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The music pulsed through the dimly lit room, bass vibrating under her feet as she watched witches, zombies, and superheroes collide in drunken revelry. All of them were celebrating and relaxing in a way she just never could; it made her jealous. Ever since she started medical school and all through her residency, she had felt highly strung, like she just could not let go and be her old self. Thirty minutes she'd been standing against the wall, phone in hand, waiting for David's inevitable apologetic text. "Running late. Traffic."

She took another sip of her too-sweet cocktail, something purple with a plastic eyeball bobbing among the ice cubes. The mask she'd chosen, an ornate, silver Venetian mask, pressed against her cheekbones. It transformed her from Elana, respected doctor and reliable wife, into someone mysterious. Someone who didn't need to wait for her husband to have fun.

She pressed her back against the wall, watching the carefree crowd, feeling oddly invisible despite her revealing black dress. Not a single familiar face in the room. Mark's boss had invited them both, but without her husband by her side, she felt like an imposter. She knew no one, and with everyone disguised in elaborate costumes, she couldn't even try to match faces to the few people she'd met in passing.

A tall man in a werewolf costume stumbled past, spilling beer dangerously close to her black dress. She sidestepped him, scanning the crowd again for David's Batman costume.

She checked her phone again, no messages. As she looked around the crowd, unable to identify a single familiar face, a realisation struck Elena, no one knew who she was either. Not his boss, not his other colleagues. The anonymity felt suddenly liberating, like shedding a skin she'd worn too long.

The dance floor beckoned, a writhing mass of costumed strangers. Without overthinking it, she stepped forward, letting the crowd envelop her.

The music changed to something with a pounding rhythm that seemed to sync with her heartbeat. She closed her eyes briefly, letting her body move. Tentatively at first, then with growing confidence. The silver mask felt like armor, protecting her from judgment.

She swayed her hips, feeling the tight fabric of her dress slide against her skin. A stranger in a pirate costume nodded appreciatively as she moved past him. The attention sent a thrill through her that she hadn't felt in years.

"Nice costume," a vampire shouted over the music, eyes lingering on the exposed side of her dress where the silver bra caught the pulsing lights.

"Thanks," she mouthed back, not stopping her movements. It was hardly even a costume; she didn't know what she was meant to be, a slut maybe, based on how much skin she was showing. She hadn't known what to wear, and so had picked out a dress and diamond bra set she'd never have been brave enough to wear without a mask.

A flash of black and yellow caught Elena's eye through the crowd. Batman, the same costume that had been lying across their bed that morning. Finally. She pushed her way through the costumed bodies, heart racing with a mixture of relief and irritation.

"Thank God you're here," she shouted over the music as she reached him, pressing close against the firm muscle beneath the costume. “I need someone to dance with!”

Without speaking, Batman's gloved hands found her hips, pulling her against him in time with the music. The boldness of it surprised her. David was usually so reserved in public, but something about the masks, the anonymity of it all, seemed to have lowered his restraint too.

She let herself melt against him, their bodies finding a sensual rhythm together. His hands traveled lower, gripping her through the thin fabric of her dress. The music pounded around them as their dancing grew more provocative, more intimate. Her body tingled with a desire she hadn't felt in months.

As the music intensified, so did their dancing. Elena felt herself getting lost in the moment, their bodies grinding together like she was twenty-one and in the club again. She barely noticed when another dancer approached, a man dressed as a Roman centurion, his muscled chest partially exposed beneath golden armor, his leather skirt riding high on powerful thighs. The centurion caught her eye and moved closer, his confident smile making her pulse quicken.

He stepped in behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. Elena looked up at Batman, at David, expecting him to pull her away or at least shoot the guy a warning glance. Instead, to her astonishment, he nodded slightly at the centurion and adjusted his grip on her hips, guiding her back against the stranger's body.

"What are you doing?" she shouted over the music, confused but undeniably excited.

Batman leaned down, his mask brushing against her ear. "Having fun,” he said over the pumping music, the mask muffling his voice and making it sound even deeper.

The centurion's hands found her waist, just above where David's rested. She was sandwiched between them now, their bodies grinding against hers in a dance of heat and rhythm. Maybe she should have objected, stepped back, and been horrified at David’s behaviour, but her body was so amped up, she was enjoying every shameful touch. This was so unlike David, letting another man touch her, but then again, this was so unlike her also.
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