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      Baby Love - The Supremes

      Twistin’ The Night Away- Sam Cooke

      He’s So Fine - The Chiffons

      All I Have To Do Is Dream - The Everly Brothers

      I Can’t Help Myself - Four Tops

      It’s In The Kiss (The Shoop Shoop Song) - Betty Everett

      Some Kind Of Wonderful  - The Drifters

      Cry To Me - Solomon Burke

      Like A Summer Rain - Jan & Dean

      Crazy - Patsy Cline

      These Arms Of Mine - Otis Reading

      I Only Want To Be With You - Dusty Springfield

      You Don’t Own Me - Lesley Gore

      Piece Of My Heart - Big Brother and the Holding Company, Janis Joplin

      Out Of Time - Chris Farlowe

      (I’ve Had) The Time Of My Life - Bill Medley, Jennifer Warnes
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      For my teenage self and everyone else who ‘grew up’ with Johnny and Baby
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      Dirty Dancing is one of my all time favourite movies. It was released when I was fourteen. Being rated a fifteen at the time, in order to see it in the theatres, I would have to lie about my age - of course I did.

      It became an important part of my teenage years, I know it forwards, backwards and upside down and can recite every word.

      The thought of adding it to my Dance Lovers Collection was a daunting one, could I do it justice? Then I watched the 2017 remake as a musical film and realised that the bar was now set so low it wouldn’t matter. Seriously, if you haven’t seen it, don’t, not without quantities of wine and an emotional support buddy. I went in cold and I’m still suffering.

      I spent a long time working out different plots that were inspired by the story, but to me none of them worked. I knew every look and sigh of Baby’s, the nuance of every scene, it’s what I grew up with and what I wanted to read.

      So this is a faithful retelling of the story, pretty much untouched, except with a few tweaks. I’ve set it in the UK as that is most familiar to me - I promise I will attempt a US book soon. I live fairly close to the Butlins resort which was the first ever in the UK so I have used that as the basis for Poplins. Then as well as changing Baby’s gender, I changed the gender of Max’s grandson, to granddaughter so it made sense. All other characters remain the same or were created for this retelling. Of course, I’ve also given them the HEA they deserve.

      This version is set in 1968, it was a time when sex between men had been legalised the previous year but only if over 21. 1967 was also an important year as it legalised the termination of pregnancies, but in 1968 there were still strict rules and it was difficult to be granted permission.

      I’m sure not everyone will like my retelling, which is fine, they are free to write their own. I look forward to reading it.

      

      Content Warnings: Homophobic language, pregnancy of side character and termination.

      

      This book intended for adult readers. It contains scenes of sexually explicit material between male characters. If this is not for you then please do not read my books.
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      “Are we nearly there yet?” My sister Lisa’s voice pulls me from my dozing. I’d fallen asleep against the window of the car, so I stretch my neck to iron out the kinks and wipe the heel of my hand across my mouth in case I drooled.

      “Not long now,” dad calls behind him and steers the Ford Cortina down another narrow lane.

      Feeling cramped in the back seat, I unfold my arms and knock a box, probably full of makeup, off the seat.

      “Baby!” she shouts at me, and starts to gather it together. ‘Mum, he’s being mean.”

      “I’m not. It was an accident,” I reply heatedly. It was an accident but I’m not going to apologise. I have no idea why she needs to travel with so much stuff anyway. And she’s the one who’s usually mean to me, which is her prerogative being three years older than me. I’m the baby of the family, which is how I got my nickname, but I don’t mind. It’s always made me feel a bit special as it’s hard being the younger brother to someone like my sister.

      “Can you see the sea yet?” My mum pipes up and our bickering is now forgotten. I share a look with Lisa, remembering the holidays we used to have when we were kids and looking for the sea was an excitement.

      “Mum, we’re not five anymore,” scoffs Lisa.

      “No, you’re not.” Mum’s voice holds a touch of sadness. “You’re all grown up, and it’s our last time together before Baby goes to university.”

      She’s right, we haven’t had a family holiday for at least ten years. Dad’s been busy becoming one of the best consulting doctors in Sheffield, so apart from a few days spent hiking in the Peak District, this is the longest time he’s taken off recently, and I think it’s mostly because of Mum’s constant nagging. Three weeks at the Poplins resort on the East Coast isn’t my idea of fun, but Dad received an invite from one of his patients, the owner of the resort, so . . . I only hope I can make it into Skegness, which I’ve heard has a good mod community. I’m not really one of them, but their music’s cool, and anything has got to be better than three weeks stuck in a holiday camp with my parents and older sister who only worries about her appearance.

      “We wouldn’t see the sea unless we drove into it,” I point out peevishly. There’s nothing to see at all, just miles of flat roads, fields, and hedges. “It feels like we’re driving into the middle of nowhere.”

      “It looks idyllic,” Dad says wistfully, and I feel a small twinge of guilt. He’s probably looking forward to some down time as he’s been working hard lately. I lean forward and squeeze his shoulder, and he pats my hand and gives me a small smile in the rear-view mirror. He’s always been my mentor and rock. He does deserve this break.

      The large white rectangular buildings of the holiday camp loom into view, framing a small ornamental lake with fountains. Beyond them I can see hundreds of cabins, a large swimming pool, sports courts, and a funfair.

      Dad pulls up outside the central building, which is labelled reception. Above that is written the slogan—sunshine whatever the weather.

      I climb out of the car and gaze around. The place is milling with people, holiday makers, and I assume staff as they all seem to be wearing similar blazers—different colours, but they all have a P emblazoned on the pocket.

      “Jake!” We all swivel to see a large man in a suit walking towards us. He shakes my father’s hand, then places an arm around his shoulders, and with the other he gestures to the camp.

      “I’d have to give this all up if it wasn’t for you.”

      “You’re looking well, Max,” my father replies and they fall into talking. I move to get our cases out of the boot of the car and see a man, maybe a couple of years older than me and wearing a dark green blazer, already there.

      “Billy, put them in cabin A12,” Max calls out to him.

      “Right-ho, sir,” Billy answers, and picking up a couple of cases he asks us to follow him. I pick up the other cases and fall into step with him.

      There’s a loud crackle and then a voice comes out of nowhere.

      

      Campers, are you ready for fun? There’s croquet on the south lawn, water polo in the pool, and don’t forget our dance class in the Empress ballroom starting in thirty minutes.

      

      It makes me jump and Billy chuckles.

      “You’ll soon get used to it.”

      My mum has reclaimed Dad from Max’s clutches and they’re walking behind us.

      “We should go to the dance class, Jake. I can’t remember the last time we danced together. Lisa and Baby can learn too.”

      “I’m here to relax,” Dad grumbles.

      “There’ll still be plenty of time for that.”

      Billy stops outside a small wooden cabin, though looking round it’s larger than some of the others we’ve passed. It has three steps up to a covered deck set with a few comfortable looking chairs. There’s a door with a window on either side. Billy unlocks the door and carries some cases in. I can see there’s a small hall with a door to each side, and beyond that a larger space with a table, chairs, and a sofa.

      “Here you go, sir, ma’am,” he says re-emerging and handing over the key to my dad. “You’ll be eating in dining hall one, breakfast is at eight, lunch at one, and dinner is at six-thirty, but don’t worry, you’ll be reminded.”

      He gives me a grin as he points out the tannoy post not ten yards from our cabin. I try not to shudder at the thought of it going off again, and as if it senses my discomfort it crackles.

      

      Don’t forget the first heats of our annual beauty contest start tomorrow.

      

      What’s worse than the loud voice eight feet high in the air, is the squeal my sister gives close enough to almost pierce my ear drum.

      “Mummy, did you hear that, a beauty contest, I have to enter. Help me, please. I need to decide what to wear and I want to make sure I look perfect. Oh, I didn’t bring the coral shoes, they would have worked better with the yellow sundress.”

      “But you brought ten pairs.” My mum tries to placate her but allows herself to be dragged into the cabin anyway.

      “And there I was thinking this holiday would be restful.” Dad rolls his eyes and I smile at him, though I don’t know why he thought Lisa would act differently.

      He picks up the remaining cases and starts up the steps. I sigh and follow him. It’s not looking like much fun so far.
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      “Step left two, three, four, and right two, three, four.” The elegant blonde-haired woman calls, and I shuffle left and right with very little idea of what I’m doing.

      I look daggers at my sister, but she’s too busy flouncing about and doesn’t see it. I’d planned to stay in the cabin and read, maybe sit out on the decking. People watching but not interacting. But no, my sister makes some comment about how I’m always reading, as if there’s something wrong with that, and I get hauled along to a dance lesson.

      I’ve got nothing against dancing as an activity—apart from the fact I’m not very good at it—but it’s very much an activity for couples. Men and women more specifically, and that does not appeal to me. I’d much rather dance with a man, but that’s not allowed. Not in public anyway. I know there are certain places you can go where men dance with other men, but I’ve never been. It’s certainly not going to be here at a family holiday camp. And who would want to dance with me anyway? I’m aware I barely look my eighteen years.

      “Sorry!” I mutter to the poor old lady to my left who’s foot I’ve just stepped on . . . again.

      “Find a partner!” The lady calls and makes a beeline for my dad, which I suppose is a blessing as my mum whirls me around and I’m not left looking lost on the sidelines or having to step on the toes of whoever is unlucky enough to be left with me.

      My mum doesn’t seem to mind that I have no clue what I’m doing, she’s just enjoying herself, and when my dad does come over to us he looks happy too. I leave them dancing together and escape back to the cabin, where I lie down on my bed and manage to fit in a few pages of The City and the Pillar by Gore Vidal before they reappear.

      “Are you hiding in here already?” Lisa asks as she opens the door to the tiny room I’m forced to share with her while we’re here.

      “Don’t I get to relax on this holiday too?” I sigh and turn the page, hoping she gets the message.

      “You should try new things, mix more with people, Baby.” She plonks herself down on the other narrow bed. “Get out in the sun, you might even lose that pale look you have. You might even have fun.”

      I snap my book shut, knowing I’m not going to get any more peace to be able to read while she’s here.

      “Fine, I will go out,” I announce, hoisting myself off the bed. “I want to get a newspaper anyway.

      “Urgh, is that all you care about?”

      “We might be on holiday, but the world still exists around us, and I like to know what’s going on. Having an interest in world events is important.” I know she doesn’t understand and thinks it doesn’t affect her, which is proven by her next words.

      “They’re having a knobbly knees competition down by the boating lake,” she says to my retreating back. “You’ll win for sure.”

      I shut the door on her laughter.

      “Mum, Dad, I’m going out for a bit,” I say to my parents who are relaxing on the decking. I jump down the steps and definitely do not head towards the lake. I can’t think of anything worse than showing off my knees to be ridiculed. Instead I walk towards the reception building. I want to know if there’s anywhere I can get a daily newspaper from.

      The receptionist gives me a map of the camp and highlights a couple of small shops on site that have a newsagent’s section. I follow her directions and buy a copy of The Guardian. I take my time walking back to the cabin, and decide to explore the other buildings on the way. I might as well find out which is our dining hall among the vast spaces. The back door to one of the halls is open and I stop at the sound of Max’s voice wafting out. I creep a little closer, staying in the shadows. Max is standing bullishly in the centre of a group of employees.

      “It’s changeover day, so we’ll have a number of people who won’t know how we operate at first. But we have three thousand holidaymakers on site, so you be polite and you watch your manners. They’ll be expecting a good time, so you show them a great time—all of them, including the ugly ones. You serve them, you agree with them, dance with them, make them feel like they’re getting the best Poplins treatment. Am I clear?”

      There’s a general murmur of assent as he finishes and a few people get up to move. Then I hear a noise from across the dining hall and I press myself further into the shadows whilst craning my neck to see.

      About a dozen employees walk towards the group, only a few of them dressed in blue Poplins blazers. I suppress a gasp as I see they’re spearheaded by the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen. He’s not in a blazer, and he walks defiantly, as if he doesn’t care one bit. His tight black trousers hug his legs and accentuate a sway in his hips I can barely tear my eyes from. His black T-shirt is skin tight and shows off defined muscles and bulging biceps.

      His dark hair is slicked back from his chiseled features and curls slightly at his neck, and I watch transfixed as he leads the group up to where Max is glaring at him. He looks every inch the bad boy, exceedingly dangerous, and I want to learn everything I can about him.
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      “You’re late.” Max’s tone is sharp. It grates on me, but then it always does. He looks over all of us with a barely suppressed sneer. “Can not one of you tell the time?” he says as if we’re all halfwits. It doesn’t matter that I was going through a dance routine with the rest of the team, and that Laney slipped and we had to strap her ankle so she’ll be able to work tonight. I don’t bother telling him that; I’ve tried before but he doesn’t listen. He just wants yes men and sycophants, which his college kids are more than happy to provide.

      Max steps forward, moving his bulk into my space, and I try not to let the disgust show on my face as he leans in close.

      “Just keep your noses clean and do the job I pay you for. And next time, make sure you turn up in uniform.” A speck of spittle lands on my cheek. He turns and lumbers away, his dismissal evident. I wipe my face with a grimace.

      “What’s the matter, peasant boy? Not used to being told what to do by your betters?”

      I don’t need to look up to know who the speaker is. Robbie Gould, a smartarse loudmouth who thinks he’s above the rest of us just because he goes to some posh university.

      “You’d better watch out, Max won’t put up with such tardy behaviour.”

      I walk over to him and he rises from his seat. He’s tall but not quite as tall as me.

      “Is that a threat, college boy?” I growl.

      “It doesn’t need to be, does it?” He smirks at me, but I notice the half step he takes back. “I reckon you can fuck it all up by yourself.”

      “You just put the food on the tables and leave the fancy stuff to me,” I reply, tired of him and the rest of Max’s favourites.

      I push past him and leave, pleased to see the rest of the entertainment team follow me and give Robbie and his friends the same glare. He’s been on my case all summer, like he gets some sort of kick out of goading me. I don’t normally rise to his taunts, but today I don’t feel like taking his shit any longer.
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