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Lucian contemplated his reflection in the Grand Salon mirror with satisfaction. The last golden rays of the sun that pierced through the windows gently caressed the delicate features of his face. Lucian's eyes sparkled with a haunting glow. His meticulously styled black hair gave him a look that was both wild and sophisticated. By his own standards, he was simply magnificent.
Witnessing this almost theatrical scene, Nia stood to the side, silent and discreet. She knew he didn’t like to be disturbed while he admired himself in the mirror. He was a detail fanatic and had to ensure everything was perfect. She was used to it. She didn't hold it against him. She simply waited for this affected ritual to end. Yet she couldn’t help but observe him from the corner of her eye. She gazed at him as if time no longer mattered, with respect and fascination. And above all, she knew better than anyone that Lucian wasn’t the kind to appreciate compliments. For him, compliments were the drug of the weak. His coldness on this subject was well-known in the house.
"You look magnificent tonight," she murmured, unable to suppress her innermost thoughts.
Lucian abruptly turned to her, his eyes filled with a chilling arrogance.
"You know how to ruin the party, don’t you?" he replied in a cutting tone, dismissing her with a sharp gesture.
Nia didn't take offense at his harsh response. She knew that nervousness was Lucian's main characteristic when he had to go out in public. Every outing was a tedious adventure he sometimes endured reluctantly.
He began with meticulous grooming, taking the time to attend to every necessary detail of his perfect body. He then chose from his thousands of outfits, obsessively selecting the materials and colors that would harmonize best. Shaving was done with surgical precision, followed by an impeccable hairstyle. Accessories—belts, ties, bow ties, rings, and bracelets—completed his outfit, selected according to his mood of the day. Every detail had to be perfect, as if he had a clear graphic charter in mind. His staff was fully devoted to each of these tasks, running around to satisfy their master's every whim.
That evening, Lucian had planned to attend a dinner at the restaurant Le Renaissance with a select group of friends. It was a highly anticipated social event, gathering the crème de la crème of society. For Lucian, it was a crucial evening, an opportunity to show himself at the pinnacle of his charm and power. However, no one suspected the immense pressure he felt inside.
Society viewed him as a cold and authoritative being, but no one suspected the inner struggles he faced. He felt a constant need to prove his worth, to stand out from the others. Every detail, every clothing choice, was a battle.
Lucian turned to Nia, still standing beside him. He noticed her gaze filled with understanding and empathy. Despite his icy demeanor, she was one of the few people who truly understood him.
"Have the car prepared. I need to leave soon," he announced calmly, although his eyes still betrayed a certain nervousness.
Nia nodded, inclining her head slightly before heading to the door. As she exited the room, she couldn't help but wonder what could be haunting Lucian's mind, what pushed him to submit once again to this sacrificial ritual.
The minutes that followed passed in growing excitement. Lucian attended to his final preparations with obsessive attention, filled with tics and rituals, as if he wanted to ward off bad luck. He ensured everything was perfect before leaving his majestic domain to join society and its frivolities, which he despised yet could not live without. This domain spread across lush greenery, an oasis of beauty and tranquility away from the bustle of the city.
Florinda drove the car in silence. She knew it was better to remain quiet during this journey. She didn’t want to be met with an avalanche of remarks and sometimes insults. The car stopped in front of the restaurant Le Renaissance. The car doors aligned perfectly in front of the restaurant entrance. Lucian took a deep breath, trying to calm his boiling mind. He knew that the moment he stepped through those doors, he would be watched and judged. But despite his doubts and fears, he had to move forward, to prove his worth at every moment.
Nia, still at his side, gave him an encouraging smile, a silent support that comforted him more than ever. With a hint of humor and affection, he referred to Nia and Florinda as his “mutes.” They understood the need for this essential silence when he had to face the real world. Despite the psychological armor he had built, Nia was one of the few who truly understood his tormented soul.
The central doors of the long black limousine opened. Lucian leaped out like a long jumper. In just a few strides, he was already inside. He didn’t look back at Nia and Florinda, who were already leaving, leaving him alone and unsupported. They knew that this could sometimes have unexpected consequences. And that evening, the events that would follow would once again prove them right.
As he entered the restaurant, Lucian's gaze lost itself in the crowd, searching for those who were waiting for him. Familiar faces greeted him with warm smiles, hypocritical congratulations hidden behind false praises. Everything he despised.
The evening promised to be long, very long. Trivial conversations mingled with the subdued atmosphere that prevailed in this prestigious place. But Lucian was determined to play his part, to embody the powerful and charming man everyone expected.
As his friends congratulated him, forming a circle around him, Lucian froze for a moment, observing his reflection in the ubiquitous mirrors of the restaurant. His heart tightened, a part of him wondering if all of this was really worth it.
Yet he had made great progress lately. He was almost ready to face the evening, to let his splendor shine before those who only wanted to be dazzled. 
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The Renaissance
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"This guy has been staring at me for five minutes."
"Which one?"
"That one, the dude who's showing off with his gothic coat."
"Damn, you’re right. He must be sweating like a pig in that armor."
"Sandra, he's a guy. A male. If he’s sweating, it’s like a pig, not like a sow... Look how he’s looking at me."
"Well, are you sure it’s for you?"
"Yes. I’ve been watching his little game for a while. He’s already turned his head towards me ten times."
"Come on, you’re still imagining things. Do you really think you’re irresistible?"
"Stop it!"
"Go talk to him then."
"Oh yeah? He’s the one checking me out, and I’m the one who has to move my butt?"
"You crack me up, Carla. You spend all your time seeking attention, and when it bites, you freak out."
"I’m going to call the cops, yes!"
"The truth is you’re already in love with him. You’re such a fast one."
"Stop your nonsense, please."
"Look!"
"What?"
"He’s coming towards us..."
"Oh crap. What do we do?"
"Me? Nothing."
"Sandra, don’t bail on me this time. Make up anything, but I don’t want to talk to that guy."
Lucian approached Carla and Sandra as if he were gliding on a magic carpet, in a smooth and harmonious motion, which contrasted with his lumberjack build. He might have been gliding on a magic carpet, but in slow motion. His mid-length black hair floated in the wind, and his open coat billowed at times like a sail, giving the impression of a vampire’s cape floating in the air. 
Of course, there was no gust of wind in this slightly posh downtown restaurant: The Renaissance. But Lucian displaced so much air around him as he approached them that the illusion of slow motion and time stretching was perfect. The closer he got, the more one noticed that he was truly built like a two-meter-tall double fridge and that he could smash walls with a flick. There was no doubt, he wasn’t the kind of guy you’d want to run into in a dark, isolated alley at midnight. He looked intimidating. In profile, his fine and pale features gave him a childlike appearance, while from another angle, he appeared much more menacing. His ample coat seemed weighed down with heavy objects and concealed weapons. It covered a fitted black suit with a vest, over a shirt and a satin bow tie. Depending on his posture, his hair partially concealed his deep, shiny black eyes. Carla and Sandra were devouring him with their eyes, completely fascinated but paralyzed by so much darkness and mystery condensed into one man. They pretended not to have noticed him. It was their usual flirting technique: playing indifferent and unattainable.
"Good evening, ladies. I’m hosting a little soirée with some quality friends at my place out of town. Would you like to join?"
Carla looked at Sandra who looked back at Carla. Taken aback, they were on the verge of cracking up. Or something like that.
This guy, who thought he was the archetype of the tall dark stranger, had just asked them to spend the night at his place. His casualness and self-confidence seemed to be the weapons he was used to in matters of seduction. It should also be noted that his striking looks were probably his universal key to unlocking all sorts of situations, and available hearts. In principle, he was precisely the kind of direct and self-assured guy they hated. In principle. 
Strangely, seen up close, he was much finer and paler. He was still very tall, but suddenly very lean, with pianist’s hands, far from the lumberjack that had risen in the distance to approach them just seconds ago. "Welcome to the strange...", Carla murmured mockingly.
It was as if something impossible to discern had changed in him, in real time.
"You could introduce yourself first, couldn’t you?" Sandra asked, a bit frustrated at being treated like a piece of meat ready to be cooked.
"Oh, of course. I’m Lucian. I need to return to my table; my friends are getting impatient already. I’ll leave you my card. You can come by midnight. We can get to know each other better?"
Without waiting for a reply, he pivoted on his heels, clapping them like a soldier, and returned

[image: image]

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
B AR
o _fs.;PAUL%SKIAM =

' ¥ s S -

ey





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





