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To the Black plus-size girlies,

Continue being the fierce queens you are!

Porsha
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T

he hotel banquet room is electric, like everyone is expecting something epic to happen, or to get lucky. It’s Halloween night, and everyone at this very adult party is in his or her hottest or most mysterious costume.

“I’ve been watching you from across the room,” a man wearing a Phantom of the Opera mask and tuxedo says as he approaches me. He’s double-fisting drinks, one of which he holds out to me, but I don’t reach for it. He could have put something in it, for all I know. If I hadn’t seen him coming, his cologne would have announced his approach. My goodness, he is strong in the worst way.

“And yet you couldn’t come up with a better pickup line than that.” His cologne is overwhelming in a headache-inducing kind of way. Phantom’s eyes flinch behind the mask, letting me know my response got to him.

“I didn’t want to come on too strong,” he answers while pushing the drink more my way. I keep my thoughts about the irony of his statement, yet the strength of his cologne could revive Lazarus a second time. “Are you a corpse bride?”

He wants to irritate me; I see. Granted, I spiced the outfit up some, but the yellow and pink patch corset paired with a skirt covered with skulls and black dahlia flowers should be a dead giveaway. Not to mention the red waist-length wig and my gray-blue makeup. “No. I’m Sally.”

“Sally?”

The way he questions it and smells makes me feel I’m currently in a nightmare and he presumes himself to be the doctor who wants complete control over me. He’s more like Dr. I Wish You Would Phantom Away. I can’t get away from him fast enough. Before I can come up with an escape, a gloved hand with skeleton bones printed on it reaches between us, taking the glass from Phantom. He puts the glass on the table beside me without saying a word.
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