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I stood in front of the mirror and turned one way, then the other, critically taking in my appearance. I was dressed for the Fall Costume Ball and I wanted to look spectacular.

Last year, I met someone at the ball and our evening had ended on a rather exquisite note. With any luck, I was hoping for a repeat of the night. Each year, our town put on a costume ball complete with games, dancing, and of course alcohol. Last year, I was newly single and afraid of my own shadow; this year, I planned to be bold.

I eyed the hemline of my schoolgirl uniform and raised it another inch then pinned it in place. I braided my hair and secured the braids behind my back, then contemplated my makeup. Finally, I decided to put it on a little thicker than usual since it was supposed to be a costume after all. 

Content with my appearance, I threw on a light jacket, picked up my purse and slipped a condom into the pocket, and locked the door just as my uber pulled up. I hopped in and leaned back against the seat with a huge smile; I was looking forward to tonight.

I got out of the car still smiling. There were already people everywhere and I knew he was somewhere in the crowd. I dropped off my jacket at the coat check and made my way to the bar, surveying the crowd. 

How would I know him? We never saw each other without our costumes last year, and we had both worn a mask; so, would I even recognize him if I saw him? I had to. Something would instinctively tell me; wouldn’t it? Suddenly, my night didn’t seem quite so exciting. I dropped onto a barstool and tossed some money on the bar.

“Rum and Coke please. Heavy on the rum.”

The bartender eyed my cleavage on display thanks to the tight button-up top I was wearing. I was having second thoughts about my promiscuous attire, but only slightly. It was still early yet and I knew he would be here. But would he remember the night like I did or had the feelings been all one-sided?

The barkeep set my glass in front of me and scooped up my money before moving down the bar, still eyeing my breasts. I could hardly blame him, I knew I looked good tonight.

“Is this seat taken?” A quiet voice beside me asked. He took a seat when I shook my head and pulled some cash from his pocket. “I’ll have what she’s having.” He called out.

I smiled and looked up, prepared to be polite even if it wasn’t who I was waiting for. Piercing blue eyes met my glance and suddenly I was struggling to catch my breath. It was him; conveniently dressed in a principal costume complete with spectacles, jacket and tie.  His jet-black hair glistened even in the dim light.

“I hoped you would be here tonight.” I said breathlessly. “I’m glad you are.”

“Will you still be glad when I take you to a room and whip your pretty little ass for wearing that outfit?” He looked pointedly at my breasts and down further to the ultra-short hemline. “Or is that what you were hoping?”

“You must have been thinking the same thing, showing up dressed like that.” I replied boldly. “How did you know what costume I picked?”

“I have my ways,” he smiled. “And if you’re good, maybe I’ll tell you later.” He picked up his drink and downed it. “Let’s dance.”

I followed suit and swallowed the last of my drink then allowed him to pull me onto the dance floor. The strong rum had me feeling relaxed and I had left my inhibitions at home tonight. I wasn’t sure if it was the costume, the man or the rum but slow dirty dancing was on my mind.

As if reading my mind, he pulled me tight against him so that I rubbed his throbbing erection every time I moved. His hands slid from my waist to my hips and then snaked around to cup my ass. “What have you been up to this past year? Did you miss me?”

“I’ve been working a lot, but I’ve been looking forward to tonight since we walked out of that room last year.” I replied.  “And you? Have you missed me?”

“I missed talking to you and I’ve missed our verbal sparring matches, but I have seen you almost every day. Plus, I’ve done my research and know almost everything I need to know about you, Joey.”

My face must have given away my shock because he laughed. “You have me at a disadvantage. I don’t even know your name.” I replied.

“You’ll figure it out.” He promised. “By the end of tonight, I will either tell you who I am, or you will put together the puzzle pieces by yourself. I just hope you’re not too disappointed.”

“As long as you take me to a room before the night is over, I doubt you could disappoint me.”

“We’ll find out soon enough.” He said, spinning me around in time to the music. “Before we leave the party though, why don’t we hang out with your friends a little bit?”

“I have all year to hang out with them. With you, I’ve only had just one evening and I haven’t been promised any more beyond tonight.” I enjoyed the feel of his strong arms leading me through the dance steps as we twisted and turned. I studied his face and physique, knowing I should recognize him, but my memory kept falling just short of from where.

In many ways, he was an average man. He was of average height, right about six foot. Average build, guessing around one-eighty. His blue eyes and black hair were a striking combination but other than being attractive, they weren’t rare. 

He caught me watching him and a slight smirk appeared on his handsome face. “Figure it out yet?” He challenged. 

“Give me a hint.” I begged. “Would I know you from home or from work?”

He thought about it for a second before replying “yes.”

“Yes? That’s it?” I protested.

“You asked if I would know you from home or work. That was an honest answer; yes, you would know me from home or work.” He repeated my words.

“But which? Home or work?” I asked.

“Both.” He chuckled, obviously enjoying my frustration. “Don’t worry, you’ll figure it out. You have all night.”

The music changed, and a country song started playing. He took my hand in his and moved the other back to my waist as he led me in a lively two-step. One thing about it, this man knew his way around the dance floor and I was enjoying myself. The music sped up and we moved faster, keeping up with the beat.

Finally, the song ended, and I was out of breath from dancing and laughing at our mistakes. “Let’s grab a drink and catch our breath.” I suggested, tugging him away from the floor. 

“Ok fine. But it’s you that’s out of breath; just saying” he teased. He paid for our drinks and pointed out an empty table next to some of my friends. “We could sit there for a little while then go find our room if you want.”

“Sounds good.” I quickly agreed. I was eager to be alone with him. Some people might find his tactics alarming or even creepy. I, on the other hand, found them mysterious and fun. I couldn’t say why, but instinctively I trusted him and knew that he wasn’t out to hurt me.

We sat at the table and talked. He didn’t tell my friends any specifics but introduced himself as Matt, a friend of mine. My friend Staci gave me a questioning look, but I just shrugged my shoulders and returned a look that said I’d tell her about it later. No one else even batted an eye.

Once we finished our drinks, Matt stood and took my hand. “Well, Joey and I have plans so we’ll catch up with you guys later.” He announced as he led me away.

I waved to my friends and smiled as he hurried me down the corridor. “Do you already have a room?” I asked somewhat nervously now that we were about to be alone.

“Yes, I got one when I first got here. I thought it might be important to have one again.” He released my hand as he stopped in front of a door. Reaching in his pocket, he pulled out the plastic card and swiped it across the reader. The green light flashed, and the lock clicked and slid in
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