“Hey, check out the library nerd.”
Brandy looked over from the cheer team’s huddle at the end of the gym to where Sandra was pointing.

“What am I looking for here?”

“Just look at her, Brandy. She’s changed. She looks different, she moves different. What was it you called her last year? ‘The appaloosa mouse’? She aint no mouse no more, girlfriend. She’s toned up some, but I haven’t seen her working out here or anything. Makes a difference. Looks like she’s actually got a nice rack but you’d never have guessed it the way she normally dresses.”
“Horizontal exercise, probably. She’s been hanging with the new boy. Guess he moved on the ‘nerdy and needy’ as an easy lay. Still, looks like she shaped up nice enough that he didn’t totally waste his time to get his dick wet. Shame, I wouldn’t have minded giving him a try.”

“Brandy, you are such a fucking slut.”

“Never claimed to not be. I like hot male bodies, I like dicks and I’ve a nice enough ass I can get as many of ‘em as I want without poaching ‘em off other girls or screwing anyone Mike doesn’t like.”

“He’s as bad as you are. You’re just perfect for each other.”

“Yep. Now get your head back in here, Sandy. There’s still something wrong with that new trick we’re working out. I think it’s where Jenny dismounts. Half the time she collides with you and the whole thing goes to hell…”

-----=====-----

“Mrs. Faulkner? Can I bother you a minute?”

“Of course, Danette. What’s on your mind?”

“Well, I know I’m not on any of the teams or anything, but I need to talk to you about a gym program. I know I need it but I’m not sure where to start.”

“Sit down, dear, and tell me about it. Our so-called ‘volleyball team’ can fall over each other without me yelling at them for a moment or two.”

“My grades in phys. ed. have sucked for years. Heck, you were awarding ‘em. It just never meant anything to me, you know? But I’ve started dance classes and I’m hurting in places I didn’t even know I had places. I think I need to fix some of those places and I don’t know how.”

“That new place that opened in town this summer? Emma, my daughter, is getting married next year and I was thinking of dragging George along there so he could at least lead the first dance without looking like a sack of potatoes. What’s it like?”
“The people who run it are nice. I’m… not in the regular classes, so I don’t know about those. I am loving learning though. It feels great, even though it hurts sometimes.”

“Dance isn’t like training for athletics. For that I’m training skills as well as the strength to carry them out. I think I can come up with some ideas for you, along the lines of a whole-body fitness program. You won’t be bringing me any more exemption notes from the library, though, will you? None of this will work if you won’t work.”

“I’ll still be in the library a lot, Mrs. Faulkner, but if it helps with the dance I won’t be skipping gym to do it.”
“If we’re going to make this work for you, Danette, you may as well start calling me ‘Coach’ – or ‘Coach Grace’ if you prefer. A lot of the girls call me that.”

-----=====-----

“Grace Faulkner, what are you doing to my best library aide?” Grace looked up as a plump corgi settled into the seat next to her in the faculty break room, her paws wrapped around an enormous mug of coffee.

“I’m not doing anything, Alice. She came to me. Apparently she’s started dance classes at the new place in town and has discovered she needs to shape up a bit. She wanted to talk about a gym program in phys. ed. classes.”
“My Maria’s been talking about going there. One of her classmates at St. Margaret’s is the owner’s daughter. Quite a competitor, or so I hear. Probably wants to follow in her parent’s pawprints.”

“Danette said they were nice people.”

“St. Margaret’s has the man teaching ballet as a phys. ed. alternative. The girls are all terrified of him, because he used to be an instructor for the Kirov in Moscow.”

“That sounds pretty hardcore. No wonder Danette was telling me the classes sometimes hurt.”

“Maria said there’s a boy teaches there at weekends too. St. Margaret’s is all girls so he’s probably one of ours. Can’t see a boy admitting to being a dancer on this campus though. Can you?”

“He might be a dropout, Alice. Try as we might we can’t get them all to finish high school.”

“You know how we find out, don’t you, Grace…” The corgi grinned. “We just watch who Danette dances with at prom and if they blow the whole dance floor away, we’ve found our mystery male dancer.”

“Prom is a senior thing, and Danette is still a junior. Unless a senior invites her she won’t be there at all.”

“We teach high school, Grace. Sometimes the hallways are so thick with hormones it makes my head swim. If we’re doomed to work in a swamp of trashy romance novels we may as well get a decent plot line sometimes.”

“Spoken like a true librarian.”

“Spoken like a total jill-jock.”

The two ladies laughed so hard they drew looks from the rest of the faculty.

-----=====-----

“Stop, Tom. Stop. My head’s spinning and my ankles are killing me.”

“Sorry, Danette. You need to spot some more. It’s the only way your head doesn’t go sideways.”

“I can do it when I’m not nearly tripping over my own feet. Argh!”

“It’s ok. Just take five. I need a breather too.”

Irina spoke up from the side of the studio.

“I puked the first time I tried a Viennese waltz. You can’t spot right doing that one if you’re keeping a proper Ballroom frame. No warning, just suddenly threw up my lunch right down Tom’s shirt. That set him off too and he did the Technicolor yawn down the cleavage I’d only just started to develop. End. Of. Rehearsal. Right there.”
“God, Irina, don’t remind me. I had to wash my kit three times to get the stink out.”

“Natalia washed my kit for me but she had me clean the floor.”

“I need a quick biobreak, ladies. Back in a sec, and then we’ll drop this and work foxtrot some more.”

As Terry left the studio, Irina walked over and took Danette’s paws in hers.

“Danette… this is awkward… but I’ve been dancing with Tom for years. I read his body language like a book and he reads mine the same way. Do you love him? Because he’s busily falling for you like a brick down a well.”
“Do I love him? Have you any idea how often every night I dream about him even wanting to kiss me?”

“He’s gorgeous. If he gave me the slightest hint he wanted me I’d take him to bed in a heartbeat even if I knew I’d lose him the day after. The only reason I’m still a virgin is because that man sees me as a sister, not a lover. He’s falling in love with you, Danette. I won’t see him hurt, I’ve got to know. Do. You. Love. Him? Not want him, not dream about making love to him, but do you really LOVE him?”
“He’s what’s been missing in my life. I can’t see my future without him in it. Is that love?”

“Sounds like at least a pretty decent start. So get your head out of your tail-hole and dance with him like you MEAN it. Don’t just do the steps, don’t just follow the choreography that he and I have worked out. Dance with the man you are beginning to love.”

“Irina, he’s your dance partner.”

“Not any more. Oh, I can dance with him in competition and we can pin the judge’s ears back. He’s not my partner any more, though, even though I can dance with him. He’s yours. And you’re his.”
Irina looked up as the door opened and Terry came back into the room.

“Tom, I think you should start getting your head around what Natalia is going to want to see in a few weeks. Forget the foxtrot. I think you should start working up a Paso. Danette has the figure and the poise for it. Let her blow mom into the middle of next month. Forget steamy, make it smoke.”
“Let’s finish tonight with foxtrot as we planned, ok? You’ve always been a better choreographer than me, ‘Rina. Sketch out what you have in mind and maybe we’ll work on it in our next session.”

-----=====-----

Tom kissed her, gently sliding the robe off her body and laying her down on her bed. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, drawing him down with her and wrapping her legs around him, inviting him, needing him…
Danette’s eyes flickered open.

“Damn it, why do I always wake up before it gets to the good bit?”

She fisted her pillow a few times, turned over and tried to get back to sleep. Dreams on a similar theme had been bothering her since she and Tom had started working on the dance routine Irina had put together. The Samoyed girl’s voice was echoing in her head again.
No, no, NO! For God’s sake… You’ve got the steps down, you’re throwing the right shapes but it’s WOODEN! Show me some PASSION for heaven’s sake! Tom, you’ve got no excuse at all, that Tango we won junior state with a year ago was the closest you could possibly get to boning me right there on the dance floor. Lead her like you mean it and like you know she’s melting before your eyes. Danette, you need to lose the shyness. There are dances where projecting that air of sweet innocence works great, this isn’t one of them. You’re a beautiful woman and this man is dancing for you. Dance like the powerful woman you are, like you know exactly what you want and he’s it. I know you haven’t laid a finger on each other off the dance floor but if this is going to work anyone watching has to believe that you fucked each other senseless as a warmup and he’s going to be balls-deep in you again five seconds after you get off the floor. From the top and this time dance like you’re making love with your clothes on, or like you’re already naked and can’t wait to get to the main event.
-----=====-----

“Mom?”

“Yes dear?”

“Those dance skirts you made for me… Could you make something else, from a sketch rather than a pattern?”

“Depends what. I’ve done it before, but never anything like a ball gown.”

“This is a dress, but not exactly a ball gown. We’ve got a massive test coming up and it’s a Paso Doble. Natalia’s making Tom’s outfit from Irina’s sketch and I was wondering if you could…”

“Let me see it… Wow. Sweetheart…”

“I know. I never thought I’d ever consider wearing anything remotely like that. But it is right for the dance, it really is.”

“Does it have to be slit that high?”

“If it isn’t I’ll fall on my face when I try one of the steps in the middle of the routine. I’ll be wearing a one-piece underneath it so it’s going to be completely decent. It’s high-cut so it won’t show but I do promise you, Mom, it’s more than crotch-floss. There isn’t a chance I’ll flash anything I shouldn’t.”

“How soon do you need it?”

“Two weeks. If it’s earlier that would be great but I need to dance it through wearing the dress at least twice before the test.”
“Sweetheart, I was worried you were going to say two days. I’ll have something to try on in seven. Ten at the most to have it finished.”

“I love you, Mom!”

“Love you too. Make sure Irina gets some pictures of the test. I want to see how my work plays out.”

-----=====-----

“Charles?”

“You still awake, Clara? What’s up?”
“Our little girl has become an amazingly beautiful woman while we weren’t looking.”

“Seems only yesterday she was coming in from the woods with her pigtails covered in mud and needing half an hour in the bath for us to get her hair clean again.”

“That was fifteen years ago, Charles. Can you not let her live it down yet?”

“Nope. It’s a dad thing.”

“Well, you’re going to need to keep the ‘dad thing’ under control the next couple of weeks. I finished fitting the dress for her test this evening.”

“The one you haven’t let me see her in? How does it look?”

“You remember when we were nineteen and Kathleen came into Benjy’s dance hall and every woman hated her on sight?”

“Like that, huh?”

“Oh no.” Clara sounded almost smug. “I’ve done a much better job on Danette’s dress than Kathleen’s mom did on hers.”

-----=====-----

“Irina Mikhalovna. Are they ready?”

“Yes Madame Ostrakova.”

“Bring them to the main studio, and give me the music.”

Irina passed over a thumb-drive. 

“They are dancing to Espana Cani.”

“Paso Doble? I thought that sketch was for…” Natalia raised her eyebrows. “Who did the choreography? You or Terrence?”
“I did. Mostly. They changed a couple of sections.”

“Well, well, well… We shall see what we shall see.”

-----=====-----

“Tom, I’m scared.”

“So am I. This is Natalia in full ‘Madame Ostrakova Dance Champion’ mode. She’s only done this to me once before.”
“What happened?”

“I won my first dance trophy instead of panicking and quitting the contest. Pissing her off was scarier than getting up and dancing in front of an audience.”

“I don’t want to piss her off either. Let’s go dance. Tom…”

Danette’s voice trailed off and then, without thinking, they spoke together.

“I love you.”

They stood there, looking at each other, not quite believing what they’d said or heard, then Terry leaned forward. Danette raised her hand, her fingertips intercepting his lips.

“Kiss me after the dance.”
