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For Maritza Jones

I hope you are enjoying your new adventure and that
you will choose to take the path less traveled. May you find all
the joy you deserve.
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Author’s Note

 


The Dancer may
contain triggers for some. As a reader, I find trigger warnings to
be spoilers, but as an author, I understand that they are sometimes
necessary. Although I am not going to list each one, there are
many, please feel free to check my website for your specific
trigger(s)

 


Website:
https://jademarshallauthor.wordpress.com

 


For those of you who
wish to go in blind, please remember that this is a work of
fiction, and I DO NOT condone or wish to romanticize any of the
situations or actions of the characters.

 


Happy Reading.

Jade Marshall 
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Rules

 



	
No humans allowed. Ever.



	
All dancers must wear a hormone
masking patch at all times.



	
No boyfriends/husbands allowed.



	
No drinking on shift.



	
Zero tolerance for drug use.



	
No dating the customers.



	
Whatever you do after hours is your
business, just don’t bring your drama to work.



	
All clothing will be supplied.



	
If you are on shift, you must
maintain your assigned persona.



	
No exceptions will be made.





 


By Order of Management


Chapter One

 


Quinn

 


Darkness cloaks me as I step out on stage.
My right hand wraps around the cold metal pole, the contact
reminding me exactly where I am. The slow sensual beat of the music
filters through the overhead speaker system, floating through my
veins like the blood that keeps me alive.

“For your pleasure, here is The Dancer!” a
deep male voice announces enthusiastically.

The lights switch on, and my routine starts.
I sway my hips seductively, twisting and writhing around the pole.
Slowly, I divest myself of the different shades of blue clothing I
am wearing. I have come to hate any and every shade of blue now,
but it’s part of my stage persona.

The Dancer.

Lewd comments are shouted in my direction
but I filter them out, preferring to focus on the beat of the music
and my routine. I allow my body and the bass to lead me as it
always does. The less I am wearing, the less constrictive my
movements become, and soon I can freely shimmy up the pole before
descending with my legs firmly above my head.

I have been doing this for three years.

Five shows a week.

I am a burlesque dancer.

Yes, I take off most of my clothes, but
unlike a stripper, the men never get to see the parts they actually
want to. We retain some form of modesty, even though it isn’t much.
When I started this job, I thought it would be more like it is in
the movies, and the truth is that it isn’t. You never feel like a
star on stage, just another piece of meat to be ogled. When I was
younger I dreamed of using my degree in dance and music to create
some beautiful, unforgettable work of art. But life rarely gives us
what we want and no one wants to hire someone with a useless
degree.

No one except Abel, the owner of Dark Side
of the Moon.

By the end of my set, I am straddling a
wooden chair with two large blue feathers clutched to my chest,
covering my breasts.

I don’t look at the men, instead preferring
to stare just above them. I have a practiced, sultry smile pasted
on my face as the crowd loudly applauds and whistles. The lights
dim and I am able to escape backstage without the chance of anyone
seeing something they shouldn’t.

“Girl, I love watching you!” one of the new
girls exclaims as I descend the stairs into the shared dressing
room.

“Thanks, love,” I reply with yet another
fake smile.

She’s been here less than a week, so she is
still excited about this job. That will change eventually. I used
to enjoy my job, and I’m good at it, but it is slowly draining the
life out of me. I want to find a mate who can love and accept me
for who I am, but I can’t see any self-respecting male claiming me.
No one wants a mate who takes off her clothes for a living.
Especially not for the viewing pleasure of strange men.

It’s been years since I gave up on finding
my fated mate, deciding to settle on simply trying to be happy on
my own.

Sitting at my station, wrapped in a cobalt
blue silk robe, I stare at my reflection in the mirror. The makeup
I applied earlier is still perfectly in place, and although I want
to wipe it all off, I hold back. This job is my livelihood. I will
play the part until I find something to replace it.

“Dancer!” Abel calls as he makes his way
through the backstage area, weaving his way through half-dressed
females. I hate the way he calls me that but no one uses their real
names here. We are all assigned a persona and that is who you are
from the moment you enter until the moment you leave.

Dancer, Singer, Ballerina, whatever he feels
like calling us.

I watch the owner of Dark Side of the Moon
stalk his way toward me. He is a typical Alpha. Broad shoulders and
thick arms with massive hands. He has a permanent scowl fixed on
his handsome face, his grey eyes always alert and scanning the
surroundings.

“Yes, Abel,” I say, rolling my eyes.

“Why aren’t you dressed yet?” he
demands.

“Jesus, Abel. I just finished my set. Can I
have a moment to breathe?”

He studies me for a moment before
nodding.

“Fine. But don’t keep our VIPs waiting too
long. You were requested specifically.”

Abel turns and walks away without explaining
further. He doesn’t have to, I know how it works. Whoever has the
most money and power tonight will be deemed VIP by my boss. And
they get to request their server.

It’s going to be a long fucking night.


Chapter Two

 


Elias

 


“It’s his bachelor party. You have to come!”
my brother, Madden, says for the tenth time since he walked into my
office.

My shoulders are tense from holding back my
frustration at him and my other pack members for ambushing me with
this bullshit. Why the fuck does my beta, Waylon, need a bachelor
party? He is having a mating ceremony, not a human wedding. This
entire situation is ridiculous.

“Do you see the amount of work I have to
do?” I ask my idiot little brother, gesturing at the piles of
papers strewn across my desk. “Whychwood Industries isn’t going to
run itself, Madden.”

“You do realize that there is a world
outside your business and the damn pack?”

“Yes.” I stand and place my palms on my
desk, leaning forward. “I also know you enjoy reaping the benefits
of all the work I put into both ventures, so stop trying to push my
buttons.”

“That’s not what I am trying to do,” he says
with a sigh. “I am trying to get you out of this office. You spend
too much time here, alone. You need to get a life. A woman.”

I snort at his words.

“I’m almost thirty, Madden. If I was
supposed to find my mate, don’t you think it would have happened
already?”

“Who said anything about a mate?” His smile
is mischievous, and I instantly know I am going to regret this
night.

“What are you going on about?”

“There’s a burlesque club three towns
over.”

“I don’t pay for sex, and neither should
you.”

“Why do you always assume the worst when it
comes to me?” A flash of sadness crosses his features before he
replaces it with a smile, and I feel a twinge of guilt in my chest.
“No one said anything about paying for sex. But maybe you could
meet a woman you don’t hate if you went out. Go on a date. You
know, normal stuff.”

“You want me to date a stripper?” My eyebrow
arched in question.

“No one said anything about dating. And they
prefer to be called burlesque dancers.”

Like there is an actual difference: both
professions get paid to take off their clothes. I take a deep
breath and know I will give in to Madden. Again. I always do. He is
the only family I have left, and although my business and pack will
always come first, I need to make sure he knows I will always be
there for him as well, even when it’s shit like this.

“Fine. When do you want to leave?” I ask,
disdain dripping from every word.

“Now,” Madden replies with a shrug. “The
guys are waiting downstairs.”

“Fuck my life,” I mumble, running my hands
through my hair for what feels like the hundredth time today.

Pushing my brown leather chair away from my
desk, I grab my jacket and head out of my office to
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