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Chapter 1

Luke


[image: ]




ANOTHER ONE DONE. QUITE literally, judging from the hot, naked redhead that had been bent over the table just seconds ago by her stepbrother. Some people should really invest in drapes.

I stashed my phone in my jacket and put my car in gear before a nosy neighbor noticed the stranger with a passenger seat full of camera equipment creeping the street. If asked, I didn’t have a very good reason for being here other than money. Which was a damn good reason.

Kink.club.com, a dating site that matched people based on their sexual kinks, had taken the world by storm. My cousin Ben, the good to my bad, worked for them as a psychologist. He was overworked because of the rush of sign-ups, but apparently wasn’t overpaid, and he was desperate enough to pay me well on the side. All I did was follow up to see if matches actually hooked up, and then verify if they had with photographic evidence. 

This was off the official books. I wasn’t on kink.club’s payroll, and I doubted I ever would be since what I did wasn’t exactly legal. Spying and taking pictures of people in their houses would get me arrested. But Ben had a huge family to support. He needed kink.club’s bonuses he got for successful matches. As long as he paid on time, I couldn’t complain.

It was early morning, past the time I usually crashed. The sunrise drenched the interior of my car in neon yellow, so I accidentally stabbed myself in the eye with my sunglasses and then popped the shade down. Ben called me a vampire. I called him a stuffy twat.

My phone buzzed, and everything changed the second I took my hand from the wheel to answer it. With the sun and my eye I’d stabbed, I wasn’t seeing all that good, but a car rocketed in the other direction. Right after, a shape blotted out my windshield. Before I could turn the wheel to swerve, before I could slam the brakes, I hit something. Then I did slam on the brakes.

A bike wheel attached itself to the front of my car, and I instantly thought it was a kid. I felt sick as I tried to open my door. A cold sweat leaked down my face, and a ball of guilt punched into the back of my throat. The bike wheel turned lazily, a playing card wedged in the middle ticking the spokes. A queen card.
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