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    This book is for my fellow kinky bookworms who would love to be fucked by a mysterious masked man.
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Author’s Note
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My sweet dark romance girlies, please take a moment to read this before you continue with the book. This book contains content that is intended for readers over the age of eighteen. Even though there is a good amount of representation of the BDSM lifestyle, it should not be taken as a guide by any means. Several kinks are mentioned or have detailed descriptions in the following chapters, such as breeding, electrostimulation, orgasm control, orgasm denial, impact play, use of restraints, breath play in water, and mild knife play. There is also mention of mental health issues such as bipolar disorder and pyromania. You will also find a detailed description of arson, as well as multiple mentions of psychological abuse and manipulation. This book is heavy on the revenge trope.  Please remember that even though something is interesting to read about, it doesn’t mean it is safe to experience. Stay safe and happy reading.
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Prologue

Ryker
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In this town, Halloween is a bigger deal for teens and adults than it is for the kids going around the neighborhood trick-or-treating. Kayden’s party has always been the event of the year since we were in high school. A handsome, rich boy with his daddy’s credit card who figured out that throwing parties in abandoned houses and places rumored to be haunted was the way to climb the ladder of popularity.

After the first party, which most everyone who attended was tricked into attending, he went from being a shy nobody to the star of our local high school. Everyone kept wanting him around, but I was by his side long before all of that.

It was actually my idea to throw the first party, but it was never my intention to make that known to anyone but the two of us. Every party, we organized together—even those I couldn’t attend. You see, I fell in love with the wrong person, which caused me to spend three years in a psychiatric ward. And this is exactly why tonight’s party is so important.

Three years ago, I would have been so eager for her to attend. I would have done my best to impress her. I would have been designing every minor detail for months to make sure perfection was achieved by her standards. I never wanted to be the center of attention like Kayden, but her attention has always been what I’ve craved the most.

She used to be the love of my life but turned into my worst nightmare, all in the course of one night. Our story began the night of that first party. The moment I saw her, my heart skipped a beat. She was beautiful even at that age, but as she has grown, she has become a stunning woman who is impossible to ignore.

She wasn’t always popular either; her popularity was also my doing. I used to buy her everything she desired and drive her around so she could be seen exiting an expensive car. I was throwing money her way every time she asked, making sure she was taken care of since her father had abandoned their family long before I entered her life. In my twisted mind, I believed I could buy myself a place in her heart since she would refuse me in any other way.

Halloween, though, has never been my thing; it was always my friend’s type of entertainment. I mostly enjoyed planning the parties. Tricking everyone into attending the first one by blasting a post with some made-up story of paranormal activity in the building where we hosted it was the highlight of my night until she showed up. Then, in the following years, I only helped to make sure she would keep coming. 

It all started as a prank, a sick way to get the attention of those Kayden wished to be around, but it turned into this great event that got bigger and better every year. Every party has a rumor tying it to the place where it is hosted. A story that is mostly folklore. Sometimes, we would build it up for months before entering the property to simulate the existence of the paranormal, manipulating people to believe the stories told by generations growing up in our town.

Parties always get out of hand in this town so quickly anyway, but Kayden’s are prone to include some drama, precisely because we plan them that way. And if you are someone like me, you end up in the middle of the chaos sooner rather than later. I was fully planning to stay locked in my room for the entirety of the party, but when Kayden texted me that she would soon be here, I couldn’t resist. It has been three years since we finished high school. Three years since that bitch made sure I was put away for good. She wasn’t successful, though, and this time I am out for blood. 

I'll admit that maybe burning her car wasn't the best move, but she deserved it. I did make sure she wasn't inside; I'm not that much of an asshole. Calling the cops on my ass wasn't the best move on her part, either. Now she has a target on her back, and I'm itching for some fun since I was released a month ago.

Apparently, in this town, being known as a little too fire-friendly is enough to get you three years in a psychiatric facility. Of course, they pushed for more severe punishment, but my lawyer was clever enough and more than well-paid to make sure I just got the easy way out. If you can call spending three years in a psychiatric ward an easy way out, that is.

My mind keeps drifting, over and over again, between the twisted smile on her face the moment the handcuffs locked around my wrists in the hallway of our high school with everyone watching, and the flames rising high as her car burned the night before.

It’s the same smile she has now as she climbs off her motorcycle and removes her helmet. She upgraded from that pathetic silver car that barely started to begin with. I did her a favor by burning it.

She looks better than I remember, her skin glowing under the lights placed around the old manor's yard. She's wearing a black dress and black horns with a matching tail attached to her dress that wraps around her curvy hips. Her hair reaches her waist, and blonde streaks blend into her black curls. Her blue eyes have that signature smoky look she always used to wear, and her lips are the usual shade of red. The only thing making her makeup suitable for the night is the bloody tears dripping down her cheeks. She has ink on her arms and legs, that’s new. And I can’t stop myself from thinking about how hot she looked driving that motorcycle in a tight black minidress and high heels.

Her gaze drifts to me, but it's clear enough from where I'm standing that she has no idea who I am. Good, I don’t need her to avoid me. She's already interested in me. I can tell by the way her eyes linger on my tattoos while she bites her bottom lip. She says something to her friend, and I see him looking at me. I recognize him. He was always the stereotypical gay teenage boy, with too much confidence for his own good. He was loud and took up space in every room he entered. He was hard to miss and hard not to like, but he never outshone his best friend. Good for him. I always liked that guy. The ones who know who they are from an early age are set for great things, in my opinion. It's a curse to spend your years searching for yourself, but Aiden seemed to always have an idea of who he was, and I had admired that about him from the moment we met.

Even though you wouldn't believe it looking at me now, I wasn't always a good-looking guy. I wasn't ugly, exactly, just not someone who would captivate your attention. I've changed a lot since the last time she saw me; I didn't have any ink, and I was significantly skinnier. I had nothing to do but
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