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SO, WHAT HAD HAPPENED was...   Just over a year ago, Tanisha Stewart pulled me into a chat with a small group of authors that I'd met in the popular EyeCUReading and Chatting Facebook Group: Toni Larue', Octavia Grant, Keira N. James, and of course, Tanisha herself.  Besides having incredible respect and admiration for each other, the five of us also shared a passion for the darker side of fiction. Tanisha's idea was two-fold but also pretty simple. She wanted to create a forum for black women who love to read (review and discuss) thrillers, horror and suspense; and, we would also collaborate on special projects that showcase our individual storytelling styles.  Welcome to our first project, Dating App Horrors. And stay tuned for what's next because this thing we've put together over here is, whew, it's something serious.  And I also have to give a shoutout to my other hype(wo)man, Author JR Mason for matching - no - SURPASSING - my crazy.  Love, Kenya
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Subscribe  and stay up to date ON NEW RELEASES, BOOK events, special discounts. You'll also have the chance to be included in the monthly drawing for subscriber appreciation prizes! 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue


[image: ]




THE STREET WAS DESERTED, quiet and still, except for the gentle tapping of raindrops on the hood of the car. In contrast, a figure could be seen moving about inside the Tudor-style house where the car was parked out front. Someone inside the car watched as the silhouette passed through rooms, stopping every so often to look down at their phone.

From the darkened driver’s seat, someone tracked each of the resident’s movements. Every few seconds, the man in the house stopped to tap at his screen, probably typing messages he shouldn't be sending, making promises he had no right to make. 

As the man climbed the stairs, the glow from the phone illuminated his face; he was smiling at whatever was happening on the screen. Moments later, the upstairs light clicked on, then off. And the entire house was dark.

The car door opened with a soft click and the figure climbed out and approached the front door, splashing rain each time their boots struck the walkway.

The lock was simple – they usually were in nice neighborhoods like this. People felt safe behind their security cameras and motion lights. This home had neither, making it easier to work on the lock and slip inside. 

Standing perfectly still, the dark figure listened for confirmation that the homeowner was sleeping peacefully before heading up the stairs. They stayed close to the wall so the stairs wouldn’t creak: Second step. Fourth. Seventh. The carpet runner muffled each careful step. 

And there he lay. 

The bedroom door was cracked open, soft snoring drifting into the hallway. He lay sprawled across expensive-looking sheets, one arm thrown wide, phone glowing on the nightstand as the screen announced silent notifications. 

The first blow caught him in the throat, squelching the scream before it could form. The second split his lip, spraying blood across white cotton. By the third, his eyes were open, wide with terror and confusion. 

But it was too late for explanations. Too late for apologies or promises or lies, or pleas for mercy. 

Leather-wrapped fists rose and fell relentlessly, connecting with flesh and leaving deep bloody bruises. Repeated punches eventually broke the skin, peeling it back until white meat began to pop out of the wounds. The victim was too shocked to scream but a single chop to his throat rendered his vocal chords useless in those final moments. In a state of semi-consciousness, he seemed to float above the scene and watch his own body being pummeled to a bloody mess, all over his luxurious silk sheets. He knew he didn’t have much time, the pain was too great, but he wanted to get a look at his attacker before the lights went out. He lifted a limp arm and pulled at the black ski mask covering the monster’s face, but his feeble attempt only angered it more.

With a final wide swing of an arm, the fist connected just below the victim’s jawline, disconnecting his neck from his spine, and all went dark.

When it was done, fingertips in bloody gloves lifted the phone from the nightstand and began scrolling through messages, profiles and lies. The dating app was uninstalled with a few taps, then the phone was slammed against the corner of the dresser until the pieces shattered and fell to the carpet.

Outside, the rain had stopped. The street was still quiet, houses dark and peaceful. But inside one of them, what looked to be pieces of a man lay soaking through expensive sheets, after learning too late that some promises were better left in the drafts. 
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She must be an Angel
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THE BAR INSIDE THE Hyatt Regency Hotel was exactly what Angel had hoped for – dim lighting, overpriced drinks, and men who thought expense accounts made them interesting. It made the perfect hunting ground. Or, the perfect playground to tease her prey.

At least this time, the prey –  Dawood - matched his profile photos. Mid-forties, trendy appearance in clothing that was both fashionable and practical. His handsome face displayed a mix of confidence and desperation from too many nights waiting in bars just to be disappointed. Just like his photos, he had blemish-free brown skin, was well manicured from his fresh line-up and mustache to his beard and brows; his brown eyes were the color of coffee, after you added a few splashes of cream. He was beautiful. But he was still going to get the work he came for.

He stood when she approached, and she chuckled at the idea that he still practiced that kind of courtesy.

"Angel?" His smile was eager but nervous. "You look even better than your pics."

She gave him the smile she'd practiced at home in the mirror – demure but promising. "Thank you. I didn’t keep you waiting too long, did I?"

"Not too long. I think you’re worth it." He stepped around to her side and pulled out her chair. "Can I get you something?"

"Gin and tonic." She set her small clutch on the table and accepted the chair. "With lime."

As Dawood stood next to her, signaling their attendant, Angel assessed his wallet's outline in his jacket pocket. Right side, back panel. Standard casual first date setup. At least he had one on him. There had been a few who wasted her time and pulled the “I forgot my wallet” card when the bill came. With this one, she guessed she would have maybe fifteen minutes once they got to the room before he'd start expecting things to move along.

"So," Dawood said, settling back into his chair. "You mentioned you work for Amazon?"

Angel paused before answering, watching him lean forward with interest. Men like Dawood were easy marks – drop enough poor damsel in distress vibes, then let them do most of the talking.

“Yep, that’s what I do! It’s not fun but it pays the bills," she replied, noting his empty glass. Damn, he drank that fast; this may not take long.

“I can tell; you got some strong arms like you really work out and take care of yourself.” Dawood licked his lips as he eyed the parts of her body he could see across the table.

Naturally athletic and fit, Angel wore a soft silky blouse with lace sleeves that did nothing to disguise her muscular arms. At least he knows he can’t fuck with me, she thought, removing her folded arms from the table and placing her hands in her lap. She was used to men being intimidated by her physical presence but often, they were more turned on than daunted.

"I manage to get in a little workout here and there,” she said, patting her toned upper arm. 

“You’re kinda tall too. I like that.”

Angel laughed gently. “Me too. But I'm sure that's not what you want to talk about all night."

Dawood’s eyebrows raised slightly. "All night?" 

She leaned forward, letting her voice drop. "Why don't we continue this conversation somewhere more private?"

His face flushed red as he once again signaled for the table attendant – more urgently this time. The young man approached the table and Dawood barked roughly as he pushed back his chair. “Bill the tab to my room!” 

Angel smirked and allowed him to help her from her seat. He’s gonna be real easy, this one.

The elevator ride to his floor was silent but charged with anticipation. Angel kept her expression eager but slightly nervous – brushing the back of her hand against his thigh and holding it there, spontaneous and slightly dangerous. Men ate that up. Dawood kept licking his lips and tapping the panel buttons as if that would make the box climb the 12 floors faster.

When the doors opened, he placed his hand at her back and gently guided her toward his room at the end of the floor. She was unimpressed at the plainness of it all; standard business class: king bed, generic art, minibar. She quickly scanned the room for any sign of valuables but most likely he had put everything in the small safe. At least, he had if he was smart.

"Go on and get yourself comfortable," Dawood said, removing his jacket and draping it across the recliner. He began loosening the top buttons of his shirt as he eyed her hungrily. 

"Do you want to use the bathroom first?"

Angel shook her head and sat at the edge of the bed, looking up into his face. “I’m fine – you go first.” She stared into his eyes. 

Men liked that.

As soon as she heard the soft click of the bathroom door closing, Angel popped up from the bed and got to work. The wallet was exactly where she'd expected, in his jacket pocket, stuffed fat with both cards and cash. She worked quickly, fingers practiced and certain, extracting the first three credit cards and all the cash.

The toilet flushed. Angel shoved the wallet back into the jacket pocket and slipped her take into her clutch. Just a few more seconds and she'd be—
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