Danette flipped up the calendar on her phone. Two more weeks. Two more weeks until I can safely make love to Tom. Her eyes widened as she noticed another note, posted from the school calendar server, then slowly a smile crept across her face. Oh that’s just perfect. I’m going to need Irina’s help though. With Tom more and more exclusively dancing with Danette, she’d been worried, at first, that Irina would resent her coming along and “stealing” Irina’s long-time dance partner. What had actually happened, though, was that the three of them had formed a team with the two girls rapidly becoming best friends. Irina was by far the best choreographer of the three and she made no secret that it was what she wanted to do as a career. She’d explained one evening in the changing rooms. I’ve got to earn some dance chops first, of course. At least take a few minor contests as a professional. Nobody will take me seriously trying to break into choreography if I don’t. But honestly, Danette, you and Tom are going to help me there a lot. I’ve always known that in terms of raw talent he was going to go way further than I ever could. He’s national, or even world champion material. I’m not. But you are. You’re picking up steps in days that took me weeks. You’re learning routines in weeks that I’d take months over. I’m already ‘graphing routines for you two that would scare the leotard right off me and you two are jumping in like ducks to water and loving them. You two are going to take some big medal somewhere and I’m going to be sat there like the cat that got the canary with a choreography credit on it. Just you wait and see!
Natalia had picked up on the dynamic forming between them and she often had Irina step in and dance the male role partnering Danette, to improve her instinctive knowledge of the choreography for both partners in a dance. She insisted, whenever that happened, that Tom act as coach and critique Irina’s performance. At one point in a session where that had happened, Irina had rounded on Tom almost sounding furious and yelled “A man can do that, Tom, I can’t! I’ve got these massive great tits in the way!” Natalia had completely lost her “Madame Ostrakova” persona and almost fallen over laughing and the other three hadn’t been far behind.
Smiling at the memory, Danette flipped over to the contacts list of her phone and called Irina.

“Hey, ‘Rina. Got a question… Are you up for jerking the rug out from under a certain delicious Arabian stud?”

What you got in mind?
“Cole Valley High does a Sadie dance every year. It’s coming up in three weeks. I want to drag him in there and show off a bit.”

Danette… You know what happened at his last school. He’s not going to be happy about going to a school dance.
“This is where I need your help. I want to go with him because I’m not bloody deaf, I know what they’ve been saying about me for the last couple of years. I want to show every boy in the place that I am totally out of their league. They run something at the Sadie every year they call ‘Dancing Queen’ – The girls sign up for it and they get to pull in a boy of their choice and dance to the music of their choice. I’m betting you could sketch out a routine that will leave everyone in the place in no doubt that not only is he definitely not gay, but that he’s mine. I want every woman in the place wishing they were me and every man wishing they were him.”
Ooooh! I know… Tango, no… Argentine Tango!
“No pressure, ‘Rina, but if I’m still a virgin the morning after the dance, you have failed.”

Challenge accepted! The only question is whether they cut the music and throw you out or not. Or if they’ll even let you in with the dress I’m going to sketch… Actually, speaking of music… What’s Cole Valley’s music program like?
“Mostly rock and country bands. We’ve got a pep band for sports and stuff but they are all kinda meh. The kids that can actually play mostly do their own thing and the teachers mostly let them.”

There’s a girl in my class at Maggie’s that’s an awesome classical and flamenco guitarist. I’ll see if I can book her to play live for you. They can’t cut that off! I did some steps for her to one of her pieces and she would love to play for a complete routine! We’d need to get her in for rehearsals though.
“First, we’ve... no, I’ve got to convince Tom.”

Piece of cake. Start rehearsing the routine and then hit him with the dance invite. He’s still a man after all. Sandbag him and we get what we want before he’s got his wits back.
“No. He agrees with his wits about him or it doesn’t happen, ‘Rina.”

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

“Umm... I need four tickets for the Sadie.”

“Sure thing, let me just get into the app here. Two ladies and two men?”
“No. One couple and two single ladies. I’m bringing some friends from St. Margaret’s.”

“That’s nice. Here you go, dear. Three pink tickets and one blue.”

“Do you have the Dancing Queen signup sheet too?”

“Here you are, dear… I just need to check after you fill it in that we can get the music you want. Copyright laws and stuff.”

“I doubt that will be a problem.” Danette quickly filled in the sheet with her name and then in the “music” column wrote “Live performance – Susan Callahan” As she passed the sheet back she smiled at the lady in the school office. “The music is an original piece and will be performed live by the composer.”

“Oh my... I don’t think we’ve ever had that before.”

“That’s ok, Miss Wallace. Nor have I.”

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

Irina drew a deep breath. 

“Mom, Mrs. Clarke, I really need your help here.”

The three women were sat in a coffee shop downtown.

“You two make the most awesome dance costume for Tom and Danette. We’re putting together an Argentine tango for their school’s Sadie Hawkins. It’s got to be right on the edge of what they can get away with. I’ve got a lot of sketches but they are going to be asking you to make them. Tom has to be masculine as hell, make the quarterback feel like a wimp. Danette has to be so far out of every other girl’s league that they shrivel. I want jaws on the floor and eyeballs hanging down cheeks. Can you help me make that happen for them?”

“Within the school’s dress code? They do have one, even for dances you know…”

Natalia touched Carla on the arm and interrupted her.

“I was the same with Misha once. I was making my own dresses at the time. Maybe we should swap, Carla? You make the outfit that you want the man dancing with your daughter to wear. I will make the dress to show off the woman that is dancing with a boy that is as much my son as if I’d carried him myself. I know tango dresses. She will stun everyone and nobody will have a single thing they can object to.”

“Come round to my place, maybe, Natalia? I’ve a pretty decent sewing space in the attic with a couple of machines always set up.”

“I have a man-dummy already set up for Terrence and will bring it. Misha can come, can pour cheap vodka into your husband and they can take themselves off into the woods and be stupid men while we do the serious work. You can start breathing again, Irina. Your scheme is working.”

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

“HA, Grace! Make sure you invite Mr. Hamilton to the Sadie, because his ass is mine. You are losing that ten-spot! Danette has not only bought tickets but she signed up for Dancing Queen too!”

“Oh? What’s she dancing to?”

“Not a clue. All the form says is that she’s bringing in a live musician to play something original. A girl called Susan Callahan. Marie tells me she’s a junior at St. Margaret’s and is looking at early graduation and a music scholarship somewhere special next year.”

“Oh my God. I don’t care who she’s dancing with, Brandy is going to shit brick dust. She’s blown away the Dancing Queen at all three Sadies since she was a freshman. A ringer with professional dance training comes in in her senior year? And it’s Danette Clarke of all people? Do you know if she’s seen the sign-up sheet yet?”
“I don’t think it will even figure in her head if she has.”

“Whoever the boy is, there’s going to be some dropped jaws next week.”

“Chaperoning a dance is usually boring. This one’s going to be fun!”

“Callahan, huh? Any relation to our English teacher?”

“Maybe. Donna never married and hasn’t any kids but she’s got two brothers. Maybe a niece? Don’t think she gets on with her brothers much though.”

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

“Carla, I do not believe our children are yet lovers. I think they will be after this dance.”

Carla pulled a pair of pins out of her mouth and shoved them into a pin-cushion on her table before she replied.

“’Tasha, she stopped indulging her fantasies about him a couple of weeks ago. That tells me she’s waiting for it to be real. This is an old house with thin walls and she’s given me enough filthy looks the morning after Charles and I got a little noisy. Not sure she’s quite worked out that sound travels both ways.”

“Is good to still want your man after a long time. Sometimes with Misha he looks at me and it is like our first time all over again.”

“Aint that the truth! And now our kids have fallen in love with each other just like we did with our men. Charles doesn’t know it yet but I think we’re due for a night out somewhere.”

“I think we should do the same.”

“Both sets of parents? Isn’t that a little blatant?”

“It says they are loved and they are trusted. Besides, Irina might find a nice boy at the dance too. An all-girls high school has few chances.”

“Does Mikhail like to fish?”

“He likes to catch stories about the one that got away.”

“Charles just invited you both to our fishing shack by the lake on the other side of the woods. We can tell them about it when they get back.”

Both ladies chuckled and returned to their work.

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

“Who’s your victim for the Dancing Queen this year, Brandy?”

“Mike. He said last year was going to be the only time but he can’t back down if I stand over him and invite him publicly.”

“Going to make it four for four tonight?”

“Hell yes. Four years in high school, four Dancing Queen crowns and four boys in my bed after I turned their balls blue and then danced ‘em off.”
“Holy shit…”

“What?”

“Check the door. You might have some competition tonight.”

“Well damn, didn’t the library nerd clean up nice? I want to know who made that dress.”

“My mom was telling me that Clara Clarke took a needlework prize at the county fair fifteen years in a row when she was working on mine.”

“Looks like she brought Tom, or Terry, or whatever his name is, with her. Who are the other two?”

“Guests from Maggie’s I think.”

“Look at the size of that white-furred girl’s boobs. Those can’t be real.”

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

“If you screw this up the last meal of your life will be your own balls. I have been working on the choreography for this dance for weeks and you are not going to mess it up for me, ok? If you do, I will fry them and then cut them off and feed them to you before I kill you.”

The Labrador boy at the sound and lighting desk gulped. She almost sounded like she meant it.

“You’ve had the cue sheet since I checked out the rig during tech. Follow it.”

“It’s all programmed in, Miss... err... “

“Irina. My name is Irina. What’s yours?”
“Frank. Francis, actually but only my mom ever calls me that, and only when I’m in deep shit.”

“If I call you Francis after Danette’s dance, you will have about thirty seconds to make your peace with God.”

“Don’t get me wrong, Irina, but that sounds a hell of a lot better than the first alternative even though it’s no less deadly. Hold on, Brandy’s up. Need to load her cues and sound. If I screw this one up it won’t matter what you do to me about your friend’s dance, because the entire cheer team will have ripped me to bloody fragments.”

“You know, she’s actually pretty good. I could write her a better routine than that but she’d have to have a partner who can lead her rather than that lump of beefcake she’s dragging around.”

“Yeah, she’s taken the Dancing Queen prize every year since she was a freshman.”

“Not tonight. Danette’s better.”

Frank stared down at the dance floor and toggled a lighting change, precisely on the beat of the music, before he replied.

“I really wouldn’t mind seeing that, to be honest. I love running the light and sound for theatre and for dances.”

“You mean you get to watch the cutest women in the school.”

“Well, none of them pay any attention to a theatre nerd. There’s no girls on the backstage crew.”

“There’s a girl in your sound and lighting booth right now.”

“I am trying really hard to disregard that fact, Irina. I have a job to do here.”

Brandy arched back in Mike’s arms as the last chord of her music sounded and, in the lighting booth, Frank’s finger snapped down on the “blackout” button a fraction of a second later. The hall erupted in applause but Irina pursed her lips.

“He just dropped her, didn’t he?”

“Yep. Almost all the Dancing Queen girls demand a blackout as their last cue because none of the boys in this school can actually dance.”
“If you do that to Danette, fried sweetbreads. Give the final cue at least fifteen seconds fully lit before you just move into the next section. Because one of them can.”

“Your girl’s up. Single light on the chair, mic channel up for the guitar, single light in the middle of the dance floor in 3... 2... 1… go.”

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

Susan couldn’t see the dance floor at first. She was isolated in a small pool of light as she swept her fingers over her guitar in a full flamenco chord. She knew Danette was dancing solo in a pool of light exactly like she occupied but then the dance floor lights came up and Tom stalked out of the shadows. She watched his steps as he approached Danette, he was already stepping precisely to her beat but something like this was cooperative – the dancer and the musician feeling each other’s changes and subtle shifts in tempo. As the dancers came together for the first time, Susan stopped watching the dance floor. The piece was too demanding to have anything less than her total attention. All she could do was play her heart out and hope, hope that the dancers could keep in time.
-----=====-----

Three minutes later the final figure of the dance snapped into place. Tom stood tall, Danette had one of her legs wrapped over his hip and they stood, pressed together, staring into each other’s eyes at a range of about two inches.

There was no applause.

There was silence.

For almost fourteen seconds there was silence.

Then there was applause. The dancers turned from their final pose to the crowd with wide grins. The roar from the crowd meant that nobody but Terry could hear Danette’s soft voice.

“This is a Sadie dance. The women invite the men. This is my invitation to you, Tom. Take me home, take me to bed and make love to me like your dance just promised. Make me yours tonight, my love, and let me make you mine.”

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

Up in the sound and lighting booth Irina was jumping up and down with her arms wrapped around the theatre tech.

“Yes, yes, yes! That was amazing!”

“Miss Irina?”
“Hmmm?”

“If you decide you do have to kill me, would you like to try that again? At least I’ll die happy…”

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

“Well fuck. Come on, girls, let’s go hit Gabe’s.”

“Brandy?”

“I just lost tonight. Lost fair and square. I couldn’t dance like that if I practiced for years. Even if I could, there isn’t another man in school can dance like he can and he’s off limits, damn it. But if that girl isn’t walking down the school hallways tomorrow looking all dreamy and well-laid then I swear I will scratch her eyes out because that would just be wrong.”

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

“Gimme.”

Grace Faulkner looked down at the smug Corgi next to her, then sighed and rummaged in her purse for a ten dollar bill.
“It was worth it to see that.”

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

The door closed on a mostly darkened house.
“Unzip me, please, Tom.”

Without thinking, Tom did as he was asked. He knew Danette was wearing a one-piece under the dress for decency’s sake. Then Danette turned to face him and let the dress fall.

“I checked every step, every lift. The dress always fell to keep me decent. Under it I was naked for you, Tom. Just like I am now.”

“Danette, I…”
“Do you love me, Tom?”

“Yes!”

“Then dance me to my bed and LOVE me. Let me wake up to your arms around me and your body pressed against mine. Make it not my bed but our bed and be there for me forever… and Tom?”

“Yes, Danette?”

“If I’m not walking funny tomorrow, Irina will kill you if I haven’t wrung your neck first.”

Laughing, Terry lifted Danette into his arms and walked towards her bedroom.
