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Moonlight in Le Chat Noir

Moonlight slants through the tall windows of Le Chat Noir, catching drifting motes in its silver beam. The low murmur of conversation and the soft scrape of chairs fades into the hush that precedes magic. At center stage, Colette Durand steps into the pale spotlight, her chiffon gown whispering against the polished wood. A single gardenia curls in her dark hair, its sweetness tangled with the tang of absinthe on nearby tables.

She lifts the microphone — an old brass relic that gleams under the lamplight — and breathes deep. The first notes of “Moonlight in My Heart” drift from her lips: smoky, tender, carrying both longing and hope. A hush falls over the café as artists, journalists, and curious tourists lean forward, drawn by the tremor in her voice. The piano’s gentle chords cradle her melody; each phrase feels like a secret shared in the flicker of candlelight.

In a shadowed corner, a man sketches. Luc Renault’s pencil moves almost faster than thought, tracing the curve of Colette’s neck, the arch of her brow, the fierce shine in her eyes. He’s come searching for inspiration — but what he finds is something he never expected to capture so fully on paper.

Around him, the café breathes: glasses clink, the bass notes of the upright stand pulse beneath Colette’s song, and a writer at a corner table scrawls feverishly in a leather-bound notebook. The green glow of absinthe catches on crystal, pooling like liquid jade. Every sense hums with possibility.

Midway through the final verse, Colette’s confidence wavers. Her breath catches on a high note, and the melody trembles. A soft gasp ripples through the audience. She closes her eyes, heart pounding, as if the weight of their expectations might shatter her. The piano falters for a heartbeat, then rises again, coaxing her forward.

Suddenly, Luc stands. He holds his sketchpad aloft — and in charcoal strokes as fluid as moonlight, he reveals a portrait of Colette in mid-song: the fierce tilt of her chin, the determined flare of her nostrils, the raw vulnerability in her eyes. The café falls silent as every eye turns to the charcoal portrait — every eye except Colette’s, which widened in stunned recognition.
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