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This story is about conversion therapy and has many triggers. I understand that this can be incredibly triggering to some readers. This includes subjects such as sexual abuse, rape, and torture. If you feel that you may be triggered by these subjects, please do not read this book. This can be read as a standalone, so you won’t be missing anything by skipping to Book Five Sahara. I don’t make this warning lightly, so please heed the warning. 

Love you 

S L Davies.

xx
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Sloane

“You ready to get your shimmy on?” Orion asked as he slid into the chair beside me at my booth. 

“You did not just use the word shimmy. You are becoming more of an out-of-touch dad with every child you produce.” I snorted and rolled my eyes, shaking my head.

Orion threw his head back and barked out a laugh. “And fucking loving it.”

“What does Roddy think of that potty mouth of yours?” Chase scolded, causing Orion to cackle.

“I’m only allowed to use it in the bedroom after Shiloh called someone a fuck stick while Roddy was driving.”

I laughed and shook my head. I loved Orion and Roddy; I also adored their kids. But children weren’t for me. It wasn’t something I’d ever wanted, and I didn’t see that ever-changing. 

“In answer to your question, yes, I’m ready to get my shimmy on,” I said with a laugh at the excitement on Orion’s face. 

“Is it a competition, Sloane?” Sahara asked.

“Na, not this one. This one is just a social get-together. I haven’t got a competition until next week.”

“Another big trophy coming your way?” Bronson called.

I grinned and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. This is a Victorian championship, so the competition is much stiffer.”

“Victoria-wide? Shit, girl, you are doing amazing. Remember, only two years ago, you were getting nervous about dancing in an interschool competition,” Burgess said.

I grinned and nodded. “I know. I’ve come a long way. It helps to have a great teacher and love the dancing.”

“So, when are we allowed to come and watch?” Orion asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess if you wanted, I could get you tickets for next weekend?”

Orion’s eyes widened, and he nodded his head. “Yeah. I’d love to see you in action. Can Roddy come too?”

My cheeks blushed as I nodded my head. “Of course.”

It wasn’t that I was embarrassed about my dancing. It was just that I didn’t like to show off. It seemed weird to think, considering I danced in competitions, and that was the whole point, to show off to win. But it was different when it was showing other dancers and judges. But to my workmates, that was a whole different thing.

I’d been dancing only three years. I’d been bored and was looking for a hobby outside of work. I’d got a job at Shifter Ink and became close to everyone that worked there, but I wanted a chance to have friends outside of work. I’d moved to Lalbert only eight years ago. I didn’t have family here. My family had decided after I refused to give up on the idea that I was a lesbian was too much; even after conversion camps and therapies, I refused to be anyone but myself. So, when I was eighteen, I gave them the big fuck you and walked out the door, never looking back. Of course, they’d never bothered to try and contact or find me either, so it was a mutual fuck you.

When I saw a flyer for a rockabilly dance class, I thought it was something I could get behind. I’d always loved music from the fifties. I loved the fashion, drove an old Cadillac already, and figured I’d fit in.

I knew I’d found my new hobby in the first lesson I was involved in. Everyone there welcomed me. The teachers, Noah and Evie, had made me feel like I was instantly part of the family. I quickly made friends and discovered I was a pretty good dancer. At first, I was only interested in doing social classes. Still, then with some prodding from Evie, I started entering competitions.

At first, the competitions were just interschool; we would compete against other dance schools. After a while, I gained the confidence to enter a local competition and won. I couldn’t believe it. I’d been in so much shock. Noah and Evie, of course, said they knew I’d win; they’d had no doubt. 

They’d been so sure of my skills that they’d organized me to start dancing regularly with Kase. He was a fae and very popular in the class. I’d been embarrassed to dance with him at first, but after a while, I realized that although the women hung off him and all wanted him for their partner, he was just an easy-going guy. That I was a lesbian completely relieved him when he found out. He said he was gay and over the class of women trying to fuck him. It worked out, and from there, we entered as many competitions as possible.

Together we’d worked our way up to being Victorian champions and were about to move onto an international stage. Something that I’d never imagined would ever be possible. If only my parents could see me. I wondered what they would think. They’d hated the fact that I couldn’t be changed. No matter how many boys they threw at me, how many prayer meetings they insisted I went to or how long I stayed at the conversion camp, I was a lesbian and pigheaded enough not to pretend to change to keep them happy.

I was fully prepared to make it on my own. And that I’d done. I was an award-winning tattoo artist that had been featured in many magazines. Now I was also about to possibly have the chance to become an internationally acclaimed rock and roll dancer. Competing on a world scale for more money than I could even begin to fathom. There wasn’t a day that I regretted my decision to remain firm in my sexuality, living proudly. As much as I was sad that it came at the loss of my family, I had made a better life for myself than if I’d stayed with them, attending church and marrying whatever horrid man they expected me to marry. And having children. That thought alone made me shudder.

“So, what you reckon, Sloane? We all come to watch you boogie down?” Orion asked with a wiggle of his brows.

I barked out a laugh and shrugged my shoulders. “Sure. I’ll grab the tickets tonight and bring them in on Monday.”

Orion whooped and slapped hands with Bronson. That man was far too excited to see some dancing. But it shouldn’t surprise me; Orion was excited about everything he did.
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Emory

“In the name of Jesus, I cast thee out, demon,” the pastor roared into my face. Spittle flew from his mouth, splattering across my lips and cheeks. My stomach roiled in disgust. Pastor David’s breath smelled like old cheese as he screamed prayers at me. I hated him. I felt nothing but contempt for him, my parents, and everyone here who believed I had a devil inside me.

There was nothing wrong with me. I was an ordinary human woman who happened to be gay. I’d had no plans at all to let my parents in on my sexuality until I’d left for university. Still, my sister, Alisa, had been spying and caught me and my girlfriend, Abbey, kissing. Well, my ex-girlfriend now. Of course, Alisa had gone straight home, like the good little snitch, and told Mum and Dad about what she’d seen.

This news was horrifying because my parents were strict Pentecostal Christians and church deacons. I’d sinned in the most heinous of ways. There was no way around it. In my parents’ eyes, I was an abomination who would go to hell unless I gave up this silly little idea of being a lesbian.

When I refused to back down and insisted that I’d been born a lesbian, my parents had me signed up for conversion camp. I was eighteen years old, and it was laughable that I was even here. Technically I was an adult and should be able to make my own decisions. But that wasn’t how it worked. My parents had gone to our pastor, Rodney, who assured them I would be taken to the camp and changed.

Taken was precisely what they’d done. I had plans. I was about to go to Newcastle to start university. I was still asleep in my bed when at four in the morning, three men broke into my bedroom, tearing me from my bed and chaining me to the back of the car with a hessian bag over my head. It was like something out of a fucking b-grade movie. My mother stood sobbing and praying in tongues for her wayward daughter. While three men brutally shoved me into a van. 

Handcuffed, terrified, and with a bag over my head, I couldn’t even begin to tell where I was being taken. My phone was left behind, and I only had my pajamas still on and bare feet. It felt like we’d been driving for hours when finally, the car stopped. I was torn from the car, shivering, sobbing, and wondering what I was in for. The men didn’t speak as they dragged me from the vehicle. My feet hurt as I stepped on loose gravel and rocks. With the bag over my head, I was blind and could only trust the men leading me.

Eventually, I was pulled into a building and felt the cool tiles of the floors beneath my bare feet. The bag was ripped from my head, and I looked up at the men who had captured me. They all glared at me with disgust. I couldn’t believe that they thought I was the disgusting one when it had been them that had taken me from my bed and kidnapped me.

A man walked into the room that was nothing more than a large hall with long trestle tables running on either side. The windows were caged, and when I looked at the doors, I noticed they were heavy wooden doors with large locks. 

The man walked towards me. His cheeks were red, and he had purple veins that covered his nose. His beady grey eyes glared at me. When he smiled, I felt nothing but slime slide up and down my spine. His yellowing teeth stood out glaringly against his red lips. His stomach hung over his pants, and how he looked me up and down filled me with repulsion. For the first time in my life, I felt unsafe. 

“Emory Taylor. You have been sent here on behalf of your parents after it was discovered that you were kissing another girl," the man sneered.

I felt my cheeks heat with embarrassment. It wasn’t that I was ashamed of my sexuality, but for as long as I’d been alive, I’d been taught that being gay was the worst thing you could be. In fact, being a murderer was probably even better than being gay. 

I remained quiet and looked down at the ground. The man didn’t speak as if he was waiting for me to say something. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t even know what this was. Suddenly a sharp pain hit my cheek as the man reached out and slapped my face. 

“I’m speaking to you, girl,” he snarled.

I tasted blood in my mouth as I looked into the man’s eyes. “What do you want me to say? I’m a big raging lesbian,” I snarled.

I knew it was wrong to say as soon as the words left my mouth. The man reared his hand and slapped my face again, knocking my head to the side. I wiped at my lip which I felt was split and bleeding. I turned to face the man again. My legs were shaking, and tears burned in my eyes. I wanted to run, but with the three guys standing at my back, I knew there was no escape.

“While you are here, you will obey me,” the man sneered.

“I don’t know where I am. I don’t know who you are. I don’t even know what you are expecting of me.”

The man’s lip curled over his yellowing teeth in a snarl, and I braced myself for another slap, but instead, the man sighed. “My name is Pastor David Mitchell. This is Camp Divine. It is a place for men and women who are not living the word of God. It is a place of rehabilitation. Here you will learn to follow the word of God, and you will become one of his lambs again. Now you have a demon inside you. By the end of your stay, that demon will be removed.”

I licked over my lip nervously. Something about this man terrified me, and I wondered if I would ever be the same again. I didn’t know what to do, but I knew I would do anything to get out of this place. I nodded my head.

Pastor David continued to stare at me before he launched himself at me. I screamed as he grasped my face in his hands and started to roar. “In the name of Jesus, I cast thee out, demon.”
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Sloane

The music flowed through me. I was dressed in my black skirt and white shirt, with my bobby socks and black dance shoes. My hair was curled in a French curl. My red lipstick was on point, and the winged eyeliner looked perfect. 

“Ready, girl?” Kase asked me with a grin. I nodded my head. We’d taken our positions on the dancefloor with the other couples as the jive beat started to play. Feeling the rhythm, I watched Kase, ready for the moment to begin.

Kase swung his leg out and took my hand, swinging me to the side. My body eased into the steps we’d practiced so much that it was like second nature. The music filled my soul, and I took each step with ease, enjoying every minute of my moment on the dance floor. The crowd around us cheered. The guys from Shifter Ink were all on the sidelines, and I could hear my name being yelled. The loudest voice was that of Orion.

Kase spun me out, and I shuffled backward, ready for the showstopping move. I quickly glanced to where the judges stood and noticed them watching me. When I looked back at Kase gave a quick nod and winked. I grinned as I moved towards him, ready for what would come next. Kase’s hands confidently clasped my waist and lifted me into the air, flipping me over his shoulder. I braced my hands on his hips as I slid down over his back. Kase’s hands grasped me and moved me around his waist before safely placing me back on the floor.

Finally, the music ended, and Kase and I finished our routine. A roar sounded from the crowd, and a giggle slipped from my lips. Breathing heavily, I wrapped my arms around Kase’s neck and kissed his cheek. It was always exhilarating to land a big risk move but to do it in front of all my friends and have them cheering me on just made it better.

“We did it, girly; we rocked,” he laughed.

I grinned and nodded as I glanced back to the judges, who were all conferring. We wouldn’t know how we rated until they had tallied the scores. All we could do now was to go to the sidelines and wait. We were up against some tough competition, and I knew it wouldn’t be an easy win, but we’d done our best. 

Kase and I walked over to where the rest of the dance team was waiting. Noah and Evie wore the biggest smiles I’d ever seen. As soon as we stood before them, Evie grabbed me in a tight hug. “You did it. My god, the two of you were amazing out there.”

“Let’s hope it was enough,” I said, not wanting to get my hopes up. 

Evie scoffed. “They’d be crazy not to have given you two the highest scores.”

I smiled. Arms wrapped around me, and Orion smooshed a big kiss on my cheek. “That was the most awesome thing I’d ever seen.”

I giggled and turned in his arms, and hugged him tightly. “Thank you.”

Our dance had been the last for the evening, so I knew we wouldn’t have long to wait before the winners were announced. Usually, the winners were announced in groups. They would do a series of dances, announce the winners then go on to more dances.

The MC took the stage and cleared his throat. The auditorium quieted, and we stood waiting for the scores for the final dance to be announced.

“This is the placement for our final night dance, the senior jive, freestyle. Can I please have all competitors come to the stage?”

Kase took my hand and walked me to the stage. We stood beside the five other couples in the category. My belly fluttered with nerves as it always did. I loved doing the competitions, but I was also nervous. When I first began, we were competing for trophies. Now the prizes were a lot higher. There was money, titles, and trips overseas. These competitions put our names on the map and the ones that would get us further in the dance community. These were the ones to win.

“In third place, with a score of seventy-six, Pia and Luke from Encore Dance,” the MC announced. The crowd applauded and cheered as Pia and Luke walked to receive their trophy check. For the third place, it was a check for five hundred dollars. For second place, it was one thousand dollars. For first place, it was two and a half thousand dollars, the title of Victorian Rock and Roll Champion, and registration in the Australian championships in Sydney. That was where we could start winning hundreds of thousands of dollars. If we won, it would mean that we would be crowned as Australian champions and be able to register to dance for Australia in international competitions. That was the goal. 
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