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Shadows of Crystal and Desire

A novel of romance, mystery and fantasy

Synopsis

In the golden age of the 1920s, between the echoes of jazz, the smoke of Parisian cafés, and the lingering shadows of the Great War, a forbidden romance ignites between Elise Moreau, a free-spirited painter, and Adrian von Falkenhayn, a mysterious German aristocrat bound to a dark family legacy.

Drawn into the haunted halls of Falkenhayn Castle in Bavaria, Elise uncovers secrets that blur the line between passion and damnation. In this place, mirrors do not merely reflect—they reveal hidden desires, buried fears, and futures yet to come. Whispers from the depths promise power, but every gift demands a price: blood... or desire.

Caught between love and destiny, Elise must decide if her bond with Adrian can break the curse—or if both will be lost forever to the shadows of crystal and desire.
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Prologue – The Echo of the Crystal

Bavaria, Winter of 1898.

Falkenhayn Castle rose like a phantom among the mountains, its towers crowned with snow, a silent sentinel above the valley. Inside the great hall, lit only by iron candelabras, a black crystal mirror stood at the center, framed in baroque gold that had long since darkened.

The widowed Countess Liselotte von Falkenhayn stood before it, her gloved hands trembling. Her lips moved in whispers, reciting words from an ancient tongue—half prayer, half incantation.

The mirror quivered, as though it breathed. A shadow spread across its surface: the figure of a man, tall and sharp, his eyes burning with an inhuman fire.

—The pact is sealed, —the figure intoned, his voice colder than the Alpine winds—. With each generation, the price must be paid: with blood... or with desire.

The Countess let a single tear slip down her cheek but did not retreat. The mirror seemed to draw her closer, claiming her.

A violin echoed somewhere in the distance, mournful and sweet. Then, silence.
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Chapter 1 – Paris in Flames of Jazz
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Paris, Spring of 1925.

The lights of Boulevard Montmartre burned brighter than ever that night. The air was thick with smoke and perfume, heavy with laughter, champagne, and the sharp scent of tobacco. Inside the Café Chat Noir, artists and dreamers filled the room, tangled in music and voices.

At a corner table sat Elise Moreau, a sketchbook before her and a half-finished glass of absinthe by her elbow. Loose waves of chestnut hair framed her face, and her dark eyes seemed to challenge the world itself.

She was not a woman who followed rules. The daughter of a fabric merchant, she had refused to marry the respectable lawyer her family had chosen. Instead, she painted. She painted with rage, with hunger, as though each stroke was a rebellion against time.

Her closest friend, Margot Duval, stormed through the smoke with her usual bold smile. A journalist and unapologetic feminist, she never failed to provoke scandal among Parisian society.

—Absinthe again, Elise? —she teased, leaning over the table—. Tomorrow you’ll be painting demons.

Elise smirked, never lifting her eyes from the sketch.
—Perhaps demons are precisely what my work needs. They’re far more charming than the bourgeois.
The music shifted. A saxophone’s cry swelled through the café, raw and sensual. Elise lifted her gaze, and that was when she saw him.

He was tall, dressed in a tailored dark suit, his presence out of place yet commanding. His storm-gray eyes swept the room until they found hers.

A shiver traced Elise’s spine, sharp as though someone had whispered her name.

Margot followed her gaze and arched a brow.
—Well, well. This looks promising.
The stranger crossed the room with deliberate calm, a man who knew he would not be ignored. He inclined his head slightly, his accent unmistakably German.

—Forgive my boldness... but I have crossed half of Europe, and I believe what I was searching for has just found me.

Elise stared back, equal parts curious and defiant.
—And what is it you think you’ve found in this haze of smoke and noise, monsieur?
The man’s lips curved, though his eyes remained unreadable.
—A reflection that was once lost.
The jazz played on, but for Elise, the world had gone silent.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – Encounter with Adrian
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The bustle of the café seemed to fade, as if time itself bent around that gaze. Elise felt a strange thrill in her veins, a magnetic pull she could not explain. Margot, ever perceptive and quick with her tongue, broke the silence.

—And does this mysterious gentleman have a name? —she asked, folding her arms with a smirk.

The man inclined his head with elegance that belonged to another century.
—Adrian von Falkenhayn.
Elise raised a brow, her voice laced with irony.
—An aristocrat in Montmartre. Now that is curious.
Adrian’s lips hinted at a smile, though his eyes stayed serious.
—Curiosity often leads us to unexpected places.
The tension between them thickened, a thread neither could cut. Elise, usually the one to provoke with sharp words, found herself caught in silence. Margot, reading the air, leaned back with amusement.

—Tell me, Monsieur von Falkenhayn, you’re not one of those collectors who come to Paris to buy paintings and women at the same price, are you?

Adrian turned to her, calm and unflinching.
—I don’t collect. But I do recognize what belongs to me.
Heat rose in Elise’s chest, her pulse quickening. The arrogance of it should have angered her—but instead, it awakened something dangerous, something she hadn’t dared name.

Margot threw up her hands dramatically.
—I’ll leave you two to your fire. I have no wish to watch the blaze.
She slipped away with laughter trailing behind her, leaving them alone in the storm of jazz and shadows.

Adrian slid into the seat across from Elise, uninvited yet unchallenged. From his pocket he drew a silver locket, its center holding a piece of dark crystal. He set it on the table between them.

—This crystal has been in my family for centuries —he said, his gaze fixed on hers—. They say it reveals not what you are, but what you most fear... or most desire.

Elise lifted it with careful fingers. The stone was icy, unnaturally cold. For an instant, she swore she saw a vision shimmer across its surface—herself, but not quite. A version of her with lips parted, eyes aflame, dressed in scarlet silk.

Startled, she dropped the locket back onto the table.
—A cheap trick.
Adrian leaned closer, his voice low, his breath brushing her skin.
—Mirrors don’t lie, Elise. They only show what we try to bury.
Her heart thundered in her chest. She wanted to mock him, to break the spell with sarcasm—but she couldn’t. Something in his tone, in his eyes, told her this was no metaphor. It was truth veiled in danger.

The café lights flickered suddenly. The saxophone shrieked one last note before the room was swallowed by darkness. For a few seconds, the crowd laughed it off, dismissing it.

But Elise noticed. She saw Adrian’s eyes glowing faintly, as if lit from within.

The chatter resumed, music picked up, and the world returned to its rhythm. But for Elise, everything had changed.

And though she didn’t say it, she knew one thing with certainty: this would not be their last encounter.
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Chapter 3 – The Forbidden Desire
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Paris, two nights later.

Elise had not slept well since that night at the café. Adrian’s face haunted her sketches, her dreams, even the silence between brushstrokes. Those storm-gray eyes followed her everywhere.

Margot, perched by the window of Elise’s studio with her notebook, glanced up from her writing.
—You’re more distracted than usual. Is it because of that aristocrat?
Elise scoffed, trying for indifference.
—He’s nothing but an arrogant man who thinks mystery is a charm.
Margot laughed, sharp and knowing.
—Oh, darling, I recognize that look. Free women like us hate to admit it, but sometimes arrogance is exactly what we crave to set us on fire.
Elise rolled her eyes, though she felt the truth of it burning beneath her skin.

That evening, a letter arrived.

It wasn’t adorned with flowers or pleasantries—only an invitation, written in flawless script:

"A private evening at the Palais Garnier. Midnight."

Adrian had sent it.

Elise hesitated, but curiosity won. She dressed in a black velvet gown, daringly cut, so unlike the soft hues she usually wore. When she arrived, the grand opera house was silent, its vast hall lit by only a few scattered lamps.

Adrian was waiting on stage.

—I’ve always wanted this place to myself —he said, extending a hand—. And now, I share it with you.

Elise stepped forward, her pulse quickening. A gramophone began to play a slow, mournful waltz. He guided her across the stage, his hand firm at her waist, his closeness almost insolent.

Elise tried to avert her gaze, but his eyes held her captive.
—Why do you run from what you already desire? —he murmured, lips so close they grazed the edge of her ear.
A shiver coursed down her spine.
—You don’t know me well enough to speak of desire.
Adrian’s smile was faint, dangerous.
—Desires don’t need time, Elise. Only the courage to accept them.
The music stopped. Silence fell over the gilded theater, heavy as a secret. Elise should have stepped away—but she didn’t. She was frozen, caught between fear and fascination.

Then she saw it.

One of the stage mirrors fogged over from the inside, as if someone were breathing behind the glass. Elise’s breath hitched. Adrian’s expression remained unreadable.

—Don’t look there —he ordered, his voice sharp.

Defiant, she fixed her gaze on the mirror. And in its depths, she saw not her reflection but an image yet to come: herself and Adrian, entwined in a fevered embrace, lips and skin aflame with passion.

Her heart lurched. She staggered back, breathless.
—What does this mean?
Adrian stepped closer, shadows clinging to his frame.
—It means the forbidden always reveals itself before it devours us.
Elise wanted to resist. To deny. To escape.

But in her chest, the line between fear and desire was already dissolving.

And she knew—she was no longer entirely her own.
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