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By Ruined April

Vincent Thorne, known throughout the underground professional billiards circuit as “The Vulture,” radiated cool, predatory confidence where he stood at the edge of the velvet rope separating onlookers from billiards players and their tables. At forty-two years of age, Vincent was all sharp angles and lean menace. His wavy, slicked-back hair—the color of old slate—framed a face marked by cunning amber eyes and a sharp, almost cruel slash of a mouth, a permanent mask of calculation that rarely softened, even when he slept.

Beside him stood his wife, Seraphina, an ever-present article of strategic living weaponry. Seven years her spouse’s junior, she was a masterpiece of careful, high-cost maintenance, draped tonight in a black silk gown that seemed less a finished garment than it did the suggestion of shadows roaming over her skin, shifting with her movements to only occasionally protect her modesty. Her hair, a dramatic cascade of burnished copper that reached her hip, provided an arresting contrast to her piercing jade-colored eyes. The chilling precision of her smile as she surveyed the room in search of their host for the evening bore all the controlled impress of a noblewoman whose whims promised equal measures of reward and ruin.

As a unit, the couple moved with an unnerving, synchronized grace, a pair of matched predators: the Vulture and his lure. As distracting as each of them was individually, their combined attractiveness was a deliberate and cultivated weapon, a silent declaration of danger and exquisite vice that never failed to draw every gaze in the room, male and female alike. Seraphina’s gown plunged into a daring V, framing her ample bosom, and a slit ascended past her hip, revealing the lengthy, shapely curvature of her leg with every subtle shift in weight. Her purpose was singular: distraction. And her expertise at it had served the Vulture well over the nearly two decades that he’d spent making a name for himself among the elite players in his field.

They hadn’t come to the mansion tonight to observe this amateur league, however. They were here because Vincent had finally secured the long-awaited and coveted invitation from Dante Luna, the reigning world professional who had built his reputation not just on wins, but on the public, calculated humiliation of his opponents. Luna was the man who had forced the great Arturo "The Architect" Vance to kneel and lick the chalk dust from the shoes of every player who’d won that night, and who once made the formerly untouchable "Ice Man" Jenkins present his wife to Dante immediately after the final shot. Dante had taken a seat in view of all the evening’s spectators, whereupon Dante had draped her across his lap and used a polished oak paddle to punish the woman’s bared asscheeks until her face dripped with tears.

Tonight, Seraphina mused, her distraction felt like overkill. 

As if summoned by the thought, a ripple moved through the crowd. Dante Luna emerged from the shadows, a suave, towering man in his mid-fifties. His olive skin looked polished even in the dimly-illumined room, and he carried himself with the lithe grace of a competitive swimmer or flamenco dancer. His dark hair was accented by a distinguished shock of steely silver near the hairline, and the immaculate white British-cut suit suit spoke of old money., and his face, graced by a cleft chin and white stubbled cheeks, offered them an unnervingly smooth smile. For all his surface gentility—from the meticulously manicured fingernails that gleamed when he moved his hands, to his breath that smelled faintly of clove cigarettes—something in his cool, assessing eyes made it clear that a brute, a mobster of unspeakable cruelty, lurked just beneath his skin. Dante walked directly toward Seraphina, ignoring Vincent.

"Mrs. Thorne," Dante purred, taking Seraphina's hand and bringing it to his lips, his eyes lingering pointedly on the exposed curve of her chest before meeting her gaze. "A vision superior to most and equal to any. Truly. Vincent, you always did have remarkable taste in accessories."

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Publlcl y

By Ruined April





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





