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Kelani stepped off the runway and immediately headed to the dressing room. The room buzzed with excitement as the other models pulled off clothes and threw on their street clothes. As the big finale, Kelani was always the last to undress. 

She passed the other models giving air kisses. Compliments and congrats passed from one woman to another, although a tinge of acid punctuated the superlatives.

Kelani pulled the silk camisole off and tossed it to the overworked assistant. The silk panties went next. The lingerie company she modelled for, Ambrosia Lace, let all of the models keep the sample undergarments they wore in the show. But, Kelani wanted freedom from everything. In less than 24 hours she would be on a long needed vacation to Hawaii. 

“Kelani,” a voice called out. She groaned.

“Kelani, I need to talk to you,” Ambrosia Lace, the president and namesake of Ambrosia Lace said, elbowing her way through the throng of half dressed bodies. 

Kelani huffed and put her hands on her hips. If Ambrosia called you out, never expect a compliment. 

“You will be modeling our new bra and tights tomorrow for some clients,” Ambrosia said. She never dawdled.

“I’m going on vacation tomorrow,” Kelani said, tying a silk robe around her. She tried to casually cover the long rip down the side. The president's eyes flicked to the tear.

Of course the tiger notices.

“The contract you signed says otherwise,” Ambrosia said. “You go where I tell you to go.”

“I already booked my trip to Hawaii.”

Ambrosia gave an acid smile.

“With the amount of money you owe to that loan shark you need to make wiser choices.”

Bitch.

“You have to impress the head honchos at Devilweed Corporation. If we get this contract you can afford multiple trips to Hawaii,” Ambrosia. “And replace that tacky robe.”

Devilweed Corporation. 

Kelani’s eyes opened wide. 

That company is rumored to be a front for the mob.

“If we don’t get this huge contract, I’m going to have to drop some of the models,” Ambrosia said, pulling out a cigarette case. “It’s hard to find good paying, steady modelling gigs as you know well, Kelani.”

She stuck the unlit cigarette between her lips and squinted at Kelani.

“And, I’m quite friendly with the loan shark. He may want to collect from you a little earlier than you thought.”

Kelani swallowed. 

Why the fuck did I pay for a vacation instead of trying to pay off my loan.

She stuffed her hand in the robe pocket. A ripping sound traveled to her ears.

What choice do I have?

“When and where do you need me to be?” Kelani asked.
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Kelani pulled the black nylon tights on, trying not to elbow, or be elbowed by one of the many models in the changing room. 

Well, not quite a changing room. 

Devilweed Corporation stuck all of the models in the ladies room to get into their outfits. The ladies room of Garden Linden Club was gorgeous with its Art Deco style. But the space was not built to house 50 models twisting, sliding, gliding, and straining into silk, satin, and rubber. 

Fashion houses and designers from all over sent models to attend. Kelani tried to focus on getting ready, but her eyes drifted around the room. So many models had graced the covers of high end fashion magazines.

I may be a big deal in the city of Saint Granger. But, my resume is nothing compared to some of these models.

“Ladies, we’re starting in 5 minutes,” the assistant called from the doorway. “Remember your assigned number.”

Kelani glanced again at her number.

34. 

Neither one of the first models to walk or last. Right in the middle of the pack. 

“Line up!” the assistant called out. 

Kelani scrambled out of the horde of lacy and satin covered limbs to the lineup. The models had quieted down as they organized themselves into order. The smell of at least 50 different perfumes, hairspray, and makeup setting sprays wafted through the hallway. The smell was dizzying.

Keep it together. 

Kelani sucked in a few breaths and strained her neck to see the other outfits.

Feathers, glitter, latex, a strap-on (what?).

Kelani looked down at her outfit. It looked so plain compared to the others on display. The sheer black bra cupped her breasts. Beautiful handsewn roses and vines decorated the cups, leaving the areola hidden behind a garden of lacy mystery. The black, sheer nylon tights she wore bore the same rose and vine design, curving up and down her legs. The vines twisted into a heart shaped wreath at the crotch of the stockings. Kelani's small soft patch of pubic hair, trimmed into the shape of a heart, sat right in the middle of the vine wreath. 

It’s sexy, but is it enough? Ambrosia can be a bitch, but she knows the market well. 

The sound of music blaring startled the group.

Showtime.

Kelani dug her nails into her palms as the line slowly inched forward. She craved a cigarette even though she had given up—given up-ish smoking as a New Year's resolution. 

Get a fucking hold of yourself. You’re never this nervous before a runway walk.

Kelani focused instead on watching the models returning from their walks on the runway. 
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