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The silence of the dressing room fell around Christine like a velvet curtain, at once comforting and smothering. She couldn’t wait to strip off the heavy embroidered and beaded satin dress she wore, and slowly began to untangle herself from the voluminous layers of fabric. Her dress crumpled to the floor, and Christine stepped out in her simple white lingerie, then wrapped a white robe around herself and sighed. Comfortable at last.

She reached up to unpin her hair, watching her toffee curls tumble down around her shoulders. The candlelight casting dancing shadows across the walls of her sanctuary. Away from the glaring lights and demanding gazes, she could breathe again, or she would once her Angel spoke.

She paused, hands stilling on her stomach. The candle flames wavered, though no draft disturbed the air. Something in the quality of the silence shifted; it was no longer empty but expectant, charged with an unseen presence. Christine's heart quickened and she straightened her spine, waiting with bated breath.

"Brava, my pet. Brava." The voice soothed her anxious soul, deep and resonant, seeming to emanate from everywhere at once, the walls, the ceiling, the very air itself. “You have triumphed tonight.”

She clasped her hands together, eyes darting around the empty room, searching the darkness. He felt so close, he always did, but she had yet to see him.

"Angel? My Angel of Music?" Her voice trembled with reverence. "Thank you for your praise. I sang only for you tonight." Christine took a hesitant step toward the mirror. "Please, won't you show yourself to me? After all these months of lessons, might I not look upon your face?"

A soft, melodic chuckle filled the room, caressing her like phantom fingers against her skin. "Patience, Christine. Soon I shall come for you. The time approaches when I will claim you in darkness and make you truly mine."

The possessive tone sent shivers down her spine, shivers that were not entirely of fear. “Your soul already belongs to me, your body shall follow."

"When?" she asked, taking a step toward the mirror where the voice seemed strongest.

Before her Angel could answer, three sharp raps sounded against her door, breaking the spell that had settled over the room.

"Christine? Are you decent? May I come in?" Raoul's familiar voice penetrated the heavy wood.

"One moment!" Christine called, hastily tightening her robe and securing the sash around her waist. She glanced nervously at the mirror, but the presence she felt had retreated, leaving only her own reflection staring back.

With trembling fingers, she smoothed her loose curls and opened the door just enough to reveal Raoul standing in the corridor, a bouquet of white roses clutched in his hand.

"Christine," he breathed, his eyes lighting up at the sight of her. "You were magnificent tonight."

She accepted the flowers with a small smile, stepping back to allow him entry. Raoul hesitated at the threshold, his gaze sweeping across the small dressing room, lingering on the shadows in the corners.
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