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  Foreword



When I was a little girl, I loved horror movies and used to write short horror stories—stories that once sparked the interest of a publisher. I did not realize until age twelve that writing books and being an author was the career path chosen for me.




I am not into horror movies like I was when I was a youngster, though I still do appreciate a good horror flick every now and then—especially those of old. They don’t make quality horror like they used to. 




But the thrill in me is not gone! 




When it comes to writing, versatility channels the dark side of my imagination, naturally inspiring me to dive into the exciting and entertaining world of my own psychological and supernatural creations.







  Preface



Story One: Maison De La Crumb 




Step into the cobblestone streets of medieval Dinan, where the scent of freshly baked brioche hides dark obsessions.




When a lonely, deeply unhappy woman stumbles into Maison de la Crumb, the enigmatic baker Olympe Kerguelen welcomes her with open arms. Over rich, decadent pastries and steaming cups of coffee, a tender and endearing friendship begins to bloom. But in Olympe’s kitchen, comfort always comes at a terrifying cost.




As the lines between genuine care and sinister possession blur, the woman realizes Olympe’s hospitality is a trap. The sweet, buttery escape transforms into a harrowing thriller where the baker demands a chilling, ominous price. Olympe doesn’t just want companionship—she is looking to cultivate something darker, and her new friend is the perfect, unsuspecting ingredient.




Will the woman manage to escape, or is she destined to become the final piece in Olympe’s twisted recipe?







Story Two: Carolina Beach




The ocean at Carolina Beach is beautiful, deadly, and hungry. Swimmers enter the surf, but beneath the sparkling surface, a predatory anomaly swallows them whole—leaving no splash, no struggle, and no trace.




For veteran lifeguard Kenji Ontaro, the horror is a silent, invisible nightmare. Every day, frantic beachgoers scream for help, begging him to rescue the loved ones they just watched disappear beneath the waves. But Kenji stares out at a perfectly calm ocean, paralyzed by a terrifying reality: how do you save someone you cannot see?




Trapped on the shoreline while an unseen terror decimates the community, Kenji must unravel the dark history of the beach before the tide comes in for him, too. Because in these waters, going missing is only the beginning.







  Maison de la Crumb









  A Night In Paris



The Paris street gleamed like spilled shellac under the glowing amber of the wrought-iron streetlights. It was the late 1970s, and a heavy afternoon downpour had just subsided into a quiet, mist-shrouded evening. Along the avenue, attractive curved-glass storefronts displayed illuminated Art Deco typography and velvet-draped windows, their warm light reflecting beautifully off the wet pavement.




A sleek, vintage black taxi pulled smoothly to the curb, its tires splashing softly against the rain-slick gutter. The door swung open, and the group stepped onto the pavement, radiating sharp sophistication. 




Maxence Tavernier stepped out first, adjusting the lapels of his charcoal wool overcoat. His sharp, dark blonde hair was perfectly styled, catching the glow of the storefronts. He turned back and gracefully extended a hand to help Mélisande from the vehicle.




Mélisande emerged with a natural grace, wearing a tailored, floor-length cream trench coat that made her striking green eyes pop. Her straight, fine honey-toned brown hair was pinned up elegantly, completely untouched by the damp air. 




Zélie Marceau stepped out next with a bright, melodic laugh, shaking out a wet umbrella. Her chic, golden-blonde bob bounced softly against the high collar of her emerald silk coat. 




Basile Gagneux followed closely behind her. His mid-length, messy waves were slightly damp, giving him a classic, bohemian edge that contrasted beautifully with his crisp, velvet dinner jacket.




Apolline Vaneau, Mélisande’s older sister, stepped onto the wet stones with pure elegance, wrapped in a sweeping, dark cashmere coat. Her deep chocolate-brown hair waved gracefully down her back, and her hazel eyes reflected the glittering lights of the street. 




Loris Castillon closed the taxi door behind them. Looking incredibly sharp in a tailored midnight-blue suit, his thick, dark curls added a rugged texture to his otherwise flawless, formal silhouette as he guided Apolline toward the entrance.




Together, the six friends glided past the polished brass framing of a magnificent doorway, stepping out of the cool, damp night and into L’Éclipse de Cire (The Wax Eclipse)—an extraordinarily elegant, avant-garde restaurant hidden in the heart of the city. 




Inside, the atmosphere was an exquisite sanctuary. A grand chandelier shaped like cascading frozen water droplets cast a soft, intimate glow over plush sapphire banquettes. In the background, the low, sultry notes of a live jazz trio—a smoky saxophone melting into the rhythmic, sophisticated stroke of a double bass—drifted through the warm air.




A sharply dressed maître d’ bowed his head in recognition, smoothly guiding the party through the room to a prime, secluded round table draped in heavy white linen. 




As they took their seats, heavy, gold-embossed menus were placed in their hands. Maxence smiled, leaning forward to recommend the Canard à l’Orange and a vintage Bordeaux, while Zélie pointed out a decadent truffle soufflé with an excited gasp. Basile poured the first splashes of champagne into crystal flutes, raising his glass as Mélisande led the first toast to friendship, youth, and the beautiful Parisian night.




Laughter erupted from Apolline at a quick, witty remark from Loris, their voices blending seamlessly into the ambient harmony of the restaurant. Surrounded by gleaming silver, rich mahogany, and the finest French gastronomy, the group settled into an evening defined by pure class, vibrant friendship, and timeless magic.







  The Accident



In 1979, Paris boasted a thriving cinema scene with well over two hundred and fifty movie theaters in operation across the city. The 1970s were widely considered a golden era of film attendance in Paris, with distinct hubs of moviegoing culture in areas like Les Halles, the Champs-Élysées, the Latin Quarter, and Montparnasse.




Traditional single-screen theaters were evolving. In 1979, venues like the Paramount Montparnasse expanded by adding new screens to become larger multi-auditorium complexes. Neighborhood art theaters—like La Clef (which opened in 1973), Le Reflet Médicis, and the Écoles Cinéma Club—were immensely popular among locals, playing both indie films and vintage international pictures.




Paris had a booming cinema culture at this time, and the decade was a transformative era for the city’s theaters, as many historic single-screen picture palaces were modernized or divided into the very first multiplexes. Parisians of the era frequented numerous neighborhood arthouses, grand boulevard cinemas, and unique screening events.




After dinner, the friends decided to head out from the restaurant to see a movie. The six strutted out to cross the street when, out of nowhere, a car sped by. The sextet grabbed at one another, all trying to clear each other from the path of the vehicle. Before everyone knew it, Maxence Tavernier was struck to the ground and run over. The car did not stop; it kept going at full speed.




The collision left behind a sight of blood and human flesh smashed upon the street. The remaining five of the group were all shocked and horrified. The incident almost seemed intentional to Apolline, if she were to second-guess the fatal event.




When the Paris police (Préfecture de Police) arrived, they secured the scene and dispatched the Institut Médico-Légal (IML) to remove Maxence’s body. Police investigators and traffic officers (policiers) identified and interviewed witnesses at the scene immediately to determine fault and compile official reports. Gathering these testimonies and contact details was a mandatory step for the initial police report to establish liability. Because this was a fatal accident, the local police immediately notified the Procureur de la République (public prosecutor).




Witnesses to the driver would often have formal statements taken at the local commissariat. However, the hit-and-run happened so fast that no one had a chance to catch even a glimpse of the driver. But Mélisande did remember the car being a grey Dacia, similar to the one her twenty-three-year-old daughter had. Traffic fatalities of this nature triggered an automatic judicial investigation by the Préfecture de Police de Paris.







  Stolen From the Baker



Maxence Tavernier owned a boulangerie in Lyon, France. His family was devastated over the loss, especially since his killer was never found.


By French law, the title of his bread-baking business was protected; a shop could only legally call itself a boulangerie if the bread was entirely kneaded, shaped, and baked on the premises from scratch. French bakeries typically specialized in different baked goods, and these distinctions were strictly defined by law and tradition. Maxence’s shop focused primarily on traditional breads like baguettes, pain de campagne (country bread), and sourdoughs.


In contrast, pâtisseries—shops that specialized in sweet pastries, cakes, and tarts—were usually headed by a master pastry chef. Viennoiserie referred to the buttery, leavened breakfast pastries like croissants, pains au chocolat, and brioche, which many boulangeries sold as well. Meanwhile, a dépôt de pain was a shop that simply sold or reheated industrially made, frozen, or delivered bread. These were not true boulangeries.


Maxence’s establishment operated in the historic neighborhood of Vieux Lyon (Old Lyon). The area was a visually striking, atmospheric enclave of medieval and Renaissance architecture, towering stone buildings, and narrow cobblestone alleys that offered a rich sensory experience. The traboules—Lyon’s famous, secret covered passageways—ran directly through buildings and courtyards to connect parallel streets. People used them for secret meetings, quick escapes, or shortcuts to deliver fresh bread.


During the early morning, the neighborhood would be completely empty, quiet, and foggy as the baker lit the ovens. By


















