
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
MASK OF DECEIT











BY











Paul Zunckel







































































Copyright: 19/3/2015







Prologue

The eyes looking out from behind the mask are
green, but that is all the man can see for her form is hidden in
the folds of the flowing gown that she is wearing. The mask itself
is stunning, handcrafted and if she is anything like the beauty of
the mask, then she is definitely a catch.

Her voice is husky and sexy at the same time;
it sends shivers of delight at the thought of what is to come
through his body, as she takes his hand in her gloved hand and
leads him along the cobblestone walkway, almost as if leading a
lamb to the slaughter.

Sounds of the masked ball not far away
filters across the square, laughter fills the air as revelers soak
up the atmosphere, the colors are bright, and there is a
feeling of gay abandonment as couples,
groups move to and fro, their masks hiding their true features, and
their costumes blend in with the crowds that swarm along the
roads.

She leads him along the canal, the sounds
from the square falling behind them as they cross the bridge, and
he can’t believe his luck on his first night in Venice, to be
chosen by such a beauty, and he tries to imagine what she looks
like behind that mask.

They come to an alleyway and she pauses for a
second, looks into the dark recess of the alley, then turning
quickly, takes his hand again and leads him on. He could have sworn
that he heard her mutter softly into her mask.

“This one is for you Paul, my darling.”

“My Lady, did you say something?”

“No, I am just thinking about what is ahead
of us tonight, you must have imagined it.”

She leads him into a room with a
four-poster bed in the
center, the light is dim and in
the distance, he can hear the
sound of music, and her heavy breathing, which he takes as passion,
and a sign that he is in for a good time tonight with a masked
stranger.

The sound of falling cloth behind him, he
turns and gasps at the beauty before him. She is naked, but still
wears the mask, and he feels the heat rush through his body, and
desire for the masked stranger before him fills him, and he sheds
his clothing.

“Do you like what you see Sir?”

“Yes My Lady, you are magnificent, but I wish
to gaze upon your face, please remove your mask so that I might
drink in your true beauty.”

“I am sorry, you may have me, but the mask
stays on. Lie down, and I will come to you.”

He lies back on the soft mattress, and she straddles him, moving
up his chest and offering herself to him. His eyes close in
ecstasy, and he feels her take his hand, and the soft feel of silk
wraps around his wrist, then the other, and he is bound to the
posts of the bed. His eyes fly open in alarm. He sees her sitting
on his chest, her weight holding him down, and in her hand, she is
holding a dagger, and he hears sobs coming from behind the
mask.

“My Lady, what are you doing?”

Without a word she brings the dagger
down, the dim light flashes off the blade as it cuts deep into his
chest. His body arches as he tries to throw her off, he pulls at
the silk holding his hands in place, but she rides him, gripping
his body with her strong legs, and plunges the blade
in, again and again, the blood splatter
being thrown across the whiteness of the bed.

His body shudders in its final gasp to hold
onto life, and then with a death rattle in his throat, she slashes
the sharp blade deeply across his throat, his body goes limp
beneath her, the air in his lungs escaping through the deep wounds,
as his blood soaks into the bed cover, dripping off the bed, to
form a puddle on the carpet.

“There Paul my darling, I showed mercy, just
like you taught me, I cut the throat of the animal.”

Without another word, she pulls the gown over
her head, covering the blood on her body, slips the dagger into the
folds of her dress, and without looking back at the dead man on the
bed, leaves him, to be discovered when the occupants of the room
returned.

She mingles once more with the groups, just
another mask in the crowd.












Chapter One

Sounds of laughter drift up through the night air into the honeymoon
suite, bringing Juliana to the window; she gazes out over the crowd
of revelers down below, their
masks and costumes a rainbow of colors, the atmosphere full of gay abandon, and a
shiver of excitement run through
her body.

“Oh God, I can’t believe it, finally here in
Venice for the Masked Carnival, and with the man of my dreams.”

Juliana throws herself back on the bed,
closes her eyes, and allows her mind to drift back to the day she
first set eyes on Paul.

Africa

The sun climbs up into the bright blue
sky, dazzling her as she emerges from her tent, and starts to move
across the clearing towards the dining area, her thoughts on what
magnificent African Bush style breakfast she will feast on today
when she stumbles on an exposed rock
and finds herself getting a firsthand taste of African
soil.

Strong hands pull her to her feet, and
she turns to face her “Knight in shining white armor”, with a smart remark about throwing herself
at peoples feet when her mouth goes dry, and her eyes lock with the
man standing before her. His face, darkly tanned from the African sun, his eyes dark
brown and piercing, and a brilliant white smile, that turns her
legs to rubber.

“Oh shit, heck I’m sorry, I was not looking
where I was going.”

“Are you okay miss, have you hurt
yourself?”

“Just my pride thank you, I don’t normally
throw myself at strange men, in strange countries.”

“Well, if you’re sure you are okay; I will be
on my way. I am sure we will see each other again, oh and I beg
your pardon, my name is Paul.”

She takes his outstretched hand, and feels
the electricity pass through her body, once again rendering her
speechless, and for one moment, she feels like giggling like a
school girl who has just been introduced to a pop idol.

“I’m Juliana, thank you for helping me
up.”

“My pleasure Juliana, now
watch yourself, don’t go throwing
yourself at the feet of any other men now, people might get the
wrong impression.”

“Ha ha, funny,
anyway thank you once again.”

Paul turns away from her and makes his way
towards the staff quarters of the camp, and she watches him go,
broad shoulders, slim waist, and just the right height as well.
Juliana makes up her mind then and there to find out more about the
man, and to get to know him. She can’t get that dazzling smile of
his out of her mind.

***

The sound of the electronic keyboard fills
her head, as she slips her arm through her fathers, and together,
to the sound of “The Wedding March,” they move into the small
chapel, and start down the aisle towards the waiting man, standing
alongside the priest, that dazzling smile of his filling her heart
with joy.

“Do you, Paul Stewart take this woman,
Juliana De Luca to be your lawful wedded wife?”

“I do.”

And you Juliana, do you take Paul to be your
lawful wedded husband?”

“Oh yes, I do.”

“Then by the power vested in me, I now
pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

A knock at the door brings Juliana out of her
daydream state, the memories flooding her head as the tears stream
down her face.

“What is it?”

“My Lady, I have been sent to
inquire if you will be joining the
family for drinks?”

“Yes Teresa, I will be there shortly, I’ve
just run a bath.”

Juliana throws herself across the bed,
the mask sits on the dressing table and watches her through empty
eyes, the dagger cleaned in spirits safe in its sheath lies
alongside the mask, it’s work now done as the man
whose life it cutaway was the fourth, and last of the vermin that
turned her perfect life upside down, and turned her into a killer
with no remorse.

She allows her emotions to take over, for too
long she held them in check, not allowing a crack to show through
the armor she has built around herself, holding her feelings deep
inside the recess of her mind, but now, finally she is free to
mourn the man who was her soul mate, her lover and her best
friend.

Juliana’s heart retching sobs fill the
room as she gives herself over totally to her suppressed emotions,
the rage that has burnt inside her for the past five years, slips
out in the flow of tears, and she embraces the memory of
Paul and cherishes each and every moment
that they spent together.

Her mind flies like a bird, turning back the
hands of time. Back to the day that she first tasted African soil,
and Paul become a part of her life. A part of her life that was
perfect, that was made for her, and one of the dates she would
never forget.


Chapter 2

Paul turns away from her and makes his way
towards the staff quarters of the camp, and she watches him go,
broad shoulders, slim waist, and just the right height as well.
Juliana makes up her mind then and there to find out more about the
man, and to get to know him. She can’t get that dazzling smile of
his out of her mind.

As things worked out, it could not have
been better for the man that had made such an impression on the
young Juliana De Luca, was, in fact,
Paul Stewart, owner, and
operator of Assegai Safaris, and more to the point, he was
unattached, so as far as Juliana was concerned, it was game
on.

She had not joined her family on this safari
with any intention of catching any big game for herself, but once
the well built South African had come into her sights, she had
quickly changed her mind, and decided that she would not mind
mounting him on her wall, and making him a permanent fixture in her
life.

Juliana took every opportunity to talk to
Paul, to be near him, but at the same time was very careful of
throwing herself into his arms, which she sometimes found very hard
to suppress, and as the days disappeared into brilliant beautiful
sunsets over the African bush, and the sounds of the night folk
echoed across the camp, the flames from the fire danced to their
own tune, she found that a bond was forming between the two of
them.

He was easy to talk to, and she found
that he paid extra attention to her, which is one thing that was
not lost on her parents, and with
a twinkle in his eye, her father nodded his approval as their eyes
caught across the flickering flames of the fire. Paul’s laugh was
infectious, his naughty sense of humor
contagious and his knowledge of the African bush and its
inhabitants vast, which he was more than happy to share with his
guests.

Juliana found herself being drawn closer and
closer to the man, and when their eyes locked, she felt the blue
bolt of lightning flash between them, and she longed to be held in
his strong arms, and to feel the touch of his lips on hers. The
last thing that she saw before sleep claimed her was Paul’s smiling
face, and Juliana knew, without a doubt that he was the one for
her; he had stolen her heart without even trying.

Her father’s voice breaks through her
thoughts.

“Juliana, Juliana, your mother and I
are going to retire for the night, so we bid you and our gracious
host good night.”

“Night Dad, Mom. See you in the morning.”

Paul stands, and bids her parents good night,
and then turning to her, asks if she would like to take a moonlight
stroll through the camp, as this is her last night here.

They walk, side by side, and she is very
conscious of the closeness of his body, and the male smell that is
so much a part of the bush, and she finds herself willing him to
take her in his arms, hold her close and just kiss her.

The words are out before she can stop herself.

“Kiss me,
Paul.”

Paul stops, and with that beautiful smile on
his face, looks into her green eyes, his arms snake around her
waist, and he pulls her close.

“I thought that you would never ask.”

“Since when does a woman have to ask to be
kissed?”

“When she’s as beautiful as you Juliana, a
gentleman always waits to be asked.”

“Shut up and kiss me, Paul, you talk too much.”

The date was 17th July 2006. A date that was
burnt into Juliana’s brain, for that was the date that she knew she
had found true love, and for the first time in her life, she felt
safe in the arms of another. The next morning, she bid farewell to
her parents, and with their blessings, remained behind with the man
that had captured her heart.

***

The days with Paul blurred, and time
flew by for Juliana as the two of them fell deeper in love with
each passing moment. The mere fact that her father was Don De Luca,
retired, did not bother Paul in any way at all, as all he had eyes
for was the Don’s beautiful
daughter.

Paul taught her to hunt, how to fire a rifle,
and the most important lesson of all was the use of the dagger,
cutting the animal’s throat to stop any suffering. Juliana not only
loved Paul with all her heart and being, but fell in love with
Africa as well, and decided that once they were married, she would
not have a problem being the mother to Paul’s children in Africa,
and living away from her family in Europe.

The Don accepted Paul into the family with
open arms, as did Juliana’s mother, and before they knew it, the
two were engaged, and the date of 7th February 2007 was set for the
wedding.

Juliana slips out of her gown, allowing
the silky material to fall at her feet, and slides into the
rose-scented water, feeling the soothing
effect of the warm water over her
body. She shudders as memories cloud her mind, memories of Paul,
memories of what could have been. Closes her eyes and allows her
mind to drift back in time, back to happier times.


Chapter 3

The wedding had been held in a small chapel
on the grounds of the family estate in Genoa, with about 70 close
friends in attendance. Juliana’s cousin, Marco had stood in as
Paul’s best man, as Paul being orphaned at an early age had no
family, and had been a bit of a Lone Wolf, immersing himself in the
love of his life, the African bush until the lovely Juliana had
taken his heart and made it her own.

The sound of the electronic keyboard fills
her head, as she slips her arm through her fathers, and together,
to the sound of “The Wedding March,” they move into the small
chapel, and start down the aisle towards the waiting man, standing
alongside the priest, that dazzling smile of his filling her heart
with joy.

“Do you, Paul Stewart take this woman,
Juliana De Luca to be your lawful wedded wife?”

“I do.”

And you Juliana, do you take Paul to be your
lawful wedded husband?”

“Oh yes, I do.”

“Then by the power vested in me, I now
pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

***

Juliana fights back tears of grief as she
lies in the warm water, allowing her mind to drift back to the
night of the wedding. She remembers as if it were yesterday the
firm strong feel of Paul’s body as he took her gently in his arms,
the lingering taste of his kisses, and the awakening of her own
body to his as they gently and lovingly came together in a dance of
love as old as time itself.

She remembers how they had fused together,
and moved as one, both shuddering at the same time as they
climaxed, her groans of pure pleasure filling the room as she
squeezed him between her thighs, and held him close.

Once again their desire for each other
reaches fever pitch, and once again they surrender to each other,
giving of themselves totally, uninhibited and comfortable with each
other’s bodies as they explored and pleasured the other,
until finally, they fell asleep
in each other’s arms, happy in the knowledge that they were
destined to spend the rest of their lives together.

***

With a warmth that was foreign to her,
something that she had denied herself for the last four years since
that fateful night in Venice she feels the warmth spreading through her body as she remembers
the first time Paul had taken her in his arms and made love to her.
It had been the 16th December 2006 when he had deflowered
her and made her his woman, and the two
of them had given up their very souls to each other, reaching for
the very stars that gazed down upon them as they joined in ecstasy
under a full African moon, and became one.

Juliana could feel the intensity of Paul’s
love for her, and that intensity gave her the absolute feeling of
security, and with it, the knowledge that he was her god given soul
mate, and together they would move through the years ahead of them,
always as lovers and friends.

Paul, handsome in his own way, rugged
features with a deep tan from the African sun, wavy brown hair, and
brown eyes that seemed to look right into her very soul, and a
ready smile owned his own business, which was a hunting safari
business in South Africa, and was a self made man, and now he had
made the most important investment of his life, and that was
joining his hand with her in
marriage, and along with that they had the blessing of her father
The Don, and her mother, The Contessa who had welcomed Paul into
the family with open arms, basking in their daughters
happiness.

The newlywed Paul and Juliana Stewart had a
lifetime of happiness and blessings to look forward to, with their
futures mapped out for them, the world was an oyster for them to
explore, and it started with the gift of a Honeymoon, from The Don
for them to attend the Masked Carnival in Venice.

This was something that Juliana had
wanted to do for a very long time, and now all her dreams were
coming true. She had found her “Knight in shining white armor,” she
had her families support and blessings of the union, and now she was about to embark on an
adventure into the world of masks, masked balls, gaiety, late night
parties and romance with the man of her dreams, who she knew would
walk tall beside her, protect her and always keep her
safe.

***

The pitch of the massive jet engines
cut out all conversation as the Alitalia 747 starts
it's run down the runway at Cristoforo
Colombo Airport, the landscape becomes a blur as Juliana looks out
her window, then thrust back in her seat, she smiles at Paul, and
holds his hand tight as the giant bird takes to the air, and the
pilot sets course for their first stop, which is Rome, and then the
adventure begins, when they finally touch down three hours and
fifteen minutes later at Marco Polo Airport in Venice, and book in
as Mr. and Mrs. Paul Stewart at the Hotel Dei Drangomanni, and take
over the honeymoon suite.

She puts her head back against the
headrest, closes her eyes and says a silent prayer to her Guardian Angel for bringing the man
alongside her into her life. With a tremble of anticipation,
Juliana allows herself to drift off and dream of the fantastic
future that lies ahead of them.


Chapter 4

Excitement rippled through her as they choose their costumes
and masks for the Carnival. Finally,
she is about to live out her girlhood dream, being a part of
the procession and attending the Grand Masked Ball.

She reaches down and selects a full face
mask.

“Darling, what do you think of this one, my
God there are so many; I don’t know which one to take.”

Paul looks at Juliana, the love light shining
from his eyes.

“Hey my angel, I have a surprise for
you.”

He gestures to the man behind the counter,
who comes forward, holding a leather case; put’s it down in front
of Juliana, and steps back.

“What is this Paul?”

“Sweetheart, I know how much the
Carnival means to you, and have known for quite awhile, so I
commissioned Mr. Giovanni to make
you a one of the kind mask. Open it,
my love; it is waiting for you in there.”

Juliana opens the case before her, and
a gasp of absolute pleasure escapes her as she gazes down at the
mask lying on a velvet robe. The mask is a Columbina style, which will cover her eyes,
nose, and cheeks; it is decorated with
gold, silver, crystals, and
feathers and is tied behind her head with a ribbon.

She looks at the mask, and tears of joy run
from her beautiful green eyes.

“Oh Paul, this is absolutely the most
beautiful thing I have ever seen. I will cherish this mask
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