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      After our rendezvous in the sauna, I couldn't help but wonder what our next meeting would be like. My thoughts were ensnared by the woman whose every touch had seared itself into my mind. The way her fingers traced over my chest, how her breath felt against my neck—it was intoxicating. We had shared an encounter so visceral that even the air between us seemed charged with erotic energy.

      

      "Should I ask her to dinner?" I mused aloud, the words dissolving into the silence of my home office. It was a tempting thought, to see her across a table, candlelight dancing in her eyes. But no—dinner implied a formality that didn't quite fit the raw hunger that had drawn us together. All I knew was that I wanted to experience… well, I wanted to experience her again.

      

      I couldn't get her out of my mind—the curve of her waist, the arch of her back, the way she looked at me. I wanted to taste her lips, feel her naked flesh pressed against mine.

      

      "Five days," I counted on my fingers, each one marking the passage of time since we parted ways. It has been five days of resistance, of hoping for a chance encounter at the gym. However, luck wasn't on my side, and I knew it was up to me to use the number that she urged me to memorize after our romp in the sauna.

      

      I reached for my phone. Her number, whispered with a promise of secrecy, was etched into my memory, but I had put it in my contacts nonetheless. With each tap of a digit, anticipation tightened in my chest. Three rings—then her voice, silky and whispered through the receiver.

      

      "Hello?"

      

      "Hi! Ummm, I’m the guy from the gym... or, actually the sauna..." My words stumbled out, uncharacteristically hesitant, betraying my usually poised demeanor.

      

      Silence stretched on the line. Was she recalling our heated exchange, the steam that had nothing on the heat we generated together?

      

      "I can't talk right now, but I'll text you later. I'm so glad you called... Gotta go!" Her whisper was rushed yet laden with an undercurrent of longing—or so I liked to think.

      

      "Of course," I said to the dead line, imagining her slipping her phone away discreetly, perhaps in the middle of some mundane, day-to-day task at work.

      

      The wait for her text message became a test of patience. I tried to distract myself with work, a trip to the gym, anything to keep the desire at bay. My body ached for her touch, my skin remembering the firm pressure of her hands, the way she explored me with confidence. I'd taken control then, guiding her to ecstasy as I had done with others, but this was different. She matched my intensity, stroke for stroke, kiss for kiss.

      

      Finally, the phone vibrated, the screen lit up.

      

      I reached out with a sense of urgency, anticipation flooding my veins as her text message scrolled across the display.

      

      "I didn't think you would remember my number. Good job!" Her words teased a smile across my lips, pride mingling with arousal. "Before we get too involved, I have some rules... First rule, no names. Not yet."

      

      A shiver of intrigue ran down my spine. I liked her style, the way she took charge while remaining a mystery.

      

      "Second rule, we are not a couple and the next time you see me, it could actually be someone else." Completely confused, I responded, "What do you mean? Do you have a twin?"

      

      "Actually, I do have an identical twin," she continued before I could gather my thoughts, her revelation igniting a flicker of disbelief. "But she has nothing to do with this. The next time you see me will be at an exclusive masquerade party."

      

      Intrigued, I urged her to tell me more. She gave some general instructions, "If you are willing, you must agree that you could end up having sex with me or anyone else at the party. When you arrive at Roth Manor, you will receive a ticket. As you enter the main ballroom, head to the bar. Upon receiving your drink, hand your ticket to the bartender. She will describe an item to you. The item will lead you to me."

      

      Her instructions painted a tantalizing picture, a vision of anonymity and carnal possibilities. I couldn't resist. "Sounds exciting! When is this party where I get to see you again?" My voice was eager through the text, the scent of adventure intoxicating.

      

      "Saturday at 7PM. But, remember, you may or MAY NOT see me." She was succinct, fuelling my curiosity. "Need the address?"

      

      A smirk played on my lips. I knew Roth Manor by reputation—an opulent estate on the outskirts of town.

      

      "Got it covered," I replied, already picturing the grandiose facade of the Victorian mansion.

      

      "Swear to secrecy. Wear royal attire...and a mask," she demanded, her tone laced with allure.

      

      "Consider it done," I affirmed, the promise sealing my fate for the weekend. "Will I hear from you before then?"

      

      Her response lingered in the digital ether before appearing. "No. But, I can't wait for Saturday! Goodnight!"
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