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         In a dazzling waltz, they sweep across the grand marble floor in the beautiful ballroom. The setting is 16th century, the floor has been polished and is gleaming in line with the sparkling chandeliers, and everything is absolutely magical. This place is not from this world, but from a bygone era and the masquerade ball is in full swing. 

         The setting and surroundings don’t really matter as such. Not right now. The only thing that matters is the two of them swooshing across the dance floor, passing everything and everyone in a whirl. How close and caringly tender everything feels right now. And exciting. How tickling, tingling, and at the same time so arousing, wistful and desirable. Safe and secure in each other’s arms and their bodies so tightly entwined; so closely entangled that the two become one. She is clearly nervous. Her cheeks are flushed from excess warmth, the result of an unstoppable flow of heat. 

         In equally light, electric and steady movements, despite the insecure pleasure and the peculiarity of the situation, they effortlessly dance closely together. They feel like a genuinely loving couple as they rest their heads against one another’s shoulders. A nice fragrance of a fresh aftershave on his suit jacket. She inhales his scent deep into her lungs and parts her lips. Will she dare to draw him into a kiss? They dance for ages and notice the observing eyes behind the masks in the room. Hungry. Eager. Keen to make sure they don’t miss anything, or anyone for that matter. 

         Each stroke and caress between the couple is full of warmth. The onlookers don’t want to seem too obvious when they study the young couple’s moves and gestures in great detail. The smiles. The content expressions and moves. Fleeting insecurities that fade away for both him and her as the dance progresses. As if, over time, their minds are occupied with more important matters. As if sensations like warmth and arousal are stronger than fears and insecurities. The fear of tripping up, for instance, or the risk of making a wrong move. They carry on dancing. Time and time again, her eyes meet his. His big, dark, mysterious eyes. She could literally drown inside them if she only surrendered. Could dive into them, embrace his innermost soul, her skin touching his and let eroticism engulf them both. She wants to, but does she have the courage?

         When the orchestra, obviously an extremely professional ensemble, has stopped playing and the last dance has reached its final note, it is time to say goodbye and for them both to return to their own pad. The evening is over. 
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         Angela Bell didn’t get her invitation to the association until just a few weeks ago. The postman brought a beautifully written letter to which one could see a great deal of effort had gone into both the writing and the overall packaging. Bold, colourful strings and various matte shades of writing-ink created a snazzy end result. 

         It was probably an invitation to an event like any other, she thought to herself. Perhaps a film premiere. Well, why not? Maybe there would be some charming waiters involved. But there wouldn’t be anything out of the ordinary, she was sure of it. Nothing she hadn’t already experienced several times in her line of work. As a well-established PR mogul with success and plenty of experience, that was all part of her day job. If it wasn’t a TV show on the advancing fashion and the euphoria that followed, it was newspapers or talk shows with prominent guests. She also started contemporary, up-to-date discussions on the Internet and got them going. Her intellect flow never ceased, and this intellect was a combination of endless creativity and a belief that limitations and boundaries are not something a winner should be paying attention to. 

         Hence, Angela had opened this envelope without any great expectations as she read the lines inside. A letter written on a stiff kind of glossy cardboard. She always forgot the name of it. Not that it mattered what the paper was made of, but it always irritated her to not know, to not be in control. A perfectionist like her didn’t do things halfway. It was indeed an invitation with her address on it, but this hadn’t been sent out by one of the sought-after party planners who organised glistening gala evenings and who were famous all over the country. No siree. There was something extraordinary about this invitation and it oozed uniqueness. Something that mustn’t end up in the wrong hands or be discussed in social circles that weren’t familiar with this association, which organised exclusive parties in traditional settings steeped in history, such as a countryside estate a short distance away from the city centre. 
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