the fantasy she’d just conjured began to feel tantalizingly real.




Mia clasped her hands together and leaned in, her voice a stage whisper that somehow still carried. “You won’t believe it—Ryan’s officially off the market! He’s engaged to Clara Everhart!”




The words hit Zoe like a physical blow, stealing the air from her lungs. Her fingers froze on the keyboard, and she felt the blood drain from her face.




“What?” she managed, her voice barely audible.




Mia misinterpreted her reaction as surprise rather than devastation. “I know, right? Clara Everhart! The CEO’s daughter! Isn’t that wild? Apparently, they’ve been quietly dating for months, and the engagement was just announced this morning. He’s on his way to the conference room now to share the big news with the team!”




Zoe’s vision blurred, her head spinning as Mia’s words confirmed the impossible. Quietly dating? Months? Was that why he wanted to meet tonight? To tell her this?




Her mind raced, piecing together moments that had once seemed insignificant—the canceled dates, his excuses for their secrecy, the way he’d grown distant lately. And now, here he was, walking toward a conference room to celebrate his future with another woman.




Ryan reached her cubicle, his warm smile twisting the knife in her chest. “Zoe,” he said casually, as if her world hadn’t just crumbled. “I need you to wrap up that campaign analysis by the end of the day. Important client meeting tomorrow.”




It was so ordinary, so indifferent, she almost laughed at the absurdity. Her throat tightened as she forced herself to nod. “Of course,” she replied, her voice trembling despite her best efforts.




“Thanks,” Ryan said, already turning away, his attention on the bigger stage awaiting him.




Zoe sat frozen, her phone buzzing again on the desk. She didn’t need to look to know it was Ryan, probably confirming their dinner plans.




For a moment, she stared at the spreadsheet on her screen, the numbers once again blurring beyond recognition. Her pulse thundered in her ears, the weight of humiliation and heartbreak crashing down on her. Slowly, she reached for her phone, flipped it face down, and stood.




She needed air. Or maybe she just needed to be anywhere other than the office where Ryan Maxwell had just shattered her heart in full view of her colleagues.




As she walked briskly toward the break room, her thoughts turned dark and sharp. If Ryan thought he could humiliate her and walk away unscathed, he was sorely mistaken.
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Zoe sat cross-legged on her bedroom floor, a crumpled tissue in one hand and Ryan’s cologne in the other. Her nose was red, her eyes puffy and raw from hours of crying. The sharp, woody scent of the cologne filled the air as she tossed it into the growing pile of his things on the floor. Clothes, shoes, and a worn leather jacket were already in the box she’d dragged out of her closet. The last addition was a photo from her nightstand—a picture of them at an amusement park, grinning and holding hands like they had a future.




Yeah right.




She stared at it for a long moment before pressing her thumb over his face and throwing it into the box with more force than necessary.




The door clicked open, and Zoe whipped her head around, startled. Ryan stood in the doorway, still in his suit from the office, his expression a mix of confusion and irritation.




“What are you doing?” he asked, stepping inside. “Why didn’t you show up for dinner?”




Zoe shot to her feet, her chest heaving with the fresh wave of anger his voice triggered. “What am I doing?” she spat, her voice trembling. “I’m packing up your crap. What the hell do you think I’m doing?”




Ryan frowned, his hands going to his hips. “Zoe, come on. I was going to tell you—”




“Don’t,” she cut him off, her voice sharp and filled with venom. “Don’t you dare stand there and lie to me again. You weren’t going to tell me anything! You were just going to string me along like you always do.”




Ryan sighed, running a hand through his hair in exasperation. “I was trying to find the right time. You’re overreacting.”




“Overreacting?” Zoe’s laugh was bitter and hollow. “You’ve been secretly engaged while you’ve been sleeping with me! The only reason you invited me to dinner was so I wouldn’t make a scene in public. You think I’m too stupid to figure that out?”




“That’s not true,” he said, his tone softening. “I didn’t want to hurt you—”




“Bullshit!” she shouted, cutting him off again. “You didn’t want to hurt yourself! You wanted to keep me around while you played the perfect fiancé to your precious Clara!”




Ryan’s jaw tightened, his face hardening. “You’re being unreasonable. I know you’re upset, but you need to calm down.”




“Oh, I’m calm,” she said, her voice icy now. She grabbed the box and shoved it toward him. “Take your crap, Ryan, and get out. Don’t call me, don’t text me, and don’t you dare show up here again.”




Ryan didn’t move to take the box. Instead, he studied her with a look that was half pity, half annoyance. “We’ll talk when you’ve calmed down,” he said finally, as if he were doing her a favor.




“Get out!” she screamed, her voice breaking.




This time, Ryan turned and walked out, leaving the door slightly ajar behind him. Zoe stood there, trembling, until the sound of his car pulling out of the driveway signaled he was gone.




That night, Zoe crawled into bed, her body exhausted but her mind racing. Her pillow quickly grew damp as tears spilled freely down her cheeks. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Ryan’s smug expression or heard Mia’s cheerful announcement in the office.




Unable to stop the spiral of thoughts, she grabbed her phone and texted her sister, Alexandra:




Zoe: Ryan’s a lying, cheating scumbag. He’s engaged to the CEO’s daughter. I broke things off.




A minute later, her phone buzzed.




Alexandra: WHAT. Are you serious? What a total jackass.




Zoe: Completely serious. I kicked him out.




Alexandra: Good for you. But also…what an idiot. Who cheats on you? You’re gorgeous, hilarious, and smarter than half the people I know.




Despite herself, Zoe smiled a little.




Zoe: You have to say that. You’re my sister.




Alexandra: Yeah, but I’d also say it if I weren’t. Forget him. You deserve way better.




Zoe let out a soft laugh, wiping her nose with her sleeve.




Zoe: Thanks for making me laugh. I needed that.




Alexandra: Anytime. Love you. Get some sleep, okay? Tomorrow is a new day to crush it.




Zoe stared at her sister’s encouraging words for a long moment before finally setting her phone aside. The tears slowed, replaced by a hollow ache in her chest, but at least she wasn’t alone.




For the first time that night, Zoe closed her eyes and drifted into a restless, but much-needed, sleep
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For the next few days, Zoe lived in survival mode. She dodged Ryan at every opportunity—avoiding his calls, deleting his texts without reading them, and sending his emails straight to the trash. She made a point to never be in the same room as him at the office. If he entered a meeting, she suddenly remembered an urgent task elsewhere. When he approached her desk, she was already walking briskly toward the break room or copier.




At home, she took further precautions, changing the locks on her door and placing his boxed-up belongings in the garage, ready for him to collect—if she ever felt charitable enough to tell him they were there.




Her resolve held strong until Friday morning, when she stepped into the quaint coffee shop she and Ryan had frequented countless times. The familiar scent of roasted beans and cinnamon hit her, a comfort she thought she could cling to. She stood in line, trying to shake off the exhaustion that clung to her like a second skin.




Then, she heard his voice.




“Clara, you’ve got to try the scones here. They’re the best.”




Zoe stiffened, her blood running cold. Slowly, she turned her head and saw them—Ryan and Clara Everhart, the woman whose name and face had haunted her for days.




Clara was every bit as stunning as Zoe had feared. Her auburn hair cascaded in perfect waves over her shoulders, her tailored white blouse and chic pencil skirt giving her an effortless elegance. She looked like she belonged on the cover of a fashion magazine, not standing in line at a coffee shop.




And Ryan… he looked good too. Too good. His easy charm was on full display, his hand resting lightly on Clara’s lower back as he leaned in to speak to her. They looked polished, put-together, like a couple straight out of a romantic drama.




Zoe’s chest tightened, her stomach twisting into a painful knot. For a moment, she stood frozen, unable to tear her eyes away.




Ryan’s gaze shifted, and their eyes locked.




Panic surged through her veins. She grabbed her wallet from her bag and abandoned the line, turning on her heel and rushing out of the shop. She didn’t care that she’d barely gotten three hours of sleep the night before or that she desperately needed caffeine. The air outside felt suffocating, but it was better than facing Ryan—or the cruel comparison between her and Clara.




By the time Zoe made it back to her house, she was shaking. She dropped her keys on the kitchen counter and leaned against the wall, trying to catch her breath.




She could still see them in her mind—Clara’s radiant smile, Ryan’s easy laugh. They looked like the perfect match, and it gutted her.




Hot tears spilled over before she could stop them. Sliding down the wall, she buried her face in her hands, her body wracked with sobs.




“Why wasn’t I enough?” she whispered to herself. The question hung in the empty air like a weight, suffocating her.




Her mind flooded with memories—Ryan’s crooked smile as he reached for her hand, his whispered promises in the dark, the way he’d held her close and made her feel like she was the only woman in the world.




It had all been a lie.




As the sobs subsided, Zoe wiped her eyes with trembling hands. She knew this wasn’t just about Ryan anymore. It was about her worth, her ability to trust, her ability to let someone in again without fear of betrayal.




But sitting there on the floor of her kitchen, all she could feel was pain.




Her phone buzzed on the counter, pulling her out of her thoughts. For a second, she considered ignoring it—it was probably Ryan again. But when she glanced at the screen, she saw her sister’s name.




She grabbed the phone, her voice cracking as she answered. “Alex?”




“Zoe? What’s wrong? You sound awful.”




Zoe hesitated, then let it all spill out. The coffee shop, the way they looked together, how she’d run out like a coward.




Alexandra listened quietly, letting her vent until her voice broke again. “Zoe,” she said gently, “you’re not the one who’s lacking here. Ryan is. He’s the one who lied. He’s the one who threw away something amazing because he’s an idiot.”




Zoe sniffled, hugging the phone tighter. “It just… it hurts. Seeing them together, it’s like… like I didn’t matter at all.”




“You did matter,” Alexandra insisted. “And don’t you forget it. One day, you’re going to look back on this and realize you dodged a bullet. But for now? Cry it out, scream into a pillow, eat ice cream straight from the carton—whatever you need. Just know I’m here, okay?”
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