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This is the dance.

 

We all stand nervously against the wall in
the half light as they look us over. Do we meet with approval? Eyes
symmetrical? Jawline strong? Muscle tone adequate?

 

The music isn't quite loud enough to drown
out the clattering of their heels as they walk up and down the
line.

 

Smile! Show them your
teeth.

Just like a cattle
market.

 

Three spots down I see her motion towards
Jon who throws me one last desperate glance over his shoulder as
she leads him over to the dance floor.

 

A few others are chosen and walked away.
Some willingly.

All the time during the process I never
make eye contact.

 

Look at her, show her you are
worth choosing!

Just like the slave
market.

 

I look to their left, to their right, over
their shoulders, above their heads.

Never at their eyes, in fear of the Medusa
effect.

 

The final few are chosen and the music
changes to the familiar strains of The Last Tango. Every man here
knows it, knows the steps better than he knows himself.

 

This is the dance we are taught from the
day we are able to walk, it must be mastered if you are to
couple.

 

Against the wall our illumination has been
killed completely, as no-one else here is important we no longer
need to be seen.

 

To them we no longer exist. We will return
to the Charm School.

No report needs to be marked "Must try
harder", we were not selected so that is clearly the case
here.

 

They are the chosen.

 

I watch them glide across the dance floor,
each pair in perfect harmony.

Jon is clearly mesmerised as they spin and
rotate, eyes locked, hearts probably beating in
synchronicity.

 

I see the dip, the bob-slide, the
weave.

 

Poor Jon. His time is almost
up.

I've been here before, this isn't my
first dance.

 

I can see the couples making the circle
now, starting to close in for the last stages of the
dance.

 

The knee lift, the duck, the hip
groove.

Only five more movements
left.

 

The refreshments table is less than a pace
away, I've got a wine bottle in each hand and I'm ready for my solo
spot.

 

The music is so loud it's more like white
noise than any recognisable tune now, the lights flash hypnotically
but I've got my eyes closed.

 

I've been here often enough, I know
exactly how far it is. I've seen the dance of the Black Widows far
too many times.

 

No man should have to watch it more than
once.

Most don't, most are chosen.

I'm that rarest of commodities, the
unselected.

 

Time and again, I've returned to Charm
School.

Gone back through the course with yet
another new intake who don't really understand why they are
preparing for that most important of days with this beaten down old
fogey.

 

For every lesson they study intently as I
sit at the back with my own thoughts. They struggle to make the
grade as I ace every test. Etiquette, poise, posture, discourse and
most important of all, dancing.

 

I have waited for the right moment but
experience has shown me there is no such thing. I have had to make
it so.

 

As the circle tightens on the middle of
the dance floor the lights and music build to a frenzy, it's almost
time for the climax.

 

But not this time.

This dance is over.

 

I dip, I thrust. Wrists curl, elbows roll,
shoulders rotate.

Hamstrings are severed, veins opened,
necks slashed.

 

My hands flash from side to side as I tilt
from the hip and turn at the knee and ankle.

 

I've seen the dance many times, the Black
Widows always face inwards prior to the final phase, the kill. So
they aren't expecting an attack from the rear.

 

Tendons are easily sliced, throats are
easily cut.

They are too far gone with the mating
euphoria to realise the danger.

Who would dare touch them in this most
delicate of moments?

 

Certainly not a man!

 

One by one they drop, their partners are
still under the spell, unaware of what has happened.

 

Our Queen, no, their Queen, is
the last to fall, I have had to stab and cut many times more than I
expected. I knew she was strong, I did not realise she was this
strong.

 

She is still able to stand, but barely.
Her legs manage to just about turn her around to face me. The music
has faded, the house lights are slowly coming up.

 

No-one should ever see a dance-hall in
the harsh light of day, it's such a sad lonely
place.

 

I suppose she's trying to walk towards me,
there's almost no part of her not covered in fresh blood. How can a
woman bleed for so long without dying?

 

The green gives off an eerie glow of
bio-luminescence.

 

She's trying to speak now. She's nearly
gone but still fighting.

"But why?" she asks, with that accusing
glare. "Did we not care for you, teach you, keep you, comfort
you?"

 

I look her square in the eye, It's the
first time I've ever done that with a woman.

 

The last time too.

 

Her power is gone now, the glamour has
faded.

 

A voice speaks, "Man must be free. You
would never give this so someone had to take it." I discover the
voice is my own.

 

She's almost crying now as she drops to
the floor, life gradually ebbing out of her with each pulse of her
hearts.

 

We must retake what was ours, what was
lost.

Our freedom, our home, our
planet.

 

Our women. Most of all our women, we have
become nothing without them. Demoted to little more than breeding
stock and fodder. But not any more. Today I have taken the first
step towards our independence.

 

There will be a new dance. Step by step we
will relearn our humanity.

 

No more Charm School.

 

School's out.

 

Forever.

 

The End.

 


_______________________________

 

Authors Notes:- Can't honestly say where
this one came from. Had an image of a dance floor and it just
flowed from there.

 

I didn't put in too much descriptive work
because I wanted readers to make their own visuals, those are
normally far better than anything a writer forces into their
heads.

 

You're all quite creative really, you just
don't realise it!
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