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AUTHOR’S NOTE

 


Music has been an integral
part of my life; it ranks number one next to writing. Music is my
therapy, a place to disappear to whenever my mind is becoming too
scary or too much for me to handle. It’s a shoulder to cry on, a
personal diary to spill all my thoughts and emotions into, a safe
haven. When I started writing Sway, I knew music was going to play
a big part in the story and with me, the creator. I want to share
with you a glimpse into my imagination and how the music helped to
mold and shape Sway’s shows by sharing the setlist and the extras
that fueled my energy to write this story. The entire playlist can
be found on Spotify.






Sway’s
Setlist


	
Black and Gold by Sam
Sparro



	
I Got You (I Feel Good)
by Jesse J



	
Move That Body by Nelly
ft. T-Pain & Akon



	
River by
Bishop



	
Bom Bidi Bom by Nick
Jonas ft. Nicki Minaj



	
Let’s Get Married (remix)
by Jagged Edge



	
Now That We Found Love by
Heavy D & The Boyz










Songs That
Inspired Creator and Dancers


	
I Like It Heavy by
Halestorm



	
The Wolf by The Spencer
Lee Band



	
Foxy, Foxy by Rob
Zombie



	
Partition by
Beyonce



	
Naughty Girl by
Beyonce



	
Just A Lil Bit by 50
Cent



	
Carry Out by Timbaland
ft. Justin Timberlake



	
Drop It Low by Chris
Brown



	
Let’s Get It Started by
Black Eyed Peas



	
Strokin’ by Clarence
Carter



	
Take You Dancing by Jason
Derulo



	
Smoke by AJ
McLean



	
Beautiful Dangerous by
Slash ft. Fergie



	
Porn Star Dancing by My
Darkest Days



	
Play by David
Banner



	
Go Down Deh by Spice ft.
Shaggy & Sean Paul










 



Prologue

 


 


Kinsley Verdé was just finishing
packing up her gym bag after an afternoon of dance class when her
best friend and dance companion, Jenna, came running up to her with
a smile so wide and so bright it could probably be seen from two
counties over. Just as Kinsley shouldered her bag, she shot a hand
out to stop Jenna from careening into her. “Careful, these aren’t
insured,” she said, pointing down to both of their feet.

A petite girl, Jenna was vertically
challenged standing next to her five-foot-seven bestie, Kinsley.
The two had been best friends since kindergarten and had been
partners in ballet for just as long. Beaming brightly and bouncing
with excitement, Jenna held up four tickets to a show. “I got ‘em!”
she squealed.

“Got what?” Kinsley
squinted as she read the details on the tickets then gasped loudly
when she saw the word SWAY
printed on the thick paper. She reached out for
Jenna and pulled on her wrist, tugging her closer to see them
better. Her mouth fell open, looking back into Jenna’s eyes then
glancing around for any adults, she whispered, “Are you
serious?”

Jenna nodded. “Tonight—you, me, and
two others of our choosing are going to be front row and centre for
Sway.”

“But we’re underage,
Jenna.”

Jenna shrugged. “Only by a year or
two. We can always doctor ourselves up to look older.”

For the past three years, Sway had
been the only thing Kinsley thought about ever since she watched a
crude video filmed by a crowd member attending one of Sway’s shows.
Something she was sure wasn’t allowed, but either way, it
introduced Kinsley to the kind of dancing she had always wanted to
pursue. Sway’s social media presence was lacking, but what little
there was, Kinsley made sure to favourite them, like them, comment
when she could, and basically support them from afar. She had a
huge crush on the leader of the group, a secret she kept to
herself, but she was positive everyone had a crush on Sway’s
leader.

“C’mon, Kinsley, it’s just
a little dancing. What’s the harm?”

Kinsley’s eyebrows shot up. “Just
dancing? Jenna, they take their clothes off too.”

A salacious smile spread over Jenna’s
face. “I know.”

Kinsley had known Jenna all her life
and, in that time, she had assumed her friend was straight, but
after what she just heard, had Kinsley wondering if Jenna was
anything but straight. Kinsley knew, herself, that she wasn’t
heterosexual, but she hadn’t figured out what and who she liked
just yet. One thing she did know for sure was that she didn’t just
watch Sway for their technique.

Kinsley squinted at her long-time
friend. “I thought you were into guys?”

Jenna looked over her shoulder then
back down at her feet as she shrugged. “Yeah, well, lately, I’ve
been into anyone who catches my eye.” She glanced up at Kinsley as
a smile spread over her face. “But I’m not a lezzie like
you.”

Kinsley’s mouth dropped open. “I never
said I was a lezz—a lesbian.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “C’mon, Kins, I
see the way you ogle our volleyball coach with her short, floppy
hair and those muscly thighs. And don’t get me started on that
tattoo on her bicep. I swear, you leave a puddle afterward.” She
giggled then continued with, “And if Ruby Rose is brought up in the
conversation, I swear, I can see your little heart
pitter-pattering.”

Kinsley gasped in shock then playfully
slapped Jenna on the arm. “I do not!”

Jenna laughed. “You have a type,
Kins.”

Kinsley shook her head and crossed her
arms in defiance as she bathed in her denial for a moment longer
before she relented with a sigh, but instead of further talking
about it, she changed the subject. “Okay, but we have to dress less
conservatively to get in.”

Jenna clapped her hands while jumping
up and down. “It’ll be a night we’ll never forget.”

 


*****

 


When Kinsley walked inside her home,
she dropped her gym bag on the floor and slipped out of her shoes.
Two steps in, Sherry Verdé, Kinsley’s mother, stood in the doorway
leading into the kitchen, hands on hips.

“I know you’re not about
to leave your bag sitting there, young lady.”

Kinsley doubled-back and picked up her
bag where she then took it to her bedroom. After, she joined her
mother in the kitchen and started helping with making
supper.

“How was your class?”
Sherry asked.

“Good, the same.” Kinsley
never had much to say about dance class because it was always the
same. Nothing new to challenge her. “Um, is it okay if I go to the
movies with Jenna then spend the night at her house?”

Sherry eyed her daughter for a moment
before saying, “As long as you’re home in time for church tomorrow
morning.” Kinsley nodded. “And, it better not be anything
inappropriate you’re seeing, either.”

“It shouldn’t be. It’s
about an underwater rig station getting attacked by some sea
creatures, or something like that.”

Kinsley saw the frown on her mother’s
face and knew she didn’t approve, but also knew that her mother
understood she had no control over the universe and what kind of
art was put out there. Kinsley was positive if her mother had
control over the art in the world, it would all resemble cheesy,
white-washed, Hallmark Christmas movies. Being raised by a devout
Christian with strict rules and a skewed way of thinking, Kinsley
sometimes hated her life. Grasping her crucifix around her throat,
she sent out a prayer that someday a sign, or an opportunity would
present itself to get out of this town, and more importantly, her
mother’s house.

 


*****

 


At Jenna’s, Kinsley examined her
revealing outfit—low-slung jeans and crop top—that Jenna had picked
out. Kinsley knew she had a great body with muscle built up over
the years from dancing—a taut and toned tummy, strong arms and
legs. Living with her strict mother, however, never allowed her to
show off her assets. Now, as her eyes darted from the cleavage
spilling out of the too-small top to her exposed midriff and down
to the hip-hugging tight blue jeans, she could hear in her mind her
mother’s disapproval.

“Damn, Kinsley, you look
yummy. If the bouncer doesn’t let you in, then they’re an idiot.”
Jenna stepped up beside Kinsley, dressed similarly. “Ready?” At
Kinsley’s nod, they both slipped on hoodies to hide their sexy
clothes, grabbed their purses, and walked out of the bedroom. “My
parents think we’re going to the movies, so act cool, and if they
ask, tell them we’re seeing Underwater with Kristen
Stewart.”

“Yes, I can’t wait to see
that!”

Side-eyeing Kinsley with a raised
eyebrow, Jenna said, “Okay, but we’re not.” She then chuckled. “I
told you that you have a type.”

Kinsley rolled her eyes. “What? I like
her acting.”

Jenna burst out laughing but kept her
thoughts to herself.

Feeling exposed, Kinsley tucked her
hands inside the front pocket of her hoodie. “Okay, so my mom
thinks that I’ll be staying here for the night after the
movie.”

“Well, you are, but we
won’t be coming back from the movie theater. So, your story is only
half a lie.”

The girls made it past Jenna’s parents
and out of the house, where they jogged down the block to a waiting
car with two of their friends who were joining them. The car sped
off and headed an hour out of town to where Sway was performing
tonight. The long ride had settled Kinsley’s nerves, but the moment
she stepped foot outside of the car and saw the long line to get
into the small venue, her nerves reared up again.

“Okay, girls, strip!”
Jenna said and pulled off her hoodie while the other two removed
their coats as well.

Kinsley was slower to move, but as she
took off the sweater, she shivered at the cooler night air hitting
her exposed skin.

“Inspection time,” Jenna
said as she eyed everyone’s outfits, making sure no trace of
adolescence was showing. “Let’s go, girls!”

They crossed the busy
street and stepped into the back of the line. Kinsley noted that
most of the crowd were women, but she did spot a group of men all
standing together. Probably a bachelor
party. The line slowly moved,
inch-by-inch, and after several minutes, it was Kinsley and her
group’s turn at the door with the tall and gorgeous bouncer.
Kinsley’s mouth started salivating as she roved her eyes up and
down the masculine woman. When she handed over her ticket to be
scanned, she noticed her hand was shaking and worried the bouncer
would see, but when her ticket was handed back with a rakish wink
directed at her, Kinsley sighed in relief and quickly made her way
inside.

Jenna sidled up beside her and said
near her ear, “Damn, Kinsley, if I didn’t have eyes, I’d say you’d
have a shot with her.” She looked back over her shoulder at the
bouncer. “She’s hot!”

“It’s Sway, of course
they’d have gorgeous security guards. C’mon, let’s find our
seats.”

With mere minutes to spare, they
shuffled to the front and claimed the four empty seats waiting for
them just before the houselights lowered and the stage lights went
up, sending the crowd into a frenzied state of screaming, cheering,
and clapping. The sexual energy radiating off every single person
could be felt in the high-temperature room, nearing combustion.
Being a virgin, Kinsley had zero experience to compare the
excitement she was feeling deep down in her loins, but if she had
to guess, she compared it to foreplay. Slow, seductive
foreplay.

Sway exploded out on the stage
performing backflips, running and bouncing around, hyping up the
crowd, and Kinsley was right there, getting wrapped up in all the
excitement, and then finally, the person of her long-awaited desire
finally came forth, as all she could do was stare back at the woman
who haunted her fantasies and dreams—Chief.

 


*****

 


Two years later…

 


Kinsley slammed the dresser drawer
shut then hurried over to her luggage on the bed and stuffed a
bunch of socks and underwear between the few clothes she had
already packed. Her heart was racing as she frantically grabbed
everything so she could get the hell out of there before her mother
caught her. She zipped up the bag then hefted it up and over her
shoulder just as her bedroom door swung open with her mother
barreling toward her, an angry storm swirling all over her strained
face.

“Where the hell do you
think you’re going, young lady!”

Kinsley squared her shoulders and
planted her feet firmly into the carpet. She had prepared for this
to happen and had practised a speech that she had been repeating
inside her head the whole time she’d been packing. “Mom, your
threats aren’t going to stop me. I am an adult, and I am following
my dreams.”

“I did not raise my
beautiful little ballerina to become a tramp with a bunch of
second-rate, rug-munching strippers!”

That hurt. No longer that confused
seventeen-year-old, Kinsley knew she was a lesbian and not the
heterosexual her mother hoped she’d be. “Don’t talk about them like
that!” Kinsley screeched, tears filling her eyes. “Sway are
professionals who specialize in exotic dance. Some of their past
dancers have gone on to be highly successful.” She walked up to her
mother and peered deep into her eyes. “I’m doing this. It feels
right, and you’re not gonna do anything about it.” Stepping around
her mother and out of her bedroom, she winced at the threat being
hurled at her back.

“You live in this house,
you will abide by my rules, Kinsley Maria Verdé!”

With her chin trembling and tears
tumbling down her reddened cheeks, Kinsley kept walking until she
reached the front door. When she placed a hand on the doorknob, she
paused then turned to face her mother. “I’m nineteen, Mom. I’m not
a child anymore, I can make my own decisions, and I’ve decided to
take a chance on something I really want.” Was she making a
mistake? What if she didn’t get in with Sway? And if she did, how
would she take care of herself—money, a roof, food?

Sherry Verdé sighed and to Kinsley, it
appeared she had sighed out her entire life force as her body
seemed to deflate. Kinsley internally winced and felt bad for
putting so much strain on her. She loved her mother very much. Ever
since her father walked out on them when she was barely in grade
school, it had just been the two of them, looking after each other.
Having shown a talent for dance, Sherry had signed her up for dance
classes at Tanya Sharp’s Dance Academy in their small town,
Wellington, Ontario, at the age of six. Kinsley not only shined in
her age group, but she became a fast favourite to the other dancers
as well as Tanya, herself. As she grew older and outgrew the small
town and the training Tanya could give her, Tanya had started
encouraging Kinsley to branch out and find somewhere she could
really fly and soar. Today was the day where she was going to
spread her wings, but first, she had to placate her overbearing,
religious mother.

Setting her bag down, she slowly
crossed the floor over to her mother all the while clutching at her
small crucifix fixed around her neck. That cross had been part of
her life since she was born. Attending Sunday services, Sunday
school, studying the Bible, saying her prayers, and ultimately just
trying to be a good Christian had been a large part of Kinsley’s
life. As she approached her mother, all she saw was worry radiating
out of her weary eyes, and her heart broke. “Mom, I love you, and
I’m so appreciative that you guided me down this path of dance, but
if I want to go further in life with dance, I have to
leave.”

Sherry shook her head as she briefly
looked away then back at her daughter. “When you said you wanted to
further your dancing career, I always assumed it was to some
prestigious school where you would become a professional ballet
dancer, not a stripper in a nightclub.”

Kinsley pouted with a frown and said,
“Mom, it’s not a strip club. Sway is an actual studio and a real
group of professional dancers. They’re famous all over the
country.” She shrugged and delicately said, “They just happen to
specialize in exotic dance, is all.” She reached out and touched
her mother’s arm. “Think of it as burlesque. I know you don’t
approve of it, but I do recall you complimenting how beautiful the
women looked. That’ll be me.”

Sherry appeared to be thinking and the
worry in her eyes had lessened, but Kinsley still wasn’t holding
her breath that she would receive the support she needed and wanted
from her mother. Finally, a sigh was let out and she said firmly,
“I want you to call me on a regular basis, you hear me, Kinsley?”
Kinsley nodded then pulled out her basic, cheap phone, proving she
had it on her. Sherry then walked over to the hall closet and
pulled out her purse.

“Mom, what are you
doing?”

“You’ll need money.” She
started to hand her daughter the emergency cash she kept on
hand—all fifty dollars of it.

Kinsley gently pushed her mother’s
hand away. “I don’t need it. Remember, I saved up over the last
year from babysitting jobs. I have a few hundred to tie me over,
and if I don’t get in with Sway, I can always take another bus
home. You keep it.”

“If you’re
sure?”

Kinsley nodded and smiled.

Sherry put her purse away then turned
to Kinsley and opened her arms up for a hug. Kinsley walked into
them, and they held each other tightly. “You be extra careful,
Kinsley. Toronto is not as nice as our little town. I love
you.”

Kinsley fought her tears, but she lost
the fight as they burst forth and down her face. “Thank you, Mommy,
and I love you too.”

Half an hour later,
Kinsley was finally boarding a bus to Toronto. After sending a
quick text to Jenna that she was on her way to change her life, she
found her seat and sighed in relief as she rested her head against
the window, closing her eyes. Two
hours. She had two hours to think about
her actions and decisions before she walked into Sway’s studio,
where she would prove to not only herself, but to the people she
had admired for so long. Kinsley had been fourteen at the time when
she laid eyes on the rugged butches and gorgeous femmes of Sway.
Now at nineteen, a woman to society, but still a girl in many ways,
her conflicting feelings and nerves were rattling her.

I can do this. I’m an
excellent dancer. I’m pretty enough. More
tears gathered and her mouth shook as she thought about her mother.
Kinsley truly loved her, but she hated some of her beliefs,
including her belief that homosexuality was a sin. Having her
mother’s support for her future, as thin as it was, she knew if she
came out the same day announcing her leave for the city where she
would audition to become—in her mother’s past words—a harlot, it
would have been way too much for the Christian woman.

Someday I’ll tell her, but
not today.


Chapter One

 


 


The blur of urban jungle activity and
noise surrounding Kinsley couldn’t penetrate her thoughts as she
stood in front of the building holding her future. The years she’d
been on this earth, dancing was the only thing that had occupied
her mind. Taking ballet classes at the tender age of six then
graduating to advanced ballet, where she eventually branched out to
different genres of dance, including jazz and ballroom, Kinsley was
a well-versed and seasoned dancer. A fact that she understood, but
compared to the professionals who were just beyond the doors of the
building, she felt like a novice. She was about to audition for the
well-known and popular exotic dance company—Sway. Kinsley’s mother
had strictly told her she would never allow her little girl to
attend any of their shows due to the sexual nature, but Kinsley
often wondered if it had anything to do with the fact that most, if
not all, the dancers were queer in some form or another.

With her feet glued to the sidewalk,
she knew where she needed to be, having memorized the address that
was written down on a scrap piece of paper she had torn out of her
mother’s daily agenda: 5th floor, studio 525—yet she just couldn’t
seem to make her feet move. Enthralled by the windows on the fifth
floor, Kinsley hadn’t noticed the young woman standing beside her,
looking up too.

“What are we looking
at?”

Startled, Kinsley looked wide-eyed up
at the punk-looking, tall—taller than her by several inches—spikey
blonde-haired, young woman, who had the most beautiful ice-blue
eyes.

The woman smiled down at Kinsley. “You
can’t get accepted unless you don’t audition. What’s the worst that
can happen? They say no and you go home and find another way to
dance.” She shrugged.

Kinsley swallowed down her
nerves then licked her dry lips. She was sweating under her hoodie
and jean jacket, standing under the hot sun. The forecast had
called for severe winds today. Lying
weatherman. She turned to the woman and
asked, “Are you here to audition?”

The woman nodded with a bright smile.
“You bet. I wouldn’t turn this opportunity down. You?”

Kinsley nodded.

The woman smirked as she assessed
Kinsley up and down. “Lemme guess, you’re trying out for the role
of a femme?”

Kinsley released some of the pent-up
knots in her gut and said, “Yeah, I don’t think I can pull off the
butch look.”

“Probably not, especially
with the cute and perfect bun on your head and the flawless makeup,
but butch isn’t just about a look, it’s more of an attitude and a
feeling, so I wouldn’t count you out just yet. Who knows, maybe
there’s a charming soft butch buried deep inside ya.” She
winked.

“Doubtful. I hate
spiders.”

The woman laughed then nudged Kinsley
on the shoulder. “I’m not feminine and I hate spiders,
too.”

The distraction in the form of blonde
hair, blue eyes, and a baby face had Kinsley’s nerves shrinking
away the longer she stood there talking with the cute
woman.

“Shall we?” the woman
asked and gestured with her hand toward the front doors.

Kinsley took a deep breath then nodded
as she followed the woman over to the doors. She smiled when she
held it open for her. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure,” she
said.

Kinsley looked up at her and asked,
“Is that a butch thing?”

The woman squinted like she was
thinking before she shrugged her shoulders. “No, it’s a human
thing.”

Kinsley nodded but was
interrupted when a slew of people started filing out of the room to
her left, all sweating, smiling, and chatting with one another.
Kinsley stepped out of the way then once everyone exited the
building, she peeked her head inside the mid-size room with mirrors
when out of nowhere, a flash of red came whizzing around the
corner, bumping into Kinsley, knocking her back on her behind on
the stairs, where she landed with an oomph!

“Oh, shitty-shit, I am so
sorry!” The red-haired woman bent over, took hold of Kinsley’s
hands, and hauled her back to her feet. “Are you hurt?”

As Kinsley took a moment to assess
herself, she realized the redhead was Cerise from Sway. “I’m
okay.”

Cerise sagged in relief, only to perk
right back up and held out her hand to Kinsley, who took the
offered hand. “I’m Caprice. Are you here for a dance class or are
you here to audition?”

Caprice must be her real
name. “Audition.” She then gestured with
her chin at the blonde woman. “Her too.”

Caprice let go of Kinsley’s hand and
turned to shake the other woman’s hand. “Nice to meet
you.”

“It’s a pleasure, and the
name’s Perry Blue.”

Kinsley and Caprice stared up at the
tall, angelic-looking woman in silence before Caprice spoke up and
said, “For real? Like, that’s the name your parents gave
you?”

Perry, who appeared chagrined, nodded
with a sigh. “I know, it’s like being a redhead with the name
Cherry.”

Kinsley giggled when Caprice cocked a
hip and planted a hand on her hip, appearing offended; Kinsley knew
why. Caprice playfully scoffed and said, “I take it you don’t
follow Sway too closely.”

Perry appeared confused until Caprice
pointed at her own hair, a beautiful auburn red, and Perry
scrunched her eyes shut. “Shit, sorry. You’re Cerise, as in
cherry.”

Caprice bellowed out a laugh. “It’s
all good, blondie.” She then gestured for the duo to follow her up
the stairs after telling them the elevators were out of service for
maintenance.

Kinsley’s nerves had re-emerged after
the run-in with the lithe, gorgeous redhead and were growing
rapidly the higher they climbed. She glanced a couple times at
Perry and wondered if she was a good actress at hiding her nerves
or if she really was internally calm as she appeared on the
outside. Kinsley then silently studied Caprice, who had long,
softly curled red locks, wearing feminine dance/workout attire that
seemed to be molded to every curve on her petite body. Kinsley
couldn’t help but notice the natural swing in Caprice’s ass and
doubted a butch would swing their ass like that. In all her years
of observing her kind of people—lesbians—Kinsley noted that the
more masculine type had a different swing in their gait, usually
held more up in their shoulders than in their hips like their
feminine counterparts. When they reached the top of the final
flight of stairs to the fifth floor, they rounded a corner and
walked toward a closed door with a window.

Caprice turned toward the two of them
with a bright smile. “Here we are.” When she opened the door, a
heavy beat paired with a sultry male voice poured out through the
stereo speakers like silk and wrapped itself around Kinsley,
hitting her in all the right places. “You two are the last to
arrive. You can drop your things here on the floor along the wall
and find a spot to sit with the rest of the group.” Caprice strode
off to the opposite side of the room, where a small group were
sitting, waiting.

Kinsley’s attention was
split between the hot couple gyrating with each other to the sexy
music and to the group Caprice had joined as she haphazardly
plonked her things on the floor. Then it hit her—the small group
was Sway. Holy crap. She knew she was auditioning for them, but to actually have
them in the same room, watching her dance with mainly ballet
training, was daunting to say the least. A gentle hand pressed to
the middle of her back interrupted her mini-meltdown and pulled her
attention back to reality. She looked up at Perry, who was smiling
down at her.

“They can only say yes if
you prove yourself.” Perry guided Kinsley over to the larger group
of dancers waiting to showcase their talents.

“Thank you,” Kinsley
whispered to Perry after they sat down beside each other on the
floor.

Perry simply winked at her then turned
her attention to the dancing couple who had just finished their
erotic routine. Applause thundered around the room, more so from
Sway as wolf whistles and howls rang throughout the room. While
everyone was occupied, Kinsley took the opportunity to quietly
check out her competition. After spotting a few dancers who
appeared more feminine than her, she curled within herself and
internally grimaced. As quickly as that negative thought cloaked
her, she reminded herself that she could very well be a better
dancer than the others and hoped Sway would want the whole package,
and not just some leggy, big-boobed girl who only knew how to twerk
in heels. Kinsley’s attention snapped to the front when Caprice
announced herself and thanked everyone for coming.

“Two of our dancers have
moved on with their careers, so we’ll be needing to fill two
spots—a femme and a butch. I want to stress that we don’t care if
you’ve been dancing all your life or if you’ve just started five
minutes ago. Technique can be taught, but heart cannot. If you do
not have the heart, you will not be a right fit for Sway. So, just
be yourself and have fun.” She smiled warmly. Kinsley had already
liked Caprice from the awkward meeting on the first floor, but
after her introduction to the group, she felt like she could be
friends with the redhead. Caprice radiated warmth and kindness,
which soothed Kinsley. She held up her hands to quiet everyone
down. “We also know that not everyone here is one-hundred percent
butch or femme. We know that everyone has their own individualities
and sexualities, but Sway is not only a dancing group, it’s kind of
like acting. On stage, you are a character. Off stage, you are you.
Remember that going into this audition. Now, I’m going to step back
and let our leader come forth, or as a couple of you will come to
know as ‘Chief,’ but off stage, you can call her Dane.”

Kinsley’s breath caught as her pulse
began pounding in her ears, throat, and down between her legs when
Dane stepped forward. She wasn’t tall like Perry, but her frame
filled out her clothes more deliciously than Perry’s.
Porcelain-coloured skin, contrasting perfectly against her darker
features, and a jet-black, angled fringe, covering most of her
forehead as the rest was shaved short, giving her an exotic
appearance. Dark green eyes peeking out from behind the dark hair
paired with a hint of a smirk screamed authority and a hint of
mischievous. Kinsley tried to watch and not appear like she was
staring when Dane stripped off her sleeveless black shirt,
revealing a black sports bra and perfect abs. After tucking her
shirt in the back of her pants, letting it dangle, she walked over
to the sound system and set up a song to be played. She then turned
toward the group and finally spoke.

“Good afternoon, everyone.
I’m Dane, your boss. I own Sway, a company I started fifteen years
ago with a few friends of mine after realizing there weren’t any
good exotic shows for women who appreciate women.” She held her
hands crossed at her back as she slowly paced in front of the
group, who were watching and listening intently. Kinsley wouldn’t
be surprised if some of the masculine dancers were just as aroused
as some of the feminine ones were by Dane’s sheer presence alone.
“Over time, exotic dancing has been catered for men and women.” She
held up a finger and said, “Let me reiterate, for
heterosexual men and
women.” She resumed her pacing. “Now, I’m sure some of the
homosexual men have enjoyed the dancing catered to women
like, The Chippendales or Thunder From Down
Under, just like I’m positive that some of
the strippers for the straight men were enjoyed by gay women,
myself included.” She stopped when a bashful grin spread over her
face, eliciting a chuckle throughout the room. She put her palms up
in surrender and said, “It’s true, no lie, but I may have enjoyed
the occasional lap dance.”

“For research, right?” one
of the dancers from Sway asked.

Dane put a finger to her lips and
quietly shushed her comrade as everyone chuckled and giggled at
their playful antics. Kinsley laughed along with everyone else all
the while ogling the other sexy dancer. She bit her lip and
wondered how she was going to survive this audition; everyone was
so damn arousing, even the femmes. Kinsley’s confidence started to
waver as she glanced down at herself in her white racerback top and
grey yoga pants. A nudge to her arm had her lifting her head up to
see Perry looking at her with that same enigmatic smile from
earlier.

Perry leaned against Kinsley and
whispered, “What’d I tell you before?”

Dane had been appointing which dancers
were going to go first when she spotted two of the dancers in the
back not paying attention. “And I do believe we have two volunteers
who will go first.” Dane was now standing directly in front of the
group, staring straight at Kinsley with her eyes
narrowed.

Both women glanced up at the sound of
Dane’s commanding voice, and Kinsley’s heart plummeted when her
words finally sunk in. She responded when the cock of Dane’s
eyebrow told her it was fight or flight time. She looked at Perry
who looked back at her, and they both stood up and slowly joined
Dane in the middle of the dancefloor. With the group behind her and
Sway in front of her, Kinsley suddenly felt the pressure of
everything, and she swayed, for lack of a better word, and was
caught by Dane before she hit the floor. She looked up into those
intense green eyes in utter embarrassment but strangely safe
wrapped up in those strong arms.

Dane smiled down at Kinsley, flashing
pearly whites and revealing crows’ feet around her eyes, adding
charm and beauty to her already gorgeous face. “Not every day a
girl swoons right into my arms.” She winked and righted Kinsley,
keeping her arms around her. “You alright, or do you need to sit
out?”

Panicked, Kinsley’s eyes widened, and
she shook her head with vehemence. “I’m good. I tripped, is all.”
She winked back with a smile.

Dane nodded in finality and released
her hold from Kinsley with mischief in her eyes, telling Kinsley
she’d keep her little fib a secret. She stepped back and swiveled
on the balls of her feet, facing the mirror while Sway moved to the
side to let Dane work. “Okay, for now, I want you two to follow my
lead. Do as I do, then once you’ve picked it up, I’ll get you to
individually show me what you’ve learned.” She walked over to the
sound system and pressed play. “Bom Bidi Bom” by Nick Jonas started
playing, and Dane began undulating her hips and core with the sexy
beat of the song. Perry fell right into step with Dane, whereas
Kinsley, who was mostly trained as a ballerina, struggled to keep
up. Her feet were in tune, but the sexy gyrations and rolls of the
body were harder to perform. Ballet was not known for loose hip
movements, so she looked stiff next to the other dancers. Dane spun
on the ball of one foot while the other outstretched foot dragged
along the floor as she spun around. Perry performed it well, but
Kinsley’s spin was more technically correct with her body perfectly
poised, landing effortlessly with her shoulders pulled back. Dane
then slithered side-to-side with each foot dragging along the
floor, hips swaying, shoulders hunched over like she was hunting
her prey. Perry kept up as did Kinsley, but again, Kinsley’s
movements were stiff and too perfect. Once Dane showed them the
routine, she stepped back and watched as each woman took her
turn.

Dane held up her hands, signalling to
a member of Sway to stop the music. Once the music was cut off,
Kinsley stopped too, breathing heavily as Dane made her way to the
front of the floor and faced her. A lazy finger was suddenly
pointing at Kinsley that had her heart pounding. Dane opened her
mouth to speak but closed it. “What’s your name,
beautiful?”

Kinsley felt herself blushing
furiously at the term of endearment from someone she found wildly
attractive. She cleared her throat and quietly said,
“Kinsley.”

Dane cocked an eyebrow and asked,
“Lemme guess, ballet?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Kinsley
suddenly sensed a shift in the air, she side-eyed the group who
were quietly snickering and wondered why. The wolfish grin on
Dane’s face and the gleam in her eye made her want to ask what she
had said to elicit such a response from everyone.

“Ballet is a highly
respected field and I truly believe any dancer can benefit from
learning the beautiful art of ballet, but, if that’s all you’ve
learned, then it’ll be hard for one to get down and dirty. You know
what I’m sayin’?”

Kinsley nodded, painfully aware that
her years of perfect posture and clean lines were finally biting
her in the ass. “I can learn. I want to learn.” She tried not to
sound like she was begging, but if that was what she had to do, she
would.

Dane nodded, her eyes dropping to
Kinsley’s hips as she walked behind her and firmly gripped them.
“Move,” she
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