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The pointed meeting at the studio had left Holly’s suspicions unchecked as she picked up on the subtle clues that Claire and Elise had tried to hide. 

Her mother’s nervous laughter, the oft too-intimate glances exchanged with Elise, the way Claire’s outfits became more risqué whenever the dance teacher was near... 

At just turned twenty, she was no longer the naive teenager who missed the subtleties of adult interactions. The truth was coming clear, and it filled her with a volatile mix of betrayal and anger. 

Her mother was hiding something with her dance teacher. 

Something intimate.

She waited until the next rehearsal, a late afternoon session where the studio was quiet, the other dancers having left for the day. Elise was tidying the space, her movements smooth with a dancer’s grace. 

Holly lingered by the mirrored wall, arms crossed, jaw tight, her eyes tracking Elise with a single-minded focus. She’d rehearsed this moment in her head, but the words still felt heavy as they formed in her throat.

“Elise,” Holly said, her voice low, cutting through the silence. Elise turned, her smile automatic but faltering when she caught the intensity in Holly’s gaze. 

“We need to talk.”

Elise set the mats down, brushing her hands together as she faced Holly, her expression one of curiosity. 

“Sure, Holly. What’s on your mind? Audition nerves?” Her tone was light, but her eyes were sharp, searching for the source of Holly’s edge.

Holly stepped closer, her sneakers silent on the polished wood floor, her posture rigid. 

“It’s not about the audition. It’s about my mom.” 

The words hung in the air, heavy with accusation. Elise’s face remained composed, but her breath . Holly pressed on, her voice steady but tinged with nervousness. 

“I’m not stupid, Elise. I’ve seen the way you look at her. The way she acts around you. The dresses, the late nights, the texts.” 

“You. You’re sleeping with her, aren’t you?”

Elise’s breath caught, a subtle reaction that betrayed her before she could mask it. She opened her mouth to respond, but Holly cut her off, stepping closer, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. 

“Don’t lie to me. I know what’s going on. And if you don’t want my dad to know, if you don’t want this whole studio to know what kind of person you really are, you’ll do exactly what I say.”

Elise’s eyes narrowed, her composure cracking just enough to reveal the calculation beneath. She crossed her arms, mirroring Holly’s stance, but her voice remained calm, almost amused. 

“That’s a bold accusation, Holly. Be careful what you’re implying.”

“I’m not implying anything,” Holly snapped, her hands clenching into fists. 

“I’m telling you I know. And unless you want me to tell everyone. My dad, the other dancers, the scholarship committee. If you want me to keep quiet, you-you’re going to do something for me. Right now.” 

Her gaze was unyielding, her youthful features hardened by a borrowed resolve that made her look older, fiercer, than her recent twenty years.

Elise tilted her head, studying Holly with a mix of wariness and curiosity. 

“And... What do you want, Holly?” she asked, her voice soft but edged, as if testing the boundaries of this new student in front of her.

Holly floundered. She did not expect to get this far. 

“I-I want you to strip. Right here, in front of me. And then I want you to dance. Perform for me, Elise. Like you’ve been making my mom perform.” 

The demand was raw, dripping with a power Holly hadn’t known she possessed until this moment. She need to show her power, to assert control over the woman who’d disrupted her family, her trust.

Elise’s eyes widened, a flash of surprise giving way to something darker, more complex. She didn’t move at first, her gaze locked on Holly’s, as if weighing her options. The studio was silent, the mirrors reflecting their standoff, the tension thick enough to choke on. Then, slowly, Elise’s lips turned into a smile. 

“You’re playing a dangerous game, Holly,” she said, her voice low, a velvet threat. “But if this is what you want...”

She stepped back, her movements deliberate, her eyes never leaving Holly’s. Her fingers found the hem of her loose black top, pulling it over her head in a slow, fluid motion, revealing a black sports bra that hugged her slender frame. 

The fabric hit the floor, and Elise’s hands moved to her leggings, peeling them down with the same unhurried grace, exposing the smooth lines of her legs and the delicate lace of her underwear. She kicked the leggings aside, standing in just her bra and panties, her body lithe and unashamed, her gaze challenging Holly to flinch.

Holly didn’t. Her breath did quicken, but her expression remained hard, her eyes raking over Elise’s form with a mix of anger and a hint of desire, a stirring heat that mirrored the forbidden pull she’d sensed between Elise and her mother. 

“Keep going,” Holly said, her voice steady, though her heart pounded in her chest. “All of it.”

Elise’s smile widened, a glint of amusement in her eyes as she reached behind her, unhooking her bra with a flick of her fingers. The straps slid down her shoulders, and she let it fall, revealing the gentle curve of her breasts, her nipples hardening in the cool air of the studio. 

She did likewise with her panties, sliding them down her legs with a slow, deliberate grace, stepping out of them to stand fully naked before Holly. Her body was a dancer’s canvas and she held herself with a confidence that dared Holly to look away.

Holly didn’t. Her throat tightened, her pulse racing as she took in Elise’s exposed body, the smooth planes of her stomach, the soft curve of her hips, the area between her thighs. The sight was jarring, intimate in a way that made Holly’s skin flush, but she refused to back down. 

“Dance,” she said, her voice a command now, though it trembled at the edges. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Elise’s eyes darkened, a spark of defiance mingling with the thrill of being pushed. She moved to the center of the studio, her bare feet silent on the wood, and began to dance. The music was absent, but her body found its own rhythm, her movements slow and sensual, a private performance that echoed the intimacy she’d shared with Claire. 

Her arms arched gracefully, her hips swaying with a deliberate allure, her breasts shifting with each fluid motion. The mirrors multiplied her, reflecting every angle of her naked form, and Holly’s breath caught, her anger warring with a growing, unwanted fascination.

Elise’s dance was a seduction, each step calculated to draw Holly in, to blur the lines between punishment and provocation. She spun slowly, her body catching the light, her eyes locked on Holly’s, daring her to react. Her hands trailed over her own skin, brushing her breasts, skimming her hips, a performance that was both an offering and a challenge. Holly’s body and posture betrayed her with a heat that spread low in her belly, a pulse that matched the rhythm of Elise’s movements.

“You wanted a show,” Elise said, her voice low, breathy, as she stepped closer, her dance slowing but not stopping. “Is this what you imagined?” 

She was close now, close enough that Holly could feel the warmth of her body, smell the faint scent of her skin. Elise’s fingers grazed her own stomach, then lower, a deliberate tease, and Holly’s resolve wavered, her anger fracturing under the weight of something rawer, more primal.

Holly’s voice was hoarse when she spoke, her eyes locked on Elise’s. 

“You think this changes anything? You think you can just... dance your way out of this?” 

But her words were impotent, her gaze flickering to Elise’s lips, her naked curves, the confidence that radiated from her. Holly’s chest heaved, her body caught in a tug-of-war between fury and now, desire.

Elise stopped dancing, standing inches from Holly, her breath steady, her eyes searching. 

“I’m not trying to change anything,” she said softly, her voice a caress. “I’m giving you what you asked for. But you’re not just angry, are you, Holly?” Her hand reached out, brushing Holly’s arm, a touch so light it could’ve been accidental but wasn’t. 

“You’re curious. You want to know what she felt.”

Holly flinched, stepping back, but the mirrors trapped her, reflecting Elise’s nakedness, her own flushed face. 

“Don’t,” she snapped, but her voice cracked, her body trembling with a mix of rage and something else... something that felt dangerously close to what she’d seen in her mother’s eyes when Elise was near. 

“This isn’t about me. It’s about you and her. You’re using her, and I’m going to make sure it stops.”

Elise’s smile was slow, knowing, as she stepped closer again, undeterred. 

“Am I?” she murmured, her fingers brushing Holly’s wrist now, lingering. 

“Or is it that you want to understand? You want to feel it, too.” Her voice was a velvet caress, her touch a spark that ignited something deep in Holly’s core. 

She leaned in, her lips close to Holly’s ear, her breath warm. 

“You’re not so different from her, you know.”

Holly’s breath ceased as if paralyzed, her body frozen as Elise’s fingers trailed up her arm, slow and deliberate, a mirror of the touches she’d seen linger on her mother. The studio felt too small, the air suddenly hot, and Holly’s anger was slipping, drowned by a lust and curiosity she can only admit. 

Elise’s hand slid to her waist, resting there, and Holly’s pulse raced, her body responding despite her mind’s protests.

“Stop,” Holly whispered, but the word was weak, her eyes locked on Elise’s, her body leaning into the touch. 

Elise’s smile widened, her fingers tightening slightly, pulling Holly closer until their bodies were nearly touching, the heat of Elise’s bare skin radiating against
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