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​Prologue 
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​Bryce

I thought she was like all the others. The way her smile didn’t reach her eyes. How she went through the motions, like she was on autopilot. Even when with her friends and family, there was no spark. I was going to do her a favor, just like all the others. But, I was so wrong this time.

She came alive when I wrapped my hand around her neck and slammed her against the brick wall of the alley. Blue fire sparked her eyes as she looked up at me, her pink tongue darting out to swipe across red lips. Her breathing sped up, and I could feel the quicken of her pulse through my glove. She smiled and for the first time it reached her eyes. It distracted me and that moment of distraction was all she needed. She pierced my heart that night, leaving her mark on me and not just with her knife.
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​Chapter 1 
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​Paisley

I wonder for the hundred, maybe thousandth, time if he is aware that I know who he is. I knew the moment I laid eyes on him. When my boss introduced him as our newest employee at the coffee shop. Did he know I followed him back to his car that night? Watching as he stumbled, trying not to bleed everywhere. Wondering why I hadn’t finished him, like so many others who had tried to take advantage of a sweet little woman. I peered through his windshield, from across the street, watching him remove his mask and bandaged himself up in the front seat.

I shake my head as Bryce flashes me a smile, catching me looking at him. He walks over, leaning on the counter. “Would you like to go for coffee after our shift?”

I roll my eyes, “we work in a coffee shop.”

“Yeah but I mean good coffee.”

“I have plans with my boyfriend.” I watch as his hand tenses around the rag he was using to wipe down the tables. It’s the same reaction he always has when I mention Mark, like he wants to wring the man's neck. Although I’m pretty sure they’ve only ever met here, when Mark stops by to see me.

“What do you see in that guy? He looks like a douche.”

I draw in a breath, as though outraged, but he’s not wrong. Mark is a douche but he keeps people from seeing the real me. The one who slips out of the house once a month to hang around seedy bars and alleyways waiting for some rando to come along so I can get my kicks.

The bells on the door ring as a young mother drags her toddler into the shop. Bryce flashes me a grin then walks around the counter. I go on autopilot taking the woman's order and making the over complex concoction that is less coffee and more syrupy sugar.

I slip on my customer service mask as the lunch rush begins to trickle in, a fake smile, a fake laugh, some fake banter. There are days where I feel like everything in my life is fake. He may have only worked here a few months, but Bryce and I work like a well oiled machine. I take the orders and he makes the orders. He lets me keep the tips ‘for my pain and suffering’ of having to interact with customers.

When the last customer in line has been served I sit down on the stool behind the counter and roll my head to loosen the muscles in my neck.

“Only an hour left,” Bryce says, carrying a bin of dirty dishes back to the dishwasher.

“Yeah, here let me do that.” I get back up and walk over to take the tote. Our fingers brush as he hands it over and for the briefest moment my body comes alive in the way only one other thing ever makes it feel. I pretend it didn’t happen and say, “You can finish wiping down the tables.”

He looks as if he’s going to say something, but Sasha chooses that moment to come out of the back office. He’s rubbing the back of his neck with that look and I just know what he’s going to ask before he even says anything. “Not again.”

Sasha gives me that sheepish look that tells me everything I need to know, before he says. “Jane and Betty called off. You two think you’d be willing to work a double?”

Bryce glances at me, “you have plans with your boyfriend, right?”

I do have plans with Mark, but nothing I can’t cancel. If I’m being honest with myself I’d rather be here working than pretending to be a doting girlfriend. “It’s fine, he knows I need the money. I got you covered, Sash.”

Bryce shrugged, “I’ve got nothing better to do.”

I hide a smile at that, of course you don’t all your free time is tied up following me around.
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​Bryce

I glance over as Paisley’s phone goes off for what feels like the millionth time in the last hour. I don’t think Mark was as understanding as she thought he was going to be. Of course I can understand that, if she was mine I wouldn’t want her working a double shift either. Hell, I wouldn't want her working at all. I shake my head, with a smile, knowing that she wouldn’t go for that. Her phone buzzes again in her apron, and I see a tiny muscle twitch by her eye. It’s so small I highly doubt anyone would notice it, but I do. She’s getting annoyed.

Since we're alone in the shop, I walk over to where she’s standing checking off items on a clipboard. Her blue eyes flick up to me questioningly, then widen as I reach into her pocket, pull out the phone and turn it off.

“Was that bothering you?” She asks, taking the phone back and putting it in her pocket.

“No, but it was bothering you.”

Something glimmers in her eyes, and the corner of her lips tips just slightly. I have to tamp down the urge to push her against the wall and wrap my fingers around her neck. I want to see that fire again, there have been flickers but I want to see the blaze again. I wrap my hands into fists at my side, and don’t miss the way her eyes flick down to them. If I didn’t know better I’d think she enjoyed getting me riled up. A devious thought tracks its way through my brain.

“Do you think Sasha would know if we close up a half hour early?”

“Yes, due to a little thing called time cards.” She smiles, “do I think he’d care? No, because he wouldn’t have to pay us overtime.”

“If you take out the garbage I’ll lock up and close the register.”

“Deal.”
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​Paisley

I feel the hairs on the back of my neck rise as I haul the garbage out to the dumpster. It’s a familiar feeling and my pulse quickens in anticipation. I turn from letting the cover slam shut and I’m pushed hard against the dumpster. Before I can catch my breath my hands are over my head and a hard muscular body has me pinned. I look up to see familiar dark eyes peering out of a skull mask that only covers the top of his face, leaving his full lips on display. Those lips curl into a cruel smile which causes my insides to flutter. “There she is,” He growls in my ear causing heat to pool between my legs.

He locks both my wrists in one hand, bringing the other down to my throat. “Sorry, Killer, but I learn from my mistakes.”

“And yet you're back for more.”

He squeezes, cutting off my air, as he knocks my legs apart, lodging his thigh between them pressing against my center. “You’re not a mistake, you are an obsession.” His warm breath flutters over my ear as he lets me draw in a gasp of air. “This is your only warning, get rid of him or I will.”

I know exactly who he’s talking about, but I ask anyway, “Who?”

His grip on my throat tightening again as he growls, “the boyfriend.” Then his lips are on mine and he’s devouring me. The sensation is like someone shoved my finger into an outlet and pumped a million volts into my dead heart. I finally feel alive and I don’t want it to end, but he pulls away. “You’re mine now, Killer, get rid of him. I mean it.”

He lets me go and walks away, leaving me slumped against the dumpster, my body humming and panties drenched.

​Chapter 2 

​Paisley

The soft thwack as I smack the spoon into my palm is slightly soothing, as I imagine it’s Mark’s face. He’s ten minutes late for our lunch date, which is usual for him, and I never really minded before. But then I never had an agenda before. I figured a two year relationship required a public face to face break up. This was going to be easy for me, I’d never been wholly invested in the relationship. It was a means to an end, part of the facade that kept the rest of the world from seeing the monster I truly was. Then along comes Bryce seeing through everything, making me feel... I close my eyes and take a deep breath, I can’t think about that right now. One thing at a time.

“Hey Babe,” I feel a light kiss on my head as Mark adds. “Sorry I’m late.” When I don’t reply he sits down. He
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