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By Sagan Morrow

THERE'S A THIN LINE between love and hate... 

Focus on the dance competition. The business opportunity. The prize money, for goodness sake. Anything except... 

That smarmy attitude. 

Those mocking eyes. 

That chiseled jawline. 

Staying focused on the task at hand might be harder than Scarlett Mitchell thought, when she’s stuck with sexy, arrogant Pete Fraser as her dance partner for the next six weeks. But she has no choice—he’s her only hope to win the big dance competition. Scarlett needs to win that prize money if she wants to save her burlesque business from bankruptcy. 

...And it’s all the more complicated when she unexpectedly finds herself in a fake relationship with Pete, in an attempt to make her unrequited crush, Westley Prince, jealous...

Note: While reading this story, you can tune into the special Her Bad Idea soundtrack at SaganMorrow.com/playlist7. 

Her Bad Idea is Book 7 in the Polyamorous Passions series. 

Polyamorous Passions follows the lives of three best friends as they each embark on their own journeys into consensual non-monogamy. Books 1—3 focused on Emma, Books 4—6 focused on Helen, and Books 7—9 focus on Scarlett. Each novella can be enjoyed as a stand-alone. 

This contemporary new adult series is suitable for anyone interested in real-life polyamory and open relationships, positive female friendships, alternatives to monogamy and monogamous relationships, and explorations of sexuality. 

Read other books in this series, available now: 

Book 1:A Choice Between Two

Book 2:Gaming the System

Book 3: Make Me Forget 

Book 4: She Wants More 

Book 5: Being Good 

Book 6: Out of Control

Connect with the author: @Saganlives onTwitter andInstagram. 

Get updates on new book releases, access sample chapters of each novel, and tune into the indie author podcast atSaganMorrow.com/books. 

Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. Any likeness to actual persons and events is purely coincidental. The views of the characters do not necessarily reflect the views of the author. 

Please note that the Polyamorous Passions series uses sex-positive language and both reclaims and embraces terms such as “smut” and “slutty.”

All rights reserved. This book is not to be reproduced or distributed without express written permission from the author.
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TUNE INTO THE Her Bad Idea soundtrack as you read this book: SaganMorrow.com/playlist7. 

	Girl With One Eye (Florence + The Machine) 

	High Hopes (Panic! At The Disco) 

	Actor Out of Work (St. Vincent) 

	Stupid Grin (Dragonette) 

	Dress (Sylvan Esso) 

	There She Goes (The La’s) 

	Neighbour (Mother Mother) 

	Walking on Air (Kerli) 

	Toy Soldiers (Silversun Pickups) 

	Bruises (Chairlift) 

	Don’t Blame Me (Taylor Swift) 

	Circles (Of Monsters and Men)

	Take Me To The Riot (Stars) 

	Oxford Comma (Vampire Weekend) 

	Dance Monkey (Tones And I) 

	Zombie (The Pretty Reckless) 

	Famous Last Words (My Chemical Romance) 

	Hang Me Up To Dry (Cold War Kids) 

	broken (lovelytheband) 

	Let Me Down Slowly (Alec Benjamin, Alessia Cara) 

	Lost Kitten (Metric) 

	I Don’t Want To Fall In Love (She Wants Revenge) 

	Come Undone (Carina Round) 

	Hot In Herre (Jenny Owen Young) 

	the stage (Shura) 

	When The Darkness Comes (Colbie Caillat) 

	Line of Fire (The Veronicas) 

	Needle In The Hay (Elliott Smith) 

	Break My Heart (Dua Lipa) 

	Love Me (Katy Perry) 

	Nirvana (ELLIANA) 

	With Fire (EXES)

	Creep (Kirche) 

	I Bet You Look Good On The Dancefloor (Arctic Monkeys) 

	Hard For Me (Michele Morrone) 

	Speeding Cars (Imogen Heap) 

	Hell (Tegan and Sara)

	First Day Of My Life (Bright Eyes) 

	Baby (feat. MARINA & Luis Fonsi) 

	Stay Out (Elliott BROOD) 

	Saved My Life (Sia) 


Dedicated to all my burlesque babes and the dear friends I’ve made through Prairie Diva dance classes (there are too many of you to list here, but you know who you are...)

Scarlett wouldn’t exist without you. 
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“...AND SHE’S NOT YOUR Manic Pixie Dream Girl. Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome to the stage... our very own Lady Salty Sweetness!”

That was her cue. With butterflies of anticipation bubbling up, Scarlett Mitchell took a deep breath and stepped out from the wings onto the stage.

She wasn’t new to performing—after all, this was her entire career—but even so, she still experienced that touch of nervousness every time she was about to perform. It wasn’t until the dance began that the tremors in her hands stilled themselves.

The routine Scarlett was dancing tonight wasn’t one she’d performed before in front of an audience. Scarlett loved designing new choreography on a regular basis; it gave her more of an opportunity to play with her unique dance style and discover new songs. But she never knew exactly how her audience would respond to a new routine. It was always a risk.

Those risks were part of the package. Her Lady Salty Sweetness stage persona hinged on the evolution of her acts. The audience never knew quite what to expect: her salty side... or her sweet side. 

Scarlett’s favourite routines incorporated a little of both.

This evening, Scarlett (or rather, Lady Salty Sweetness) wore three-inch heels and a flimsy silver slip that clung to every curve, but she dominated the stage with cocky swagger. She stalked across the floor, wiggling her body and flirting with the crowd.

It was a sultry number choreographed to a song by one of her favourite artists, Florence and the Machine. Scarlett’s movements were slow and deliberate, playing with a scarf that she alternated between winding around her neck and tying the ends around her wrists, relying on allusions of bondage in between touching every inch of exposed skin.

As “Girl With One Eye” came to a close and the song built up to its final crescendo, Scarlett strutted across the floor, tightening the scarf around her neck and then whipping it expertly between her hands. She stopped dead centre stage and faced away from the audience, arching her back agonizingly slow as she ran her hands from her neck down the length of her body, brushing her breasts and waist and thighs until her fingers touched the hem of the slip that barely covered her ass.

She lifted it ever so teasingly, up, up, up, as the crowd went wild, and then at the last second, with an expert flip of the hand, Scarlett whipped the slip over her head and collapsed to the ground on the final note of the song, allowing her audience the merest glimpse of glittery pasties and matching thong she wore—right before the room went dark.

Her heart pounded as she strode off the stage in the darkness amidst the roar of applause. There was nothing quite like the thrill of performing burlesque for a living. 

***
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THE THRILL OF PERFORMING was one thing—but there were many other, more tedious business tasks that Scarlett was supposed to deal with on an ongoing basis. 

She sat in her home office the following day, ignoring the miscellaneous papers piled untidily on one corner of her desk and the neglected to-do list of marketing tasks taped to the wall above her computer. Today was for bookkeeping, not marketing.

It was a good thing she loved dancing so much that it made all of the minor nuisances of being a small business owner worthwhile. 

Of course, being her own boss meant there weren’t only minor nuisances like everyday admin work to deal with. Scarlett also needed to tackle larger complications.  

Her revenue, for instance. Paying herself, for another.

When you hone in on a niche, you’ll dominate the market, she’d been told many years ago when she opened her business. 

All the experts promised her it was a sure thing. There was no doubt in the slightest that she wouldn’t be a smash success. All she needed was a specialized niche—burlesque dancing—and voila! She’d be the toast of the town and rake in the cash.

But if that was the case, then Scarlett was doing something very, very wrong. Either she’d received misguided advice, or the advice they’d given was only the tip of the iceberg, or else she didn’t have the gumption to be a successful businesswoman... because it seemed like coins kept slipping through her fingers with each passing day. 

Scarlett ground her teeth in frustration as she reviewed her online bank account for the third time that week. 

She wasn’t shy about reviewing the numbers. Three times in one week was tame for her.

Shockingly enough, the math didn’t get any better, no matter how many times she crunched the numbers: $10,000 owed on her credit card. Another $8,000 on her line of credit. 

She was down to $30 in her checking account, with no savings to speak of.

Scarlett was reeling from debt—and worse, there didn’t seem to be any way out of it. 

The total amount on her credit card bill kept creeping up, up, up, and those pesky interest rates weren’t helping her at all. Any time she thought she was making headway, the numbers somehow shot up even higher.

Scarlett looked at the creased piece of paper beside her and smoothed it out once again, rereading it for the tenth time. 

“Thank you for your loan application... unfortunately it has been denied... would like to offer an increase of $7,000 on your credit card!”

She glared at the letter and scrunched it tightly in her fist. Scarlett closed her eyes. She didn’t need yet another increase on her credit card. What she needed was something to help her get out of debt, something that wouldn’t have such an astronomical interest rate, dragging her back down just when she thought she might be making progress. 

What she needed was something to get her out of this financial mess that had climbed alarmingly over the past three years. 

It wasn’t like Scarlett had any assets to sell, either. She owned no property. She rented a house with two other roommates and lived in the basement. Her car was an old, rusty vehicle that she prayed would survive another winter. 

One of Scarlett’s best friends, Emma, would tell her to get rid of her car if she needed to save money. But Scarlett couldn’t imagine life without a car. It was crucial for her business; the nature of her work required her to drive at weird hours of the night to sketchy parts of the city for her dance performances. A car-free existence would make her life a living hell. 

“If you can’t be without a car, then why not pick up a few hours as a barista to make some extra cash,” Scarlett could almost hear Emma suggesting, baffled about why Scarlett couldn’t find that spare time in her day to do such a thing. 

Emma was the queen of time management. Not Scarlett. But she viewed it more as a lack of time, in comparison to Emma, than a time management issue.

With the combination of her strange work hours of being a dancer, and handling the business side of things as a solopreneur, Scarlett didn’t see any way that she could pick up a part-time job, even if she wanted to. She couldn’t work a regular schedule, since hers changed constantly. 

Besides, Scarlett didn’t live for her work. She lived for her principles. She started burlesque dancing as a career because she was so passionate about the body positivity and sex-positive and self-empowerment aspects of it, not to mention the freedom and flexibility to design a life according to her own set of rules. As such, she prioritized everything that aligned with those values. When Scarlett wasn’t working on her business, she was organizing campaigns, marching in parades, demanding better from her local politicians. 

It didn’t leave her with a whole lot of spare time. And that wasn’t a problem, exactly: Scarlett knew what her priorities were. 

...Sometimes, she just wished she could make more money doing it. That’s all.

Scarlett had attempted to diversify her income streams with a book of love poems she wrote a few months earlier, but those poems were more of a cathartic attempt to deal with the emotions she felt about her long-standing unrequited crush, Wes, than earning an income from it. After writing the book, she’d found a local bookstore willing to sell it, but with the minuscule royalties she would make, Scarlett was beginning to think the poetry book would cost her more than she’d earn. It could hardly be considered a business asset.

No, the truth was that she had no assets to sell, and no opportunity to earn extra money outside of her burlesque business. And if the bank wouldn’t loan her the money she so desperately needed... well, there was no doubt about it: Scarlett was at the end of the line.

What I really need is a knight in shining armour, Scarlett thought to herself, looking up from her computer to gaze wistfully at the stacks of romance novels that lined every shelf of her cramped bookcase. 

As independent as she liked to be, sometimes a girl needed to get extra help. 

Scarlett picked up the phone and dialled her own knight in shining armour, her saviour, the one person she could always count on to help her in these situations of dire financial need: her talent agent. 

“Scarlett,” her agent, Jen, said without preamble into the phone. “Perfect timing. I was about to call you. Can you come to my office tomorrow? I have a fantastic opportunity for you.” 

Scarlett eagerly agreed before hanging up the phone. She looked down at the crumpled letter still balled in her hand, and then smiled triumphantly, tossing it in the recycling bin. 

Who needs the bank’s help? I can get myself out of this financial mess without them. 

She closed her computer, hiding the negative dollar signs on her online bank statements from view. 

This is it, Scarlett resolved, her natural optimism pushing aside financial anxieties. I’m done with being broke. It’s time my business started making real money.

***
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SCARLETT KNOCKED ON Jen’s door the following afternoon, waiting for her agent to call out an invitation before entering the office. 

Jen glanced up at Scarlett with a distracted smile and nodded in greeting from behind her massive desk, not breaking her brisk typing speed for a second. 

After five years of working together, Scarlett was accustomed to Jen’s brusque conduct. She settled patiently into the chair across the table from Jen and let her eyes wander around the familiar office until her agent was ready. 

A few minutes later, Jen pushed back her chair and regarded Scarlett across the table. “How are you?”

“Oh, you know,” Scarlett said, pasting a smile on her face. “And you?”

They engaged in pleasant chitchat for a couple minutes, until Scarlett, unable to wait any longer, cleared her throat. “What have you got for me, Jen?”

Jen beamed at her. “Oh, it’s a good one,” she said, waving an envelope at her.

Scarlett smiled. “Well, out with it.”

“You know the BeDazzled Dance Competition?”

Do I know about the most prestigious dance competition on the continent? Scarlett raised an eyebrow at Jen in response.

“Well,” Jen went on, taking the hint, “there was a problem with the location—something about a permit issue and organizers changing hands. So they got in touch with some people here, and they’re moving it to our city.”

“Really?” 

“Really. And since it’s a last-minute change, some of the original competitors had to pull out. A few spots have opened up in competitions at your level... and you’ve been invited to perform.”

“Oh my god,” Scarlett whispered, her eyes sparkling. 

This was a dream come true! She always loved the idea of competing, but never put her name out there—Scarlett always figured that next year, when she improved her skills, maybe then she’d apply.

...The only thing was, she’d told herself that for the past four years in a row.

Not that it mattered right now. The important thing was that now she had this incredible chance to partake in a coveted, highly competitive showcase.

Yes, when it came right down to it, the opportunity to perform alongside international sensations was something Scarlett had waited for her entire career. 

Not to mention, I can definitely use the cash prize if I manage to win a placement in the competition.

“There’s a catch, though,” her agent warned, pulling Scarlett out of her daydream. “You’ll need a dance partner.”

“A partner? What for? I dance solo.”

“Not this time. The competition that has an opening available for you—which, by the way, also happens to include the biggest cash prize—is in a doubles division.”

Scarlett slumped back in the chair, heart sinking as her mind raced.

It wasn’t that she had never danced with others before... it was just that she worked best alone. She knew how to move to the music in a rhythm that suited her. And she liked having complete creative control over her work. 

The only time she ever collaborated with another dancer years ago, she’d put in all the work upfront, only for them to swoop in at the last minute, incorporate a bunch of changes, and then take all the credit for her hard work. 

Scarlett didn’t have much interest in dealing with another sketchy dance partner again.

“I don’t have time to find someone to dance with,” Scarlett cautioned.

Jen waved her hand, dismissing Scarlett’s concern. “That’s not a problem—I found the perfect partner for you.”

That seemed doubtful. Still, Jen knew her style. She hadn’t steered Scarlett wrong before.

Scarlett hesitated before asking the question that really mattered: “...How much money are we talking about?”

Jen settled smugly back in her chair, smiling at Scarlett for a moment in silence to relish the amount. “Ten. Thousand. Dollars.”

“What?”

“You heard me.”

Scarlett stared at her agent, stunned. 

She’d be able to put that entire amount of cash on her credit card. Goodbye, spending hundreds of dollars every month on credit card interest fees! 

It would be an opportunity to start fresh. To no longer be completely broke and swimming in debt. 

This can’t get any better. 

Scarlett shook her head, trying to ground herself in reality. She’d had her hopes dashed too many times in the past to get on board that quickly. Don’t let yourself get caught up too fast in the excitement. You need to be realistic, here.

“But if I’m dancing with a partner, then I’ll have to split the cash, anyway.”

Not that I’d complain about $5,000. God, I’d take $500 at this point. Fifty dollars. I’d dance for any kind of money I can get my hands on. 

Anything would be better than seeing the red line on her bank statement for the umpteenth time in a row. Anything would be better than hiding behind stressed, forced smiles as she dipped into overdraft when she dutifully paid her rent each month.

“Not with this partner. He’s been looking for his big break. The financial reward holds no interest for him—he wants to align himself with a name like yours and get his foot in the door. And since you’ll be putting together the choreography and teaching him the moves, he already agreed that the benefits he’ll get out of this are worth it without the cash prize.”

Now, that’s an interesting proposition, Scarlett thought to herself. 

“What if we don’t win? Then he’ll benefit and I won’t.”

“I discussed that with him already. In that case, he’ll back-pay you for the time spent teaching him the choreography.”

Scarlett’s eyes darted toward the ceiling as she did some quick calculations. Not ideal, but at least my time won’t be completely wasted. 

“But the competition is only six weeks away,” Scarlett protested. “Creating a whole new choreography for two people, and with someone I’ve never even met... that’s a lot of work to shove into a short timespan. I want to do this right.”

Jen shrugged. “It’s your choice whether you want to do it. No skin off my nose.”

“I never said I didn’t want to do it—” Scarlett began quickly. 

“Excellent,” Jen answered before Scarlett finished speaking, giving her a sneaking suspicion that her agent had just goaded her into accepting the gig, “Would you like to meet your dance partner?”

“I guess I should,” she agreed. “Can you arrange—”

“Great, because he should be here any second.”

“That... seems oddly convenient,” Scarlett said, blinking at her agent. 

Jen coughed. “Well, I knew you’d agree to this, so I might have told him to meet us here.”

“I see,” Scarlett smiled. 

There was a sharp rap on the door, and then it opened behind her before Jen could invite the person in. 

That’s a bit rude, Scarlett thought to herself as she turned. What kind of arrogant—no, come on now, I need to go into this with an open mind. Just because I was burned once with the only other person I’ve collaborated with, doesn’t mean this dance partner deserves my prejudice. Maybe he’s just excited about this meeting, and it’s eagerness rather than rudeness or arrogance that made him enter without an invitation. Yes, that must be it.

She appraised him as he entered the office. The man who walked in the door was well-dressed, handsome, and built. He had a piercing gaze, sympathetic eyebrows, a sharp nose, and full lips. His face was lined in a rugged way that made Scarlett immediately judge him to be 10 years her senior, which only made him that much more attractive. 

There was something classically old Hollywood about him, almost a Humphrey Bogart vibe going on. He carried himself with a self-assuredness that she found both charmingly sexy and annoying as hell.

And there was something familiar about him... 

She was still trying to decide whether he fell into the category of arrogant or eager when Jen made the introductions. 

“Scarlett Mitchell, meet Pete Fraser. Your new dance partner.”

“Nice to be formally introduced to the darling of the dance community,” he said, raising an eyebrow in sardonic greeting, and that was when she placed him.

“You!” Scarlett gasped. 

The man standing before her smirked. “Me.”
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