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Phantom Seduction

by Virginia Wade


Chapter One

I’ve known tragedy. I’ve experienced suffering. My mother died when I was six. This devastated my father, a famous fiddler, and he took to the bottle and drowned his unhappiness, until his friend and patron, Professor Valerius, generously opened his home to us in France. It was there, in the elegant, yet drafty, chateau that I first heard the stories about the ‘Angel of Music’.

Papa would tuck me into bed at night and tell me about a blue-eyed, blonde girl named Little Lotte, who was visited by the Angel of Music. This angel would sing to her in a divinely beautiful voice, keeping her company whenever she was lonely. It was at the professor’s house that I met Raoul, Viscount of Chagny, and he too would listen to my father’s diverting tales. Raoul and I became friends, running and playing in the idyllic countryside, chasing chickens, and hiding in hay barns.

After sickness befell my poor papa, I lingered by his bedside, watching him weaken by the day. He told me, “Christine, when I’m in heaven, dear child, I shall send you the Angel of Music. You won’t be lonely, my love. I will...always be with you.”

I’d cried, as he drew his last breath, and grasped his hand, while tears ran down my cheeks. I continued on at the chateau with the professor’s widow, Mamma Valerius, until sickness and a feeble mind forced her to her bed. Being eighteen, and an accomplished singer in my own right, I was given a job at the Paris Opera House.

Up until this point in my life, I had been like a weightless cork, tossed about on a dark and stormy sea. The new job represented not only freedom; it fostered my independent spirit and peaked my desire to make something of myself. My fate was in my own hands now.

I’ll never forget the first time I saw the Palais Garnier situated on the Boulevard des Capucines. I thought the monolithic structure looked like an enormous marble castle set amidst the splendor of Paris. Its Baroque sumptuousness could only be described as awe-inspiring. Madame Giry, a tall, serious looking woman, with an authoritative aura, led me down the grand foyer. She carried a set of keys that clinked as she walked.

“This will feel like home shortly, Christine Daaé. Once you get your bearings, the opera house won’t frighten you.”

I stared upwards and noted the painted ceiling. “It’s hardly a house. It’s more like a castle.”

“You’ll spend most of your time in the living apartments, my dear. I shall give you a tour so you don’t get lost. There are certain areas...you should avoid.”

A while later, I was introduced to Madame Giry’s daughter, Meg, who was a ballerina. She was shorter than me by at least three inches and blonde with pretty blue eyes.

“I’ll take over from here, mama. I can show Christine her room,” she offered pleasantly.

“Be sure to show her where not to go.” A strange look passed between them.

“Yes, mother.” Meg linked her arm through mine. “I’m so lucky to have a new pet.”

I giggled, surprised at my sudden, inexplicable bout of happiness. “What sort of pet am I?”

“I love soft pussy cats. I’ll take excellent care of you, Christine.”

Madame Giry watched us walk away.

“Don’t let my mother bother you. She likes to smother and hover. It’s annoying.”

“How long have you lived here?”

“My whole life.”

That was a surprise. “In the Palais Garnier?”

“Yes.”

“Oh.”

“I have to warn you about some of the girls.” She whispered, “I’ll tell you which ones are the backstabbing bitches. We have several.”

I loved to gossip; it was a weakness. “I can’t wait to hear all about it.”

She beamed with eagerness, clearly relishing the topic. “You’ll get an earful then. There isn’t a lot to do when we’re not working.” We were in a lengthy, dimly lit hallway, with intermittent sconces. “The rooms on either side are for the band members.”

Two men passed, craning their necks to observe us. “Who’s the brunette beauty, Meg?” asked a tall, blonde man.

“None of your business, Louis.”

“Don’t be mean to us. Have pity on the brass section, will you?”

“You’re a bunch of scoundrels, and you know it.” She whispered, “All they do is drink and chase skirts.”

I giggled and glanced behind me. They had stopped walking, ogling us with peculiar interest.

“They’re used to pretty women, Christine, but you are truly lovely.”

Her praise was surprising. I had never considered myself pretty. I thought I was rather plain looking, with my long, shiny hair, brown eyes, and pale complexion. “That’s sweet.”

“Here we are,” she flung open a door; “this is your room.”

It was on the small side with a single dresser, floor mirror, and bed. The walls were painted white. “It’s...nice.”

“Don’t worry. We’ll search the attic to find something to decorate it with. A few paintings and a carpet will make it feel like home.”

I sat on the bed. “Where are my things?”

“They’ll be brought up. Come now. I have to show you around or you’ll get lost.”

The tour continued with the bathroom chamber, the ballet studio, the theatre, and another dark and forbidding looking hallway.

“This leads to the basement.” She’d stopped walking. “I can’t go any further. We’re standing over a subterranean lake, believe it or not. The opera house has a double foundation to hold water in case there’s a fire.”

A shiver went through me. It smelled musty and moldy. “Then let’s not linger here.”

“Certainly.”

Later that night, after I’d bathed, I sat on my bed and stared at the two paintings we had borrowed from the attic. One was a scene of a city street in the heart of Paris and the other of the countryside. These pretty little gems had been hidden under a drop cloth in the corner of a neglected and dusty space. Meg had been right. They made the bland room inviting, as had the faded red carpet we’d dragged down and beaten the dust out of.

I snuggled into the bedding and sighed. I had been worried my new life would be terrible. I’d already made a friend, and tomorrow I would start work in the chorus with eight o’clock rehearsals. Tiredness overcame me, and I drifted off to sleep to the muted sounds of musical instruments being tuned.

I bolted upright in bed, thinking a bad dream had roused me from a fitful slumber, but it wasn’t a dream at all. Someone’s singing had woken me. It sounded almost as if it were in my room. The soothing male voice sang a melody I had never heard before, and it was beautifully romantic and endearing. I scrambled from the bed and searched the room for the source, guessing that the metal grate in the corner of the floor must lead to wherever this person was. I got on my hands and knees.

“Hello?”

The singing stopped. “Hello, Christine.”

I gasped. “How do you know me?”

“I know everything about you, because I’m the Angel of Music.”

Shocked beyond words, my hand went to my throat. “Oh, my gosh! Are you really?” Father had said he would visit me from heaven. “Is this a dream?”

“No.”

“Where are you?”

“Right here.”

I gasped. A tall, dark shadow stood in the corner of my room. Frightened beyond measure, I jumped onto the bed and dove under the covers. “This is a dream. It can’t be real.”

“I’m real. I won’t hurt you, Christine. I’m here to help you. You needn’t be frightened of me.”

I peeked at him from under the blanket. “You’re going to help me?” He was dressed darkly, and he seemed to be wearing some sort of mask.

“Of course. I’m going to teach you how to sing.”

“I already know how to sing.”

“You’ll soon sing like an angel.”

“Like you?”

“Yes.”

He drew near, sitting on the edge of the bed. “This is my opera house after all. I choose who the star will be, and I’ve chosen you.”

“How do you know me?”

“I see and hear everything.”

“Oh.” A thought sprang to my mind. “But, isn’t La Carlotta the star?”

“Not of my making.” His tone held a hint of disgust. “Her reign will end shortly. You shall replace her.”

I’d seen La Carlotta today, and I had been taken aback by her presence and beauty. I could never compare to a magnificent creature that oozed charisma and sex appeal. I wasn’t half her worth or talent. My spirits plummeted.

“This must be a dream. I’m no star, and there’s no Angel of Music.”

His hand was on my tummy; my body jerked in surprise. “I am very real, Miss Daaé. This is no dream. We shall begin your first lesson tonight.”


Chapter Two

What exactly did he mean by that? His warm hand was on my stomach, the cotton nightgown a poor barrier. I began to tingle in the strangest, most pleasurable places, wondering what he had in mind.

“What are you doing?”

“You’re my protégé, my love. I’ve waited a lifetime for you, and the Gods have finally smiled down on me. I’ll protect and nurture you...and pleasure you. You’re mine, Christine.”

I sucked in a short breath. “You’re really one of the scoundrels from the brass section, aren’t you? You’ve come to seduce me.” I pushed against him. “I might be young, but I’m not stupid.”

His warm breath was near my ear. “I am the Angel of Music. I’m your angel.”

A pleasurable chill went down my spine. “That’s a story my father made up.”

“No. It’s real. Now lie down, and let me show you exactly what I intend to do to you.”

His hand, which felt shockingly large, was on my stomach, moving the material of my nightgown upwards, exposing my pale skin.

“But...you can’t.”

“No one will know what happens in this room, Christine. We have the privacy to indulge ourselves to the fullest.”

I tried to see him in the darkness, but it was impossible. The murky surrounds made him fuzzy at best, a vision in a cloak with a mask. That hand kneaded the flesh on my stomach gently, in teasing strokes, which sent pulses of tingles into the depths of my belly. This had to be a dream. I would never let a man take such liberties with my person in real life. Never.

“You must...stop that.” The protest sounded feeble.

“You don’t want me to,” he purred.

His hand began to drift in an alarming direction, nearing my undergarments. No one had ever been in such proximity to this forbidden region. I had never allowed myself to go down there, unless it was with a bar of soap in the bath. I’d felt stirrings in this area often, and I wondered at the strange, hedonistic feelings I sometimes was subjected to, but never had dared to explore. Now a stranger threatened to unlock the secret, revealing the mystery for me. Would I let him? Could I stop him?

“Oh, no,” I breathed. His hand had slid beneath my silk drawers and over my pussy, which tingled at the touch. I felt a shocking wetness between my thighs, which was mortifying. “No.”

“Yes.”

His cloak fell to the floor, and he settled next to me on the bed, smelling faintly of cologne, brandy, and a touch of leather. This was an entirely thrilling combination, teasing my senses agreeably. His nose pressed to my neck, sending a shockwave of longing through me, while a long finger brushed against my sodden slit.

“Oh!”

“You’re going to like what I do to you. You’re going to beg me to touch you, Christine.” His breath was in my ear, low and seductive. “It’ll be my name you utter when the sensations become too much.”

“But I don’t know your name.” I sounded breathy.

“Erik.”

“Then you aren’t the angel of music.”

He must be one of the blackguards from the brass section after all. I knew it...but what he was doing felt so nice; did it really matter? His finger had slipped into the delicate folds of my labia to run against my tight little hole. Over and over he teased me senseless with that extraordinary finger, nudging something horribly sensitive with each pass.

“I am your angel and more.”

“Ooohhh...”

My mind had gone numb from his intimate prodding. His lips were on my neck, warm and enticing. My fingers dug into the blanket, my body tensing pleasurably. It was then that he boldly dipped into me, sinking deep, hurting me.

“Ouch!” I squirmed beneath him.

“You’re a virgin.”

“Stop that.”

“It’ll pass in a moment.”

I throbbed around his finger, aching, not being able to bear the size of it. My pussy stung from the intrusion, yet, as the minutes ticked by, the pain began to evaporate. The muscles compressed the finger with little pulses.

“What now?”

He chuckled deeply, “Now I send you to heaven, Christine.”

“But I can only go there if I die.”

“You’ll die from pleasure in a moment.”

He hadn’t lied about that. As he began to stroke me intimately, I tensed again, my tummy trembling. The sensation had me squeezing my eyes closed, my mind filling with naughty images.

“Oh, Erik...”

“Yes, my love. You’re getting there.”

His kisses continued, warm and enticing on the delicate skin of my neck, while that finger drove in deeper with each sinful thrust. I spread my legs wider, my knees falling open. I wanted every bit of it and then some. I turned my head meeting his mouth, his lips closing over mine. I’d never been kissed before, yet I sucked hungrily on the fleshy parts of his lips, our tongues meeting and mingling.

My hand gripped his shoulder, where my fingertips pressed into his muscled flesh, urgent and demanding, as the pressure in my pussy increased tenfold. I was on the edge of something immense, and I was scared of losing control over my body, but I sensed that was exactly what would happen. A rush of sensation suddenly had me gasping with the most incredible feeling, my tummy convulsing with tremors that shook me to the core, causing me to stifle a scream.

“Erik!”

He plundered my silken hole over and over, his wet finger fucking me senseless. Never had I expected to feel such extreme pleasure from an area so forbidden. Good girls wouldn’t dare touch themselves, and I certainly hadn’t. Am I still virtuous if someone else touches me? Or had the unthinkable happened? Had Eric taken my virginity? I don’t care. It’s so nice.

His long finger withdrew gently, and he sucked it into his mouth. “You taste delicious.” Then he folded me into his arms. My face was pressed against his steely chest. “Sleep, Christine. Tomorrow I shall make you a star.”

I’d had the best night imaginable in the arms of the Angel of Music, who I had believed to be only in my imagination, until I had seen the small smear of blood on my inner thighs. Someone had come into my room last night and seduced me. I wanted to chastise myself for allowing such immoral behavior, but I couldn’t. The alleged seduction had occurred in the privacy of my own room, and no one would know, if I didn’t say anything about it. I’d enjoyed my secret lover, more than words could ever convey. Every time I thought about what he had done to me, I tingled in my pussy.

I was to meet Erik in a small room near the stage. An hour before rehearsals, he sang with me, although I didn’t see him. He hid behind the wall, his features veiled. He seemed to prefer to live in shadow for some reason. I didn’t question it because I was too busy stretching my voice, learning how to breathe, and speeding up my trills. He taught me how to sing with my head voice instead of the weak falsetto I preferred. I would need many lessons, and I was to meet him at this time every morning for instruction.

Afterwards, I bumped into Meg in the hallway. “Where have you been? I’ve been looking for you.”

“I...got lost,” I lied. “I thought I’d never find my way back.”

People came and went, like busy ants in an overfilled hive. Performers rushed by dressed in tights, tutus, pointe shoes, and ballet slippers. Music played from nearly every corner as the musicians tuned their instruments. The creative, vibrant environment captivated me, as we filed out into the enormous auditorium with its sumptuous red carpeting, multiple landings, and seating as far as the eye could see. An enormous bronze and crystal chandelier hung over the seats.

I sat with Meg. “Wow,” I murmured.

“We’re early. We can watch La Carlotta rehearse her aria in Faust.” She wrinkled her nose. “She’s a big, spoiled brat, that one.”

On cue, the prima donna of the opera house waltzed onto the stage accompanied by a servant and two of her poodles, which had been clipped to perfection with matching bows on their heads.

The managers of the opera house, Moncharmin and Richard were seated in the first rows, with Gabriel, the chorus master out front.

“Everyone take your places,” he announced. “We’re about to begin.” He nodded towards La Carlotta. “Good morning, madam.”

“Good morning, Gabriel.” Her tone resonated with a nasal quality. She wore a dress of forest green velvet and an enormous hat pluming with three-feet of feathers. She stood proudly in the center of the stage, a true queen in every sense of the word. “I’m ready whenever you are.”

The orchestra in the pit silenced their instruments, preparing to play. I glanced at Meg. Her blonde hair was in a tight bun on top of her head. She looked like a little fairy in her ballet costume.

Anticipation raced through me. “This is so exciting.”

Meg snorted. “Wait till you hear her.”

I smiled brightly, enjoying every moment of my new life. The transition had been almost seamless. I loved the opera house and its inhabitants, although some were more mysterious than others. I shivered pleasurably when I thought about Erik. He was my naughty secret. Would I see him again tonight?

The music began, and, as La Carlotta sang, the auditorium filled with the magnificence of her soprano. Her voice was high and rich, although not as pleasing as I had hoped. She hit her notes with aplomb, and her presence on stage was dramatic, but it seemed as if there was something missing in the performance.

I couldn’t quit put my finger on it until Meg said, “She sings with her head, not her heart.”

Then I understood. I settled into my seat and enjoyed the performance, until we were ushered out; Meg went to ballet class and I to the choral room, where I would spend hours with Gabriel warming up and singing. Was this heaven? I’d surely died and gone there.


Chapter Three

That night, I couldn’t sleep because I wondered if Erik would appear. Just when my eyes grew heavy and the noises in the hallway died down, I felt a presence.

“You did a beautiful job today, Christine.”

I sat up. “I did?”

“I watched you the entire day.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Why can’t I see you?”

“You will soon. We mustn’t turn a light on or else they’ll think you’re awake and bother you. I want you all to myself.”

He sat on my bed, and tremors of pleasure began to tickle me. “Where do you live?”

“Here.”

“Where?”

“Somewhere close. But, that doesn’t matter. Lie back for me.”

Now the tingles began in earnest. “Are you going to...touch me like you did last night?”

“Do you want me to?”

It was naughty to admit something like that. “Y-yes.”

“Good. Then take your nightgown off and everything else.”

Dutifully, I brought the white cotton garment over my head and discarded it on the floor. My underwear followed. I shivered in the cold, grabbing the blanket. Erik dropped his cloak and slid into bed next to me, drawing me close. His breath was in my ear. “You’re a willing pupil, Christine.”

“I...should be ashamed.”

“No, not at all. There’s nothing wrong with this.”

His hands were suddenly everywhere, touching my breasts, my tummy, and sinking into my creamy snatch. I dripped with arousal knowing how wonderful it was going to feel having his finger inside of me. If I had thought tonight would be an exact replication of last night, I had been mistaken. He separated my thighs, and, to my mortification, maneuvered himself between my legs, his breath alarmingly close to my pussy.

“What are you doing?” I gasped, shocked.

“Pleasuring you.”

Then his tongue lapped against me, creating a wet path of seduction that had my toes curling. “Oh!” I thought his finger had been wonderful, but now I had to amend that earlier estimation, because this was positively blissful. He slid up the length of my slit, coating himself in my juices. The tongue pushing against my clit had me moaning with pleasure. The intensity of the feeling caused my head to fall back against the pillow.

“Oh, yes, Erik. Do that.”

His chest rumbled with approval as his tongue sank in deep, filling my tiny hole with wet goodness. My fingers drove into the thick strands of his hair, marveling at their softness.

“Ooohh...yes...”

When I thought I couldn’t take it another second he said, “Get on your stomach.”

“What?” I sounded breathless.

“Your stomach.”

“Oh.” I turned around and offered him my firm, enticing bottom. “Like this?”

“Touch yourself. The way I touch you.”

Embarrassed, I groaned into the pillow. “I can’t.”

“Yes you can.” He grabbed my arm and brought it between my legs. “Touch yourself, Christine.”

I did as I was told, while he gently kissed my bottom, sending shivers through me. I had no idea what he intended, and it wasn’t until I felt something warm and hard pressing against my opening that I understood. In the darkness, I could only see moving shadows and vague images of what he might look like. Feeling him was an entirely different matter, and his body was lean with rippling muscles. I wasn’t exactly sure which part of him pressed against me, but whatever it was had slickened with my juices and it began to breach the threshold.

“Oh!”

He straddled me, sitting on me, but he wasn’t heavy. His hands were on my hips, as part of him began to slide inside of me. The pressure my fingers exerted on my clit, allowed me to relax slightly, as the large object intruded. It stung for a moment, and I cried out.

“It’s so tight,” he groaned.

I buried my face in the pillow, while the full length of his anatomy filled my love tunnel to the brim, stretching out the virgin walls of my pussy, and sending tiny pricks of pleasure and pain through my system.

“Keep touching yourself.” I did as he asked, while he drove in and out of me. “It feels like a vice. Aaaahh...”

“Oh!”

“That’s my girl. You got it. Let me make you feel good.”

He shifted slightly and sunk in further, hitting a pleasurably erogenous zone inside of me. The inklings of enjoyment now far outweighed the pain, and I relaxed against the bed, allowing my secret lover to take my virginity and do with me exactly as he wished. I thought his fingers had felt lovely; that was nothing compared to being speared on his long, hard cock.

“Ooohh...Christine...” he groaned.

“Oh, yes! More. I want more of that...please.”

I lifted my bottom, almost begging him to take me harder and faster. Certain urges were building, climbing towards greater heights of pleasure. My stomach quivered, my pussy compressing around him. I could barely breathe; the rush of sensation was so great.

“Oh, Erik! Yes! Yes!” I shuddered then, clamping down around him, my virgin walls milking every ounce of pleasure they could. I trembled and convulsed, the blissful feelings ripping through my overloaded system.

He rose over me, hammering my pussy, driving in to the balls, which slapped against me noisily. Then he groaned and stiffened, emptying his seed within the silky confines of my cunt.

“You’re mine, Christine!” he shouted. “Mine!”

The wet cock drove in and out, spilling its juices down my inner thighs. He used me until he was well satisfied. Erik snatched a towel off the dresser and wiped me clean. Then he pulled me near. I sighed with bliss, pressed against the firm wall of his chest.

“That was wonderful.”

“It was.” He kissed my forehead. “Sleep, my beauty.”

I slept like a baby, until the noises of the opera house woke me. The sheets were a tangled mess, and my phantom lover had disappeared. Tonight was a gala in honor of the outgoing manager’s retirement, and we were all to perform. Rehearsals would run most of the day, and I had to hurry to get ready.

Someone pounded on the door. “Get up, you lazy bones!” It was Meg. “You’re late.”

“Coming.” When I emerged, I smiled. “Good morning.”

She took in my appearance, my sparkling eyes, and rosy cheeks. “You’re beaming. What’s happened?”

I have a secret lover. “Nothing. I can’t wait to perform. I’m so excited.”

She took my hand. “Fine then. Don’t tell me your secret. Let’s go.”

The corridors were awash with activity, people coming and going. The cleaners were out polishing the brass hardware, dusting bronze busts, and sweeping the marble floors. We wandered backstage where the dancers were preparing to perform.

Meg’s mother, Madame Giry, was speaking with Gabriel, who looked worried. She said determinedly, “Box Five must be kept empty. Lord and Lady Holt can’t sit there. They’ll have to be reassigned other seats.”

“We’re sold out. It won’t be possible. We haven’t had any trouble from the Opera-Ghost in months. I doubt tonight will be any different.”

Mercier, the acting manager, approached. “What’s amiss?”

“Box five was given out,” said Madame Giry. “It’s a disaster.”

He paled. “Oh, dear. We’d better clear that up.”

“It’s not possible,” insisted Gabriel, slightly exasperated. “It’s time we stop worrying about silly ghosts and phantoms. The show must go on.”

Meg glanced at me. “We might have trouble tonight.”

“What do you mean?”

“The opera house is haunted. Our ghost is frequently unhappy. Trouble always follows.”

“Like how?”

“The last time someone sat in Box Five, one of the stagehands was found hanging from the catwalk. It was...horrible.”

“You think a ghost did it? Couldn’t it have been an accident?”

She shook her head. “No. He was found hanging, with a noose around his neck. That was no accident.”

I shivered. How awful. “What will happen tonight?”

“I hope nothing.”

That evening, as the theatre filled with ladies and gentlemen dressed to the nines, I prepared myself for my first performance by letting Meg apply my makeup. I had never worn it before, and I was unable to do it myself. When she had finished, she turned me around to face the mirror, and I gasped.

“Oh, my God. Who is that?”

The woman staring at me had the most enormous, dramatic looking eyes, framed by arching, dark brows. My full red mouth fell open as I gaped at myself, not believing that the girl I had been this morning had transformed into a beautiful, grown woman.

Meg’s hands were in my hair. “Now, all we have to do is curl this mop, and we’re finished.”

“I’ve never...looked like this before.”

“You’re lovely, Christine. Lovelier than any of the actresses or singers we’ve ever had. They’ll seethe with jealousy when they see you.” She laughed gleefully at the thought.

“I doubt that.”


Chapter Four

As the show began, the chorus waited in the wings to take their position on the stage. Anticipation burst through me, filling me with nervous energy. I had met Erik that morning for another lesson, and my progress had been astounding. Now that I was breathing correctly, it had opened up my vocal chords, allowing a deeper, richer sound to emerge. This had instilled me with a ridiculous amount of confidence, and, as we walked out onto the stage to take our positions, I threw back my shoulders and prepared to face a theater full of glamorous Parisians. I pinched myself at that moment, thinking that it felt wonderful when dreams came true. I couldn’t believe I was actually standing on this grand stage in this magnificent opera, about to perform as a professional singer. Although I was one of many singing, that did not diminish the experience in the least.

As the orchestra quieted down and the murmur of the audience dulled, the curtains rose, and the lights blinded us from high on the catwalk. I gazed at the people, especially those closest to the stage, marveling at the fine ladies and gentlemen. As I began to sing, my attention frequently settled on a young man in the second row who looked vaguely familiar. He stared at me as well, with an inquisitive expression on his face. It wasn’t until the fourth act, during La Carlotta’s aria at the spinning wheel, that I finally recognized the young man. It was Raoul, Vicomte de Chagney! I hadn’t seen him in years, but I had recognized his kind eyes and fair hair. He sat with another man, who I did not know.

La Carlotta sang her aria brilliantly, the spotlight on her trim form, shining dark hair, and sequined dress. The chorus wasn’t needed for this scene, and we waited in the wings for the final act. I stood with Meg, who would be dancing soon in an orgiastic ballet for the final, climactic scene. She held my hand.

“You did well. Your voice stood out.”

“It did not,” I whispered fiercely.

“You’re a star in the making, Christine.”

“Stop it.”

A commotion in the audience caught our attention as a rolling murmur began to escalate into shouts and screams. This wasn’t supposed to happen, was it? I glanced into the auditorium just as the enormous chandelier
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