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“I don’t know what I could possibly wear to
something like that.” I said into the air as I wandered around the
back of an old thrift shop in the run-down part of town.

My best girl-friend, Amy, was on the phone
trying to coach me through my first masquerade ball invitation. I
had no idea who it came from or why I got it, but I was equal parts
excited and nervous. I’d always fantasized about such a thing when
I was a little girl and saw them in movies, but never thought I’d
actually go to one. All the chandeliers, chamber music and ball
gowns were enough to give any lonely twenty-nine year old a little
bit of a flutter in the chest.

“Well, just read the invitation,” she began,
“they always tell you pretty much exactly what to wear.”

Her advice was good, and brought me back to
Earth. In all my excitement, I forgot to read the silly thing. As
luck would have it, I had brought it with me. The envelope the card
came in was lacy and black. The writing on the note was spidery
calligraphy, and the dress was listed as ‘a mask, little else.’

“Hah!” she began to laugh when I read her the
dress requirements, “well, whatever you end up wearing, sounds like
you’re going to have a good time anyway, my masked sex kitten. Oh,
by the way, Deb, I want pictures of whatever you end up getting.
I’m kind of jealous, to be honest with you.”

As we said our goodbyes and I kept browsing
the flimsy, old, worn out dresses on the racks, an idea occurred to
me. Two years ago, Amy and I made plans to go to Mardi Gras – the
real one, in New Orleans – and it fell through. I was sure I had
the costume somewhere, although I was less sure that it would still
fit. I was a boring kindergarten teacher after all, and people love
to stuff their kid’s teachers full of junk food.

Digging through my closet back at home I
started to worry that I’d thrown all of my old crazy party clothes
out in my last move, but as I got to the bottom of one of many
piles in the dark recesses of my walk-in, I found a dusty plastic
crate labeled “2010” and within was my costume, such as it was.

Buckling the corset on was the hardest part.
I managed to get it about halfway done thanks to my yoga classes,
but that was it. The stockings slid up my thighs easily and the
thong was no problem. I put the mask into place as I looked into
the mirror, and was a little shocked at what I saw. My boobs were
practically spilling out the top of my corset, and the fastening I
was able to do gave me an even more exaggerated hour-glass figure
than I already had.

Imagining all of those masquerade balls from
kid movies with handsome princes, I ran the pommel of my toy whip
down my chest and around my bare navel. I grinned at myself
impishly as the cool wood prickled my skin. Playing back visions of
grand dances and courtiers in my mind, I pressed the handle between
my legs and massaged myself through the thin fabric where my legs
met. This little guy would be fun, but I should probably leave it
at home, I thought.

“Deb,” I said aloud, “you’ve still got it,
kindergarten teacher or no!” This was going to be a blast, I just
knew it. I also knew that it would be tough for anyone to top the
way I looked in this stuff. All those men in masks would be as
taken with me as I was of myself. I felt sexy and hot, and I really
didn’t want to wait until the next day for the ball.

My cab dropped me off at the address on the
card around nine. It was an old movie theater that had been turned
into a ballroom, and it looked just like I imagined. Chandeliers, a
small chamber orchestra playing soft, sexy music, and a good sized
group of people milling around, about a hundred or so, I guessed.
At first I felt a little nervous since I was the one who took the
invitation the most seriously, and had worn very little aside from
my mask. It was a warm night though, in early March, and I had a
mask on. No one would recognize me, even if I happened upon someone
familiar. The anonymity of the whole affair turned me on more than
I realized before.

The ambiance was exciting, and the mystery of
the whole thing had gotten me a little bit hot, but everything
seemed rather tame for a party where women were wearing underwear
and there were a good number of men wearing tuxedos with no shirts
under their jackets. One gentleman in particular had caught my eye
a few times. A few inches taller than me, he was dark skinned and
had short, curly hair on top of his chiseled face. The mask he wore
was a half-face sort of thing with a huge red plume coming out of
the top.

His tight dancing slacks were well fit to his
tapered waist, and his tuxedo jacket covered a muscular, strong
torso. That was no different than most of the men here though. What
set him apart was the sequined bow-tie he was wearing, and the
detached shirt collar he had under it. He looked like something out
of a Chippendale’s show, but something about him, in this
environment with that costume; well I was probably getting a little
wet just thinking about the guy.
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