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  Foreword



In the sun-drenched streets of Manhattan, where brunch is an art form and gossip lingers like the scent of mimosas, the Holland sisters reign supreme. Eugenie, the sophisticated art dealer with a razor-sharp intellect, glides effortlessly through high society—her life a delicate blend of business and charm. Whitney, the dazzling socialite, captivates everyone with her radiant smile and philanthropic endeavors. But beyond the twinkling chandeliers and the clinking of champagne glasses, there exists a chilling secret that binds these two sisters together: they are merciless killers, and their Sunday brunches are not just for indulgence but for execution.




Join Eugenie and Whitney as they navigate a world steeped in elegance and deceit, where they must juggle the demands of their glamorous lives while concealing their deadly pastime. From lavish buffet spreads to clandestine rendezvous, every meeting holds the potential for betrayal, and every guest is a ticking clock. As shadows grow longer and a tenacious detective inches closer to uncovering the truth, the sisters must confront their own dark intentions and the very nature of their bond.




“Bloody Marys and Bad Intentions” combines wit, suspense, and an exploration of the duality of human nature—a gripping tale that will make you ponder: how well do you really know those you hold dear? With each twist and turn, you’ll be drawn into a world where brunch becomes a battlefield and friendship is tested in the most unexpected ways. Prepare for a deliciously entertaining ride that will leave you questioning the true cost of ambition and loyalty. Will you raise a glass to toast their triumph, or will the sisters’ secrets lead to their ultimate undoing?
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  Chapter 1: Opulent Captivity and the Stain

  
  




The perfume of fresh-cut peonies hung heavy in the air, a sweetness that almost, but not quite, masked the metallic tang of something else. Whitney Holland, resplendent in a custom-made silk dress the color of champagne, surveyed her meticulously arranged brunch table with a critical eye. Each antique silver fork gleamed, each crystal flute sparkled. Outside the floor-to-ceiling windows of her Upper East Side penthouse, Central Park stretched out like a vibrant tapestry, indifferent to the dark currents flowing within.




“The new chef’s crème brûlée still lacks that certain je ne sais quoi,” Whitney murmured, her voice a low, melodious purr that could charm a viper from its basket. Her sister, Eugenie, adjusted the cuff of her Yves Saint Laurent blazer, her gaze fixed on the cityscape, not the table. Eugenie, with her razor-sharp intellect and even sharper tongue, was the celebrated art dealer, known for her discerning eye for both masterpieces and flaws in character. Whitney, the socialite darling, was the dazzling queen of charity galas and, more importantly, Sunday brunches.




“Perhaps it’s not the crème brûlée, my dear, but the company,” Eugenie replied dryly, her eyes finally settling on the guest of honor, Mr. Reginald Thorpe. He sat across from them, a portly investment banker whose boisterous laughter had grated on Eugenie’s nerves all week. He’d dared to publicly question her valuation of a newly acquired Rothko, reducing her carefully researched analysis to a mere “woman’s intuition.” An insult of the highest order.




Whitney’s red lips curved into a faint, knowing smile. Reginald, currently mid-anecdote about his latest yacht purchase, paused to take a delicate sip from his mimosa. The bubbles, golden and effervescent, danced in the glass. Eugenie caught her sister’s eye, a silent communication passing between them, swift and chillingly efficient. This was their ritual. The preceding week’s slights, the whispered insults, the perceived threats to their perfectly curated lives – all culminated here, at the most innocuous of social gatherings. Brunch.




Reginald coughed, a small, polite sound at first. Then it deepened, a harsh bark that turned his face a blotchy red. He clawed at his throat, eyes wide with sudden terror, the mimosa glass clattering to the parquet floor. Guests gasped. Whitney, ever the picture of grace, rose from her chair, a look of exquisite concern morphing her features. Eugenie, meanwhile, remained seated, a faint, almost imperceptible smirk playing on her lips. A tiny vial, no larger than a pinky nail, lay hidden in the palm of her hand, its contents now safely absorbed into the champagne flute.




“Reginald, dear, are you quite all right?” Whitney exclaimed, her voice laced with the perfect amount of sympathy and alarm. Too much would be suspicious. Too little, uncouth.




By the time the paramedics arrived, Reginald Thorpe was gone, his last breath a rattling gasp in a room filled with horrified whispers and the clinking of untouched crystal. The cause of death, the preliminary report would state, was a severe, unexpected allergic reaction. Anaphylaxis. Tragic, but not uncommon. Especially in the high-stress world of finance.




No one suspected the elegant sisters, their faces a mask of dignified grief. No one noticed the faint, almost imperceptible stain on the rim of the mimosa glass, quickly wiped away by a diligent housemaid before the police even secured the scene.




The first seed of suspicion, however, had been planted. Not in the minds of the horrified brunch guests, but in the gut of a detective who didn’t belong.
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  Chapter 2: The Outsider Looking In

  
  




Detective Yara Lansing felt out of place. Her sensible shoes squeaked on the polished marble floor of the Holland penthouse, a stark contrast to the designer heels of the socialites who drifted like exotic birds through the crime scene. She was new to the precinct, a transfer from a rough-and-tumble Brooklyn squad, where “brunch” usually involved a greasy spoon and a hangover. Here, the air smelled of money and expensive regret.




Her superior, Lieutenant Morrow, a man whose patience was as thin as his hair, had been explicit. “Lansing, this is a formality. Wealthy man, heart attack, tragic. Don’t antagonize the Hollands. They’ve got connections higher than our pay grade.”




But Yara Lansing had a nose for wrongness. A gut feeling that had saved her skin more times than she could count. Reginald Thorpe, by all accounts, was a picture of health. No known allergies. And the way his eyes had looked, bulging and desperate, not the serene surrender of a natural death.




She watched the Holland sisters from across the room. Whitney, pale but composed, was being comforted by a parade of well-meaning acquaintances. Eugenie, sharper, more withdrawn, stood by the window, her gaze distant, almost… analytical. Yara noticed the way Eugenie’s hand twitched, a fleeting gesture towards her blazer pocket, as if seeking something.




The official story was clean. Paramedics confirmed anaphylaxis, likely from an unknown food allergen. No foul play indicated. But Yara had seen enough death to know the quiet ones often held the loudest secrets. She stooped, running a gloved finger along the base of a discarded champagne flute near where Thorpe had fallen. Nothing obvious. But then, her eye caught something. A faint, almost invisible smear on the highly polished parquet floor, quickly obscured by a passing foot. It looked like…a residue, dried and colorless. It was gone before she could truly identify it.




“Detective Lansing,” Whitney Holland’s voice, surprisingly steady, cut through her thoughts. Yara straightened, turning to face the socialite. Whitney’s eyes, the color of expensive emeralds, were fixed on her. “Is there something you need?”




“Just standard procedure, Ms. Holland. My condolences for your loss.” Yara kept her voice neutral, professional. “Was Mr. Thorpe known to have any allergies?”




Whitney paused, a flicker of something unreadable in her eyes. “None that I am aware of. It was truly a shock.” She offered a graceful, sorrowful smile, a performance honed by years of public scrutiny.




Eugenie stepped forward then, her voice crisp, cutting through the pleasantries. “He was quite fond of our mimosas. Perhaps a citrus allergy we were unaware of? Or a bee sting from a flower petal that drifted in?” She gestured vaguely towards the open window. It was a plausible, if slightly ridiculous, suggestion.




Yara nodded slowly, committing their expressions, their subtly different reactions, to memory. She knew something was off. The question was, how to prove it when everyone above her wanted the case closed yesterday?
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  Chapter 3: The Recipe for Revenge

  
  




Three weeks later, the whispers about Reginald Thorpe had faded, replaced by chatter about the upcoming charity auction Eugenie was curating. The Holland sisters were back in their element, their impeccable reputations untarnished.


“He deserved it, you know,” Whitney said, stirring her Earl Grey tea with a silver spoon. They were in Eugenie’s private study, surrounded by priceless art and the scent of old books. “That vulgar man, disparaging your expertise. As if he knew anything beyond the value of a stock portfolio.”


Eugenie leaned back in her leather armchair, a faint smile playing on her lips. “Indeed. His continued existence was an affront to aesthetic and intellectual integrity.”


Their motives were often intertwined, a tapestry woven with threads of shared vanity, familial loyalty, and a chilling sense of entitlement. Eugenie, the mastermind, meticulously planned the “how.” Whitney, the eager accomplice, provided the “where” and the “who.” Reginald Thorpe’s “sin” was intellectual arrogance. The victim before him, a particularly garrulous socialite named Alanna Valente, had committed the cardinal sin of wearing the same Oscar de la Renta gown as Whitney to a major gala, then subtly implying Whitney’s was a replica. Alanna’s demise had been a slip and fall down a grand staircase during a polite, post-brunch conversation, assisted by a strategically placed antique rug and a dash of fast-acting anticoagulant in her Bellini.


Their planning was an art form in itself. They spent hours discussing the “target,” dissecting their flaws, their perceived injustices. Then came






















