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Chapter One- En Pointe

The daughters of the Kremlin ruled with an iron fist in Russia. The young elite were insulated and nurtured enough not to fear  the power they held by being born into their positions. Political families knew not to argue or cause strife, and they were punished severely should they try. As seasons changed, the aristocracy never did, forming a societal structure that could be depended on in times of need.

With a presence that commanded respect, tall and handsome Count Bolt was a man who had worked tirelessly to achieve his status. Born into a noble family with a long history of service to the tsars, Mikhail was raised with a sense of duty and honor. From a young age, he showed a keen intellect and a talent for diplomacy, qualities that would serve him well in his later years.

As he grew older, Mikhail dedicated himself to the service of his country, rising through the ranks of the Kremlin with determination and skill. He became known for his shrewd political acumen, his ability to navigate the complex web of alliances and rivalries that defined the court of the tsar.

But behind his public persona, Mikhail harbored a secret pain. His wife, Countess Elizaveta, had been unable to bear him a son, leaving their family line in jeopardy. Despite their love for each other, the lack of a male heir weighed heavily on Mikhail, driving him to seek solace in his work. Despite his success in the Kremlin, Mikhail's greatest desire was to secure the future of his family name. He had hoped that his youngest daughter, Isadora, would be the one to carry on the Bolt legacy, but her passion for ballet had led her down a different path.

As Mikhail looked out over the city of Moscow from the window of his palace, he reflected on the choices he had made and the sacrifices he had endured. He knew that the path he had chosen had been a difficult one, but he also knew that it had been the right one. With a deep sense of pride and determination, Count Mikhail Bolt vowed to continue his work in the Kremlin, to uphold the honor of his family name, and to ensure that his legacy would endure for generations to come.

His youngest daughter, Isadora, had different ideas. Isadora’s version of Moscow was a city filled with tradition- its ancient spires and domes piercing the sky like the jagged teeth of a sleeping dragon. The streets were a labyrinth of shadows and secrets, where whispers of the past echoed through the cobblestone alleys like the haunting wail of a ghost. She felt invisible as she navigated the industrial landscape. Every day, another company sprang up, promising a better future for the residents of the city center. Isadora’s lilac cotton gown was washed in a bath of cakey liquid mud when she took a giant step into the wet street. She knew full well that without proper change, the corruption would erode the city altogether. Feeling the drain, she edged on pursuing her dreams.

The air was heavy with the scent of incense and decay, a heady mix that spoke of centuries-old rituals and long-forgotten mysteries. The moon cast an eerie glow over the city, turning its buildings into looming specters that watched over the streets like silent sentinels. A chill went down her spine as she rushed through the night towards her home with her mother and father.

In the heart of Moscow, the Kremlin stood as a dark fortress, its walls blackened by the fires of history, its towers reaching towards the heavens like the fingers of a giant grasping for the stars.

Inside its walls, the very souls of tsars and nobles, their whispers carried on the wind. The politsiya were loitering on in the streets, creating an atmosphere of a big brother watching over the citizens.

Walking outside the Kremlin, the city sprawled like a web of shadows, its streets lined with crumbling mansions and desperate palaces. The air was thick with the smell of smoke and decay, and the Bolt family could not wait to get home.

Amidst the darkness, there was beauty to be found. The churches and cathedrals of Moscow were proof to the city's spiritual heritage, their domes shining in the moonlight like beacons of hope in a sea of darkness, yet not quite large enough to pierce the sky. The streets were alive, and the people of Moscow embraced life with a passion that they believed would bayou them towards a life of prosperity.

And in the midst of it all, there was love. Love that bloomed like a rose in the shadows, love that defied the darkness and embraced the light. Nestled among the ancient streets and towering cathedrals, stood the grand mansion of Count Mikhail Bolt and his wife, Countess Elizaveta. Their home was a monument to wholesomeness. The front step was covered with potted flowers, the main drive had not a divot in it. 

Rows and rows of green sod lined the pathways, and was met with large chandeliers and wooden frames with portraits adorning the walls. Inside, the clean and slick marble floors were every child's dream. The staircase led to colorful rooms and cheery music streaming through the air.

The purity of their mansion was an inspiration to the city, and it was upkept by embracing the changes and different ideas of the time. It was met with a bombardment of criticism, suspicion, speculation, and hate, but it weathered the storm, knowing that if it couldn’t- another would. Count Bolt felt secure in that understanding, and loved to oversee his mansion with spirit and enthusiasm, however unfocused.

The family silently took off their coats and shoes at the front door where their servant from Bosnia was quick at the ready to tidy up their belongings. The happy family made their way up the spiraling staircase, which never disappointed to inspire them. They soon fell asleep in their beds.

Within these walls, their youngest daughter, the spirited Isadora, spent her days wandering the halls and gardens, a creature of mischief and curiosity. At the age of twelve, Isadora was a vision of youth and innocence, with cascading curls the color of spun gold and eyes as bright as the summer sky. Isadora sat in her room, surrounded by opulence and luxury, yet her heart was heavy with sorrow. She wore a gown of silk and lace, her hair styled in intricate curls, a picture of elegance and grace. But her eyes, so full of life and curiosity, were clouded with sadness.

She had heard the whispers in the halls, the hushed conversations of the adults, speaking of tragedies that had befallen their friends and neighbors. Anastasia, a girl not much older than Isadora, had been taken by the Kremlin, never to be seen again. The stories were grim, tales of women being sent down deep holes, never to return, their fates sealed by the dark hand of death and their dishonored fathers. Isadora felt a shiver run down her spine at the thought of such horrors, her young mind struggling to comprehend the cruelty of the world outside her gilded cage.

She wanted the protection of her family and the flexibility to be who she wanted without reprisal. If only everyone could understand, the world would be perfect. The knowledge that they may never know or understand left her sorrowful. The understanding that she must live her life fully without ever having complete clarity or control left Isadora feeling anguish instead of hopeful.

In her despair, Isadora turned to her one saving grace,  her one refuge from the harsh realities of the world- writing. She took out her quill and parchment, her fingers trembling with emotion, and began to write.

Her words flowed like a babbling brook, a torrent of emotion and anguish pouring forth from her heart. She wrote of loss and grief, of innocence shattered and dreams dismantled. She wrote of a world where beauty and brutality walked hand in hand, where life was fragile and fleeting, a mere whisper in the winds of time. She didn't want to bear the burden of any insinuated consequences, and she tried to flee her life whilst still clinging to her shame and embarrassment.

As she wrote, Isadora felt a sense of release, a catharsis that washed over her like a cleansing tide. The pain and sorrow that had weighed so heavily upon her heart seemed to lift, if only for a moment, and in its place was a sense of peace, a quiet acceptance of the harsh truths of the world.

Soon, the sun set outside of her window, casting long shadows across the room, Isadora sat and wrote, her words an accolade to her grief, a lamentation to her sorrows without a drop of wisdom. That made her poetry a tribute to a past even though she didn’t want to relive it.

She laid down her quill and looked out at the darkening sky, knowing that she would never be the same, that the world had changed irrevocably, and that she would carry the weight of its sorrows in her heart until she was ready to let go.

Isadora sat at her desk, the flickering candlelight casting a warm glow over her delicate features. She held her breath, unsure of the future, and laid down her head. The room was silent, save for the scratching of her quill against the paper, a gentle rhythm that mirrored the beating of her heart.

Her poetry was a reflection of her soul, a window into the depths of her thoughts and emotions. She wrote of Moscow, the city of her birth, with a love and reverence that bordered on obsession. To her, Moscow was more than just a city; it was a living, breathing entity, a reflection of the grandeur and power of her family.

In her poems, she could not escape the realities of the day, nor could she rebuke her patriotism. Her golden cage had followed her to the paper as well it seemed most days. This deepened her anguish and moved her pen forward.

But Isadora's poetry was more than just a physical reminder of her life; it was also an account of her own place in the world. She was born into privilege, a member of the entitled, and she wrote of this privilege with a mix of pride and humility. She spoke of the responsibilities that came with her station, of the duty to uphold the traditions and values of her family. She loved sharing her poetry, but hated reading it herself.

In the heart of Moscow, where the snowflakes dance, I find myself in a fleeting trance. The world outside is cold and gray, but in my heart, there's a warm, soft ray.

I am Isadora, a daughter of the elite, In this grand city, where the past and present meet. My days are filled with lessons and grace, but in the silence of night, I find my space.

I write these words with a trembling hand, a girl of privilege, in a world so vast. I dream of a life beyond these walls, of freedom and adventure, of echoing halls.

Many do, and that must be known, for the wind is not only made to be blown. I strive to survive in the waves of the tides, only now I know that I cannot hide.

The streets of Moscow, they call to me, A world of mystery- of history. I long to wander, to explore and discover, to break free from the chains that hold me under.

The echoes of misery find me, and my dear mom wants to guide me. Through this I am supposed to rise, to find my place, to see how time flies.

Etched in my heart, there's a love so true, for this city, for this life. I'll walk these streets with a steady pace, for in Moscow, I've found my grace. 

I trust my ancestors and refuse the call, the call to flee-to be free.  From now on, I will dance in place so that my daughter, too, may find this trace. 

Getting distracted and upset, she put her quill down. Feeling content because she knew that her father would approve of this little note, she made the wise decision of going to rest until she felt at ease again. Count Bolt would always tell her that if she played her cards right, that she could conquer even the most bitter of hearts. Finally in her bed, she relished the soft down plushness and warm shelter. Going over the events of the day in her mind, she fell asleep dreaming of the gardens where she loved to roam.

The gardens of the Bolt estate were a sanctuary of beauty and tranquility, a verdant oasis in the heart of an industrial giant. In the springtime, the air was alive with the sweet scent of blooming flowers, their petals unfurling like delicate secrets whispered to the wind, and their aroma a gift given in hope to all who tread in their privacy.

On a warm afternoon in May, Isadora found herself wandering the sacred paths, her heart aflutter with the promise of the season. She had just turned sixteen, and the world seemed to shimmer with possibility, like the petals of a rose unfolding in the first light of dawn. Her father watched from an upstairs window, thinking of ways to contribute to his daughter’s future. Pondering, he soon became distracted by the scene in front of him. He looked on as Isadora frolicked outside, a pang in his heart becoming noticeable.

As she strolled among the flowerbeds, Isadora's thoughts turned to Nikolai, the handsome young nobleman who had captured her heart. Nikolai was the son of a family friend, a frequent visitor to the Bolt estate, and a constant presence in Isadora's thoughts and dreams.

Lost in reverie, Isadora wandered deeper into the garden, the sun warm on her face, the scent of roses and lilacs filling her senses. She paused by a marble fountain, its waters sparkling in the sunlight, and closed her eyes, letting the tranquility of the garden wash over her.

"Isadora."

The voice was soft, almost a whisper, but it sent a shiver down Isadora's spine. She opened her eyes to find Nikolai standing before her, a smile playing at the corners of his lips. He was dressed in a fine suit of blue velvet, his dark hair tousled by the breeze, his eyes sparkling with warmth and affection. His dedication and devotion to her, a promise of a safe and comfortable life.

"Nikolai," Isadora breathed, her heart pounding in her chest.

"I've been looking for you everywhere," Nikolai said, stepping closer to her. "I wanted to give you this."

He held out a single red rose, its petals as soft as velvet, its scent as sweet as love's first blush. Isadora took the rose, her fingers brushing against Nikolai's, sending a thrill through her veins.

"It's beautiful," she whispered, her eyes meeting his.

"Not as beautiful as you," Nikolai said, his voice low and tender. "Isadora, there's something I need to tell you."

He took her hand in his, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her body.

"I love you, Isadora," Nikolai said, his eyes shining with emotion. "I've loved you since the moment I first saw you, and I will love you for all eternity."

Tears welled in Isadora's eyes as she gazed into Nikolai's, her heart overflowing with emotion. He was the son of a member in her father's elite circle. When he said this, she knew the undercurrent of his vow- he would fight and die for her. He would be the last man standing, and she would be by his side.

"I love you too, Nikolai," she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. "I've loved you for so long, I can't imagine ever loving anyone else."

And in that moment, as the sun set behind the horizon, casting a golden glow over the garden, Isadora and Nikolai sealed their love with a kiss, a promise of forever written in the petals of a rose, in the scent of lilacs, and in the beating of two hearts as one.

Isadora's upbringing was one of privilege and tradition. From a young age, she was groomed to be a proper lady, schooled in the arts of dance, music, and etiquette. Her days were filled with lessons and lectures, her evenings spent in the company of tutors and governesses.

Isadora's heart beat with the rhythm of newfound love, a delicate melody that danced through her veins and set her soul ablaze. At sixteen, she had discovered love.

Her father, Count Bolt, watched her with pride and affection as she strolled arm in arm with Nikolai, her beloved boyfriend. Count Bolt had grown to love Nikolai as if he were his own son, and seeing Isadora's joy in his presence filled his heart with happiness. She grinned her childish grin and opened herself up fully to the moment, a sign that Isadora was truly happy with her life, a matter of fact to her father, one that he would not deny. He dedicated their relationship to the Lord and prayed for their unending happiness.

But beneath the surface of their idyllic life, a storm was brewing. Count Bolt had heard troubling rumors of growing anti-Semitic sentiment in Germany, whispers of hatred and violence that threatened to spill over into neighboring countries. He was determined to shield Isadora from the harsh realities of the world, to protect her innocence for as long as possible.

As Isadora and Nikolai wandered through the gardens, their laughter mingling with the rustle of leaves and the chirping of birds, Count Bolt watched from a distance, his heart heavy with worry. He knew that he could not shield Isadora from the world forever, that soon she would have to face the darkness that lurked beyond their estate's walls.

Isadora looked down at the red rose in her hand, its petals soft and fragrant against her skin. She thought of Nikolai, of their love blossoming like the flowers in the garden, and she felt a surge of gratitude for her father's love and protection. He must know that the hate and prejudice that poisoned the hearts of men would soon reach their doorstep, Isadora said a prayer of her own- one of peace- as she enjoyed the time with Nikolai.

But despite the confines of her noble upbringing, Isadora was a free spirit. She longed for adventure and excitement, for a life beyond the gilded walls of her home. She would often sneak away from her lessons, wandering the grounds in search of hidden nooks and secret passageways, her imagination soaring with tales of far-off lands and daring escapades.

Yet, for all her yearning, Isadora was bound by duty and tradition, a fact that weighed heavily on her young heart. She was the daughter of a noble family, and with that title came certain expectations and responsibilities. She grew up in Moscow and knew no other life outside of her own. Her solitude kept her alive and she didn’t want to let anyone else into her world. She was to be a proper lady, a beacon of virtue and grace, a future wife and mother to continue the family line.

And so, Isadora danced the delicate dance of nobility, balancing her dreams with the harsh realities of her station. She would steal away to her secret hideaways, a book in hand and a heart full of longing, dreaming of a life beyond the confines of her status.

But no matter how far her imagination took her, Isadora knew that her destiny lay within her own reach, a fact she would be foolish to deny, a fact that both thrilled and terrified her. For she was a young girl caught between two worlds, the world of her dreams and the world of her reality-a world that would shape her future in ways she could never have imagined.

Life at the Bolt estate was a tapestry woven with threads of love and tradition, each day unfolding with the familiar rhythm of family and duty. Isadora and Nikolai's love had blossomed like a rose in their hearts, their bond growing stronger with each passing day.

In the evenings, Isadora and Nikolai would steal moments alone in the garden, their voices mingling with the nightingales' song, their laughter dancing on the breeze. They spoke of their dreams and ambitions, of a future filled with love and adventure- a future they longed to share.

One evening, as they walked hand in hand beneath the stars, Nikolai stopped and took Isadora's hands in his.

"Isadora, my love," he said, his voice filled with emotion. "Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"

Isadora's heart skipped a beat as she looked into Nikolai's eyes, her own eyes shining with tears of joy.

"Yes, Nikolai," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I will marry you."

And so, their love was sealed with a kiss, a promise of forever whispered in the stillness of the night. Nikolai revealed a stunning ring, a brilliant diamond set in an intricate band of gold. The ring sparkled in the fading light, casting a shimmering reflection in Isadora's eyes. She gasped in delight, her heart pounding with joy as Nikolai spoke words of love and devotion, asking her to be his wife.

Tears of happiness filled Isadora's eyes as she said yes, her voice filled with emotion. Nikolai slipped the ring onto her finger, and it fit perfectly, a symbol of their love and commitment to each other.

The following week was a whirlwind of wedding planning. Isadora and Nikolai spent hours pouring over details, from the venue to the flowers to the guest list. Isadora's mother, Countess Elizaveta, was thrilled at the prospect of a wedding and offered her assistance, though Isadora insisted on taking care of most of the planning herself.

Despite the stress of organizing such a grand event, Isadora was radiant with happiness. She couldn't stop smiling, her heart overflowing with love for Nikolai and excitement for their future together. She knew that their wedding would be a day to remember.

As she looked at her reflection in the mirror, admiring her engagement ring, Isadora knew that she was the luckiest woman in the world. She couldn't wait to become Nikolai's wife, to share her life with him and to build a future together.

But as the days passed and the wedding plans began to take shape, Isadora found herself torn between her love for Nikolai and her passion for ballet. Ever since her father had taken her to see a performance as a young girl, the ballet had held a special place in her heart, a world of magic and beauty that called to her like a siren's song.

One evening, as Isadora sat in the garden, lost in thought, her father approached her, a knowing smile on his face.

"I know what's been weighing on your mind, my dear," he said, taking a seat beside her. "You love Nikolai with all your heart, but you also long for the world of ballet."

Isadora looked at her father, her eyes brimming with tears.

"I don't know what to do, Father," she said. "I love Nikolai more than anything, but the ballet...it's a part of me, a part I can't ignore."

Her father took her hand in his, his touch gentle and reassuring.

"Isadora, my dear," he said, "true love is about more than just being together. It's about supporting each other's dreams, about helping each other become the best versions of yourselves."

And so, with her father's blessing, Isadora made a decision that would change her life forever. She would marry Nikolai, but first, she would fulfill her dream of dancing on the stage of the Bolshoi Theatre, a dream that had burned within her since she was a young girl.

Her father got up and walked away. Soon after, Nikolai sat down. Her heart fluttered with the reality that her dreams were coming true with the blessing and help from the men in her life. Secretly, she felt let down that there weren't more surprises waiting for her. Feeling dejected, Isadora sat up and held Nikolai's hand.

"Isadora," Nikolai said, his voice barely a whisper. "We need to talk."

Isadora felt a pang of guilt and sorrow at Nikolai's words. She loved him with all her heart, but she also knew that her love for the ballet was a force unto itself, a passion that burned within her like a fire that could not be extinguished.

"I'm sorry, Nikolai," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I love you, but I love ballet more. It's a part of me, a part I can't ignore."

Nikolai looked at her, his eyes filled with tears. He reached out and took her hands in his, his touch gentle and warm.

"I know," he said, his voice filled with sadness. "And I love you enough to let you go."

He got up slowly, smiled, and walked away. Isadora did not see Nikolai again until much later. She composed her thoughts, and then walked away. Her mother helped her craft an application to the prestigious Imperial Ballet.

"All that is left now is to wait." Her mother smiled.

The Bolt estate was soon abuzz with excitement as a letter arrived from the Imperial Ballet, addressed to none other than Isadora Bolt. Her mother, Countess Elizaveta, beamed with pride as she handed the letter to Isadora, her eyes shining with joy.

Isadora's heart leaped with joy as she read the contents of the letter. The Imperial Ballet had extended an invitation for her to join their ranks, a dream come true for the young dancer. She could hardly contain her excitement as she shared the news with her mother.

"I can't believe it, Mother," Isadora exclaimed, her voice filled with awe. "This is what I've always dreamed of, to dance on the stage of the Imperial Ballet!"

Countess Elizaveta embraced her daughter, her heart overflowing with pride and happiness. "I knew you had it in you, Isadora," she said, her voice filled with emotion. "You were born to dance, my dear, and now the world will see your talent shine."

As they sat together, mother and daughter talked about Isadora's future at the Imperial Ballet. They spoke of the opportunities that lay ahead, of the chance for Isadora to hone her craft and become a star in her own right. They spoke of the sacrifices that would need to be made, of the long hours of practice and dedication that awaited Isadora.

But amidst the joy and excitement, there was a tinge of sadness in Countess Elizaveta's heart. She knew that with this new chapter in Isadora's life, her own role as a mother would change. No longer would she be the center of Isadora's world, no longer would she be the one to comfort and support her daughter through life's trials and tribulations.

Isadora skipped off to her room, her heart light with joy and anticipation, Countess Elizaveta was left alone in the drawing room, surrounded by the trappings of her privileged life. In that moment, the legacy of the Bolt estate seemed to fade away, leaving behind a stark reality.

The real Moscow, with its dark alleys and dank corners, seemed to press in on Countess Elizaveta, reminding her of the harshness of the world outside their walls. She knew that Isadora's journey to the Imperial Ballet would not be easy, that she would face challenges and hardships that would test her resolve.

But as she sat alone in the silence of the drawing room, Countess Elizaveta found solace in the knowledge that her daughter was following her dreams, that she was embarking on a journey that would shape her future in ways she could never have imagined
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